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Illicit File
Sharing

I’d been
having problems with my laptop ever since I’d flown into a rage and
“accidentally” thrown it off the side of my bed when it outright
refused to let me log into my ex-boyfriend Paul’s email account. I
only wanted to spy on him to see if he was seeing someone else, but
it turned out he’d anticipated my act of espionage and changed his
password. Anyway, I had since overcome my frustrations and moved
on, but my life was permanently scarred by the presence of the
slightly wonky computer screen and a series of incomprehensible
error messages that popped up practically every day. I’m sure they
were telling me something useful but as a post-graduate training to
be a GP, computers weren’t even remotely near my field of study. I
knew how to turn the dreaded thing on and off, how to navigate to
my social networking pages, check my email and how to use the
webcam. As I had elected to move far away from home to study my
degree – due to the wealth of opportunities further north – I had
been forced to operate a long distance relationship with Paul, and
that was probably what led to him breaking up with me in the first
place. However, while we were together we regularly communicated
via our webcams, often allowing our baser instincts to get the
better of us and stripping down for some explicit on screen role
play.

I would
sometimes even get a little horny while I was alone and decide to
take some saucy snaps and videos for him, sending them via email
for his personal use. In return, he would send me equally naughty
pictures of his immense, bulging cock for me to look at while I
touched myself. Since the breakup, I had deleted all the photos I
had stored of him, but I had elected to keep my own ones. I don’t
know why I retained them and it was pretty stupid of me to store
them on my desktop. As you might imagine, it was with a great
amount of uncertainty when my laptop broke down completely that I
decided to take it to the nearby computer repair shop. I was almost
considering throwing it in the trash rather than face the
embarrassment of having some stranger see my naked pictures, but I
knew I couldn’t afford to replace it especially not as I was about
to begin the next stage of my studies. As I opened the door and
walked inside, I breathed a small sigh of relief at the sight of a
rather dorky looking girl at the counter. She had long, jet black
hair and was dressed rather cutely in an Elmo vest top and jeans.
There was nobody else in the store, which was cluttered with old
computer parts and was poorly lit due to the barrage of adverts
pasted on to the insides of the large front windows. To the side of
the main desk were several rows of computer desks, which formed the
cyber cafe component of the shop.

“Hi!”
beamed the young girl from behind her thick rimmed glasses, “How
can I help you?”

“Um...”
I muttered, holding the laptop tightly under my arm, “I... er... my
laptop broke. I was wondering if there was any way you could fix
it.”

“Well it
depends what’s wrong with it...” she said, holding out her arms to
inspect it.

“Okay,
but I’d prefer it if you could mend it without... like, you know...
seeing anything on the hard drive...” I continued, making it sound
far more suspicious than it really was.

“Ah!”
she said as a cheeky grin crossed her cheeks, “I see!”

“What?”
I asked, squinting at her as I detected she was implying
something.

“No no,
there’s no need to worry.” she assured me, ”We get this kind of
request all the time...”

“What
kind of request?” I asked.

“You
know, people don’t want anyone to know what kind of porn they’ve
been going on.” she said, blatantly raising her eyebrows at me to
suggest that that was what I meant.

“No!” I
said, scrambling to bolster my excuse with something that sounded a
little more respectable, “I just have a lot of confidential
files... and, erm... stuff.”

“Okay!”
she said, waving her hands in the air in surrender but still
grinning from ear to ear. She wasn’t buying it for a second. Her
obnoxiousness was oddly endearing and her smile made it almost
impossible to contain the small burst of laughter that sprang
involuntarily from my lips.

“But
seriously, we’re very discreet.” she said, but then just as I
relaxed slightly she couldn’t resist teasing me a little more, “No
matter what kind of kinky shit you’re into!”

I
laughed again, becoming strangely aroused by her extraordinarily
cheeky persona. In fact, as I stood nervously before her digging
myself into an even deeper hole, I could feel the excitement
building inside my panties. The ample bumps of her breasts beneath
her vest were making me slightly moist, especially since her
cleavage jiggled with every slight movement of her arms. I had to
fight my own urges to look her straight in the eye, but she had
already noticed my wandering glances.

“Seriously, it’s fine. If you leave your number I’ll text you
when it’s ready to pick up.” she said. I knew I was never going to
convince her that the laptop was clean and I desperately needed it
fixed as soon as possible, so I relented and scribbled my number
onto a piece of notepaper. I went off to do some shopping, leaving
it in her possibly trustworthy hands for a while. Then, after only
about 40 minutes she sent me a text saying I could pick it
up. Surely she can’t have fixed it
already? I thought. She had, though, and as
I walked back into the shop I could see she was trying to hide
another massive smile. She explained that it was just a faulty
connector, most likely dislodged during my “accident”. Regardless,
she refused to take any payment as it had been such a simple job.
So, I thanked her graciously and took it home, completely unaware
that she had helped herself to her own form of payment
instead.

I got
back to my flat and set the laptop down on my coffee table,
allowing it to boot up while I fixed myself something to eat. It
wasn’t until I sat down on my couch and relaxed, coffee in one hand
and a sandwich in the other that I realised something was amiss.
Well, not so much missing as it was added. Everything was as I had
left it – all my shortcuts were still in place on my desktop and my
folders containing my university work were still scattered around
the screen. However, the “secret” folder containing my naughty
pictures had been moved to the top right corner, and sitting right
next to it was a text file and an additional folder. I opened the
text file to see that it was a note from the girl in the store, and
as soon as I began to read it my heart sank like a lead weight. It
read simply: “I’ll admit, I was expecting a lot worse ;) You have a
really nice pussy, btw. That will keep me warm tonight! In
exchange, I left you a little present.”

I was
mortified. Not only had she seen every single one of my pictures,
but she had even had the nerve to make a copy for her own
amusement. I began to tremble as the reality began to sink in and
the butterflies fluttered their wings endlessly inside my stomach.
However, despite how queasy it made me feel at first, there was an
underlying feeling of arousal building slowly between my thighs
that I simply couldn’t ignore. I re-read the message a few times,
unable to really take in what it was saying. Then the last part of
her message hit me. That was the other folder – she had created it
for some reason. I opened it and saw a mass of thumbnails filling
my screen, depicting the girl from the store in a variety of
different poses and states of undress. I had never even looked at
another girl before and yet I found myself clicking on the first
photo to expand to the full size of the screen. She wasn’t wearing
her glasses in the pictures and she looked much hotter without
them. Her eyes sparkled like sapphires and without the thick black
rims covering them, her eye brows didn’t look nearly as pronounced.
She was incredibly pretty and as I began to cycle through the
pictures and look at the increasingly naughty contents, the light
tingle around my clitoris inexplicably grew far more
intense.

The more
explicit the photos became the greater the urge I felt to
masturbate, and while I resisted for as long as I could, eventually
my pussy took over control of my mind and eating my sandwich was no
longer the main thing on my mind. I leaned back on the couch and
slipped my jeans down, slipping my fingers inside my panties to
circle them around my throbbing clitoris while I flicked between
the photos on the computer screen. I could barely make up my mind
which one to look at while I touched myself – the one in which she
was on her back with her legs spread wide apart, the one in which
she was on her hands and knees and taking a picture of herself from
behind, the one in which she was using a vibrator on herself? There
was just too much choice! I was quickly building to an orgasm, much
faster than any time I’d watched straight porn. I didn’t know if it
was because she was a girl or because they were photos of someone
I’d met, but something was driving me wild with lust. In hindsight,
I think it was probably the image that had been emblazoned on my
consciousness ever since I’d read her note to me – the image of her
touching herself in much the same way as in the photos, albeit at
home while she looked at my photos. In fact, we were both probably
doing the same thing at the same time, and that more than anything
was making me wet and extremely hot under the collar.

The
thing that stuck in my mind the most was not the fact that she’d
taken such an enormous liberty with my trust, but that I was
rapidly becoming more and more attracted to her. If her skin was
anywhere near as smooth and free of blemishes as in the photos
she’d given to me, I could tell that touching her would be a divine
experience in itself. The slender curves of her hips and her
perfectly round, supple breasts were like a drug, drawing me in and
persuading me to uncover an aspect of my sexuality that I’d never
even realised existed. I returned to the laptop a few times that
evening, each time finding it impossible to resist playing with
myself and almost causing my pussy to become sore from so much
rubbing. I barely completed any of the preparatory work I’d been
planning to do that night, instead finding myself endlessly being
drawn back to her naked pictures. As the night went on, she was all
I could think about, and I began to formulate a plan to get my own
back on her. In fact, I tried to convince myself that I was
plotting some sort of revenge, but in reality I just yearned to
touch and taste her bare flesh for myself. It drove me wild and by
the time morning rolled around, I’d hardly seen a wink of
sleep.

I
pottered about all morning as I bulked up the courage to act on my
desires, finally deciding to ignore my strongest inhibitions and
head out of the door with one thing on my mind. I marched down to
the store in my summery vest top and shorts, which highlighted my
jiggling cleavage and freshly waxed legs. I fought off the urge to
play with myself all morning, hoping to save my energy for her when
I arrived in the store. However, by the time I’d got there I’d not
only worked up quite a sweat in the humid summer air, but there was
a customer at the desk talking to her. It was an older gentleman
who, I could tell from her expression even from outside the window,
was trying and failing desperately to charm her. He seemed
completely oblivious to her dismissive gestures and I could tell
she obviously wanted him gone. I waited patiently outside for him
to get the message, squinting through the grimy unwashed glass as
passers-by nudged their way past me. Finally, he decided to give up
and waltzed out of the door, leaving her holding her forehead in
exasperation. She turned to face away from the counter to sort out
something on the desk behind her and I sensed my opportunity to
strike. I slipped in through the slowly closing door, locked it
behind me and flipped the “open” sign to “closed”. I walked up to
the desk, noting that the cyber cafe was empty. We were alone in
there and she was mine for the taking.

I
strolled up to the desk and waited patiently for her to turn
around, steeling myself ready to confront her. She was fiddling
around with a computer motherboard and I sensed that she would be
occupied for a while. So I cleared my throat noisily to gain her
attention. She turned to face me and immediately a nervous, unsure
smile extended across her cheeks. She had no idea if I was mad
about what she had done and played it cool until she was sure of
herself.

“Hello
again.” she said politely, scanning my face a million times a
second to gauge my temperature. I retained the slightest of smiles
as I looked into her eyes.

“Hi.” I
said, reaching blindly into my handbag to pull out something I’d
prepared before leaving my flat.

“How can
I help you?” she asked, peering into my bag to see what I was about
to pull out. It could have been anything, even a weapon. I sensed
her muscles tightening slightly as I fished out a small plastic
object. It was a memory card, which I placed down on the
counter.

“I was
wondering if you could help me with some photos...” I said, rolling
my tongue over my teeth seductively to signal my arousal. Even
after everything she had done, I was still unsure about what I was
doing and terribly nervous that she might reject me. She relaxed
and took the card, stepping out from behind the desk to lead me
over to one of the computers in the cyber cafe.

“No...”
I said, pointing at a machine on the back row completely beyond the
sight of the outer windows, “This one.”

She took
a seat at the computer and placed the card into its slot, logging
in quickly and opening up the browser to view the files contained
within. I stood behind her, watching as my fingers trembled. Then,
as the thumbnails appeared and a collage of my flesh filled the
screen, she held her fingers to her mouth in surprise. She froze in
her seat as I leaned down, pouring my warm breath over her neck and
cleavage. The photos were all brand new ones I had taken the night
before with the intention of seducing her. I couldn’t explain why,
but the idea of her looking at my naked snaps was turning me on
more than any guy I’d ever slept with.

“What do
you think?” I asked, suddenly imbued with a fresh sense of
confidence. I could tell she liked them, and with the door locked I
knew we wouldn’t be disturbed. I took a chance and pressed my hand
on to her shoulders, clenching it between my fingers and feeling
her bra strap under the fabric of her vest top. She quivered
slightly at my sensual touch and then began to click the photos
open, widening them to full screen while I placed my second hand on
her other shoulder. I continued to massage her, taking even more
enjoyment from feeling her body that she was from the pressure of
my fingers. My clitoris was throbbing like crazy, compelling me to
go further. I allowed my fingers to creep down over her breasts,
cupping them through her top and squeezing them gently. She tilted
her head back and widened her lips, so I leaned down and pressed
mine to hers. We kissed softly at first, allowing our saliva to
seep into each other’s mouths as our tongues lapped hungrily
together. She reached back behind her and raised her hand to my
crotch, feeling between my legs and pressing her fingers against my
clitoris. So I unbuttoned my jeans and slipped my fingers down
inside my panties, stroking them over my tingling clit for a moment
as I continued to kiss her. I coated my middle finger in the juices
that had accumulated around my labia, sliding my finger up inside
me to make it lovely and warm for her. I retracted the finger and
held it to her mouth, pulling my tongue away from our embrace as
she sucked the juices clean off. It was unbelievably arousing and
utterly filthy, both the fact that she was tasting me and the feel
of her tongue sucking on my finger.

I pulled
my jeans down and kicked them away, leaving me standing behind her
in only my panties. Then, I reached further down in front of her,
allowing my fingers to crawl over her stomach as I made my way down
to her crotch. She moved her arms aside, allowing me free reign
over her fly. I continued to kiss all around her lips, cheeks and
then over the soft flesh of her neck as I slowly popped her jeans
open. With some newfound leeway, I slipped my hand inside and began
to circle my finger around her firm clitoris, rubbing it around
relentlessly as she sighed beneath my lips. She loved it and the
harder I pressed the noisier she became. I slid my fingers down
inside her panties and stroked at the moist lips of her pussy,
drenching my finger once again in juices before pulling it up to my
mouth. I sucked it and savoured the warmth of her juices clinging
to it, lapping up every inch of her slimy residue. I pulled her
jeans and panties down and crouched in front of her, leaving
explicit photos of me on screen. She continued to flick through
them using the mouse as I leaned closer, spreading her thighs and
parting the lips of her pussy ready to be snacked on. With my
tongue full extended, I began to lick between them, sliding it up
and down over her shimmering pink vulva and flicking her firm clit
as she groaned with satisfaction. I could hear the mouse clicking
as she cycled through the photos, getting off to the sight of my
naked body while I munched on her pussy.

I raised
up my finger and glided it through her tight little pussy hole,
rolling it around the squidgy walls of her vagina thrusting it in
and out repeatedly as she clenched her fingers around the edge of
the desk. She held my head closer, forcing my mouth as securely to
her pussy as she could hold it and giving me no choice but to
continue lapping at her clitoris and tugging back on her g-spot.
Her breathless panting was becoming uncontrollable and it got to
the point where every lick of my tongue was met with a thrash of
her hips high into the air. I pulled my mouth away and stood up
next to her, my thighs jiggling anxiously as she leaned down to
pull my panties off. She did it slowly, teasing herself with every
fresh bit of skin she uncovered until my pussy was completely
exposed to her. She stroked her fingers between my legs for a
moment, fixing her gaze to mine as she toyed with my clit and
almost slid it inside me. I straddled her lap, flipping my leg over
her thighs and pushing myself up close to her with our bare pussies
just inches apart as we kissed once again. I began to thrust myself
on her lap even though I was barely making contact with the bulge
of her stomach. Our bodies were dripping with sweat from the heat
of the computers and the poor air conditioning, and our hot breath
wasn’t helping matters. We writhed together, kissing and groping
each other and no longer paying any attention to the pictures on
the screen. She had the real thing to play with now.

I
gripped the bottom of her vest and pulled it up over her head,
immediately turning my attention to her bra before her top had even
hit the floor. I unhooked the clasps and tore it away from her
chest, exposing her juicy young breasts. She kept tight hold of my
ass, running her fingers up and down my crack and poking gently at
my ass hole. I was so horny I couldn’t even wait for her to strip
away my top and bra as I’d done to her, instead choosing to pull
them off myself. I remained straddled on her lap, both of us
completely naked with our nipples prodding each other’s firm, juicy
breasts as we kissed endlessly. There was only so much we could do
on the seat, though, so I climbed off and lay back on the floor,
pulling her down on top of me. She lay facing the other way with
her knees pressed to the carpet at the sides of my head and her
head between my parted thighs. Within seconds we were both licking
our tongues over each other’s clits, flicking them from side to
side sliding our fingers up inside our pussy holes. She began to
clench her ass above my head, thrusting her clit even harder down
onto my tongue as I lapped at it. The close up sight of her ass
squeezing shut above my face sent me wild with lust, and without
even thinking I spanked the right cheek with my hand. She paused
for a moment and then gasped, allowing her shock to dissipate into
a fit of giggles.

I spread
her ass cheeks wide open, revealing the small pink hole of her anus
buried deep within. It was opening and closing rapidly as her
muscles contracted over and over again. It almost looked like it
was calling out to be played with, so I spat on my middle finger
and began to nudge it around the puckering rim. Little by little, I
managed to widen the hole slightly and with the help of a few gobs
of my saliva I was able to slide my finger up into her ass hole. I
couldn’t help it, her sweet little butt hole was just so inviting
and aching to be penetrated, and as I slid my finger in and out of
the tight, slippery hole I could hear her moaning with pleasure.
She obviously loved it and I was keen to see what it felt like, so
I raised my legs high into the air at her sides, allowing her to do
the same to me. I braced myself, relaxing the muscles of my ass
hole as her finger slipped inside me with the help of plenty of her
spit. It was intense, feeling it rubbing against the walls of my
rectum as my anus expanded wider and wider as her finger plunged
deeper and deeper until her knuckle was pressing onto the fleshy
ring. In fact, the longer we spent fucking each other’s ass holes
with our fingers, the heavier and more exaggerated our breathing
became. A pool of sweat formed between our hot bodies, causing her
to slide around on top of my chest.

She got
up and rotated around, pressing her breasts down over mine and
planting her lips around my mouth as she lay back on top of me. Her
right leg pressed up against my clitoris as she straddled mine, and
together we began to writhe on the floor as we edged each other
closer and closer to an orgasm. I reached down and spanked her ass
a few times, making her gasp with delight upon every strike. The
harder she ground her crotch against my leg the louder her breath
became, with beads of sweat rolling from her forehead and dripping
from the tip of her nose onto my face. I groaned relentlessly and
before long we were both on the verge of a shuddering climax,
thrusting our hips against each other’s sweaty thighs and adding as
much pressure to our clits as we could muster. All of a sudden, she
cried out in ecstasy and unleashed a final flurry of powerful
convulsions against my thigh, propelling herself blindly into a
blistering orgasm. The sight of her thrashing body was enough to
tip me over the edge as well, and in the overwhelming humidity of
the dank computer room I almost passed out as I came. Our combined,
ecstatic screaming must have been audible from the street outside
even through the glass of the front windows. Neither of us cared
for a second, though, our minds consumed with one thing and one
thing only. I even felt a little moisture squirting from the glands
of my vulva as I reached the tip of my climax, coating her upper
lips as she continued to suck on my clit until the very end.
Finally, we both collapse in a heaving, perspiring mess and almost
drifted into unconsciousness.

She
slowly got to her feet, peeling herself away from my body as her
legs quivered and twitched with the remnants of her orgasm. Once
we’d both gotten dressed, she opened the store again and I left,
satisfied by the most casual and disgracefully naughty experience
of my life. I made sure to be a frequent and loyal customer from
that day forward.






The
End
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Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “Illicit File Sharing” so
I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.

 Connect with Kelly Sanders

Favorite me on Smashwords: CLICK
HERE
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