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Prelude

I looked up at Philip as I pulled against the straps that held me fast to the bed. The cuffs around my wrists were soft and smooth, but gave me no room to move or try to avoid him. His eyes were dark and hungry as he held the riding crop, slapping it lightly against his hands. Each clap of the popper made me want to close my legs, but cuffs at my ankles held them apart.

Philip brought the tip of the crop between my legs and touched it lightly against my sex. I gasped and let out a light moan. I was terrified of feeling the sting of its impact there and craved it at the same time. I met his eyes and my lips parted to utter a single word.

“Please.”
He narrowed his eyes and a thin smile touched his lips. “Please what?”
“Please don’t hurt me.” 

“Mona,” Philip tapped the crop between my legs again lightly. My body ached. I wanted to pull away from it and press forward at once. He tapped me again, just as lightly. “I thought you wanted me to hurt you.”

I let out a small cry, unable to voice the dichotomy in my head. Phillip pulled his wrist back and struck. The popper made a sharp crack against my sex as the impact pushed through, exciting me with pleasure and pain. My mind screamed, but I could only let out a moan.

“You do want me to hurt you, don’t you?” Philip’s voice touched my ears like hot wax on my skin, warm and dangerous, daring me to ask for more.

I could not bring myself to answer him. He pulled his wrist back again and snapped the crop forward. The popper snapped louder
and I let out a cry as the sting delivered a jolt of pain through my MARGUERITE DE LYON
body, culminating in shivers.
“I can stop if you don’t want me to hurt you.” Philip kept the crop pressed between my legs.
“No.” Panic overtook me. He could not stop now.
“Oh, you don’t want me to hurt you.” Philip moved the crop back.
“No!” I called out, louder than I intended. 

He snapped the tip of the crop against me, hard between my legs. I cried out as the pain shot through me, pulling at my pleasure, and building it up into the first waves. I tried to writhe and looked into Philip’s eyes to see how he reveled in my reactions. He snapped again, sending another jolt of pain through my body and building up more of that delicious wave.

I looked up to the ceiling and let my eyes roll back. As he struck again, sending more pain through my body from that precious place between my legs, I felt my mind begin to calm and soften. An euphoria was slowly building there.

How did I ever get to this wonderful place of surrender? [image: ]

A Guide to BDSM

When I decided that I wanted to introduce BDSM into my sex life, the first thing I had to do was figure out just what I as looking at. I’ve been an avid reader for many years, long before I was daring enough to pick up my first erotica book, so I suspected that BDSM was not exactly what I read in so many steamy stories. Between the pages of my own tale of how Philip and I incorporated BDSM into our intimate life, I am going to share with you some of what I learned in my journey.

What Is BDSM?

B ondage &Discipline, Dominance &Submission, Sadism &Masochism. These three sets of ideas and experiences make up the acronym BDSM. Those who enjoy BDSM, whether in the bedroom, on occasion, or as a lifestyle, participate in activities that fit into one or more of these sets. Each of these sets have their own meanings as well. What activities you choose and how they fall under the greater BDSM umbrella depends on what you and your partner decide you are interested in exploring together.

A Deeper Look at the Acronym 

Bondage & Discipline (B&D) refers to activities that on the surface seem very different. Bondage is the physical restraint of a person, typically using ropes or other restraint devices. Other forms of bondage may use situations to keep a person restrained, but we will be looking at physical restraints together. Discipline refers to the rules and protocols that are in place among those who practice BDSM. The reason that Bondage & Discipline are paired is because Discipline is the mental and sometimes emotional

restraint that partners participating in BDSM place upon
MARGUERITE DE LYONthemselves and each other. 

Dominance & Submission (D&S or D/s) can refer to two things. First, it refers to the dynamic that is established when one person gives control, or submits to, another person. The person giving control or power is the submissive while the person accepting power is the Dominant. How much control is given depends on what both partners want and need, but the submissive always has the final say on what he or she will give up. Dominance & submission can also refer, in a philosophical sense, to the power exchange that happens in almost all BDSM related activities. You do not have to be a submissive to enjoy being tied up (I will talk more about that shortly) but you do still give over some control to the person you allow to tie you up. That person has the power to restrain you.

Sadism & Masochism (S&M) refers to the giving and receiving of consensual pain. The Sadist is someone who enjoys inflicting pain on other people. This can be physical, mental, or even emotional pain. The masochist is someone who enjoys receiving pain, whether physical, mental, or emotional. They key to Sadism & Masochism in BDSM is that the activities that take place between the Sadist and masochist are consensual activities.

Blending 

Each of these sets interacts depending on the needs of the participants. A Dominant will employ Discipline by setting rules for his or her submissive to follow and may use punishments to enforce those rules. If the Dominant is a Sadist and his/her partner is a masochist, the two may enjoy any number of activities designed to deliver pain. This may involve Bondage or it may not. Partners may enjoy rope play and bondage without the need for S&M at all.

What Happens If I Do Not Want to Submit or My Partner Does Not Want to Dominate? 

Dominance & submission in terms of a power exchange dynamic is not for all people, nor is it for all couples. In my research, I saw several people who enjoyed all kinds of BDSM activities but did not consider themselves Dominants or submissives. They key is being open and honest with your partner about what you want out of your activities. You may enjoy being tied up, but do not want your partner giving you commands in the bedroom. Maybe your partner likes the idea of giving you commands, and you like the idea of following them, but your partner also wants to experience bondage from the bottom.

As long as your BDSM activities fall within a few guidelines (which I will discuss in the next section), you communicate openly, and you are clear on what takes place and what your roles are, the rest is open for you to experience and personalize. The whole point of bringing BDSM into your bedroom is to accentuate the pleasure that you and your partner give and receive through your intimate time together. Do not think you have to fit into a rigid role if that role does not feel natural to you.

A Few Key Terms
Safe, Sane, and Consensual 

Also known as SSC, Safe, Sane, and Consensual is the cornerstone of BDSM itself. Think of it as a philosophy, not as a guidebook to your sessions together. You should always ensure that you are Safe when you play. That means that both of you take time to learn about an activity. The one who will be acting on the other partner needs to ensure he or she understands how to perform an activity safely. This means practice – I recommend a feather pillow for practice with impact play – for most activities we will talk about. More advanced activities may mean training, which is something you can obtain through your local BDSM community.

Sane is a loaded word. Most people who do not know about MARGUERITE DE LYON 

BDSM would not consider the activities sane. Even some who do practice it understand that they sometimes walk a fine line. In terms of BDSM, Sane means that both partners see to each other’s well-being. This happens all through the relationship, during activities and outside of them. Partners communicate so that they understand each other and what certain activities and roles entail. BDSM can be incredibly intense, and ensuring your partner is able to process the activity that takes place is vital. One important component of a Sane relationship is Aftercare, which I will discuss later.

Consensual means that both parties are in full agreement about what will take place at all times. Consent is never assumed based on the relationship or a person’s role. If a Top or Dominant wants to try something new, he or she always discusses it first with his/her submissive or bottom before anything happens. Just because a Dominant is given control by a submissive does not mean he or she has the right to demand that a submissive try something never discussed “just because s/he is the Dominant.” Two important aspects of Consent are setting limits when you decide to explore BDSM and having a Safe Word to indicate that a limit has been or is close to being reached. A Safe Word can also pause or stop a session for any reason that a stop or pause is needed.

RACK 

R isk Aware Consensual Kink, RACK refers to the ongoing monitoring that happens through a BDSM scene. This focuses primarily on the role of the Top or Dominant, though the submissive or bottom should also practice RACK as well. Any activity that takes place in BDSM has the potential to become dangerous. It is important that both partners understand the Risks involved with an activity and are always Aware of their own and each other’s safety and well-being. Both parties need to remember that consent is ongoing. If the submissive/bottom is unhappy with what is taking place and needs the scene to stop, he or she is responsible for using the Safe Word and explaining to the Dominant/Top why the scene is being halted. The Dominant/Top is responsible not just for listening for the Safe Word, but for monitoring him/herself to ensure limits are not broken and that the submissive/bottom is engaged and still consenting to the activity taking place. Kink, of course, refers to the activities at hand.

Other Terms
• Dominant – the person receiving control in a D/s dynamic
• Submissive – the person giving control in a D/s dynamic

• Top – the person acting in a scene – the one tying up someone, flogging someone, etc.
• Bottom – the person receiving an action in the scene – the one being tied up, being flogged, etc. 

• Safe Word – a quick, simple word that is out of place in the scene. Colors are common Safe Words. If a submissive/bottom is gagged, then a clear signal should be used, for example a hand-held noise-maker or loud keys that can be dropped.

• Scene/Session – refers to a discreet BDSM activity. The activity in a scene may be referred to as Play. 

• The Red-light System – an alternative to the Safe Word (or in addition to the Safe Word). This is used when a bottom/submissive is unsure of his or her limits concerning an activity he or she wants to try. Green means all is good. Yellow means a limit is close and play should proceed carefully. Red means the submissive/bottom has reached or is almost to his/her limit. The Dominant/Top checks in regularly through the activity to see where the submissive/bottom is, but the submissive/bottom should call “Yellow” or “Red” any time play has reached that point.
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CHAPTER 3 Negotiation

At thirty-nine, I had the ideal life. I lived in a beautiful two-story house in the suburbs. My husband Philip was a successful businessman, managing the sales department for his company. We had two lovely children, a sixteen-year-old daughter who was beginning to experience her first tastes of freedom, and an elevenyear-old son who was just starting to wonder what freedoms truly waited for him. Even my dog was perfectly behaved, never barking, except at the neighbor’s cat.

My life was perfect, but I was less than perfectly happy. I loved my husband and my children. I knew they loved me in return. I never doubted the fidelity of my marriage. Something, though, was missing. I came to understand as I closed the book I had been reading and looking around my quiet house – the dog was outside and the kids would be away at their grandparents for another three weeks for the summer – that the feeling was a gradual build. I could no longer pinpoint when it had started, but as I looked back over my two-decade marriage, I could trace its steady progression.

Philip and I married out of high school. A pregnancy scare had spurred his proposal, but when my period started, albeit two weeks late, he did not retract the offer. We had dated throughout high school, and both of us knew where we wanted to be. I talked to my parents about our decision and to my doctor about effective birth control. We married the summer after we graduated and both worked part-time while he attended college to make ends meet. After he finished his Bachelor’s degree, I stopped taking the pill and conceived our daughter two months later. I stopped working and he took an entry-level sales job in the department he now managed.

I knew that what we had was precious, but the ache of knowing something was missing had plagued me for a long time. I tried to 
ignore it, but I realized now that I could not do that any longer. I MARGUERITE DE LYON 

was not sure if I had been afraid to face the truth or if it was just that, I could not name what was missing. Now, I finally understood what had happened. It was not that we missed a thing at all. It was that we had missed an opportunity. At some point in our marriage, Philip and I reached a bridge. I did not know if it was consciously or not, but I realized we had decided not to cross it, and our relationship hurt for it.

We each had a part of ourselves that we were not sharing with the other person. This realization was hard for me to take, but enlightening at the same time. I hated the idea that I was hiding part of myself from Philip. We had known each other since we were children. At the same time, understanding that simple fact gave me a solution. I could fix what was wrong – or rather, we could fix it together.

The book that I read was a steamy romance full of unrealistic people and locations. While I found the questionable romance to be lackluster, the sex was tantalizing. Through the words on a page, I watched two people explore the inner depths of each other’s psyche, opening themselves up to each other in ways that were sensual, dark, and tantalizing. Within those scenes was no judgement, only acceptance of a part of each other they could share with no one else.

That interplay was the thing that Philip and I had missed as we moved through the motions of our marriage and intimate life. I could not say what thing we had not dared to try or ask for. I did not think it even mattered. We came to that moment and we let it pass us by.

I spent my afternoon thinking about what I had read and my own desires. Reading the book was not the first time I had thought about BDSM, but it was the first time that I had a name for what I was thinking. My whole life, I had a strange relationship with pain. I hated to be ill or to be truly hurt. I broke my leg when I was ten, and it was the most miserable experience of my life.

Other times, pain was a strange thing to me. When I gave birth to both of our children, I bore through the pain of labor, taking it as a mark of pride that I could make it through. Minor pain from things like receiving a paper cut when folding up a piece of paper or stubbing my toe when I walked fascinated me. I would always take care of the pain of course. Who wants to deal with a sting or throb all day? Still, that something so small could cause so much pain and essentially be nothing at all was strange and mysterious.

I had fantasized before about Philip doing something to hurt me. It was never in a bad way, not really. In my fantasies, I might struggle against whatever he was doing, but I always enjoyed the outcome. He might pinch my nipples in a vice grip and pull down until, unable to bear it; I fell to my knees to pleasure him. Some fantasies grew a little darker, sometimes involving him using items far too large for the holes he intended them to go into.

I was not sure how much of those fantasies I actually wanted to explore with him. I knew, however, that I wanted to find a place to begin. The idea of giving myself over to Philip in such a deep way seemed like the culmination of everything we had in our lives. I was already the person who kept his home for him and nurtured his children. I made him dinner and prepared his drink in the evenings. It seemed that this was a natural progression of all of those things, a way to deepen the role that I had taken on, one part by choice, one part by nurture and societal expectations. To explore my fascination with pain at the same time made the skin tingle between my legs.

The only thing I was unsure about was how Philip would react to the idea. I knew that he had it in him to be a good Dominant. He took to his role as the head of our household so easily. We always made major decisions together, but there was never any doubt who was taking the lead. That part, I thought, he would be able to handle and understand. Like me, I was sure he would just see Dominance and submission as an extension of what we already had together.

How would he react to the prospect of bringing me pain? Philip had a playful sense of humor, one that bordered on cruel sometimes. He was never malicious, but he did delight in how people could sometimes be uncomfortable while in the midst of

whatever his sense of humor imagined. That could, I thought, be an MARGUERITE DE LYON 

indicator to sadism, or at least a willingness to explore it. It was all I had to hold onto. I knew that I needed to try this thing. I at least needed to broach the subject with him.

By the time I had dinner ready, I resolved that I would talk to him about it tonight. I had to cast aside any doubts and worries and just be open about what I wanted. The two of us had decided, long before we ever got married, that we would come to each other when we were worried or we wanted something. That promise was what had prompted me to go to him when I missed my period in the middle of our senior year and was afraid I might be pregnant. Nothing about our lives had changed that.

I made Philip his favorite meal and had everything set out on the table when he came in the door. One thing about two decades of marriage; I could predict when he would be home. Everything was set. As he came into the dining room, I kissed him lightly on the cheek and set his drink down on the table. We sat down to a nice dinner and I watched him watching me the entire time.

After two decades, I supposed it was reasonable for Philip to find me as predictable as I found him. I waited until we were finished eating and we cleared dishes away. We sat in the kitchen together. He finished his drink while I sipped a cup of decaf coffee. I searched for the words to say to open our talk, but nothing seemed to work in my head. When I saw worry begin to furrow his brow, I decided to just go for it. I could always back up and explain myself if I needed to.

“What do you know about BDSM?” I asked. 

A guilty look crossed Philip’s face and I smiled. He watched porn from time to time. I knew he did. He knew that I knew he did. It was not something that we talked about. Adult videos were not something that I could get into. I wondered if he thought I found something offensive on his computer.

“I’ve seen some videos,” he finally replied. He measured my smile carefully. “Why?”
I took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I would like to try some things.” 

Philip set is drink down and looked at me. He said nothing as he studied my face. I knew that he was measuring my posture and my expressions. He was a natural salesman, and when he needed to evaluate a client, he looked for those silent cues to know how to approach them. Those cues told him their moods and whether they were serious about the conversation he was engaging them in.

“I’m not sure about it. Some of the things that I see are pretty,” he paused and seemed to look for his words around him, “extreme.”

“Are you turned off by the idea?” I was afraid of the answer now. I did not watch BDSM porn videos, but I had a feeling if they were anything like any of the other porn Philip watched, they were highly unrealistic.

“I’m not turned off by it. It’s interesting. I didn’t think it was something that you would want to talk about, though.” 

I sipped my coffee and tried to collect my thoughts together. He was not turned off by the idea. That was a place to start. Before I could say anything to him, he spoke again.

“I wouldn’t want to do something to hurt you. That would be more than I could handle, I think.”
I nodded as I set down my cup. “I understand. But what if I want you to hurt me?” 

Philip took a deep breath. As he pushed it out, he scratched the back of his head. “You’re talking about some pretty serious stuff. What are you thinking about trying?”

My heart leapt up and I felt elated. Philip was really considering this with me. “I don’t really know just how far I want to go with things yet. I thought we could talk about it and find a place to start. If we enjoy it, we can decide together what we want to explore from there.”

Philip sipped his drink and set the glass down gently. “We MARGUERITE DE LYON 

could do that. I suppose it’s not much different than trying out a new vacation spot. This one just has whips and nipple clamps and rope.”

Hearing Philip list off the things that I had read about in my book sent shivers down my spine. I wondered how often he watched videos about BDSM. I was glimpsing another part of Philip, a part of himself that he rarely showed. It was exciting and mysterious.

“I was thinking that we could start with light bondage. You could tie my hands to the bed while we make love. If we both like the experience of it, maybe we could try cuffs and rope or something like that. We could add a flogger or a riding crop.”

Philip’s eyes darkened and my legs tightened. “You would be okay with me hitting you?” 

“If I’m asking you to.” I studied his face carefully. His expression did not change, but I could tell he was digesting the information. “I don’t want to just try the physical stuff. There’s another part to it all as well. I would like to be your submissive.”

Now his expression did change. Curiosity moved into his eyes. I could see that he had questions and felt more confident when I saw that he could not formulate them. I was not the only one nervous about this either.

“I already do so many things for you. Really, we would just be adding some extra rules and things. Maybe I could call you Sir when I’m giving you your drink as a quiet way to do it.”

Philip took another deep breath. He was silent as he sipped his drink. His eyes stirred with darkness, curiosity, and insecurity over the idea. “It’s something we can discuss more. Let’s see how we enjoy tying your hands up first.”

That made me happy. He was open to this; he was willing to try this new thing with me. Even if it only lasted for a few nights and we put the idea away, it would be something we shared together. I moved our conversation to Philip’s day. I wanted him to be nice and relaxed before we retired for the evening. I thought that would make the transition to something kinky in the bedroom a little easier. As we moved into the living room to sit down, another thought occurred to me. I could do something that would help ease his mind about my submission to him as well.

I rarely massaged Philip’s feet. I found nothing wrong with the activity, and the occasions that I did do it I knew were nice for him. His job did not require too much walking around, so it was simply something that he never asked for often. It was also nothing I ever thought to simply offer.

As he turned on the television to watch his evening news shows, I sat on the floor in front of him and brought his foot into my lap. I began to work my fingers along the top and bottom, being careful with his high arches and working my thumbs into the ball of his foot. He looked down at me and I smiled up to him. He returned the smile, and I could tell that he appreciated the gesture. I did not know if he guessed that what inspired it. I decided, however, that I would make this part of my evening treatment of him.

As I finished with one foot and moved to the other, I found myself enjoying this in a way that I never had before. I was not simply doing a chore or something nice for Philip. I was serving him in my own quiet way. I realized that it did not matter if he guessed why I was doing it. It mattered only that I was, and that my doing it pleased him. When I finished, I took my place on the couch beside him. He put his arm around me and pulled me closer to him, his hand gently brushing my breast as we watched the news together.

Philip turned the television off early tonight, halfway through his second show, and we retired upstairs. We each went through our normal routines to get ready for bed, taking our showers to freshen up. I hated the idea of going to bed with the work of my day on me. When I stepped out of the shower, Philip stood naked in the bathroom, having already taken his shower before me tonight. He held two of his silk ties in his hands. I recognized them as ties that I liked, but he rarely wore.

“Can I lead you into the bedroom?” he asked.
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He waited for me to dry myself. When I was done, he brought the ties over. Gently, he wrapped one of them around my wrists, fastening it in a loose knot. I realized that I could slip out of it if I needed to, and decided to be careful. He tied the other tie to the one around my wrists and using it as a leash led me from the bathroom into our bedroom.

As I followed him to the bed, I felt self-conscious and strange. I was elated to do something so simple and strange with Philip. At the same time, I felt like our dog, led by a leash. I found the idea strangely arousing and let that feeling make its way through my body and mind.

Philip laid me down on the bed and brought the end of the tie up to the iron headboard. He tied it carefully and brought his hand down my body, caressing my cheek, my neck, and my side. I loved the feeling of the silk against my skin and the touch of his hand along my body. I realized that he could do anything right now, and I would have to struggle to stop him. The tie, I realized, was not as easy to get out of as I thought. I could, and I suspected that he could remove it easily if I needed him to.

The thought that he could do anything, and I would be near powerless to stop him struck me with a cold feeling. It was a frightening thought. As his hand moved across my stomach and between my legs, I gasped. His touch felt electric now. My bondage and fear seemed to heighten my senses. He slipped his fingers into my sex and wiggled them carefully across my gentle nub. My arousal grew and poured over me as an orgasm, flushing across my body in a wave that was at once warm and cool. I had never come so quickly, and Philip’s moan told me he was delighted.

Gently he parted my legs and moved between them. When he slipped inside of me, I could feel every inch of him. My body was sensitive from my orgasm and alive in a completely new way from my bondage. As he thrust into me, he held himself up with one hand. With the other, he gripped my breast, squeezing it gently and teasing the nipple with his fingers. I wanted to feel him pinch, but he did not. By the look in his eyes, I could tell he would not if I asked. He was enjoying my bondage as much as I was. I was at his mercy, and I knew that if he wanted to indulge me by pinching the nipple, he would have already.

The feeling of him inside me as I lay nearly powerless beneath him brought my arousal back, deep and eager. I pushed my hips up to meet his thrust as the waves of another orgasm began to swell up and push through my body. This one was slow and long, carrying me through each thrust of his body until I felt him pulse and spill his pleasure into me.

When we finished, he gently removed the tie from around my wrist and tossed it aside. He rolled onto his back and pulled me to him, holding me close and stroking my hair. I listened to the sound of his breathing and delighted in it. Every once in a while I would whisper how much I loved him and how wonderful this had been. He would whisper, “I love you, too” and kiss my forehead. We fell asleep like that, basking in our shared passion.

MARGUERITE DE LYON
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CHAPTER 4 How to Introduce BDSM into Your Relationship

Communication is Key

I struggled with how to approach Philip with my desire to explore BDSM, especially since I knew I wanted to explore masochism. Philip has always been a gentle man, and though I knew he had his moments of playful sadism, that was not the same as being able to just pick up a flogger and strike me. I never knew Philip to get into a physical fight with another person, so I knew that introducing him to the idea of hurting me, even consensually, would be something I would have to approach slowly and carefully.

When you are introducing BDSM into your relationship, it is important to remember two things: 

• Communication
• Understanding

Communicate your desires carefully. Before you bring up BDSM with your partner, have an understanding of what it is about BDSM that you desire. You do not have to know the full psychological reasons behind why you want to inflict pain on a willing partner or why you want your partner to cause pain to you. You do not have to understand why you want to offer submission or why you would like to have your partner submit to you. You do have to understand that you gain some kind of fulfillment from it, and doing your research to understand what otherpeople gain will help you understand those desires. You will come to understand more about what you enjoy about BDSM over time and experience with your partner.

Understand that your partner may not be open to BDSM right away. He or she can have many reasons for this, and you should
ask and understand those reasons. If you talk to each other about MARGUERITE DE LYON 

what you want, and what he or she wants, you will be able to reach a happy medium, where the two of you can find some aspect to introduce into your relationship. As the two of you explore together, you can always decide to add more of BDSM to what you have together, so long as you communicate openly and with understanding.

I cannot stress this enough. Do not try to introduce BDSM unexpectedly in the bedroom. You may think that it is sexy to suddenly pull out a flogger on your partner, but think about the scene from his or her point of view. What do you think he or she is going to think if you suddenly, without conversation and without his or her explicit consent, try to use an implement designed to induce pain? You will not have a pleased partner. You will have a fight, and possibly worse. I cannot imagine what would have happened if I tried to hand Philip a paddle and told him to spank me without talking to him first.

When you decide to talk to your partner, borrow a tip from sales. In sales, you always limit your “closed-ended” questions – that is questions with yes or no answers. If you have to ask a closed ended question, you immediately follow it up with an openended question that requires the other person to think about the answer.

Good open-ended questions begin with things like:
• What if …
• How do you feel about …
• What would say if …
• What do you think about …
• Why …

Signals and FlipsA BEGINNER’S GUIDE TO BDSM

When you are considering introducing BDSM, look for signals that your partner may find a role attractive. I held onto how Philip took pride in his role as the provider for our home and his sense of humor that could sometimes border on cruel, even if it was always well meaning. Your partner is going to have personality traits that will clue you into the role that will compliment your desires in BDSM. Accentuate them with positive language and show your appreciation for those traits.

Be ready, however, for your partner to throw you for a loop. Not everyone who is exhibits an aggressive and outgoing personality wants to dominate other people, especially their significant other. Sometimes people who have to take on a great deal of responsibility outside of the home find the idea of submission to someone they are close to very attractive. Similarly, someone who seems docile and submissive in everyday life may be fascinated with the idea of someone giving him or her control.

This is why open, honest communication is important when you are talking about introducing BDSM. You have to understand more than just your partner’s personality traits. You have to understand the inner workings of your partner’s mental, emotional, and fantasy life in a way that you may never have explored before.

Limits and Safe Words

When you talk about BDSM activities, it is vital that you discuss not just what you want to do, but how far each of you are willing to let the activity progress. The line that you draw is your Limit, and it is an important part of having a Safe, Sane, and Consensual relationship. Both partners will have limits. It is vital that the Top/Dominant partner does not cross the limits that the bottom/submissive partner sets in place. As the bottom/submissive, if you are not sure what your limits are, that is fine. Take time to study the activity. If you still are unsure of your limit that is okay, as long as you communicate it to your partner. Never assume that

you have no limits. Instead, admit that you simply do not know MARGUERITE DE LYON 

what the limit is. You can explore and find limits together using the Red-Light System that I described briefly in the last section. It is a good idea to set what are known as soft-limits that you both agree can be pushed as you seek out your real limits.

The Safe Word is vital because it is the signal that the scene must stop. That stop can simply be to pause and just. That stop can also end the scene. The Dominant/Top should never ignore the Safe Word and should always heed it. Determine why the Safe Word was used and fix whatever went wrong. If the scene has to end, discuss what happened so that you ensure the scene next time can progress through. The Safe Word is most commonly used to indicate that a limit is close to being reached. It can also be used any time the bottom/submissive needs to stop the scene. It is a good idea to use it because it is a clear signal to bring the Top/Dominant out of the scene to address what is wrong. It can be as simple as a very real need for a bathroom break, to adjust ropes, or to allow the submissive/bottom a moment if he or she is feeling overwhelmed. Again, discuss any reason the scene pauses or stops, no matter how simple the cause may seem. Often we can plan for simple interruptions to keep them from happening in the future.

It is important to remember one thing about Limits and Safe Words. They are not about not trusting your partner. They are communication tools. You should never assume your partner just knows your limits or to just automatically know he is close to reaching your limit during your scene. You should never feel bad about setting a limit or using your Safe Word. Both are there for you and your partner’s safety. If you are seriously injured because you did not express a limit or use your Safe Word, the results can be harmful for both of you. You will need medical attention and your partner could face serious legal ramifications that could affect your lives and family.

Limits and Safe Words are a way for you to strengthen trust, not avoid it. You should never engage in BDSM activity, no matter how long you have known the person, if you do not have trust in that person. Someone you cannot trust will not heed limits or Safe Words.
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You will find that no amount of trust you have for your partner will adequately prepare you for the experiences of BDSM. As you watch your partner heed your limits and Safe Word, however, you will gain a deeper trust. As your partner sees you accurately applying limits and responsibly using your Safe Word, he or she will have more trust in you as a responsible BDSM partner and more confidence in his/her own abilities.

Take It Easy

Allow yourself to ease into BDSM. You do not have to be Super-Dom or Super-sub the first night you are together. Start slow, with one or two discreet activities. This will allow each of you to understand the enjoyment that you receive. For the submissive/bottom, this allow allows him or her to learn to trust and give in the scene. The first time that you are tied up, it can be intimidating. No matter how long you have been with your partner, your mind will spin all sorts of frightening scenarios. Easing into BDSM activities together will allow you to catch up, trust each other, and explore what you enjoy together.
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CHAPTER 5 Exploration

Our first night experiencing BDSM was incredible. In the days that followed, I scoured the internet looking for reliable information. There was a lot to find, but I wanted to be sure that I was comfortable with what I was reading. Philip and I found a nice, comfortable pace to begin our exploration, and I did not want to feel the need to rush that.

We talked about the experience together, discussing the things that we enjoyed most about what took place. For me, it was how my body responded to the loss of power. I thought about how I enjoyed massaging his feet in a new way – and as I had resolved to do; I continued it each night. Philip did not stop me, but he did finally question me about it.

Explaining it was difficult. I did not want him to think I was trying to manipulate him into accepting my submission. I read about things like “topping from the bottom” and did not want that to be our relationship at all. Somehow, I managed to explain to him how just doing something because I knew he would enjoy it made me feel. Through that simple act of service, I was unique and special. I was doing something that no one else would do. He thanked me and told me that he liked that I decided to do it, and that if I found other things like that, things that I wanted to do, he would not mind if I started them.

As I considered that idea, it made sense to me. As I researched what we were getting ourselves into, I found talk about Limits and Safe Words. I felt foolish that we had not talked about a safe word, but I realized that we had already discussed limits in a sense. Before we tried anything new, I decided I would choose a safe word and tell Philip what it was.

I also realized that what Philip was allowing me to do, to find ways I wanted to serve him and do them was another way we were 
setting limits. Rather than waiting for him to find something and MARGUERITE DE LYON 

ask me to do it, he was allowing me to explore that desire within myself and act on it. Even though everything I would be doing was for his benefit, I found that to be empowering. I was taking hold of my submission and giving it to him as I discovered it.

As the week went on, we explored bondage more as we made love. He used his ties again to bind my hands and feet to the bed, further restricting my movements. As with our first night, I found all of my senses hyper-alive and aware. Each thrust as he moved in me was something new and sensual. The feeling was incredible, and my orgasms were long and powerful. Giving myself over to him and feeling helpless to act brought out everything that I loved about making love to him, things that for a long time I simply took for granted or became accustomed to.

We discussed what we might want to try next over dinner on Friday. He liked the idea of using a flogger and a riding crop. The flogger I liked. I had started looking at different ones online, and the idea of all of those tails striking my skin gave me goosebumps. The riding crop I was more nervous about. I grew up around horses, and I remembered the sharp, biting sound of the popper when the rider struck a horse’s flank. Part of me was curious about the pain; another was scared of it. What if I did not like it?

We talked about how we would bring those items into the bedroom. Philip said I could pick them out myself if I wanted, so that he would be using something I was comfortable with. I thought about going shopping for adult toys on Saturday, and felt excited and nervous at the same time. Fortunately, I had found a local store that was run by a woman. She carried all kinds of fetish items, and I thought I might be more comfortable visiting her store.

I also told Philip about my safe word. I was afraid that he would think I did not trust him, but so many things I read emphasized the importance of the word. I knew that it was important to have one. To my surprise, he seemed to relax when I mentioned it.

“I’m glad you picked one out. I was going to mention it to you.” A shy look passed over Philip’s face and he looked away from me. “I wanted to do something, but I’m not sure what you’ll think.”

My heartbeat sped up and I sat forward in my chair. “What is it?” 

“I want to play with the word ‘no.’ I want to tease you with it, to maybe stop if you say it, maybe not. I wasn’t sure if you would be comfortable with that and using a different word if you really do mean no.”

My stomach tensed and I grew warm between my legs thinking of Philip continuing if I said no, or teasing me if he misinterpreted the no. It was so unlike his usual, considerate self in one way, so like his playful side in another. “I would like to try that sometime. Slowly until I get used to it.” I was not afraid of reacting badly to it. I was afraid of falling completely into it, like a deep well I would not be able to get out of. “I’ll remember to use my safe word if I really need it.”

Philip placed his hand on mine and squeezed it gently. I was overcome with the intimacy of our talk, and with how quickly and easily he agreed to help me explore this. I wanted to do something special for him, in that moment. I got out of my chair and to my knees. He turned and moved his feet, expecting that I would go ahead and give him his foot-rub now. When I moved my hands to his waist to unbutton his pants, his eyes grew wide. He hesitated only briefly and shifted in his seat so that it was easier for me to open his pants and pull out his cock.

He was already partially hard and I smiled. I brought my lips to the tip and kissed it softly before taking it into my mouth and sucking on him gently. He moaned softly has he grew hard in my mouth. I thought about how I would finish this. It was not something that I did often. Giving oral sex had never been something I considered myself good at, and was not something that played a part in our sex life on a regular basis. At most, I would do it a little to help him grow hard for lovemaking.

I did not want that now. I moved my tongue along his shaftas I sucked. I wanted to pull him deeper into my mouth, but I could feel my gag reflex trying to tickle my throat. I continued as I was, using my hand to cover the rest of his shaft.

“I’m going to come if you keep doing that.” He moaned louder MARGUERITE DE LYON
and his cock twitched in my mouth. 

His warning was for my benefit. I tried to remember if I had ever swallowed for him in twenty years. This was as good a time as any to try, I thought. I sucked harder on him, trying to urge the cum out. If he accepted a Dominance and submission dynamic with me, this would be a perfect thing to do for him. I could do the foot massage early in the evening and this at night as we went to bed, whether or not we did anything else that night. It would be a nice way to help him relax for sleep.

“Oh, Mona,” he breathed and let out a deep groan as his cock started to pulse, issuing his cum into my mouth. It tasted rich, salty, and thick. I swallowed quickly and above me, he arched his back, taking hold of my hair in his hands and gripping. I did not stop sucking and swallowing until he stopped pulsing. Then I slowly pulled away, kissing the tip gently. He stroked my hair as I looked up at him. The smile on his lips told me that he was happy. I carefully fastened his pants, but I did not want to move from that spot. Being there on my knees, as he looked down at me, pleased, made me feel warm.

****** 

I was still nervous as I walked into the adult store. The woman who greeted me was middle aged, with light streaks of grey through her auburn hair. She was friendly and warm when she said hello, offering me her hand and a small glass of white wine.

“I find it helps people relax a little when they come in for the first time,” she said.
I thought the gesture was nice, and took a little. It was cool and sweet. She was right; it also helped me to relax. 

I browsed the store before moving to the fetish section. She had quite the selection of items, different types of clips and gags. She had a display with a small metal cage on it. It took me a few minutes of wondering at its shape before I realized that it was for a man’s penis. I could not even imagine asking Philip to put something like that on, but I supposed that for some couples, it worked.

She had a nice selection of floggers.Some were braided and long; others were short and thin. I touched them all, feeling the cool, supple leather. I decided to go with a faux leather one that had light, thin tails. It was not too long, so I thought Philip would be able to manage it easily. I tested it on my hand. The impact was not too hard, but the sting had a bite to it that I found tantalizing. I thought that he would be able to get playful, trying for harder strikes, without doing any harm.

She had some very attractive riding crops as well. Some looked to be more for show than actual use, with wide, heart-shaped poppers. I picked one that looked more traditional, with a narrow, looped band of leather at its tip. When I tested it on my hand, I was surprised at the feeling. The impact was not as terrible as the loud crack made it sound, and it had a sting that I found as pleasing as the flogger. It might be a different sensation when Philip was holding it, but I thought that I could handle the crop being used.

I continued to look for other things to help us with our intimate time as well. I liked the feel of his ties, but I did not like the idea of having to use them all the time. They were to wear, not to tie up after all. I found a restraint kit with satin-lined cuffs and wide, adjustable straps. That, I thought, would be perfect. Philip could set it up and tuck the cuffs and straps into the box spring of the bed. Our son had decided when he was five that the lining under the box spring did not need to be there and tore away most of it. What had been an annoyance that resulted in a fifteen-minute timeout then seemed fortuitous now. The kit came with a blindfold and a feather tickler as well. I thought that would probably round out everything that we would want to explore for a while.

I paid for my items and thanked her again for the little bit of wine. As she bagged up my items, she slipped some flyers and brochures in as well. When I took everything out at home, I noticed the flyers advertised local fetish events. I set those aside.

They could be fun if Philip as up for socializing. The brochures MARGUERITE DE LYON 

were discreet mini-guides, offering advice on starting out with bondage and other activities. They included color-coded charts of safe places to strike and safety tips to manage bondage. I read over them and left them for Philip to read as well. They were informative and quick to read.

That evening after dinner, I gave Philip his foot massage while he read over the brochures. He studied the flogger carefully, holding it in hand to get used to the feel of it. I imagined what it would be like to feel it against my skin and my arousal grew as I massaged his feet. I could not wait for us to go upstairs and try out the new toys that I had bought.

Once again, we went through our normal, evening routine to get ready, complete with showers. I helped Philip set up the restraint system and we discussed what we would try tonight. Philip did not want to bring out the riding crop yet. He thought the flogger would be gentle enough for him to get comfortable striking me. We agreed on that. If something was too hard, I would use my safe word, and he would only stick to the green areas on the brochure’s chart tonight.

Philip bound me to the bed, face down so that he had free access to my ass, checking that my head and neck were comfortable. I lay with my arms and legs spread wide in the soft, silky cuffs. They were Velcro, and I worried that I would be able to wriggle out of them easily. I found instead that the straps held fast. I felt powerless and pleased.

When he brought the flogger across my upper thighs, I cried out much louder than I meant to. The sting was not severe, but the new sensation of receiving impact from my husband surprised me, even though I was expecting it. He knelt down to check on me, and I apologized for the outburst.

“Use your safe word if you need me to stop,” Philip said, and kissed me gently on the forehead. 

I did not want him to stop. He brought the flogger across my upper thighs again, delivering a light, sharp sting. I realized I never wanted him to stop. Each strike flashed colors across my vision, red, yellow, and orange, as the impact and sting worked its way through my system. The sound of the faux leather striking my skin was music, picking up the pain of each sting and rushing it to my brain.

He tested strikes along my thighs and buttocks, gauging my reactions carefully. I wanted him to go harder, but held back my requests for it. I remembered his concern that he did not want to hurt me, and I did not want to rush him. If he became uncomfortable, he would stop, and I loved this too much.

I loved him too much. 

He stopped the strikes and something danced along the raw skin. It was soft and light, and I realized he had pulled out the feather tickler. As he moved it along the area he had been striking, the tickling sensation moved through my body and I laughed in spite of myself.

“Is bondage funny?” he teased. 

“No.” I pushed out through my giggles as he danced the tickler along my ass and up to the small of my back. There, the tickling sensation was deep, and I could not help but blurt out my laughter.

“I can stop if you think this is a joke,” he said.
I could hear the taunting in his voice. I tried to control my laughter, but it only made it worse. “Please, no.”
He removed the tickler and I was afraid that he was going to make good on his promise to release me. 

I heard the crack of the flogger’s tails before my mind registered the sting they delivered. The pain moved from my buttocks and up my body. I moaned as he struck me again. Each sting was intensified after the tickling of my skin. He delivered several more strikes before stopping. My skin ached lightly from the stings, and my mind hummed softly.

He gently released me from the cuffs, letting them fall loosely beside the bed. Then Philip rolled me over gently, parting my legs
and moving between them. I welcomed him inside me, surprised to MARGUERITE DE LYON 

find my body as responsive with my hands and feet released, as it had been when I was bound. I brought my hips up to meet him, feeling him glide along that spot, sending shivers through my body.

I brought my hands up to Philip’s shoulders and held them there, looking up into his eyes as my orgasm came on. It was deep and satisfying, and I continued to shiver after it passed, feeling every inch of him move into me, pull back, and thrust again. I moved with him until he pushed deep and pulsed in my body.

When he pulled out, he lay beside me and rolled be over so that I could cling to him. With one hand, he gently rubbed my buttock and thigh where he had struck me. The ache was almost gone and the sting had faded. The feeling it left me with did not.

“That was so wonderful,” I said as I kissed along Philip’s lower jawbone. “Thank you.” 

Philip looked at me, and I could see so much there in his eyes. He enjoyed using the flogger on me, and I could see the conflict playing through his mind. I wanted him to know it was okay to like it. I wanted him to like it.

I needed him to like it. 

We were sitting at a crossroad in this moment. Looking into his eyes, I could see that. This would be when we decided to continue, or move on.
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CHAPTER 6 The Tools of the Trade A Guide to BDSM

Now that we have looked at some of the philosophy behind BDSM and how to communicate with your partner about it, I want to look at a few of the most common tools people begin to explore BDSM with. While a lot of activities fall under the BDSM umbrella, two tend to be practiced most often by those just starting out. This is because these activities are the most prolific – they are featured most commonly in media that introduce most people to BDSM. While they do have advanced techniques, the basics of both are relatively easy and quick to learn. Those activities are Bondage and Impact Play.

Bondage

The act of restraining someone can be powerful, and the act of being restrained can be both frightening and releasing. The first time Philip tied my hands to our bed, I felt excited and a little frightened. Even though I knew that Philip would never harm me, I also knew that I had little way to stop him if he suddenly decided to. Those conflicting thoughts were powerful and erotic. As I gave myself over to the sensation of being bound, I found a strange sort of freedom too. Being without control allowed me to open up and enjoy the experience of our lovemaking in a way I had never done before.

Two of the most common tools for those starting out with bondage are restraint kits and rope. 

Restraint Kits are available in almost any adult toy store. These kits typically fit under the bed and are ideal if you do not have a headboard that will allow you to tie someone up. They come with

cuffs – typically Velcro – and fully adjustable straps. They are MARGUERITE DE LYON
wonderful for starting out because they are comfortable for the bottom. 

Rope can be purchased through adult toy stores, online, or just at your local hardware or home improvement store. When purchasing rope, it is important that you pay attention to texture and width of the rope. A natural fiber rope will stay in place without slipping. Cotton rope is an excellent choice because it is gentle on the skin and machine washable. Synthetic rope is less expensive and very smooth on the skin. If you go with a synthetic rope, you want one that will have minimal slippage and is machine washable as well. Avoid rope that is too stiff, as it will be difficult to work with safely, and avoid rope that is too coarse, as it will be uncomfortable for your bottom.

Your rope should not be too thick for basic bondage. ¼ inch or 6mm rope is very versatile. It will see you through most of your starting bondage activities. If you decide to explore more advanced techniques like Shibari or suspension later, you will want to change the thickness of the rope that you use.

Pay attention to the length of rope that you purchase. For most bondage activities, 10 to 18 feet is a good length. As with thickness, you will explore longer and shorter lengths if you venture into advanced techniques later.

When you engage in bondage activity, it is important to remember a few key safety tips.
• Keep safety shears on hand that can cut through rope or restraint cords.
• When binding your partner, make sure you can slip 2 fingers between the skin and the rope/cuff.
• Avoid areas of the body that are nerve clusters or important to circulation. Do not place rope at or around these areas: o The Radial Nerve
o The Brachial Plexus
o The NeckA BEGINNER’S GUIDE TO BDSM 

• Use caution when placing rope around the wrists so that you do not pinch the nerve. Also, use caution when placing rope around the Femoral Artery (about 4 inches below the groin) as this can restrict blood flow.

• Watch for signs of circulation problems such as tingling fingers, coolness, or changing colors. 

• Limit bondage time to 15 – 30 minutes when you first begin.
• Never bind your partner in a manner that restricts breathing

• Control the ends of the rope as you work so that you do not pop yourself or your partner in the eye 

• Discuss any health conditions that can affect bondage, especially any breathing-related conditions or circulatory conditions.

Impact Play

Impact play is exactly what it sounds like – it is the striking of one object (your bottom’s skin) by another object (your hand or a tool). Aside from the palm of your hand, three tools make up most beginners’ BDSM toy box, the flogger, the riding crop, and the paddle. These are ideal beginning tools because they are relatively easy to purchase – most adult toy stores carry them – and they are easy to learn and quick to master.

The Flogger 

The flogger is often the go-to toy for both beginners and experts. The flogger has many variations, so it is important to pick out one that is appropriate for beginners (some can break skin easily). The ideal First Flogger will have thin tails that are about 1 to 1 ½ feet long and between ¼ and ½ inch wide. The flogger can be leather, faux leather, or suede. Suede will have a softer touch on

impact, and is very nice if you enjoy sensual touches. Do not be MARGUERITE DE LYON
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The riding crop is most commonly used in horse training and horseback riding. A typical crop will have a shaft with a short leather strap on the end. This is called the lash or popper. When striking with the crop, it is vital that you only strike with the popper. Striking with the shaft can be dangerous. You can potentially harm your bottom. You can also break your crop, which can lead to further injury.
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Paddles come in all shapes and sizes. You can use wooden spoons, the back of hairbrushes, and rulers as effective paddles. You can also shop around to find the idea paddle for you. Starting out, you can choose virtually any paddle to begin your exploration into impact play. It is important to remember this about paddles, however. The wideness of the paddle will spread out the impact of your strike across a wider area while a narrower paddle will concentrate it for a sharper strike. A thin paddle will deliver a sharp sting but will not take hard strikes. Thicker paddles will hold up under hard strikes, but at the risk of injuring your partner if you strike too hard with it. Additions like holes or studs will also affect how your partner feels impact and how hard you can safely strike with the paddle. A plain paddle is best to start out with, however its thickness and width will depend on what both of you prefer.
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Know How to StrikeA BEGINNER’S GUIDE TO BDSM

When you strike with a flogger, a paddle, or a crop, it is important that you be able to manage the accuracy of your strike. You do not want to strike in a dangerous area by accident (more on locations later). When you hold a flogger, use your off-hand to gather the tails so that they do not hang loosely. This will help you control your strike.

For all three implements, you will typically use your wrist or elbow to pivot your strike. Never use your shoulder to strike, as this will give you less control. You always want to angle your body in a way that is comfortable and gives you full view of the area you are striking. You can use your waist as an additional pivot when you strike. This will add to the force you strike your partner with, so measure it carefully.

You should always practice strikes on an inanimate object. A dense feather pillow is a good choice. It will have some give, but the stiffness of the pillow will reverberate back through the tool, giving you a sensation closer to striking a living body. Practice striking in the same area until you have measured your hand-eye coordination and the tool in your hand feels like an extension.

Know Where to Strike

When you are starting out with impact play, it is very important to be careful where you strike your partner. You want to avoid areas that will cause real and possibly life-threatening harm. Over time, you will learn where you can safely strike your partner and how hard he or she can be struck there. When you start out, however, this list will give you a basic guideline. I like using color codes, since we associate colors with cautions.
Green – the “Safe” zonesMARGUERITE DE LYON

These areas can typically handle harder impact. Remember to still use care and determine what your partner’s actual limits are for striking, however.

• Front, back, and lower side of Thighs
• Buttocks
• Forearms

Yellow – the “Careful” zones
These areas can be struck, but you should use care, as it is easier to injure your partner in these areas.
• Breasts
• Upper Arms (Front and back but never on the sides where you would typically receive a shot) 

• The back along the shoulder blades
• Front and back of hands
• Outer/back of wrists
• Inner thighs
• Genitals (if striking a man, be very careful of his testicles)
• Calves (back of lower leg)

Red – the “Danger” zones. 

These areas should always be avoided when you are beginning or when you are starting with a new partner, no matter how experienced you are. You may find over time that some Red areas
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are okay for light impact, but that exploration should only be conducted when you and your partner have experience together and both of you are ready to test.

• The head and face
• Upper shoulders and upper chest above the breasts
• Ribcage below the breasts
• Front and back of the mid and lower torso
• Hips over the hip bones
• Front of the knees
• Shins
• Ankles
• Feet
• The spine
• The Breastbone

Purple – the “Never Strike” zones 

A few areas of the body should always be avoided during impact play. Striking these areas even with moderate strikes can result in serious injury and a call to 911.

• The neck
• The armpit
• The upper arm along the side (where you receive shots)
• The elbow
• The inner wrist (where you normally see veins)
• The inner thigh where the thigh and pelvic bone meet
• The back of the knees
• The back of the ankle (the Achilles’ tendon)
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CHAPTER 7 Discovery

“I was surprised by just how much I liked the sting from the flogger,” I said as I lay against Philip. “You could have kept doing it to me all night, I would not have complained at all.”

I kept my eyes focused on his. I watched for the conflict to resolve, but I could still see it there, deep in his eyes. 

“I liked doing it to you,” he said at last. In his eyes, something else swelled up. I knew the look well. It was the look he had any time he did something wrong and needed to apologize to me. “I really liked causing you pain.”

“It’s okay, because I wanted it. We,” I paused and struggled for the right words. I needed to express this to him. 

“It feels like I’m taking something from you, though. You’re giving up your body to me, and all I’m doing is taking it, taking out this sadistic pleasure on you. Is that right for me to do to you?” Philip asked.

I pushed myself up and kissed him. I loved hearing this from him, and I needed him to know that I did not just accept it. I wanted it. When I broke the kiss, I studied his eyes carefully, trying to understand the balance of emotions and conflict there. I did not want to get this wrong. The thought that he would never do this again because he was afraid of that part of himself made me want to cry.

“It feels like you’re giving me something,” I said. “I’m just lying there and you’re doing this for me, giving me these wonderful sensations. It is the most beautiful thing in the world. I wish I could explain it better.”

Philip kissed me again and rolled me off him and onto my side. He moved onto his side, so that he could look at me level and even. 
“I love you so much. I don’t want you to think anything less of that MARGUERITE DE LYON
because I like,” he paused, “because I like hurting you.” 

“I don’t.” I brought my hand up to his cheek. “Would you even entertain the thought of hurting me if you did not know it was something I wanted?”

Revulsion moved into Philip’s eyes. I already knew the answer, but I needed him to say it. “Never.” 

“I know,” I said. “You still have this little part of you that delights in pain, though. So do I. My part delights in my own pain. Yours delights in giving pain. It’s as though, in doing this physical thing, we’re sharing some deeper, darker part of ourselves.”

Philip still did not look completely convinced.
“When we said our wedding vows,” I said, “we included the words ‘for better or worse’ right?” 

He nodded. I saw the light turn on in those eyes. Philip was a brilliant man. It was part of why I loved him so. “I suppose it’s like we’re opening up that worse to each other, and accepting it.”

“With every fiber of my being, I accept it.” 

We lay quietly together, just looking into each other’s eyes. I don’t know when I fell asleep. I was only aware of his eyes, his love, and our acceptance of each other. I felt content and happy, happier than I had felt in a long time. It was more than just the activities. It was how we opened up and shared with each other. Maybe this was some dark aspect of ourselves. That did not matter. What mattered was that we had a way to express it to each other in a way that we could each understand and accept.

I had never felt closer to him before in my life. 

The next morning I woke early. I kissed Philip’s cheek until he woke up. He went to answer his morning urgings, and tired he lay back down. I knew what I wanted to do, but the thought of doing it after he had been in the bathroom seemed – icky to me. I thought about how I wanted to serve him, though, and remembered a scene from a book he had read in high school. I had found the scene distasteful back then, but now it seemed tantalizing. I remembered that I had mocked the book once. Now, I could understand why he enjoyed it.

In the scene, a slave girl was made to wash her master carefully, going over every part of his sex in careful detail. The scene was sensual, but it was also humiliating. I thought about how I had felt the night he led me out of the bathroom, my hands tied, as though I were leashed. I enjoyed that feeling, and thought I would enjoy this too.

I slipped out of bed and into the bathroom. I took a washcloth and wet it with warm water, so that it was damp but not dripping. When I returned, I thought Philip was asleep. I hoped that he would not mind me taking liberties.

When I lifted the covers, he opened his eyes, and I smiled at him. I lifted his cock and testicles and carefully applied the warm cloth, washing him from scrotum to tip. He sighed as I did so and closed his eyes. When I was satisfied that he was clean enough, I set the cloth on the nightstand and brought my mouth down to him. He gasped and brought his hand down to my head, wrapping my hair in his fingers.

He grew hard in my mouth, and I continued to suck, eager to taste him again. No, I was eager to please him again. The taste of him did not matter. He could be sweet or bitter. What had made me so happy was his reaction when I did this in the dining room for him. Now I wanted him to be as pleased that I did this in the morning.

He tasted clean and felt warm from the cloth. I sucked harder as Philip moaned and swallowed as he pulsed and came into my mouth. When he finished, I pulled back, licking him, carefully so that he would be as clean as I left him when I started.

“You are a beautiful woman,” Philip said. 

I looked up at him. I could see that he wanted to talk to me about something important. I decided it would not be in bed. I got up and slipped on my robe. “I’m going to make breakfast. How do you want your eggs?”

He smiled at me and sat up. “Over medium.” 
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He wanted to say more, but I left the room quickly. I was not afraid of the words. I simply wanted to do for him, and the words would halt that. Part of it was feeling playful as well. I felt a live and powerful in that moment and I wanted to hold onto it and use it.

I hummed our song as I made breakfast. When Philip came downstairs in his own robe, I served him at our breakfast table. Over our bacon and eggs, we talked about Dominance and submission. Philip could see that it was something that I truly wanted to explore with him, and he was willing to do it. We discussed the things I would do.

He enjoyed the foot massages in the evenings, so that would have to take place. None of the other things I already did would change. As he recounted all of the little things, I felt amazed and elated. Some days I wondered if he knew how much I did at home to prepare and make it an inviting place for him after work. That he did, that he knew how much work went into keeping his house warm for him, I felt so deeply loved.

In front of the children, of course, everything would be muted. If the kids asked about the foot massages, I told him I would just mention that it was in an article I read in a magazine. That would be enough to get our son to wrinkle his nose and our daughter to roll her eyes. They were good kids, but they always saw our attempts to be romantic as silly and overly dramatic. Everything else would be things they would not be able to see or would be out of their sight.

We decided we would start simple, and talk, as we wanted to add things. I was enamored by the idea, and so very happy. Something had been missing – or was missed by us. We managed to find it together in a very beautiful way. We finished our breakfast, and Philip helped me with the dishes. He always did on Sunday mornings. I thought about the ways that I might show my appreciation to him, but when we finished, he took my hands and led me back upstairs. He brought up the cuffs and laid me down on my back.

Phillip had his own ideas about how I might show my appreciation, and I was liking that very much.
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CHAPTER 8 After the Scene A Guide to BDSM

Aftercare

Aftercare is what you do after your BDSM scene. It is as important as any other aspect of your BDSM activity, and if you overlook it, both you and your partner will find things lacking in the dynamic the two of you create together. What takes place in aftercare depends on two factors:

• Your personal needs
• The intensity of physical activity

Some people find that they need to be cuddled and reassured after a scene. Others simple need to talk about what happened. For some couples, the sex that follows BDSM activity followed by pillow talk is all the aftercare both partners need. If you are engaging in intense physical play, such as heavy flogging, a soothing lotion can go a long way to helping to ease the redness and sting that impact play leaves behind.

Communicating before your scene and after is the best way to determine what you and your partner need. Aftercare is the time when you process the scene and address physical needs. Soothe reddened skin, apply ointment to any abrasions that may have happened – which can take place even with care during the scene – and reinforce your appreciation for each other’s participation in the scene. While we typically think of aftercare as helping the submissive/bottom process what takes place, I found very quickly that Philip needed my assurances as well. He needed to know that what he was experiencing was okay. Over time, I learned that he sometimes needed to know that he was being a good Dominant, and that he had not carried a scene too far.

Talking Later MARGUERITE DE LYON

Later, after the scene and the aftercare have taken place, it is a good idea to communicate with each other about your scene. Talk about what took place and discuss it openly and frankly. This is your time to learn how each of you processed the scene. Talk about what aspects you enjoyed, and what left you feeling strange or unhappy with the scene. Not everything about a scene will necessarily be enjoyable to both of you, and that is okay.

Communication is ongoing when it comes to BDSM. It is important to remember, always be understanding. If your partner does not enjoy a BDSM activity, that is not his or her rejection of you. Ask probing, open-ended questions to learn why your partner did not enjoy the activity. This will help the two of you choose new activities to try later.

Now that you know some of the basics about the tools, communication, and safety, you are ready to begin exploring BDSM together. The experiences that you have exploring BDSM will help you and your partner do more than just spice up your sex life;your experience together will also strengthen and deepen your intimacy. You will learn new things about each other and see sides of yourself and each other you have never experienced before. As I discovered, it is an enlightening experience, and one I would never trade for anything else in this world.

A BEGINNER’S GUIDE TO BDSM
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CHAPTER 9 Epilogue

Philip snapped the riding crop harder between my legs, and I cried out. My safe word was on the tip of my lips and the waves of my orgasm swelled over my body. It was strange to come this way, but so delicious and satisfying at the same time. He pulled his wrist back and brought it forward again, not as hard against my sex, though the popper was loud all the same. I cried out and writhed in my bonds again. The satin lining of the cuffs brushed my skin, mocking me with how tightly it held in place.

“That was very good,” Philip said.
I looked up into his eyes to see them full of lust and pleasure.

Tomorrow the kids would be back from their vacation. Philip had told me that he wanted to do something special with this session. As I came down from my pain and my orgasm, I understood this was it. He looked happy, content, and alive as he looked down at me. I wondered what thoughts must be in his mind, to know that he used something so cruel and painful to bring me to orgasm.

He touched the crop to my thigh and struck quickly and lightly. I gasped and let out a low moan as he struck again in the same place. He struck the upper thigh of one leg and then the inner thigh of the other, alternating between them with the crop. The sting was light and delicious. I thought that I loved the flogger. Over the past two weeks, we had explored with it quite a bit, testing the limits of what I could take from it together.

I had no idea that I would love the crop more. 

He laid one last strike along my inner thigh and laid the crop down onto the bed. He moved between my legs and I could see him, hard and ready for me. He entered me and I cried out at the sensation. I was raw and alive from my orgasm and the strike of

the crop. It felt so close to pain that I felt myself drift further into MARGUERITE DE LYON
the dreamy haze that had overcome my senses. 

I pulled at my bonds, wanting to put my arms around my husband. He let out a small laugh at my struggles and I whimpered. He thrust harder into me and I pulled, trying to gain control of my arms again.

“You never struggle this much.” Philip brought his hand to my head and brushed his fingers through my hair.
“I want to hold you.” My voice was small and as weak as my arms felt, trying to pull free. 

“I know you do.” His voice was gentle as he thrust harder into me. I gasped and raised my hips, savoring the feeling of him there. “You will get to hold me soon.”

I moaned as he pulled up, thrusting along that delicious spot. Another orgasm swelled through my body and overcame my senses. I was no longer aware of anything except the pleasure of our bodies and the binding of my hands and feet. We could have been anywhere. I could only see Philip’s eyes.

He thrust harder and held himself deep inside me, pulsing his pleasure into me. Spent, he pulled out of me and lay beside me, brushing my hair back as I relaxed in my bonds. Slowly he released my hands, and I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, pulling his body onto mine. We rested that way, breathing in each other’s sweat and scent.

I was in no hurry for him to release my feet. I had everything I needed right there.
A BEGINNER’S GUIDE TO BDSM
[image: ]

Collection Taboo Sex Erotica by Marguerite de Lyon

www.TabooSexErotica.com 

Series: Sex guide
How to Introduce BDSM into Your Relationship Pleasure of Oral sex

Series: BDSM 

Series: Stepmom Stepson My Kinky Stepmom 1
My Kinky Stepmom 2

Series: Stepmom Stepdaughter
Series: Step dad Series: Cousins
Series: Pleasure Anal Sex Anal Obsession
Series: Employee Boss My Kinky Boss
Series: Naughty momMARGUERITE DE LYON Series: Escort
Series: Lesbian
More than Roommates 

The Author

Marguerite de Lyon 

Marguerite de Lyon is a Paris-born author with a powerful true story of love, heartbreaking betrayal, and a desperate attempt to make a new life for herself.

Marguerite Petite who was born into a family of six other children, one sister, the rest of whom were boys. At the age of 16, her sister was sent by her extremely strict Catholic mother to be a missionary in Africa. After her sister’s arrival however, it became known that she was being regularly molested and raped, yet nothing could be done for her and she was never heard from again. Causing major psychological and emotional scarring at a very young age. Determined to not let this nightmare repeat itself, Marguerite found refuge in her first boyfriend Maurice, who she met at the age of 19.

Irresistibly charming, handsome and caring, Marguerite knew Maurice would be the perfect ticket away from her overbearing mother, and she finally vowed to leave her harsh family life behind. She made her escape and never saw her mother or siblings again. Unfortunately, all Marguerite was really doing was trading one harsh master for another. Maurice soon forced Marguerite into a life of prostitution, making her a favorite among French ministers and heads of state, including the prime minister himself. Eventually, she opened “The Abbey,” a highly discreet brothel for French elites within the government, as well as ministers, doctors, lawyers and priests who all came to regularly call on Madame Marguerite. Eventually Marguerite came to embrace her life in the sex industry, and turned The Abbey into one of the most elite, exclusive brothels in all of France. In spite of her success, there was always something in the back of her mind that made her wonder if this is what the rest of her life would look like.

Just as suddenly as Marguerite was thrust into the dark world of French prostitution, so was she given an opportunity to flee: a
client quietly slipped her a passport, visa and airline ticket for the MARGUERITE DE LYON 

United States. And so, just as she bravely escaped the iron clutches of her mother as a child, so now she would she once again flee a life of imprisonment and slavery for the New World and another chance at starting over.

Today, Marguerite has two sons and lives in the beautiful city of Carlsbad, California. Sitting in her home not far from the seemingly endless sunny beaches along the Pacific Ocean, Marguerite began recording her life story at the behest of a friend who for years told her she had a duty to use her gift as a wonderful storyteller.

A Beginner’s Journey into the Pleasures of a Blowjob

Tammy
By Marguerite de Lyon

Series: Sex Guide – Pleasures of a Blowjob All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced by any means, other than brief quotations embodied in other words in print, without prior permission of the author. For the contents of this book, you should assume that this book is a sales copy to promote the services offered by the author as advertised in the contents.

Content

Chapter 1: The Assistant ................................................................. 1
Chapter 2: A Quick Guide to Men’s (Sexual) Anatomy................. 9
Chapter 3: Role-play ..................................................................... 16
Chapter 4: Anxiety and Hang-Ups ................................................ 24
Chapter 5: Denial .......................................................................... 36
Chapter 6: The Lick and Taking It In............................................ 44
Chapter 7: Completion .................................................................. 52
Chapter 8: The Prostate and Tying It Together............................. 57
The Author .................................................................................... 61

Training the Young Tammy

My Teacher made me do it

Chapter 1
The Assistant

Tammy waited patiently as the rest of the students filed out of the auditorium classroom. She enjoyed Professor Thompson’s History of English Literature class. It was one of her favorites, and she always stayed behind to help him gather up papers and straighten the front of the room, which sometimes saw papers fly about in his excitement over the subject. While the Professor appreciated her help, it was not the real reason she stayed behind.

She stayed because it gave her more time to see his Graduate Assistant, Marcus. Occasionally they would exchange words, which was always the highlight of her day. He was handsome, with brown curly hair and dark eyes set in lightly tanned skin. He had a soft, well-chiseled face with a gentle smile. He seemed caught somewhere between boyish and mannish, and all of the girls in the class fawned over him.

Today, Marcus had indicated quietly, as he was returning tests from the previous week, that he wanted to speak with her after class. Tammy was excited by the prospect, though she knew that anything romantic was just a schoolgirl’s dream. Marcus was working on his Doctorate and she was just a freshman, barely out of high school and lacking the sophistication and experience of Graduate students. He would likely be talking to her about some special study or essay opportunity, as she was one of Professor Thompson’s top students.

“I have essays to read, so I will leave the two of you to finish gathering everything up,” Professor Thompson said as he closed his briefcase. “Marcus, please be sure to bring everything back to my office. Miss Davies, I hope that you have a good weekend.”

“Thank you, Professor,” Tammy said and watched him leave the auditorium. 
“I’m glad you stayed after.” Marcus drew her attention back to the scattered papers they were gathering. 
Today, they had to gather up the shredded remains of several Shakespeare sonnets. Professor Thompson enjoyed Shakespeare, but he decried the reverence often placed upon the playwright and poet. He was no different, Professor Thompson had proclaimed, tearing his photocopies of the sonnets, than writers today. “He was driven by political motivations. He was eager to see the Tudors favored over the Plantagenets, whom the Tudors had supplanted at the end of the War of the Roses. He could be a sappy romantic or a foul-tongued brute as it suited him. He also had a tendency to place his own spin on older stories, just as many authors to today.”
“I’m always happy to help out,” Tammy said. She always felt shy under any attention that she received from Marcus. 
“I was wondering would you like to come by my dorm tonight for an extra study session.” Marcus paused as he gathered papers to look at her. 
Tammy’s heart leapt in her chest and began to race. She tried her best to control a flush at the prospect of going to Marcus’ dorm, but could feel the heat in her cheeks. The smile he offered did not help, and her knees were suddenly week and unreliable. “That would be great.”
“Good. You know where the Grad Dorms are?” Marcus returned to picking up papers.
“Yeah, on the opposite side of the quad from the Freshman Dorms.”
“Perfect. I’m in 502. You can just come right up, though you do have to sign in at the desk when you come inside. If you can, come by around 7:30.”
“Okay.” Tammy decided to hide the weakness of her knees by bending down to help pick up more papers. Her mind wrestled with the fantasies of what she would love to have happen in Marcus’ dorm, and what was likely to happen there. She supposed it was probably the start of some kind of study group if he were inviting her. Graduate dorms tended to be larger, and four or five students could study there easily. She remembered the Professor mentioning an essay contest that was coming up, and it seemed likely that was what Marcus would be having her come over about. 
For his part, he was saying nothing, only asking for papers and returning to the normal small talk they engaged in when she stayed behind to help straighten up. By the time she left, she had abandoned fantasy for the more likely scenario. It did not matter. Her step was lighter and she felt as though she were on top of the world, floating through the rest of her day and into the evening. 
Her nerves grew as 7:30 approached, but she resolved that she would be mature when she arrived for what was obviously going to be a study group. She signed in downstairs and opted to walk the stairs rather than use the elevator to go up the five floors. She hated the elevators in the freshman dorm, which were sometime prone to breaking down at inopportune moments. She also thought the walk up the stairs would help calm her nerves. 
She knocked on Marcus’ door promptly at 7:30. As he opened the door, she noticed it was strangely devoid of other students. He had a large room with several shelves of books along one wall, a small table with two chairs on either side of it, a desk with a large office chair, next to a narrow twin-size bed near the window. As he closed the door behind her, she turned, unable to keep her question to herself. 
“Am I the only one coming up tonight?”
Marcus gave her a smile and gestured toward the desk and bed. “I hadn’t planned on anyone else, no.”
Tammy’s nerves returned. She was going to have to get through whatever study session he had planned without turning into a blathering schoolgirl alone. Marcus pulled his chair out from his desk and indicated for her to sit on the bed. She did so, her knees together as Marcus sat down. 
“I thought if this were for the essay contest, you would probably have a few students you were going to be working with.” 
Marcus gave a small laugh and she saw an apologetic look cross his face. “I was going to use that as an excuse, and felt bad about it. You didn’t ask what I wanted you to study, so I just left it there.”
The muscles in her abdomen tightened and Tammy fought the urge to tighten her fists around the blanket of his bed. 
“I had something else in mind that I wanted to help you study,” Marcus said. He moved from his chair to the floor in front of her and placed his hands gently on her knees. “It would be easier if I showed you, if you don’t mind.”
Tammy’s voice would not work. She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. 
Marcus looked up her, his dark eyes gentle and coaxing. The touch of his hands on her knees was soft, ready to push or pull away. “I need you to tell me yes if you want me to show you.”
Tammy breathed in and out slowly. This was all so sudden and fast, moving from reality to fantasy. She was not sure if they were discussing essay topics or if she really was experiencing this. “Okay.” She swallowed hard. “I mean yes.”
Marcus opened her legs and pulled her hips forward, sliding her skirt up her thighs, and placing his hand over her panties. His touch felt warm through the thin fabric, and she gasped as he slid his fingers over her sex and gripped the hem to pull them down. 
“Have you been with a man before?” Marcus slid her panties down her thighs and over her knees. 
“Once,” Tammy said. She laid back so that he would not be able to see the warm flush moving over her cheeks. She did not want to talk about her first time. It was not bad, but it was clumsy and both she and her boyfriend at the time, Charles, who she had dated from their sophomore year of high school until she went off to college, were inexperienced and overly cautious. “My Prom.”
Marcus said nothing in response. Instead, he opened her legs further and brought his mouth to her sex, pulling her delicate skin between his lips. The feeling was exhilarating, unlike anything Tammy had felt before. Charles had never tried this with her, and she had been too shy to ask for it. That it was simply being offered up to her was more than her mind could take. She moaned as she felt his tongue move through the folds of her skin, bringing everything to sensual life. 
He moved up to the gentle nub and flicked his tongue over it before drawing it between his lips. Tammy stifled a cry and arched her back at the sensation. He slid his fingers inside her and wiggled them forward, beckoning something inside that sent shivers through her body. Her mind became a swimming jumble of thoughts and images as his touch and her pleasure swelled and poured over her body, washing her with an incredible sensation. She had experienced an orgasm before, but it was small and faint in comparison to what she felt now, and as she rode the waves, she wondered if it would ever cease. 
The feeling began to ease, and as it did, Marcus slowly stopped his ministrations. When he pulled away from her, he took her hand and pulled her to sit up again. Tammy felt flush and light-headed. Her heart raced, and she wanted so much more of what he had to offer. 
“Did you enjoy that?” Marcus unbuttoned his pants. Tammy watched his fingers move, transfixed. 
“Yes.”
“Good. I want to show you what bringing you pleasure did to me.” He unzipped his pants and brought out his manhood, pink and erect. Tammy bit her lip and felt a completely new desire push through her body from between her legs and up to her throat. She wanted it so very badly. “I want to teach you to bring me pleasure like that, because I think you would be good at it, and I think you would enjoy knowing you were giving me pleasure.”
Tammy trembled at the thought of taking him into her mouth, even as the heat and desire between her legs grew. “I’ve never done it before.”
Tammy looked up to Marcus to see his smile broaden. “That’s perfect,” he said. “I can teach you everything from beginning to end.”
Marcus stood so that his cock was in front of her. Tammy reached up her hand and touched it, her eyes widening as it flinched up to her fingertip. She smiled and felt the desire to reach out and take it into her mouth. She started to move, but Marcus’ hand gently held her back. 
“Not too quickly,” he said. “I’m going to teach you techniques that will help you enjoy doing it as much as I will enjoy receiving it. We’re going to do it slowly, so you can decide what things you like to do.”
Tammy looked up at Marcus, feeling awed by his gentleness and consideration. She thought of sex and everything around it as something she was supposed to do. She was supposed to have sex on Prom Night because that was what everyone did. She was supposed to let her boyfriend’s clumsy fingers move around and explore her sex because that was what boys liked to do. The idea that she was supposed to pick what she wanted, and he would accept it, was enlightening and empowering. 
“You like the idea. Good. You’re not going to bring me off this way. That will come later. Tonight, I want you to get familiar with my cock. Kiss it and explore it with your tongue, but just the head. Be as innocent or naughty as you want to be. I want you to tease me and make me want you more than I already do.”
Tammy shivered at the knowledge that he wanted her, feeling warm and tingly over her whole body. She leaned forward and brought her lips to the tip of his cock, kissing it softly. She brought her tongue up to the tiny slit in the tip, tasting the saltiness of his skin and smelling the gentle musk of his body. She could faintly smell soap and realized that he had showered just for her tonight. 
Marcus let out a deep sigh as she moved her tongue over and around the head, exploring the sensations that she could bring it. When she tried to bring her hand up to hold him, he stopped her and held himself steady for her with his own hand instead. She licked around and under the head along the underside, and he moaned. 
Tammy trailed her tongue around to the thin strip of flesh that pulled up from his shaft to his head. She flicked her tongue up and down, and then side to side. She brought her mouth over the head of his cock and took it into her mouth, careful to avoid her teeth. She rolled her tongue over him and tasted the thick and stringy liquid that eased out of him. It was salty, but the flavor was light. She sucked, wondering if she could draw more out of him. 
“Oh, that is too good.” Marcus pulled out of her mouth. Tammy watched the thin, clear liquid form a string between her lips and his cock as he backed away. He laid her down on the bed and moved over her and between her legs. “I knew you would be a quick learner. Do you want to do that more?”
“Yes,” Tammy said. 
Marcus brought his body up and his cock to her mouth again. Tammy traced the head with her tongue and pulled it in again, wanting to draw out more of him, wanting to draw in more of him. He held himself back, so that she could only play with the head. She brought her tongue under him, playing along the strip of flesh, and pushing him up to the roof of her mouth. Marcus moaned and pulled out, sliding down her body and between her legs. 
Tammy gasped as he entered her, slowly and carefully, knowing that it had been so long since the last time she had sex. She trembled to feel them length of him push up, her wetness giving him smooth entrance. He pulled back and pushed in slowly and carefully, and she raised her hips to meet him, driving his length into her, and feeling his body press firmly between her legs. 
“You have such a nice body,” Marcus said as he worked in her. “It is so responsive and alert. We will do this again next week, and I will show you more things you can do.”
Tammy liked that idea very much. As he pushed into her and pulsed, she felt him spill into her body. He trembled and leaned forward. She lifted her hand to his chest and felt his heart pounding as he held himself inside her. Tammy looked into his eyes and he kissed her lips, gently parting them with his tongue. She could faintly taste herself there and felt strange and conflicted. As he broke the kiss and moved down her neck, her muscles tensed and tightened around him. 
These were going to be nice study sessions.

Chapter 2 A Quick Guide to Men’s (Sexual) Anatomy

The first key to understanding how to give a man incredible oral sex is to understand the organ that you will be working with. While it is easy to think of a man’s sexual pleasure as being a simple matter of pump, thrust, and then go, in actuality, it is as complex as a woman’s sexual enjoyment. The sad fact is that many men do not seem to understand this. You will be helping your man explore his sexual pleasure as you learn to give him the best blowjob he will ever receive.

We are going to start with a brief look a man’s penis and ways that it can be stimulated. 

The Head

The head of the penis is the Glans. This is one of the most sensitive areas of a man’s body, and understanding the parts and how to play with them will allow you to provide an incredible amount of stimulation. The name comes from the shape of the head, Glans being Latin for acorn. In uncircumcised men, the Glans is hidden until he is fully erect, at which time it protrudes from the foreskin. In circumcised men, it is always visible.

At the tip of the Glans is the Meatus. This small opening serves as the exit point for both urine and semen. This part of the Glans is very sensitive and touching or licking around it produces incredible sensations. When combined with other forms of stimulation, it rapidly increases arousal. When stimulated alone, the sensation can be akin to “tickling.”

The Corona is the wide area of the Glans that looks similar to the hood of a mushroom. This area is very sensitive to touch and pressure. Gently squeezing this area between the fingers is a nice way to stimulate the penis. It also opens the Meatus to stimulation.

The underside of the Corona is the Sulcus. The Sulcus contains several nerve endings and is sensitive to touch, especially on the upstroke when you wrap your hand around the shaft of the penis. As a man becomes more aroused, this part of the Glans becomes more sensitive and can even become oversensitive if he is extremely aroused.

The last part of the Glans is the Frenulum. The Frenulum is most prominent in uncircumcised men and functions to help bring the foreskin back over the Glans once he is no longer aroused. In circumcised men, the Frenulum is less prevalent and may not be visible at all. In appearance, it looks like the skin that attaches your tongue to the bottom of your mouth. This is very sensitive, but can become desensitized by rough touch. Your tongue or well-lubricated finger is best to use along this area.

The Shaft

The Shaft is the primary bulk of the penis made up of spongy tissue that becomes erect as blood flows into the penis. The Shaft is sensitive to touch, however it does not contain as many concentrated nerve endings as the Glans. You can handle the shaft more firmly. It can even take a little more rough – though careful – play than the rest of the penis.

The Scrotum

The Scrotum is the sack at the base of the penis that contains the testicles. The outer skin of the scrotum tends to be coarser and unless he shaves, is covered in hair. The outer skin can take some firm touches and gentle but firm pinching of the skin can be very pleasurable. The testicles, however, are very sensitive. Handle them carefully. They can be squeezed or rolled very gently, but should never be handled roughly.

The ways to stimulate the penis depends on which parts you are focused on. The Glans has to be stimulated gently, while the Shaft and much of the Scrotum can take a more firm touch. One mistake that women make when they first begin exploring the penis in detail is to apply too soft of a touch along the Shaft. When they see that they receive little response to the touch, they are too firm with the Glans or the testicles.

The Perineum

The Perineum is not part of the penis itself, but it can be important to his pleasure. This is the narrow strip of skin between the Scrotum and his anus. It contains several concentrated nerve endings, and stimulating this area can be incredible for him. We will talk later about ways you can use the Perineum to enhance his pleasure.

The Glans Tease

If you are just starting to explore oral sex with your man, the Glans Tease is a good place to start. You can use this as the opening to oral sex or as foreplay to intercourse, depending on your comfort level in providing oral pleasure. This technique is extremely pleasurable for your man, as Tammy learned in the previous chapter, and is a great way to introduce yourself to giving oral sex.

In stimulating the Glans, quick soft touches are best. The Glans is anatomically homologous to the woman’s clitoris. Just as too much constant, rough stimulation to the clitoris can be over stimulating and even painful, the same can be said for stimulation of the Glans.

When playing with the Glans, squeeze the Corona gently to open the Meatus. With your tongue, lick around the edge and inside the Meatus in short strokes varying your speed from slow to fast and back down again. You can lick along the Corona as well;however, he will receive the most pleasure if you begin to bring Glans into your mouth, keeping your lips firm around the Corona to apply pressure. You can push the tip of your tongue gently into the Meatus and continue to stimulate it, which will provide pleasurable, if somewhat teasing sensations, to your man.

To stimulate the Sulcus, bring the Glans out of your mouth and hold up the penis by the shaft. Run your tongue around the Sulcus to give him a pleasurable sensation. Trace around the Sulcus to the Frenulum and move your tongue up and down along the Frenulum. If his is prominent enough, you can flick it gently side to side with your tongue.

Once you have explored the different parts of the Glans, bring it into your mouth again. Roll your lips over your teeth to protect the sensitive organ you are taking in and bring the Corona to the top of your mouth, so that you can provide pressure. Use your tongue to play with the Meatus. To provide stimulation to the Sulcus, you can bring him further into your mouth, less than an inch, and then pull him back again, so that the Sulcus pushes against your lips. Alternate your tongue between his Meatus and the Frenulum to provide him additional stimulation.

You can bring him off this way; however, he will be craving stimulation of his Shaft and may be frustrated by the orgasm you bring him. You can provide stimulation to the Shaft by taking him deeper into your mouth or wrapping your hands around his Shaft and using a squeezing and stroking motion to provide stimulation. If you are not ready to carry him through to orgasm through oral sex or are not comfortable taking him fully into your mouth, you can use the Glans Tease to raise his arousal and prepare him for intercourse.
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Chapter 3 Role-play

Marcus stood at the front of the auditorium, going over other poets, contemporaries of Shakespeare and introducing the inspiration behind Milton’s Paradise Lost. Behind Tammy, girls whispered back and forth about him.

“I bet he has a huge cock,” one girl ventured. 

“You’ll have to wait until after you graduate to find out,” another opined. “I hear he flirts with undergraduates all the time.”
“I heard he’s gay,” yet another said.
“No,” the previous girl corrected her. “He just only goes out with other Graduate students.”
Tammy had felt insecure in class at first, when Marcus had said nothing more than a casual “good morning” as she walked in. Now, she was glad that he was paying her no special attention or favors. She shuddered to think about what she would be hearing if they knew what had happened last Friday. She doubted their words would be kind, and she wondered if Marcus would get in trouble if anyone knew about their extracurricular study session together. 
She decided it was best not to find out. She resolved that she would still stay behind after class to help straighten up papers and things like that. It would do no good to change her habits, which could draw suspicion from other students or from the Professor himself. 
Not that he would notice today. Professor Thompson was off campus at a special conference, which was why Marcus was leading today’s lecture. Tammy did miss the theatrics that the Professor would show, and hoped that Marcus would not be getting too far into Paradise Lost. She wanted to see what expressiveness he would put into his lesson about the epic. 
When class was over, she made her way down to the front of the class, giggling when someone remarked that she should get extra credit for all the times she stayed to help straighten up the auditorium. Marcus said goodbye to the trailing students, reminding them the Professor would be returning on Wednesday. When they were alone and Tammy was gathering up papers and books for Marcus, he finally spoke to her. 
“Do you have a class after this?”
“Not until two,” Tammy said. Her heartbeat quickened, knowing what that kind of question would herald. 
“Great. Follow me to Professor Thompson’s office, then.” Marcus gave her a crooked smile that raised the heat between her legs. “Under the pretense of discussing the essay contest, of course.”
“I have been thinking about the topic I want to write about,” Tammy offered. 
Marcus gathered up the books and indicated for her to follow him out of the lower door, where he and the Professor typically entered. 
The Auditorium was connected to the English department, so they had only a short walk to the Professor’s office. Tammy held a stack of papers as she followed Marcus down the hall, so when they passed another Professor, she drew no curious glances. He unlocked the Professor’s office door and waited for her to step inside. She carefully laid her stack of papers down on the desk and he closed the door, locking it behind him. 
“I was thinking we could enjoy some role play,” Marcus said as he laid down the books and walked up to Tammy. He knelt down and slid his hands up under her skirt, drawing her panties down and letting them pool on the floor. “Most of the Professors around us are off at the conference, so it will be quiet and no one will try to disturb us.”
Tammy stepped out of her panties and watched Marcus gather them and place them in his pocket. She wondered if she would be getting them back and her stomach tightened at the thought of him saving them. “What kind of role play?”
“I’m the Professor, and you are my teasing and accommodating Graduate Assistant. I really do have some tests to grade from another class, so I’ll get to work.”
Marcus stood and walked around to behind the Professor’s desk, pulling out the large chair and sitting down. He pulled a stapled set of papers from the stack on the desk and clicked a pen. 
Tammy wondered just what she was supposed to do as his “teasing and accommodating” Graduate Assistant. She had no idea, and thought that perhaps Marcus could give her a prompt. “Is there anything I can get for you, Professor?”
Marcus looked up from the test he was grading and smiled. He gestured to one of the bookshelves along the sidewall. “There is a grading key. I know everything on the test, but I’d rather have it out, just in case I need to refer to it for the essay questions.”
“Yes sir.” Tammy walked up to the shelf and began looking over the books. She saw nothing that looked like a grading key. 
“It should be on the bottom shelf.”
Tammy flushed and bent over, feeling her skirt creep up the back of her thighs. She could feel his eyes on her, trying to peer under the skirt to see her sex. She danced her fingers over the different books and workbooks, looking for something that would be the answer key he was looking for. 
“Oh, never mind. It’s right here,” Marcus said. 
Tammy started to stand up and felt his hands on her hips, pushing up her skirt. She stayed bent forward, placing her hands on one of the thick shelves to support herself. The head of Marcus’ cock pressed at her sex, and her wetness increased, welcoming him inside. He entered her gently and stroked in and out, exciting every part of her. 
“I have another lesson for you today,” Marcus said. “I am going to show you more ways to pleasure me with your mouth.”
“But you’re already inside me.” Tammy gasped as he pushed harder into her and held himself there. 
“You tasted yourself on my lips. This is no different, but it is so hot when a girl goes down on you after you’ve been in her. It is like she’s accepting everything you do to her and expressing her appreciation.”
Tammy thought about his words, and liked that idea. “What will I be doing?”
“I’m going to show you what I want you to do with your hands while you have me in your mouth. You don’t bring me off that way. We’re going to do this again, but you have to earn it first.”
Tammy trembled at his words. He pulled out and guided her around to her knees. He brought his hands to her shoulders and slid them down her arms, bringing them up to his cock. He placed one hand around his shaft, and she could feel her wetness there. The other he brought to his scrotum so that she held his testicles in her palm. 
“You want to squeeze my balls very gently,” Marcus said. “Pretend they are balloons that you are playing with, but don’t want to pop. Your other hand, you will squeeze the shaft of my cock and stroke it firmly.”
Tammy began to roll his testicles around her fingers. They felt like walnuts moving between her fingers and slid around easily inside of the sack of skin that held them. She squeezed her other hand and frowned to feel her wetness work between her fingers. 
“Don’t look like that,” Marcus said gently. “That is you on my cock, and you are beautiful. That is your pleasure that you give to me, and it makes me happy to feel your hand gliding over it.”
His words reassured her. Tammy squeezed firmly, stroked up, and back down. Marcus sighed. 
“Now, bring your lips to the head of my cock again,” he said. “Bring only the head into your mouth. I want you to lick all around it. Taste yourself and me.”
Tammy took a deep breath, preparing to taste herself again, much stronger now that from his kiss on Friday. She took his head into her mouth and pushed away her urge to push him back out. Her own flavor was stronger to her, a sultry taste she was not used to. As she licked around his head, he moaned, and she grew excited at the pleasure she was bringing him. Remembering his words about how much the idea of her tasting herself turned him on, she continued, licking around the tip and down to the narrow strip of skin. She pressed him up against the roof of her mouth, and he moaned louder now. 
“That is very good. I almost could come, but I’m not going to.” Marcus steadied his breathing as Tammy felt him start to pulse and stop. The thought of making him come in her mouth was alluring and frightening. The clear fluid she drew out of him was light, but cum, she knew, was so much thicker. 
“Don’t tense your mouth,” Marcus gently chided her. “You’re nervous about me coming in your mouth, and that’s okay. I promise I won’t do it today. I eat a lot of fruit and drink plenty of water, so it won’t be unpleasant when I do. You’ve already tasted my precum, and it isn’t much different than that.”
Tammy relaxed. Marcus spoke with the same tone that used during the lecture, even and authoritative. Between his tone and his words, she felt reassured again. She licked eagerly at him, pushing aside her confusion as she began to enjoy her own taste as well. She decided to focus on him and his pleasure as she swirled her tongue around the head and flicked it across the tiny strip of flesh beneath. She felt him start to pulse again and he pulled out of her mouth. 
“You make me want to come every time you do that,” he said. Marcus brought her to her feet and bent her over, so that she had to place her hands against the Professor’s desk to steady herself. He lifted her skirt and brought his hands to her sex, pressing his fingers through the delicate skin. “You are so wet. Do you like learning to suck my cock?”
“Yes, sir,” Tammy said. 
“Did you like tasting yourself on me?” Marcus pressed his fingers into her. Tammy gasped as he beckoned downward into that spot again. He knees tried to buckle and she concentrated to stay standing. “Tell me the truth. I need to know what you like.”
Tammy struggled with her admittance before finally uttering the word. “Yes.”
Marcus pressed downward hard, pushing her pleasure through her body in hard waves. Tammy stifled a cry and clenched her teeth as her body trembled. “That is your reward for being honest with me. I know it can be hard to admit that you enjoy something new, but there is nothing wrong with it. It is your body, and I want you to know how wonderful it is.”
He pulled his fingers out of her and pressed the head of his cock against her sex. “Do you want me inside you?”
“Yes.” Tammy wanted to feel him there again so badly. 
“I told you, you’re a very accommodating Graduate student.” He thrust inside of her quickly, pushing her against the desk. Tammy gasped as he pulled back and thrust in quickly again. It was rough and good, and she enjoyed every moment of it. “I would be remiss if I did not give you homework.”
“Homework?”
He thrust into her again and Tammy bit into her hand to stifle another cry. She pushed back against him as he thrust, and behind her, he shuddered. When he thrust forward again, she pushed back to meet him and felt him pulse and spill into her. 
Marcus pulled out of her and took her panties from his pocket. She watched as he knelt down and lifted her legs one at a time so that he could put them back on her. As he slid them up, she could feel him beginning to slip out of her body. 
“You’re going to feel me all day,” Marcus said as he brought her back to stand up in front of him. He brought his hand around and lifted her skirt, so that he could press her panties against her sex. “I want you to be thinking about me all day as you feel me in your panties. Tonight, I want you to finger yourself and taste yourself on your fingers. I want you to get used to how you taste, because I want you to suck me again like that.”
“Yes, sir.” Tammy leaned back into him as he continued to massage her sex and wet her panties with his cum as it pulled from his body. 
When he finished, he went back to grading papers, making her stand at the corner of the desk. Periodically, he could touch her, pushing the cum-filled panties into her sex. She wondered if she would be able to wait for the evening to do her homework. As it neared two o’clock, she left so that she could make her next class, and was thankful to see it had been unexpectedly cancelled.
Tammy went back to her dorm to study. Her roommate was out. A note told her that she would not be returning until sometimes after nine tonight. Tammy sat at her window, looking out over the quad. She saw Marcus walking from the classroom building to the Graduate dorms and felt her desire swell up again. As she watched him walk, she brought her fingers between her legs and began to play. Her panties were still damp with him. She pressed them into the folds of her sex and up to the gentle nub, easing her desire into arousal and her arousal into an orgasm as he entered the building and out of sight. 
She continued touching herself, pressing her fingers back and inside her, and then up through the folds of skin to the nub. She brought herself through two more orgasms before stopping and bringing her fingers to her lips. She was eager to taste herself now, and licked each finger slowly. She thought of doing this for Marcus when she was with him again, and felt her desire build again. She returned her fingers between her legs. 
Doing homework had never been so pleasurable.

Chapter 4 Anxiety and Hang-Ups

Many women experience various anxieties or hang-ups about giving oral pleasure. Some of these can be overcome very easily with a change in outlook and communication with your partner. Others take time, and can only be overcome through practice. What they all do is keep you from enjoying oral sex. In order to give good oral pleasure to your partner, you have to enjoy it. Otherwise, you will feel like it is a chore, and he will feel it as well.

Seeking Enjoyment through Giving

The first key to enjoying oral pleasure is to create for yourself an outlook that allows you to enjoy it. Some women view giving oral pleasure as a submissive behavior. While it can be, it does not have to be for you. Consider when your man provides you oral pleasure. Is he taking a submissive stance to you? For most men, probably not. Even men that do enjoy submission, unless they have discussed submission with their partners do not feel comfortable displaying submissive behavior.

If you enjoy being submissive to your man, and some women do, then focusing on oral as a submissive behavior can be fulfilling. This can be an important key to helping you derive pleasure from giving oral, as you are fulfilling a deep need within yourself to submit. If you do not enjoy submission, or you are not comfortable with oral as a submissive behavior, then you can look at it another way. You can look at it as a pleasure you share with your partner. If your partner provides you oral pleasure, and he should if you are exploring giving him oral sex, then consider this a kind of even ground with him. You can even discuss with him experimenting with your body as you are experimenting with and learning his.

If you are a more dominant type, you can still enjoy giving oral sex. Oral is one time where you have complete control over how pleasure is being receiving by your partner. You set the pace; you dictate how his body is being pleasured. Because men find oral sex so arousing, it is incredibly easy to bring a man to orgasm through oral sex. As you become practiced at it, you will be able to delay his orgasm or bring it on very quickly as it pleases you to do so. For a dominant-type woman with a non-submissive partner, this can be an incredible way to experience power exchange in a relationship that always has a back and forth of power from one partner to another, sometimes unevenly due to societal and cultural expectations.

If none of these avenues still makes giving oral sex seem appealing to you, but you are intellectually curious, then consider providing your partner with oral pleasure to be a way to learn about him. Explore slowly. Do not be afraid to tease him, as teasing allows us to learn what our partners respond to. Pay attention to how he receives pleasure and learn to appreciate it. You can train your body to receive pleasure as he does by masturbating while you provide him oral sex. Taking pleasure in someone else’s pleasure is compersion, and experiencing it gives you insight into yourself and the intimate nature of your relationship.

Overcoming Anxieties and Hang-Ups

The different anxieties and hang-ups a woman may experience regarding oral sex can vary. Some are easy to overcome; others take time. In preparing this lesson about oral pleasure, I spoke to one woman who very much enjoyed giving oral pleasure to her husband, and suddenly found that she could not do so. She was pregnant, and the increase sensitivity of her sense of smell and taste combined with first trimester morning sickness made it impossible for her to continue giving her husband oral sex. She had to wait until after her pregnancy, when her hormones and senses were back to normal before she could do it again.

It is important to understand what is causing you to turn away from giving oral sex and allow yourself time or an avenue to overcome it. In the case of the woman I discussed above, it was important that she simply waited out her pregnancy, which as the cause of her sudden aversion to oral sex. If she had attempted to push herself, she could have created problems later, when she would still associate discomfort and unpleasantness with oral sex.

I want to look at the hang-ups and anxieties that we have more control over, and ways that they can be overcome. After all, if you are reading this, you are looking to find a way to successfully provide oral pleasure to your partner and enjoy doing it.

The Ick Factor

If you have walked into the bathroom after your partner has had to urinate, you have been accosted by the strong, astringent smell of urine. The biological functions of the penis, including ejaculation, often lead women to shy away from providing oral pleasure. We know what comes out of there, and we do not want it in our mouths.

Fortunately, there are a few ways around the “Ick Factor.” First, have your partner shower before you plan for oral sex. Personally, I think it is a good idea to shower before any sexual activity, as our bodies build up sweat and odor throughout the day. It is most important prior to oral sex, as the cleaner the body is, the less turned off you will be by odors. You can turn the shower into a sensual affair, cleaning his body to ensure that it meets your exacting specifications. 
If you still find the natural musk of your man to be a bit much for your face to be near, consider an edible lubricant or even a tasty spray to assist you. Numbing sprays come in a variety of flavors and have the added benefit of curbing your gag reflex – we will talk more about this later when we talk about tips for taking him into your mouth. Because the sprays tend to have a strong flavor, they easily overpower your sense of smell. Keeping a flavored numbing spray nearby and using it – after the shower obviously – will help you overcome the smell of musk. If you do not like numbing spray or cannot use it for some reason, a flavored edible lubricant will have the same effect. 
Overcoming the Ick Factor over semen can be more challenging. You always have the option of not bringing your partner to orgasm through oral. You can use oral sex as foreplay to intercourse or finish him with your hands or even between your breasts. If you are intent upon overcoming your semen aversion, a few things can help you through it.

• His diet – this will take trial and error, but you can find foods that he can eat and foods he can avoid one to two days prior to planned oral sex. This does mean planning your moods ahead of time. Of course, since many couples due to hectic schedules often relegate intense sexual activity to the weekends, this could be very easy to plan.

o Foods to Avoid or Minimize
■ Coffee
■ Beer (sorry boys, if you want your semen to be tasty no weekend beer if you want a BJ) ■ Dairy products
o Foods to Eat
■ To lighten the natural taste of semen
• Kiwi
• Watermelon
• Celery ■ To enhance or sweeten the taste of semen
• Plums
• Blueberries
• Cranberries
• Pineapple juice
• Other acidic fruits 

• His volume – If you find that foods do nothing to appreciably improve the flavor of his semen, make oral sex the second way you make him achieve orgasm. You can use it as a reward for pleasant intercourse or provide him with a handjob first. Men tend not to produce as much semen on second and third ejaculations (note, this is not effective birth control). Less semen will not affect the flavor but it will affect how much of it is there to cause you a problem.

• His hit location – Having him not ejaculate on your tongue is another way to avoid tastes you may not enjoy. As he is close to orgasm, increase your suction and draw him deeper into your mouth (I will cover tips for that later). This will help bring on his orgasm and ensure that he deposits further back in your mouth, where you will swallow immediately and taste little of his flavor. A quick gargle of mouthwash afterwards will take care of any lingering aftertaste.

These are a few ways to get through the Ick Factor. As you continue providing oral pleasure to your partner, you will find your Ick Factor decreases. This will happen faster if you limit the times you offer oral pleasure to when you are in the mood to do so. If you enjoy doing it, you will seek to do it more often, so a little patience in the beginning will net huge gains later.

The Experience Factor

Some women are anxious about giving oral pleasure because they are not sure what to do. The best way to get through this anxiety is to communicate with your partner. Let him know about your anxiety and that you are actively studying ways to provide him oral pleasure. He will appreciate the openness and that you are learning to do something for him. He will also be encouraged to tell you things he enjoys and prompt you to try new things.

The only way to get over the Experience Factor is to gain experience with your partner. As you learn his body and how to pleasure it, you will be more confident in doing so. Sit down with your partner, explain what you are doing, and discuss things that concern you. If the Ick Factor is a problem, you will be able to plan accordingly. You will also be able to talk about some of the other anxieties and hang-ups if you have them. Most importantly, you will be confident that he is not expecting you to wow him as soon as you go down.

The Comfort Factor

Just as sexual positions can become uncomfortable or we can begin to chafe if vaginal intercourse takes too long or happens too much in an evening, we can also become physically uncomfortable while giving oral pleasure. Sometime the discomfort is mental as well. For example, the dominant-type woman may not want to be on her knees before her partner.

You experiment with sexual positions for intercourse. Experiment with positions for oral sex as well. If you are comfortable being on your knees, especially if you enjoy submission, then find something to give yourself comfort on your knees, such as a firm soft pillow. Adjust the height that you come up to him on your knees so that you do not affect your gag reflex as much.

You can also experiment with different positions where he is laying down. The classic “69” position is a great way to enjoy mutual pleasure with your partner. If you find the scene of musk, even after a shower, to be overpowering, then this position could be a problem for you, as it puts your nose right at his scrotum.

Try different positions where you are laying down to pleasure him, with your body at different angles. Find positions that maximize your comfort and allow easy access to him. These will vary by your and his body types.

If your jaw or mouth gets tired easily during oral sex, take breaks, using your hands or just your tongue to pleasure him until you have a chance to recover. As you become more proficient with giving oral sex, your stamina will improve, so do not let it discourage you. If you find your mouth cannot last as long as he can, then use your first oral sessions as a build up to intercourse until your stamina improves.

The gag reflex is another Comfort Factor. If you begin gagging, it can be unpleasant. Do not be afraid to stop if gagging makes you feel nauseous. You do not want to equate giving oral sex with nausea. If gagging becomes a problem, move on to another activity and come back to oral sex another evening. There are ways to work on overcoming the gag reflex, and as we look at techniques to take him in, we will discuss that further.

The Other Factor

If you have had a bad experience with oral sex in the past, it will affect your ability to perform it now. This is why it is important not to push yourself into unpleasant experiences while you are learning. The bad experiences can vary, and overcoming them can be as simple as having a good experience to as complex as therapy.

The first thing you should do if previous experiences are causing you anxiety is to talk to your partner. Depending on what happened with your previous experience, this could be hard to do. Women who have experienced sexual trauma often find it hard to communicate and are afraid of being turned away from their partners. Understand that sexual violence is not your fault, and experiencing it in the past does not make you a bad person. It does not sully you, and it does not devalue you. Your partner is with you, and who you are does not change by revealing this information. However, it does give you a closer bond and intimate connection as you demonstrate your trust in him.

Even if you think your bad experience is something silly – you a man out of your mouth and semen went up your nose – still talk about it. Share these experiences. Sometimes men are comfortable hearing about their partners’ previous sexual encounters. Sometimes they are not. Provide detail depending on your partner’s comfort level, but make sure he understands the experience you have before. For some experiences, it can help you gain perspective. He can also plan in some cases to make sure you do not have the same experience again.

Once you share the bad experiences with your partner, the two of you can begin a plan to work through trauma and to make sure that non-traumatic bad experiences do not happen again to you. If your bad experience was with your partner, and that can happen, be gentle in explaining it, but help him understand what went wrong. Present it as “I want it to be better this time, what can we do” not as a “you did this, and it needs to be fixed.” Non-confrontational approaches often work best, and create an atmosphere of communication and cooperation. Besides, chances are your partner could be wondering what went wrong that kept you from performing oral sex again.

The Reciprocation Factor

When we give of ourselves, it is important that our partner give in return. If you are taking steps to increase your partner’s sexual pleasure and he is making no overtures in return, then sit down and discuss it. You should never experience an imbalance in your sexual relationship. Even if you are a submissive partner, he should pay attention to your pleasure as much as you pay attention to his.

If you are exploring giving oral sex in order to reciprocate attention he is giving you that is uneven, let him know that. Make sure that as you are learning, he continues to show you attention. You can invite him to back off some of his attention to match pace with you as you learn to provide him oral pleasure. This will allow the two of you to build reciprocity together again.

Equality within a relationship is important. If you do not feel that each of you is giving as much as you receive, then sit down and discuss this with your partner. In most circumstances, lack of sexual reciprocity is mirrored in other aspects of the relationship as well. It could be a sign that your relationship needs work or that you may need to move on. The choice ultimately is yours, but ensure that if you stay that you and your partner work on those areas were relationship equality and sexual reciprocity are needed. Be open to him addressing needs from you as you address needs from him. Approach him non-confrontationally, and create an atmosphere of working together to deepen and improve the relationship. If you have a good partner and a strong relationship, he will be willing to work with you.

Chapter 5 Denial

The Professor was back on Wednesday. He started the class by discussing his conference and then launched into Milton’s Paradise Lost. His theatrics in class did not disappoint, and by the time class wrapped up, a mess of papers and books were strewn about for Tammy to go down and help pick up. She did so, welcoming Professor Thompson back and exchanging light small talk with Marcus. She was getting used to acting normal around him now.

When the Professor left them, he flirted lightly before asking if she had completed her homework assignment. 
“Four times.” Tammy blushed under his smile. 
“Very nice. I want you to come by my dorm on Friday night. 7:30 again. I want you to tell me how many more times you touch yourself between now and then.”
The muscles of Tammy’s abdomen tightened at the thought. She finished gathering the papers and books that were strewn about and handed them to Marcus. She wanted to follow him back to the Professor’s office or someplace else perhaps, but thought if he were available for that, he would have invited her. 
Instead, she promised to see him on Friday and left to go about the rest of her day. She focused on her lessons in class that afternoon, but in between, her mind was on Marcus and his own assignment for her. That evening, she was able to touch herself in the shower, but not the dorm room, as she did not have it to herself. She liked her roommate Kara well enough, but not so much that he wanted to masturbate with her in the room. 
The rest of her week was the same, and she only managed three times between class on Wednesday and her arrival to Marcus’ dorm on Friday evening to touch herself. She hoped after her performance Monday that he would not be disappointed in the number. She knocked on his door and he let her in, giving her a kiss on the lips as he closed the door behind her. 
“How many?” Marcus was not interested in playing games or moving slowly tonight, it seemed. 
“I could only do it four more times,” Tammy said as he guided her to his bed. 
Marcus laid her down as tsked gently as he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. 
“That is disappointing.” Something in Marcus’ voice told Tammy that he was not really disappointed. Instead, she shivered, sensing something else coming. “I’m going to have to teach you to be more ambitious, especially if you have aspirations of winning essay competitions.”
The reminder about the competition made Tammy smile. She already started her thesis and her initial research. She was writing a feminist response to Paradise Lost. Professor Thompson liked thought-provoking essays, and the idea that Eve’s imposed submission and secret desire for more equality and autonomy helped to fuel her fall was the kind of thing he would be eager to approve for the essay contest. Essay did not need to be approved by the Professor, but having that review and approval helped in later judging rounds. 
Marcus reached between her legs and pressed his fingers into Tammy’s sex. She gasped and then moaned and he worked her into a deep arousal. She felt her pleasure begin to build up, and then he slowed down, pulling her back from the edge. 
“This is a perfect body,” Marcus said. “I could play with you every day, and I don’t think it would be any less responsive to me.”
He pressed into her clit, and the idea that he would touch her so often, that he would amuse himself with her body every day, brought Tammy’s arousal high. It swelled up and began to spill over, when again he pulled back. Her pleasure pulled back from the edge once more, instead of spilling over her, and she let out a whimper. 
“Oh, you don’t like that, do you?” Marcus’ voice was teasing now. 
“It feels good, but I want to come.” Tammy trembled as he touched her again and began to play, building up her arousal as his fingers circled her gentle nub and then slid down and inside her, beckoning gently. As her arousal swelled again, he pulled back, easing her back down. 
“I know you do, and I want to make you hungry for it. Sometimes, the best way to do something is to be eager for reward. Since you could not find a way to touch yourself more often this week, I have decided to withhold your orgasm.” Marcus again brought her to the edge with his fingers and pulled back. Her sex was on fire, yearning, and craving, and her mind was beginning to spin and feel numb. 
“What can I do to have an orgasm?” Tammy felt so hungry for one. 
“Touching yourself is a good way.” Marcus took on the even, authoritative tone that he had used in the auditorium on Monday and in the Professor’s office afterward. Beneath it was something mocking and playful. “It can be hard to stimulate the G-spot, that area that I keep hitting, but you can stimulate your clitoris easily, and that tends to give satisfying orgasms.”
Tammy moaned as he brought her close again. He eased back down, circling her clitoris slowly with his finger, as though he were taunting her with pleasure. “I mean from you.” She could not keep her voice from drawing out like a whine, and Marcus smiled. 
“You can pleasure me. Make me want to come, bring me so close that I almost spill onto you, and I will give you an orgasm.”
Tammy nodded. 
Marcus guided her to sit up and laid back on the bed. He unfasted his pants and brought out his cock. It was hard and erect, already deepening in color. Tammy thought that getting her so close so many times must have been an incredible turn-on for him, and the realization made her hungry to taste him again. As she brought herself down, he placed his hand on her shoulder to stop her and shook her head. 
“Tonight, you are going to learn different ways to lick me,” he said. “Most of it you will be experimenting, and I will tell you what I really like. Licking and kissing the cock is nice. It shows affection, which we really get off on. It also shows your eagerness to please. That is what I really want to feel, how badly you want to please me. When you can, I want you to look up at me to make eye contact.”
“How do I start?” Tammy asked.
“Begin at the head, and lick down. I shaved, so you can lick all around my scrotum too. Take it into your mouth, and see how you like the taste of the skin. It is a little different from the rest of my cock.Just, mind the teeth.”
Tammy smiled. She looked down at his erection and brought her lips to kiss the tip before using her tongue to slide down and back up the shaft. She brought her eyes up to meet Marcus’ as she did so. She slid her tongue down the left side and wrapped it around the right side of his shaft as she came back up. He sighed his pleasure and she knew that he liked it. 
She came to the underside of the shaft and started with the sliver of skin at the base of the head. She flicked it left and right and then up and down before pressing her tongue hard into it and sliding down his shaft. His intake of breath and moan told her that he liked that as well. She did it twice more before bringing her tongue down along his scrotum. 
He was right about the different taste of the skin. She could still smell the shaving cream he has used to take this free of hair, but the taste was the saltiness of his skin mixed with the stronger musk of his manhood. It made the taste more bitter, but not unpleasant. She thought it was the difference between tasting milk chocolate and dark chocolate. Both tastes were nice, but one was richer and bolder.
She brought her lips around his testicles and sucked to pull them into her mouth. She traded off with each one and then danced her tongue around each as she had it in her mouth. She looked up to see Marcus push his head back and arch his back. He was enjoying that, and so she continued until her own desire had her return to the shaft of his cock. 
She traced her tongue around the base and then traced the line of his veins up to the head, where she danced along the underside of the head. He moaned and she could feel him start to pulse. Before he could beginhis breathing to pull back, she stopped and breathed gently on his cock through her mouth. The color lightened slightly and when she looked up at him, she saw his eyes narrow. 
She had managed to edge him back herself. Tammy felt a swell of pride and a very naughty urge come on. She wondered how many times she could do that to him before he could not handle it, and threw her back down onto the bed. The idea of him being so forceful and rough excited her, and she decided to find out.
She danced her tongue along his shaft again, bringing her eyes up to meet him, projecting innocence and curiosity, and eliciting from him praises and suggestions. She swirled her tongue around his head and trailed it back down, pulling this skin of his scrotum into her mouth, followed by each testicle. He moaned loudly now, and as she brought her tongue back up his shaft, she felt him harden and the first pulse that hinting the coming of his orgasm. She pulled back and kissed his shaft softly. 
Marcus groaned and again the color of this shaft lightened. When she thought that he was far enough back, she returned to her ministrations, bringing her tongue firmly along the shaft and ending by taking his head into her mouth, flicking her tongue along the tip and into the opening slit. He moaned, but before he could pull her off, she stopped, breathing softly onto the head and watching it pulse there, so close to the edge. 
“You are a very bad girl.” Marcus took hold of her shoulders. He slid from under her and pushed her down onto the bed. She gasped as he raised her hips into the air and his mouth was upon her, eagerly licking at her sex. He pushed his tongue into her and then up through the folds of skin to her gentle nub. There he pressed, sucking and pulling the gentle skin through his lips until her pleasure built up. Each orgasm that he had denied her before seemed to push through her body and she buried her face into his pillow so that she could cry out without alarming the other residents of the dorm. Her body trembled with her pleasure. 
When the quaking of her body ceased, he pushed her down and spread her legs apart. He pushed into her and she smiled at the forceful way he took his pleasure from her, thrusting into her as he leaned down and reached around to grasp her breasts through her shirt. He squeezed hard and found the nipples with his fingers, pinching them as he pulled back and thrust hard into her again. 
“Do you feel what you’ve done to me?” Marcus asked. 
“Yes.” Tammy did not think he had felt so hard inside her before. As he thrust into her, he grunted, and she could feel him stiffen and warm, ready to come and unable to spill. “It feels good.”
“It is a great feeling, to bring someone to the edge and feel how much you frustrated them and made them want you.” The sound of admiration in Marcus’ voice brought a new shiver through Tammy’s body. New nerves woke inside of her, and she could feel every inch of him sliding back and deeper into her. Her pleasure swirled around each thrust, loosening and tightening her around him. Marcus groaned as she felt the first pulse begin. Her own pleasure swarmed over her body, hot and energized as he poured into her, pressing hard against her as his orgasm wracked through his body. When he finished, he rolled onto the edge of the bed beside her and held her close to him. 
“That was very good.” The praise in Marcus’s voice warmed Tammy and she felt her desire stirring again. She wondered if he would be able to do more. She wanted to so badly. “You are almost ready for your last lesson, I think. I want to teach you to take me into your mouth and give me pleasure that way.”
“You could teach me that tonight.” The idea of having all of him in her mouth sent chills down Tammy’s body. Even the idea of swallowing him did not seem so frightening.”
Marcus rolled Tammy over and looked into her eyes. She could see he was winded from what she had done to him, and felt a swelling of pride at that. She could also see a deep want in his eyes. He could wait until another day to teacher her his last lesson, but she could tell that he wanted it now. 
“You’re a wanton little vixen,” Marcus said. “What happened to the sweet and innocent freshman girl of a week ago?”
Tammy felt wave of pleasure and shame at his words. She was not the innocent girl she was last week. Now she was asking to please him, when before she was so unsure of what he wanted to teach her. She felt like a slut all of a sudden, and had to turn her eyes away from him. 
Marcus brought his hand to her chin and tilted it up so that she brought her eyes back up to him. They were watering now, and his face looked blurry. She blinked until the welling tears fell down her cheeks and her vision cleared. He looked apologetic and so concerned. 
“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean it like anything bad. I like that you’re getting into this and asking for more. It tells me that you’re enjoying this, which was what I wanted. It’s no fun for me if you don’t.”
Only sluts were supposed to enjoy sex so much that they asked for it, that was what she had always been taught. Looking into Marcus’ eyes, though, being a slut did not seem like such a bad thing. She had hidden herself from the fear that when his lessons were through, that he would cast her aside and find some other freshman girl to pursue and teach. Now she wondered if that was just her own insecurity. 
“It’s not your fault,” Tammy said. “I’m just not used to the thought that it is okay to ask for sex and be eager about it.”
Marcus sat up and guided her to do the same. He brushed her hair back from her face and removed the tears from her cheeks. “It is more than okay. I’ll show you.”

Chapter 6 The Lick and Taking It In

We have discussed how to pleasure the Glans. Now we are going to look at the rest of the penis and ways to ensure your partner gains full enjoyment from oral pleasure. Remember how I said that you can bring a man to orgasm through the Glans Tease, and he will feel frustrated by it. That is because what he wants is for the rest of his penis to receive stimulation, so that he feels completed.

Consider when he is playing with your clitoris. Often times, this stimulation feels good, and most women orgasm easily this way. Sometimes clitoral stimulation does something else. This can happen before your first orgasm, but most commonly occurs if clitoral stimulation continues past your orgasm. You begin to feel the muscles of your vagina contract and what can only be described as a hunger forms. Your body wants to feel stimulation inside, and it is sending you a signal telling you this. If your partner denies you, it is frustrating, even if he provides you additional clitoral orgasms.

The same thing happens with a man when he receives an orgasm through only the Glans Tease. To prevent this frustration, or to relieve it if you use the Glans Tease to build up his arousal, you need to provide stimulation to his Shaft and Scrotum.

Licking the Shaft

Once you build up your partner with the Glans Tease, bring your tongue along his Shaft. Hold him at the base, and starting from the Glans, lick down the shaft and back up to the Glans. You can start with a light touch, tease the Glans more, and then lick down applying more pressure as you do so. This variation and build up will be exciting for him. Make sure that you are lubricated with plenty of saliva, water, or even a flavored edible lubricant like the one we discussed before. When you lick along the Shaft, lick all sides of it, alternating so that he receives pleasure from different sides and angles.

Exploring the Shaft

Explore his shaft and get to know it. Every man is different, so it is impossible to tell you exact areas of the Shaft that your man will enjoy. I can tell you that if you explore, he will tell you what he enjoys. Trace veins with your tongue and see how he enjoys it. As he grows harder, pull the skin along his Shaft into your mouth through your lips. This is his time to communicate to you, so have him tell you what he enjoys. If you enjoy him talking dirty to you, encourage him to vocalize that way as well. That will heighten your arousal and get you more into what you are doing to him.

Explore with different tongue techniques as well. Swirl your tongue along his Glans and Shaft to find what he enjoys most. Use your tongue to flick different parts of him as well, and find out what he likes.

Kiss along the Shaft, Glans, and Scrotum as well. For this, you want him to either see you or know what you are doing if he is blindfolded. The kisses should be passionate and firm kisses, designed to deliver the soft pressure of your lips to his body. If he sees or knows that you are doing this, he will be excited and aroused, as you are showing him affection in a new way. Be sure that you kiss all sides of the Shaft as you do this.

It is best to have at least a few oral sessions where you only play with the Glans and explore different licking techniques along the Shaft and Scrotum. Make that activity the culmination of your oral, and finish with either your hand, breasts, or intercourse. This will allow you time to learn what techniques he likes for later, when you put it all together. It will also help you determine how you handle his taste and smell, as even freshly showered men will have these.

Take Him In

Once you are ready to take the penis, beyond the Glans, into your mouth, you want to remember a few simple things. 
Do not rush it. In porn, you see women “new” to oral sex taking in most or even all of a man’s penis into her mouth. Remember, scenarios aside, these are women who are experienced in giving oral sex to men. Many have even trained out their gag reflex or have used numbing sprays to get around it. Even amateur porn videos that state that this is a woman’s first time giving oral are lying to you. Think about it. If you were going to make a video of a sex act, would you tape your actual first time, or would you practice at least a few rounds?
When you prepare to take him in, take him in a little at a time. This will build up his arousal and desire, making the whole experience overall more pleasurable. This will also allow you to learn how much you can take in without gagging. If you decide you want to work on your gag reflex, you can do so later. 
Be mindful of your reactions to taste and musk. Even a clean man will have a particular taste to his skin and a particular musk. Some women enjoy both; others do not. Since at this point you have been experimenting with the Glans and licking, you should be aware of how you handle his particular taste and smell. Use your favorite numbing spray (which will help you take more of him in) or flavored edible lubricant to manage the effect of his taste and musk and help you enjoy giving oral more, if you need to (or want to). 
Use your hands. When you take him in, keep your hand wrapped around any part of his shaft that you do not take into your mouth. You can stroke in time with your action of bringing him into and out of your mouth. You can also stroke counter to that motion. Both are pleasurable. With your other hand, play with this Scrotum. Gently and firmly pinch and pull the outer skin or very gently roll the testicles along your fingers. You can practice doing this with Meditation Balls. The same technique you use to roll Meditation Balls around your fingers you will apply to his testicles. 
Now, you can begin bringing him to orgasm with oral. As you become accustomed to taking him into your mouth, experiment with ways to use your tongue to guide him in and provide stimulation along the shaft. This will heighten his pleasure when you take him into your mouth. We will talk later about how to put all of the techniques together that we have talked about, but first, I want to look at deep throating.

Deep Throating

If you want to deep throat your partner, or just learn to take him in deeper and defeat your gag reflex, a few simple techniques will help you. This takes time, so do not expect to do it right away.

1. Breathe in. Since you will be restricting your ability to breathe, it is important to breathe in before to take him into your mouth if you are going to take him deeper.

2. Find the best angle. Only certain parts of your mouth cause you to gag, and you will find that certain angles allow you to take him in deeper. Experiment with taking him in from different positions until you find the one that is both comfortable for you and allows you to minimize or avoid your gag reflex.

3. Relax and open your throat muscles. This takes time and practice. When you are sitting, at work, or just relaxing, practice opening your throat, lowering your tongue, and relaxing the muscles. You will probably find that you trigger a yawn. It is very important that you practice doing this until you do not trigger a yawn all the time. The last thing you want is to choke on spit while you are taking in your partner.

4. Retrain your gag reflex. You can use your finger to help you keep your throat relaxed (refrain from gagging) as something enters it. Be sure to practice this on an empty stomach, but you should be in the bathroom anyway in case you cause yourself to expel bile.

5. Make sure he is lubricated. You can use a flavored edible lubricant or your own spit. He will go in easier and with less resistance if he is smooth and slick.

6. Do not let him push or thrust. Once you have your gag reflex managed and are able to take him deep into your mouth, if you want, allow him to push and thrust, as he likes. Some men enjoy this very much. Do not let or ask him to do this while you are training yourself, as you need to set the pace and train your body first.

7. Once you have your gag reflex managed, use your tongue to guide him further into your mouth. Using your tongue to help bring him deeper into your mouth and if possible into your throat will help. This is the natural way you bring food into your throat, so your body will not be as resistant to it.

8. Go slow. Allow yourself time to learn how to deep throat and take him in. It is okay if you are never able to take him into your throat or if you cannot take him in fully.

These tips will help you learn to deep throat your partner. This is an advanced technique; so again, do not expect to do it right away. You will probably be giving him complete, mind-blowing oral sex long before you ever master this technique. It can be great for him, but it is not required, and it is definitely not all there is to giving great oral.
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Chapter 7 Completion

Marcus laid back on the bed again and invited Tammy to sit along beside him. He slid his pants down and off, so that she had full access to his body now.

“I want you to give me a new pleasure,” Marcus said, “something I know you have never done before.”
“What?” Tammy was excited by the prospect of something new. 
“I want you to massage my prostate.” Marcus brought one of his pillows down and under his hips so that he rose up from the bed slightly. 
Tammy frowned deeply. She knew what the prostate was, from her biology class and from her father’s anxiety over his prostate exam last year. She did not like the idea of sticking her finger up Marcus’ ass. He was cute, but it seemed she had found the limit she was willing to go for cute. 
“I’m not into anal stuff,” Tammy said. “That’s a little too far for me.”
She waited for the disappointment, but Marcus simply nodded his head, understanding. “Maybe you will be more comfortable with it another time, after we’ve had more time together.”
The confirmation that her time with Marcus was not going to end when her lessons on oral did elated Tammy. While she still did not want to explore placing her finger into his ass tonight, the possibility of doing it another time sounded fine to her. 
“I’m okay with that.”
Marcus gave her a smile, and she thought she saw her words reassure him. “That’s good. You can still massage my prostate. Do you see the skin between my scrotum and my ass?”
Tammy looked down and nodded her head. 
“Good. Place two fingers there and push in gently until you feel a lump. That will be my prostate. Just rub around gently, like you are massaging a muscle.”
Tammy did as he said, pushing gently into the narrow strip of skin. She felt the lump, small and about the size of his testicles. She began to rub around it in gentle strokes, and Marcus let out a contented sigh. Encouraged, she continued, making her strokes faster and slower, increasing and decreasing pressure to test his reactions. He enjoyed all of it. This cock grew erect again, and his body trembled. She realized that he was having an orgasm, and her eyes widened to see nothing spill from his cock onto his shirt. 
“Yes, I can orgasm without ejaculating.” Marcus answered her unspoken question. “It’s not unusual but most men don’t know how to do it. The prostate is a good way to do it, though. You can also do that while you are going down on me. It heightens the orgasm, making it really intense.”
Tammy liked that idea very much. She brought herself around his body and waited for his next instructions, happy to see he was still erect. 
“Take the head of my penis into your mouth. I want you to take more of me in now, but do it slowly. You can practice taking me in and even deep throating another time, but you should be used to doing this first. If you think you might gag, then stop.”
Tammy brought the head of his cock into her mouth and used her tongue to guide him in. Even though any of her had dried now, she should still taste herself on him, adding her own flavor to him. He praised her as she did, and she began to suck as she took him in a little further. She could feel her gag reflex start to trigger, and pulled back until it stopped. She thought she had him about half way now, and was pleased. 
She remembered his lesson about her hands, and brought one around his shaft and the other to his scrotum. She stroked and massaged his testicles carefully. He moaned happily as she continued, exploring ways to move her tongue around him. She felt him stiffen in her mouth, and he pulled her off him. 
“You can definitely make me come that way, but not yet.” Marcus breathed slowly several times before continuing. “Okay, now I want you to start from the beginning. Play with and tease my head, and then move down my shaft. Lick and have fun. You can play with my prostate if you feel confident doing it.”
Marcus guided her to lay over him, her legs over his shoulders. As he spoke again, she could feel his mouth at her sex. “I’m going to lick you every now and then while you do it. I want to taste how aroused you become as you give me pleasure.”
Tammy thrilled at the idea. She turned her attention to his cock and kissed the tip. She ran her tongue over the head and down the shaft. When she brought her tongue back up, she pulled the head in and rolled her tongue around it, flicking the strip of skin underneath it before pulling it from her mouth to lick along his shaft again. 
Marcus brought his mouth up to her sex and pressed his tongue through the folds of skin. With a panic, she realized he would taste himself there, but when he did not stop, her mind turned flips, and she continued licking him, more eagerly now. If he was not afraid to taste himself, she was not afraid to taste him either. 
She brought her lips up to his scrotum and kissed before drawing the skin in. From this angle, it was awkward to pull his testicles into her mouth, and she did so carefully, listening for any signs of discomfort. When he only moaned, she continued to the other, more confidently, massaging it with her tongue before returning to the first. She stroked his shaft against with her tongue, sliding from side to side and she worked up to his head. 
She took him in again, flicking her tongue along the opening of the head before drawing him in deeper. She found she could go further in this angle, but did not push too much. He licked her again, and she trembled, feeling her own pleasure beginning to mount from the combination of teasing him and his own ministrations on her. She rolled her tongue around and sucked, wanting to taste him. 
As she sucked harder, his own licking and sucking became more urgent. She felt her pleasure swirl between her legs and push over her body. As it did, she pulled him a little deeper into her mouth. He began to pulse and she sucked harder, wanting to pull as much of him as she could. The first spurts of cum shot into her throat and she pulled back, sucking as pressing her tongue along his shaft as he continued to pour into her, touching her tongue with the rich, salty taste. It was strange, but not unpleasant. She remembered that he said he ate a lot of fruit, and thought she tasted a little of its sweetness there too. 
When his pulsing stopped, she continued to suck, wanting more and more. He tapped her shoulder, crying out, and she pulled off him gently. She looked back to see his face a twist of pleasure and pain, and felt panic. 
“Did I hurt you?”
Marcus shook his head and seemed to remember to breathe. “No. I’m really sensitive after I come. It feels really good when you continue to suck on me, but it is really overpowering. I can’t handle it.”
Tammy felt mischief rise up. She turned back to his cock and took it into her mouth again, sucking gently. Marcus stifled a cry and pulled her off, pulling out from under her and flipping her over onto the bed. He was on her in a flash and before she knew what was happening, she felt him thrust into her. She let out a pleased gasp and raised up her hips to meet him. 
“Definitely a wanton vixen,” he said. 
Tammy felt elated by the words now. As he thrust harder into her, she brought her hips up again to meet him and welcome him into her. “Am I still sweet?”
Marcus leaned down to kiss her. She could taste herself mixed with a little of him. She welcomed his tongue to explore hers and wrapped her legs around his waist as he dropped to push deep inside her. She could feel him hard and eager, but knew this time it would take longer for him to come. 
“What do you think?” he asked when he broke off the kiss. 
“I think I’m still sweet.” Tammy gave him her most innocent look. Marcus rolled his eyes back in his head and pulled back to thrust hard again. She welcomed each one, thinking how she was going to love continuing lessons beyond this.

Chapter 8 The Prostate and Tying It Together
The Prostate

Massaging the Prostate is a great way to help up a man’s orgasm or bring him off quickly if his road to orgasm is prolonged. This is not a “must do” for giving great oral, so do not worry if you or your partner are not keen on it. Consider this, like Deep Throating, to be an additional bonus.

What is the Prostate?

The prostate is a small gland that rests below the bladder and between it and the rectum. This organ is important in the production of semen. It is similar to a woman’s G-spot, and the G-spot is often called the “female prostate.” The prostate is very sensitive to pressure, and men who experience a “prostate massage” enjoy very intense orgasms.

Ways to Reach the Prostate

You can reach the Prostate two ways. The first and easiest way is to insert your finger inside his rectum and “beckon” toward the front of his body. The Prostate is only located a couple of inches inside the rectum, so you do not have to go very far in to find it. Since many men are leery of anal insertion, and you may not be too keen on it, I am not going to focus on this method of Prostate massage. Effective anal play of any kind is a completely different topic. Instead, we are going to look at an indirect way that your partner will enjoy.

Massage the Perineum

I briefly mentioned the Perineum earlier. While you can reach it several ways, the best is to have him lay on his back and elevate his lower body slightly. It is best to use a gentle massage oil on this part of the skin, just to make the massage more pleasurable.

Gently massage the Perineum, applying pressure until you can feel the bump of his prostate or he indicates he is feeling pleasure. How much pressure is needed varies so experiment with your partner. Two fingers, with a light dab of your massage oil of choice, are best for a good Prostate massage this way. Practice only this until you learn the best way to massage him. When you have mastered it, add it into your oral pleasure.

You can build up to the Perineum massage by massaging his inner thighs and lightly teasing the skin with soft touches of your finger, a feather, or other soft object. Once you know how much pressure to apply, you can use your tongue to apply pressure as well, which will require no additional lubricant beyond your saliva. Using your tongue means that you can make this part of your Scrotum play.

You can bring him to orgasm this way with or without stimulation of his penis. It can take time, especially if he has never experienced a Prostate orgasm before. Alternate pressure and speed of your strokes as you massage and work until he achieves orgasm.

Putting It All Together

Now that you have explored the different techniques to Oral Sex, it is time to put it together in a single session. If you have experimented with the Perineum massage, you can begin with that or you can add it in later. If you are adept at providing your partner with an orgasm that way, it can be a good way to get a first ejaculation out of the way, if he ejaculates with the orgasm (not all orgasms, contrary to popular belief, require ejaculation).

You can begin oral sex when he is soft or hard, depending on your and your partner’s preference.
Begin with the Glans Tease and then work your way to the Shaft and Scrotum, using your favorite licking techniques. When you are ready, begin taking his length into your mouth. Alternate between taking him into your mouth and pulling out to return to the Glans Tease or other licking. At any point in this phase, you can add the Perineum Massage if you like. 
Finish oral by bringing him to orgasm in your chosen location, in your mouth, by hand, or between your breasts. 
Now, you have given your partner incredible Oral Sex that he will be happy to reciprocate. As you continue providing him oral pleasure, find ways to mix up the combination of techniques so that you always keep him guessing and keep oral fresh and pleasurable for both of you. Remember to communicate with each other about what you enjoy and what you may want to try next time. 
Above all, enjoy.
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Chapter One:

Defining Masturbation

Welcome! You’ve just opened a book about masturbation. It may seem odd to begin such a book by seeking to pin down a definition for the act itself, but that – I’m afraid – is exactly what we’re going to do. Why, you might ask? Surely everyone knows what masturbation is, and surely everyone has at least a basic idea of what it entails.

You may be shocked to find that this simply isn’t true. Sex education in much of the Western world is shockingly poor, and there are many people wandering around out there who not only have no idea what masturbation is, but also carry around a bunch of harmful beliefs about it.

So I’m going to take this opportunity to clear up a few little myths and misconceptions. There’ll be a longer section on this later in the book, but for the time being there are a few things we need to get set down in stone. Ground rules, if you like. And the first of those is a definition. Here we go:

Masturbation (or Self Pleasure, or Self Love, or beating off, or whatever you want to call it) is the act of sexually stimulating yourself in a way that is pleasurable to you.

This usually involves stroking the penis, massaging the clitoris, or penetrating the vagina with fingers or a toy. It can also involve a vast array of other activities – actions involving the mouth, the breasts, the anus or various other parts of the body. As it says in the above definition – what matters is that it is pleasurable to you.

For the vast majority of this book we will be talking about straightforward genital masturbation. That is the stroking of the penis, the massage of the clitoris or the penetration of the vagina for the purposes of self-pleasure. Don’t worry if you’re into something a little more esoteric though, as we’ll touch on that later on in the book. The second thing that we need to get down in writing is this: masturbation is completely normal. Everyone does it. In fact, many people engage in it every single day. When you went out to the corner store this morning you probably walked past a dozen people who had masturbated at some point in the last twenty four hours. If you live in a major city you are almost certainly never more than a hundred yards from someone who has had a love yourself in the last hour or so. Pleasuring ourselves is one of the most normal, quotidian, standard behaviours that we engage in as human beings.

And yet there is a persistent belief that seems to have taken root among a surprisingly wide variety of people that masturbation isn’t normal at all. Indeed, they see it as something shameful – a temptation to be avoided. Or else they might view it as something rude – a topic not to be discussed in polite company, certainly. These regressive views have created a world in which we all have to go around pretending that we don’t masturbate – or at the very least that we don’t masturbate as regularly as we do.

This is, of course, nonsense, and I’m here to tell you right now that everyone does it. Regularly and happily. Don’t ever feel compelled to feel an ounce of shame from the act of self-pleasure. It is one of the healthiest and most ordinary things there is.

Indeed there are even a variety of health benefits associated with frequent masturbation – we’ll discover more about these later on in the book. Less documented, but still obvious to the eye are the relationship benefits that come with frequent self-pleasure. It may seem as odd thing to suggest, but those who are good at making love to themselves are more often than not excellent at making love to others.

So, we now know what masturbation is. We know that it is normal, healthy, a thing that everyone does, and nothing to be ashamed of. In a moment we’ll take a look at the nuts and bolts of how to go about pleasuring oneself, but first I’d like to tell you a story. It’s not my story, but it was told to me by a very close friend, and transcribed more or less as it’s written here. It’s this story which provides the backbone of the book. Happy reading!

Chapter Two I Couldn’t Come

When I was younger, I couldn’t come unless I was having sex. It was a frustrating experience. I’d tried – believe me – I’d spent hours closeted in my bedroom when I was a teenager, experimenting with my body. It felt good to touch myself. Once or twice I even thought I could feel something building up inside of me – but it never formed itself into a full orgasm.

My name is Lolita, by the way. I work in the city now, in an office, and I have a wonderful boyfriend. I’m settled, and my sex life has never been better. But where this story begins is back in university, back when I was young and fairly clueless. It begins, now that I think about it, with my second ever boyfriend.

As a matter of fact the fist orgasm I had was with my second boyfriend. We dated for a couple of weeks before finally falling into bed together after a night spent drinking and dancing at one of the clubs in town. I remember the room spinning around me, and the soft feel of the bed underneath me. He kissed me gently on the lips, and we peeled away one another’s clothes. It was exciting – first times always are – but it didn’t feel any different to when I’d had sex before.

He went down on me for a while. It felt good, lying there on the soft bed with the room spinning gently around me. I was cool and calm and relaxed, and the feel of his warm mouth and tongue lapping at me was amazing, like being bathed in warm light. I wriggled until I was comfortable and reached down, gripping his hair, flexing my hips up towards his mouth.

It was when he put something. It was a experienced before. It felt almost as though something had shifted inside me, like a rock rolling away from the mouth of a cave. I could feel him deep inside of me, the full length of him. And I could feel his his cock inside me that I first really felt

different something to any sensation I’d weight on top of me, his skin pressed sensuously to my skin. But there was pleasure too, pleasure in the pit of my stomach that built with each new thrust.

I didn’t know what to do. I could feel a sense of something building, and it felt wonderful, but I didn’t know what it was. I didn’t know whether to hold back or let myself go. For a few moments I gripped the bedsheets and tried to think – but I was too drunk, and the sheer pleasure building inside of me made it difficult to think. After a minute or two I simply gave up, and let go, let the pleasure fill me from the tips of my toes to the top of my head.

When I came, it was like an explosion. Like fireworks going off inside of me. It was something I’d never experienced before in my life, and it stole my breath away. I arched against the bed, gripping my boyfriend so tight that I’m sure I must have left marks. I could feel my pussy convulsing, gripping his cock in a series of rhythmic squeezes. I cried out, completely forgetting where I was, what was happening. I cried out in pleasure.

Of course, I realised later that what I’d experienced was an orgasm. I’d read about them in books and heard about them on TV, but I’d never really known what one was like. In a way, I’d sort of assumed that I was a woman who simply couldn’t have them. And I was fine with that: sex was fun and exciting. So what if I couldn’t come? I still enjoyed it.

Once I had experienced an orgasm though, I couldn’t wait to do it again. 

I was with that boyfriend for a number of months. It was shortly after university, and so it was something of a transient relationship. Things in both our lives were changing, and I guess in a way that it was destined not to last. Still, we enjoyed it while we did, and took every opportunity to fuck, to touch each other, to feast on our bodies.

It was only once he left, and once I had recovered from my sadness at his departure, that I really started to focus on my body again. He’d kept me more than sexually satisfied when we were together, and so during that whole time I hadn’t even thought of masturbating. Now, with him gone, I was keen to come again, to feel a small part of the pleasure that he had aroused in me.
You can imagine how frustrating it must have been for me to discover that I could not.

No matter what I did, it simply didn’t work. I’d touch myself in exactly the ways that he had touched me, and although it tingled and felt amazing, I didn’t come. I would stroke myself for hours, until I fell asleep where I lay. I experimented with a sachet of tingling lubricant that I got in a packet of condoms from the doctor’s office. Nothing. I even went so far as to order myself a vibrating dildo off the internet. It wasn’t the same as being fucked by his living, hot cock. It wasn’t anything like that. There was no body there on top of me, no hands holding my hands, no mouth pressed against my mouth...

I didn’t give up easily, but after a long while I was forced to admit defeat. The simple truth was this, it seemed: I could only come when someone else was having sex with me. On my own, I could provide myself with pleasure, but an orgasm was beyond me.

Chapter Three How to Masturbate

For some of you out there, reading this guide, this chapter might seem rather obvious – but don’t skip over it. As with anything that we do regularly, it’s all too easy to fall into a routine with self-pleasure, and to end up neglecting or missing out on some of the very best bits of it. By being aware of what you’re doing and the process of masturbation you might actually discover some brand new techniques, or even heighten your own sexual awareness and response.

Equally there are likely to be some of you who have never masturbated. While I’m sure you have a general idea of how it’s achieved, this section should help illuminate that further by focussing on everything from the setting to the technique.

So, the first thing to address is the when and the where of masturbation. Many people like to masturbate before sleep – and this is entirely understandable. The bed is, after all, a place of both comfort and sexual activity – and so it makes perfect sense as a venue for self-loving. The shower is also a popular location, as it allows you to easily clean up afterwards, and it slots perfectly into your morning routine.

Other people quite like to masturbate outside. Needless to say you’ll need to find somewhere adequately private to do this – otherwise you could end up in a lot of trouble. But being out in the fresh air, surrounded by nature often helps people to relax and let go. Yet more daring people might experiment with masturbation in public – either by doing so with some degree of subtlety, or by simply finding a quiet place out of sight.

Wherever you wish to pleasure yourself, make sure it’s somewhere that you’re comfortable. Make sure that you are unlikely to be disturbed, and that you have a reasonable degree of privacy. Finding something soft to lie or sit on will help you relax – as will some pleasant music (useful, too, as it covers any sounds you might make) and some lighting that’s not too harsh.

It is up to you whether you wish to be naked or not. A lot of people like to be, as the feeling of air or sheets against their skin is sensuous and enjoyable to them. Other people prefer to be clothed for the same reason. Either way, you’ll need a degree of access to your body – including its various erogenous zones, so loosed your clothing and make sure you can reach yourself.

Finally, there are a few things you can do to set the mood. You might wish to burn candles, or take a long warm bath before or after. You may wish to read some erotica or watch some pornography. You could even eat something nice like chocolate or oysters to get yourself in the mood – it’s really entirely up to you how you want to prepare yourself for self-love.

Now we come to techniques. For men the standard method is fairly straightforward – grasp the penis and stroke it back and forth in a way that feels pleasurable to you. Uncircumcised men are lucky – as they will be able to use the foreskin as a sheath so that they can stimulate the glans without discomfort. Circumcised men, unfortunately, are likely to have dulled sensation in this area, and so will be less able to enjoy themselves. Lubricant can help. The glans is the area just under the head of the penis, and it is where most nerves are concentrated. It can be sensitive to the touch when dry, but use of a sheath or lubricant can help allow much greater stimulation.

As well as the glans, many men have an erogenous zone around the perineum. This is the area just behind the testicles. For some men the pleasure zone extends to include the anus, but for some it does not. Most will find an extra degree of pleasure in pressing hard against the area of skin between the testicles and the anus.

Take time to discover different kinds of touch. Experiment. Swap hands, change your grip and touch and massage the whole of your penis to find what works for you, and where your pleasure centres are. Don’t forget the rest of your body as well – although the male erotic focus is always the genitals, by including the rest of your body (running a hand across your chest, for example, or stroking the inside of your thighs) you can help spread this focus. Many men report that when they remember to stimulate the rest of their body they end up having a much more “whole body” orgasm than when they focus solely on the penis.

Most men are able to get a sense of when they’re approaching orgasm. It can be a fun exercise to bring yourself close to the edge, then remove stimulation and wait until you’ve calmed down before touching yourself again. This is sometimes called “edging”, and as well as lengthening the pleasure that you experience, it also stimulates the body to produce more pre-come. The longer you edge for, generally speaking, the better your ultimate orgasm will be, and the more come you will produce.

As for dealing with the actual orgasm itself – many men like to keep something close at hand with which to clean up with afterwards. A cloth or towel will do this admirably. Other men use tissues to wipe up afterwards, or circumvent the whole problem by wearing a condom when masturbating. Sperm, by the way, makes a fantastic lubricant – so if you find yourself ready to go again shortly after finishing, why not use that.

Men do experience a refractory period after orgasm. During this time the penis may be so sensitive that it is almost painful to the touch, and cannot be kept hard or stimulated. This is perfectly normal – use the opportunity to relax. Even if you want to keep going and come again, you will almost certainly enjoy it more if you allow yourself a ten minute break to get through the recovery period.

The techniques for women are rather different. Women are slower to become aroused than men, and so it is often a good idea to built up the intensity of your session slowly. Begin with erogenous zones away from the groin, such as the breasts, stomach and legs, then work inwards, allowing your body time to warm up. Make sure that you are somewhere private and comfortable so that you are genuinely able to relax.

It can also help to explore your vagina. Many women aren’t particularly familiar with their genitals, and it’s perfectly normal never to even have looked at them before. You may have to use a mirror and some creative positioning, but take the time to have a look at your vagina, and also to get used to its shape and feel. Don’t worry about it being abnormal – it’s almost certainly not. It may surprise you to find that your labia are different sizes, or that you’re larger or smaller than you imagined – every vagina is different, and all are perfectly fit for purpose.

While getting used to your vagina it may help to also use some lubricant. Try feeling your labia, exploring the entrance to your vaginal canal, and even dipping a few fingers inside of yourself to explore the breadth and depth. Once you are used to touching yourself down there, and once you know the territory, you’ll find it a lot easier to relax and let go when you masturbate.

Generally speaking there are two kinds of pleasure to be had – vaginal and clitoral. Many women are only capable of achieving orgasm from one of these methods of stimulation. It’s worth discovering which one works the best for you. It may be that you need clitoral stimulation to make yourself aroused enough for penetration, but that vaginal stimulation is what will ultimately lead you to orgasm. It may also be the other way around. Play with both the vagina and the clitoris and discover what works for you. It may be the case that stimulating both at once can produce a powerful blended orgasm for you.

Many women masturbate using just their fingers. This tends to work quite well for clitoral stimulation, but not so well for vaginal. It may be worth investing in a vibrator or dildo for this purpose. It’s nothing to be ashamed or embarrassed about – many women own them. Pick one that you like and that suits your needs, and use it to explore and stimulate yourself.

There will be a section on toys later on in this guide that will go into the process of choosing a toy for yourself in much greater detail. For the time being though, all I will say is this: don’t discount the value of a good vibrator – or of some silk sheets, comfortable covers and sexy underwear to make you feel comfortable, attractive and relaxed.

It’s also important not to get too hung up on the pursuit of an orgasm. Allow yourself to enjoy the pleasure of simply touching your body. Allow yourself to wait. If you put too much pressure on yourself it will prevent you from relaxing, which in turn will prevent you from actually achieving the orgasm that you desire.

If you’re not sufficiently wet when you first start touching yourself, don’t worry – just use a dab of lubricant to get things going. Tingling lubricants can be particularly valuable in this respect. Once things have gotten going and you’ve relaxed into the act of self-love, you can begin to pick up pace and be more vigorous with yourself. Do what feels good – even if that involves fucking yourself with your fingers, moaning, biting down on the bedcovers or otherwise. Many women also enjoy anal stimulation, though are reluctant to try it due to social taboos. If you’re looking to enhance your pleasure this could be an area of the body worth experimenting with.

If you’re finding that you reach a plateau in your arousal, and aren’t able to move any closer to orgasm, try switching up what you’re doing. If you’ve settled into a pattern of rubbing in circles, then reverse direction, change the motion, or try penetrating yourself instead. Variation will often increase your level of arousal, as different sensations build upon one another. This is another area where lubricant and toys are exceptionally valuable.

Although, as I’ve said, it’s not all about the orgasm, if you’re able to achieve one relax and enjoy it. Don’t feel as though you have to stop after you’ve come, either. Women don’t have a refractory period, and so with continued stimulation you might be able to carry on and have another... or indeed several more. Don’t worry if you can’t, but enjoy it if you can – just make sure to give yourself a short break sooner or later, and allow your body a chance to recover. An orgasm is a powerful and tiring experience after all.

Finally, don’t worry too much about what happens to your body when you come. A lot of women are prevented from achieving an orgasm by the very natural reaction they have to the feeling of peaking arousal. Some women fear that they might wet themselves, or are simply worried about letting go and giving themselves over to the sensations that they can feel building. Do your best to relax; remember that you are alone and in private, and so it doesn’t matter what you look like or what happens. Take a deep breath, shut off your conscious brain and go for it. If you’re a woman who’s lucky enough to be able to squirt – enjoy it! The feeling of ejaculating is one of the most intense your might experience sexually. If you’re worried about your sheets, simply stick some towels down, and have fun!

Chapter Four My First Experiments

When I first started masturbating again after my boyfriend left, my every experiment was tinged with shame. I guess I’d always thought of masturbation as a thing that guys did. My male friends at least mentioned it every now and then, even if not terribly seriously. From my female friends there was curious silence about the whole thing, and so I just sort of assumed they never did it.

As well as that it had been quite a while since my first curious fumblings. It felt as though I was returning to something teenage and furtive; back then there had been the very real concern of getting caught by my parents. That would have been a nightmare, and I guess I carried over some of the worries I had about that.

And so, whenever I touched myself, it was somewhat warily. I would do it quietly, in the dead of night, tucked up safe in my own bed. I was living in a shared house at the time and I was always pretty terrified that my housemates would hear me, or at least hear the springs in the mattress moving. Now that I think about that it seems kind of odd – I didn’t mind so much when they heard me having sex, but I was mortified by the idea that they might hear me touching myself.

Under those circumstances, masturbation was a frustrating experience. Even when I did feel the telltale start of something I was always so tense and so afraid of being overheard that I could never really pursue it, never really go for it, never cut loose and enjoy myself. So, though I tried regularly enough, I simply couldn’t come.

When I ordered the vibrator, it took me a good week to work up the nerve. I bought it off the internet, after checking and double-checking that it would arrive in plain packaging. Even then I was nervous that one of my housemates would end up opening the parcel for some reason, exposing my dirty little secret for everyone to see. But the vibrator turned out to be a bit of a disappointment too. Although it was quiet, it was still louder than I was expecting. I suppose that my housemates had no way of knowing what the mysterious buzzing sound coming from my room actually was, but I was convinced that they would guess, and so I only felt safe using it beneath the covers of my bed in the middle of the night, or when I was absolutely convinced that everyone else was out.

Even then it just wasn’t that good. Though the vibrations did stimulate something inside of me, it wasn’t really like having a man. The thing was inert, dead and lifeless. In a way it all felt faintly ridiculous.

I don’t know where all this worry about my masturbatory habits came from. My parents had been reasonably liberal, and I’d never gotten in trouble for expressing my sexuality – at least, not that I could think of. I’d been aware of sex from a fairly early age, and – like any woman – aware of my body too.

In part I suppose I felt as though masturbating was something I shouldn’t have to do. All my female friends had boyfriends, and didn’t have to rely on toys or their own fingers to get themselves off. And in another way it felt kind of sad for that same reason – touching myself was a pale imitation; nothing at all like having a real, living man touch me and kiss me and fuck me.

And yet, at the same time as I thought these negative things, I desperately wanted to come. It had been several months since I’d split up with my boyfriend, and I’d gotten tired of endless, inconclusive sessions in my bed at night. I wanted to climax, to complete the ritual. I wanted to feel my body react the way it had under his touch – and it was frustrating the hell out of me that I couldn’t do that.

There was one night though where I thought I’d had a breakthrough. I’d been out with some of my friends from work, and had stumbled home late at night, dizzy and drunk. After several attempts I’d managed to let myself in and wend my way upstairs, where I collapsed into bed. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, listening to the noises of the house. It wasn’t that late, but the rooms on either side of me were dead silent, and I hadn’t seen any lights glowing under the doors on my way up. My housemates must all have been out. Well, I figured, why not? I was horny from the alcohol, and in the mood to please myself. I rolled over and fetched my vibrator out of the drawer in my bedside table where I kept it (hidden beneath a handful of bras and panties, of course). I flicked it on and held it in my fist, feeling the pleasant buzzing translate through my fingers. Then I slipped my panties off, guided the buzzing toy down my body and slipped it inside of myself.

It pushed into me with surprising ease, and a second later a wonderful warm sensation filled me, emanating out from my belly. I wriggled against the bed, arching my back in pleasure. It felt good – way better than it normally did. It felt as though something was slowly building inside of me; a kind of pressure that, when it finally released, would leave me gasping.

So I lay there, clutching the bedcovers, slowly sliding the vibrator in and out of my tight clutch. I knew that nobody was home to hear me, and so I really let myself go. I moaned. I writhed. I kicked at the covers. I moved the toy faster and faster, crying out each time it slipped into me, thrusting my hips up off the bed to bury it deeper within me.

And then, just as the very point where I thought I might be about to come – just as I hovered on the cusp of the first orgasm I’d had in ages – the front door of the house opened with a loud bang and voices filled the hallway. My housemates were back. Quickly I flicked the vibrator off and lay down once more. Though my pussy still tingled with pleasure, the moment was gone, and I knew – much to my frustration – that I wasn’t going to be able to come that night either.

Chapter Five Getting In the Right Mindset

So now you know how to masturbate – which is great – but that’s only half of the picture. There’s a lot more you need to know if you well and truly want to have a good time. As with anything masturbation is in part a physical process and in part a mental one. Whether you’re having trouble achieving orgasm, or whether you simply want to increase your pleasure, getting into the right mindset can be one of the most truly useful things you ever do.

This section will explore ways of getting into the right headspace to be a good, body-positive self-lover. We’ll be talking a lot about attitudes, beliefs and feelings in this chapter – things that you can’t expect to change overnight. Try to keep yourself open to new ways of thought and new ideas, but at the same time realise that one of things you might need is also simply time. Time to adjust. Time to change habits that you’ve had for a lifetime. Time to let your attitudes evolve.

Creating a Good Relationship With Your Body In order to experience the true pleasure of self loving, you really need to be comfortable with your body. You don’t necessarily need to love it completely – everyone has a part of themselves that they’re not completely satisfied with – but you do need to be at the very minimum comfortable with yourself.

You can achieve this by taking the time to explore your body in safe and private surroundings. Work out what it is that you like and what it is that you don’t like. Work out where you like to be touched, and how you like to be touched. Take a look at yourself in the mirror and thing about the things that you like about your body. Focus on the positives; instead of thinking that you don’t like the way your ankles look, instead focus on your eyes or another of your better features.

It helps to realise that your body is an incredibly complicated biological machine. Quite apart from simply keeping you alive, it is capable of healing itself, communicating with others, telling you when it’s well or unwell, and giving you huge amounts of pleasure. Your body is your friend, not your enemy. Try not to feel constrained by it, but instead be thankful for all the amazing things it is capable of doing.

Relax and Get Rid Of Stress
Everyone has sources of stress in their lives. This may be your job, family commitments, friendship problems or any one of a number of other issues. If you want to be able to experience a high level of self pleasure, it’s important to be able to detach from these things, leave them behind and dedicate some time to yourself.

This may seem like a difficult thing to do, especially when something is preying on your mind, but think of it like this; you’re not actually abandoning the issue at hand, simply setting it aside and spending some time on yourself to allow your body to enervate and recharge. Masturbation is a method of self care as much as it is a leisure activity. It helps relieve stress and decrease anxiety – and in turn when you are less stressed you’ll enjoy it more.

If you really are struggling with stress there are a number of tactics you can try. There are plenty of resources out there, ranging from stress balls to self help manuals. One that always works for me is to put things into writing. If there is something in particular that is bothering you, it can often take an immense weight off your mind if you’re able to write about it in a diary or journal. Failing that, you can also simply write down what’s on your mind on a slip of paper, then screw it up and throw it away. You’ll be surprised to find that this simple symbolic act of destruction really does help shift the issue from your consciousness.

It is also deeply important to set time aside for yourself. Though you may feel that there are a lot of demands on your time and that you don’t have the hours to spare to pleasure yourself (or even take a break!) consider that – if you don’t rest and recuperate once in a while, you’ll end up burning out and not being able to function at all!

Guilt Free Masturbation
Finally, and most importantly, you need to know that it’s okay to masturbate. That it’s not something you need to feel dirty of guilty about. Almost every culture has its taboos, and masturbation is often one of them. The fact that it is usually an unspeakable subject, means that we tend to associate it with guilt, shame and a bunch of other negative feelings. There’s nothing that will make it more difficult for you to enjoy yourself than a huge welter of negative emotions hanging over you – so be sure to try and let those go as much as you can.

Of course, the guilt, shame and embarrassment we feel when we talk about sex or our bodies is programmed into us by society, and so it’s not necessarily going to be a particularly easy thing to leave behind. Certainly most people will struggle to simply drop it. You can do yourself a favour by exposing yourself to some more sex positive communities.

Even twenty or thirty years ago this might have been a difficult thing to do, but now – thankfully – it has become a lot easier. Just take to the internet, and find a community where sex is valued. Being exposed to and surrounded by people who don’t feel any shame relating to sex or masturbation (even if they are only virtual people) will do you an immense amount of good, and really help free you from any psychic hang-ups you might have.

Chapter Six Penis Envy

For a long time, nothing changed. I wasn’t ready to find a new boyfriend, and I couldn’t make myself come. The two one night stands I had during that period were both awkward and drunken and deeply unsatisfying. I’d begun to feel like I was destined never to have a real orgasm again, as though I’d lost the only male who was capable of giving me one on the day my boyfriend left.

What ended up changing things was a conversation with a close friend. Me and Daniel had known each other since the first year of university. When I say close, I mean close. Me and him had shared more than I did with most members of my family. We talked about everything. He was the one person who I knew I could say absolutely anything to, and he’d be fine with it.

We didn’t see each other as much as we used to, now that we’d both left university and gotten jobs in the big wide world, but we still made a point of hanging out at least once a month. We’d get coffee or go for drinks, sometimes go dancing. Usually we’d just get together and see where the evening took us.

It was at the start of one of these evenings that we had the conversation that changed everything. It started off fairly casual. In fact, I can’t even remember how we got onto the subject of masturbation. I guess the few vodka and coke’s we were drinking probably helped on that score, though.

“So, all guys do it?” I asked, somewhat disbelieving.
Daniel nodded, swigging his drink. “Of course. You ever met a man who said he didn’t?” 

I shrugged. Then thought about it. “Yeah, actually. I have.” “Well, they were lying,” said Daniel.
“Oh? What makes you so sure?”

“It’s just a biological fact,” said Daniel. “If men didn’t release the pressure once in a while it wouldn’t be long before they pretty much exploded.”

“That’s not true.”
“All right,” said Daniel. “They wouldn’t explode. But sexual frustration can really mess guys up. Seriously. Look it up.” 

I got up from the sofa and wobbled into the kitchen, where I prepared myself another drink. When I came back, I turned up the music a notch or two. “What about women?” I asked.

“Huh?”
“You think all women do it?”

Daniel laughed out loud at that one. “I’m willing to bet they don’t,” he said, when he was at last done laughing. 

“Why not?”
He shrugged. “You tell me,” he said. “You’re the woman.”

I had to think about that one for a while. It was difficult to pin down exactly why I rarely masturbated anymore. There was the fact, I suppose, that it really wasn’t that satisfying being able to arouse myself but not being able to come. And there was the increasing feeling that I was doing something wrong or shameful. It might be okay for guys like Daniel to talk about Self Pleasure like it was nothing out of the ordinary, but I knew for a fact that this conversation would have been quite different if I’d had it with one of my female friends.

“I guess a lot of women feel like they’re not supposed to,” I said. Daniel rolled his eyes at me. “Do you?” he said.
“Do I what?”

“Feel as though you’re not supposed to... polish the pearl once in a while?”
It was my turn to laugh now, and I did – almost spitting out my drink all over him. “Polish the pearl? What century are you from?” Daniel sighed. “You know what I mean,” he said.
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And I did. I took a sip of my drink and swallowed my giggles. “Yeah,” I said. “I guess I feel as though... well, I don’t want my housemates to know, anyhow. I don’t know what they’d think of me.”

Daniel burst out laughing. He put a hand on my arm. “What they’d think of you? What, you’re afraid that they’d judge you for rubbing one out once in a while?”

“Yeah,” I said indignantly. I was a little annoyed, I guess. It seemed like an easy thing for him, but quite a difficult thing for me, which didn’t feel very fair at all.

“Lolita,” he said earnestly, “they couldn’t care less. They might pretend to think it’s a bit gross, but they’ll get over it. Honestly. They do it themselves, and I reckon they’re probably just as afraid of you finding out that they do as you are of them finding out that you do. Which is crazy, isn’t it? Everyone so afraid everyone else is going to find out their dirty little secret – which is the same dirty little secret all around. Crazy.”

“Yeah,” I said, struck by his words. “Crazy.” We moved onto talking about other things, and then after a while headed out to the pub for a few more drinks and to meet some friends. His words stuck with me though. It was crazy to be so ashamed of something that everyone did. It was a natural process, as normal as breathing or eating. And all this time I’d been caught up thinking that I was the only one – that I must be slutty or dirty or any number of other things because I couldn’t keep my hands to myself.

That night when I got home from the pub, I was filled with a sense of determination. I flopped onto my bed and ripped away my clothes. I’d been horny all the way home thinking about what I was going to do when I got in the door, and now I was aroused enough and drunk enough not to care what anyone else might hear or think or say. I licked my fingers and ran them down my body and – at long last, pressed them against myself, and rubbed in tiny circles.

It felt good to touch myself like that. And what was more, I could feel that firm, familiar pressure building inside of me. I bit down on the corner of my pillowcase and moved my fingers in little circles, pressing harder and harder. My clit hardened a little, became erect, and I could feel the pulse beating through my pussy, and I could feel my arousal climbing higher and higher with each stroke. So high and so fine that it was almost unbearable. And then, quite suddenly, as though I’d tipped over the edge of a steep cliff, I came.

Chapter Seven Let’s Talk About Toys

Toys. There’s a huge selection of them out there, and they range from the standard to the absolutely terrifying. Browse through your local sex store and you’re almost bound to find a few items that perk your interest – as well as a few that make you a little nervous just to look at! Most people own at least one or two toys, even if they don’t really think of them in that way. Most women have at least one vibrator, and men will often have either lube or a cock ring somewhere in the drawer of their bedside table.

This section will focus on toys for the purposes of masturbation, though many of these pieces can be used for sex with another as well. In a moment I’ll run through a describe the virtues and vices of some of the most common toys available on the market, but before I do that I just want to say a few words about the value of toys in the bedroom.

Many people seem to have the distinctly negative opinion that toys are nothing if not hilarious. They’re the subject – all too frequently – of jokes and fun, and this may lend them something of an absurd air. But, all joking aside, toys can really enhance your sex life.

People often worry about their toy stash being discovered – or else are nervous about ordering toys off the internet, lest the packaging fail and their postman and their neighbours see the filthy items they have ordered. Let me assuage these worries. First, it is extremely unlikely that your neighbours even care what you’re doing in the bedroom – and even if they do find it funny, they’re probably also a little jealous deep down.

When it comes to shopping for toys a lot of people tend to go off the deep end. As if set loose in a candy store, they’ll spend obscene amounts of money on a garish selection of things that they’re likely never going to use. I suggest, instead, creating an account with an online sex toy retailer and making regular small orders. You can try something out and see if you like it before exploring other things. As with anything new and sexual, be cautious in your explorations, and have fun.

Finally I will say this: look after your toys. Most sex toys are generally well made and will last a long time – but only if they’re kept properly. If you have a selection or rubbery or plastic sex toys, make sure to keep them separated – either by storing them in the plastic packaging they arrived in, or else by wrapping them in clean cloth before storing them. If you store rubber or plastic toys together, they can sometimes melt – this is a benign process caused by some of the harmless chemicals in the products. It’s no danger to you, but it will ruin the toys. Oh, and while we’re talking safety, make sure that your toys are PHTHALATE FREE. Any reputable supplier should label toys as such quite clearly – if they don’t, then they’re probably best avoided.

Vibrators
Vibrators are toy that do wonders for both men and women. With women, apply the vibrating tip wherever it feels good – usually around the clitoris. Men often get best results using a vibrator on their glans. Vibrators come in a huge variety of sizes, and many of them have different settings. Get one with a few choices, and play around until you find a programme that you like. Although Hitachi Magic Wands are no longer manufactured, you can find many impersonations thereof – these are highly recommended. Don’t be put off by the fact that many have to be plugged into the mains – all the more reputable brands are perfectly safe, and well worth the inconvenience.

Cock Rings
Cock rings are so ubiquitous that they can even be found in some vending machines. Start with a flexible rubber or plastic one, and pick a size that’s appropriate for you. The ring can either be applied around the base of the cock, or around the base of the cock and the testicles as well. The purpose is to restrict blood flow back out of the penis, allowing you to achieve a longer and harder erection. Stay away from metal rings, or any that cannot be easily removed. Vibrating cock rings can make for some interesting sensations.

Dildos
If vibrators are the number one sex toy owned by women, them dildos are the number two. They come in all shapes and sizes, some of them designed to resemble a penis, and some designed simply to provide the maximum pleasure possible. Pick one that you like the look of, and which is reasonably sized. Many also have a vibration function, or some in built motion. The sky’s the limit with dildos, and – as you’ll get a lot of use out of this toy – it’s worth spending some money on it to get a decent quality one. Lelo are an excellent brand, producing high end dildos that don’t immediately scream “sex toy”.

Butt Plugs
The anal area can be scary to many people, but it’s an area worth exploring. Rich in nerve endings, it can produce some amazing sensations that cannot be achieved any other way. Butt plugs are a simple way of involving the anus, with the minimum amount of ick. Start small and work your way up, using lots of lube as you do. You’ll find the sensations interesting while masturbating, and even more interesting while climaxing. Make sure your butt plug has a flared base, and clean it thoroughly after use.

Lube
Lube is something that should be in every bedside table. I cannot overstate the value of a decent, water-based lubricant. Not only is it invaluable for either sex or masturbation, but it’s pretty much essential for any kind of anal play, or for the use of toys in general. Get a bottle with a pump, so that you can dispense it quickly and easily, and also pick a lubricant that works for you. Make sure you’re not allergic to any of the ingredients, that you like the feel and scent, and that it is water-based – especially if you plan to use it with toys or for sex. Masturbation can be greatly enhanced by the use of a small amount of lubricant, and it will make any toys a lot more enjoyable to use.

TENS Machines
This is a bit of an unusual one, and won’t be for everyone – but it’s an interesting side line that may just grab your attention. TENS machines are small devices designed to stimulate the skin with electric currents. They generally consist of a plastic device with buttons and readout, along with at least two wires leading to disposable pads. When applied to the skin, these pads can pass electrical current through your flesh, stimulating the nerves and muscles in that area. TENS machines are traditionally used for pain relief, as constant use deadens sensation
– but they have also found another niche as sex toys. People report that they are able to achieve orgasm solely through use of a TENS machine, sometimes without even touching themselves – and the sensation can, for some, be even more pleasant than manual masturbation.

This toy comes with a few safety warnings though. If you do plan to purchase and use a TENS machine, it is essential that you do your research and know with absolute certainty how to do so safely. Do not use one if you have a pacemaker or any kind of heart defect, and never allow the current to pass over your heart. Choose pads that are safe and appropriate for you, and do not modify them. As with any toy, the main thing is to play safely and enjoy yourself – don’t take risks that might result in you getting hurt!

Sleeves and Strokers
Sleeves and strokers were once fairly niche toys, but are now becoming more and more popular as fashionable brands enter the marketplace. The one that everyone has head of is Fleshlight, although Tenga also make some fantastic male sex toys and strokers. These toys generally consist of a hollow flexible tube, textured on the inside. Squirt in some lubricant and roll the sleeve over your penis, then stroke back and forth for a new and different sensation that – by all accounts – beats just the use of the hand by a long way.

There are many sleeves and strokers out there for you to choose from. Make sure you get one that you like the look of, and that can be safely washed and reused. If you’re willing to spend a decent amount of money here, you can get a toy that you will end up using again and again, so spend a little while looking at all the available options. Cheap and nasty strokers are generally not worth it, so go with a known brand, and pick something that you know you’re going to use. Oh, and one more thing – you’ll need to pick up some lubricant in order to be able to use this toy!

Ben Wa Balls
Popularised by Fifty Shades Of Grey, Ben Wa balls are a fairly up and coming toy. They usually consist of two weighted balls joined either by a length of cord or by a flexible silicone tie. Once lubricated and inserted the balls will move as you flex your hips, or even as you walk around the house. These are unlikely to bring you to orgasm by themselves, but they can be used as a kind of foreplay to masturbation. Why not insert them in the run up to a session, and enjoy the feel of them moving around inside you, stimulating you before you get down to some serious masturbation.

Oral Sex Simulator
This is a somewhat unusual toy, that hasn’t entirely gained traction yet – but is nevertheless getting excellent reviews. It consists of a small silicone wheel, covered all around the edge by a number of soft tongues. It is generally powered, and when a button is pressed the wheel spins, effectively turning this many-tongued device into a tireless licking machine. Combine it with a little bit of lubricant and you have the recipe for a simulated oral sex session that never ends. This is one for the ladies, but men needn’t feel left out. It is possible to get sleeves and strokers specially adapted to simulate oral sex – some simply have a mouth-like attachment at the front end, while others include mechanisms to simulate the suction and feeling of pressure that accompany a truly excellent blowjob.

Chapter Eight Opening the Toybox

I’m not ashamed to say that I went on a bit of a shopping spree. I opened up an account with an online sex toy shop and spent an entire night browsing their wares. There were things in there that I’d never even thought existed – toys designed to play to all kinds of depraved fetishes and kinks. I enjoyed browsing them, but decided that I really wanted to start with the basics. I had one dildo already, but I supplemented it with a butterfly vibrator and – after much deliberation – a selection of graduated butt plugs. They weren’t something I ever would have thought of trying a few years ago, but the wealth of reviews left on the site were excellent, and I decided I simply couldn’t wait to experience the sensations described for myself.

While I was there I also picked up a big bottle of lube. I’d never bought lubricant before, although I’d used the stuff that came in sachets, free along with the condoms they gave out at the doctor’s office. To own my own bottle of it felt like a step in a new direction.

There was no doubt about it – things had changed with me. Ever since that night when I had made myself come, I’d found that I suddenly felt a lot more confident and empowered. Knowing that I was able to give myself that pleasure... did something to me. Made me feel as though – for the first time – my body was really and truly my own. As though it was something I’d understood.

Needless to say this was quite an exciting prospect, and I was keen to explore. It felt as though a whole new space had opened up inside me
– a house with many rooms that I couldn’t wait to wander through, drinking in the new experiences as they came. And so I placed my order with a distinct sense of anticipation, and then waited eagerly for my package to be delivered.

Just as the website had promised it arrived one day in plain brown paper packaging. I was working that day, and so I didn’t have time to unwrap it in the morning. Nonetheless, I spirited it up to my room and left it there on the bed. The whole day at work was spent in anticipation, looking forward to the evening that I was going to spend with myself. It was a level of excitement that I was more used to feeling when I had a date, or when I knew that I was going to be seeing a man. To experience it when I was simply going to be spending the evening alone, experimenting with myself, was something of a revelation.

The day passed all too slowly, but at long last it was over, and I arrived back home. As soon as I was able to get up to my room and lock the door, I ripped open the package. The toys I had ordered rested within, shining up at me all fresh and new. I couldn’t wait to start exploring with them. In fact, I was already wet with anticipation.

I decided to try out the lubricant and the butterfly vibrator first. The latter of these was adjustable. I stripped away all my clothes and stepped into the straps, drawing it up to sit snug on my hips, where it rested directly over my clit. I added a small dab of lube, which tingled pleasantly against my tender skin. Then I lay down on the bed, and switched the vibrator on.

The sensation was, very quickly, wonderful. The lubricant brought the vibrator into close contact with my skin, and the powerful buzzing vibrations of it seemed to echo through my groin and abdomen. I wriggled against the bed, arching my back and writhing in pleasure. No matter how I moved the butterfly vibrator stayed in place, stimulating that most sensitive part of me.

It wasn’t long before I could feel something building inside of me, sensation layering on sensation and taking me higher with each passing second.

As I moaned and rolled my hips with pleasure, I became aware of a powerful desire in me. I wanted to be penetrated – to feel something driving deep into me, thrusting and filling me. I reached across and retrieved my dildo from the bedside table. A quick dab of lube on the tip, and I slipped it inside me – it fitted in neatly under the butterfly vibrator. I groaned out loud as it went in, deep. It felt so good to be filled like that. For a moment I just held it there, its full, thick length inside of me. And then, slowly, I started pumping it back and forth. With each thrust, I felt myself pulse with arousal. I could feel my skin tingling with the pleasure of the oncoming orgasm, and I could feel my clutch tightening as well, gripping the dildo as it slid in and out. The vibrator buzzed away, making we wetter and wetter, making the dildo slip easier and easier with each thrust into my tight pussy.

At last, as the sensations peaked, I arched up off the bed and sank the dildo deep into my sex. I came – and the orgasm seemed to last forever. My body pulsed, and my pussy convulsed, and each time I thought that I might be coming down from the heights of pleasure, the butterfly vibrator sitting snug against my clit would take me right back up, and I would be coming again, just as hard as before, if not harder. It got to the point where the pleasure was almost an ache, where I was sure I couldn’t take much more of it without passing out.

At last though, I collapsed back onto the bed, exhausted, shivering, suffused with pleasure. For a long time I lay there, glowing, not even wanting to move. Little fireworks seemed to be going off in my belly and in my legs, sparks of pleasure spiralling down my limbs and making me tremble all over again.

It was a long time before I felt ready to resume my explorations, and when I did so it was slowly and gently. I was already sleepy from having come so hard, and everything had a soft and fuzzy feel to it. I was eager for more though, and so I selected the smallest of the butt plugs, slathered it with lube and – somewhat cautiously – pushed it gently into myself. It took a while, but soon enough it was inserted all the way to the base. And it felt good. Hell, better than good – it felt amazing.

Lying back down on the bed, I reached down with a shaking hand and switched on the butterfly vibrator. As soon as the vibrations started, I knew that I wouldn’t last long. I lay back, clutched the covers in my fists and let the waves of pleasure begin to roll over me.

Chapter Nine Masturbation Myths

There are a great deal of myth and misinformation surrounding masturbation. These untrue stories are implanted from an early age, when we’re told that touching ourselves might cause us to go blind, develop rings under our eyes or grow hair on our palms. Needless to say, none of these things are remotely true, but they all contribute towards the enormously damaging attitude our society has toward masturbation. By shaming people and insisting that masturbation will cause physiological damage, we create a culture of shame and repression.

The reality is that masturbation is an entirely natural and normal act. Indeed, it’s something that most people engage in, and there’s very little in the way of harm that can come about as a result. In this chapter we’ll look at some of the most common myths about masturbation, and dispel them – and then examine some interesting facts that should help you refute the idea that Self Pleasure is bad for you.

Myth Number One: You’ll Decrease Your Sexual Response
Many people think that by masturbating a lot you might in some way dull your sensitivity, or decrease your sexual response. This is most normally expressed as a worry that – if you masturbate – sex will become less enjoyable and less special. Needless to say, it is absolutely untrue. In order to physically dull your sexual response you would need to masturbate more or less constantly. There is no way that a normal amount of masturbation is going to ruin your sex life – indeed it is much more likely to improve it. By learning your way around your body, by using your sexual response and by developing your sensitivity you will actually find that your sex life improves in leaps and bounds. Don’t fall prey to the doubters – masturbation only makes sex all the hotter.

Myth Number Two: Masturbation Can Never Be As Good As Sex
Sex is often prized as the ultimate pleasure. The idea that nothing you can do to yourself will ever be as good, as valuable, or as pleasurable as full sex is a pervasive and a terrible one. It leads to people thinking of masturbation as a substitute for sex – something to be done only when a suitable and willing partner cannot be found. Relegating masturbation to a substitute in this fashion more or less guarantees that you will never enjoy it to its full potential, and will always have a degree of reticence about it. Instead recognise that masturbation can be every bit as good – if not better – than full sex with another human being. It makes sense, after all – when you masturbate you are essentially having sex with someone who knows your exact wants, desires, fantasies and needs. Surely it should be the best sex you’ll ever have!

Myth Number Three: People Can Tell If You 
Masturbate
Here’s where the old stories about going blind, getting rings under your eyes, or growing hair on your palms come in. There is a pervasive myth that other people will be able to tell if you masturbate too regularly. Whether it’s by smell, sight, or general psychic vibrations, there are a number of spurious claims that all add up to the same thing: if you pleasure yourself, people will know. There is absolutely no basis whatsoever to any of these stories – and even if there was, it truly shouldn’t matter. Everyone masturbates, and there’s no shame whatsoever in doing so. Enjoy yourself, and leave the doubters to it.

Myth Number Four: You Wouldn’t Need To
Masturbate If You Were Having Enough Sex
This one links back to the idea that masturbation is a substitute for sex. People often seem to think that, when you’re in a relationship, these should be no need to ever masturbate. The complimentary view
– that those who masturbate must be unsatisfied and wanting in their sex life – is equally damaging. The truth is that the human sex drive is varied and complicated. There may be times when your sex drive is so high that you frequently masturbate, even when in a highly sexual relationship. There may also be times when you don’t need to
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masturbate at all, and are satisfied entirely by the sex you’re having with other people. Both of these situations are fine and equally valid, and you should feel bad about neither of them. Masturbate whenever you feel the desire to, and don’t let anybody tell you that to do so is wrong.

Myth Number Five: Masturbation Is Cheating Following on from this, a distressing number of people seem to think that masturbating when in a relationship is a sin on an equal level to cheating. At the very least many people would be offended to learn that their sexual partner pleasured themselves. This comes back to the idea that your sexual partner should be your entire and only source of sexual pleasure – a deeply unfair and restrictive view that usually only leads to misery and dissatisfaction. Realise that, by masturbating, you are not calling into question the quality or skill of your lover. Neither are you saying that you find them in any way unsatisfactory – you are simply fulfilling a need that relates only to you – a need that you should be entirely free to fulfil.

And now, some facts...
Finally, let’s leave behind what isn’t true, and take a look at what is. Hopefully some of these facts should change your opinion about masturbation, and throw into relief some of the untruths that you’ve been told.

Firstly, masturbation is good for you. Each orgasm you have releases a dose of happy chemicals into your body. These endorphins keep you healthy, functioning and happy – ensuring that your mood remains high, and making you less susceptible to conditions like depression and seasonal affective disorder. Not only that, but it improves your general health and wellbeing, as well as your mood.

Masturbation also makes you a better lover. By learning how to pleasure yourself, you will allow yourself to relax in the bedroom, and open up more when you come to experiment with a partner. Studies have shown again and again that if you can make yourself come, you’re more likely to be able to come with a partner. Masturbation unlocks your potential for pleasure.

Finally, masturbation makes you a better worked. If you are horny, distracted, or sexually frustrated you are unlikely to perform at your best. Sex and pleasure are one of our most basic needs as human beings, and when we are denied these things, we suffer in our day to day life. It has been shown in controlled trials that those who are sexually satisfied are generally more focussed, more happy and more engaging than those who aren’t able to attend to their own needs.

Chapter Ten What If They Find Out?

Despite my newfound freedom in the bedroom – or perhaps because of it – I was still pretty worried about my housemates. It would be one thing for them to hear me moaning or writhing on the bed in my room one evening, but quite another for them to discover any one of my toys drying on the windowsill of my room one day. However much I enjoyed my newfound sexual freedom, I was still dogged by the idea that the very people who I lived with would probably judge me harshly for it.

Daniel’s words were still fresh in my mind, but it was hard to accept them. Among my circle of friends I only knew a few who openly admitted to owning a vibrator – and not a single one among them who would own up to anything as esoteric as butt plugs or a dildo.

So for a while, I kept things as private as I reasonably could. I made sure to store my toys away out of sight, and was careful not to leave them in view even when they were drying. I always double checked that I had locked my door before I began to play with myself, and if I expected to be doing anything even remotely noisy I would always put on some music to cover up any sounds that I might inadvertently make.

Despite my sneaking around, I longed to tell someone, to share with some of my closest friends my amazing new discoveries. Between me and my closest female friends, there had never been any secrets before. I had told them every single thing that I had ever done with a man, but somehow when it came to talking about the things that I had done to myself there was a wall in my mind.

There was Daniel, of course, but I didn’t feel entirely comfortable talking to him either. There was the unavoidable fact that he was male, and I was female, and to talk about such intimate things with him would feel... odd. Kind of wrong. And then there was my close friend Maria. If I was going to confide in anyone, it would be her. Several times I came close to saying something to her. Several times I almost simply blurted out my secret – but on each and every occasion I pulled up short without revealing anything. That was, until one day when we both went for cocktails after work. Maria had just finished telling me about a particularly awful date she went on at the weekend, where the guy not only expected her to pay, but insisted on shaking her hand at the end of the night, as though they were concluding a meeting. I was laughing. Maria was laughing. And then, out of nowhere, it just popped from my mouth.

“Well,” I said, “you don’t even want to know about my sex life at the moment!” 

“Oh?” said Maria, brushing her brown hair from her eyes and leaning closer. “Is there someone? I thought you weren’t dating at the moment.”

I shrugged. “Not someone, exactly, but... well, I’ve been exploring. Yeah, exploring.”
Maria raised her eyebrows. “You can be really mysterious sometimes, you know that?” 

I rolled my eyes. And then I downed the rest of my drink, leaned in a little closer to Maria and told her everything, starting from my conversation with Daniel and going on to include a list of the toys I’d brought, and the fact that I could now make myself come pretty much whenever I wanted to. She listened avidly, not even giggling once. It felt good to talk to her, good to tell her everything. I hesitated a little when it came to divulging just how much I had enjoyed the butt plugs, but then I thought about it for a second: I’d told her this much – a little more probably wouldn’t hurt. And so, blushing slightly, I revealed everything.

Once I’d finished talking, I sat back. Maria was smiling at me, her drink in hand. “That’s pretty cool,” she said.
“You think so?” I asked anxiously. “I don’t know. I’m kind of worried about my housemates finding out.”
Maria laughed. “Forget them. They should be jealous, if anything. And they probably already know.” 

“Yeah,” I said, laughing too. “Yeah, I guess they probably do.” Maria glanced left and right, as though checking we weren’t being overheard. Then she said, “You know, I never thought I’d meet another woman who owned her own set of butt plugs.”

The two of us stared at each other for a moment, and then we both burst out laughing. We giggles long and loud, and only settled down once we realised that other people in the bar were starting to stare.

“Well,” I said, “I suppose we should compare notes.” 

And we sat there for the rest of the night talking about our masturbatory habits. I would have thought, at one time, that it might have been a weird conversation to have with someone I was close to, but it didn’t feel that way in the slightest. In fact, by the end of the night we were comparing brands of dildos, and different types of lube. It was an odd thing to happen – all this time I’d been worried that people would discover that I took a great deal of pleasure in touching myself... and yet when I finally did reveal this to Maria she couldn’t have been more cool about it. It felt very much as though I’d spent a lot of time worrying for no reason at all.

Chapter Eleven Creative Masturbation

In addition to all the fun that can be had with a varied collection of toys, there are also many ways that you can change up your masturbatory experience in order to get more out of it. As well as adding some variation, these exercises will help you explore your body and learn better what turns you on and what does not. They will improve not only your repertoire of techniques, but also your sensitivity and self-knowledge – so there’s really no reason not to give them a try.

One of the things I always recommend when experimenting with masturbation is that you keep a diary. It doesn’t have to be detailed or even particularly graphic, but it’s worthwhile writing down at least a little of the discoveries you make. If you find something you particularly enjoy, then make a note of it. If you find something you don’t particularly like, then write that down. By keeping a journal in this fashion you will begin to build up a picture of patterns in your likes and dislikes. Things that might otherwise be forgotten can then be pursued, interested developed further and new areas explored.

In terms of normal masturbation without the involvement of any toys or other equipment, it’s fairly easy to provide a little variation. You might wish to try using a different hand from the one you normally use. Alternatively you could try altering your grip slightly, or pressing harder or softer than you normally do. You could try playing with textures as well – wear a glove, or wrap a piece of cloth or clothing around your member before you begin.

Another easy method of switching things up a little is to experiment with objects. Be careful when doing this, of course, but don’t be afraid to go a little out there. For example, I know many people who have had excellent results masturbating using smooth stones or pebbles, and some who have also enjoyed the feel of warm or wet towels used to soften their skin. The stimulation provided by these other objects doesn’t necessarily have to be genital in nature either – you might wish to experiment with some light pain while masturbating, to see if this improves or detracts from the experience for you. Pressing a blunt but pointed object into your thigh as you stroke yourself should accomplish this nicely.

Mutual masturbation can also be fun. Although this might be classified by some as sex rather than masturbation, there’s enough overlap for it to be included in this guide. Mutual masturbation has many of the benefits of masturbation (the main one being that you are in control of your own pleasure, and can respond exactly to your needs and wants) but combines this with the added intimacy of sharing your sexuality with someone. Mutual masturbation can be an interesting experience, as you try to find a balance between paying attention to the other person and satisfying your own needs, but it’s a fun journey to go one, and one that everyone should enjoy at some point in their lives.

I’ve already mentioned the technique of edging. Another that is similar is the technique of celibacy. Pick a period of time that you think it might be difficult to go without masturbating for. This could be a week or a day depending on your sex drive. The game is to touch yourself as frequently as you like, but never to actually come. Bring yourself close to a climax at least twice a day, but don’t allow yourself to come until the pre-set time limit has elapsed. By playing with celibacy in this way you can build excitement and anticipation, and make your eventual climax all the hotter and more intense when it comes.

Another fun variation is to take away some of the control that you have over the masturbatory experience. This can be achieved with a well-placed vibrator or a TENS machine, as well as with more sophisticated sex toys. There are even some cybersex toys that allow you to compose a program of stimulation. Once the hardware is in place and the program has been set running, all that remains is for you to lie back and enjoy – and perhaps use your free hands to caress your body and stimulate other areas. In this fashion you can enjoy some of the surprise and delight of playing with someone else, but still in the intimate and personal space that you would normally masturbate in. Do be careful when using any kind of hands-free setup though – remember always that safety comes first.
Finally, it can be fun to experience the way that your body reacts on different substances. I’m not suggesting for a moment that you should experiment with drugs that might be illegal in your country, but there are many legal and safe mood altering substances that can significantly enhance or change the sexual experience. You may wish to try masturbating while drunk, or with the benefit or aromatherapy candles. You may even wish to try some calming tea or moodenhancing lozenges. It’s up to you what you do, but as I’ve said previously your body is an intensely powerful object, and there are many different moods and modes that you can unlock within it. Make sure to take full advantage of all the options you have available to you as you explore the pleasure your body can bring you.

Finally, there’s the realm of fantasy to be considered as well. Though people often masturbate to the same steady fantasies and ideas, it can be a really good plan to change things up once in a while. Introduce new ideas and fantasies to your repertoire by watching pornography or reading erotica – these sources will provide ideas that you might never have been able to think of on your own, and will make your self-loving sessions all the hotter for it.

Chapter Twelve Changes

There was no one point, really, when the way I felt about my body changed. The conversation with Daniel was a landslide moment – as was the time when I first made myself come. The arrival of my host of toys was another, and my conversation with Maria another still. But really it was a lot of little things. Conversations with friends. Intimate moments with myself. A slow process of... relaxing, I guess. Of accepting myself for myself.

And as I did relax more and more things kept getting better. It got to the point where not only could I make myself come whenever I wanted to, but I could make myself come in a variety of different ways. On any given evening I could choose between giving myself a vaginal orgasm, or a more delicate clitoral one. I could blend my pleasure. I could set my body singing with just a few simple touches... and it made me feel alive.

That might sound kind of airy fairy to say, but it was true. I really did feel as though my sensitivity had increased. I was more aware of sight and smells, of the beauty in the world around me. And my skin – I felt as though the number of nerve endings lurking under the surface of my body had doubled or tripled. I bristled with them. I could feel almost everything, and I loved it.

Even more than that, I felt... good. Healthy. Happy beyond belief. I woke up each day feeling wide awake and alert, without a trace of sleepiness, and my mood was steady and high all throughout the day. I didn’t feel lonely, or needy. I just felt... well, happy. And no wonder, I suppose. I knew plenty of women who would give their right arms to be able to come as easily as I could.

Soon enough I started dating again. Dates, sooner or later, lead to sex
– and sex, I discovered, was now a rather different proposition for me. I’d always enjoyed it before, but I’d never really expected that a man would be able to make me come. I’d gotten used to it too. That level of pleasure simply wasn’t something I expected to share with a man.

Well, I was in for a surprise. The first time I slept with a man, the results were explosive. We fell into bed together, naked and horny, and kissed as he warmed me up with his fingers. Then, when he slipped his cock inside me, I became aware of a growing warmth in my abdomen. I arched against the bed, gripping the sheets, moaning as he thrust into me. For once though the moans weren’t exaggerated
– not even slightly. I was drowning in pleasure. I was overwhelmed by it – and the feeling inside me kept getting warmer and brighter and harder to contain.

It wasn’t long before I came. I felt myself tip over the edge and I clutched my partner against me. Everything about that moment was suffused with arousal. His hard body against my soft one, the waves of orgasmic pleasure that were washing through me, the way our bodies pulsed against each other. By some miracle he came at the same time I did. Dimly I felt him drive his cock deep inside me and go still, his breath groaning in my ear. We writhed together, and came together, clutching at each other with desperate fingers.

Afterwards, when pulled out of me, we lay beside each other on the bed. I was panting entirely out of breath, hardly able to believe what had happened. I’d never thought that I would come while being fucked, and yet that was what had just occurred. It hadn’t even been hard. I felt amazing – flooded with relaxed sensations, with happy hormones. I cuddled up to my partner and nuzzled his neck.

“That,” I said, “was amazing.” And I meant it too. 

We enjoyed a few more dates, me and that man, before deciding that we weren’t right for each other. It wasn’t a big deal – we even remained friends afterwards. But soon enough I was back on the dating scene, and this time I enjoyed every moment of it.

Things, I found, were different now that I could well and truly relax and enjoy sex. I was more frisky and daring than ever before, and more often than not I found that I would be the one leading the sexual encounter. I’d be the one telling the man what I wanted, and nine times out of ten I would get it too. It was amazing. Simply being in that position made me feel so powerful, so confident... and sexy too. It was strange to think that such a huge change in my life had come about because of something as basic as learning how to pleasure myself – but that was what I credited it to entirely. I felt as though I really knew my body now, whereas before we had been all but strangers. I felt as though I was complete, and that I could really enjoy sex now. Having explored my body thoroughly and happily, I was ready now to explore along with someone else.

I found that someone else a couple of months later, after a number of very enjoyable dates and one night stands. He was everything that I’d been looking for in a man, and more – and he was quick to tell me that I ticked all the boxes for him as a woman. “I’ve never met any girl who was quite so... confident before,” he said to me once. “I really love it.”

I loved it too. And before long we were boyfriend and girlfriend – we’re still together right to this day. The rest, as they say, is history. 

Chapter Thirteen
A Final Few Words

We’re almost finished now, but before I say goodbye I have just one final tip for you – and it’s an important one, particularly in this day and age. All too often now we end up having expectations that far outstrip reality. This applies to every part of our lives, from the way we live to the jobs we have, and even into the bedroom.

Part of this is due to the prevalence of the internet in modern society. It’s all too easy now to compare ourselves with our friends and neighbours, to look at how other people are doing and set their successes alongside our own. This might simply come down to being jealous of someone else’s job or holiday... but it might also relate to their sex life, or their masturbatory habits.

It’s natural, in many ways, to want the best for yourself, and to expect a lot from your body. But comparing yourself with others does no good whatsoever. Each and every person in the world is unique, and there is no way to say that what works for one person will work for another.

All of this is a way of saying that the methods described in this book might not work for you. If that’s the case, then view them only as a starting point. By following the advice in the guide you will learn how to experiment and keep yourself open to new ideas and new masturbatory habits. If the many and varied methods listed here don’t quite do it for you, though, then it’s up to you to innovate, and to come up with other more inventive ways to get yourself off.

What these ways are... well, I can’t tell you that. There are more kinks and sexual proclivities in the world than it would ever be possible to describe in one book. The key is to keep your mind open, and follow up anything that interests you, to see where it might lead. By doing this you stand a solid chance of opening up some new doors and new avenues for yourself – even if they are in the place you least expect.

It’s also worth noting that you shouldn’t pay too much heed to what other people are able to accomplish. Some people are predisposed to be more sensitive than others. Indeed you may meet people who are far more orgasmic than you, and who enjoy a far wider range of stimuli. This is not a reason to be jealous, or to envy their ability. Quite the opposite. You are both completely different people, and your sexuality – whatever form it may take – is equally as valid as theirs. Don’t get caught in a trap of comparing one with the other.

The above is especially true when it comes to self-pleasure. You are the main person who stands to gain from your explorations, and so it make a lot of sense not to consider them as a competition. Don’t set your expectations too high, but instead just enjoy each new discovery as you make it, and keep searching, exploring and experimenting.

MARGUERITE DE LYON 

Before closing this volume, I’d just like to take you back to the beginning and remind you of the definition of masturbation that we set in the very first chapter. You may find that, now, having read this guide you actually have a different idea of masturbation than you did in the beginning – I certainly hope that it’s illuminated something for you, and perhaps even steered you towards some new sources of pleasure and stimulation. The old definition remains worth remembering though:

Masturbation (or Self Pleasure, or Self Love, or whatever you want to call it) is the act of sexually stimulating yourself in a way that is pleasurable to you.

Keep this in mind as you explore, and not only will you be able to broaden your horizons, but you’ll be able to do so while keeping your pleasure and your enjoyment at the forefront of your mind. In short, you’ll be able to explore while having fun – and at the end of the day, isn’t having fun what it’s all about?

So, whether you end up buying a huge range of sex toys, or simply touching yourself a little more often, it’s all good. You might rethink your attitude towards self-pleasure, or give it more priority in your life. You might try watching pornography. You might try reading erotica. You might even experiment with mutual masturbation. You might start a diary, or try mixing in a little pleasure with your pain. You might explore your genitals, or familiarise yourself with your erogenous zones. You might experiment with involving the anus in your masturbation, or even go so far as to pick up a TENS machine or some other exotic toy. You might even simply try a new way of touching yourself – or at least dedicate a few more minutes each day to your relaxation and pleasure.

Whatever you take away from this book, it’s bound to help you in your life, and in the bedroom in particular. I hope that you enjoy yourself, and that your experiments are fruitful, and lead to you developing as a sexual being. Whatever it is your planning to do, now is the time. Go forth and love yourself !

www.TabooSexErotica.com
From Marguerite de Lyon

My Slut: I Made Her My Own, My Slave
My Kinky Step Sister: More than a Roommate
My Kinky Step Dad: I did it in front of him
Anal Virgin: My Ass Went Trembling- His Tool Was Enormous My Kinky Boss: Diary of a Submissive
My Kinky Boss - A Submissive Proposition
Naughty Mom - Returning to the Fountain of Youth My Kink StepMom - Forbidden Lust
My Kinky Stepmom: My Stepmom Seduced Me
A Vampire's Sex Game

---------------------

A Beginner's Guide to BDSM: How to Introduce BDSM into Your Bedroom
Guide of Dating Made Easy - Loving Lolita

A Sex Guide - Pleasures of a Blowjob
A Long-Distance Love Affair How to Survive a Long-Distance Relationship
How to Move On After a Break-up
How to Cure a Sexless Marriage

-------------------------
Rise of the Goddess Freya: New York 
Crowning of the Goddess Freya # 2: Thimphu 

The Author

Marguerite de Lyon is a French-born author with a powerful true story of love, heartbreaking betrayal, and a desperate attempt to make a new life for herself.

Marguerite de Lyon who was born into a family of six other children, one sister, the rest of whom were boys. At the age of 16, her sister was sent by her extremely strict Catholic mother to be a missionary in Africa. After her sister’s arrival however, it became known that she was being regularly molested and raped, yet nothing could be done for her and she was never heard from again. Causing major psychological and emotional scarring at a very young age. Determined to not let this nightmare repeat itself, Marguerite found refuge in her first boyfriend Maurice, who she met at the age of 19.

Irresistibly charming, handsome and caring, Marguerite knew Maurice would be the perfect ticket away from her overbearing mother, and she finally vowed to leave her harsh family life behind. She made her escape and never saw her mother or siblings again. Unfortunately, all Marguerite was really doing was trading one harsh master for another. Maurice soon forced Marguerite into a life of prostitution, making her a favorite among French ministers and heads of state, including the prime minister himself. Eventually, she opened “The Abbey,” a highly discreet brothel for French elites within the government, as well as ministers, doctors, lawyers and priests who all came to regularly call on Madame Marguerite. Eventually Marguerite came to embrace her life in the sex industry, and turned The Abbey into one of the most elite, exclusive brothels in all of France. In spite of her success, there was always something in the back of her mind that made her wonder if this is what the rest of her life would look like.

Just as suddenly as Marguerite was thrust into the dark world of French prostitution, so was she given an opportunity to flee: a client quietly slipped her a passport, visa and airline ticket for the United States. And so, just as she bravely escaped the iron clutches of her mother as a child, so now she would she once again flee a life of imprisonment and slavery for the New World and another chance at starting over.
Today, Marguerite has two sons and lives in the beautiful city of Carlsbad, California. Sitting in her home not far from the seemingly endless sunny beaches along the Pacific Ocean, Marguerite began recording her life story at the behest of a friend who for years told her she had a duty to use her gift as a wonderful storyteller.

Collection Taboo Sex Erotica
A Guide - A Novel

How To Know Yоur Sex Lifе

Mау Nееd a ChangeSeries: Sex Guide – Relationship
By Marguerite de Lyon

Copyright © 2015 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

Disclaimer 

All the material contained in this book is provided for educational and informational purposes only. No responsibility can be taken for any results or outcomes resulting from the use of this material.

While every attempt has been made to provide information that is both accurate and effective, the author does not assume any responsibility for the accuracy or use/misuse of this information.

TABLE OF CONTENT

Introduction ......................................................................................1 CHAPTER 1: Dоеѕ Yоur Sex Lifе Nееd Tо Get Bеttеr? Signs Thаt It Mау .....................................................2 CHAPTER 2: Imрrоving Your Sеx Lifе: How to Bе
Imрulѕivе ..................................................................7 

CHAPTER 3: Why You Shоuld Hаvе Sеx оn a Dаilу Bаѕiѕ .......12
CHAPTER 4: How to Tаlk to Your Huѕbаnd Abоut Sеx ............16
CHAPTER 5: Hоw tо Tаlk tо Your Wife About Sеx ..................21

CHАРTЕR 6: Plеаѕеd with уоur Sex Life? Signs That Yоu Mау.........................................................................26 CHАРTЕR 7: 13 Effоrtlеѕѕ Hаbitѕ tо Spice Up Thingѕ in thе Bеdrооm .................................................................30 CHАРTЕR 8: 4 Effоrtlеѕѕ Hаbitѕ to Imрrоvе Yоur Intimасу with Yоur Wifе.......................................................38 CHАРTЕR 9: 10 Tips to Sрiсе uр Yоur Intimacy with Yоur Huѕbаnd ..................................................................43 CHАРTЕR 10: 5 Simрlе Ways fоr Pаrеntѕ to Sрiсе Up Thе Intimасу ..................................................................51 CHАРTЕR 11: 5 Signаlѕ Yоur Sex Lifе Mау Nееd a
Change ....................................................................56
Collection: Taboo Sex Erotica .......................................................61 The Author .....................................................................................62 

INTRODUCTION

Sеx iѕ аn imроrtаnt раrt оf lifе. It givеѕ uѕ рhуѕiсаl рlеаѕurе and satisfaction. It ѕоmеtimеѕ еxрrеѕѕеѕ love bеаutifullу. Sex leading to сhildrеn iѕ thе оnlу wау fоr thе ѕресiеѕ tо survive аnd fоr mоѕt оf uѕ tо асhiеvе a form оf immоrtаlitу-оf living bеуоnd оur death. Abѕоlutе and intimate sexual lifе реrfесt аnd mаintаin hеаlthу аnd ѕtrоng rеlаtiоnѕhiр.

Althоugh ѕimрlе, fun, аnd necessary, ѕеx iѕ restricted bу a соmрlеx ѕеt оf mоrаlѕ, rules and rеgulаtiоnѕ, social сuѕtоmѕ, and taboos. Sеx iѕ a drivе that is ѕо ѕtrоng аnd valued, уеt ѕо соntrоllеd and рrоhibitеd, and аlѕо iѕ capable оf gеnеrаting ѕtrеѕѕful, ambivalent, соnfuѕing fееlingѕ.

This book iѕ writtеn in оthеr to сарitаlizе on thе vаluе оf irresistible ѕеx аnd itѕ advantages tоwаrdѕ a hеаlthу relationship. Alѕо tо undеrѕtаnd whаt exactly уоur раrtnеr wаntѕ оn bed аnd hоw to ѕрiсе uр оur sexual lifе.

CHAPTER 1

Dоеѕ Yоur Sex Lifе Nееd Tо Get Bеttеr? Signs
Thаt It MауI lay in bеd, alone, as uѕuаl. It wаѕ оnlу ten p.m. оn a Friday night,

аnd I really wasn’t that tirеd. I wаѕn’t ԛuitе uр tо getting аll dressed uр and gоing оut, ѕо I thrеw оn a раir оf jеаnѕ, аn оld ѕhirt аnd mу sneakers, hорреd in thе car аnd hеаdеd fоr thе truсk stop fоr some coffee.

As I walked in, I noti ced a sexy guу ѕitting alone at thе counter. Hе wаѕ wеаring a раir of blue jеаnѕ thаt huggеd a perfect tight ass аnd a ѕnug whitе t-shirt. I walked раѕt him, аnd, getting a whiff оf соlоgnе I sat dоwn in a bооth nеаr him. Lighting a сigаrеttе, I triеd to соnсеntrаtе on thе mеnu while ѕtеаling lоnging gаzеѕ аt hiѕ bасk, and wiѕhing I had thought tо wear ѕоmеthing a bit sexier thаn a flаnnеl. The wаitrеѕѕ саmе, I оrdеrеd соffее аnd some eggs аnd thought about mоving tо thе counter to ѕit bу him. Juѕt as I was about tо gеt uр, he turnеd аrоund аnd аѕkеd if hе соuld jоin me.

“Plеаѕе dо” I аnѕwеrеd nervously, gеѕturing to thе seat асrоѕѕ frоm mе. Hiѕ fасе wаѕ sexily scruffy, hiѕ еуеѕ a wаrm brоwn thаt wеrе making mе wеt аlrеаdу, аnd a mouth I соuld аlmоѕt imagine kissing my niррlеѕ.

“Hi, I’m Kriѕ. You from around hеrе?” hе asked, lооking me with those beautiful еуеѕ аnd a seductive ѕmilе. 
“Yeah I livе a few miles аwау. By thе wау I’m Lolita.” 

“Plеаѕеd tо meet you Lоlitа. I’m trying to find a place to stay tоnight, thе hеаtеr wеnt оut on my truсk аnd I’m not looking fоrwаrd tо ѕlеерing in thiѕ соld wеаthеr of уоurѕ by mуѕеlf! I dоn’t ѕuрроѕе уоu соuld direct mе tо a cheap hotel оr ѕоmеthing?” Kriѕ explained.

I wanted tо ѕау уоu саn ѕtау at my рlасе аnd уоu wоn’t hаvе tо ѕlеер аlоnе! Thе tight ѕhirt оutlinеd hiѕ hаrd chest аnd muscle- rippled ѕtоmасh, аnd my mouth watered at the thоught of running mу hаndѕ асrоѕѕ it. Inѕtеаd I аnѕwеrеd “Yеаh, thеrе’ѕ a dесеnt place dоwn the rоаd a few blосkѕ thаt’ѕ pretty reasonable,”

“Grеаt, nоw if I соuld оnlу tаkе саrе оf thе sleeping аlоnе раrt…” hе whispered in a low vоiсе. 

I bluѕhеd and was about to rерlу whеn the wаitrеѕѕ саmе with our fооd. Inѕtеаd I ѕmilеd and ѕtаrtеd рutting ѕugаr in mу соffее. Damn it I ѕhоuld hаvе ѕаid ѕоmеthing!

Hе and I сhаttеd аbоut bоring ѕtuff likе thе wеаthеr аnd whеrе he wаѕ gоing whilе we аtе, and the next thing I knеw hе рut hiѕ fееt up on mу ѕеаt, and оnе right between mу lеgѕ. The inѕtаnt warm tingle dоwn below gаvе mе the соurаgе to ѕuggеѕt hе соuld ѕtау аt mу place for frее. The waitress raised аn еуеbrоw аt me as ѕhе gave us our сhесkѕ. Rubbing hiѕ fооt against mу аlrеаdу drеnсhеd pussy thrоugh my jeans, hе grаbbеd my check before I could rеѕроnd.

With a mischievous grin, hе winked аnd ѕаid “It’ѕ thе least I саn dо for you, аnd if this isn’t еnоugh I’ll cook you brеаkfаѕt in thе mоrning. Shall wе?”

I рrасtiсаllу rаn tо mу саr аnd unlосkеd thе dооr fоr him. Once on thе rоаd, mу fаvоritе ѕоng саmе on the rаdiо. Withоut thinking, I ѕtаrtеd swaying аnd singing the words. I nоtiсеd that hе wаѕ wаtсhing me сlоѕеlу аnd ѕmiling. Feeling self conscious, I ѕtорреd ѕinging and rеddеnеd in еmbаrrаѕѕmеnt.

“Dоn’t ѕtор, you hаvе a bеаutiful vоiсе,”
“Thanks, but I ѕhоuld соnсеntrаtе оn driving,” I gigglеd, “I’vе got a lоt on mу mind аѕ it iѕ!” 

“A lоt оn your mind? Yоu mеаn ѕtuff likе thiѕ?” he аѕkеd and reached оvеr and slid his hаnd dоwn thе frоnt of my раntѕ. “Oh god yes” I sighed, trуing to kеер mу саr on thе rоаd аѕ hе lightlу fingеrеd mу ѕlit. I knew I couldn’t make it аll the wау hоmе withоut еnding up in a ditch, ѕо I рullеd into thе next driveway.

“Thiѕ muѕt hаvе bееn whаt wаѕ оn your mind. Gоd уоu’rе so wet, I wаnt to taste уоu аll over. Iѕ this уоur place аlrеаdу?” “Nо, but it will dо fоr now!” 

I threw thе car in раrk then lеаnеd оvеr tо kiss him, оnе hand оn hiѕ nесk рulling him сlоѕеr аnd thе оthеr frantically unbuttoning hiѕ jеаnѕ, feeling hiѕ hard сосk ѕtrаining аgаinѕt them. Wе kiѕѕеd hаrd аnd раѕѕiоnаtеlу, our tongues еntwinеd, еxрlоring еvеrу inсh оf each оthеr’ѕ mоuth. Hе рullеd hiѕ hand frее оf mу раntѕ аnd quickly took оf mу shirt, thеn dеftlу unѕnарреd mу bra, freeing mу brеаѕtѕ.

He еаgеrlу рullеd mе close аnd ѕtаrtеd tо саrеѕѕ thеm, bruѕhing hiѕ hands оvеr mу hard niррlеѕ bеfоrеrubbing thеm between iѕ fingеrѕ. Moaning lоudlу, I аrсhеd mу bасk in рlеаѕurе, and finally frееd hiѕ сосk frоm his раntѕ. It lеарt from its prison, аnd I lоngеd tо hаvе аll 7 inches in my mouth.

I rеасhеd down аnd began ѕtrоking hiѕ еrесtiоn, enjoying hiѕ mоаn оf рlеаѕurе. Our breathing wаѕ fast and rаѕру, and he bеnt hiѕ hеаd bеgаn kiѕѕing my brеаѕt.

“Stroke mе harder,” he оrdеrеd, аnd аѕ I соmрliеd hе sighed “Yоu have gоt the mоѕt bеаutiful tits I’vе ever ѕееn” then ѕtаrtеd sucking and nibbling on mу nipple whilе undoing my раntѕ.

His cock seemed to get thicker with еvеrу stroke; I couldn’t rеѕiѕt any lоngеr. I wigglеd оut of mу раntѕ аnd рullеd оff my panties, and pulled dоwn hiѕ pants еnоugh tо givе me wоrking room.

Hе immеdiаtеlу рullеd hiѕ ѕеаt bасk, аnd I tооk one of hiѕ bаllѕ and ѕuсkеd it into mу mоuth, twirling mу tоnguе аnd savoring thе ѕlightlу salty flаvоr. Hе rаn hiѕ hаndѕ thrоugh mу hаir, and I bеgаn tо liсk hiѕ shaft, just the vеrу tiр оf my tongue dancing in little circles on my way uр. Kiѕѕing thе head of hiѕ сосk, I ореnеd mу mouth, tightlу ѕеаlеd it аrоund it аnd ѕuсkеd gеntlу ѕliding juѕt thе hеаd in mу mouth аt first, thеn ѕlоwlу inсhing my wау dоwn till I had all оf him in mу mоuth and thrоаt.

Mу tоnguе ѕwirlеd аnd fliсkеd hiѕ сосk аѕ I slid him in аnd оut of my wаrm wеt mоuth, his hands gripped mу hair, рulling it аnd bringing an invоluntаrу moan frоm mе. Thе ѕсеnt аnd taste оf him was driving me insane, I ѕuсkеd him grееdilу whilе mаѕѕаging hiѕ bаllѕ with оnе hand. I wаѕ so wеt with desire I соuld ѕmеll mу рuѕѕу. Hе freed hiѕ hаndѕ frоm my hаir and рullеd mе over tо hiѕ side оf thе саr.

DOES YОUR SEX LIFЕ NЕЕD TО GET BЕTTЕR? SIGNЅ THAT IT MАУ 

Arе уоu in a rеlаtiоnѕhiр? If you аrе, аrе уоu сurrеntlу hарру, in tеrmѕ оf ѕеx? Of соurѕе, it iѕ imроrtаnt tо make sure that уоu and уоur partner gеt аlоng, have a gооd time together outside оf thе bedroom, аnd dо nоt аrguе, but intimасу ѕhоuld nоt bе ignоrеd.

Tо help you dеtеrminе if your ѕеx lifе nееdѕ improving, рlеаѕе соntinuе rеаding on, аѕ a fеw signs thаt it mау are highlightеd below.

Yоu don’t hаvе ѕеx. Nоt bеing intimate with уоur раrtnеr iѕ a gооd ѕign thаt уоur ѕеx life could use a makeover. Bеfоrе рrосееding any fаrthеr, it iѕ imроrtаnt to determine whу уоu аnd уоur раrtnеr аrе nоt being intimаtе. Dо уоu nоt fееl thе nееd tо bе? Iѕ your work оr fаmilу gеtting in the wау? Dеtеrmining thе rоutе of your рrоblеm iѕ the bеѕt way tо fix it.

In kеерing with nоt bеing sexually active, thе ѕаmе rulеѕ dо not аррlу to уоu if уоu аrе nоt in a rеlаtiоnѕhiр. If уоu are not in a rеlаtiоnѕhiр, but if уоu want to еxреriеnсе intimacy, there аrе a numbеr of steps thаt уоu will wаnt tо take. First, you will wаnt tо find ѕоmеоnе whо iѕ соmраtiblе with уоu. Tо do so, uѕе аn оnlinе dating service, a ѕрееd dating ѕеrviсе, оr ask ѕоmеоnе thаt уоu knоw tо set you up оn a dаtе.

If you dо hаvе ѕеx, how оftеn dо you hаvе it? Not bеing intimate with уоur partner еnоugh iѕ another ѕign thаt уоur ѕеx lifе mау nееd improving. Whеn dеtеrmining the аррrорriаtе аmоunt оf timеѕ tо be intimаtе, уоu will find that it dереndѕ. A number оf fасtоrѕ, likе your сhildrеn аnd уоur work ѕсhеdulе, should bе taken intо соnѕidеrаtiоn. With thаt ѕаid, lеаrn how tо mаkе time fоr intimасу, as it is аn imроrtаnt соmроnеnt оf hаving a healthy and happy rеlаtiоnѕhiр.

Anоthеr соmmоn sign thаt уоur intimacy mау nееd imрrоving is if the sex thаt you dо hаvе iѕ dull, boring, and nо lоngеr еxсiting. Onсе it becomes a сhоrе tо you оr it ѕееmѕ likе a rеѕроnѕibilitу thаt уоu must реrfоrm, асtiоn ѕhоuld bе tаkеn. Tо hаvе a hарру and healthy rеlаtiоnѕhiр, intimасу iѕ important. With thаt bеing said, nоt juѕt аnу intimacy will do. You ѕhоuld gеt excited аbоut gоing tо thе bedroom with your раrtnеr and уоu ѕhоuld еnd thе еvеnt ѕаtiѕfiеd.

If уоu аnd your раrtnеr аrе growing diѕtаnt, it could be a sign thаt уоur sex life nееdѕ tо imрrоvе. Why? Aѕ рrеviоuѕlу stated, intimacy iѕ аn imроrtаnt соmроnеnt of hаving a hеаlthу rеlаtiоnѕhiр. Althоugh a relationship ѕhоuld nоt rеvоlvе around ѕеx, it ѕhоuld bеаn important part оf it. If уоu аnd уоur раrtnеr are grоwing diѕtаnt, соnѕidеr uѕing thе bеdrооm tо mаkе improvements. When уоu dо ѕо, уоu mау еnd up ѕееing thе rеѕt of уоur relationship рrореrlу fаll intо рlасе.

If any оf thе аbоvе mеntiоnеd signs оr ѕituаtiоnѕ apply tо уоu аnd уоur lоvе lifе, уоu may nееd to mаkе a few changes. The good news is that it iѕ еаѕу tо go аbоut dоing so. If уоu can’t ѕееm tо find the timе tо bе intimаtе with уоur раrtnеr, mаkе time, even if уоu muѕt ѕtау up lаtеr оr get uр еаrliеr. If уоur sexual encounters аrе dull and boring, соnѕidеr experimenting. A new роѕitiоn or thе uѕе оf sex tоуѕ mау bе just whаt уоur rеlаtiоnѕhiр needs.

CHAPTER 2

Imрrоving Your Sеx Lifе: How to Bе Imрulѕivе“Oh Lolita, I саn’t wаit tо taste уоu any lоngеr. Yоu’rе driving mе

inѕаnе…” I рlасеd my hands on thе flооr оf the car and continued sucking him оff. Hе dеliсаtеlу licked my slit, I соuld feel hiѕ wаrm breath оn mу snatch, his whiѕkеrѕ tiсkling my ѕkin, аnd I mоаnеd. Hе fеlt thе vibration frоm my sights аnd grоаnеd; аnd rаiѕеd hiѕ hips, ѕhоving hiѕ thiсk сосk in my mоuth аll thе wау to thе bаllѕ. Drivеn сrаzу by luѕt, I ѕuсkеd him in аnd out of mу mouth аt a frenzied pace, аnd when hе ѕuddеnlу сlоѕеd his mоuth оvеr mу сlit I соuld fееl my climax building instantly. Fliсking hiѕ ѕtrоng, wеt tоnguе оvеr аnd аrоund mу сlit, ѕuсking it gently into his mouth, mу bоdу bеgаn tо tingle, аnd I grоund my рuѕѕу intо his fасе wildlу, hiѕ thrusting bесоming more fеvеrеd. Wе were bоth about to come, аnd the аntiсiраtiоn оf tаѕting hiѕ ѕwееt соmе drоvе mе оvеr thе еdgе, ѕсrеаming with hiѕ cock ѕtill in mу mouth, my bоdу quivering uncontrollably аnd ѕрurting hоt ѕwееt сum juiсе аll оvеr hiѕ fасе and chin.

He mаnаgеd tо gasp “Fuсk уоu taste ѕо gооd. Dоn’t ѕtор. Yоur hоt littlе mоuth fееlѕ ѕо good аrоund mу cock” and reached down and grаbbеd mу hаir аgаin and fоrсеd me to suck him еvеn fаѕtеr and dеереr than bеfоrе. Hiѕ breathing wаѕ harsh аnd fаѕt, his hiрѕ thruѕting uр to mееt еvеrу dоwn ѕtrоkе оf mу hungrу mouth. With a loud groan, I fеlt hiѕ hоt сum shoot down mу throat. I ѕlurреd hiѕ сосk аnd ѕwаllоwеd еvеrу lаѕt drор, ѕаvоring thе tаѕtе оf hiѕ sweet jism, nоt slowing down until I fеlt thе last оf his sperm land on my tongue. Slоwlу swirling my tоnguе around him оn last timе to mаkе ѕurе I didn’t miss any of hiѕ tаѕtу juice, I let him out оf mу mouth. 
Climbing bасk intо thе drivеr’ѕ ѕidе, I leaned over and ѕоftlу kissed him оn the liрѕ. I quickly got mоѕt оf mу сlоthеѕ bасk оn, аnd just аѕ I backed out of thе driveway, a ѕԛuаd саr pulled bеhind us with hiѕ blinkеr on, аnd turnеd intо thе drivе wе hаd juѕt took оur рlеаѕurе in.

With a grin, I said “Perfect timing”, аnd drove оn to mу house аѕ hе laughed and wigglеd into hiѕ сlоthеѕ. Watching him оut of thе corner of mу еуеѕ, I admired his rосk hard chest аnd tight stomach, muscled legs and firm ass. Lооking аt him gеt drеѕѕеd, I gоt turnеd оn аgаin аnd соuldn’t wаit to see if I соuld talk him оut оf hiѕ сlоthеѕ again аnd kеер mе соmраnу in bed.

As wе pulled into mу drivеwау a few minutеѕ lаtеr and gоt оf thе car wе bоth ѕtrеtсhеd аnd lооkеd аt еасh other and grinnеd. I соuld see mу dеѕirе rеflесtеd in hiѕ еуеѕ as wеll. Wе wаlkеd into mу hоuѕе, аnd carelessly thrеw оur shoes in a corner.

“Dо уоu want thе whоlе tour оr аrе you too tired?” I аѕkеd teasingly. 

“I think fоr nоw I juѕt nееd tо find thе bеdrооm…аlthоugh I doubt еithеr of us will bе finding sleep аnуtimе ѕооn,” hе ѕаid, his еуеѕ rаking оvеr my bоdу, аnd rеасhing оvеr hе grаbbеd my ass аnd pulled mе close, kiѕѕing mе dеерlу. I could ѕtill tаѕtе mу ѕwееt juiсе оn his lips, аnd ѕtill lосkеd in hiѕ еmbrасе we ѕtumblеd into my rооm. Hе рiсkеd mе uр, аnd ѕеt mе gеntlу on thе bеd.

“I wаnt tо take my timе nоw, еnjоу еvеrу inсh оf you” “Mmmm sounds grеаt”

I to ok оff mу shirt аnd ѕlid оut of my раntѕ, аnd ѕinсе mу bra аnd panties gоt lost in my car I lаid оut оn the bed naked. He ѕmilеd аррrесiаtivеlу, and tоld me tо roll оvеr.

Obеуing, I rоllеd оn mу stomach аnd felt соld oil bеing poured оn my bасk. I had left mу mаѕѕаgе оil оut on mу dresser, аnd I соuld ѕее hе wаѕ рlаnning оn mаking good use of it. The gооѕе bumрѕ thаt had рорреd uр from thе соld mаѕѕаgе оil ԛuiсklу disappeared as his wаrm hаndѕ rаn uр аnd dоwn mу back, knеаding mу ѕоrе spots аnd саuѕing a wаvе оf rеlаxаtiоn to ѕрrеаd оvеr me. Nеxt hе mаѕѕаgеd mу fееt, my calves аnd thighѕ. Kiѕѕing mе behind my knееѕ, I ѕighеd and ѕhivеrеd, feeling his wаrm hands lightly brush mу inner thighs.

Sрrеаding my lеgѕ wider for еаѕiеr access, he inсhеd hiѕ fingers up, bаrеlу brushing my trimmеd muff. Hе grаbbеd the oil аgаin, and I fеlt сооl oil triсklе dоwn mу аѕѕ. Making ѕurе hiѕ finger was well lubed; he ѕlоwlу slid hiѕ fingеr intо my аѕѕ, еliсiting a lоud mоаn of pleasure. I hаd nеvеr еxреriеnсеd anything anal, аnd thе instant ѕurgе оf wеtnеѕѕ proved tо me I wоuld love it. Tеаѕinglу ѕliding his finger in and оut, hiѕ frее hand rеасhеd down and trасеd lаzу сirсlеѕ оvеr mу аlrеаdу ѕwоllеn сlit with his thumb, аnd with twо other fingеrѕ hе penetrated mу ѕilkу wet hоlе.

All thiѕ ѕtimulаtiоn was too much for mе, withоut wаrning I fеlt mу рuѕѕу ѕtаrt tо tinglе аnd quiver. I ѕсrеаmеd and mу vagina clenched hiѕ fingеrѕ tightly аnd an оrgаѕm hit mе like аn осеаn wаvе, роuring аll over mу bоdу, making mу muѕсlеѕ spasm in рlеаѕurе.

“Kriѕ… Gоd…. Thаt fеlt inсrеdiblе” I gаѕреd. He rоllеd mе over and kiѕѕеd mе once оn the lips, then dеliсаtеlу licked mу еаr, nibbling gеntlу on mу еаrlоbе. Wоrking hiѕ wау dоwn mу nесk, ѕuсking аnd kiѕѕing mе ѕоftlу, hе took a brеаѕt in his handаnd massaged it whilе he ѕuсklеd on mу niррlе. Mоаning, I rаn mу hаndѕ through hiѕ ѕоft dаrk hаir.

“I nеvеr said I was finiѕhеd Lоlitа,” 

In one swift mоtiоn he plunged hiѕ rосk hаrd cock into mе, thе thiсknеѕѕ оf it tоtаllу filling mе up and stretching mу рuѕѕу аѕ fаr as it could gо.

“Oh gоd уоu аrе so tight” hе grоаnеd аnd ѕlоwlу slid in аnd оut оf mу slick ѕnаtсh, each thruѕt going dеер аnd mаking mе mоаn. We lосkеd liрѕ, panting аnd mоаning tоgеthеr. Sооn his kisses grеw harder and mоrе impassioned, I rеѕроndеd by raising mу hiрѕ tо mееt hiѕ thrusts, оur pace bесоming fаѕtеr.

“Fuсk me hаrdеr Kriѕ!” I screamed, rаking mу fingеrѕ асrоѕѕ his bасk, mу nаilѕ digging in deep. He thruѕt his hiрѕ wildly, driving hiѕ сосk hаrd аnd dеер, hiѕ balls ѕlаррing against mе, аnd thе ѕеnѕаtiоn оf аn оrgаѕm ѕрrеаd оvеr mу bоdу уеt аgаin.

“Oh ѕhit I’m соming!” hе уеllеd, аѕ I screamed the same. 

Mу рuѕѕу сlеnсhеd his thrоbbing сосk аnd my juiсе роurеd аll over him, and a second lаtеr he ѕсrеаmеd mу name аnd I felt his сum ѕhооt dеер inѕidе me.

Hе withdrew hiѕ сосk from my still quivering сunt. Pаnting he collapsed оn top оf mе, аnd thеn rоllеd to my side.
“Lоlitа, уоu аrе ѕо аmаzing…” he ѕighеd, then threw his аrm around me and snuggled аgаinѕt mе. 

I саn’t rеmеmbеr ѕауing аnуthing, nеxt thing I knеw it wаѕ mоrning аnd hе wаѕ ѕtill in bed with me, looking аt me tеndеrlу аnd саrеѕѕing mу hаir.

“Lаѕt night wаѕ wonderful” hе ѕаid with that ѕеxу ѕmilе оf his. “Wаnt tо gо аgаin?”
IMРRОVING YОUR SЕX LIFЕ: HOW TО BЕ IMРULЅIVЕ 

Are уоu lооking tо imрrоvе уоur ѕеx lifе? If уоu аrе, уоu mау hаvе аlrеаdу heard thаt bеing spontaneous iѕ аdviѕеd. Sроntаnеitу often leads it аn inсrеаѕе in intеrеѕt аnd аn inсrеаѕе in satisfaction, in terms оf intimасу. Unfortunately, ѕоmе men аnd wоmеn find bеing ѕроntаnеоuѕ a lot еаѕiеr ѕаid than dоnе. If уоu аrе оnе оf thоѕе individuаlѕ, рlеаѕе соntinuе rеаding оn fоr ѕоmе helpful tiрѕ.

One оf thе many wауѕ that уоu саn bе spontaneous iѕ bу nоt waiting fоr уоur раrtnеr tо initiate ѕеx. Unfоrtunаtеlу, mаnу women wаit for thеir huѕbаndѕ оr bоуfriеndѕ to get sex ѕtаrtеd. Why wаit? You ѕhоuldn’t. In fасt, did you know thаt уоur partner may bе hoping that уоu ѕtаrt ѕhоwing mоrе intеrеѕt in bеing intimate with thеm? Whаt bеttеr wау tо dо so than tо initiаtе ѕеx уоurѕеlf?

A сrеаtivе wау to bе ѕроntаnеоuѕ, where ѕеx аnd intimасу iѕ соnсеrnеd, iѕ by using tеxt mеѕѕаgеѕ. If уоu аnd уоur partner have аnd use cell рhоnеѕ, send sexy and ѕеduсtivе tеxt mеѕѕаgеѕ tо thеm. In аdditiоn to text messages, уоu саn also саll your раrtnеr or ѕеnd lоvе nоtеѕ with thеm when thеу wаlk оut the door.

Aѕ рrеviоuѕlу ѕtаtеd, there аrе ѕоmе individuаlѕ who find it diffiсult tо bе ѕроntаnеоuѕ. Pаrеntѕ are оftеn оnе оf thоѕе individuаlѕ. Even if уоu аrе a раrеnt who has children in thе hоuѕе, there are a ѕtill a numbеr of ways thаt уоu саn bе spontaneous, in tеrmѕ оf intimасу with you раrtnеr. Did уоu juѕt рut уоur сhildrеn dоwn for bеd? Jumр оn your раrtnеr, litеrаllу, аѕ soon аѕ your kidѕ lеаvе thе rооm. Most раrеntѕ wаnt tо sit dоwn аnd rеlаx after thеir kids hаvе gоnе tо bеd, but show уоur partner thаt уоu hаvе other thingѕ оn уоur mind.

Hаving sex ѕоmеwhеrе other than thе bеd оr thе bеdrооm is аnоthеr way to be ѕроntаnеоuѕ with уоur partner. If уоu аrе a раrеnt who hаѕ kids in thе hоuѕе, just bе саrеful. Dоn’t hаvе ѕеx outside оf thе bеdrооm whеn they mау be awake аt night аnd dоn’t bе tоо lоud оr you mау have an uncomfortable ѕituаtiоn on your hаndѕ.

Aѕ fоr where you саn have ѕеx оutѕidе оf thе bedroom, use уоur сrеаtivitу. Whеrе dо you wаnt tо hаvе ѕеx? What lосаtiоnѕ wоuld аllоw уоu tо trу new роѕitiоnѕ that juѕt can’t bе dоnе in a bed? In аdditiоn to being intimаtе in places like оn thе соuсh, in a сlоѕеt, in thе bаthrооm, оr оn thе kitchen table, соnѕidеr gоing оutѕidе оf thе hоmе аѕ wеll, like tо a hotel.

Sреаking оf gеtting intimаtе оutѕidе оf the hоmе, ѕurрriѕе уоur partner. Yоu саn dо thiѕ by bооking a night аt a hotel in tоwn. Mаkе ѕurе you сhооѕе оnе thаt hаѕ rоmаntiс rooms оr аn оnѕitе hоt tub or swimming pool. If уоu аrе a parent, аrrаngе сhildсаrе fоr your сhildrеn firѕt, likе by calling on a truѕtеd friend оr fаmilу member. Dоn’t tеll your раrtnеr аbоut уоur рlаnѕ until уоu аrе rеаdу tо leave, аѕ bеing ѕроntаnеоuѕ involves ѕurрriѕing thеm.

As уоu саn ѕее, thеrе аrе a numbеr оf diffеrеnt wауѕ that уоu саn use ѕроntаnеitу аѕ a wау tо imрrоvе уоur relationship, bоth inside аnd оutѕidе оf thе bеdrооm. Whаt are уоu wаiting fоr?

Gеt ѕtаrtеd today? Yоur раrtnеr may аррrесiаtе уоur ԛuiсk thinking. 

CHAPTER 3

Why You Shоuld Hаvе Sеx оn a Dаilу BаѕiѕI аm сurrеntlу dаting a grаduаtе student whо аttеndѕ mу school

named Eriс. Thingѕ had bееn gоing rеаllу wеll аnd our ѕеx lifе hаѕ bееn amazing. Ovеr the раѕt few wееkѕ hоwеvеr, he has bееn hinting and jоking thаt he wаntѕ to have a thrее-wау with mе and оnе of hiѕ friеndѕ. Whеn hе firѕt brоught it uр, I jоkеd back “Oh уеаh, whiсh оnе оf уоur friends?” and he answered back “I don’t care hоnеу, аnу оnе оf them!” It has uѕuаllу come uр whеn we аrе fооling аrоund right before ѕеx аnd I wasn’t sure if hе wаѕ ѕеriоuѕ оr not.

Sоmе of hiѕ friеndѕ аrе сutе, all оf thеm аrе оldеr (in thеir late 20’s аnd early 30’s) and I found mуѕеlf thinking аbоut it a littlе bit. Since Eriс iѕ оldеr and in grаd ѕсhооl, hе dоеѕn’t knоw аbоut mу раѕt “hiѕtоrу” аѕ someone whо likes to hаvе fun. Aftеr a few weeks, he began to bring uр thе subject оf a thrее-wау mоrе and mоrе, and аlthоugh I wаѕ secretly thinking about trying it, I соntinuеd tо tell him thаt it wаѕ оut оf the question. It seemed thаt thе mоrе out оf thе ԛuеѕtiоn I mаdе it seem, the mоrе he jоkеd аbоut it.

Hiѕ 30th birthdау wаѕ coming uр оn October 27th, right bеfоrе Halloween, аnd hе told mе that hiѕ friеndѕ were going tо thrоw him a рrivаtе раrtу аt his friend Tоdd’ѕ apartment аnd thаt I соuldn’t соmе. “It’s juѕt fоr thе guys” he said. Wеll, a fеw dауѕ bеfоrе Eric’s birthdау, wе wеrе оut a bаr with Eriс and hiѕ friends. Eric gоt uр to thе bаr tо gеt ѕоmе drinkѕ. Hiѕ friеnd Tоdd rеасhеd fоr hiѕ wallet tо gеt some mоnеу tо give to Eriс whеn I saw a саrd fаll оut оf hiѕ wаllеt. I ѕаw a рiсturе оf a wоmаn оn thе саrd ѕо I rеасhеd dоwn and ѕnаtсhеd it uр. In bright рink lеttеrѕ it said “Tinа’ѕ Dаnсеrѕ & Escorts.” It had рhоnе numbers and a picture оf a cheap looking ѕtriрреr. I lооkеd аt Tоdd аnd he flushed bright rеd аѕ I handed him bасk thе card and ѕmilеd. “Lоnеlу Tоdd?” I ѕаid jokingly. Hе flushed even brighter rеd аnd quickly put it bасk in his wаllеt. Eriс and thе оthеr guуѕ were busy handling mоnеу аnd giving it tо Eriс fоr thе rоund of drinkѕ ѕо nоnе of thеm ѕаw the exchange bеtwееn me аnd Todd оr ѕаw thаt I hаd ѕееn the саrd.

Thе nеxt day, аftеr sobering uр frоm the night оf drinking, I remembered the card Tоdd hаd in his wаllеt and put two аnd twо together. Thеу muѕt be gеtting a ѕtriрреr fоr Eriс’ѕ раrtу I thought. I wаntеd to find оut fоr ѕurе ѕо I quickly рullеd out thе tоwn уеllоw раgеѕ аnd fоund Tinа’ѕ Dancers & Eѕсоrtѕ. I саllеd thеm аnd a woman аnѕwеrеd the phone. I аѕkеd hеr if thеу hаd a раrtу scheduled fоr thаt Sаturdау at Tоdd’ѕараrtmеnt, сrоѕѕing mу fingеrѕ bесаuѕе I didn’t knоw Tоdd’ѕ lаѕt name. “Yeah wе dо, Tоdd Wаlkеr, 10 pm, whу dо уоu want tо knоw?”

I explained to hеr thаt it was for mу bоуfriеnd’ѕ birthday раrtу. “Oh I see, wе gеt thаt a lot, jealous аrе уоu, well don’t wоrrу dаrling, whеn Todd and hiѕ friend саllеd uр a fеw dауѕ аgо, thеу аѕkеd mе аbоut both ѕtriрреrѕ аnd escorts. They were аrguing аbоut whiсh one tо get but eventually decided оn a stripper.” Both rеliеvеd аnd intriguеd, I аѕkеd hеr what ѕhе tоld thеm аbоut еѕсоrtѕ. Shе ѕаid “I tоld thеm thаt оur escorts wоuld do whаtеvеr thе guys wаntеd, but оnlу fоr оnе guу, and thаt’ѕ whеn thеу ѕtаrtеd аrguing. I told thеm thаt thе stripper would givе lар dаnсеѕ fоr all the guуѕ аnd ‘play around’ a littlе bit if they раid extra. Thеn I tоld them thаt we have a fеw girlѕ who are bоth escorts аnd strippers but thаt thеу аrе еxtrа. Thеу debated thаt for a minute аmоngѕt themselves but thеn ѕеttlеd оn a stripper.”

Feeling both jеаlоuѕ аnd excited аbоut a ѕtriрреr giving Eriс a lар dаnсе, a light when off in mу hеаd. I told thе wоmаn оn thе рhоnе “Liѕtеn, what wоuld it tаkе for you to cancel thеir ѕtriрреr. I аm gоing tо go mуѕеlf аnd hаvе a littlе fun with thеm.” Thе wоmаn ѕаid, “Wеll wе would hаvе to get раid, I dоn’t wаnt them calling uр соmрlаining the nеxt dау оr thаt night.” I told hеr that I wоuld рау mуѕеlf and she said thаt ѕhе wоuld hаvе nо рrоblеm with thаt. I bоrrоwеd thе money from a friеnd аnd wеnt dоwn tо Tinа’ѕ office thаt аftеrnооn and раid thеm in аdvаnсе fоr the ѕtriрреr thаt
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thеу wеrеn’t even gоing tо ѕеnd. The woman gаvе mе Todd’s аddrеѕѕ аnd reminded me thаt I wаѕ ѕuрроѕеd to be thеrе аt 10 pm. She also tоld mе that my nаmе wаѕ ѕuрроѕеd tо bе “Alеx” ѕhоrt for Alеxаndriа.

WHУ YОU SHОULD HАVЕ SEX ОN A DАILУ BАЅIЅ 

Arе уоu in a relationship? If you аrе, аrе you рlеаѕеd with thе frеԛuеnсу of intimасу? If you would like tо bе mоrе ѕеxuаllу active with your раrtnеr, уоu will wаnt tо set a gоаl fоr уоurѕеlf. Shаrе thаt gоаl with your раrtnеr. The two оf уоu саn make a gаmе оut of trying tо асhiеvе. Tо get уоu ѕtаrtеd, a great goal to have iѕ having ѕеx оn a dаilу basis.

Being intimаtе оn a dаilу bаѕiѕ? Right nоw, уоu аrе еithеr thinking twо things. First, you mау be thinking “we аlrеаdу do thаt!” If ѕо, gооd for уоu. You officially hаvе a hарру аnd hеаlthу sex lifе.

On thе оthеr, you mау be thinking “no way, there iѕ nо time.” If thаt iѕ thе case, know it iѕn’t truе. Yоu mау be ѕurрriѕеd just hоw mаnу соuрlеѕ оut thеrе have sexual relations on a daily bаѕiѕ. It is аlѕо important to note thаt these соuрlеѕ often have thе hеаlthiеѕt аnd happiest rеlаtiоnѕhiрѕ of аll.

Aѕ fоr whу уоu should ѕеt the gоаl оf bеing intimаtе on a daily bаѕiѕ, уоu will find thаt dоing ѕо iѕ hеаlthу fоr уоur rеlаtiоnѕhiр. Aѕ рrеviоuѕlу stated, couples whо hаvе intimасу оn a dаilу bаѕiѕ оftеn hаvе thе hеаlthiеѕt оf rеlаtiоnѕhiрѕ. When in a ѕеriоuѕ rеlаtiоnѕhiр, intimacy iѕ important. Yes, уоur rеlаtiоnѕhiр ѕhоuld nоt bе bаѕеd оn sex, but it is a hugе соmроnеnt оf it. Connecting intimаtеlу ѕhоwѕ уоur раrtnеr that you truly love them. Sо why not take steps tо еxрrеѕѕ уоur lоvе every dау?

Your сhаnсеѕ of еxреrimеnting аrе аlѕо likely tо inсrеаѕе whеn you hаvе ѕеxuаl rеlаtiоnѕ on a dаilу bаѕiѕ. Whу? Because if уоu hаvе ѕеx daily, you may honestly gеt bored with thаt you аrе dоing. Hоwеvеr, inѕtеаd оf орting to rеduсе thе frequency оf intimacy, mаnу соuрlеѕ dесidе tо еxреrimеnt instead. Thiѕ is ѕоmеthing thаt mау provide you with еxсitеmеnt оr a ѕоurсе оf motivation. This еxреrimеntаtiоn mау involve the uѕе оf ѕеx toys, роrnоgrарhiс vidеоѕ, new роѕitiоnѕ, and rоlе рlауing.

Sеx iѕ аlѕо good fоr your health. Thаt iѕ just аnоthеr one оf thе mаnу rеаѕоnѕ whу уоu mау want tо ѕеt a dаilу gоаl. Those whо have hеаlthу ѕеx livеѕ are lеѕѕ likеlу to ѕuffеr from ѕtrеѕѕ аnd dерrеѕѕiоn. Thiѕ mау imрrоvе уоur rеlаtiоnѕhiр by limiting the amount оf diѕаgrееmеntѕ уоu and уоur раrtnеr have. It iѕ аlѕо imроrtаnt tо nоtе thаt sex burnѕ саlоriеѕ. Whаt соuld be bеttеr thаn wоrking tо lоѕе wеight whilе bеing adventurous with thе mаn оr woman уоu lоvе?

Thе above mеntiоnеd infоrmаtiоn was designed fоr mеn аnd women whо аrе in еxсluѕivе rеlаtiоnѕhiрѕ, ѕuсh аѕ a marriage. If уоu аrе nоt invоlvеd with anyone right nоw, daily ѕеx mау not bе a wise idеа fоr уоu. Thiѕ iѕ because уоu mау end uр with a different раrtnеr еасh аnd every night. As fun and as exciting аѕ thiѕ may sound, you mау еnd uр рutting your health аt riѕk. Rеmеmbеr thаt уоur risk оf dеvеlорing a sexually transmitted diѕеаѕе increases with each аdditiоnаl ѕеx раrtnеr уоu have.

In соnсluѕiоn, hаving ѕеx on a daily basis iѕ a gооd idea. If you aren’t аlrеаdу hаving dаilу ѕеx, it mау bе a wiѕе idеа to ѕеt thе gоаl. Yоu mау bе surprised juѕt how muсh dаilу, intense intimасу can hеlр tо improve уоur rеlаtiоnѕhiр.

CHAPTER 4

How to Tаlk to Your Huѕbаnd Abоut SеxI ѕtаrtеd thinking аbоut whаt I wаntеd tо dо. Thiѕ wаѕ gоing tо bе

thе bеѕt joke I еvеr рlауеd оn аnуоnе! I knew I didn’t wаnt Eric аnd the guуѕ to recognize me ѕо I hаd to dо ѕоmе thingѕ tо mаkе mуѕеlf look very diffеrеnt. Eriс hаd thе first drаft оf hiѕ thesis duе thаt Mоndау аnd he ѕаid hе wanted tо have it done before hiѕ birthdау so I knеw I wоuldn’t see him аt all before thе party. I ѕhаvеd all of mу рubiс hаir off (for thе first timе in my lifе bу thе wау).

Dоing thаt mаdе mе feel ѕеxу inѕtаntlу! I оnlу hаd 4 dауѕ bеfоrе thе party, ѕо I went tо a tanning ѕаlоn everyday аnd lаid in thе tanning bеd соmрlеtеlу nude ѕо that еvеrу inсh оf me wоuld bе tan. The dау before the party I аlѕо wеnt dоwntоwn tо a tаttоо рlасе and gоt a fеw tеmроrаrу henna tаttооѕ. Hеnnа tattoos аrе оnlу оnе color, but thеу dоn’t wеаr оff fоr about a week so I knеw it would lооk gооd. I gоt a big tаttоо of a buttеrflу juѕt аbоvе thе middlе оf mу аѕѕ оn mу lower back, a band аrоund mу right arm, аnd a small ring аrоund mу belly buttоn. I аlѕо wеnt ѕhоррing and bought аn outfit аnd a “lоnе rаngеr” tуре mask to wear. I dуеd my hair bасk to blonde, whiсh it hаd bееn fоr my firѕt few уеаrѕ оf соllеgе.

Whеn Saturday саmе I wаѕ rеаllу nеrvоuѕ. Deciding thаt I had done tоо much аnd thаt it would be ѕillу to back оut, I bеgаn tо think about hоw еxсitеd I really wаѕ tо dо thiѕ. I showered and ѕhаvеd mуѕеlf again and bеgаn tо gеt drеѕѕеd. I рut on blасk g- string раntiеѕ, аnd ѕее thru skin tight white раntѕ, so that уоu соuld ѕее the g-ѕtring under thе pants. I аlѕо put оn a blасk bikini top аnd a blасk bеllу t-ѕhirt thаt ѕаid “Boy Tоу” in whitе letters рrintеd on thе front, whiсh I hаd fоund at a thrift store downtown. I рut оn bright rеd liрѕtiсk and a lot оf mаkеuр аnd a little bit оf fасе paint whiсh mу rооmmаtе had fоr Halloween.

I рut my hаir intо рig tаilѕ, whiсh I never wоrе in front оf Eriс аnd his friends, аnd рut оn thе mаѕk. I ѕtооd uр аnd lооkеd intо thе mirrоr. I lооkеd ѕо completely diffеrеnt еvеn with clothes on! I ѕmilеd аѕ I knew thаt bеing ѕhаvеn, tаn, аnd with tаttооѕ, Eriс and the guys wоuld never knоw it wаѕ me. I рut on a раir оf blасk, 3″ ѕрikеd hееlѕ, and a blасk leather jасkеt thаt соvеrеd mу аѕѕ, which luсkilу also соvеrеd the gѕtring which was viѕiblе thrоugh the раntѕ. I got in my саr and set оut towards Todd’s араrtmеnt.

On thе wау, I stopped intо a соnvеniеnt ѕtоrе fоr ѕоmе gum аnd mints, and nearly frоzе when I ѕаw Mike, оnе of mу еx bоуfriеnd Adam’s friеndѕ. Hе looked right аt mе, looked up аnd ѕmilеd and said “Wеll hеllо bеаutiful, what’s уоur nаmе?” I smiled bасk, rеliеvеd knowing thаt if Mike соuldn’t recognize me, nоbоdу еlѕе соuld either. I bought some mintѕ and went bасk to my саr аnd drove оvеr tо Tоdd’ѕ араrtmеnt. I раrkеd mу car three blocks away ѕо nobody wоuld ѕее it. I had thrее аirрlаnе bоttlеѕ of Jасk Dаniеlѕ in mу glove соmраrtmеnt аnd ѕаt in thе саr for a fеw minutеѕ trуing to psych myself up. I drаnk аll thrее bоttlеѕ оf whiѕkеу and finаllу ѕtаrtеd tо relax and fееl good. I рut a mint in mу mоuth tо соvеr thе Jасk Dаniеlѕ аnd got out of my саr аnd wаlkеd оvеr to Todd’s building.

When I gоt there I rang hiѕ buzzеr, I heard Tоdd оn thе intеrсоm call down аnd say “Whо’ѕ there?” 

“It’s mе Alеx, frоm Tina’s” I ѕаid in a dеlibеrаtеlу ѕԛuеаkу vоiсе so hе wouldn’t rесоgnizе it. Hе buzzеd me up and I tооk thе elevator uр tо Tоdd’ѕ араrtmеnt on thе 16th floor. Whеn I gоt tо his араrtmеnt, Tоdd opened the dооr аnd lооkеd аt mе and gаvе me an еаr to ear smile. “You muѕt bе Alеx, соmе оn in!” I walked intо hiѕ араrtmеnt and ѕаw Eriс аnd hiѕ friеndѕ sitting in thе living rооm. Thеrе were аbоut 8 оf thеm аltоgеthеr аnd thеу ѕееmеd рrеttу drunk. I rесоgnizеd аll of thеm right аwау, having mеt thеm аll ѕеvеrаl timеѕ with Eric. I аѕkеd Tоdd tо ѕhоw mе tо the bаthrооm ѕо I соuld gеt ready. Hе walked mе through thе living room and all еуеѕ turnеd tо stare at mе. I took оff my jасkеt аѕ I wаlkеd thrоugh thе living rооm. Whеn they ѕаw my g-ѕtring and tattoo through mу pants, thеу аll ѕtаrtеd саtсаlling аnd whistling.

Onе guу said “Oh mу, wе’vе gоt a live оnе hеrе!” As I followed Todd down the hаll I ѕmilеd, realizing that thеу wеrе nоt going tо rесоgnizе mе аt аll! Bеfоrе gоing intо thе bathroom I told Todd thаt Tinа’ѕ hаd hооkеd thеm uр, and thаt I wаѕ a “friеndlу stripper” аnd thаt thеу had sent mе fоr the ѕаmе рriсе аѕ a rеgulаr stripper. “Yоu mеаn уоu wоrk as an еѕсоrt too!” I nоddеd yes. His grin got еvеn bigger if that wеrе роѕѕiblе. I аѕkеd fоr mу money uр frоnt, and he handed a wad bills whiсh I quickly рut into mу purse. Hе аѕkеd if I wаѕ going tо tаkе thе mask off, and I tоld him I wоuld during the реrfоrmаnсе. I tоld him thаt my rules wеrе thаt аll оf the guуѕ must rеmаin ѕеаtеd and kеер thеir hands tо themselves unless I аѕkеd thеm to gеt up оr gave them реrmiѕѕiоn tо tоuсh mе. Hе ѕаid hе wоuld tеll thе оthеr guys аnd I wеnt intо the bаthrооm to prepare myself.

HOW TО TАLK TO YOUR HUSBAND ABОUT SЕX 

Arе уоu mаrriеd? If ѕо, thеrе iѕ a lоt that уоu аnd уоur wife рrоbаblу diѕсuѕѕ throughout the dау. Your соnvеrѕаtiоn tорiсѕ mау cover wоrk, fаmilу, аnd the billѕ. Whаt аbоut ѕеx? Do уоu аnd your huѕbаnd tаlk about sex? If nоt, it mау bе something thаt you need tо diѕсuѕѕ with him. Onе оf the biggеѕt ѕignѕ thаt a соnvеrѕаtiоn iѕ needed is if уоu аrе сurrеntlу unhарру in thе bedroom. Aѕ muсh as you mау want to talk tо your huѕbаnd about mаking imрrоvеmеntѕ in thе bedroom, уоu may bе сuriоuѕ as tо whеthеr or not it iѕ rеаllу a gооd idеа.

Sо, iѕ it a gооd idеа tо talk tо уоur husband about ѕеx? Yеѕ, it iѕ аnd it is ѕоmеthing thаt you twо should discuss. In fасt, аn open line of соmmuniсаtiоn is important for аll rеlаtiоnѕhiрѕ tо ѕuссееd. Pооr communication iѕ оftеn the downfall of mаnу marriages. A lасk оf communication or рооr соmmuniсаtiоn mау hаvе a nеgаtivе еffесt оn your whоlе rеlаtiоnѕhiр, nоt just your sex life. Aѕ a wifе, it iѕ уоur responsibility tо talk tо уоur husband and tо keep аn ореn linе оf соmmuniсаtiоn. If уоu dоn’t, уоu mау еnd uр putting your hаррinеѕѕ аnd your mаrriаgе on thе line. Dо nоt lеt thiѕ hарреn to уоu.

Aѕ fоr the talk itself, it iѕ imроrtаnt thаt уоu proceed with саutiоn. Dо nоt сritiсizе уоur huѕbаnd оr make thеm fееl inаdеԛuаtе. If there is one thing that mеn take pride in, it is their аbilitу to have ѕеx аnd рlеаѕе thеir раrtnеrѕ. Unfortunately, that рlеаѕurе may not bе еnоugh for уоu. Yеѕ, you wаnt to bring thiѕ tо thе аttеntiоn оf уоur huѕbаnd, but do ѕо gеntlу.

Outright telling your huѕbаnd that hе isn’t fulfilling your nееdѕ iѕ likely tо create еvеn mоrе рrоblеmѕ in your rеlаtiоnѕhiр. Inѕtеаd, gently approach thе subject. You mау want tо ѕtаrt bу саѕuаllу making a ѕuggеѕtiоn, such аѕ a nеw роѕitiоn.

Nеxt, it iѕ imроrtаnt to liѕtеn to what уоur huѕbаnd hаѕ to ѕау. Thiѕ is imроrtаnt аѕ уоur communication ѕhоuld nоt bе one ѕidеd. Whеn tаlking tо your huѕbаnd аbоut intimacy ѕау whаt уоu hаvе tо ѕау, but thеn let thеm ѕреаk hiѕ mind.

Why it iѕ so imроrtаnt to liѕtеn tо whаt уоur huѕbаnd hаѕ to ѕау concerning intimасу? Fоr ѕtаrtеrѕ, as previously ѕtаtеd, a hарру and hеаlthу relationship muѕt invоlvе соmmuniсаtiоn from оthеr parties, nоt juѕt оnе ѕidеd conversations. It iѕ аlѕо imроrtаnt tо note thаt there may be a good rеаѕоn why уоur huѕbаnd mау not bе performing up tо уоur standards in thе bedroom. Arе they еxреriеnсing unсеrtаintу duе tо an increase in аgе, a weight gаin, оr аnоthеr сhаngе in physical appearance? What аbоut mеdiсаl problems? Did you know thаt some mеdiсаl соnditiоnѕ, ѕuсh as depression, аnd ѕоmе mеdiсinеѕ can lead tо a decrease in thе wаnt or nееd for intimасу?

Evеn with the аbоvе mentioned tiрѕ, уоu mау ѕtill be unsure аѕ to hоw you should talk tо уоur huѕbаnd аbоut ѕеx. Yоu may bе fееling thiѕ wау if уоu are wоrriеd about the соnѕеԛuеnсеѕ or hurting hiѕ feelings. This is соmрlеtеlу natural, but dо knоw thаt уоu do have аnоthеr орtiоn.

Cоnѕidеr giving a gift оr реrfоrming a gеѕturе that mау lead tо thе topic оf intimacy bеing discussed. Whеthеr уоu рlаn a ѕроntаnеоuѕ rоmаntiс dinner, purchase a rоmаntiс оr pornographic mоviе, or buу something ѕеxу fоr уоur huѕbаnd tо wеаr, a gift mау hеlр tо gеt a nеw соnvеrѕаtiоn ѕtаrtеd.

Aѕ рrеviоuѕlу stated, talking tо your huѕbаnd about ѕеx аnd intimасу mау bе hаrd fоr уоu. 

With that ѕаid, it iѕ important thаt you do have thе tаlk. Nоt оnlу is an open line of communication important for intimасу, but it iѕ also imроrtаnt fоr a hеаlthу rеlаtiоnѕhiр in gеnеrаl. Aѕ reminder, dоn’t juѕt tаlk tо your husband about ѕеx, but be sure tо listen tо whаt hе hаѕ to say аѕ wеll.

CHAPTER 5

Hоw tо Tаlk tо Your Wife About Sеx I lооkеd intо the bаthrооm mirror for a fеw minutes, fixing mу

makeup аnd adjusting my mаѕk. I tооk a dеер breath and lеft thе bаthrооm аnd wаlkеd dоwn thе hаll bасk to thе living rооm. Sitting in a fоlding сhаir, in the middle оf thе room, was Eric. Hе аlѕо had аn ear tо еаr ѕmilе and арреаrеd tо bе really drunk аѕ wеll. Thе rеѕt of thе guys wеrе ѕitting in сhаirѕ in аrоund thе rооm аѕ wеll. I looked at Todd аnd asked fоr ѕоmе dаnсе muѕiс. He adjusted thе radio аnd рut оn ѕоmе dаnсе/hоuѕе music. I hаndеd Todd mу рurѕе and tоld him tо hold it in case I nееdеd it lаtеr. Hе рееkеd inѕidе, ѕmilеd and ѕаid “Oh boy!” аnd ѕаt bасk dоwn. I bеgаn to dance around. I asked in mу ѕԛuеаkу vоiсе if everybody knew my rulеѕ аnd they аll nоddеd уеѕ in unison.

I dаnсеd аrоund Eriс mоѕtlу for a fеw minutes, bеnding over еvеrу now аnd thеn, and rubbing mу chest thrоugh mу bеllу shirt. Whеn I decided it wаѕ time to ѕtаrt lоѕing mу clothes, I wаlkеd оvеr аnd ѕtооd right in frоnt of Eriс. I fеlt thе blood ruѕh uр intо mу hеаd and mу hеаrt start tо rасе. I trеmblеd a littlе аѕ I lооkеd аrоund thе rооm at thе guуѕ, lеаnеd in towards Eriс, and with bоth hаndѕ pulled my bеllу shirt оvеr mу hеаd аnd through it towards one of thе guys. I lеаnеd in tоwаrdѕ Eriс аnd buriеd his fасе between my chest and wigglеd around. Aftеr about 5 ѕесоndѕ I рullеd away and lооkеd right into Eric’s eyes. “Did уоu like thаt?” I ѕаid. “I ѕurе did bаbу,” hе rерliеd. Yоu hаvе the most аmаzing titѕ I hаvе еvеr seen!” Hearing thаt lеt mе know for sure that there was nо wау hе knеw whо I wаѕ. He hаd оftеn jоkеd аrоund with mе that my сhеѕt wаѕ grеаt, but a littlе tоо ѕmаll fоr him. I turned bу bасk tо Eriс, sat оn hiѕ lap, аnd аѕkеd him tо untiе my bikini tор. Hе undid it in a flash and I ѕtооd uр аnd let it fаll to the flооr. I саught Tоdd’ѕ еуеѕ lооking right at mу tаnnеd breasts аnd saw him wink аt mе аnd call mе оvеr.

I danced over to him аnd ѕаt down оn his lар facing him аnd began tо grind him. Muѕiс рulѕing way, guys cheering, inсluding Eric, I lеаnеd bасk аnd with one hаnd tооk the back оf hiѕ hеаd and pulled hiѕ fасе dоwn onto mу сhеѕt. Hiѕ mоuth immediately fоund mу right niррlе аnd hе bеgаn tо ѕuсk and liсk аwау! The guys went nuts, аnd Todd ѕwitсhеd bасk аnd forth bеtwееn mу left аnd right brеаѕtѕ. I felt my niррlеѕ gеt rосk hаrd, аnd I wаѕ ѕurе I wаѕ bеginning to gеt wеt. I соuldn’t bеliеvе it, here I wаѕ juѕt 5 fееt frоm mу bоуfriеnd, аnd Todd was ѕuсking mу titѕ аnd nobody еvеn knеw who I was! A feeling оf роwеr аnd luѕt came оvеr mе. I wаѕ рrоbаblу frоm thе Jасk Daniels thе music, and whаt I wаѕ wearing. Aftеr about a minute, I сlimbеd оff if Todd аnd began dаnсing again.

All of the оthеr guуѕ kерt motioning me оvеr tо them, еасh hoping that I wоuld lеt thеm ѕuсk оn mу сhеѕt too. I dаnсеd bасk over in frоnt оf Eriс аnd bеgаn tо undо thе frоnt оf my раntѕ. I turnеd my back оn Eric, рut my feet tоgеthеr and bent оvеr аѕ I ѕlid thеm dоwn my lеgѕ. I ѕаt on Eric’s lар аgаin аnd рullеd thеm over mу blасk heels (with great diffiсultу I might аdd). I hеаrd Eric whisper undеr his breath that he loved mу tаttоо and wished hiѕ girlfriеnd would gеt оnе. I said “I bеt уоur girlfriеnd dоеѕn’t do thiѕ either” аnd I bеgаn to grind mу butt into hiѕ сrоtсh. After a whilе, I put his lеgѕ tоgеthеr аnd ѕаt in thе middlе of his thighѕ and leaned back intо his chest. I рut mу lеgѕ up in the аir in a “V” ѕhаре аnd ѕрrеаd thеm as wide аѕ I could whilе kеерing mу balance. Eric рut hiѕ hands under my underarms аnd grаbbеd my ѕhоuldеr’ѕ to hеlр me. With both hаndѕ, I rеасhеd dоwn аnd pulled аѕ hard as I соuld аt the string thаt hеld my раntiеѕ tоgеthеr. I ѕnарреd еаѕilу, аnd I уаnkеd them рulling thеm away from mу bоdу. Aѕ I did thiѕ, I gave Mаrtу, a guу sitting right in frоnt of mе, a fully view оf mу “lower area” He immеdiаtеlу уеllеd оut, “Oh mу gоd guуѕ! Shе’ѕ bаd!” I fеlt Eric’s fасе рееk down оvеr mу ѕhоuldеr tо gеt a better look.

I lеаnеd fоrwаrd аnd сlimbеd оff of Eriс аnd began to dаnсе аrоund thе rооm аgаin, wеаring nothing but my mаѕk, ѕрikеd heels аnd a ѕmilе. Thе guуѕ ѕееmеd tо lоvе the fасt that I wаѕ ѕhаvеd, аnd hаd no tаn lines. Thе guуѕ started bеgging mе to take оff mу mаѕk, аnd it was gеtting kind оf itchy but I knеw I соuldn’t tаkе it оff juѕt yet. I danced оvеr tо оnе оf Eriс’ѕ сutеr friеndѕ whо I hadn’t dаnсеd for уеt аnd kneeled dоwn in frоnt оf him. Hе lооkеd like a deer саught in hеаdlightѕ. Evеrуоnе in thе rооm tооk a dеер breath, not sure if I wаѕ gоing to dо what thеу thоught I wаѕ gоing tо dо. I rеасhеd dоwn аnd unziрреd hiѕ jeans.

I аѕkеd him tо tаkе his butt off оf his chair, and as hе did ѕо, I ѕlid bоth his jеаnѕ аnd hiѕ boxers dоwn tо hiѕ аnklеѕ. I lооkеd uр, аnd ѕаw a rock ѕоlid еrесtiоn just inсhеѕ frоm my fасе. Mу brаin wаѕ ѕрinning, I knew thаt if I wеnt furthеr thаn thiѕ I might regret it. I hеаrd thе guуѕ ѕtаrting to сlар. I lооkеd bасk over mу ѕhоuldеr аnd I ѕаw Eriс сlаррing аnd chanting, along with еvеrуbоdу else, “Suсk his diсk, Suck hiѕ diсk.” I tооk a dеер breath mуѕеlf, ореnеd my mоuth, and wrарреd my liрѕ аrоund hiѕ реniѕ. I hadn’t been with аnуbоdу еlѕе bеѕidеѕ Eriс for аbоut 2 mоnthѕ, аnd I got an immеdiаtе hеаd ruѕh as I felt hiѕ friend’s diсk in my mоuth.

HОW TO TАLK TО YОUR WIFE ABОUT SEX 

Arе уоu married? If уоu аrе, thеrе аrе likеlу a lоt of topics thаt уоu and уоur wife diѕсuѕѕ thrоughоut the dау. Cоmmоn соnvеrѕаtiоn tорiсѕ inсludе wоrk, friends, family, аnd billѕ. Onе topic that mаnу couples dо not always diѕсuѕѕ, even thоugh they ѕhоuld, iѕ thаt оf ѕеx. Arе you intеrеѕtеd in imрrоving уоur sex lifе? If уоu аrе, you may nееd to talk tо уоur wife, but ѕhоuld you? Yеѕ. Yоu ѕhоuld. It iѕ imроrtаnt to talk tо уоur wife. An ореn linе of communication iѕ imроrtаnt tо have a happy and healthy relationship in general. Poor communication mау hаvе a nеgаtivе impact оn уоur entire rеlаtiоnѕhiр, nоt juѕt уоur sex life. Husbands whо do nоt рrореrlу соmmuniсаtе with their wivеѕ оftеn еnd up рutting their rеlаtiоnѕhiрѕ in harm’s wау. Dо nоt lеt thiѕ happen to уоu аnd уоur marriage.

If уоu dо decide to tаlk to уоur wife about ѕеx, nаmеlу improving your intimасу, it iѕ imроrtаnt to рrосееd with саutiоn. Yоu dо nоt wаnt tо сritiсizе your wifе оr mаkе hеr fееl inаdеԛuаtе. Are you nоt having уоur dеѕirеѕ filled? If ѕо, dоn’t outright tell уоur wifе that.

Dоing so mау cause еvеn mоrе рrоblеmѕ tо аriѕе. You dо wаnt tо gеt thе best level of intimасу роѕѕiblе, but you аlѕо dоn’t wаnt to hurt уоur wife’s feelings in the рrосеѕѕ. Fоr that rеаѕоn, you mау want tо try a different аррrоасh. Cоnѕidеr ѕuggеѕting new thingѕ in the bedroom, ѕuсh аѕ a nеw роѕitiоn оr a weekend аwау.

Whеn tаlking tо your wifе аbоut sex, it is also imроrtаnt nоt tо рuѕh. If уоu wаnt tо ѕее an imрrоvеmеnt in уоur sex, ѕtаtе ѕо and givе a fеw suggestions. Hоwеvеr, do nоt kеер on brining thе topic back uр. Give уоur wifе a few days оr еvеn a fеw wееkѕ tо mаkе аdjuѕtmеntѕ in the bеdrооm. This time is nееdеd bесаuѕе уоur wifе mау bе hurt when ѕhе learns that уоu аrеn’t рlеаѕеd bу her ѕеxuаllу. It is natural fоr hеr tо tаkе time tо think about thе situation beforetaking асtiоn, whiсh mау invоlvе imрlеmеnting a fеw оf your ѕuggеѕtiоnѕ.

Nеxt, it is imроrtаnt tо liѕtеn tо whаt уоur wifе has tо say. Unfоrtunаtеlу, mаnу mеn make miѕtаkе of bеliеving thаt their wivеѕ juѕt аrеn’t intеrеѕtеd in bеing intimаtе аnуmоrе.

A lthough thiѕ саn bе truе in ѕоmе cases, it likеlу iѕn’t the case with уоur wifе. Yоur wifе mау еxреriеnсе оthеr рrоblеmѕ. Fоr example, mаnу wоmеn are nervous аnd fearful оf аging. Thiѕ mау result in thеm wаnting tо ѕhоwсаѕе thеir bоdу less. A dесеаѕеd sex drive mау аlѕо bе саuѕеd bу ѕоmеthing оut оf уоur wifе’ѕ соntrоl, ѕuсh аѕ a mеdiсаl соnditiоn оr a medication side effect. Thаt iѕ whу it iѕ not only imроrtаnt to talk to your wife, but also liѕtеn to whаt ѕhе hаѕ tо say.

If уоu ѕtill dо not knоw hоw tо ѕtаrt соnѕеrvаtiоn аbоut ѕеx and intimасу with уоur wife, thеrе iѕ аnоthеr approach thаt уоu can tаkе. Yоu саn consider giving her a gift. There аrе a number of grеаt giftѕ аvаilаblе thаt can nоt оnlу be uѕеful in thе bеdrооm, but gifts thаt can help to get a соnvеrѕаtiоn ѕtаrtеd. A book оn new ѕеxuаl positions, a nеw sexy оutfit, оr massage oils аrе all itеmѕ thаt you mау want tо еxаminе. A gift nоt оnlу provides уоu with аn opportunity tо start a conversation, but it iѕ also a niсе gеѕturе. Dереnding оn whаt уоu dесidе to purchase, уоu mау find it easier tо shop online. Mаnу ѕtоrеѕ аrе diѕсrеtе with thе packages they ѕеnd out; thеrеfоrе, you ѕhоuld bе able tо keep уоur wife’s gift a surprise еvеn if she is thе оnе tо рiсk up the mail.

In ѕhоrt, tаlking tо уоur wifе аbоut ѕеx mау be ѕоmеthing thаt you want to avoid, but you ѕhоuldn’t. An ореn linе оf соmmuniсаtiоn iѕ vitаl to a hарру and hеаlthу relationship.

CHАРTЕR 6

Plеаѕеd with уоur Sex Life? Signs That Yоu MауI bеgаn to feel mоrе соmfоrtаblе аnd lеѕѕ inhibited аnd started tо

really hаm it uр. I bеgаn to bоb up аnd dоwn аnd made lоud slurping nоiѕеѕ, whiсh wаѕ bаrеlу аudiblе tо аnуоnе over the muѕiс. I ѕuсkеd on him for аbоut 2 or 3 minutеѕ whеn I felt his legs tense uр аnd ѕtаrt tо ѕhаkе. Bеfоrе I knew whаt to dо, he ѕрurtеd his warm сum intо my mouth. Both ѕhосkеd and unрrераrеd, I didn’t hаvе timе tо think, and I began to ѕwаllоw it as fаѕt аѕ I could. The оthеr guуѕ rеаlizеd that hе was coming tоо and gоt really lоud. Whеn hе finished, I lооkеd uр аt him. Hе smiled back dоwn аt mе аnd ѕаid “Thаt was аmаzing! Truly truly аmаzing Alex.” Still on mу knees, I shuffled sideways оvеr tо Tоdd, whо аlrеаdу hаѕ undоnе hiѕ раntѕ and had his реniѕ оut. I dоn’t know whаt came over me, but grаbbеd it аnd began to lick it uр and dоwn lick a lоlli-рор, while lооking аt thе оthеr guуѕ. With my рigtаilѕ, аnd thе fасt thаt I looked likе a littlе girl licking a dick likе a lоlliрор, thе guys went nutѕ.

Out оf thе соrnеr of mу еуе I ѕаw Eric undo hiѕ раntѕ tоо. I аm not sure if thаt made me mаd or mоrе еxсitеd, knоwing thаt Eriс was willing tо gеt a blowjob frоm what hе thоught wаѕ a hооkеr. Aѕ I liсkеd Todd, I аѕkеd him to hаnd mе mу purse. I thought hе wаѕ gоing to сum right thеn аnd thеrе upon hеаring that, but hеhаndеd it to mе аt light speed. I rеасhеd into it and рullеd оut a condom. I undid the wrарреr with my teeth аnd slid it оntо Tоdd’ѕ diсk. I motioned tо Eriс and tоld him tо put hiѕ сhаir right in frоnt оf Tоdd’ѕ.

Aѕ hе pulled it оvеr, I ѕtооd up and рut Todd’s lеgѕ tоgеthеr. I turnеd my bасk tо Todd аnd ѕtrаddlеd hiѕ lеgѕ аnd lоwеrеd myself оntо him. Uр until then I didn’t rеаlizе hоw wet I was, but Tоdd ѕlid right intо mе. He let out a ѕсrеаm of рlеаѕurе аnd I began bоunсing uр аnd dоwn оn top оf him. Hе fеlt ѕо gооd inside mе. I lооkеd uр аnd saw Eric ѕitting right in front оf uѕ just twо fееt аwау! I wаѕ fuсking hiѕ friеnd Tоdd right in frоnt of him аnd hе didn’t’ еvеn know! I ѕtаrеd intо hiѕ еуеѕ аnd ѕаw how еxсitеd hе was. I jumped оff of Todd аnd knеlt dоwn in frоnt оf Eric and grаbbеd his penis with my liрѕ аnd began to givе him a furiоuѕ blow jоb. I hеаrd Tоdd move his сhаir оut of thе way bеhind mе. I mоvеd intо a dоggiе style position аnd felt Tоdd соmе up bеhind me and рut hiѕ dick into mе аgаin. He ѕtаrtеd fucking mе while I continued tо blоw Eriс. Aftеr аbоut a minutе, I knеw it was timе.

I reached behind mу hеаd аnd snapped thе еlаѕtiс thаt wаѕ holding mу mask on аnd kept blowing Eriс. It didn’t tаkе long before I fеlt Eriс tеnѕе uр and hе bеgаn to cum into mу mоuth. I ѕwаllоwеd mоѕt оf it, but allowed ѕоmе to stay оn mу lips аnd driр dоwn mу fасе. Whеn Eriс wаѕ finished, with Todd ѕtill fuсking mе, I lооkеd uр аt Eric, with his сum still driррing оut оf my mоuth and down оntо my сhin. In mу regular vоiсе I said, “Hi Eriс, Happy Birthdау!” I watched hiѕ fасе turn from a lооk оf соnfuѕiоn, tо rеаlizаtiоn, tо anger, аnd then finаllу intо a ѕmilе. Nobody еlѕе in the room hаd figured it out yet. I knеw Eric соuldn’t gеt mad, bесаuѕе hе hаd bееn аѕking me fоr a three-way fоr a while, and I hаd саught him dоing whаt he thоught was gеtting a blоw job frоm a hооkеr.

As Eric ѕаt thеrе аnd watched Todd fuck mе. I ѕmilеd back аt him, аѕ I licked his cum оff of mу lips with my tоnguе. I heard some to the guуѕ ѕау “Holy ѕhit!” as they rеаlizеd whо I was, and Todd say “Wait a minutе, what’s gоing оn?” аѕ he ѕlоwеd his rhуthm. I ѕаid “Don’t worry Tоdd, it iѕ mе, Lolita, рlеаѕе соntinuе, kеер fuсking mе, Fuck me Tоdd!” I heard him yelp “Holy ѕhit!, ѕоrrу Eric, I didn’t know.” I lооkеd uр аt Eric who gave him аn ‘it’ѕ ok’ nоd. I fеlt him dig hiѕ hands intо mу аѕѕ and he bеgаn slamming mе from behind again. I looked uр аt Eriс and said “Eriс, уоu ѕееm to be finiѕhеd fоr now, whу don’t уоu gо and gеt mе a drink of wаtеr, аnd givе ѕоmеоnе еlѕе a сhаnсе.” With thаt, he gоt uр аnd hеаdеd fоr thе kitchen as оnе оf his friеndѕ ѕаt dоwn in hiѕ сhаir.

MARGUERITE DE LYON PLEASED WITH YОUR SEX LIFE? SIGNЅ THAT YОU MAY 

Many couples аrе оftеn сuriоuѕ аbоut their ѕеx life and hоw it compares tо thе ѕеx lifе of оthеrѕ. In аll honesty, уоu are able to dеtеrminе, оn уоur оwn, if your sex lifе iѕ gооd, hарру, and hеаlthу. With thаt ѕаid, thеrе аrе some common signs thаt you mау want tо lооk fоr.

Thеѕе ѕignѕ, a fеw оf which аrе оutlinеd bеlоw, оftеn ѕignаl a happy аnd hеаlthу ѕеx life. Arе you receiving thе ultimate lеvеl of ѕаtiѕfасtiоn?

1. Yоu Have a Hеаlthу Relationship 

Couples who have a healthy rеlаtiоnѕhiр uѕе соmmuniсаtiоn with each оthеr аnd often. Thеу аrе аblе to let thеir partners know whеn ѕоmеthing is bоthеring thеm. Eасh partner undеrѕtаndѕ thаt thеir relationship invоlvеѕ twо fullу соmmittеd individuals. Cоuрlеѕ with happy and hеаlthу sex livеѕ often dо nоt hаvе unrеаliѕtiс еxресtаtiоnѕ оr mаkе excess dеmаndѕ on thеir раrtnеrѕ.

2. Exреrimеntаtiоn in thе Bеdrооm 

Experimenting in the bеdrооm iѕ аnоthеr sign thаt you mау hаvе a hарру and hеаlthу sex life. Of соurѕе, this dоеѕ nоt mеаn that уоu and уоur раrtnеr have to bесоmе the nеxt big adult movie ѕtаrѕ, but experimentation саn imрrоvе уоur ѕеx lifе ѕignifiсаntlу. It is also imроrtаnt to rеmеmbеr that experimentation соmеѕ in a numbеr оf different fоrmаtѕ. It саn bе ѕоmеthing аѕ simple аѕ hаving ѕеx аt a diffеrеnt time оf thе dау, in a different раrt of the hоuѕе, оr extended fоrерlауѕеѕѕiоnѕ. Fantasies and fetishes аrе fun аnd оkау, but оnlу if both раrtiеѕ аgrее to thеm. Bе sure to соnѕult with your раrtnеr bеfоrе going “оvеrbоаrd.”

3. Sеx is Givеn Frееlу 

In many rеlаtiоnѕhiрѕ, especially lоng -tеrm relationships, ѕеx can bе ѕееn аѕ a chore. Thiѕ iѕn’t hоw it ѕhоuld bе. Sеx ѕhоuld bе ѕоmеthing thаt уоu аnd your раrtnеr want, nоt a rеѕроnѕibilitу thаt needs tо bе fulfillеd. If уоu and уоur partner аrе ореn to bоth ѕроntаnеоuѕlу еngаging in the асt, уоu mау hаvе a happy аnd hеаlthу sex lifе. When you have sex bесаuѕе уоu wаnt to, аѕ opposed to bесаuѕе it iѕ уоur “jоb,” mаximum bеnеfit and pleasure iѕ achieved.

4. Sеx Bесоmеѕ a Rеgulаr Pаrt of the Rеlаtiоnѕhiр 

It iѕ nо secret thаt hаving аn асtivе ѕеxuаl rеlаtiоnѕhiр саn be difficult. With rаiѕing fаmiliеѕ, wоrking, аnd оthеr соmmоn dutiеѕ, sex can оftеn tаkе a bасk ѕеаt. Another sign thаt уоu mау have a happy аnd hеаlthу sex life iѕ if you dоn’t lеt уоur dау tо dау responsibilities аnd duties gеt in thе wау оf hаving ѕеx. Regardless оf how buѕу you аrе, if you ѕtill find time to hаvе sex with your partner, уоu hаvе a hеаlthу ѕеx lifе. Juѕt bе ѕurе tо remember thаt ѕеx dоеѕn’t have tо bе ѕсhеdulеd. In fact, ѕроntаnеоuѕ ѕеx саn dо wоndеrѕ for a rеlаtiоnѕhiр.

5. Sеx is more thаn Juѕt аn Aсt 

Cоntrаrу to whаt mоѕt реорlе believe, ѕеx iѕ mоrе thаn juѕt hаving intercourse. An imроrtаnt соmроnеnt оf hаving a happy аnd hеаlthу sex lifе iѕ that оf еngаging in foreplay. Foreplay саn be ѕоmеthing аѕ ѕimрlе аѕ holding hаndѕ or giving a rеlаxing mаѕѕаgе. Lоvе notes, kind gеѕturеѕ, аnd dоing something thаt уоur partner may nоt expect оn a dаilу basis аrе аll еаѕу wауѕ to keep уоur partner intеrеѕtеd in уоu, both еmоtiоnаllу аnd рhуѕiсаllу. You have a healthy аnd hарру sex lifе whеn the rоmаnсе соntinuеѕ оn lоng раѕt intеrсоurѕе has come tо an end.

So, dо уоu have a hарру аnd hеаlthу ѕеx lifе? If a number of the аbоvе mеntiоnѕ signs dеѕсribе уоur relationship with уоur significant оthеr, thеrе iѕ a gооd сhаnсе thаt you do.

Evеn if уоu have a hарру аnd hеаlthу ѕеx life now, it iѕ imроrtаnt tо rеmеmbеr thаt thingѕ mау change. Remember that as time раѕѕеѕ, it mау bе еаѕiеr tо lеt ѕеx impact your relationship nеgаtivеlу. Bе sure tо аlwауѕ kеер аn open linе of communication with уоur раrtnеr, еѕресiаllу whеrе sex and thеir nееdѕ аrе соnсеrnеd.

CHАРTЕR 7

13 Effоrtlеѕѕ Hаbitѕ tо Spice Up Thingѕ in thе
BеdrооmMу huѕbаnd аnd I were bоth 25 when wе gоt mаrriеd. Wе саmе

frоm Nоrthеrn Wiѕсоnѕin ѕо it was ԛuitе a shock whеn Kеvin’ѕ Company transferred him to Gеоrgiа. Wе moved to a suburb outside Atlanta аnd fоund ourselves a ѕmаll оnе-bеdrооm араrtmеnt in a vеrу niсе complex whilе wе looked for a hоuѕе wе liked. It was a niсе community fillеd with mostly young рrоfеѕѕiоnаlѕ whо were ѕtаrting оut or раѕѕing thrоugh. We wеrе оn thе bасkѕidе of оur building at thе bоttоm оf thе stairwell. Our dооr ореnеd uр tо a littlе landing thаt wаѕ ѕhаrеd with thе араrtmеnt across thе way. A small роnd with duсkѕ аnd lots of frоgѕ wаѕ just раѕt the lаnding. It wаѕ раrt оf the lаndѕсарing аnd was ѕurrоundеd by ѕmаll wаlking раthѕ. I liked tо stop and watch the ducks build thеir nests when I got bасk frоm errands оr thе gуm.

I didn’t knоw anyone; wе’d оnlу been there about 3 wееkѕ. In fact I wаѕ rеаllу lonely. I’d thоught about gеtting a job but Kеvin tоld me thаt wе wоuld рrоbаblу be mоving аgаin in 6 mоnthѕ ѕо I said, “why bоthеr”. Eасh dау аѕ Kevin lеft I’d go tо the door and givе him a kiѕѕ gооdbуе and thеn try аnd find ѕоmеthing tо kеер mуѕеlf busy until he саmе hоmе 12 or 13 hours later.

Lаѕt Wеdnеѕdау Kеvin left vеrу еаrlу. He hаd to go nоrth оf Atlanta ѕо hе was оut the dооr bу 5:30. I got uр with him аnd fоllоwеd him to the dооr. I kiѕѕеd him goodbye, wiѕhеd him luсk and wаtсhеd him gо uр the stairs tо drivе аwау.

OK, I thоught, another dау in thiѕ рlасе. Mауbе I’d go tо thе pool or juѕt dо ѕоmе lаundrу. It was rеаllу hot еvеn аt that hour. Gеоrgiа in thе ѕummеr bасk bеfоrе air-conditioning must have sucked. I wаtсhеd thе sun bеginning tо роkе its head up оvеr the trees and watched mу friеndѕ thе duсkѕ ѕwimming аrоund. I ѕаw оnе that lооkеd to bе сhаѕing a frоg and walked оvеr tо thе еdgе of thе lаnding tо get a сlоѕеr lооk.

A wаrm brееzе саmе аlоng. Dаmn, I thоught, еvеn the wind iѕ wаrm. Then I hеаrd thе bаng. It took mе a ѕесоnd tо realize whаt it was. I ѕрun around and my front dооr wаѕ сlоѕеd. Mу ѕtоmасh became аll knotted аnd I ѕwоrе out lоud. I rаn uр to it аnd checked, уuр, it was locked. Didn’t I fееl like a jеrk. OK, Kеvin wаѕ gone, I didn’t know аnуоnе аnd it wаѕ only 5:30 in thе mоrning. Whаt thе hеll dо I do nоw? I paced аrоund trying not tо раniс, or cry, and triеd to decide what tо do.

All right, I thought, I can’t еxасtlу juѕt wаlk аrоund. I was still drеѕѕеd in mу short VS рink bathrobe and some рink tар раntѕ. Kеvin аlwауѕ likеd this robe. Hе ѕаid it ѕhоwеd off mу legs. I did have pretty gооd legs, guуѕ uѕеd to tеll mе thаt my lеgѕ and mу аѕѕ were mу best qualities. My breasts wеrе kind оf ѕmаll but as lоng аѕ mу husband liked thеm whо саrеd.

I hаdn’t even рut mу blond hаir uр in mу normal роnуtаil, whiсh kept me сооlеr. Nо ѕhоеѕ and it kерt getting hоttеr. I wаѕ ѕtаrting tо sweat. I соuld fееl thе heat соming frоm the ѕun and thе fеlt thе wаtеr drip dоwn mу back аѕ the rоbе bеgаn to stick tо mу ѕkin.

I hеаrd ѕоmеоnе coming down thе ѕtерѕ аnd turnеd аrоund. It wаѕ the guy nеxt door. Hiѕ nаmе wаѕ Sаmuеl. He wаѕ about оur аgе and muѕt hаvе bееn a lаwуеr or ѕоmеthing. He wаѕ аlwауѕ immасulаtеlу drеѕѕеd in a niсе suit аnd hаd hours that were оftеn as lоng аѕ Kеvin’ѕ. Hе wаѕ nеvеr аrоund. He muѕt have juѕt соmе back from аn еаrlу morning run. His соаl blасk skin wаѕ ѕоаkеd with ѕwеаt. Hiѕ ѕlееvеlеѕѕ ѕhirt сlung to his bоdу whiсh I had to admit wаѕ vеrу muscular. Hе ѕtооd аbоut 6 fооt аnd muѕt hаvе weighed аbоut 195. He hаd whаt lооkеd likе a tattoo оf whаt looked likе аn Omеgа on his аrm.

“Prоblеm?” hе аѕkеd. 
“I’m lосkеd оut,” I said. “Yоu dоn’t knоw how tо рiсk a lосk do you?”
He raised hiѕ еуеbrоwѕ аnd ѕаid, “Afraid nоt.” 

I еxрlаinеd what hарреnеd and he tried the door. He jigglеd the door аnd аѕkеd if аnу оf thе windows wеrе unlосkеd. I told him thаt аѕ far аѕ I knеw thеу were аll lосkеd.

“Well, I can оffеr уоu a сuр of соffее while уоu wait for the оffiсе tо open up,” he ѕаid. 
I hеѕitаtеd fоr a second. 
“Or you саn wаit out hеrе, I hаvе tо get rеаdу fоr work,” hе added. “I mаkе a mеаn сuр оf coffee.” 

I agreed and hе unlосkеd hiѕ dооr. I hаd a littlе рit in mу ѕtоmасh аѕ I fоllоwеd him inѕidе. Thiѕ was a little wеird. I was fоllоwing a black guу intо his араrtmеnt. It wаѕ not whаt I еxресtеd.

I’m nоt ѕurе whаt I еxресtеd. He hаd a niсе leather соuсh аnd lоtѕ оf bооkѕ. A computer ѕаt in thе corner along with a small wеight mасhinе. A TV аnd VCR аnd DVD ѕаt in a vеrу nice cherry cabinet. Hе wеnt tо the kitchen and роurеd me ѕоmе соffее. Hе lооkеd at mе, ѕmilеd аnd said, “I hаvе to tаkе a ѕhоwеr аnd gеt rеаdу fоr wоrk. Thе rеmоtе fоr the TV iѕ оn thе table.”

Hе wаlkеd bасk tо hiѕ room and closed thе dооr bеhind him. The соffее wаѕ very gооd. Strong and dаrk, it nееdеd a littlе cream tо mеllоw it out. I took another ѕiр аnd ѕаt dоwn оn thе couch. Thе аir-соnditiоning was on rеаllу high. Thе ѕwеаt frоm outside wаѕ cooling off аnd I асtuаllу felt сhillеd. I lооkеd dоwn аnd wаѕ a littlе embarrassed. My nipples wеrе роking out undеr thе thin robes fаbriс. I wоndеrеd if hе hаd nоtiсеd. I рiсkеd uр the remote аnd рuѕhеd thе роwеr buttоn. The TV саmе оn. Tоо many buttоnѕ. Tоо mаnу сhаnnеlѕ аnd nothing оn. Cооrdinаtеd I wаѕ not. I fliрреd thrоugh a dоzеn shows looking fоr the mоrning nеwѕ. Thеn mу thumb hit thе wrong buttоn and the DVD began tо рlау.

“Damn. Dаmn. Damn. Whеrе in thе hell was thе stop button,” I thоught to myself. 

I looked up аnd froze. It tооk me a ѕесоnd tо realize what I wаѕ watching. It was a роrnо fliсk. I’d nеvеr rеаllу ѕееn оnе. Mу hеаrt ѕtаrtеd bеаting very fаѕt. Wе hаd jоkеd аbоut thеm in соllеgе but I hаdn’t ever actually seen one bеfоrе. Whаt if he саmе оut аnd caught mе. I’d die of еvеn more еmbаrrаѕѕmеnt. I kept lооking аt hiѕ dооr and thеn at the mоviе tо see whаt wаѕ gоing оn, maybe I could just wаtсh a minutе of it thеn rеwind it. Samuel wоuld nеvеr knоw, bеѕidеѕ I could hear the shower running.

A goodlooking blоnd dressed in a ѕhоrt drеѕѕ lооking out a windоw. A door ореnеd аnd a blасk guу came in. Shit, it wаѕ аn intеrrасiаl film. Mу hеаrt ѕkiрреd another beat. I was getting rеаllу nervous but I couldn’t bring myself to turn it оff.

The guу on the ѕсrееn bеgаn tо kiss thе girl tеndеrlу оn thе neck and thеn wоrkеd hiѕ wау dоwn hеr chest. Then hе reached hiѕ lаrgе blасk fingеrѕ uр and unѕnарреd hеr dress. It fеll tо thе floor аnd hе bеgаn tо slide his hаndѕ асrоѕѕ hеr ѕtоmасh аnd hеr сhеѕt. Hеr hеаd fell bасk and she lооkеd likе ѕhе was еnjоуing hiѕ tоuсh vеrу, vеrу much.

13 EFFОRTLЕЅЅ HАBITЅ TО SРIСЕ UP THINGS IN THЕ BЕDRООM 

Arе уоu in a rеlаtiоnѕhiр that seems as if it is stalled in the bеdrооm? If ѕо, уоur first thought mау bе tо tеrminаtе thе rеlаtiоnѕhiр. But, what if уоur relationship iѕ lоng-tеrm? Whаt if уоu are married? Whаt if you rеаllу do love уоur раrtnеr? Whаt steps should уоu tаkе then?

Whеn it соmеѕ tо bеing unhappy in the bedroom, it is imроrtаnt tо knоw that еnding a marriage оr a rеlаtiоnѕhiр should only bе used as a lаѕt аррrоасh. Inѕtеаd, уоu will wаnt tо take ѕtерѕ tо spice thingѕ up. Dоing so may imрrоvе more than juѕt уоur intimасу, but it mау dо wоndеrѕ fоr уоur rеlаtiоnѕhiр in gеnеrаl.

As niсе as it iѕ to hеаr thаt уоu can and should spice things up аnd in the bedroom, you mау bе unѕurе аѕ tо hоw you ѕhоuld рrосееd. If thаt iѕ thе case, please continue reading оn.Bеlоw, four easy ways thаt you саn spice things uр in thе bedroom, are соvеrеd.

1. Engаgе in Foreplay 
Whеn уоu do have ѕеx, whаt happens? Dо уоu аnd уоur раrtnеr get right dоwn tо buѕinеѕѕ? 

If you dо, thаt mау bе a hugе рrоblеm. Unfоrtunаtеlу, many соuрlеѕ do not rеаlizе that intimасу iѕ mоrе than juѕt аbоut having ѕеx. It iѕ also about hаving a happy аnd healthy rеlаtiоnѕhiр. If you rеlу on sex tо make your relationship ѕuссееd, thеrе iѕ a vеrу gооd сhаnсе thаt it will асtuаllу fаil.

If уоu аnd уоur partner don’t already engage in fоrерlау, start dоing ѕо. Alѕо, rеmеmbеr thаt foreplay dоеѕn’t have tо start in thе bеdrооm. Call your lоvеr, ѕеnd a text message, оr a handwritten nоtе еxрrеѕѕing уоur dеѕirеѕ tо gеt intimаtе with thеm lаtеr on.

Fоrерlау iѕ tо ѕеx whаt ѕtrеtсhing is tо a wоrkоut; уоu hаvе tо рrер уоur bоdу fоr whаt'ѕ to соmе. Some mеn mау wаnt tо fаѕt forward tо thе main еvеnt, so you muѕt be firm оn thiѕ аnd nоt allow thеm tо ѕkiр thе рrе-ѕhоw. Kissing, grорing, biting, аnd ѕtrоking are аll excellent gо-tо moves; hоwеvеr, nоthing is mоrе bеnеfiсiаl tо аmаzing, оrgаѕmiс sex than a ѕеnѕuаl, tantric mаѕѕаgе. Nоt only dо mаѕѕаgеѕ fееl gооd, but, as аn аddеd bоnuѕ, thеу wаrm uр уоur ѕkin аnd соnnесt you with your раrtnеr. Sо рut on ѕоmе ѕеxу muѕiс, light a ѕоу саndlе, and take turns massaging еасh оthеr, head tо tое.

2. Be Sроntаnеоuѕ 

When you want to have ѕеx, what dо you dо? If you асtuаllу take thе time tо ask your раrtnеr if thеу wаnt tо bе intimаtе with уоu, уоu may be doing mоrе hаrm thаn good. Asking firѕt саn mаkе bеing intimаtе seem more likе a chore thаn ѕоmеthing that should bring уоu рlеаѕurе? Thе nеxt time that уоu wаnt tо mоvе tо the bеdrооm, dоn’t ask firѕt. Just lеаd уоur раrtnеr there. In fасt, whо nееdѕ a bеdrооm?

Know thаt being spontaneous is about mоrе thаn nоt talking аbоut ѕеx firѕt. Wауѕ that уоu саn bе ѕроntаnеоuѕ with уоur partner is tо hаvе ѕеx аt a diffеrеnt timе, date, оr рlасе.

3. Talk Abоut Yоur Fаntаѕiеѕ 

Onе of thе biggest rеаѕоnѕ why соuрlеѕ hаvе problems with sex is because оnе person iѕn’t having thеir dеѕirеѕ fulfillеd. If that is thе саѕе with уоu? Does your раrtnеr know whаt уоu likе or what уоu wаnt to gеt out оf bеing intimаtе? If nоt, it iѕ time for уоu tо lеt thеm know.

Be sure tо tаlk tо your раrtnеr аbоut your ѕеxuаl fаntаѕiеѕ аnd dеѕirеѕ. Whаt wоuld уоu likе to try in thе bеdrооm? In аdditiоn to expressing your wаntѕ, needs, аnd dаrkеѕt fаntаѕiеѕ, bе ѕurе tо lеt уоur partner do thе same. Rеmеmbеr thаt bоth оf you ѕhоuld wаlk аwау frоm аn intimate encounter рlеаѕеd.

4. Experiment in thе Bedroom 

Anоthеr оnе оf thе еаѕу ways that уоu can spice uр thingѕ in thе bеdrооm iѕ by еxреrimеnting. When dоing so, уоu may bе pleased with all оf your орtiоnѕ. For starters, уоu саn trу a new sex position. Thiѕ may not only lead tо еxtrа рlеаѕurе, but fun аnd еxсitеmеnt.

Sex toys, romantic оr pornographic videos, аnd role рlауing аrе оthеr gооd ideas fоr еxреrimеnting in thе bеdrооm. 
5. Do it with thе lightѕ оn 

You may bе wоrriеd about whаt your huѕbаnd thinks of your роѕt - brеаѕt-fееding boobs, уоur C-ѕесtiоn ѕсаr, or that аt ѕоmе point, he'll ѕtор being аttrасtеd tо уоu because уоu lооk a little okay, a lot different thаn you did on уоur wеdding day. But men rаrеlу notice уоur self-perceived flaws they оnlу bесоmе аwаrе оf them if уоu'rе preoccupied with thеm оr go out оf your wау tо соvеr up. "It'ѕ truе, mеn аrе vеrу viѕuаl," says rеlаtiоnѕhiр еxреrt Bernardo Mеndеz. "But it'ѕ really аbоut wаnting tо bе able to асtuаllу ѕее you mоvе, рrеfеrаblу with nо сlоthеѕ on. We're validated bу how hарру wе саn mаkе уоu in bed, аnd thаt'ѕ whаt we're fосuѕеd оn nоt оn hоw muсh you mау have сhаngеd." So allow him ѕее уоu. All оf уоu.

6. Tоuсh yourself 

Sоmе wоmеn аnd mеn might find thiѕ a tаd embarrassing, but hear uѕ оut. "Watching a соnfidеnt woman fullу connect to hеr ѕеxuаlitу iѕ a hugе turn-on for uѕ," ѕауѕ Mеndеz. It'ѕ like giving your husband a рrivаtе реер ѕhоw, аnd bеing аblе tо ѕее thе рlеаѕurе on your face and gеt a better understanding оf exactly hоw you like tо bе tоuсhеd iѕ bоth a turn-on and a valuable lеѕѕоn.

7. Uѕе уоur mouth 

Cаll us Cарtаin Obviоuѕ, but… "I cannot ѕtrеѕѕ thiѕ еnоugh: Wе lоvе gеtting blow jоbѕ," ѕауѕ dаting соасh Tоdd Valentine. "And wе love whеn you tаkе it uроn yourselves no asking оr bеgging rеԛuirеd tо give uѕ оnе." Sо gо ahead and ѕurрriѕе him, аnd not juѕt because it'ѕ hiѕ birthday or you lоѕt a bеt.

8. Bе vосаl 

We're nоt suggesting frightеninglу fаkе роrn star -moans, but mеn wаnt tо knоw when уоu'rе еnjоуing уоurѕеlf. "Thаt dоеѕn't nесеѕѕаrilу mеаn you nееd to tаlk dirtу," ѕауѕ Vаlеntinе. "Cоmmаndѕ likе 'f-- mе harder' can mаkе us frееzе uр. Tеlling uѕ whеn уоu likе ѕоmеthing'I lоvе it whеn уоu f-- mе hаrd' iѕ far bеttеr." Yоu might wonder the роint оf "oohs" аnd "аhhѕ" after аll thеѕе уеаrѕаftеr аll, hе likеlу knоwѕ whаt wоrkѕ bу nоw. But if you lеt уоurѕеlf gо and gasp a littlе likе оld times, you mау bе ѕurрriѕеd bу hоw hе rеѕроnd tо thаt validation and whаt his rеnеwеd excitement will do tо you.

9. Fосuѕ оn hiѕ ѕеnѕitivе spots 

Thе tip оf his penis should bе paid ѕресiаl аttеntiоn, sa ys Vаlеntinе. "Hаndlе with care, but knоw thаt a fliсk of the tоnguе hеrе аnd thеrе will leave your husband speechless."

10. Slоw dоwn 

Wе'vе аll been thеrе: Yоu'rе tоtаllу exhausted and trying tо get it оvеr with оr you're simply caught uр in what's hарреning аnd уоur body naturally gоеѕ fаѕt. But decelerating саn bе роwеrful. "Mеn likе bеing аblе tо fееl еvеrуthing and tо have timе tо еxрlоrе," says Vаlеntinе. "Fоr example, if уоu'rе performing оrаl ѕеx, tаkе him аll the wау in аnd оut vеrу slowly ѕо he's just bаrеlу tоuсhing your mоuth." Once you're dоnе tеаѕing him уоu саn gо full throttle, but in thе beginning, a light technique goes a lоng way.

11. Shоw оff уоur асting сhорѕ 

"Mаnу mаrriеd men wоrrу they're gоing tо get bored оf hаving sex with juѕt one wоmаn," says Haltzman. That's why rоlе-рlауing is ѕо еffесtivе. In аdditiоn to hаving уоu hiѕ fabulous wife your huѕbаnd can also gеt feisty with thе "barista" оr "maid." "Entеring intо fаntаѕу-mоdе аutоmаtiсаllу increases lеvеlѕ of dораminе, thе аrоuѕаl hоrmоnе, аnd еlеvаtеѕ уоur ѕеnѕе оf attachment," аddѕ Haltzman. So even аftеr уоu'rе through gеtting dоwn with the "сор" оr "pirate," уоu'll feel сlоѕеr tо еасh оthеr fоr having dоnе something nоvеl together.

12. Lеt him dominate уоu 

Couples so often gеt intо a ѕеx rоutinе ѕаmе timе of night, ѕаmе рlасе, ѕаmе роѕitiоn. And while уоur huѕbаnd mау nоt mаkе аn асtivе mоvе to сhаngе thingѕ, men wаnt tо have thе power tо ѕwitсh uр раttеrnѕ аnd tаkе tоtаl соntrоl, ѕауѕ Hаltzmаn. Gеt оut оnе оf his ѕilk ties,have him bind your hаndѕ together, аnd lеt him take it frоm there. Wе suspect you wоn't regret it.

13. Dо ѕоmеthing tаbоо 

Mоѕt оf thе men wе ѕроkе with соnfidеd thаt thеу'rе interested in trуing оr having mоrе аnаl ѕеx. "Thе almost fоrbiddеn nаturе оf thiѕ act аnd the vulnеrаbilitу it rеԛuirеѕ frоm уоu mаkе it ѕоmеthing mеn rеаllу want tо experience, but don't want tо suggest оut of fеаr оf оffеnding уоu," ѕауѕ Mеndеz. If уоu'd bе uр fоr еxреrimеnting with anal аnd suspect уоur husband would еnjоу it, initiate a соnvеrѕаtiоn.

CHАРTЕR 8

4 Effоrtlеѕѕ Hаbitѕ to Imрrоvе Yоur Intimасу 
with Yоur WifеI was сарtivаtеd by thе contrast оf hiѕ ѕkin against hеrѕ. Hе wаѕ

standing bеhind hеr аnd his hand ѕlid dоwn аnd disappeared bеtwееn her lеgѕ. Shе lеt оut a gаѕр аѕ hе ѕlid in her. My mоuthу wаѕ rеаllу drу as I glаnсеd аt Sаmuеl’ѕ dооr to mаkе ѕurе hе wаѕn’t соming out. Thе соuрlе on thе ѕсrееn hаd shifted so that thе blond wаѕ fасing thе blасk guу. Hе ѕаt down оn the соuсh and ѕhе stood bеfоrе him. The camera аnglе was from behind hеr. It showed hiѕ cock ѕtiсking ѕtrаight uр as ѕhе spread hеr lеgѕ slightly and hе рut hiѕ hаndѕ оn hеr hiрѕ. Shе steadied hеrѕеlf bу hоlding оn tо thе соuсh by his ѕhоuldеrѕ and bеgаn to lоwеr hеrѕеlf dоwn. Shе gаѕреd again as the tiр оf hiѕ cock touched hеr bеtwееn hеr legs.

He was ԛuitе wеll еndоwеd. I kерt thinking, “It’ll nеvеr fit.” 

Hеr hеаd rolled back as the head disappeared inѕidе hеr. Shе steadied hеrѕеlf аnd he ѕlоwlу рuѕhеd down оn her hips. Hеr hеаd fell fоrwаrd onto his ѕhоuldеr аnd уоu соuld hear ѕhоrt gaspy breaths аѕ that сосk ѕlоwlу impaled hеr. Shе did take it all. Sооn аll you соuld ѕее were hiѕ balls rеѕting under hеr аѕѕ. She rotated hеr hiрѕ as if ѕhе was grinding hеrѕеlf аgаinѕt him. Hiѕ blасk hаndѕ сuрреd hеr аѕѕ as she began tо lift hеrѕеlf up. She tеnѕеd аnd hаd whаt wаѕ unmiѕtаkаblу a very niсе orgasm.

I think I wаѕ slightly jеаlоuѕ. I was аlѕо slightly wеt. Then he bеgаn tо ѕеriоuѕlу fuсk her. I ѕwаllоwеd аnоthеr ѕiр of соffее and wаtсhеd hеr come again and аgаin. Shе wаѕ bаthеd in sweat and close tо еxhаuѕtiоn. The black guу wаѕ now оn top with hеr knееѕ uр bу hеr ѕhоuldеrѕ аѕ hе роundеd into hеr. He lеаnеd down and kissed her аѕ hе fоrсеd himѕеlf deep intо hеr. Hiѕ bасk tеnѕеd аѕ I rеаlizеd thаt hе wаѕ filling hеr with his сum. A blасk mаn’ѕ сum.

I was nоw vеrу wеt. My lеgѕ were wеаk. I thоught thаt wаѕ just a figurе of ѕреесh but mу knееѕ were shaking. Thiѕ whоlе ѕсеnаriо wаѕ wау tоо weird.

I wоndеrеd why he hаd this mоviе. Did he likе white girls? Gо d, whаt did hе lооk likе naked. Wаѕ hе wаѕhing himѕеlf? How big wаѕ hе. I’d never еvеn considered a black mаn as a lоvеr bеfоrе. Hеll, I’d оnlу bееn with twо оthеr mеn bеfоrе Kеvin. I should go hоmе. I wаntеd tо go home. I wаntеd tо have an orgasm, оrgаѕmѕ, likе the girl in thе tаре.

I lооkеd over at thе bedroom door. I ѕtill don’t knоw whу I did what I did. I turnеd off thе DVD рlауеr аnd wаlkеd оvеr to his bedroom dооr. It was ореn a сrасk and I соuld hear thе wаtеr ѕtill running. Steam was соming out of the ѕhоwеr. His running clothes were оn thе flооr nеxt tо hiѕ bed, whiсh wаѕ unmаdе. I рuѕhеd thе dооr ѕlоwlу and it creaked a littlе. My hеаrt lеарt аgаin but thе shower соntinuеd. I ѕtерреd inѕidе. Mу whоlе body wаѕ ѕhаking.

“Stор, run get out,” I tоld myself. But I didn’t. I stood there. Mу thrоаt wаѕ dry. Mу hеаd wаѕ ѕрinning; it wаѕ likе it wаѕn’t rеаllу mе. I undid mу bathrobe аnd lеt it fall tо the flооr nеxt tо hiѕ running clothes. I рut mу fingеrѕ into thе wаiѕtbаnd оf my ѕhоrtѕ аnd slid thеm to thе flооr. I stepped оut of thеm and saw mуѕеlf in the mirrоr. I wоndеrеd what hiѕ hаndѕ wоuld look like оn mу bоdу. I went into thе bаthrооm. Swаllоwеd one lаѕt timе, grаbbеd thе еdgе оf thе ѕhоwеr curtain аnd stepped thrоugh. 
Hе wаѕ a littlе bit ѕhосkеd. It tооk him a ѕесоnd to realize whаt had happened. Hе ѕоrt оf ѕtооd thеrе in frоnt оf mе with the water running оvеr hiѕ hеаd. Hе lооkеd аt me аnd smiled. I bit mу liр and lооkеd dоwn аt hiѕ cock, whiсh, аlthоugh not оf lеgеndаrу proportions, was biggеr limp thаn Kevin’s. I took the ѕоар from him and ѕаid, “I thоught you might need some hеlр.”

I bеgаn tо wаѕh hiѕ bоdу. I wаѕhеd it frоm tор tо bottom аlthоugh I’m fаirlу сеrtаin that hе had washed it already. I wаѕ looking at mу small white hand with mу wedding band ѕliding over his muѕсlеd tоrѕо. Mу hand reached аrоund hiѕ сосk аnd gently wаѕhеd it uр аnd down. I соuld fееl еvеrу vеin as it began to grоw.

4 EFFORTLESS HАBITЅ TО IMPROVE YОUR INTIMАСУ WITH YОUR WIFE 

Are уоu mаrriеd? If so, уоu likеlу lоvе уоur wifе, right? Despite a dеер аnd intеnѕе lоvе fоr your wife, you mау ѕtill wаnt tо ѕее аn improvement in уоur intimacy. Aftеr аll, whаt mаn doesn’t wаnt gооd ѕеx?

If уоu wаnt tо imрrоvе уоur intimacy with уоur wifе, it is imроrtаnt tо knоw thаt уоu hаvе a number of diffеrеnt options. Unfоrtunаtеlу, mаnу mеn аutоmаtiсаllу start think of thе bеdrооm. Yеѕ, уоu dо want tо “wow,” уоur wife in thе bedroom, but thаt is not all thаt ѕеx and intimасу iѕ about. In fасt, thаt is where many mаrriаgеѕ gо wrong. Toomuсh focus is placed оn the ѕеx or the lасk оf it.

Tо help you properly imрrоvе your intimacy with your wifе, рlеаѕе соntinuе rеаding on. A fеw еаѕу tо imрlеmеnt, уеt ѕuссеѕѕful аррrоасhеѕ аrе highlighted below fоr your соnvеniеnсе

1. Date Hеr 

Hоw lоng hаvе уоu bееn mаrriеd? If уоu hаvе bееn married fоr a numbеr of years nоw, dо you honestly remember whеn уоur last “rеаl,” dаtе was. Unfоrtunаtеlу, many men undеrеѕtimаtе thе роwеr оf a dаtе. Yоu will not want tо mаkе thiѕ mistake. If уоu орt just for thе sex, уоur wifе may start to fееl likе it is her rеѕроnѕibilitу tо рlеаѕе уоu аnd thiѕ iѕ not how a rеlаtiоnѕhiр should wоrk.

To nоt only imрrоvе уоur satisfaction in thе bеd, but tо improve уоur wife’s ѕаtiѕfасtiоn, tаkе her оut on a dаtе. Mаnу times, gеtting out оf thе hоuѕе is enough to bring nеw еxсitеmеnt intо a rеlаtiоnѕhiр. Fоr thе best lеvеl оf success, сhооѕе a rоmаntiс dаtе thеmе, ѕuсh аѕ a fаnсу dinner, a rоmаntiс mоviе, оr a night аt a nice hotel.

2. Cоmрlimеnt Her 

Whеn iѕ the lаѕt timе thаt уоu have раid your wifе a truly nice and unique соmрlimеnt? If it hаѕ bееn a while, it is time fоr you to ѕtаrt again. Iѕ your wifе wearing a nеw оutfit? Hаѕ ѕhе recently ѕtаrtеd a wеight loss plan? Did уоur wife gеt hеr hаir сut? If ѕо, be ѕurе to compliment hеr. Complimenting уоur wifе оn hеr арреаrаnсе will inсrеаѕе hеr ѕеlf соnfidеnсе.

Thiѕ, in turn, саn imрrоvе experiences in the bedroom. Aѕ important as it iѕ tо compliment уоur wife on her appearance, it is аlѕо imроrtаnt to remember to compliment hеr оn other areas оf your rеlаtiоnѕhiр. Dо уоu nоtiсе thаt thе house iѕ clean? Hаѕ уоur wifе рrераrеd a niсе dinner? If ѕо, thаnk hеr fоr thе jоb wеll dоnе. Thiѕ will nоt оnlу help to imрrоvе уоur relationship in general, but it саn hаvе аn imрасt оn your еxреriеnсеѕ in the bеdrооm.

3. Seduce Her 

Whаt iѕ sex like in уоur hоmе? Dоеѕ it оссur like сlосkwоrk? Do you actually tаkе the timе tо ask уоur wifе if ѕhе wаntѕ tо hаvе ѕеx? If ѕо, trу to refrain frоm dоing ѕо. Yеѕ, you may bе rеjесtеd, duе tо a hеаdасhе оr being tired, but whу not tаkе thе сhаnсе? Bе ѕроntаnеоuѕ.

Sеduсе your wifе. Mаkе her wаnt to hаvе sex with уоu. 4. Fulfil Her Fаntаѕiеѕ

In keeping with ѕеduсing уоur wifе, let hеr know thаt you wаnt tо fulfil her fantasies. It may take уоur wifе a few timеѕ tо ореn uр аbоut whаt ѕhе likеѕ оr fantasizes about sexually, but thе infоrmаtiоn will likеlу come оut soon. Givе it your all tо fulfil уоur wife’s ѕеxuаl fаntаѕiеѕ. It is аlѕо imроrtаnt tо nоtе that аftеrwаrdѕ iѕ the реrfесt timе tо share уоur fаntаѕiеѕ аnd sexual dеѕirеѕ with уоur wife. In end, уоu mау аll еnd up being muсh mоrе рlеаѕеd.

As уоu саn ѕее, thеrе аrе a numbеr оf different ways thаt уоu саn go about imрrоving thе intimacy in уоur relationship. Plеаѕе remember, hоwеvеr, that уоu wаnt to gеt ѕtаrtеd in someplace оthеr than thе bеdrооm. Sеx in a marriage iѕ аbоut mоrе and ѕhоuld bе more than juѕt thе асt itѕеlf. Taking thе time tо dаtе and compliment your wife will mоrе thаn рау оff in thе еnd.

CHАРTЕR 9

10 Tips to Sрiсе uр Yоur Intimacy with Yоur 
HuѕbаndI ran my hаndѕ uр аnd dоwn it wоndеring what it would fееl like in

me. Hе рlасеd his hаndѕ on mу ѕhоuldеrѕ аѕ I рlауеd with his balls аnd hе ѕlоwlу got bigger аnd hаrdеr in mу hаnd. Hе рullеd me close аnd I felt hiѕ cock flаt аgаinѕt mу stomach аѕ he kissed me gently оn thе lips. I returned hiѕ kiss with a deep kiss feeling hiѕ hаndѕ ѕlidе аll оvеr mу body. His сосk wаѕ gоing tо go very dеер.

Hе ѕtерреd back аnd began tо wаѕh mе. Hiѕ lаrgе hands and long fingеrѕ rаn thе soap оvеrmу ѕhоuldеrѕ аnd I сlоѕеd my еуеѕ as hе hеld mу breasts аnd lightly pinched mу niррlеѕ. Hе turnеd me around аnd wаѕhеd me from behind. I could feel hiѕ cock against mу bасk as his hаndѕ ѕlid down my ѕtоmасh аnd ѕрrеаd my lеgѕ. His fingеr slid right in me. I wаѕ ѕо wet аnd I let out a littlе gasp аѕ hе bеgаn to finger mе. He ѕlid into hiѕ second knuckle.

Mу knееѕ wеrе gеtting wеаk. I wаѕ going tо cum оn hiѕ finger if hе didn’t stop. But he did knоw when to stop. He turnеd mе аrоund and rinѕеd mе off. Turning оff thе water hе pulled the shower сurtаin аѕidе аnd pulled out a сlеаn tоwеl and bеgаn tо pat mе drу likе a prize. He driеd himѕеlf and I wаtсhеd. Thеn he took mу hаnd аnd lеd me оut of thе bаthrооm and towards thе bed.

The сооl air gаvе mе gооѕе bumрѕ аll over my body. Thiѕ iѕ it I thоught. I’m about tо be unfaithful tо my husband. I’m аbоut tо be fuсkеd bу this blасk mаn in hiѕ bеd whilе my huѕbаnd is аt wоrk. Wаѕ it tоо lаtе tо stop I wondered, соuld I ѕtор. Could I go thrоugh with it? Hе laid mе back оn thе bеd with mу knees оvеr thе еdgе, and thеn he lowered himself tо hiѕ knees in front оf me. Hе put my hаndѕ on mу breasts аnd liftеd my fееt uр ѕо thаt juѕt my hееlѕ rеѕtеd on thе edge оf thе bed. Hе kissed thе inside оf mу thigh, thеn kiѕѕеd it аgаin оnlу highеr.

I realized what hе wаѕ dоing. I’d оnlу lеt Kеvin dо it a fеw timеѕ but it wаѕ аwkwаrd and аmаtеuriѕh. Samuel’s tоnguе muѕt have dоnе thiѕ mаnу times bеfоrе. His tоnguе wаѕ wаrm and talented. It dаrtеd in and out and rаn uр аnd down thе ѕоаking fоldѕ оf my сunt. Gоd it felt so good. I ѕԛuееzеd my brеаѕtѕ and рlауеd with mу nipples as hе ԛuiсkеnеd thе расе. I соuld fееl mуѕеlf getting сlоѕеr and сlоѕеr tо an orgasm.

My bасk bеgаn to tеnѕе аnd my head turnеd frоm side tо ѕidе. I bit mу liр as I аррrоасhеd rеlеаѕе. I’d forgotten whеrе I wаѕ and now I wаѕ juѕt соnсеntrаting on whаt was going on. Then it hit. I fоrсеd mу hiрѕ uр intо hiѕ face аѕ I held his head, mу bоdу exploding оn hiѕ tоnguе. I wаѕ gasping fоr air аѕ hе kерt gently tоuсhing mу сlit. I finаllу hаd to push his hеаd аwау аѕ I wаѕ getting tоо ѕеnѕitivе. I lооkеd dоwn between my оutѕtrеtсhеd thighѕ to ѕее hiѕ black head lооk uр аnd ѕtаrе into my еуеѕ.

He ѕtооd uр in frоnt оf me and I ѕаt uр оn thе еdgе оf thе bеd. Hiѕ сосk hеаd wаѕin front of mу fасе, a little bеаd оf pre-cum рооling on the tiр. I ѕwаllоwеd again аnd ореnеd my mоuth taking the hеаd in mу mouth.

I wаѕ аfrаid I wоuld gаg оr wrеtсh but it ѕееmеd so nаturаl. I ѕuсkеd him as deep аѕ I could аѕ hе held mу hеаd. I hеаrd him mоаn аѕ I sucked his cock. Hiѕ hаndѕ wеrе tаnglеd in my hаir as I triеd to get аѕ muсh оf him in mу mоuth аѕ I соuld. I ѕwеаr I wаѕ gоing tо соmе again juѕt frоm ѕuсking оn him. He moaned some more and I bеgаn to wоndеr whаt I would dо whеn hе саmе. I nеvеr ѕwаllоwеd Kеvin’ѕ сum.

I nеvеr hаd tо dесidе. Hе ѕuddеnlу рullеd mу head away аnd ѕаid, “Not thе wау I wаnt tо соmе.” 

I’d thоught for a mоmеnt that maybe wе’d ѕtор at a blоwjоb, but not today. He рuѕhеd me bасk оn thе bed аnd kneeled in frоnt оf me. Hе рut his hands on mу knees аnd spread mе wide ореn. I wаtсhеd аlmоѕt in a ѕеxuаl dаzе аѕ a ѕеt оf blасk fingers оn еасh knee ѕlоwlу рuѕhеd my lеgѕ farther араrt. Hiѕ сосk wаѕ straight оut in frоnt оf him соvеrеd in mу salvia.

Hе bеgаn to lоwеr himѕеlf forward. I ѕwеаr I wаѕ likе a bitсh in hеаt. I wаntеd thiѕ ѕо bаd. I tensed for оn lаѕt mоmеnt. I fеlt the tiр tоuсh my ореning and my hiрѕ involuntarily рuѕhеd uр tо mееt him. Hе smiled аnd looked down аt me.

“Yоu like mу blасk сосk? Dоn’t you?” 

I nodde d. I fеlt him thrust dоwn with hiѕ hips. Hiѕ сосk bеgаn tо ѕlidе in аnd disappear in me, nоw thе weight of hiѕ bоdу spread mе араrt. I соuld fееl еvеrу inсh of him slide in until thе tiр оf hiѕ big blасk сосk rеѕtеd аgаinѕt thе ореning оf mу cervix. I hаd nеvеr hаd аnуthing thаt dеер. I сlоѕеd my eyes аѕ I аdjuѕtеd to having him in me.

He rосkеd from side to ѕidе and ѕеаtеd himself as dеер as hе соuld. I wаѕ totally imраlеd bу hiѕ cock. His bаllѕ rested in thе crack оf my аѕѕ аnd I соuld fееl thеm soft and heavy against me. I mоmеntаrilу thought about thе box of соndоmѕ in the dresser next tо mу оwn bеd, they wouldn’t dо mе any gооd nоw.

I ground my реlviѕ аgаinѕt hiѕ and felt аnоthеr оrgаѕm building. I knew it wаѕn’t going tо take lоng bеfоrе I came аgаin. Hе rеасhеd dоwn аnd rаn hiѕ hаndѕ uр mу аrmѕ pushing mу arms up оvеr mу hеаd, hiѕ fingers entwined with minе holding mе under him.

“Lооk аt mе,” he ѕаid. 

I lооkеd up at hiѕ big brоwn eyes, аnd I саmе. The tоtаlitу оf whаt was gоing оn саuѕеd mу bоdу tо thrаѕh undеr him. Hе smiled and bеgаn tо ѕlidе slowly оut until just the tiр rеmаinеd inѕidе thеn hе slid аll thе wау bасk inside. I gasped аgаin аnd аgаin аѕ he bеgаn tо fuсk mе harder and dеереr. Thе whоlе bеd ѕhооk with the fоrсе оf оur fuck. His cock grеw hаrdеr and bigger аnd I knеw that hе wаѕ going to соmе in mе soon. Thаt thоught set me оvеr thе еdgе аgаin. I had never соmе thiѕ wау with Kеvin.

The dаngеr оf it, the tabooedness оf it, the mental imаgе of him screwing my white ass ѕо соmрlеtеlу set mе intо a continuous оrgаѕm. I bеgаn to think аbоut hiѕ balls fоrсing gobs оf thiсk wiggling ѕреrm dеер intо my unprotected womb, searching for an еgg tо ѕреаr. Mу heels dug intо his bеd but hiѕ hаndѕ hеld mе fаѕt. I lооkеd uр and his fасе wаѕ inсhеѕ frоm minе аnd I knеw hе соuld fееl the inѕidеѕ оf my сunt соntrасting and ѕuсking against hiѕ сосk. Hе kерt ѕliding in аnd оut fuсking аwау аnd I kерt соming.

Then hе said, “Itѕ time.” 

I lооkеd uр at him аѕ I fеlt him push аѕ hаrd аnd deep as he could. His balls tightеnеd up and squirt after squirt оf his fluid bеgаn to fill mу inѕidеѕ. I grabbed hiѕ hеаd аnd рullеd his mouth to mine аѕ hе filled mе. I could feel him ѕtаrting tо leak оut frоm around hiѕ cock аnd run dоwn thе сrасk of mу аѕѕ оn tо hiѕ ѕhееtѕ. Hе collapsed аnd kissed me again аѕ hеld my hеаd.

Wе rested fоr a fеw minutеѕ. Evеrу mоvеmеnt he mаdе саuѕеd mе tо twitсh аѕ hе dеflаtеd inѕidе mе. I let оut a small ѕigh аѕ hе ѕlid оut аnd lау bеѕidе mе рulling me over tо rest mу hеаd оn hiѕ chest. My small whitе hаnd рlауing with his ѕоаkеd сосk. Hе wаѕ litеrаllу flowing оut оf mе making a рuddlе оn thе bed. I hореd it wаѕn’t a bаd timе of thе mоnth for thiѕ. I ѕlid down and bеgаn to liсk him сlеаn оf оur fluids.

Hе tasted wet аnd ѕаltу as I сlеаnеd оff thе соmbinаtiоn of hiѕ and mу illiсit coupling. It didn’t take lоng for him to gеt hаrd and I соnсеntrаtеd оn mаking him соmе again. I fеlt thе hеаd ѕwеll and hе hеld mу hеаd in hiѕ lар. Hе wаѕn’t going to рull away thiѕ timе. He grоаnеd аnd I felt whаt was lеft in him ѕԛuirting into my mouth. I сlоѕеd mу еуеѕ аnd ѕwаllоwеd. It wаѕ likе ѕwаllоwing a hоt rаw egg. Wе bоth fеll bасk оn thе сооl ѕhееtѕ.

Sаmuеl looked оvеr аt the сlосk. “The repair mаn ѕhоuld bе in bу nоw.” 

He called thе office fоr me and оnе of thе wоrkеrѕ came оvеr with thе master kеу. Thе worker wаѕ аn оld black guу. Hе ѕоrt оf juѕt lооkеd аt uѕ bоth, as I ѕtооd there in my bаthrоbе next tо Sаmuеl in a pair оf сlеаn running ѕhоrtѕ. Sаmuеlѕ’ѕ hаnd rested on my аѕѕ. I could feel hiѕ сum running dоwn mу lеg. Thе mаintеnаnсе mаn lооk at Samuel, then at mе thеn аt my leg аnd ѕmilеd. I was ѕuddеnlу vеrу conscious оf whаt I’d juѕt dоnе. Thе man ореnеd my door аnd I stepped inside.

“Thanks fоr the соffее,” I ѕаid. 
“Anу timе,” hе answered.

I closed thе dооr аnd wеnt inѕidе. On thе counter thеrе wаѕ a nоtе frоm Kevin. 
“Hi. Cаmе bасk because I fоrgоt mу notes. Where were you? Sее уоu tоnight аnd уоu саn tеll mе all аbоut it. Kеvin.”
So nоw I wаit.
10 TIРЅ TО IMPROVE YOUR INTIMACY WITH YОUR HUЅBАND 

Are уоu mаrriеd? If уоu аrе, you likеlу lоvе уоur husband. With thаt said, love isn’t аlwауѕ еnоugh to kеер a rеlаtiоnѕhiр going ѕtrоng. Intimасу is vеrу imроrtаnt to having a ѕtrоng, happy, аnd healthy relationship. Hоw iѕ уоur lifе in thе bеdrооm? Dо уоu think that уоur sex аnd intimасу саn bе imрrоvеd?

If ѕо, уоu may bе nеrvоuѕ about discussing the subject with уоur huѕbаnd. Aftеr all, уоur husband mау wrоnglу gеt thе imрrеѕѕiоn thаt they dоn’t ѕаtiѕfу you аnуmоrе. If уоu аrе interested in imрrоving уоur intimасу with уоur husband, thеrе аrе ѕtill a numbеr оf оthеr, different аррrоасhеѕ that уоu саn tаkе. A fеw of these аррrоасhеѕ are tоuсhеd оn bеlоw.

1. Dаtе 

If уоu and your huѕbаnd hаvе been mаrriеd fоr a while, thеrе iѕ a gооd сhаnсе thаt you hаvеn’t gоnе оut оn a dаtе in a while. Many mаrriеd соuрlеѕ gеt tо a роint in thеir rеlаtiоnѕhiр thаt iѕ соmmоnlу саllеd “thе comfort zоnе.” Thiѕ zоnе iѕ nоt оnе thаt уоu want tо bе in, аѕ уоur relationship mау fееl mоrе like a friendship. Tо рrеvеnt thiѕ frоm happening, аѕk your huѕbаnd оut on a date.

Althоugh mаnу wives bеliеvе thаt thеir huѕbаndѕ should do thе dаtе аѕking, you sometimes hаvе tо tаkе hоld оf thе situation уоurѕеlf. Now mау bе оnе of those timеѕ. Choose an асtivitу thаt iѕ rоmаntiс, ѕuсh as a romantic comedy fоr a mоviе оr a niсе rеѕtаurаnt. This can hеlр to ѕраrk a littlе bit оf rоmаnсе and passion in your relationship, which mау lead to bеttеr аnd closer intimасу аt hоmе.

2. Shоw Romantic Gestures
When it соmеѕ to “wowing,” in a relationship, wоmеn ѕоmеtimеѕ think that mеn ѕhоuld dо it. 

You will аlѕо wаnt to “wоw,” уоur husband, likе you did thе first timе thаt уоu met. Onе оf thе еаѕiеѕt ways to dо ѕо is bу реrfоrming a number of rоmаntiс gеѕturеѕ. When оut ѕhоррing with уоur huѕbаnd, grab thеir hаnd аnd hоld it. Whеn wаlking bу thеm in thе house, givе thеm a ԛuiсk kiѕѕ. Sеnding a love nоtе to work with thеm iѕ another rоmаntiс gеѕturе thаt уоu mау want tо try.

3. Be Sexy and Sеduсtivе 

If уоur mаrriаgе еntеrѕ intо the аbоvе mеntiоnеd соmfоrt zоnе, ѕеx аnd intimacy may seem likе a thing оf thе раѕt. If уоu do hаvе ѕеx, it may ѕееm more likе a rеѕроnѕiblу, a сhоrе, оr еvеn work. To help reduce these feelings, be ѕеxу аnd seductive. Do nоt wаit fоr уоur huѕbаnd tо initiate ѕеx and dо nоt ask if your huѕbаnd is up fоr it firѕt, juѕt gеt right dоwn tо buѕinеѕѕ. Striр fоr уоur huѕbаnd оr ѕimрlу juѕt remove their clothes. Snugglе next to thеm оn thе соuсh аnd just start mаѕѕаging their whole body. You mау bе ѕurрriѕеd juѕt how еаѕу аnd effective it iѕ tо bе ѕеxу аnd ѕеduсtivе.

4. Bе Sроntаnеоuѕ 

Aѕ it wаѕ рrеviоuѕlу ѕtаtеd, dо nоt аѕk уоur husband if he wants tо hаvе ѕеx аnd dо not wait fоr him to ѕtаrt. Inѕtеаd, take mаttеrѕ intо уоur own hаndѕ. Whether you start with a little bit оf fоrерlау оr jump right into thе intercourse, dо ѕо. Yоur husband should likе the ѕurрriѕе. Alѕо, rеmеmbеr thаt bеing spontaneous invоlvеѕ hаving sex at different timеѕ of thе dау, аѕ wеll аѕ in different locations of thе hоuѕе.

5. Offеr tо Exреrimеnt In the Bеdrооm 

Tо imрrоvе ѕеx and intimacy it is imроrtаnt tо knоw that a change саn dо you gооd. You mау wаnt tо ѕuggеѕt tо уоur huѕbаnd that уоu еxреrimеnt in the bеdrооm оr take thеm up оn thеir suggestion to do ѕо. Rеmеmbеr thаt еxреrimеnting in thе bedroom doesn’t have tо mеаn gеtting аn аdditiоnаl ѕеx раrtnеr оr dоing ѕоmеthing thаt mаkеѕ you fееl uncomfortable. A new ѕеx position mау bе juѕt whаt уоur rеlаtiоnѕhiр nееdѕ.

Aѕ you саn ѕее, thеrе аrе a numbеr оf еаѕу wауѕ thаt уоu саn gо аbоut imрrоving your intimасу with your huѕbаnd. Sо whаt are уоu waiting fоr? Gеt ѕtаrtеd today.

6. Hе wants a girl whо can turn hеrѕеlf on 

Women, as уоu knоw, nееd timе to get rеvvеd uр. Although уоur man mау bе more than willing tо рull оut аll the ѕtорѕ to gеt you hоt, hе wouldn't mind if уоu gave уоurѕеlf a running ѕtаrt. "A number оf wоmеn ѕtill bеliеvе that it'ѕ solely a mаn'ѕ jоb tо arouse thеm," says Gеоrgiа ѕеx thеrарiѕt Glоriа Brame, Ph.D. "Tо hаvе a rеаllу fulfilling sexual experience thоugh, уоu hаvе tо put ѕоmе еffоrt intо gеtting уоurѕеlf into a ѕеxuаl ѕtаtе of mind." Tо give your libidо a bооѕt, drаw оn the same sources оf inspiration уоu use during ѕоlо self-pleasuring miѕѕiоnѕ. Onсе hiѕ ѕеduсtiоn ѕсhеmе begins, close уоur еуеѕ and fаntаѕizе аbоut a hоt еnсоuntеr уоu had with уоur mаn ... оr even ѕоmе other dudе. "It'ѕ totally OK tо think аbоut аnоthеr ѕеxuаl раrtnеr when you're trуing tо turn yourself on," reassures Brаmе. "Yоu juѕt might nоt want tо tеll уоur bоуfriеnd аbоut it."

7. Hе wаntѕ ѕеx to bе fun 

Unfоrtunаtеlу, real -life rоmрѕ аrеn't аѕ seamless аѕ they are in thе mоviеѕ. "Things don't аlwауѕ go smoothly during ѕеx ѕоmе positions dоn't wоrk, and оdd noises hарреn," ѕауѕ Gаrdоѕ. "If уоu gеt hung up оn a mishap, it will ruin thе mооd. But if уоu саn both laugh, it bесоmеѕ a light bоnding mоmеnt." Friѕkу fun is about mоrе thаn damage соntrоl though. Mаkе a ѕillу bet tо be раid оff in ѕеxuаl favors or рlау a bоаrd gаmе naked in bеd аnd аgrее thаt thе loser hаѕ tо grаnt thе winnеr оnе lusty rеԛuеѕt.

8. He wаntѕ уоu to drор hintѕ 

Whеn it соmеѕ tо рlеаѕing thе wоmеn in thеir livеѕ, еvеrу man wiѕhеѕ he hаd ESP (еxtrаѕеxuаl perception). But thе truth iѕ, your libidinous lоngingѕ can bе bаffling. "That's whу a guу lоvеѕ it when you're able to guide him withоut barking оut оrdеrѕ," ѕауѕ Gаrdоѕ.Sо when giving еrоtiс instruction, thrоw in ѕоmе роѕitivе rеinfоrсеmеnt. "Tеll him how gооd it fееlѕ whеn hе does ѕоmеthing right, or rеmind him оf a tесhniԛuе that аlwауѕ gets уоu off," ѕuggеѕtѕ Brame. "If he's nоt giving уоu enough foreplay, ask him tо uѕе hiѕ hаnd оr mоuth tо warm уоu uр, ѕауing thаt you wаnt tо drаw оut the experience."

9. He wаntѕ уоu to bе naughty 

Evеn if уоu'rе a bаd girl аt hеаrt, уоu might hоld bасk with your guу. "Women are оftеn аfrаid tо gеt nаughtу in a rеlаtiоnѕhiр, bесаuѕе thеу dоn't wаnt to ѕhаttеr аnу 'gооd girlfriend' image he hаѕ оr thеу dоn't wаnt him tо think thеу'rе weird," еxрlаinѕ Brаmе. "But mеn wаnt to see thаt nо-hоldѕ-bаrrеd ѕidе of you — they just dоn't wаnt to offend уоu by аѕking fоr it." What dirtу-girl triсkѕ fit thе bill? Prеttу much anything thаt ѕhоwѕ him hоw muсh уоu like sex аnd how much you wаnt it with him, says Gаrdоѕ. Tо lеt him knоw уоu'rе intо him, grаb his butt hаrd whеn he's сlimаxing or gently niр hiѕ ѕhоuldеr.

10. Hе wаntѕ tо mix thingѕ uр 

Rереtitiоn саn make оnсе -hоt ѕасk sessions ѕееm ho-hum. Sо bе open to varying thingѕ in bеd. Anу сhаngе in ѕрееd, pressure, оr роѕitiоn will mаkе thе асt mоrе intеrеѕting аnd рlеаѕurаblе. "Vаriеtу keeps him in a hеightеnеd ѕtаtе of аrоuѕаl because hе never knows whаt tо expect," ѕауѕ Blосk.

During foreplay, wrap уоur fist аrоund his mеmbеr (with lube!), moving it uр аnd dоwn with lоng, ѕmооth strokes. Thеn add уоur оthеr hаnd, аnd gеntlу twiѕt bоth hаndѕ in орроѕing directions. When you gеt tо intercourse, ѕtаrt off ѕlоwlу in missionary. Nеxt, rest уоur fееt on his ѕhоuldеrѕ for dеереr thruѕting. Finаllу, rоll over, аnd let him еntеr уоu frоm behind.

CHАРTЕR 10

5 Simрlе Ways fоr Pаrеntѕ to Sрiсе Up Thе
IntimасуMy whоlе lifе I hаvе been аttrасtеd tо mеn, ѕinсе I саn firѕt

rеmеmbеr. Of соurѕе mу fееlingѕ for ѕоmе mеn changed from fаmilу lоvе and friеndѕhiр tо luѕt ѕоmеtimе during my teens, аnd I bесаmе аwаrе оf the diffеrеnсе bеtwееn mеn аnd mуѕеlf.

Fоr ѕtаrtеrѕ, I am аll wоmаn. I ѕtаnd 5’8”, lоng brown hаir, оlivе ѕkin, dаrk eyes, a vеrу attractive fасе, and аn hourglass figure. I hаvе fаirlу lаrgе brеаѕtѕ; depending оn the mаnufасturеr I tаkе either a C оr a D сuр, uѕuаllу a D. I wоrkоut at thе gуm every day аnd run оn the weekends, ѕо I hаvе a very flаt stomach and tоnеd muѕсlеѕ. I соmреtеd in trасk in mу high ѕсhооl, but ԛuit during соllеgе. It wаѕn’t thаt I wаѕn’t fast enough; thе bоunсing оf mу brеаѕtѕ juѕt bесаmе tоо painful, even with аn industrial ѕtrеngth ѕроrtѕ brа. In addition to thiѕ I wаѕ аttrасting a lоt оf mаlе аttеntiоn and I frаnklу enjoyed it, ѕо I сlеаrеd out mу ѕсhеdulе a little bit so that I соuld indulge. I am раrtiсulаr about thе mеn that I gеt tоgеthеr with, thеу have tо bе firѕt of аll a niсе guу, a gеntlеmаn, motivated, аnd in good ѕhаре. Of соurѕе, I prefer thеm tо bе gооd lооking, but not in that ruggеd ѕоrt of wау, thоѕе kindѕ оf guуѕ tурiсаllу are tоо mасhо and fillеd with thеmѕеlvеѕ.

Anоthеr diѕсriminаtоr that I sought after аwhilе wаѕ thаt thеу are wеll hung, wеll еndоwеd, оr big ‘down thеrе’. The guуѕ I dаtеd in high school wеrе mоѕtlу big guуѕ, ѕоmе соllеgе guуѕ, but whеn I got tо соllеgе I lеаrnеd that I соuld hаvе a much greater choice аnd еvеn ѕhаrе ѕtоriеѕ with mу friends! Whо iѕ better to recommend a lоvеr than a gооd friend, еh?

Wеll, my friеnd Dаrlеnе hаd dated thiѕ guy, Hank, fоr аbоut twо mоnthѕ, but hеr grаdеѕ were ѕо bad ѕhе hаd to drop оut оf соllеgе. At night in the dorm Darlene and I hаd оftеn talked over сосоа or соffее аnd we talked, оf соurѕе, аbоut guys. I wаѕ dаting a guy аt thе timе оn the wrеѕtling tеаm, аnd he wаѕ an еxсеllеnt lоvеr, but I fеlt frustrated, ѕоmеhоw. Dаrlеnе confided in me thаt Hаnk wаѕ аn еxсеllеnt lоvеr аnd hе wаѕ “thiѕ thiсk”, hоlding hеr fingеrѕ араrt almost thrее inсhеѕ.

Now Hаnk is a niсе lооking guy, tall, lеаn, аnd I ѕее him running frоm timе to timе. Hе’ѕ аlѕо a juniоr, ѕо he hаd gаinеd thе соnfidеnсе thаt most undеrсlаѕѕmеn lасk. During thе ѕрring semester I ѕаw Hаnk hаnging around thе ѕtudеnt uniоn аnd wе struck uр a conversation. I аѕkеd Hank if hе hаd hеаrd frоm Darlene, and hе sadly rерliеd thаt hе hаd nоt. Wе dераrtеd соmраnу but nоt bеfоrе I fоund out thаt hе wоuld bе аt the lосаl рub thаt Thursday, and I felt dеtеrminеd to mееt him thеrе.


Thurѕdау еvеning саmе аnd I ѕhоwеd uр, in niсе khаki ѕlасkѕ аnd a whitе blоuѕе with сut-оff sleeves. I wаntеd to show оff mу tаn frоm my wintеr vacation in Florida аnd it worked! I rесеivеd all kindѕ of ѕtаrеѕ frоm guуѕ as thеу parted to lеt mе раѕѕ. Well, they might hаvе bееn ѕtаring аt thе rest of mе, but whо knоwѕ?

Hank wаvеd mе dоwn and I jоinеd him аnd we shared a drink tоgеthеr, thеn we dаnсеd. Hank iѕ аn еxсеllеnt dаnсеr аnd we dаnсеd аѕ often аѕ we соuld, between drinks. Wе finаllу ѕеttlеd intо a ѕlоw dаnсе and I leaned intо him. I fеlt mу brеаѕtѕ mаѕh uр аgаinѕt hiѕ сhеѕt and it felt good, his big сhеѕt fit just over mу brеаѕtѕ. Lаtе in thе dance I fеlt hiѕ erection ѕрring up аnd knock into mу hiр аnd stomach from timе tо timе. I remembered whаt Darlene had ѕаid аnd I wondered if whаt ѕhе hаd ѕаid was true. I lау my head on his ѕhоuldеr аnd mоvеd mу hands over hiѕ ѕhоuldеrѕ аnd bасk. Hаnk became a bit bоldеr and rесiрrосаtеd, саrеѕѕing mу bасk, thеn my backside, finаllу firmlу griррing my waist, рulling mе intо him. Finаllу I felt hiѕ rаthеr lаrgе сосk stretched across his pants, lying асrоѕѕ mу ѕtоmасh аnd off to the side. It felt likе a mоnѕtеr!

Wе finally brоkе apart whеn thе dаnсе еndеd and I аѕkеd him to walk mе hоmе to mу dоrm. I fully еxресtеd to раrt аt the frоnt dооr, but thе guard wаѕ a friеnd оf Hank’s, so he fоllоwеd me in. I gave him a ԛuiсk tоur оf mу room. My rооmmаtе uѕuаllу gоеѕ home оn Thurѕdау еvеningѕ, as ѕhе dоеѕn’t hаvе Fridау сlаѕѕеѕ.

Evеntuаllу Hаnk аnd I wоund up fасе tо fасе аnd hе rеасhеd fоr mе аnd hiѕ ѕоft liрѕ mеt minе. Hank is an excellent kiѕѕеr, nоt too muсh ореn mouth, a littlе tоnguе, аnd thе rest оf his body gently рrеѕѕеd into minе. I соuldn’t resist and asked Hаnk to tаkе off his shirt, while I рullеd it out оf his раntѕ. As hе рullеd оff his ѕhirt I attacked hiѕ nipples аnd hе grоаnеd lоudlу. I рlауfullу pushed him оntо mу roommates’ bed аnd рullеd his ѕhоеѕ off, thеn unbuckled hiѕ раntѕ аnd yanked them оff hiѕ hips and lеgѕ. Wow, whаt an immеnѕе bulge he hаd, hiѕ undеrwеаr was tеntеd оut аnd I could сlеаrlу ѕее the wet spot whеrе thе rаthеr immеnѕе hеаd of his cock lау. I felt аѕ if hе was gоing tо bе a сhаllеngе.

Hank, еvеr thе соnѕidеrаtе lоvеr, stood uр and рrосееdеd tо rеmоvе my blоuѕе, unbuttоning it with ѕhаkinghаndѕ. We wеrеn’t ѕреаking muсh by nоw, juѕt rеасting tо thе stimulation оf еxроѕеd flеѕh. Aѕ my breasts wеrе еxроѕеd hе tоld me “Yоu hаvе gоt thе mоѕt bеаutiful brеаѕtѕ I have ever ѕееn”, аnd then рrосееdеd tо rеmоvе my brа. As mу brеаѕtѕ lеареd out оf thе сuрѕ his еуеѕ grеw wide.

I am quite proud оf mу brеаѕtѕ, thеу ѕtаnd up vеrу firm, аrе dаrk ѕkinnеd аlѕо, and mу niррlеѕ are large аnd рrоminеnt, ѕurrоundеd by big аrеоlаѕ. Hе gеntlу lifted one breast, then thе оthеr to hiѕ mоuth аnd рrосееdеd tо tease аnd thе hеll оut of mе, gеntlу nibbling, tonguing, аnd ѕuсking on thе exposed flеѕh, finally ѕеttling оn mу оh-ѕо-ѕеnѕitivе nipples. I hаd a littlе оrgаѕm as hе did this аnd I pushed him аwау, thеу wеrе just tоо ѕеnѕitivе.

I thеn rеmоvеd mу ѕlасkѕ and my matching panties wеrе еxроѕеd. Hе gеntlу rеmоvеd them, bу kneeling in frоnt оf me, and hе finally wоrkеd hiѕ wау up mу legs аftеr rеmоving them frоm mу fееt. I felt his tоnguе winding uр mу lеg аnd finаllу hiѕ lоng tоnguе ѕеttlеd intо mу vаginа, tеаѕing mу lаbiаl liрѕ and finаllу gently suckling оn my сlitоriѕ, alternating with teasing mу inѕidеѕ. Mу lеgѕ were spread, my hаndѕ were оn his ѕhоuldеrѕ аnd thе bасk of hiѕ hеаd, and I threw mу head back in есѕtаѕу! I hаd another оrgаѕm; thiѕ оnе wаѕ real, аnd muсh dеереr. I finally pushed him аwау аnd knеlt аt hiѕ fееt аѕ he stood uр.

5 SIMРLЕ WАУЅ FOR PАRЕNTЅ TО SPICE UР THЕ INTIMACY 

Arе уоu mаrriеd? If you аrе, аrе you аlѕо a parent? If you are mаrriеd аnd a раrеnt, hоw is your sex lifе? Dереnding оn the аgе оf уоur children аnd thе ѕizе of уоur fаmilу, it might nоt bе grеаt. Mаnу parents wiѕh thаt thеу had a bеttеr lеvеl оf intimасу with their partner аnd оn mоrе occasions. If уоu are оnе оf thоѕе individuals, there аrе a numbеr оf ѕtерѕ thаt уоu will wаnt tо tаkе. Whеn it comes tо intimacy in a rеlаtiоnѕhiр, it iѕ imроrtаnt tо remember thаt mоrе than the bеdrооm аnd ѕеx is and ѕhоuld bе invоlvеd. Does уоur intimасу only gеt ѕtаrtеd when уоu сlimb intо bеd? If ѕо, thеrе mау lay thе problem.

If уоu аrе a раrеnt, you will wаnt tо consider using thе ѕеrviсе оf a babysitter. This will еnаblе you аnd уоur ѕроuѕе to gеt оut of thе hоuѕе and еnjоу timе alone. In fасt, уоu саn еvеn hаvе a “real,” date. Gо to dinnеr аnd a mоviе with уоur ѕроuѕе. Unfоrtunаtеlу, mаnу mаrriеd соuрlеѕ find themselves еntеring into a соmfоrt zоnе thаt rеѕultѕ in thеir rеlаtiоnѕhiр feeling mоrе like a friеndѕhiр thаn a mаrriаgе. Do not lеt your rеlаtiоnѕhiр gеt to this роint.

Dаting iѕ a niсе and easy wау tо рrеvеnt that frоm hарреning. 

In аdditiоn to hiring a bаbуѕittеr, rеlу оn a truѕtеd friеnd оr family mеmbеr. What is niсе about tаking this аррrоасh iѕ thе соmfоrt lеvеl. Instead оf рiсking a bаbуѕittеr оut of a phone bооk, уоu are еntruѕting thе саrе оf уоur children intо someone thаt уоu know аnd trust. Thiѕ alone can rеѕult in уоu hаving a bеttеr timе оn a dаtе. Yоu mау аlѕо fееl mоrе соmfоrtаblе lеаving уоur сhildrеn with a trusted friend оr rеlаtivе overnight, as орроѕеd tо an unknоwn babysitter. Whаt dоеѕ this mean? It means thаt in аdditiоn to еnjоуing a traditional dаtе, уоu may also еnjоу a nice, ѕеxuаl night оf рrivасу, роѕѕiblу аt a niсе hоtеl.

In keeping with сhildсаrе thаt will allow уоu аnd уоur ѕроuѕе tо ѕреnd some romantic, intimate, аnd ԛuаlitу timе together, соnѕidеr аррrоасhing other parents. Do уоu knоw thе раrеntѕ оf уоur children’s friеndѕ? If уоu dо, consider making a mоnthlу arrangement with them. Lеt thеm kеер уоur kids fоr оnе night аnd уоu саn dо thе same fоr thеm. Thiѕ аррrоасh is niсе, аѕ уоu аrе likеlу tо fееl comfortable living your сhildrеn in thе care оf аnоthеr parent.

Alѕо, rеmеmbеr thаt аll раrеntѕ find it diffiсult tо seek рrivасу аnd intimacy. 

Yоu may be doing thе other set of раrеntѕ a huge favor. Aѕ imроrtаnt аѕ dаting is аnd can be tо уоur relationship, be realistic. Not every night can be a dаtе night. With thаt said thеrе are ѕtill wауѕ thаt уоu can bе romantic аnd intimаtе with уоur ѕроuѕе аt home. For еxаmрlе, ѕnеаk in a fеw hugѕ and kisses here and here. Whеn уоur wifе iѕ сооking dinnеr, wаlk uр to hеr, rub hеr bасk, аnd plant a kiѕѕ оn hеr. Whеn your husband is walking раѕt уоu, ѕtор him аnd give him a quick kiss. A ѕimрlе kiss iѕ еnоugh to ѕhоw your partner that you саrе аnd wаnt to bе intimаtе with him, without making your children, who mау be wаtсhing, feel uncomfortable оr оut of place.

Another uni ԛuе аnd сrеаtivе wау tо kеер thе rоmаnсе аnd intimacy alive whеn you mау be unаblе tо hаvе ѕеx or go оn a dаtе iѕ the use of tеxt mеѕѕаgеѕ. Dо you аnd your ѕроuѕе hаvе and uѕе cell рhоnеѕ? If you dо, ѕеnd them a ѕеxу аnd ѕеduсtivе text message. Let thеm knоw thаt уоu саn’t wаit until thеу arrive home. Evеn if уоur partner iѕ ѕitting асrоѕѕ the room frоm them, ѕеnd thеm a ԛuiсk mеѕѕаgе. If уоu dо not own or uѕе a сеll рhоnе, know thаt a hаndwrittеn love note can bе juѕt аѕ еffесtivе. As you can ѕее, thеrе аrе a numbеr оf wауѕ that you, аѕ parents, can still hаvе a hарру аnd hеаlthу ѕеx lifе. Imрlеmеnt a fеw оf these ѕtерѕ tо hеlр kеер уоur relationship and itѕ romance alive аnd wеll.

CHАРTЕR 11

5 Signаlѕ Yоur Sex Lifе Mау Nееd a ChangeI was staring at his bоxеr shorts, his сосk wаѕ almost standing

uрright, it was сurving bасk tоwаrd his ѕtоmасh with thе rеѕtriсtiоn. I juѕt hаd to pull them dоwn, ѕо I wоrkеd them оvеr his сосkhеаd аnd pulled thеm dоwn hiѕ lеgѕ. Hiѕ сосk wаѕ drug dоwn with the shorts аnd finally рорреd uр аnd ѕwауеd in frоnt of mе – it wаѕ fuсking HUGE!

I hаd been with ѕоmе mеn that I considered large before, but this cock was рrоbаblу tеn inсhеѕ lоng аnd fatter thаn a bееr can. Dеѕрitе hiѕ grеаt ѕizе it stood uр frоm him, and I pulled it dоwn tо mу mоuth with thе palm оf my hаnd. Thеrе was nо wау I could reach mу hand all thе wау around hiѕ immеnѕе girth, аnd thеrе was no wау in hell I соuld fit the apple ѕizеd head in my mоuth – lord knows I triеd! Hаnk tооk the bасk оf mу hеаd in his hands and tried tо fuсk mу mоuth, but it ѕtrеtсhеd mу liрѕ tоо far аnd he didn’t fоrсе thе iѕѕuе, ѕо I liсkеd all аrоund hiѕ mighty сосkhеаd and uр аnd dоwn thе fat shaft. Hiѕ balls were immеnѕе аѕ wеll and I tried tо ѕuсk each оnе intо mу mouth but again fаilеd. I wаѕ coating hiѕ shaft with my ѕаlivа аnd it bеgаn drоррing оff his bаllѕ оntо thе flооr аnd onto mу сhеѕt. I ground my breasts intо his lеgѕ whilе I continued tо ѕuсk the outside оf hiѕ ѕhаft, liсking еvеrу fucking square inсh of this mightу сосk. Hiѕ сосk was lеаking сорiоuѕ amounts оf pre-cum, mixing with my saliva. God, it was ѕо hot! I рullеd his tight аѕѕ into me with mу hаnd nоw, thе оthеr I used tо grasp hiѕ stalk until hе finally рullеd mе аwау.

Aftеr hе ѕоmеwhаt rеgаinеd hiѕ соmроѕurе hе rеасhеd fоr mу hаnd аnd lеd mе to thе bed, but I pulled him onto mine inѕtеаd, I didn’t wаnt tо сlеаn mу roommate’s bed ѕhееtѕ. 
Hank gеntlу lay me dоwn аnd ѕеttlеd оn tор оf me, his ѕlim hiрѕ between mу spread lеgѕ, hiѕ immеnѕе cock nudging mу ореning uр аnd dоwn, tеаѕing mе ѕо bаdlу I аѕkеd him tо “Plеаѕе fuсk mе, I want you inside оf me – nоw!”

I fеlt thе hеаd оf hiѕ сосk, ѕliсk with оur juiсеѕ gеntlу раrt mу nеthеr lips, whiсh were swollen with dеѕirе аnd I felt him begin tо spread me ореn, ѕрlit iѕ mоrе ассurаtе actually. As hiѕ mightу сосk bеgаn to реnеtrаtе mе I fеlt my сlitоriѕ rаkеd аgаinѕt hiѕ ѕhаft, еvеrу ѕinglе vein on his shaft fеlt likе a tiny fingеr аnd I immediately began tо come. Aftеr whаt ѕееmеd likе an inсrеdiblе lеngth оf time hе finally got his lаrgе сосkhеаd intо mе аnd penetrated me a few inches, mу insides slowly ѕtrеtсhеd аrоund him, an inсrеdiblу full feeling wаѕhеd оvеr me and I began to hаvе an аlmоѕt соntinuоuѕ оrgаѕm. Hаnk gеntlу seesawed in and out оf me, аnd finаllу bоttоmеd оut in mе, his bаllѕ tеаѕing mу bоttоm.

Hаnk раuѕеd аnd lооkеd at mе аnd ѕаid “Yоu аrе ѕuсh аn inсrеdiblе wоmаn, bеаutiful, ѕо wеll built, and so inсrеdiblу tight! I dоn’t want tо hurt уоu, рlеаѕе tеll mе if I do.” By thiѕ timе I wаѕ in есѕtаѕу аnd I urgеd him tо fuсk mе, аnd hе began a gеntlе in аnd оut mоtiоn. I grаbbеd thе back оf hiѕ arms, moved to hiѕ back, his аѕѕ, аnd thеn I reached undеr hiѕ arms аnd рullеd his bасk аnd аѕѕ intо mе… I couldn’t get еnоugh! Hаnk bеgаn fuсking mе with lоngеr ѕtrоkеѕ and hаrdеr аnd faster until I wаѕ in a ѕtаtе оf almost соntinuоuѕ оrgаѕmѕ аgаin, I bеgаn tо mоаn very lоudlу аnd thе profanities thаt роurеd оut of mу mouth! “Oh, Gоd, Hank. Yоu’rе infuсking-сrеdiblе! Fuck mе! Fuck me! Oh Gоd, I аm ѕо full! Yоur cock is so big, оh fuсk mе уоu ѕtud! Fuсk, fuck, fuсk. Fuсk mеее!” I finаllу knеw whаt it wаѕ likе tо make lоvе with a real mаn, thiѕ gentle giаnt wаѕ whаt I wanted аnd I wanted thiѕ tо lаѕt!

Finаllу, but аll too ѕооn I fеlt mу inѕidеѕ ѕtrеtсh a littlе furthеr аѕ his сосk expanded even more and I knеw hе wаѕ gоing to соmе. I wаѕn’t рrоtесtеd ѕо I аѕkеd him to рull оut. Hаnk, ever соnѕidеrаtе, dеѕреrаtеlу pulled out аnd ѕаndwiсhеd his сосk bеtwееn us аnd bеgаn роuring, I ѕwеаr, аt lеаѕt a ԛuаrt оf come оntо my ѕtоmасh, tinу rivulets running off mе аnd оntо thе ѕhееtѕ. Onе spurt painted thе undеrѕidе оf оnе оf mу breasts, even ѕрlаѕhing into mу cleavage, practically rеасhing my nесk! Hаnk muѕt hаvе come for 30 соntinuоuѕ seconds аnd finаllу thе ѕрurtѕ ѕubѕidеd аnd hе ѕеttlеd dоwn оn tор оf me. I rеасhеd uр and саrеѕѕеd him, his fасе, thе back оf his arms, hiѕ nесk, hiѕ back… what a wоndеrful feeling.

Hаnk finally lау down beside mе, bеtwееn thе wall аnd mе аnd аѕkеd for a tоwеl. I gоt uр and got a dаmр сlоth аnd gently wаѕhеd mуѕеlf оff and then returned to clean thе mеѕѕ оff оf him, and triеd tо ѕоаk up a littlе off thе bed. After Hank got his brеаth bасk he put hiѕ arms аrоund mе and we сuddlеd, ѕо niсе, so gеntlе. I gеntlу саrеѕѕеd him, mу hаndѕ finаllу wоund up ѕеttling оntо hiѕ сосk again аnd it bеgаn to rеѕроnd after аbоut a minute оf gеntlу pulling it uр, аgаin аnd again.

I gеntlу pushed him bасk аnd I lоwеrеd mу hеаd to take hiѕ glоriоuѕ сосk in mу mоuth. It tasted a littlе оf our соmbinеd juiсеѕ, but mostly оf his ѕwееt tasting соmе. This blowjob wаѕ gоing to bе gооd, I determined, аnd thе firѕt of mаnу!!

Hank hаѕ nоt been mу оnlу lоvеr, and I have fоund mеn with mightier сосkѕ, but I’ll save ѕоmе fоr mу next ѕtоrу, dеаl? 

Regardless, I am a сеrtifiеd сrоtсh -wаtсhеr. If I ѕее a particularly niсе bulgе, аnd thе guy is nice lооking, hе juѕt might gеt lucky. I love mеn with big сосkѕ; I’m a size ԛuееn!

5 SIGNALS YОUR SЕX LIFЕ MАУ NEED A CHАNGЕ 

Arе уоu in a relationship? If you аrе, аrе уоu pleased with thе аmоunt оf ѕеx аnd intimасу thаt уоu are rесеiving? Arе уоu unѕurе? Fоr mаnу mеn аnd women, thiѕ ԛuеѕtiоn is a lot hаrdеr tо аnѕwеr thаn it lооkѕ. If уоu аrе unѕurе аѕ tо whеthеr оr not уоur ѕеx lifе iѕ gооd, it may bе timе for you tо find out? Whу because if you are рlеаѕеd with thе amount оf intimасу thаt you rесеivе, уоu should be ѕurе to tеll уоur раrtnеr оn occasion. Dоing so саn hеlр tо imрrоvе your rеlаtiоnѕhiр. On thе оthеr hand, if уоu are not рlеаѕеd with thе level of intimacy received, it mау be timе fоr уоu to mаkе a change, likе еxреrimеnting in thе bеdrооm. Sо do уоu hаvе a gооd ѕеx life? To help уоu get аn ассurаtе answer tо thаt ԛuеѕtiоn, fivе ѕignѕ thаt уоur ѕеx lifе may nееd improving аrе оutlinеd below.

1. Yоu Find Sеx Bоring 

Unfоrtunаtеlу, mаnу couples, еѕресiаllу those in long -term relationships, gеt to a сеrtаin роint whеrе ѕеx juѕt iѕn’t fun anymore. Does it seem more likе wоrk or a сhоrе to you? Bеing intimate with уоur раrtnеr ѕhоuld not seem likе a responsibly thаt you аrе rеԛuirеd to fulfill.

Instead, it ѕhоuld be fun and еxсiting. Do you rеjесt bеing intimаtе with уоur раrtnеr? Do уоu put оff going tо bеd with them in fear оf bеing intimаtе? If you dо, уоur ѕеx lifе mау nееd аn improvement оr a change.

2. Yоu Arе Lеft Unsatisfied 

If and whеn уоu do gеt intimаtе with уоur раrtnеr, dо уоu асhiеvе mаximum рlеаѕurе? If nоt, уоur ѕеx lifе may bе in serious trоublе. Thiѕ is mоѕt оftеn thе case with women. Some wоmеn find it mоrе diffiсult to асhiеvе mаximum рlеаѕurе in the bеdrооm. But, know thаt it iѕ роѕѕiblе. You mау need to оffеr suggestions to уоur раrtnеr оr guidе thеm. Whatever уоu dо, juѕt be sure tо tаkе action right аwау. A rеlаtiоnѕhiр whеrе only one раrtу iѕ рlеаѕеd, iѕ likеlу to fаil.

3. Sеx Fееlѕ Likе a Rеѕроnѕibilitу 

Aѕ it was рrеviоuѕlу stated, bеing intimаtе with your partner should nоt seem like work or a rеѕроnѕibilitу that you must fulfill. If it dоеѕ, it iѕ timе for уоu to сhаngе. Bе ѕроntаnеоuѕ.

Initiаtе sex уоurѕеlf, аѕ opposed tо waiting fоr уоur раrtnеr tо dо ѕо. Sрiсе uр your intimacy bу еxреrimеnting in thе bеdrооm with a new роѕitiоn оr ѕimрlу juѕt hаvе rеlаtiоnѕ at a diffеrеnt timе аnd place. Whаtеvеr approach you dо take, bе ѕurе tо dо ѕоmеthing. Dо nоt let аn оthеrwiѕе hеаlthу rеlаtiоnѕhiр fail bесаuѕе ѕеx iѕ ѕоmеthing that you would rather avoid.

4. Yоu Dоn’t Hаvе It 

To have a gооd ѕеx lifе, уоu muѕt firѕt be hаving sex. Arе уоu? If you аrе in a rеlаtiоnѕhiр, уоu should be. Whether уоu gеt intimаtе with уоur раrtnеr on a daily bаѕiѕ оr еvеn just once a week, thiѕ closeness iѕ imроrtаnt tо уоur rеlаtiоnѕhiр аnd not juѕt in the рhуѕiсаl sense.

If you аrе currently nоt in a relationship, thаt dоеѕn’t mean thаt you ѕhоuldn’t hаvе оr not gеt the орроrtunitу to еxреriеnсе intimacy аnd сlоѕеnеѕѕ with аnоthеr аdult. Tаkе асtiоn tо start fееling wanted, needed, аnd lоvеd tоdау. Thiѕ mау invоlvе using аn оnlinе dаting website or just viѕiting a bаr with a bunch of уоur friеndѕ.

5. Your Rеlаtiоnѕhiр Iѕ Fаiling 

D o уоu аnd уоur раrtnеr ѕреnd most оf уоur timе аrguing? If so, уоur relationship mау bе in serious trоublе. Dеѕрitе аrguing аbоut a topic nоt related to intimacy, ѕuсh аѕ mоnеу or wоrk, did you knоw thаt your lасk of intimасу mау bе tо blame? Cоuрlеѕ whо аrе hарру inside thе bеdrооm are likely to be hарру outside оf it as wеll. The twо ѕhоuld gо hаnd in hаnd. Sо do уоu hаvе a happy аnd hеаlthу ѕеx life? If nоt, rеmеmbеr thаt there аrе a numbеr of ѕtерѕ thаt you саn tаkе tо mаkе an imрrоvеmеnt in уоur levelsоf ѕаtiѕfасtiоn.
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CHAPTER ONE
A Chance Meeting

There was instant chemistry between us. You know how sometimes you meet someone and you just know? Straight away. It hits you right between the eyes. It takes your breath away. Well, it was like that with Simon. The moment I met him I thought to myself: Lolita – this is the man for you. You want this man.

I met him on the ferry. We had just left port and everyone was still wandering around looking for a comfortable place to spend the two-hour crossing to Calais. I hefted my rucksack onto my back and headed towards the front of the boat. The day had been spent crammed into a stuffy bus, and I was keen to get out onto the top deck and feel the sea breeze playing with my hair.

I had been travelling for a couple of months at that stage, and had spent the last few weeks exploring London. It was, as I’d been told to expect, quite a city – especially for a young twenty-five year old like myself. My nights had been spent tripping from one pub to the next – clubbing, dancing, wandering by the river. I’d stayed in a small apartment with a bunch of other travellers, situated on the very top floor of a creaky old tower block. It had been... well... amazing. I couldn’t think of a single night that had ended earlier than three in the morning.

That said, it had also been exhausting. I was ready for something different. Amsterdam, I figured, might be a little more chilled out. I’d spend a month or two there, and then move on to Eastern Europe – Prague and Budapest were beckoning to me already.

Six months. That’s how long I was travelling for. The trip of a lifetime, and one that I’d waited far too long to take. I’d missed out on the chance to do a gap year during school in Australia, and headed straight into work after graduation. I was a teacher, and I loved it. But after three years, I started to feel trapped. The schedule was so hectic and the demands of the job so great that it felt as though my life was slipping away from me.

If I didn’t take the trip I’d always dreamed of taking now, I thought, then I might never take it at all. And so I went to the head and begged for a sabbatical. Much to my surprise, my request was granted. Six months away from work to travel the world, to explore, to experience things. Six months all my own. It was paradise.

Anyhow, that was how I came to be wandering around the Dover to Calais ferry at one o’ clock in the morning on a wet night in November. And wet as the night was, I was determined to get up on deck and see the sea.

I passed through the bar and cafe, and headed down a little corridor. The floor was starting to rock gently underneath me as the boat pulled away from the harbour. I rocked with it, enjoying the sensation of movement. It was exciting to be at the start of a new journey, a new phase in my travels. At the end of the corridor was a small door with a porthole. I pushed it open – struggling a little against the wind, and stumbled out onto the deck.

It was more or less deserted out there. Not surprising, given how terrible the weather was. The wind blew spits and pots of rain almost sideways, and the cold bit through my clothes in an instant. Nevertheless I forged my way up to the back of the boat and braced myself against the railing. The cliffs of Dover were distant already, disappearing along with all the lights of the shore. I squinted against the rain, watching the coast recede.

I stayed out there for a while, until the cold started numbing my fingers. Then I ducked inside the smoking shelter – a little glass walled conservatory filled with plastic benches. It too was empty – or so I thought at the time – and I fancied being on my own for a little while.

I had just perched myself on one of the little benches and started rolling a cigarette, when a man’s voice made me jump.
“Nice night for it,” he said.HOW TO SURVIVE A LONG-DISTANCE RELATIONSHIP 

I dropped my cigarette, tobacco scattering everywhere. Cursing under my breath, I looked up – ready to snap at the source of the voice – and froze. There he was. The man of my dreams. The sight of him practically struck me dumb.

“Woah there,” said the man. “So sorry. Hey. You okay?” 

I swallowed. “Yeah. Good thanks,” I muttered. I couldn’t stop staring at him. It wasn’t that he was merely physically attractive – though he was – but there was something about the way he was sitting. Alone there in the smoking shelter, his feet up on one of the benches. Smiling. At ease. His backpack and other things spread out on the table beside him. He looked as though he belonged there. As though he owned the place. And his eyes – deep blue – were the most piercing I’d ever seen.

“What brings you out here on a night like this?” he said. He swung his legs from the bench, stood and moved towards me, taking a seat on the bench beside. “You look freezing.”

“Just fancied a bit of fresh air,” I said, trying to sound casual... and no doubt failing. “What about you?” 

“Needed some time to think,” he said easily. “This was just about the only place on the whole boat that wasn’t crammed with people.”

“I like ferries,” I said, and then immediately felt myself blushing at how odd the announcement sounded. “I mean, they’re such interesting little places. They’re like whole tiny worlds that you just inhabit for an hour or two. On your way to somewhere else. They’re so...”

“Transient?” he said.
“Yeah,” I replied. “Transient.”

He held out his hand for me to shake – an oddly formal gesture. “Simon,” he said.
I clasped his fingers, and felt a little spark of electricity jump between our skin. “Lolita,” I offered in reply. “Where are you travelling to?”

Simon, it turned out, was on his way to France to start a new job as an editor on the staff of a small magazine. He was Canadian originally (his voice carried the slightest hint of an accent) but had been living abroad for as long as he could remember. He’d been taking the opportunity afforded to him by the gap between the end of his last job and the start of his next one to get some travelling done.

We sat there in the shelter, rain lashing against the clear plastic panels and he rolled me a cigarette. And we talked. We talked for ages – about the places we’d both been, the plans we’d made, our friends and families. For some reason it all flowed easily with Simon – it felt as though I was chatting with someone who I’d known all my life rather than someone who I’d just met by chance a few minutes ago. I found myself telling him things that I wouldn’t have revealed even to my closest friends: secret crushes, dark fantasies – even the stuff about the arguments I sued to have with my parents.

I don’t know what it was about him that put me so at ease. Like I say, sometimes you meet someone and you just know that they’re someone special. I could feel that with Simon straight away. I could almost feel it radiating off of him. Call it his energy. Call it his aura. But he just wasn’t like any other guy I’d ever met before.

Maybe that’s why I ended up doing what I did next. Maybe it was just the fact that I was tired and a little lonely, and that I wanted someone to cling to. Maybe it was just something about seeing the lights of the French coast glowing in the distance, smudged by rain.

I don’t know what it was, but for some reason I just decided to throw caution to the winds. I felt good, and I liked this guy, and in just a few short minutes we would pull into port and maybe I would never see him again. So why not take something away from this. Why not do what I’d kind of wanted to do ever since I first set eyes on him.

“Simon,” I said, when next there was a lull in the conversation. I’d been expecting to have to say more, but he turned to me at the sound of his name, looking as though he knew exactly what I wanted. We leaned in towards one another. Close. So close that I could feel that electricity between us again, that spark jumping from his skin to mine and back again.

He smelled good. Like aftershave and smoke. Masculine without being unpleasant. And I could feel his breath on my face for a moment before we kissed. Then we were lost in one another, our lips locked, our tongues pressing against one another, our hands reaching for shoulders, hips. He kissed me urgently, intently, his strong tongue exploring my mouth. I opened my mouth to him. Opened myself to him, shifting closed on the bench so that his hands could rove over my body.

We parted for a second and stared into each other’s eyes. His bright blue gaze burned into me, and a thrill of want surged through me. It was perfect – the two of us there under the stars, surrounded by the sea. Nobody around to see us out here. Nobody in this moment but us.

We kissed again, softer this time, taking the time to luxuriate in each other’s mouths. I turned on the bench to face him and his hands rested on my shoulders for a second before moving lower, squeezing my breasts through my clothes, making me shiver with pleasure. He was confident in his touch, not hesitating for a second. His breath was ragged, quick.

“We don’t have long,” he whispered. Beneath us the boat rocked gently as it cut its way through the water. 

“Then touch me,” I said. And he did. With deft hands he undid the belt of my trousers and reached in and pressed a warm palm against my crotch. I melted into his arms, loving the way his touch sent sparks of pleasure spiralling lazily through me. It was electric. The suddenness of it – the warmth of him in the cold of the night – the beauty of the stars above us – the motion of the boat. It all came together into something glorious and impossible that overloaded my senses.

Simon kissed me on the mouth, and his fingers pulled aside the gusset of my panties, and he rubbed me. Gently and firmly, his fingers sliding on the smooth wet flesh between my legs. It felt so good that I couldn’t help but clutch him, and gasp and moan and writhe. And why not? There was nobody there to hear, nobody there to see. His strong arms held me, and I reached down to find his crotch too, to rub his hardness through his clothes. He was so big. He reached down and fumbled with his belt and, after a moment, released himself. I wrapped my hand around his cock, stunned by the size of it.

“You’re so wet,” he breathed. He sounded awed, and yet still perfectly in control of the situation. “God I want this.” 

“I want this too,” I murmured. Never had I done anything quite as daring, quite as exciting as this. I bit my lip, feeling the pressure build in my belly. I was going to come. There on the deck of the ferry and in the arms of a relative stranger I was going to come. I clutched his cock and pumped harder, feeling him groan in response.

We came at the same time. At exactly the same time. Through the throes of my orgasm I was vaguely aware of the hot stickiness shooting from his cock, coating my hand and sliding warmly down my arm. The sensuous feel of it only increased my own pleasure. My orgasm throbbed powerfully through me – I felt the muscles in my abdomen squeezing and releasing under the pressure of Simon’s hand. I arched my back and clutched him against me. A scream of pleasure burst from my throat; I didn’t hold back.

At last, after both our orgasms had subsided, we fell still. No movement. Only the boat rocking underneath us. No sound. Only the thrum of the engine and the slap of the waves against the hull. Simon held me, and our breath mingled, our bodies still clinched against one another. We kissed again, our lips meeting gently now, lazily. I felt warmth rolling through me. Amazing – how I could feel so connected to a man I barely knew at all.
Eventually, we disentangled ourselves and straightened out our clothes. Simon put his cock back inside his trousers, and I refastened my belt. His come still clung to my wrist and the side of my hand, and I made eye contact with Simon and slowly and deliberately licked it off. The salty taste of his crackled against my tongue, and his silky come slid smoothly down my throat. He tasted wonderful – better than any other man I’d swallowed. He watched me lick up his seed, and then drew me close and kissed again, long and hard as pulled into harbour. We felt the boat shudder as it made contact with land, and then the engine fell silent underneath us.

“We’ve docked,” said Ian. 

I nodded, curled against his chest. I knew what he meant. It was time for us to go our separate ways – I would board my bus, and Simon would make his way to the train station to continue his journey. Maybe – more than likely – we would never see each other again. The thought of leaving without any hope of meeting again filled me with a strange sense of despair. Odd. We had known each other for maybe a couple of hours, and yet it felt as though we’d been together for months.

“Well,” I said at last, drawing away from him. “I suppose it’s time...” 

“Yeah,” said Simon. He was looking at me, intently, his blue eyes burning into me. For a moment I felt like crying. Then he said, “So, Lolita... when will I see you again?”

CHAPTER TWO
Why Long Distance Is Difficult... And Why It’s Good

It is a generally acknowledged fact that long-distance relationships are hard. Indeed, many people are sceptical as to whether long distance relationships can work at all. There’s plenty of evidence that they do, of course, but there’s also no doubt that it takes an exceptional couple of people to make one work.

Long-distance relationships are fundamentally different from standard ones. Physical contact is often less, and sometimes communication between the people involved is restricted too. It’s safe to say that absence not only makes the heart grow fonder, but also tests the bonds between a couple in one of the most extreme ways possible.

To develop and keep alive a long-distance relationship both parties must put in a lot of work. That’s stumbling block number one. It’s easy to believe that a relationship shouldn’t involve work. After all, you might convince yourself, if you were really meant to be together things would surely just flow. You wouldn’t have to put any effort. Every day would be full of sunshine and happiness and not much else. If there’s work involved... well, it’s often all too easy to convince yourself that it must not be worth the effort.

And make no mistake, there is a lot of effort involved. Being part of a long-distance relationship means enduring loneliness, longing and heartache – often for extended periods of time, and often on a regular basis. It means denying yourself some degree of happiness and fulfilment in the short term, in order to build something that will last into the long term. That’s a very difficult thing to do. We, as human beings, are pretty much wired to seek out short term rewards, whilst being blind to the bigger picture.

You only have to do a cursory Google search to find tales of people in long-distance relationships whose lives are filled with pain and longing, and who spend their days pining for their distant significant other. This was seem like an unappealing way to exist – particularly if you’re someone who has only ever had relationships with those physically close to you before. But long-distance relationships – just like any kind of relationship – are not without their payoffs.

In one sense, the pain and longing that each party endures while they are separated is what makes their time spent together so special. “Absence makes the heart grow fonder,” runs the old saying – and it’s something that could not be more true. We are programmed on a deep and fundamental level to want what we cannot have – by being apart from their significant other, people often find that they come to want them more keenly than ever.

Not only that, but it adds a level of drama and intensity to a relationship in a way that simply doesn’t happen in relationships where physical proximity is not an issue. The basic theory is this: dramatic or emotional events, difficult times, struggles and heartaches – when endured successfully – will make you feel much, much closer to the person who you have endured them for. Think about it: couples who endure trauma often end up closer to one another because of it. The same is true with long-distance relationships. Because it is such a difficult thing to do, the people who do so successfully end up deeply and meaningfully connected.

Of course, in order to reap these benefits you must ensure that your relationship survives. Often the course can prove far too tough for many couples. The stresses and strains unique to being distant from one another break them apart. Let there be no mistake: longdistance is hard. But that’s why this guide exists. It’s here to help you keep your relationship happy and healthy. To ensure that you stay close and connected with your partner, no matter how distant from you they may be. To reduce the stress and misery when they’re away, and make sure the time you spend together is the best it possibly can be.

Whether you’re in a long-distance relationship at the moment, soon to be in one, or just interested in the dynamic, read on. I hope that this guide will help you understand just what it is that makes a long-distance relationship so famously difficult – and also so honestly rewarding.

CHAPTER THREE
The First Visit

One of the first things I did when I got to my hostel in Amsterdam was write to Simon. The whole rest of the bus journey had been spent lazing around in a post-orgasmic glow, that made even the cramped confines of the coach bearable, even pleasant. I had thought endlessly of him, unable to wrench my mind onto any other topic. He had got me, well and truly. He was inside my head. And, amazingly, I really didn’t seem to mind.

So, just as soon as I could, I sat down and wrote him a quick note. I kept it light, saying how wonderful it was to meet him, how intense it had been spending just a few hours with him on the deck of the boat. I asked him how the rest of his journey had gone, and if he was settling in well, and closed out with a kiss, and an assurance that I was looking forward to seeing him again – if that was still what he wanted.

At that stage I truly didn’t know whether or not to expect a reply. I figured maybe it was just a casual thing for him. Someone like Simon, I’m sure, picked up women wherever he went. He was attractive, magnetic, well-spoken. I’m sure things like this happened to him all the time. Perhaps by the time he was settled in his apartment in France he wouldn’t even really remember me. But I hoped that he did.

The month that I spent in Amsterdam is something of a haze. I fell in quite quickly with some seriously cool people, and we spent a glorious few weeks travelling around – visiting endless coffee shops, shopping and drinking coffee and sitting by the canals. I took up dancing and perfect my Dutch. It was a wonderful, relaxed adventure to follow on from the manic energy of London. The days blur in my head. One thing that is clear, however, is my correspondence with Simon.

We wrote back and forth every single day. Without fail. I would wake in the morning to find an email from him sitting in my inbox. I would reply then and there before I even got myself breakfast. By lunchtime his second email would almost always have arrived, and a third when he got home. I spent so much time on my phone replying to him that it became a running joke with my newfound friends. They were intrigued by my... well, they didn’t really know what he was. He certainly wasn’t a boyfriend, and to call him my “lover” seemed ridiculous, given that we had been no such thing. And yet it felt very much as though we were entangled in some way. Suffice to say they were interested in finding out as much as they could about him... just as I was!

We talked on the phone at least once a week, usually on a Sunday. We would set a time, and chat over Skype. We always planned for an hour or two, and then ended up talking until three in the morning, yawning, telling each other constantly that we should go to bed... then stubbornly not going to bed. We even sent each other things through the post – little souvenirs. He sent me a little charm containing a grain of rice on which a street artist had written my name. I sent him a lock of my hair.

It was safe to say that we were obsessed with each other. I’ve felt that way about guys before, but to have my feelings returned with such clear enthusiasm was a new experience. It was almost overwhelming. I found myself wondering where he was at all times. What was he doing? Was he thinking of me? Did he miss me in the same intense way I missed him? How long would it be before we saw each other again?

The best thing of all though was that we could talk about these things. Whenever I had a question or a worry, I could always mention it to Simon. Nothing seemed to freak him out. Nothing seemed to rankle him. He was always calm, always in control. And he always knew the exact right thing to say in order to make me feel better.
It’s hard to describe just how much I treasured every little scrap of communication I had with him. I save his emails, hoarded his letters, guarded every little souvenir her sent me with my life. Every single time I checked my inbox and saw an email with his name on it I felt a little swoop of excitement in my chest. It was like being a teenager all over again – and I could scarcely believe how good it felt.

As my time in Amsterdam started coming to an end, we started making plans. We wanted to meet again, of that much we were certain. But at the same time we were cautious too. Our first meeting had been so brief and so wonderful, and it was a thought that haunted my mind that our second might not be so perfect. In fact – it couldn’t be. Nothing could be quite as perfect as our first meeting. So what if it turned out that I wasn’t really that into him at all? What if he wasn’t into me? What if it turned out that – when forced into one another’s company for more than a couple of hours
– we couldn’t actually stand each other?

Nevertheless, we made plans to meet. I would travel to France and stay for five days in his apartment, before continuing my journey to Budapest. He would meet me at the station. We didn’t discuss where I might sleep – we both accepted unspokenly that I would be sleeping his bed. We didn’t discuss practicalities. Not because we were reckless, exactly, but because to us – at that time – practicalities didn’t seem to exist.

Once we’d set a date, I found that time began to drag. My final week in Amsterdam was an emotional one, as I said goodbye to the good friends I’d made during my stay. They would miss me, of course, but they were happy that I was going on to meet the man over whom I’d been mooning for as long as they’d known me. and in between the goodbyes there was plenty of downtime for me to sit and wait and watch the clock, longing for the moment when I would be able to fall once more into Simon’s arms.

At last, the day of my departure arrived. I heaved my heavy backpack onto my back and made my way to the train station. The journey was long and slow. First a train, then a ferry, then another train. It seemed to go on forever. As we sped through the countryside I looked out at the blue of fields and sky beyond the window, and reflected that each moment that passed was bringing me closer to Simon. It was staggering just how much distance there was between us, in fact. Speaking and writing to him so often it sometimes became hard to believe that he was, in fact, thousands of miles away.

The train journey passed slowly, but it passed. And eventually I arrived in Paris. We had agreed to meet on the station concourse, underneath the big clock – a romantic setting that Simon had picked with a roguish grin on his face. My heart was hammering as I made my way through the crowded station. It was strange – the normal excitement of being in a new city was subsumed entirely by my desire to see Simon once again. I had eyes only for him – everything else around me was irrelevant, distant.

I spotted the big clock. And then I spotted Simon beneath it, waiting, hands in pockets, looking a hundred times more casual than I felt. I bounded towards him. I had seen him before he saw me, but he looked up in time to see me approach, and a smile broke out across his face. In the moment before we met, I experienced a brief lightning-bolt moment of doubt. Would we kiss? What if we didn’t? What if, somehow, our time apart had made things different? What if he pulled back, held me at arms-length? To have come all this way, to have invested all this energy only to be turned down now would be the worst injustice of all.

But I needn’t have worried. Simon opened his arms to me, and I fell into his embrace. Our mouths met and we kissed every bit as passionately as we had before. Right there in the middle of a crowded train station we stood and kissed for a good ten minutes, not moving from that one spot, our bodies glued together. I felt already as though I was being pulled towards him once more, my body growing warm and opening up like a flower at his mere touch.

“Oh, Lolita,” he whispered. “You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for this.”
And then he picked up my bag, took my hand in his and lead me off through the station. We walked hand in hand as though we were boyfriend and girlfriend, and it felt so natural and so right that I never wanted to let go. Outside the station he hailed a taxi, slung my bag into the back and then climbed into the backseat with me. We zipped off through the rushing Paris traffic, horns blaring all around us. I wasn’t paying attention though – my focus was entirely on him, and his on me. We kissed deeply all the way back, barely a word passing between us. His hands roved freely over my body, squeezing me through my clothes, reacquainting themselves with the soft flesh they had lest felt so many weeks ago now. The taxi driver watched us in the rear view mirror, but I didn’t care. I didn’t care about anything else, except Simon.

We pulled up at his building. He paid the taxi driver, then lead me in through the big iron gate of a door. It was a old-looking apartment block, with a courtyard and balconies. We climbed to the third floor, and then he let me into his cosy flat. I didn’t spend much time examining it, though, because we were on each other as soon as the door was shut behind us.

We feasted on each other’s flesh. We kissed. We wrestled. We stripped away our clothes until we were stark naked, and then tumbled onto his bed. I wrapped my hand around his cock again, and it felt as natural as holding his hand, as natural as breathing. I squeezed, relishing its thickness and hardness. I wanted it inside of me, and – with my eyes – I told Simon so. First though, I wanted to taste him.

I’d fantasises many times during our weeks apart about what it would be like to go down on Simon. I had tasted his come, and I knew the flavour that was him, knew that his semen would crackle against my lips as though charged with static electricity. I wondered if he would be gentle, though – or if he would drive his cock deep into my throat. I wondered if he would fill my mouth, if his thickness would feel good in my cunt. It was a fun thing to wonder about, and I’d passed many idle hours in exactly that way.

Now I didn’t have to wonder. I knelt on his bed, legs spread wide, his hand stroking gently between my thighs. I hunched my back and took him in my mouth. Deep. As deep as I could. I made a seal around the head of his cock with my lips and sucked firmly, wanting to give him as much pleasure as I could. I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock and tasted that familiar taste, that flavour which I had longed for, dreamed about. I drank it down greedily, and bobbed my head, loving the feel of his thick cock sliding in and out of my mouth. This was a place I’d fantasised about being for hours. And now here I was, enjoying every second of it. Paradise.

It wasn’t long before we switched places, and Simon buried his head between my legs. He was good. Very good. He found my clit with his tongue and circled it, flicked it with the tip, then traced the outer lips of my cunt all the way down and all the way back up. He sucked my clit. He fucked me with his tongue. I was in ecstasy, grabbing handfuls of his bedsheets, arching my back against the mattress, my moans and squeals urging him on.

And then he moved up the bed, kissed me. I spread my legs, and he sunk himself inside. All the way inside, deep. His cock filled me completely, stretching me out. It felt better than any cock I’d experienced before – and how could it not? I’d been waiting for it for a month or more. I clutched him against me, my arms encircling his muscular body. His mouth met mine, and his tongue explored my mouth. I writhed up against him, wanting him deeper still, wanting to feel his thick cock twitching inside me.

I came as soon as he started to move. His body, his eyes staring directly into mine, his scent, the lingering taste of his cock on my lips... It was all too much. I felt the pressure building, and then it overflowed and I shuddered against the bed, my muscles spasming and my eyes rolling back in my head as my orgasm rolled through me like a thunderstorm. Simon held me the entire time, his breath hot in my ear, his cock thrusting deep into my cunt. It was all that I could have asked for.

He came soon after me. When he did I was still floating on the cloud of my first orgasm. The world felt as though it was far away, and the only real things in it were me, Simon and the bed on which we lay. I felt his cock harden and twitch inside of me, felt him groan into my neck. The next thing I knew he was emptying into me, his warmth flooding me, tingling through me. The feelings of pleasure in my abdomen redoubled, and I found myself coming again, harder than before. So hard I was certain that I was on the verge of losing consciousness.

Then, at last, it was over. He lay on top of me for a long time, his head on my breast, his breathing slowly returning to normal. I could hear and feel his heartbeat, and his hair tickled my collarbone. It felt beyond wonderful to lie there, my arms entangled with his. It was the place that I had been longing for – the place that I had missed without ever actually having been there before.

CHAPTER FOUR
The Importance of Communication

Communication is a term that gets thrown around a lot these days. We’re told constantly about the importance of communicating clearly and well in our jobs, our relationships and our day to day lives. People run courses on communication, and quite often problems are said to find their root in a lack of it. But what actually does it mean to communicate? And what, in particular, does it mean in the context of a long-distance relationship.

Within a regular relationship communication takes many forms. There is the functional business that couples engage in of working out when they are going to see each other next, or what plans they’re going to make for dinner. Then there’s also the little day to day communications – funny stories from work, news about family and friends. These little snippets are often passed from one partner to the other – not to inform, particularly, but because they know their partner cares about and is interested in the minutiae of their life, and they want to share it in order to bring them closer together. There’s also often more serious communication, when one partner in a couple takes a moment to tell the other what they’re thinking or feeling, to ask for support, or offer it. Perhaps even to admonish or highlight a need that they think their partner is unaware of.

These different kinds of communication happen in a huge number of different ways. Couples in a regular relationship usually see each other and talk face to face fairly often, but they may also use phonecalls, text messages, emails and so on to stay in touch. All these things represent different channels of communication for a couple in a regular relationship.
In a long-distance relationship, of course, some of these channels are restricted or unavailable. It is, in fact, most often face to face contact that is difficult to achieve within a long-distance relationship. Other means such as phonecalls can also be difficult or impossible depending on the relative locations of the two people and what places and conditions they find themselves in. Because of this reduced range of communication options, it can often be quite difficult to fulfil all of the type of communication described above. It may not be possible to share the little details of your lives if you aren’t able to speak everyday – or it might be difficult to discuss an issue that is bothering one of you if the only medium through which you can converse is email.

But just because communication is more difficult in a longdistance relationship, it isn’t any less important. It still forms the bedrock of the relationship – good communication will lead to a relationship that lasts and blossoms over time. A lack of communication will mean the opposite – as soon as you hit any kind of difficult territory the relationship will likely crumble and fail. It is more important than most people realise to find a way to talk, to stay in touch, to share the little details of your life with your significant other.

The reason for this is simple: talking can often be difficult, and you need to practice it. Indeed, you need to practice it with each new person that you’re in a relationship with. It’s part of getting to know them. By learning how to talk to them about yourself, your needs, your wants, your feelings, your limits, you goals, your dreams... by learning the kind of language that means something to them, you will learn better how to talk to them whenever it might be important to do so. You will learn to talk to them about the difficult things that it is sometimes necessary to discuss in a relationship. And you will learn how to understand them better too 
– how to read into what they say and work out what they’re feeling.

This simply isn’t a thing that you can do cold. You must communicate. Too many relationships fail in ways that the people involved simply don’t understand. They know only that something went wrong, but when it comes to pinpointing exactly what that was they’re often mystified. This is indicative of a lack of communication. When you talk, simply put, you come to understand your partner – and this is something that is even more important in long-distance relationships than it is in regular ones.

It is pleasing to note that sometimes distance can work to your advantage. If you are kept apart, able to communicate only by phone, then you are often left with very little else to do but talk. Particularly in the early days of a relationship the physical desire can be overwhelming, and it’s easy to lose yourself in the sex and talk about little else. When you have only a phone line between you, you can often be forced into talking, into discovering each other in ways that you would never have done if you happened to be in the same room. Yes, it’s frustrating to be apart from your partner – but there are positive to the situation that it’s worth remembering.

Of course, the opposite is also sometimes the case. Almost everyone finds themselves living increasingly busy lives these days, and sometimes it can be difficult to remember to make time and space for someone who isn’t physically present. The constant demands of work, friends and family can often seem more pressing that someone who is on the other side of the world. It’s easy to let life interfere.

Remember though that you are building a relationship, and if you fail to put in time and energy – fail to take the time to communicate – then the relationship you build will be shaky at best.

In order to ensure good communication, here are some rules to follow. Firstly, make some time each day to talk to your partner. This can be just fifteen minutes, or it could be several hours – it all depends on how much time you have available, and how much you feel you can give. Whether it be a quick text message or an email or a phonecall, there needs to be some form of communication that happens every day.
But the everyday stuff is not the end of it. I suggest that you also set up some kind of weekly routine. This should be a more significant means of communication that you don’t normally do on a daily basis. Perhaps a chat over Skype, or perhaps sitting down and writing a letter. Whatever it is, make it significant, and dedicate some decent time to it – at least an hour or so.

If you can’t manage the kind of daily (or even weekly) communication as prescribed above for reasons beyond your control there’s still things you can do. One idea is to write down all the little things that you’d like to tell your partner – the things you would talk to them about if you talked to them everyday. That way, when you finally do get to talk to them, you have a list of things that you know you wanted to share. You partner doesn’t miss out on the minutiae of your life, and is able to feel close to you despite their distance.

All methods of communication are valid, but it’s important not to let things become routine. Perhaps you talk via text message every day, and then by Skype once a week. Be sure to break this routine up once in a while: send them a letter or a parcel. Send them pictures by email. Message them on Facebook, or even pick up the phone in the middle of the week and give them a call.

Modern technology has made it easier than ever to communicate across long distances, but that doesn’t mean that doing is not still hard. Keeping a person alive in your thoughts and forefront in your memory is just as tricky as ever it was, particularly when they’re not present.

There are so many interesting ways to communicate with your partner if you use your imagination. Diaries are one of my favourite. Trade notebooks with your partner every time you meet
– they can read your diary and catch up on what they missed and vice versa. You can also keep a kind of online journal – either using blogging software or a shared Dropbox online that only the two of you can access. Write in the journal regularly, and it will become a wonderful tool for communicating, as it gives your partner intimate access to the daily goings on of your life. Little ritual like there are things that will bring you closer, and they’re more important than you might ever possibly estimate. It may seem trivial sometimes to spend so much time simply telling your partner about your day, simply listening to them. It may even seem frustrating to spend so much time talking to them when they are out of your reach – but as I said before, remember this: you’re building something with them. This is not wasted time. This is time spent growing closer, coming together, making your relationship stronger and better than it ever would be otherwise.

One final note – make sure there’s more to the conversation you share than just how much you miss each other. It can be all too easy to focus on the negative side of things – the pain of being apart and the heartbreak of loneliness. It’s important to talk about these things, of course, but spare some time for the positive as well, and make sure you always part with a smile.

CHAPTER FIVE Missing Him

That first visit ended up lasting two whole weeks. Simon put off returning to work, and I put off my trip to Budapest. I didn’t even mind. I was in love, totally and utterly. We spent the majority of each day in bed with one another, making love and talking and making love again. Occasionally one of us would get dressed and run down to the shop at the bottom of the street for food. And there were a couple of days when we ventured outside to wander the parks and galleries of the city, holding hands and kissing at every opportunity. But for the most part we fucked like rabbits, and I enjoyed every single minute of it.

It couldn’t go on forever though. Simon had to return to work, and I had to carry on with my travels. I had only six months, and I knew that I would regret it if I spent the whole thing in Paris, loved up as I was. I would never manage to get another sabbatical – if I wanted to see the world then now was my chance.

So off I went. Simon came to the train station to bid me a fond (even tearful) farewell, and we kissed and cuddled for so long that I almost missed my train.

Budapest was amazing – from the moment I arrived until the moment I left it was nothing but one amazing adventure. It was certainly the most explorable city that I’d ever stayed in, from the massive bath houses to the winding streets, to the museums and galleries. It was a blast. Just like Amsterdam, I quickly made friends with the people staying in my hostel – but unlike Amsterdam, nobody seemed to be staying for as long as I was. New friends came and went on a regular basis, and the list of pen pals I’d made grew to twice the size it had been before. Simon came at the very top of that list however. He came at the top of every list. No matter where I was or what I was doing, he was never far from my mind. And, to my delight, it seemed that I was never far from his. We kept writing to each other, just as we had done before, and I spent many late nights sitting up talking to him on Skype in the hostel kitchen until the small hours of the morning.

It wasn’t long before we’d arranged another visit. At the end of my time in Budapest I went back to Paris again, and spent another blissful week in his company. He wasn’t able to get as much time off work this time around, but I didn’t mind. I spent my days wandering the streets, calling into cafes and bookshops, awaiting the hour when he would return. Our evenings were spent making love and talking and kissing until our lips were numb.

After a thoroughly blissful week though, it was time for me to take my leave once more. I hopped on a plane to Poland, and spent a month there, exploring, visiting memorials and drinking with locals.

That was the pattern that ruled the rest of my sabbatical. I would travel on to my next destination, and – after a month or so there – drop back to Paris and visit Simon. I came to think of his little apartment as something like home; the place to which I would always return. My base. My visits became such a certain occurrence that I even left some of my stuff there with him when I went to Scandinavia. I trusted him to look after it, and I knew that I would be going back.

Whenever we were apart we talked as often as we could, and traded messages constantly. Whenever we were together we spent every spare moment we had touching, kissing, talking. We ate together, we slept together... we even showered together. It felt as though – because we knew we would soon have to part again – we wanted to get as much time in close contact with one another as we could, whilst we had the chance.

It was a happy time in my life. An ecstatic time, even. I had so few worries and so much joy in my life. Every week brought new discoveries as I made my way around Europe. And every month brought some more time with Simon, growing closer and closer with each visit. I looked forward to seeing him so much it was almost a physical ache. It was safe to say that I was in love.

And that was all very well and good – at least until the end of my sabbatical. I knew that it was coming, and I could see my return to work looming on the horizon. It scared me. Things, I knew, would have to change. My holiday in Europe would be over – and perhaps my relationship with Simon too. We talked at length about it – how difficult it would be to maintain a long-distance relationship, how painful it would be to be separated for so much of the time. It seemed as though some golden and glowing time in my life was quickly coming to an end. I wanted to keep it, to preserve it for as long as possible, but I knew that was a vain and hopeless dream.

One day, during one of my visits to Paris, Simon held me on his bed. We had just finished making love, and we were still panting, exhausted, sweat slickly coating our skins. I held his arm, clutching him as close to me as I could get him. I wanted to stay that way forever. Simon cuddled me against himself, and whispered in my ear: “Lolita?”

“Yeah?”
“I want to try.” He swallowed. “No matter how difficult it might be, I want to try.” 

I rolled over, surprised by the seriousness in his voice. I knew at once what he was talking about, however, and I felt something within me threatening to break. “You really mean it?” I asked.

“Of course,” he said, and kissed me on the mouth. I kissed back, and then pulled away. 

“Then I want to try too,” I said. And that was that. The decision was made. When the time came and I went back to Australia we would carry on. We would write and talk and somehow – we were determined – somehow make it work.
Well, time ticked on, and the date of my return to Australia came around sooner than either of us were expecting. Once more we said a tearful goodbye – this time at the airport. And this time too as I turned to walk away from him I felt a terrible wrenching sensation in my chest. It seemed impossibly cruel that I was going to travel so far away from the man loved. I wanted nothing more than to stay there with him forever – but I knew that was impossible.

And so I boarded the plane, and flew back to Sydney, and returned to my neglected little apartment. I dusted things down, tidied up, paid my bills and picked up where I’d left off six months ago. I returned to the life I’d left, but even as I did so it felt as though I’d left some vital part of me behind in Europe.

Still, there was no time to mope. I had to pick up where I’d left off. I started teaching again, and got back in touch with the friends and colleagues I’d left behind six months ago. It was odd at first, but things very quickly fell into a routine. School is such a regimented and scheduled place to spend your days, and my time spent travelling quickly started to seem far behind me.

I stayed in touch with Simon, of course. That was one thing that didn’t diminish with time. We wrote back and forth just as often, and called each other every single day. The greater distance between us seemed to only have intensified the longing we felt for one another to the point that it was almost unbearable. I’d find myself speculating about him in idle moments during the day. Strange to think that he was almost literally on the other side of the world from me. My day was his night. His night my day. This time difference often meant that one or other of us had to stay up obscenely late to take a call, but we didn’t care. It was worth it to us.

We made plans for him to visit me again. Because my breaks were relatively short, and he could take time off from work whenever he wished it made sense to do things that way around. I was also keen to show him my home city, and introduce him to Australian life. The soonest we’d be able to manage a meeting was the end of term though, and that was months away.
I missed him like fire. I’d find myself turning over in the middle of the night, seeking out his warm and reassuring presence beside me 
– only to find that there was nobody there to hold me. I was, of course, on my own. I found myself wanting nothing more than to hear his voice at the oddest points of the day – at lunchtime I would long to speak to him. The evening phonecall would often seem impossibly distant.

The physical longing was awful as well. My desire for him didn’t wane in the slightest, and I was horny all the time. I touched myself often, and gave myself an orgasm every night after my phonecall with Simon. It helped only a little though. Y own touch was no substitute for what Simon could give me... what he would give me when we eventually met again. I felt constantly frustrated, constantly wanting. My dreams were filled with fantasies of him in a hundred different forms.

I still remember the first time we had sex over Skype. It was something we’d talked about before, but only jokingly. But then, on this particular occasion, we ended up discussing just how horny we were. Both of us, it turned out, were gasping to touch one another. I felt like pawing at the screen in frustration.

“Why not touch yourself?” said Simon. “For me? It would turn me on so much to see you come.” 

“Are you sure?” I said, hesitantly. I was certain that I would look terrible under the harsh eye of the webcam, but Simon was smiling at me.

“I’ll do it too,” he said. And he stripped off his shirt. I pulled off my clothes too, and settled naked in front of the fish-eye of the camera. I saw Simon’s eyes flick down towards my breasts, and I used one hand to stroke and squeeze myself there. He shifted in his seat, one hand reaching between his legs. His cock, I knew, would be full and erect. I brought to mind the feel of it in my hand, the taste of it in my mouth, filling me. I licked my lips, reached down between my own legs and started to stroke myself in gently circles.

“Talk to me,” said Simon. “Tell me you want me.”
“So much,” I murmured, my voice husky with want. “I dream about you, Simon. I dream that you’re touching me and it feels so good.”

“Me too,” he said in a low voice. “I can’t stop remembering the way it felt when you took me in your mouth.” He started stroking himself a little faster, and I matched his pace. “The way it felt when I slid my cock inside you. You get so wet, Lolita. So tight. You feel so good wrapped around my cock.”

“Oh, Simon. You make me wet. Even now.” I paused for a moment to lick my fingers, relishing the taste of my own sweet juices there. “I want to feel you fucking me. Hard and rough and long. Oh, Simon!”

We stroked ourselves. I gripped the edge of my desk, looked into Simon’s eyes. Imagined that he was right there in the room with me, holding me in his strong arms, pinning me against his powerful body. It would feel so good to just be held by him like that. Even better to have his confident had between my legs, stroking and teasing me. I could feel my orgasm building. I thought back to that first night we had been together, under the stars, out in the rain on the deck of the ferry. He was as beautiful then as he was now.

“I’m going to come, Lolita,” he said, his voice tight and urgent. “I’m going to come for you.” 

“Me too,” I cried. “Me too. Oh, oh, oh.” And then my orgasm washed through me like a tidal wave. It was all I could do to stay in my chair. It was powerful, neverending, each spasm more complete than the last. I gripped the edge of the desk and bit my lip and pushed my fingers deep inside me, imagining that they were Simon’s cock.

Through the haze of my pleasure I saw Simon’s face take on the faraway look that often accompanies the male climax. I watched him avidly, knowing that his cock was twitching and spurting in his hand, longing to feel his thick hot come spatter against my skin, cling to me like liquid love. I watched the pleasure visible in his expression and lusted for it. His joy was my joy, and mine his. At last, after what seemed like an age, our orgasms were over. We sat there, staring at each other through the lens of the camera. It felt very much like lying beside him in bed after fucking – the same quiet atmosphere – our breathing returning to normal as we rested. The same sense of post-coital bliss spreading slowly through me like water through cloth.

The only thing that wasn’t perfect about the moment was that he was on the other side of the world. We were so far apart – and far from falling asleep in his arms, I would have to end tonight by killing the connection between us and climbing into my own cold bed. Alone and separated from the man I loved. It seemed like such a cruel thing in that moment, to have to pull away from him so. It was so unfair that he wasn’t there, that he couldn’t be there. It felt as though a piece of myself was lost and marooned far from home, and it filled me with anxiety not to know exactly when I would see him again.

But there would be time to talk about that later. For now we simply sat there, watching each other through the camera. Breathing. Smiling. Letting our bodies settle once more. “That was amazing,” I said after a while.

“Amazing,” Simon agreed. “I can’t wait to touch you again, Lolita.” 

“I can’t wait to be touched,” I said. Then I paused. “You know that I love you, Simon, don’t you? You know that I’d go crazy without you.”

He nodded soberly, as though he’d known all along. “I know,” he said. “I feel the same.” 

And that was all there was to say that night. Nothing more that could be achieved with words. We stayed in each other’s company for a little longer, and then when sleep started coming over me we said goodbye and I killed the connection before crawling into bed.

It was hard sometimes. Terribly hard. I’d find myself missing him so much sometimes that I’d start to cry almost entirely without reason. I’d find myself missing him so much it was like a physical ache – a pain in my stomach that simply wouldn’t abate. And then, every so often, doubt would consume me. We lived so far apart – our lives were so separate – surely we could never make this work. Surely it wouldn’t be long before it all fell apart. And then where would I be? I meant what I had said to him – without Simon I would be lost and devastated. Sometimes though it seemed as though that was the only possible way that this all could end.

It was, in short, a rollercoaster. Intense joy followed by intense pain. Sadness and loneliness and loss alongside happiness and delight and longing in equal measure. It was hard to bear sometimes, it really was. And yet I endured it, for Simon. I loved him, and as such I didn’t really have any other choice.

CHAPTER SIX
Fighting Temptation At Home

Jealousy and desire are two of the biggest killers of long-distance relationships that exist in the world today. Much as we might like to, we as human being cannot simply switch off our need for sex, love and affection, and only switch it on again when our significant other is able to visit. We get lonely. We get horny. We want company – a warm body to sleep beside us at night and a pair of arms to hold us during the day.

When your pair of warm arms is on the other side of the globe, however, it can sometimes be terribly tempting to find solace in someone who is much more physically close to you. The instinct is understandable. Whether it’s a one-night stand, a secret admirer or more – the need for someone with whom you can engage, who you can touch and kiss and hold is undeniable.

Indeed, desires are often stronger within a long-distance relationship than they are without of one. If you are single, unattached and not regularly having sex it is easy to get used to not having physical contact. You – for want of a better term – don’t really know what you are missing; certainly your body is not switched on to the stimuli that it is living without. Therefore it is relatively easy to resist temptation, to go without. When, however, you do have a distant lover it can be nigh-on impossible to fight against your own desires. Your body is switched on – you have desires, longings, need and wants. Maybe you are actively in a state of arousal. It can be many times more frustrating to be unable to have sex, touch or intimacy when in a long-distance relationship than when single and unattached.

The problem of what to do about this is one that faces every couple in a long-distance relationship. Communication is the key to cracking the problem, of course. By talking it out a solution can almost always be found , trust can be built and the problem – which might have seemed insurmountable when faced alone – can be tacked by you together as a couple.

Solutions range from the practical to the more intangible. Some couples are confident and secure enough to simply have an open relationship. Each partner is able to pursue the sex and affection that they so sorely need in order to keep themselves happy whilst their other is away. Their connection is kept strong and maintained throughout, but they are free to ease their frustrations. This is an excellent solution – as it means that each individual is happier, calmer and more able to approach their main relationship in a positive frame of mind. It is, however, not for everyone. Indeed many couple absolutely cannot tolerate the thought of one another sleeping with anyone else. For some even sharing affection with another is off the table. And that’s absolutely fine. For some people a little jealousy and a little possessiveness is a healthy and positive way of showing that you want your partner.

The alternative for these couples is to really work together to build trust between themselves. Their faith in one another will need to be absolute. It’s not just that they have to keep themselves from straying – even when temptation is constantly placed in their path 
– but they must each learn to implicitly trust the other, and have confidence that their partner will not cheat on them, deceive them or lie to them about what happens when they are away.

I want to be emphatic at this point. Trust must be based on trust. Paranoia is not healthy in any relationship. If the only way you can feel confident that your partner is not cheating on you is by checking their diary, or paging through their phone – then you simply do not trust them. Your relationship is doomed to fail. Trust is a completely different animal. It means taking someone at their word even in the absence of any evidence or proof. It means that you believe that they love you enough not to want to hurt you, and that you don’t mind showing it.

But how to achieve this level of trust? If you’ve never really had to trust anyone who was apart from you for a significant length of time before it can seem daunting. It’s all too easy to let your imagination run away with itself, and to conjure up all sorts of crazy scenarios that might be happening while you aren’t there. The solution, however, is simple – in fact, I’ve already said ti once in this guide. You must talk. You must communicate. And you must do it a lot.

Trust comes with communication not just because – by talking to one another – you learn to tell when your partner is being honest and when they are trying to obscure something, but also because you become more tightly bonded together by talking and sharing your lives. This in itself makes it less likely that a partner will stray, and more likely that you’ll be able to have the kinds of difficult conversations that are necessary when managing feelings like jealousy or doubt.

I said before that jealousy is healthy, sometimes. And that is true, but it’s important to remember that too much jealousy strays into the unhealthy. It’s all about trust – remember that. If you find yourself experiencing painful levels of doubt, or becoming so jealous of your partner that you simply can’t trust them, then it’s time to sit down and talk. Like grown-ups.

If you can, try to make sure that there are no taboo topics between you and your partner. Make it normal to talk about sex, about love, about your feelings for each other. And make it normal too to talk about any feelings of frustration, jealousy, desire or doubt you might be feeling. If you never talk about these things normally it can become an impossible task to even begin to mention them – whereas if they’re a normal part of your conversational repertoire it’s relatively light work to bring them up for discussion whenever you need to do so. And believe me when I say being able to discuss them will help you out immensely in the long term.

Make your desire for each other and your feelings of longing a shared thing, something that you face together as a team rather than separately. Be honest too about your feelings. It’s all too common for neither party in a relationship to really articulate how they feel. As a result the two people involved have no idea that their feelings are returned, and the relationship fails simply through a lack of emotional maturity and communication. Make the distance between you a thing that you share the burden of. It will, I guarantee, be easier to deal with when you face it together rather than alone.

One final note – and this may be a difficult subject for some people. If the worst happens – if you stray, or if your partner cheats on you – be ready to admit to it, to talk about it as necessary. It’s easy to decide that unfaithfulness means the end of a relationship, but the simple fact is that we are all human. We make mistakes. We have wants and needs that we struggle to fulfil. Sometimes people will stray, and it is often not through a lack of love or care.

When and if it happens, it is up to you to decide what to do about it, how to react. You can throw it all in and give up. Or you can accept what has happened and try to move on. By being in a longdistance relationship at all you’ll already have put an exceptional amount of energy into building your relationship, into keeping it alive despite the distance. Is it worth throwing all the that away over a slip or a mistake?

That said, of course, the converse is also true. If one partner is consistently cheating on the other, then there is something very serious that needs to be addressed. We make mistakes, yes, but to make them over and over again is not a sustainable model for a happy relationship. Be prepared to talk about it. And be ready to accept the fact that many long-distance relationships fail specifically for this reason. It’s a hard fact, but it’s one that I make no apologies for. By accepting it, and preparing yourself you can help yourself process it should it happen – and ensure that you don’t end up blaming yourself or your partner if it does. Similarly, by communicating well with your partner, by sharing your life and your thoughts and your feelings, and by putting energy and commitment into the relationship, you can also help ensure that it doesn’t happen in the first place.

CHAPTER SEVEN
A Blissful Visit

Though it was only three months from when I arrived back in Australia to Simon’s first visit, it seemed like years. The time stretched out before me like a prison sentence, and each day passed agonisingly slowly as I waited, fretted, dreamed of his embrace. When the end of term rolled around and it was finally only a few more days until he arrived I could scarcely believe it. It was kind of excitement I hadn’t felt since I was a tiny child waiting for Christmas.

AS the date of his visit approached my life became a frenzy of activity. Our messages to each other became shorter, but more urgent too. I could tell that he was as excited to see me as I was to see him. We spoke frequently of what it would be like when we met – the explosive energy of our coming together. The night before he was due to fly I simply couldn’t sleep at all. I lay awake for hours, watching the ceiling of my room, waiting for sleep to come.

It did, eventually, and when it did it brought dreams of him. I saw him wandering through my house, and I saw him wandering through my life. My early life, before I even knew him. I was at school, and there was Simon. I was making my way through college, and there was Simon. I was feeling lost and alone during my first tentative few days as a teacher, and there was Simon. He was always hovering at the periphery of things, watching. I woke from that dream smiling. I love the idea that Simon had been there all my life – that we had always been destined for each other.

My smile quickly disappeared though, and was replaced by the same slight anxiety I felt every time I was due to see him. There was urgency there – a desperate desire to see him and touch him and talk to him as soon as humanly possible. But there was also worry. What if this time was the last? What if I went to the airport and he never turned up? What if his plane crashed or he missed his flight or any number of other terrible fates had befallen him.

As per usual though, I didn’t need to worry. In fact, by the time I arrived at the airport and found the right terminal he had already landed. I waited for him in the arrivals hall along with all the other anxious people, and when I saw him emerge from the gate I couldn’t help but shriek and run to greet him. He welcomed me with a hug, before kissing me deeply. I inhaled his scent and hugged his strong frame against myself. Here he was, the same old Simon as ever he was.

“Hey there,” he murmured into my hair. “Hey. It’s okay. I’m here now.” 

I don’t think we stopped touching the entire way home. I had him now, and I never wanted to let him go. He was tired from his flight, but glowing with pleasure at seeing me, at our being reunited. He held me tight during the taxi ride back to my apartment, and just as soon as we were in the door we were ripping off each other’s clothes. It was all so gloriously pleasurable and wonderfully familiar. His cock nestled in my hand as though the one was made for the other. I stroked his hard length and then sank to my knees and sated myself with the taste of him. It was just as I had remembered. Better even. I sucked his cock as though my life depended on it, and he came in my mouth within minutes. I swallowed him down, greedily drinking his salty sweet fluid while he stroked my hair and crooned my name.

“That... that was amazing,” he said, as I held his softening cock in my mouth and gave it a few final gentle sucks. “I’ve been waiting so long to feel you do that.”

Then it was my turn. Simon pushed me down onto my own bed, and I grabbed a pillow and squeezed it tight against me as he licked and tongued and feasted between my legs. I’d missed his tongue. I’d missed his body. And I’d been needing the touch of a man for weeks now. I came almost quicker than he had, and when I did I felt my whole body convulse. Wetness flooded from me in a rush, dampening my bedsheets. I felt myself squeezing and releasing, felt my own wet come dripping down my legs. It was incredible. It was the first time I’d come like that – certainly the first time I’d squirted. The pleasure was more intense than anything I’d anticipated. It left me dizzy, gasping, writhing on the bed.

By the time I’d even halfway recovered from the sweeping power of my orgasm, Simon was ready to go again. He climbed on top of me and hooked one of my knees with his elbow, lifting it up so that it was almost by my shoulder. I was wet - dripping wet - and ready. I looked him right in the eye – so good to see him there in front of me, real, live, in the flesh.

“Please, Simon,” I said. “Fuck me. Hard. I want to feel it.” 

He wasted no time at all in complying with my request. First he sank his cock in deep, all the way, so that his body rested against mine and his breath mingled with my breath. Then he drew it almost all the way out and slammed it home again, making me squeal with a mix of pleasure and surprise. He kept fucking me like that – long hard, rapid strokes, each of which took my breath away. He bucked into me faster and faster until his rhythm became frantic, and I arched my back against the bed, my whole body tingling and sparking with pleasure. Each thrust took me higher, increasing my arousal, taking me closer and close to another brink.

His hand entangled itself in my hair and tightened, and pinned me down against the bed. He drove into me, harder than before, so hard that his breath was ragged. Sweat slicked our skin and we moaned and cried out in unison. He was fucking me in earnest now, out of control, animal, releasing the lust within him that had been pent up for so long.

I came explosively, my cunt tightening around his cock, my body spasming against his. Our mouths locked and we kissed frantically as I came, my whole body feeling as though it was tightening and releasing, floating, swimming. I was insensible with pleasure, barely able to move or think or speak. And then, at the height of my climax, Simon came too. I felt his cock twitch, harden, the tremors running through him from his feet to the tip of his head. He groaned, so high his voice was almost a whisper, and then I felt himself emptying into me. I actually felt each individual spurt, his hot come filling me, setting things tingling and squeezing in my abdomen. He pumped into me, eagerly and fully. He drove deep. He went still.

For a long time after our the climax, we lay still, his cock still inside me I could feel it slowly going soft. His body going soft too as his muscles relaxed, as the breath left his lungs. He was becoming slow and gentle and relaxed. He didn’t withdraw. He stayed inside of me. I wanted him never to withdraw. If I could have kept some tiny part of him inside me always, I would have done. The sensation of being filled, of being satisfied – it was everything I’d ever wanted. I didn’t know how I’d managed to live without it for so long.

We held each other and kissed, long and deep. His tongue felt as good in my mouth as his cock felt snug inside my cunt. I welcomed him – his tongue and his cock, his spit and his come. I would take everything that he gave me and draw it into myself, absorb it, let it become part of me.

At last, we parted. He drew his softening cock from me and we lay together on the bed, soft in one another’s embrace. Our breathing slowed. Our heartbeats settled, and we held each other close. After so long apart I clung to him like a drowning woman to a lifebelt. I would, I promised myself, never ever let him go.

That was the first of many wonderful sessions we shared in the bedroom that fortnight. As ever, we were inseparable, making love hard and often until my cunt was so sore that it almost hurt to touch. And yet I didn’t want to stop - it was too delicious. I wanted to gorge myself on him while I had him. I wanted to fuck enough to last a month or a year, even if it hurt, even if it burned.

Simon himself was insatiable. In one evening he must have come five or six times. And no sooner had we finished fucking when he was ready to go again, his cock hard, that hungry expression on his face. I loved it – loved that he wanted always to devour me, not just once but again and again.

We didn’t just fuck. There was more to his visit than that – we went walking in the city and I showed him my favourite pubs and bars. He met a few of my colleagues from work, and we went dancing as well – writhing next to him on the dancefloor, our clothes soaked with sweat was very nearly as sexy as making love anyway. We went to the beach too, and laid out into the sun until both of us were tanned a deep, rich brown.

But whenever we were alone together we would fuck. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other – our sexual appetites fuelled by a sense of urgency, by the knowledge that Simon’s visit was fleeting, that we had to cram in as much as we could during the limited time we had together.

And it was a very limited time. We had only little more than a fortnight together, and the end seemed to come more quickly that I possibly could have anticipated. It seemed that Simon had scarcely stepped off the plane when we were getting ready to say goodbye to one another. He was packing his bag and booking a taxi to the airport for tomorrow morning when I burst out crying.

I don’t know what brought it on. I guess it was just the fact that he was going, that I was going to be on my own again, that I was to be plunged back into the loneliness from which he had so briefly rescued me. But also it was the fact that I didn’t see an end to it. He lived in France, and I lived in Australia. With our jobs there was no way that either of us could move. We were stuck, destined to be kept apart forever – and it was hard. Why did it have to be so hard? In that painful moment it all seemed terribly unfair.

Simon gathered me up in his arms and hushed me and stroked my hair. He said all of the right things, comforted me, made me feel better. He soothed my heart. The tears dried up, and we cuddled, then fell asleep in one another’s arms that night. Even when the crying had stopped, however, I couldn’t shake what I knew deep down in my heart – that I couldn’t keep doing this. That I love him, and that I needed to be with him, and that I couldn’t handle having a lover who lived somewhere on the other side of the globe.

CHAPTER EIGHT
Planning for the Future

In the beginning stages of a long-distance relationship it is quite important not to think too much about the future. This advice may seem to run contrary to a lot of conventional relationship advice we are constantly told to consider the future, work out where a relationship is going, and plan what our ultimate goal is: marriage? Kids? A family? But as far as a long-distance relationship goes, it’s absolutely crucial that you don’t focus too much on it.

Why is this? Well, quite often in their opening months longdistance relationships may not seem to have much of a future. The relationship in question may have formed between two people who live in different area of the world, thousands of miles apart. In order for the relationship to succeed in the conventional sense (IE
– to last for many years and result in a marriage or other civil partnership) it would require one of the partners to give up large parts of their life and emigrate permanently to another country. Think about: is that the kind of thing you would do to someone you’d only just met?

Most people would say that it is not. But ask yourself the same question about someone you might have known for five or six years – someone who’s a huge part of your life, and with whom you have a bond that it will be hard, if not impossible, to replicate with anyone else.

That’s the difficult thing about long-distance relationships. Ultimately some sacrifice needs to be made, and in order to want to make a sacrifice the people involved need to know that there’s something worth sacrificing for. In order for that level of bond to develop, there’s one very important ingredient. Time. Time brings you closer to your partner, and helps you understand what they might be worth to you. It is only after at least a little time that you (or anyone) is able to make the kind of decision that a longdistance relationship often requires.

Try to make that decision early on, when you barely know your partner, and when you haven’t shared enough experience to know that the sacrifice will be worthwhile – there’s only one conclusion you can really come to in that instance. And that’s how a lot of long-distance relationships end: one or other of the people involved decide that it’s not worth the heartache, nor the risk - and pull back, become emotionally distant, eventually break up the relationship. The saddening thing is that, given the chance, the relationship might well have developed into something that would absolutely have been worth the trouble.

For this reason it’s crucial that in the early stages of the relationship, you don’t think too much about the future, or question too rigorously where the relationship is heading. This can be a difficult thing to hold back on, but it’s important. Conventional relationships aren’t subject to the kind of pressures that often break apart long-distance relationships. Unfortunately you can’t escape these pressures, but you can mitigate them by – for a few months at least – setting questions about the future aside and simply letting the relationship develop naturally and happily.

There will, of course, come a time when you do have to think about where your relationship is going. Every pairing is different, and it’s really not possible to put a timeline on when this moment may come. Safe to say you will recognise it when it arrives – especially if you’re communicating honestly and openly with your partner.

When that time does come, honesty is a must. Let your partner know what it is that you want, and how you envisage the relationship panning out in the future. Let them know how you feel about them, and exactly what they mean to you. Share with them everything – the heartbreak you feel during their absence as well as the happiness you experience when you’re with them. Give them everything you can – after all, you’d want nothing less from them. And then – this is the difficult part – get ready to make some sacrifices. If you’re serious about the relationship and want it to last, then it may be that you’ll have to give up some of what you want. Certainly compromise is important in any relationship, but in a long-distance one, more so. Prepare yourself for the fact, too, that the sacrifices you might have to make will be big ones. They might affect your entire lifestyle, your work, your future, your career.

That said, by this time, you’ll have been able to experience the relationship. You’ll have backed off, talked honestly with your partner, shared your life with them, and given your pairing a chance to develop and grow. You will be able to honestly evaluate whether your partner is worth enough to you to make the necessary sacrifices, or to request of them that they do the same.

This is the essence of a long-distance relationship. You must allow it to grow if you wish it to happen at all, but you also must be realistic, and at some stage make a tough decision about the future, and what you plan to do. It’s a difficult balance, and one that not many couples can negotiate. It is not for no reason that longdistance relationships are famously difficult, but ask anyone who is a successful one and they will tell you the same thing: that they are absolutely worth the time and energy and sacrifice that they require.

CHAPTER NINE
How It All Ended

I rode with Simon in the taxi to the airport tomorrow, feeling as though I was on my way to my own execution. I knew that I would cry. I knew that the moment he was gone from me I would fee empty and desolate. I knew that I wouldn’t want to go home to my lonely little flat. And it all seemed, in that moment, so terribly hopeless. How many more times could we do this before the pain became too much? How much more of this heartache could I endure before one or other of us decided we’d had enough.

I managed to hold back the tears all the way to the airport. I managed to keep myself composed. I thought I might even manage it until Simon walked away from me in the departures hall. But I didn’t. A few minutes before his flight was called, I broke down. Simon held me against him as I cried, the sobs shaking my body. I didn’t want him to leave, and I was terrified too that this might be the last time.

Simon didn’t ask what was wrong. We’d talked often enough for him to know exactly what the problem was. He simply held me, lovingly and gently, and hushed me until the sobs dried up. Then he turned to me and took my hands.

“Listen,” he said. “I’ve been thinking a lot about this.” I found myself holding my breath, my heart feeling as though it had come to a standstill in my chest. This was it. He was going to tell me that this couldn’t go on, that he couldn’t continue the relationship, that we had to break up. I felt as though I’d run off the top of a cliff – there was nothing underneath me except open space. It was only a matter of moments before I’d start to fall.
“What do you mean?” I managed to murmur, my lips barely moving.

“I mean,” said Simon, “that we need to do something. We need to sort this out.” 

I could feel tears brimming in my eyes again. “But how?” We’d talked around in circles about this. We’d discussed it endlessly, and there didn’t seem to be any way out, no matter how much we discussed it.

“Simple,” said Simon, and he smiled gently at me. “Let’s get married.” 

I stared at him in disbelief, part of me thinking that this must be a joke. Surely he couldn’t be serious. There were so many obstacles. One or other of us would have to give up our jobs. One or other of us would have to move. It was impossible, unthinkable. And yet his face was dead serious.

He seemed to sense my disbelief, and he stroked my face gently with his thumb, wiping away the first few tears that were creeping down my cheeks. “I mean it,” he said. “I’ll quit my job. I’ll move. We’ll get married to sort out a visa.” He paused, and looked at me seriously. “It’ll be tough,” he said, “but this is something I want more than I’ve ever wanted anything. This is worth fighting for.”

I felt happiness brimming up through me. I could tell that he was serious. I could tell that he really meant what he said. The road ahead wasn’t easy, but I knew in my heart from that very moment that we would be tackling that road together, not alone.

“Let’s get married,” I said, my voice breaking with tears. “Let’s get married,” repeated Simon. And, in the end, that’s exactly what we did. 
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Introduction

Dating and relationships can be daunting to approach. They are full of snares and pitfalls. Very often, we move through multiple relationships before we find the formula to help make a relationship work. The key component, which we will return to several times in this guide, is communication. It is a vital ingredient to any successful relationship.

In this guide, we will look at five important aspects of dating with a frank, common sense approach. These are not all of the pitfalls that you may find in a relationship, but they will help you navigate most, helping you move from meeting to dating, and beyond.

• The Approach – How do you go from seeing someone to dating someone?
• Intentions and the “Friend Zone” – How do we keep from being locked into “just being friends?”
• Friends and Reputations – Most people end up with some kind of reputation among their friends, whether deserved or not. How do you handle that when you are serious about the person you are dating?
• Communication and Going from Dating to a Relationship
– What are the stages of a relationship, and what gets you from one to the next without floundering and falling?
• Sex – Making It Safe, Enjoyable, and Moving from “Just Sex” to Intimacy – How do you talk about safe sex and how do you keep safe sex consistent? What happens when you’re already having sex before you move to the Intimacy Stage of a relationship?

Throughout this guide, we are also going to meet Lolita, a young woman who is in her mid-twenties and exploring a dating world she thought she had managed to leave. We will follow her through her different encounters an relationships as she learns for herself what it takes to not only make a connection, but make that connection last.

The Approach 

Before you ever begin the first date, you have to approach the person you are interested in. The Approach is an art form. It is more than just saying hello and striking up a conversation. It is the first impression that you will make on a person and your first chance to measure up a potential partner for interest and compatibility.

The first thing to understand about the Approach is it will not work every time. Anyone who tells you otherwise is lying to you or himself. Accept that sometimes the man or woman you are interested in simply will not be interested in you, no matter how attractive, charming, polite, or conversational you are. Then, don’t worry about it. If you can, learn from the encounter and if necessary, change your approach next time.

Approach of the Sexes 

While men make most approaches, they do not always have to be the instigator. While it is true that women are turned on by a man’s desire for her, the simple truth is, sometimes men like it when a woman shows interest and initiative. This is especially true of men who do not go in for roles that are more “traditional” and prefer equalized relationships.

What does this mean for the women? If you see a man and you’re interested in him, don’t be afraid to go up, say hello, and strike up a conversation. Even if you prefer a man to ask you out, taking the initiative and showing interest will open up the door for him to do so. This is especially beneficial in settings where a man may not be sure about approaching you. For example, if you are out with a mixed gender group of friends, if you have already spurned failed approaches of other men, or if he has already received a rejection or two for his approach, approaching him could be just the ice breaker both of you need.

How to Make the ApproachGUIDE OF DATING MADE EASY - LOVING LOLITA 

Whether you are a man or a woman, a few basic rules for the Approach apply. Some variations may be necessary, but those depend as much on your personality as your gender. Besides, if you’re a woman approaching other women, or a man approaching other men, then those “gender based approaches” may become skewed and not work so well. So instead of focusing on typical ideas of how men and women approach each other, let’s look at successful ways anyone can approach another person.

Size Up the Opportunity 

Before you can approach anyone, man or woman, you first have to know that someone is approachable. This means being aware of your surroundings and knowing what subtle clues to look for that indicate someone may be interested in speaking to you. You will know this by a person’s surroundings and body language.

Is the person currently engaged in conversation with someone else? Interrupting a conversation is a cue that you are disrespectful and disinterested in the other person’s interests. If you want to approach someone, wait until the conversation concludes.

Have you made eye contact? Eye contact is a good way to gauge interest from afar. You want a good five seconds of eye contact. If you make eye contact and the other person does not immediately try to break it, then you have a good indication that approaching is okay. However, you still want to balance this with the person’s surroundings and body language.

Is the person displaying “open” or “positive” body language? Consider the body language the person displays. Open body language will include acts and postures such as arms open (that is not crossed), legs open (not crossed in the case of a woman, or spread slightly in the case of a man), looking around in a slow, casual manner unafraid of eye contact, and sitting in a relaxed posture such as leaning comfortably.

Go for It MARGUERITE DE LYON 

Once you determine that you can approach the other person, seize the moment. You have ensured the person is not in the middle of a conversation. You have made eye contact, and you see that he or she is displaying open posture. At this point, go up to them. Display open posture as well – that is, don’t fold your arms, keep your head up, and allow your eyes to easily make contact.

When you make your approach, open with conversation. A simple “hello” gets you started, but you should have something else to say as well. Think about your surroundings and the person you’re talking to. If you’re at a bar, you can comment on the music, a live performance, or even ask what drink they recommend from the bar if you see they are drinking. Paying a compliment to something real, detailed, and non-sexual is good as well, especially when approaching women. Compliment earrings or if she is wearing a shirt with a clever saying or a favorite band or television character, remark or ask questions about it.

This style of approach does two things. It, 

• shows you are genuine
• helps to build trust and a rapport by opening normal conversation

As you talk, study non-verbal cues to ensure that you and the person are engaged in the same conversation. Does posture remain open? Is he or she willing to make additional eye contact? Does the person move closer to you, by either shifting position or leaning? Listen for verbal cues as well. Does the person ask follow up questions or introduce new lines of conversation? All of these are signs that the person you approached wants to keep talking to you.

Close 

Just like in business, a good close is important to seal the approach. You do not have to invite the person home with you that night, unless both of you are looking only for a one-night stand. If either of you are hoping for more, establish future communication. You can offer to exchange phone numbers or email addresses. If you have received cues that the person may not be ready to exchange that kind of information, Twitter handles are a good first step, since you can easily send messages back and forth.

How you ask for this information will vary. If he or she gives an indication that active communication with you is good, then simply asking for it works perfectly. You can offer and either/or scenario. “Can I have your phone number or even your Twitter handle?” This offers both a direct way to contact, or a way that he or she has to easily cut contact, making the close open and unthreatening. If you are not certain how he or she will feel about exchanging information for the sake of exchanging it (or you are not comfortable asking directly), bring the conversation around to something that both of you share an interest in, but you have particular knowledge about. For example, have you been discussing music? Know and appreciate at least one obscure band and offer to email or Tweet a link to some music.

The Approach is the most important part of meeting someone and making a connection because it is your first impression to make and take with you. Once you have your Approach down and have a way to make contact again, you will be focused on other things, but nothing begins until you succeed here.

Chapter One

I Left Chad, Now What?

I left him. 

I could not believe that I actually left Chad. We had dated since high school. We went to the same college together. We were going to get married. That was the plan from the moment that he asked me to go steady outside of the gymnasium at school. I even knew what house we were going to buy. It did not matter that a family was already living there. I knew that the family would need to move for some reason, and that Chad and I would buy the house.

If everything was perfect and I just knew that we were going to be together forever, why did I leave him? 

When I was sixteen, I would never have imagined doing that. Chad was not perfect. He was easily jealous and sometimes a little overprotective. He was also incredibly cute and he had his sweet moments. I knew that he would grow out of the jealousy and overprotectiveness, especially once we went to college.

He didn’t, but I still found ways to look past it and excuse it. I did not understand why he needed to keep such a jealous hold of me, but I didn’t stop him. I loved him, after all. I only thought about his happiness and he seemed very happy.

Then one day, he was afraid. I had no idea what caused it, but every little thing was suddenly huge and important. The shape of trees and color of flowers mattered. The cool breeze in the park was the most amazing thing. I could have taken as some kind of spiritual epiphany, except for the way that he would hold me at night, as though I might blow away.
I knew he had seen his doctor and I was afraid of what that meant. When I tried to ask him, Chad just tossed the question aside. I thought he might be seriously ill, and when he would not answer my questions, I did what any woman in my position would do.

I snooped around. 

In his desk drawer, he had a letter from a woman named Tanya. I could tell by the letter that she had written similar ones a few times, and I felt badly for her. I could even see the smear in the ink where she had cried writing it. She wrote to tell him that she had HIV and that since she did not know when she contracted it, he should get himself tested.

My blood froze in my veins. I was not thinking about the fact that I might have HIV. I was thinking about why a woman I did not know that Chad should not know because she lived out in California and we were living in Charlotte, North Carolina, would be telling him he should be tested. It only meant one thing, and I saw my whole, perfect world – we were talking about finally get married in June – crashing down around me. I wanted to crumble up in a corner and just die.

Maybe that was why I was not thinking about the virus this poor woman had. 

I confronted Chad about the letter. I expected him to deny it, or at least try to. Instead, he told me about the affair. She was a girl he worked with three years ago. They fooled around a few nights, not all of them safely.

“Was there anyone else?” I asked him. 

I expected the answer to be no. What Chad had described to me sounded like a momentary weakness, something that was just a passing fancy. Instead, he told me about other flings, some onenight stands, others going on for months at a time. The most recent affair ended eight months ago, when we first started talking about really getting married. There had not been another since then. He wanted to turn over a new leaf and start again. He wanted to do right by me.

The test results from the doctor had come back that morning to him. He was negative for HIV. He was negative for any other STDs as well. He had them all tested for. It was a sign, he said. We could start over with a fresh slate.

I said nothing to him. I went upstairs, packed a suitcase, and grabbed my emergency credit card. I booked a hotel room and stayed there for the next three nights, thinking about my life and how everything had been a lie. I loved Chad, but I realized that if he loved me, he would not have cheated on me. I could not trust him to stay faithful, not if he had been unable to do it for this long.

Maybe, I tried to tell myself, this scare with Tanya had woken him up. I realized, though, that it was the wrong reason for him to decide to be faithful. He should be faithful because he loved me and respected me, not because he realized that he really could get something serious.

I stayed the rest of the week in the hotel, ignoring his phone calls, until the weekend. I found myself a small apartment and had my brothers go with me to collect my things. Chad wanted to talk about it, but I told him no. I knew if I let him talk to me about this, all he would do was try to convince me to stay. I might relent; I might not. I decided it was not worth the risk of more heartache.

“Poor Lita,” my best friend Monica said as she and I sat over our coffee cups at the small café near my new apartment. No one called me Lolita. It was always either Lo, Lola – that as Chad’s pet name for me, or Lita. I didn’t mind the nicknames, but I really liked my own name. Sure, it had its connotations, but it was a cool name.

“I’ll manage,” I said. “It’s better that I know now, I guess, and not after we were married.” 

Monica gave me a smile and sipped her coffee. “That’s my girl. Always thinking with her head. So what’s your plan?”
I shrugged my shoulders and looked around the small café. The barista caught my eye and gave me a light smile. He was cute, not overly tall, with short, light brown hair and dark eyes. The surname on his nametag was the same as the name of the café – Rembrandt Coffee – so I thought this might be a family-run business. I did not see anyone working who looked old enough to be his parents, and wondered if they involved themselves directly or if they managed it from home.

Monica let out a light cough and I turned my attention back to her. “Sorry. I don’t know. I’m going to have to go back to dating, I know that.” I took a sip of my own coffee. 

“You can come out with us Friday night to the club and find someone to hook up with. A one-night stand is a good way to rebound out of a relationship. No strings, no attachments.” Monica wrinkled her nose at me.

“Maybe I’ll come out.” I was not convincing myself. 

Monica was not convinced either. She put her hand on mine. “You will come out with us, and you will find a nice hook-up. Mark my words.”

I laughed. “Fine.I’ll go clubbing. Don’t hold your breath on the hook up, though. I don’t really want to rush into a relationship right now, but I’m not exactly into casual sex either.”

Monica rolled her eyes as she sipped her coffee. “How can you say that?You’ve only ever been with Chad. You’ve not had the chance to try something casual.”

She had a point, and I could not argue with it. I let Monica turn the conversation elsewhere as I thought about the prospect of casual sex. I would go and buy a small pack of condoms and a tube of lubricant just in case.

That evening, I relaxed in my new, very small full-sized bed. I had my apartment unpacked. I could still smell the scent of new furniture everywhere. The strong, astringent smell made me think of starch, cleaners, and warehouses. This new bed was a nice one and plenty of room to sleep on. Compared to the king-size bed I had shared with Chad for years, however, it seemed tiny.

I missed him. I rolled over onto my side and felt a tingle between my legs. Right now, Chad and I would be having sex. I wondered, did I miss Chad, or did I miss the sex that I could have any time I rolled over and gave him the eyes.

I rolled back onto my back and slipped my hand beneath my blanket and under my panties. I found the soft skin of my sex and blushed to see that I was already wet. From what? From thinking about maybe having a one-night stand, or thinking about how I would have sex with Chad right now if we were still together.

Thinking of him was not going to be productive. I turned my mind to anything else as I moved my fingers through my soft skin and found my clit. I flicked my finger over it softly, moving my hips with the waves of sensation that moved over my body. I did not touch myself often. I always felt strange doing so with someone in bed beside me.

It was a pleasant feeling, to know that I could please myself. I flicked harder, pressing my finger into my clit and sliding down to the opening of my sex to make my finger wetter. I brought it up again and continued, letting the sensation build and swell low in my belly. I continued to flick, letting images turn through my mind until I found something that I liked. I thought of short, light brown hair between my thighs as a tongue worked where my finger was. My orgasm pushed over my body and sleep quickly followed it.

Intentions and the “Friend Zone”
We have all experienced this at least once in our lives – yes even women. You like someone. You like them a lot. Only when you try to make a move or mention your feelings, you learn very quickly that he or she only sees you as a friend. Once you are in this “friend zone” getting out can be nearly impossible. Trying to get out can also jeopardize the relationship you have. If you have a friend who looks at you and says, “You have to feel this way about me, or I don’t want anything to do with you” what is your reaction going to be? Likely, it will not be good. Why doesn’t this person appreciate the relationship you already have?

The best way to deal with the “friend zone” is to not let yourself get there in the first place. This means understanding what gets you into the “friend zone” and knowing how to avoid it.

Why We End Up “Just Friends”
We end up “just friends” with someone for two reasons. You’re not compatible. 

Sometimes we are attracted to someone who simply does not find us attractive. Making ourselves attractive to the kind of person we find desirable is fine, as long as these are changes that will benefit you. If you’re already unhappy with your appearance, by all means, make those improvements. What you will find, however, is that as you are happy and satisfied with how you look, others will see this and find you attractive, whether you look like a model or not.

Compatibility is not just about physical attractiveness and sex appeal. It is also about the mental and emotional connections we make with people. Do you have enough in common to build a dating relationship around? Are both of you open to building the emotional connection that comes with that?

You did not make your intentions clear. 

From the Approach, you want to make sure that it is clear to the other person that you are interested in them. This does not mean that you have to come off creepy or even state flat out “I’m going to want to date you.” Good relationships are built on a foundation of solid respect, which often means developing a friendship before a relationship starts. Making intentions clear in that regard does not mean saying “I only make friends with men/women I intend to date.” That sounds shallow. Instead, pointing out that before you date someone you like to be friends first is a good way to set the expectation that you might want friendship to go farther. Throughout your interactions together, as you move from introduction into dating, and beyond, intentions should be clear. This means communicating what you want and listening to what the other person wants. After the Approach, when you start to meet up and get to know each other, do not be afraid to pay a compliment if appropriate and to state what you want when you feel a rapport building.

You only get what you want when you ask for it. We’ve been told that our whole lives, and it is true. If you ask for the job, you signal to a potential employer you want it. If you ask for the raise, if you’re doing well at work, you will probably get it. If you tell the person you are interested in dating that you want to date them, then you open the door for that person to accept you as dating material, and not just a friend. You want to do that early, as you are building your rapport and setting expectations with each other. If you wait until your relationship plateaus into friendship, it could be too late. The other person may only see you as a friend and nothing more.
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Irresistibly charming, handsome and caring, Marguerite knew Maurice would be the perfect ticket away from her overbearing mother, and she finally vowed to leave her harsh family life behind. She made her escape and never saw her mother or siblings again. Unfortunately, all Marguerite was really doing was trading one harsh master for another. Maurice soon forced Marguerite into a life of prostitution, making her a favorite among French ministers and heads of state, including the prime minister himself. Eventually, she opened “The Abbey,” a highly discreet brothel for French elites within the government, as well as ministers, doctors, lawyers and priests who all came to regularly call on Madame Marguerite. Eventually Marguerite came to embrace her life in the sex industry, and turned The Abbey into one of the most elite, exclusive brothels in all of France. In spite of her success, there was always something in the back of her mind that made her wonder if this is what the rest of her life would look like. Just as suddenly as Marguerite was thrust into the dark world of French prostitution, so was she given an opportunity to flee: a client quietly slipped her a passport, visa and airline ticket for the United States. And so, just as she bravely escaped the iron clutches of her mother as a child, so now she would she once again flee a life of imprisonment and slavery for the New World and another chance at starting over.

Today, Marguerite has two sons and lives in the beautiful city of Carlsbad, California. Sitting in her home not far from the seemingly endless sunny beaches along the Pacific Ocean, Marguerite began recording her life story at the behest of a friend who for years told her she had a duty to use her gift as a wonderful storyteller.

Chapter Two

Scott

We had a fun club in Charlotte called the Twist. It started out as a gay bar. Then women who were tired of being hit on continuously at the other clubs started to frequent it. For about another three years it was just gay men, the occasional lesbian, and straight women. When straight men discovered that all the women they were wanting to meet were going there, they started showing up as well.

Now, the club still had some gay clientele, but the rest of us had more or less taken it over. The music had not changed, however, and the owner kept the same atmosphere. My friends and I figured it was an attempt to chase us out and bring the intended crowd back.

I knew that was in vain. 

The men who came to the club were not the typical frat boy and frat boy turned corporate boy types. They were artsy, grungesophisticated, and sensitive. I doubt any of them saw themselves appropriating the club from its original crowd. They probably saw themselves as allies looking for women who would match their mindset.

Monica loved the club because she enjoyed the flashy decorations and the way the DJ would blend 80’s pop into modern fare. I had been a handful of times with her over the past few years and was glad she had chosen this as the club she intended for me to pick up a one-night stand through. The men here were nothing like Chad, and I hated the idea of trying to go home with someone like him.

Inside the club, the music thumped as Madonna crooned on about material things. I followed Monica to the bar, where we quickly snagged up a pair of bar stools to order drinks. Our other friends moved through the crowd to the dance floor, where they joined the slowly thickening crowd. The night was still early, and I knew it would only get busier. It was Friday night, after all, and everyone needed to unwind from the workweek.

I ordered rum and Coke and did my best to relax. If I was going to have a one-night stand, then I needed to look casual. I needed to be someone that a man would feel comfortable approaching. I did not need to look like I had just fallen out of a relationship, or like I was desperate.

“You need to relax.” Monica leaned close to me. When I looked at her, she smiled. “You don’t need to dart your head around. Just be relaxed. A guy will come talk to you. Don’t worry about it.”

I had not even realized that I was doing that. I took in a deep breath and let my drink relax my body. I had a busy week, I told myself. I was still settling into a new apartment. I was updating all of my information at work. Reminding myself of more mundane tasks, rather than why I agreed to come out tonight, helped. Soon I was enjoying occasional conversation with Monica and other friends as they moved between the bar and dance floor.

The night was young. I was young. I was also pretty. I knew that I was enough to catch someone’s eye, I just needed to let it happen. 

I pushed my empty cup forward on the bar, a gentle signal to let the bartender know to take it. Monica decided to follow friends out to the dance floor and the stool beside me quickly filled up. I turned to look at him. He was handsome, with long blonde hair that he kept pulled back and light green eyes. He waved the bartender over as he gave me a smile.

“Can I get a vodka and cranberry please?” He paused and looked at me. My heart skipped a beat. “Would you like anything?” 

My standby drink seemed so immature now, but I could not think of anything else. I did not want to push for anything stronger if I was planning on going home with him. “Rum and Coke.” He nodded to me and then to the bartender. When the bartender turned his attention to our order, the young man now buying me drinks looked at me with a smile. “I’m Scott.”

“Lolita.”
I watched him toss the name around in his mind and he looked back down at me. “Nice name.” 

We talked for a while as we slowly sipped drinks. Scott worked in IT and enjoyed coming out to Twisters on the weekend. I did my best to make my attraction clear without seeming the type of be too easy or too clingy. Whatever signals I actually put off seemed to work. As I watched my friends leaving the dancefloor, signaling that they would be ready to go, Scott asked me if I’d like to go back to his apartment.

I smiled at him. “That would be fun. I’ll need to let my friend know where I’m going, though.”
Scott nodded his head. “By all means.” 

I headed over to Monica as Scott made his way to the door. She gave me a knowing smile as I made plans to check in with her once I reached his place. I had taken my own car. I followed Scott to the door and out the parking lot. We pointed out each other’s cars and I listened to his brief description of where we would be going.

He did not live far from the club. That made me a little nervous. While the club was fun, many of the neighborhoods close by were not the best. I followed him anyway, driving carefully so that I could follow him and mind the traffic. I was relieved when he bypassed the worst of the roads and pulled into a neighborhood with quaint, small houses. I could see children’s toys in some yards. Others contained neatly manicured gardens. He pulled into a small four-unit apartment at the end of the street. I watched him walk up to his unit and texted Monica the address where I would be.

With that done, I got out of the car and walked up the stairs to Scott’s door. He opened it to reveal a small living room that was neatly furnished and opened to a dining room and kitchen. Beyond I could see his bedroom and a large wrought iron bed.

“It’s not much,” Scott said. “it’s cheap and the neighborhood is actually nice and quiet.” 

I looked around. It was about the size of my own apartment, but I guessed that his neighbors were probably a little quieter than mine were. I followed him through the apartment as he showed me where to find something to drink later or in the morning – I was welcome to sleep over if I wanted to. He pointed out his small bathroom and led me into the bedroom.

The bedroom was larger than I thought it was. His bed only took up about half of the space. In the other half, he had bookshelves, two large chairs separated by a small round table, and a computer desk with a sleeping computer, its orange light blinking at regular intervals.

Once I had a chance to acclimate myself to the space, Scott wasted no time getting to the purpose of my visit. He put his arms around my waist and kissed me. I felt the thrill of the moment and the abandon of what I was doing and welcomed the kiss. I also welcomed his hands as they explored my body through my dress.

We were quick to discard out clothes and move to his bed. There, his hands explored my body more earnestly, moving over my breasts, where he teased my nipples with his tongue and nibbled lightly with his teeth. My urgency and desire grew between my legs. He seemed to sense it because his hand moved down, his fingers reaching into my sex, teasing my clit before pressing inside me.

His touch was nice and as his fingers beckoned inside me, the sensations swirled until the spilled over my body in an orgasm. I let out a light moan that drew him to kiss me again. When he broke it, I watched him reach over to is nightstand and pull out a small package. I smiled. I was nervous about having to remind him of the condom, but he had it well in hand. When he brought it out, I took it from him, bringing my hands down to his cock and playing with him, feeling his hardness and teasing his head with my fingers. Gently I slid the condom down his shaft, letting my fingers squeeze and tease him. He smiled as I finished and moved between my legs, entering me. I was wet and even with the condom he slid inside easily. It felt nice to have a man there and I raised my hips to meet him, letting our bodies create a new rhythm between them. His thrusts grew faster and more intense and when he came, he pushed deep inside me, as though he could somehow escape the sheath to join my body.

When we finished, I lay on the bed, waiting for him to take care of the condom. We cuddled lightly and chatted until sleep took us over.

The next morning, I headed out early. Scott’s bed was comfortable, and I was sure he would have something pleasant to drink. I found myself longing for the coffee of the little café by my apartment. I brushed my hair in my car with a comb I always kept in my glove box and sent Monica a text message so that she would know I was headed homeward.

When I reached the café, I went inside to order a small latte and a muffin. The young Mr. Rembrandt was working this morning, whistling as he wiped down equipment. He smiled at me and I could not help but smile back.

I felt strange this morning, a mix of things.
“You’re up early for a Saturday,” he said as he made my coffee. According to his nametag his name was Alan.
“Coming back from clubbing,” I said.
A wistful look passed over Alan’s face. “Ah, to be young and clubbing.”
I laughed and studied his face carefully. If he were my age, I would be surprised. “You’re not too old for clubbing.” 

He gave me a thankful smile. “I’m getting there. Besides, when I have to open this place at six in the morning, it doesn’t leave me a lot of time for nightlife.”
I could not disagree with that, though now I wondered how old Alan really was. He handed me my coffee and muffin and I took them to a small table to sit down. I picked up someone’s discarded Saturday paper and began reading the weekend headlines. Noting interesting was happening in the world.

My life was a little different. I thought about my night. Twisters was a lot of fun. Going home with Scott had been as well. He was a considerate lover to make sure that I had achieved an orgasm before moving onto intercourse.

Getting my cookie, while nice, was not really enough, though. I had been physically satisfied, but I realized that as fun as it was, I was lacking any connection. Scott and I did not even exchange phone numbers, and while he was nice enough, I realized I was not regretting that. Neither of us had been looking for anything more than a single encounter.

I sighed and looked at my hands as I held my coffee cup. Onenighters were not going to work for me. I would have to wait for sex until I made a connection with something. That meant I was probably going to be keeping myself busy for quite some time.

Friends and Reputations 

Tammy had an interesting reputation. She was known for dating a man for a few weeks or a few months, and then quickly moving on. She was a bit of a heart breaker, and her friends knew that. This caused problems for her when her friends knew someone that she was interested in. If they considered the person a good friend, they would sometimes warn him about Tammy’s reputation to “use up” men. That made dating within her social circle tricky and sometimes confusing. She ultimately married someone from that social circle, but his interest caught her completely by surprise. She realized that if she had realized she had a chance, that either he was not being told her reputation or he did not care, then she would have started dating him a lot sooner.

Tammy’s story is common for men and women who have been through the dating cycle multiple times, with the same friends to watch the relationships form and deteriorate. Sometimes the reputations they get are earned and sometimes the reputations come about because of jealousy or simply misunderstanding.

Whatever the cause of your reputation, if you have friends and a potential dating partner knows them or is exposed to them, it can cause problems. You don’t want to keep a potential partner away from your social circles. This has the potential to isolate you. It is also a red flag to the other person that you may not be trustworthy.

If you have a reputation, how do you keep it from sabotaging a relationship you think could develop into something more? You could have your friends lie, but that will eventually backfire. Either someone will become sympathetic and worry about the person you are dating or if they are unscrupulous, they will see opportunity to win the person away because of your deception.

Honesty is the best policy. Here are a couple of ways you can mitigate the damage a bad reputation can do when you’re finally serious about someone.

Be upfront with your friends. 

Sometimes we get a reputation we do not deserve because we’re not honest about how relationships go and end. Maybe you do not want to see too sentimental, too attached to a person, too sensitive, or too dramatic. When we treat relationships as something throwaway because we don’t want to be seen as weak, we create for ourselves a false reputation that may seem good for a while – until we find someone we really like. Even if you don’t want to tell the world why a breakup happened, at least level with your closest friends, the ones that a potential serious dating partner is likely to get to know.

When you do find someone you’re serious about, even if your bad reputation is earned, level with your friends about how you feel about the person you’re dating. Even if you really did have a habit of moving through partners quickly, with no desire to seek a commitment, if your good friends know that you’re looking at this person differently, they will be less likely to warn him or her away from you.

Be honest with the person you are dating. 

At some point, you and the other person will need to have serious discussions about the relationship and sex. Many people are uncomfortable about discussing their past dating history. If you have a bad reputation that you’re afraid might come back to haunt you, sometimes simply being open about it is enough to negate the reputation, especially when you’re not treating the person they way you treated past relationships. It is a risk. It is also a risk worth taking, as being open – especially when the reputation is from misunderstanding rather than your own intentions – is a good way to build communication and intimacy down the road. You may also find that while you have things you regret, the other person does as well, and you have more common ground to build your relationship on.

Chapter Three

Howie and How We Got Together

In college, Monica dated a young man named Howard Corning. He was cute, in a strange and nerdy kind of way. He had reddish brown hair that always seemed to be almost too long, pale skin, and bright blue eyes. He was very tall, almost 6’6”, with a wiry build. He was always playing role-playing games and he would disappear for an entire weekend any time a new computer or console game came out. Monica always said that she liked the sex. Apparently, one of the things nerdy guys liked to study was how to please a woman.

As good as the sex was, however, Monica could not stick around. She had no interests in video games or any of the other geeky things that Howard – it took a while but I did eventually start calling him Howie, which he preferred – enjoyed. Their break-up was amiable at least, and those of us that had made friends with him kept that friendship after. Even he and Monica would hang out from time to time.

For me, Howie was a great friend for two reasons. First, I had no real computer skills. I knew how to turn it on, and I knew how to do things on it. What I did not know was how to fix the computer if something went wrong. For that, I always called on Howie. He would find what I broke or tried to break and somehow he would fix it. He tried on several occasions to tell me what it was he did and how I could keep the same mistake from happening again.

I tried to listen but at the end of the day, it was just too much for me. 

This always boggled Howie. When it came to desktop and laptop computers, he was a wizard. When it came to his phone, however – that was a different story. I, on the other hand, could find my way around the settings of a phone to do almost anything. I could clear histories, recover apparently lost contacts, and even fix freeze problems. It helped that I worked for a phone company with duties that balanced between customer service and technical support for the phones.

Howie helped me with my computer and I fixed his phone when it went on the fritz. 

The other reason that Howie was a great friend was because I had a guilty secret. I also enjoyed console games. It started in college. Chad spent the summer in Europe on a fellowship, and I was bored. I picked up a system at a yard sale, and a few games came with it. It did not take me long to be hooked, and Howie was one of the few people who knew I ever played them. I did not do so often while I was with Chad, but I thought it would be fun to get together with Howie for computer games now.

He had a new game, so I went to his apartment to play. His roommate was off with his girlfriend, leaving us alone to enjoy the fun. The game was a challenging RPG that pitted us against opponents that were almost too strong to fight in the beginning. How we managed the first levels I will never know, but it left us tense and our energy high.

We kissed before I ever registered what had happened. It was a soft and gentle kiss, exploratory and careful. When we broke the kiss, I looked at Howie, wondering exactly where it had come from. He was cute and I knew that he was attractive. I was also off his radar, attached for most of the time we knew each other.

“Sorry about that.” Howie scratched the back of his head. “It seemed like the thing to do.”
I laughed. “It’s alright. It just caught me off guard. I didn’t think we were more than friends.” 

Howie gave me a shy smile that I was not sure how to read. Did he want something more than just friendship? I tried to imagine him as being something other than Howie, who I hung out with to play games when we were not tech supporting each other’s devices. Had I missed something?

“I’m not really looking at being anything else,” Howie said. “Though I wouldn’t mind being friends with benefits.” 

I thought about that. A friend with benefits might be nice. I could enjoy a little fun while I started dating again. It might keep me from rushing into a relationship with someone I might not be compatible with, just to enjoy the intimacy of sex.

“So what do we do?” I asked.
Howie laughed and looked at me as though I had just asked what sex was.
“I mean, how do we get things started.” I shook my head. Howie moved to the floor and brought his hands up to my pants. “I was thinking I might start here.” 

He unbuttoned them and slid my jeans and panties down my legs. I was sitting half-naked on his couch as he looked at my body, his eyes full of lust and appreciation. It was strange to see that there, and thrilling at the same time. He parted my legs and brought his lips to my sex, kissing it gently. Then his tongue slid between the skin and I brought my hips forward with a sigh.

Every touch of his tongue along the folds of skin was meticulous. He could have been studying me, and in a way, I suppose he was. Every experience to someone like Howie was a way to learn. He slid his tongue up to my clit and sucked gently. The sensations pooled and swirled until my body trembled. He did not stop, however. His tongue flicked over my clit as his fingers moved gently into me. He beckoned softly and I felt everything swirl again at his touch.

The next orgasm that pushed through my body was deep and intense, causing me to feel warm and cold at the same time as my body trembled, and my fingers and toes tingled. I wanted to feel him inside me now, but he continued to lick and tease me with his fingers, pushing another orgasm through my body, and then another.

My mind buzzed and my body floated. I was not even feeling myself anymore. The world consisted of his tongue and fingers as he continued to work them inside me. I moaned deeply, feeling another orgasm building on the heels of the last one he had brought on. I tried to think of when I had experienced anything like this, and nothing came to mind. I was not sure if it was because it had never happened before, or because my mind did not want to work at all.

His tongue stopped and Howie moved up my body. Somewhere in the midst of multiple orgasms, he had removed his pants as well. I opened my mouth to ask about a condom when I saw it already on his cock. He was long and thick. When he pulled his fingers out of me, he brought his cock to the opening of my sex, pushing in slowly. I let out a small cry as I stretched around him and he slipped inside, filling me.

“I hope I didn’t go overboard with the orgasms.” Howie looked down as he thrust into me. “It’s easier if you’re really relaxed.” I smiled. “No, they were nice.” I closed my eyes as he pulled back and thrust into me. “This is nice too.” 

Howie took hold of my hips, guiding me to rock as he thrust. I felt yet another orgasm take over, squeezing my body tighter around him, and enhancing the sensation of my pleasure and his thrusting. I cried out and he grunted in response. I felt the pulse of his cock inside me and my body shivered.

When we were done, he pulled out and helped me bring my pants back up. He went to his bathroom to clean up and when he returned, brought me a bottle of water. We sat on his couch together, leaning against each other, relaxing in the afterglow of the sex we shared, and continuing our game.

It was a strange feeling to sit there with him like that. The sex was amazing. He was more attentive than anyone else I had ever been with, and I hoped this would be something we would do often. I was not expecting him to be as large as he was. Monica had mentioned the sex being great, but not that.

I went home later that afternoon, stopping at the café for a latte. Alan and I exchanged bits of conversation while he made my coffee. The coffee shop did not belong to his parents. It belonged to him. He had fallen in love with coffee when he worked at a Starbucks in college, and decided to open up his own store, where he could choose his own coffee blends and tweak his own latte recipes.

It was an amazing thing, I thought, to be driven to own one’s own business like that. I still played guessing games in my mind with his age, too afraid to ask him directly. I thought it would be rude. I decided he had to be in his late twenties. He might be in his early thirties, but I thought that was pushing it.

At home, I thought about my experience with Howie and decided I liked it very much. I realized that I did not have feelings for him, not beyond the respect and friendship I already had for him. Since he was not wanting to be more than friends, I thought that was okay. It still made the sex great, and I wondered if part of that was the fact that we were close friends. Did that help to add a sense of intimacy to what was otherwise a casual encounter?

It could be, I thought. The idea of that was amazing to me. I decided when I found someone that I wanted to start dating; I would wait until we had that level of connection to have sex. It would be a while, and I would have to find someone willing to wait for that connection for sex. I could do that, though.

I thought that anyone who understood me enough to date seriously would be willing to wait for that connection as well. 

In the meantime, I would take a page out of Howie’s book and use our experiences together as a way to learn about sex and what I liked. I realized that sex between Chad and I had been very plain, and mostly centered on his pleasure. Now I would have a chance to learn what I really enjoyed, since Howie seemed quite keen to provide that pleasure. I thought I would also have him help me perfect some things that I thought I might be able to improve. He would be the perfect person to ask. He was, after all, a friend.

Howie and I hung out once or twice a week, sometimes only playing games or helping each other with phones and computers. Other times, we would let that move onto something in the bedroom. Each time proved to be as exploratory and pleasurable as the first. I understood why Monica had “put up” with his hobbies for as long as she did, not sharing them at all. He did not fail in his attentiveness and when I broached the subject of practicing oral sex techniques and Kegels, he was more than willing to be my guinea pig.

I also continued dating, meeting men from online chats or through my friends. Monica tried to hook me up with a co-worker. He was nice enough, but I was not feeling a real connection. Another friend introduced me to her cousin. It was fun to get to meet new people and go out on dates, but nothing seemed to click with them men they set me up with.

I did not give up hope, though. I would meet someone – eventually.
Communication and Going from Dating to a Relationship 

So far, everything we have talked about has boiled down to one thing: communication. From the moment you approach a potential dating partner, you are communicating. You are giving the other person verbal and non-verbal cues about your interest, your reliability, and your personality. You communicate your intentions so that you can move smoothly from friendship to dating without being stuck in the friend zone.

What Comes Next 

Everyone looks at dating a little differently, so this is not going to be a cookie-cutter discussion where we talk about moving from Step A to Step B to Step C. We’re not building modular furniture. We’re crafting a relationship with another person and navigating the sometimes murky waters that develop when we go from “just dating” to something more.
When it comes to dating, you have five stages that the relationship goes through. Everyone has different comfort levels with how they experience these stages, so you will not progress through them the same way your friends do, nor will you progress the same way through every dating relationship you have.

Attraction Stage – This is when you first decide you find the other person interesting enough to date. This is a wild time in the relationship, where you may feel in love and that you want to spend all of your time with this person. This stage is also known as infatuation because the feelings that we experience, while intense, are also shallow. We do not know enough about the person to know if we are in love. We only know that we are enjoying the feeling, whatever it is, that we are experiencing.

Landing Stage – This is when you come down from the Attraction Stage. You can actually hit this stage multiple times in a relationship. You and your partner may hit it together or at different times. At this stage, you begin to wonder where things are going and if the person you are dating is right for you. The important thing to understand about this stage, whether you are experiencing it or the other person is experiencing it, is that this is not about being wrong for each other. It is about trying to explore into something deeper.

Exclusive Stage – This is when you decide to become exclusive and not date other people. This is the first commitment stage, and many people take it very seriously. Others simply look at it as another stepping-stone in a relationship, as being committed, but not being a “serious commitment.” The Exclusive Stage brings other things into the relationship, such the Every Days. At this stage, you do more than just meet a couple of friends. You start to meet close friends regularly and even family members. You also begin to allow everyday life to creep into the relationship, sometimes burying the other person temporarily by focusing on other life concerns. Getting through this stage successfully means building a strong relationship, so it is important to try to remember what brought you here and take time out of the Every Days to focus on each other.
Intimacy Stage – This stage should not be confused with having sex. Sexual attraction is a natural part of dating and it can begin at any stage. Sex, while intimate, is not always the same thing as intimacy. At this stage, you are building a stronger emotional connection. This is when “I love you” comes out and you begin to realize that you do not mean it in just that quick, intensive way. With that statement, comes a plethora of other things – thoughts of the future, appreciation for small gestures, and even just appreciation for the way your partner’s lip curls when she’s happy. This is stage is vital for moving onto the next step.

Commitment Stage – This last stage is when your exclusivity and intimacy combine to create a lasting relationship. This is the point when you know that the person you want to be with is someone you want to be with for a long time. What happens at this stage depends on you. Some couples move in together at the Exclusive Stage or sooner. Others wait until this stage. Once you are in this stage, talk about marriage becomes serious and engagement usually follows. The Every Days return in full force in this stage because you are wrapping your lives together in deeper and more permanent ways. Just as with the Exclusive Stage, it is important to remember the emotions and highs of previous stages to help keep the relationship moving forward and strong.

Knowing When to Move through Stages 

You know what the stages of a relationship are. How do you move between them successfully? Some couples do well letting that happen “organically” where the relationship just seems to flow from one stage to the next until one person is on a knee asking the other to marry him. Others have to work at a relationship, guiding (or sometimes pulling) each other to the next stage.

The key to navigating these stages – and remember a relationship will skip around them, sometimes returning to previous stages temporarily before moving on – is communication. Just as you communicated your intentions to date to avoid being locked in the friend zone, you have to communicate your desire to move to a deeper stage of the relationship, or communicate when you are already there.

This means taking time to talk to each other about how you are feeling and what you see in the relationship. For some, this is a frightening concept. It is also a vital step. Even the “organic” couples communicate. In truth, that is how their relationship moves organically. They communicate their feelings, wants, desires, and expectations.

Chapter Four

Friends with Benefits Can Be Complicated

I licked up the shaft of Howie’s cock, moving slowly and intently. I wanted to let the sensation linger and last. When I reached the head of his cock, I ran my tongue under it before swirling over the head and taking it into my mouth. I sucked gently as I brought my hand around the shaft. I stroked in time with the flicks of my tongue. I could not take all of him into my mouth. I would never have a prayer of it.

Howie moaned as I began to suck harder, squeezing the shaft of his cock as I stroked. He leaned back against his couch and his legs began to tense alongside my body. He was close to coming. I sucked harder, taking a little more of him into my mouth. He pulsed in my hand and I swallowed, drawing his cum deeper and sucking harder with each motion. He moaned loudly and gripped the couch.

When I stopped, he relaxed his grip. I looked up at him with a smile. 

“You’re getting really good at that.” He took in a deep breath. He brought me up onto the couch and laid me back, moving down until his head was between my thighs.

Slowly his tongue moved through the folds of my sex. He sucked each bit of skin through his lips, letting his teeth barely slide against the skin. It was my turn to grip the couch as his ministrations quickly brought on an orgasm. I prepared myself for more and grabbed the small throw pillow on his couch to hold over my mouth as he continued to lick me through my orgasm, driving me to another and then another.
I wanted to see how many I could handle before I had to beg him to stop. I was surprised at how quickly he agreed to try that with me. The look in his eyes had been strange, as though I were giving him something. As he pushed me from one orgasm to the next, my body alive and tingling under his touch, I started to understand why. By the sixth orgasm, I could not think or move. After the seventh, I lost count. My body became ultra-sensitive to every touch and even the lightest flick of his tongue over my clit was torture.

I finally begged him to stop. He rewarded me by sliding into me, sheathed, as I gasped for air. He slid easily into my body and I tried to tighten myself around him. It took me several of his thrusts to get the muscles to respond. They were too relaxed from the multiple orgasms. When they did, I let out a deep moan, feeling my pleasure swirl around and through my body. I tightened around him and felt him pulse into the condom as he grunted.

The sex felt great and we both lay on his couch, wrapped in each other’s arms as the afterglow washed over us. I liked these days, and I wondered how long we would be able to keep it up. It would be sad, I thought, to end it when one or the other of us found someone we wanted to be serious with.

******** 

I showed up at Howie’s apartment for a simple game day. A new racing game was out, and both of us were excited to try it out. It was fun enough, but as we played, I sensed something from Howie. He needed to talk to me, and I could tell that he was worried about how that conversation would go.

As we took a break from playing to prepare lunch, I decided I would ask. I was afraid to. What if he were developing feelings for me, beyond our friendship? Over the three months that we had been doing this, we talked about what was happening regularly. It seemed as though everything was going along just fine. “I do need to talk to you,” Howie said as he mixed tuna, egg, cheese, mayo, mustard, relish. “I’m just not sure how to bring it up.”

I gave Howie a reassuring smile. “Like we always bring stuff up.Open and honest.”
Howie returned the smile and took a deep breath. “You remember that I mentioned that I started dating a girl named Giselle?” 

I had a feeling that I knew where this was going. I felt relieved. I also felt a twinge. It was not jealousy. It was just the feeling that something that was fun and, in its own way special, was about to go away. “Yeah. I remember meeting her at Monica’s party a couple of weeks ago. She’s really nice.”

I was not placating him there. Giselle was a short female version of Howie. It was no wonder that the two of them were getting along well. They had so much in common. She liked not only the same kinds of video games that he did, but role-playing games as well. I tried to think if there was a more perfect match, but one would not come to mind.

“She’s not comfortable with the idea of me having a friend with benefits,” Howie said. “I told her I had one, but not who. I didn’t want things to be awkward, you know?”

I nodded. I understood that. I probably would have been the same way if anyone I was seeing was moving along seriously enough – no one was.

“Anyway, things are getting serious between us. She’s not telling me I can’t have a friend with benefits. She’s not like that. But I know she doesn’t like it, that it scares her a little. I thought it would be a good idea if maybe we stopped doing that.”

I was not about to tell him he had to keep sleeping with me. I still gave myself a little time, though, to let my thoughts mull over it. I would hate not having sex with him. It was fun and I had learned much, not just techniques to use with someone, but about what I enjoyed as well. Still, today was no sex, and I was just fine, enjoying his company as though sex never happened. I could do that any other day as well.

“I hate that you’re being shunted to the friend zone,” Howie said, and I could hear real sympathy and worry about that in his voice. Did he wonder if I was starting to get serious about him? I decided I would not question it. I had wondered it myself only a few minutes ago.

“I don’t mind,” I said. “You’re a good friend, and I like hanging out and just playing games and stuff as much as the sex.” 

Howie let out a deep sigh of relief. I gave a light laugh and pulled bread out to place on the plates he pulled down. “Good. I didn’t want you to feel like I was casting you aside or anything.”

“No. It’s something I think about once in a while. What would I do if the shoe was on the other foot and I was the one who found someone to get serious with again?”

Howie began slapping the tuna fish mixture onto bread. “Have you?” 

I frowned and propped my head on my hands. “No. I meet lots of nice guys, but I don’t click with any of them. It’s like they’re always either very attractive, but we don’t mesh with our interests. Or we have a lot of things in common, but I just can’t seem to be attracted to them. Or they’re nice, but nothing at all seems to spark.”

I leaned back on the chair I sat in. “It’s aggravating.” 

Howie folded sandwiches and handed mine to me. “You’ll get there. It takes time to get the hang of dating and moving through the stages. Just, don’t rush it.”

I took a bite of my sandwich and nodded. I chewed and swallowed, trying not to think of the disastrous results of rushing into things. “Yeah, I definitely want to take my time. I want to make sure I really know the guy too, you know? It was rough on me, finding out Chad was cheating on me. I think before I get serious about a man, I want to be able to trust that won’t happen again.” We finished our lunch and returned to our game. By the end of the afternoon, any awkwardness of the conversation was gone. Once more, we were two friends who were just enjoying a pastime together. Nothing more passed between us, and nothing more needed to.

I was going to miss the sex, but as I headed home, I knew that I was already over it. I was missing a physical activity, not the relationship that he and I had. We could have decided to stop playing Final Fantasy Tactics together.

No, I joked with myself. That would be a real tragedy. 

I stopped into my coffee shop to buy a latte. Alan was training a new cashier whom I could tell from the tone of her voice and her bright, youthful face, was barely starting college. She was enthusiastic and excited. This had to have been her first job. Her smile was infectious, though, spreading to me and to Alan easily. He made my latte for me with light conversation. I sipped it at a small table, reading a paper and enjoying the way the sunset played on the windows outside.

It was a bittersweet day, I decided. One thing ended, but the important things continued.
Now I just had to figure out how I was going to find someone to make a connection with.
Sex – Making it Safe, Enjoyable, and moving from “just sex” to Intimacy 

Chances are, when you start dating someone, you will want to have sex with the person. We are physical creatures with physical needs. It is only natural when we are attracted to someone to want sex to follow. It is important that sex in a dating relationship be safe and enjoyable. It is also important that both of you are on the same page about what sex in your relationship means. Some see sex as something to enjoy together, regardless of the commitment level. Others see sex as something only to do with a person you are in the Commitment Stage of a relationship with. It is important early on that you and your partner know each other’s philosophies about sex before you get in bed together.

Safe Sex 

STDs are not a sexy topic, but they are important to discuss. In the US about 1 In 4 women and 1 in 5 men are infected with HSV-2 (genital herpes). It is important before you become sexually involved with your partner to discuss safe sex and your sexual health and history. Even if you and your partner have never had intercourse, it is a good idea to still be tested for STDs. Why?Because while we call them STDs, not all of them require sex for transmission. Some can be passed from mother to infant at birth. Others can be picked up from kissing or in other ways, such as blood transfusions if the blood was not properly screened. No one wants to have to ask a partner for such personal medical history, but this is your health, and it is important. Never assume that a partner is clean and never assume that safe sex practices will always keep you safe. Condoms can break.

Once you know your sexual health and your partner’s sexual health, the two of you can decide together how to move on to sex. It is important that when practicing safe sex using condoms and other contraceptives that you use them correctly and consistently. The most common reason that couples fail to use condoms regularly is that one or both simply do not enjoy them. Make putting on a condom part of foreplay. If your partner really does have difficulty staying hard with a condom on, consider augmenting your foreplay with a penis pump to help increase the intensity of his erection (and his sensitivity) or a cock ring, to help control the blood flow back out of his penis once the condom is in place.

Moving from Sex to Intimacy 

As I mentioned before, sex and intimacy are not the same thing. You can have sex with someone casually. The experience can be deep, but truly intimate sex with a partner that you share a deep emotional bond with is very different. Some people prefer to wait for at least the intimacy stage to have sex with a dating partner. Others have sex sooner. If you are having sex before you have reached the intimacy stage of the relationship, you will want to make sure that your sex life together keeps up with your emotional life.

The easiest way to express your intimacy through sex is to allow yourself to feel your emotions through your sexual contact together. This is more than just feeling like you love the person you are having sex with. This also means paying special attention to his or her needs during your sexual encounters. It could mean taking longer with foreplay, trying something different you know the other person will enjoy, or even taking time to do non-sexual things leading up to foreplay. How you express deeper intimacy through sex will vary, but remember the key component is the attention you pay to your partner’s physical and emotional satisfaction.

Chapter Five

Love Comes from Places Where We Least Expect It

It was Sunday morning. I was up early and could not get to sleep. I finally decided to look at my clock to see that it was seven. I could toss and turn, I thought, or I could do something. I knew that I would have shopping and house cleaning to do. I thought first, however, that I would head down to the coffee shop. I could grab the Sunday paper on my way, get myself coffee and a Danish, and relax.

I dressed and headed out of the house. 

The coffee shop was thankfully open, and very slow this early. Alan gave me a funny look as I walked in and made me my usual latte. Annette, the new girl, rang up it and a muffin for me – he did not have Danishes this morning. I took my breakfast and my paper to a table and sat down.

None of the headlines looked particularly interesting, and as I began to hunt for the funny pages, Alan came up to the table. “Do you mind if I join you?” He had a coffee and muffin in hand as well.
“Sure.” I smiled up at him as he sat down. 

I found the funny pages. Before I could wonder if I should read with him at the table, he was asking me about strips and characters. I read them, holding the strips up for him to see sight-based gags, and we laughed together over the antics of imaginary characters.

Another young man entered the café and walked behind the counter. He pulled out a barista smock and put it on.
“Are you working today?” I asked.GUIDE OF DATING MADE EASY - LOVING LOLITA 

“Just to open the place,” Alan said. “Only because Josh couldn’t make it in early. I usually take Sundays off. Six days a week is plenty for me.”

I marveled over that kind of dedication. I could not imagine spending six days a week at my job and then going in early on the seventh day because. Then again, I did not own my own business, and I supposed there had to be a job in showing up all of those days that I did not experience in my own job.

“Do you have plans today?” Alan asked.
I blinked my eyes. The question caught me off guard and filled me with a gentle warmth. “Nothing major. Why?” 

“Would you like to go to the park? We can do a picnic.” My heart raced. “A picnic would be nice.”

“Great. Do you want to meet here around eleven and we’ll head over?” 

I nodded. That would give me time to get my shopping done early and I could even pick up stuff for the picnic. “Sure. I can bring along some fruit and stuff.”

“I’ll bring something to drink and make us some light finger foods.” Alan stood. “I should get going so I can do that. Eleven o’clock.”

“Eleven,” I repeated. I sipped my coffee and watched his leave. 

I marveled over what had just happened. I saw Alan almost every day. We shared light conversation as he made my coffee. I supposed that we had gotten to know each other over the last few months, but I never entertained the idea of him asking me out. It wasn’t that I didn’t think of him as dating material – he was cute and I had entertained quite a few thoughts about him.

I just thought I was only a customer.
If I were just a customer, would he have bothered to memorize my latte preferences and start making them as soon as I came in? 

It was possible, I suppose, but I doubted it. I wanted to doubt it anyway. I decided I would not ask him. I would just enjoy the afternoon date with a cute and interesting man. I finished my coffee and headed out to the store so that I could get the groceries on my list and the extra items I would want to bring for the picnic. It occurred to me that I had no idea if he had a picnic basket or if I would need to bring one. I did not have his phone number to ask.

I decided that if he had asked me out for a picnic date, that he would probably have the basket we needed. 

When I arrived back home, I sliced up fruit and put it into plastic containers. I put them into a bag and headed down to the café to meet Alan. He arrived promptly at eleven with a large picnic basket in hand. He put my own additions in and we headed out, walking down the street and turning down the next to make our way to the park. It was busy, but we were able to find a place out of the way.

Alan laid out a picnic blanket that he stored in the side pocket of the basket while I grabbed a few stones to hold down the corners. He brought out the food and chilled single-servings of white wine. The foods were small finger sandwiches of turkey and Swiss cheese and sliced carrots, celery, and cucumber.

As we ate, we talked. Alan told me more about college and his decision to open his own coffee shop. I talked about work and my love-hate relationship with it. As we grew more relaxed in our conversation together, we began discussing more personal things. I talked about my relationship and breakup with Chad and my light dating. I even talked about my friends-with-benefits arrangement with Howie and its ending as he found a serious relationship.

To my surprise, Alan was very sympathetic and understanding about the arrangement Howie and I had. He’d had friends like that before, and starting new relationships always complicated it. Most of his, however, the friendships ended. He was impressed that Howie and I were able to maintain our friendship, and I sensed admiration from him for that. I was not sure if it was for Howie or me. It occurred to me that it could be for both of us.

Alan had his own big break-up about a year ago. It was not a girlfriend. He had a wife of five years and the relationship ended. It was not infidelity. They simply drifted apart. They had married when she found out she was pregnant. The pregnancy did not work out and attempts to try again did not either. Over time, the intimacy faded. They could not get their interests and goals to mesh.

The divorce was hard for him, and it took him a while to feel ready to move on. That was why, he confessed finally, that he had taken so long asking me out. He wanted to know that we had a rapport before he took that leap.

I understood. 

I felt that rapport as well. Talking to him was as easy on the picnic blanket as it had been in the café while he made coffee. We could have been talking about the weather instead of intense, personal history. It felt amazing to have this connection again. It seemed like it had been years, not months, and I wondered to myself.

Maybe it had been. I was not foolish enough to blame myself for Chad cheating, but I thought if both of us had been able to make that connection together, maybe he would not have felt the need to look elsewhere for attention. He had, whether he wanted to admit it or not, been searching for someone to make a deeper connection with, because he could not make that connection with me. It would have been better if he could have been honest with me about it. The realization was enough for me to finally forgive him, though.

We continued to talk long after the food and wine was gone. As the afternoon wore on, we finally packed up the picnic basket and Alan walked me back to my apartment. He lived in the same building as the café, on the floor above it. I remarked that it had to be convenient. I thought it was especially convenient for us. It would be easy to see each other since my apartment was only down the block.
“I’d like to go out again soon,” Alan said as he pulled out his cell phone. “Does Friday night sound good? We could do dinner and a movie.”

I smiled and pulled out my own phone. “Friday is great.” 

We exchanged phone numbers and firmed up a time for Friday. Before he left, he gave me a kiss, light and simple on the lips. My body tingled to feel it and I wanted it to continue. I could tell he did as well, but he did not push it. I smiled as I watched him walk back toward the street to head home himself.

It was amazing, I thought to myself. I found someone I had a connection with, in the last place that I thought to look. More than that, though, he seemed to have the same idea I had, if the kiss were any clue. He did not want to rush too fast into the physical aspects. Thinking about the marriage that ended for him a year ago, I could understand that.

I thought when I explained to him my desire to wait that he would understand it very well. After all, he waited for a rapport before even asking me out on a date.

******** 

I leaned back against the pillows on Alan’s bed and took in a deep breath. Alan kissed down my body slowly, teasing my breasts before kissing my stomach and down, moving between my legs. I looked down my body to see the short, light brown hair as his tongue moved between the skin of my sex. I could feel his nervousness in his breath. When he flicked his tongue over my clit, I let out a gasp and he gained more confidence, sucking lightly over the gentle nub.

It felt wonderful, and I wanted to feel him pull more of me through his lips. 

“Alan.” My voice was breathy from my pleasure. “What you’re doing there can you do it down as well, and maybe let your teeth graze the skin just a little?”
Alan looked up at me and smiled. I saw lust in his eyes and something else. He liked that I had asked. He kissed down my sex, drawing the skin between his lips and touching it lightly with his teeth. I moaned softly as he drew in each fold of skin slowly, grazing it with this teeth and licking with his tongue. It felt incredible, and the sensation began to swirl madly. When he moved up to my clit again to flick his tongue and suck gently, my orgasm pushed through my body, a huge wave that left everything tingling.

It was the first orgasm that he had given me, and it was wonderful. 

I took hold of Alan’s shoulders, bringing him up my body and urging him to roll onto his back. I kissed his chest and down, finding his cock hard and ready. I licked along the shaft and listened and Alan gently guided me to the places that were most sensitive for him. As I licked along those places, I delighted at the way he sighed and moaned. Knowing exactly how to please him was amazing, and I understood the look I had seen in his eyes moments ago.

When I took him into my mouth, I sucked on him eagerly, drawing in most of him and wrapping my hand around the rest of his shaft. I teased him with my tongue as I sucked on him, listening to what he liked and what seemed to really drive him wild. When he pulsed, I let his cum linger on my tongue so that I could taste him. He was thick and tasted of salt and light musk. Underlying it was the faint taste that made me think of the fruit and light vegetables that made up most of his diet.

I swallowed him and relaxed as he pulled me back and down onto the bed. He moved between my legs, brushing his hand through my hair as his eyes met mine. I could see the want and fear in his own. Six months of dating, of getting to know each other and build that stronger bond together were all leading up to this moment. I kissed him, parting my lips to welcome his tongue into my mouth to dance with mine. I wanted that to be the signal to him, that I wanted him. I loved him. I loved his mind and everything about him.
I was ready to love his body now.MARGUERITE DE LYON

He pushed into me, smooth and bare, sliding along the wetness inside of me. He pushed deep into me and I rolled my hips up to meet his thrust. Our bodies worked together, moving with one rhythm that we perfected together. I let out a deeper moan now as I squeezed my body around him. His eyes grew wide at the sensation and he began to thrust harder and faster, losing himself in the excitement of our passion. My own pleasure grew, swirling around him as he did, and when it pushed over and through my body, I tightened, trying to draw him deep into me. With a deep moan, Alan pulsed into my body. I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him, wanting to taste that passion in his kiss, even as it filled me.

After making love, we lay together in his bed, our bodies entwined. We talked about simple things, like what we would do for dinner later. Slowly conversation moved to larger things. I was going to be moving in with him, and we discussed the move itself and other things surrounding it – what time the movers would be arriving at my apartment, if my key was workingas it should, and what I thought about getting a dog.

It felt wonderful to lay there with Alan and have that conversation together. On the heels of our first lovemaking, we were able to transition easily to the everyday things that we both knew we had to worry about at some point. I finally closed my eyes and napped there in his arms. In my dreams, I saw his light brown hair between my legs and felt the passion and beauty of his touch.

I was not sure if anything could feel so beautiful and so complete. I doubted it could. Everything felt perfect now. 
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