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Lesbian Ann Summers Party

I had
been organising Ann Summers parties for years, using it as a part
time business to build up some extra cash to supplement my meagre
wages. It was a fruitful and often fun way of generating some
additional spending money, which some might say I wasted – a girl
needs her shoes, though! I would jaunt around town, going to
people’s homes and putting on a show with the intention of selling
the vast array of naughty paraphernalia on offer, often with the
help of copious quantities of wine. It was a successful business
model, and although my friends knew all about the sordid parties, I
had never put one on for them. It wasn’t because I didn’t want to –
they had simply never asked and the idea had never occurred to me.
Then, one evening, over casual drinks, my friend, Jemima, suggested
that we should have one at my house the following week. I wondered
what had spurred her interest, but what really consumed my mind was
the money making potential. I knew from the countless squalid tales
they had shared with me that they were among the horniest bitches
in the world, constantly on the lookout for their next lay. So, we
set the date for the following Friday and I made sure to stock up
on all my most popular items.

I
had an extra trick up my sleeve that I’d been dying to try out for
weeks. I’d bought some foreign substance whilst away on holiday in
Spain, which supposedly heightened the libido of anyone who tasted
it. I didn’t have the nerves to try it out on any of my regular
customers, just in case it turned out to be some illegal substance
and got me arrested. With my group of close friends, though, I felt
like I could test it out on them without fear of
repercussions. Surely they would forgive
me if the results were unpleasant, I
thought. It was a small pouch of red powder that was apparently
made using crushed up insects that contained a powerful
aphrodisiac. I didn’t know much about such things, but even if it
had no effect at all, it was at least worth a try. All week long, I
was itching to use it, although I wasn’t really planning on telling
them until afterward. I had been assured that it didn’t contain any
common allergens or anything that could cause health problems, so I
was confident that it was okay to use on them. I had little idea
just how potent the mixture was going to be, though, and as the
evening rapidly approached, I was completely oblivious to the orgy
of carnal lust that was about to take place in my living
room.

The parties were usually a relatively informal affair, with
the guests turning up in their regular clothes, often having just
come from families and after work sessions at the gym. My friends,
Jemima, Alice, Clara, Ellie, and Madeleine had all invited a few of
their friends, and as they began to turn up, I began to worry that
my fairly small living room would not be able to cope with the
crowd. Not only that, I realised that my special powder might be
spread a little thin and, therefore, would be rendered useless.
They just kept on coming, turning up twos and threes in their sweat
pants, jeans, shorts, vest tops, and blouses, each a different hair
colour and style from the last and each with a cheeky grin as if it
was a special occasion. They could finally engage the hidden sexual
demons that had been broiling under the surface for so long, and as
they each took a seat and a glass of wine, I began to arrange the
boxes of sample products to demonstrate. I had laid out a tray full
of glasses of rosé wine, each one spiked with an equal amount of the red powder.
As they started to take their first sips, I suddenly felt very
nervous indeed. All manner of dreadful thoughts entered my mind,
and I was practically preparing the black refuse bags and digging
up my garden in preparation for something awful to happen.
Thankfully, after a little while, nothing unfortunate had happened,
and because everyone seemed to have arrived and packed out my
living room, we began.

I stood
before them like a singer about to perform her greatest hits,
clearing my throat as I introduced the format of the party and
explained that the idea was to sell as much as I could. Thankfully,
they were all clutching their purses as if it was a sale and they
were eager to fight each other for the items on offer.

“There
is plenty of everything for everyone!” I reassured them, “So how
about we try on some lingerie!”

They
erupted into a howl of cackling and hollering, instantly making me
glad that my neighbours were away for the weekend. I pulled out a
sexy red bustier and held it up in the air.

“Who
wants to model it?” I asked with a gleeful smile, not really
expecting anyone to be courageous enough yet. However, a few hands
instantly shot up, and I handed it to one of Clara’s friends, who
proceeded into the kitchen to change into the saucy lace underwear
set. She seemed to be the right fit for the sample, although when
she finally reappeared it was pretty obvious that I’d misjudged the
size of her bust. Her breasts were spilling out over the tight
fitting cups and the buckles holding it together were struggling to
hold together. The raucous laughter grew even louder as she made
her way into the centre of the room. Thankfully, she was a
boisterous, attention-loving type who lapped up the attention like
it was her birthday. I explained the features of the bustier,
highlighting how strong and yet light it was before informing them
of the price. They would have happily all forked out for it right
there and then, and I had to battle with myself to resist their
wafting fans of cash so I could move on to the next, more expensive
items. I proceeded through a few more sets of lingerie, each one
more revealing than the last as they supped up my spiked wine and
grew progressively more inebriated. I hadn’t even noticed them
becoming particularly horny, as the sexual nature of the parties
was always like that. However, as we moved on from the lingerie to
the other product lines, I started to sense that they were getting
into it much more quickly than my previous customers.

“Break
out the toys!” screamed one of the girls to a chorus of laughter. I
shrugged and spliced open one of the nearby boxes, taking out a
standard pink rabbit vibrator. After a few audible gasps, I pressed
the button to enable its rotating shaft and held it in the air as
it whirred around in front of them.

“This is
your standard model. It has five speeds for the main shaft and a
special mode for the clitoral stimulator...” I explained, feeling
more like an arms dealer than a salesperson. They nodded in unison,
although I could tell they were hardly paying attention to what I
was saying. They were entranced by the spinning rubbery shaft and
staring directly at it, almost salivating like a pack of wolves
that had just spotted their prey. My naughty side began to kick in
and I had a devilish idea.

“Okay,
who wants to volunteer?” I asked, again, not really expecting any
replies. However, there were more hands in the air than with any of
the lingerie sets. The powder was surely kicking in, and because
I’d topped up their glasses several times by that point, they were
all becoming very drunk and free-spirited as well as intensely
horny. One of the girls sitting on the couch opposite me reached up
and snatched it out of my hand, quickly pulling up her slutty
mini-skirt and awkwardly pulling her knickers down with her free
hand. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, but the rest of the
girls were right behind her and egging her on. I wished I’d saved a
little of the powder for myself, although, as I watched from behind
the gaps in my fingers at the girl spreading her labia apart with
the head and plunging the shaft inside her pussy, I couldn’t help
but notice the prominent tingle forming around my own clitoris. She
pressed it deep inside her and clamped the rabbit ears firmly
around her clitoris, scrambling to switch them on and reclining
back in her chair as she masturbated herself for the massive throng
of admiring girls to see. She was quite pretty, although something
about her demeanour told me that she was a bit of a skank. Still,
she was undoubtedly enjoying the product and her thrashing hips and
noisy moaning was about as good of a sales pitch as I could hope
for.

The
others turned to me to see what else I had to offer, and I pulled
out a few more samples of similar vibrators. One had a thrusting
shaft that delved deeper into the user’s vagina, one had a special
second shaft for anal penetration, and the third had a bump on the
shaft designed to rub directly over the girl’s g-spot. I began to
explain the features to them, but before I could even describe the
first one, all three had been taken from my grasp by the grappling
fingers of the horny girls. I was starting to become slightly
worried by their animalistic urges, and simply watched as three of
the girls finally seized control of the vibrators and began to
strip away their pants and knickers, tossing them all onto a pile
on the floor as they used the toys on themselves. It was an
intensely arousing sight, and as I pushed their clothes to one side
to make room, I couldn’t help but pick up one of the pairs of
discarded knickers. Without even thinking, I held them to my face
for a quick sniff, filling my nostrils with the sweet but faint
scent of stale piss and pussy sweat. I didn’t even know whose
knickers they were, and even though I was clearly in view of all
the girls, no one noticed my naughty antics at all. Their eyes were
solely pinned on the four vibrators being plunged inside the girls’
pussies as they writhed back on my long couches.

I
dropped the panties back to the floor and announced that I had a
game to play. It was a standard activity that I usually played to
relax the more nervous members of the group. Admittedly, there
weren’t many girls there who really needed a confidence boost, but
I thought it would be fun anyway. I took the toys from the four
girls - much to their dismay - and lined them up on the floor,
standing them on their bases with the shafts pointing to the
ceiling. Everyone watched in bemusement as I pulled out two shiny
black butt plugs from a nearby box and positioned them a foot or so
apart, about a yard away from the toys. They were still dripping
with the pussy juices of the four girls who’d been pleasuring
themselves with them.

“We’re
going to have a race!” I proclaimed. “And the winner gets to try
out a new item that I’ve just received this morning!”

“What is
it?” cried one of the girls, unable to contain her excitement at
the possibilities of what it could be.

“It’s a
secret!” I laughed, crouching down to start the motors of the
vibrators. “And they’re off!”

The toys
began to buzz around, slowly creeping across the floor with the
juddering movements of the vibrations and using the momentum of the
swirling shafts to nudge them closer and closer to the finish line,
denoted by the butt plugs. They were transfixed by the toys,
wailing for their favourites to win as if they’d been placing bets
on them. Not only that, but several of the girls were clearly more
than a little turned on themselves, and not just the ones that had
been masturbating with the toys. I noticed more than a few hands
descending quietly between their thighs to nudge themselves with
their fingers as they watched the toys edging closer to the end of
the race, their bodies rubbing against the girls next to them and
feeling the warmth of their bodies on their skin. The whole room
was filled with the pungent accumulation of different perfumes and
the pungent aroma of moist pussies. The vibrator with the anal
attachment slowly inched in front of the others, leaving the one
with the thrusting shaft standing almost solitary on the start
line. The whole room exploded into a cacophony of loud whistling
and laughter as it finally passed between the butt plugs. I
disabled the toys and turned to the winner, a pretty young girl who
had been invited by Maddy, who was sitting right next to her and
nudging her with her elbow. Her name was Nicki, and apparently, she
was an athletic’s hurdler, which I could easily picture with her
implausibly long legs and strong thighs.

“What do
I win?” she asked keenly, peering over to see what else the boxes
on the floor might contain. The rest of the girls were equally as
excited to find out what I had in store and were almost biting
their nails in anticipation. I stepped over to the boxes and bent
down, feeling their eyes scanning my body and poring over the tight
jeans hugging my perky ass. As I pulled out her prize, there was a
noticeable sigh of confusion. I held up a small pot of a mysterious
colourful purple substance, which I opened and foisted under the
noses of the front row of my guests. They each took a long sniff of
the cherry flavoured jelly, and then looked at me, patiently
waiting for an explanation. Sure, it wasn’t another sex toy, but it
definitely had a very naughty use. I chuckled to myself as I
thought how best to describe it.

“It’s
probably best if we have another demonstration...” I said, handing
the pot to Nicki. She took hold of it and read the brief
instructions on the back, instantly lighting her face up as a
gleeful smile stretched across her lips. She knew exactly what to
do, and while the others watched her scooping up some of the sticky
gel onto her fingers and patting it down over her clitoris and
labia, I proceeded to ask for volunteers.

“Okay,
we’re going to need someone to demonstrate this...” I said,
grinning like an idiot as I expected another volley of hands to
shoot up into the air. They didn’t, though. Instead, as Nicki lay
back on her seat with her legs spread wide in anticipation, the
others suddenly turned on me.

“What
about you?” squealed one of the girls to my right. “I think it’s
your turn!”

Just
like any mindless mob, the initial murmur of agreement quickly
increased to a rumble of activity as five of the girls abruptly
rose to their feet and collared me.

“No,
no!” I shrieked, unable to stop giggling as they nudged the back of
my knees and forced me down onto the carpet between Nicki’s thighs.
Two of them gripped the sides of my head and pushed me forward, and
despite my best efforts, I was powerless to resist their strength.
I’d never really done anything with a girl before, aside from a
slew of kinky lesbian fantasies, and even though my clitoris had
slowly been tingling harder as the party progressed, I wasn’t
remotely prepared for what I was about to experience. They pushed
my lips flat against Nicki’s pussy, giving my tongue nowhere to
move but over her throbbing clitoris. The tangy gel smeared around
over her pussy lips with the movement of my mouth, and as I
realised they weren’t letting me go, I decided to just go for it. I
began to stroke my tongue up and down over her exposed little pink
bean, instantly sending her wild and causing her hips to thrust
gently against my mouth. The gel was tastier than I’d expected and
I lapped it up hungrily, almost as if it was a drug I craved. The
cherry flavour was surprisingly moreish, and once I had licked it
all up, they pulled me away so she could apply a second layer. I
couldn’t wait to taste it again, only this time, she took a dollop
on her finger and raised her thighs into the air, exposing the
tight rim of her asshole to me as she wiped the tacky substance
over it.


“Dessert’s here!” joked one of the girls. It wasn’t until I’d
leaned in and began to lick at her sweet, puckering anus that I
realised their hands were no longer compelling me to do anything. I
was eating her ass entirely of my own accord and I loved every
second of it. I even raised my hands up to spread her ass cheeks a
little wider, allowing me to press my lips more firmly to the
insides of her ass crack as I slowly nudged my tongue through the
soft wrinkles of her rim. I’d never hosted such a wild party in all
the years I’d been doing the Ann Summers gig, nor had I ever become
so involved with the proceedings, instead favouring a backseat as
the drunken guests did all the work for me. This was an entirely
new situation, but one that I just wanted to keep going.


“Alright, alright, don’t be greedy!” said one of the girls,
pulling me back away from Nicki’s crotch with her finger hooked
into the collar of my top, like a barking dog on a leash. I looked
back to see that a few of the girls were rifling through the boxes
to see what else I had to offer, and the whole array of vibrators,
butt plugs, and kinky whips and shackles were strewn across the
carpet around my feet. One of them held up a pair of fluffy pink
handcuffs and almost psychically transmitted a dirty thought to her
partner in crime. Suddenly, I found my arms being yanked up into
the air above me, held in place by two of the girls as another ran
the zip of my hi-lo top down the over the small of my back. It was
so strange – although I was being forced to do what they wanted, I
had never been so oddly excited in all my life. I wanted them to
continue and yearned for them to use me as their toy, just as they
would use the myriad of products I was selling. As I looked around,
however, I could see that I wasn’t the only one getting undressed.
Two other girls had decided to get involved – one roughly the same
age as me, the other a much younger girl most likely just out of
her teens. Both of them were stunningly pretty and keen to express
their hidden desires, as if they’d been waiting for such an
opportunity all their lives. I didn’t say a word; happy to just go
along with whatever twisted fantasy they had collectively dreamt up
for me.

The two
girls removed their jeans and tops, but didn’t stop there. They
unhooked their bras and pulled their panties down, leaving them
completely naked as they picked up two of the hefty strap-on dildos
from the box at the back. I hadn’t even planned on showing those
off, but they’d found them anyway and were about to put them to
good use. The girl who was seemingly in charge of taking off my
clothes quickly moved onto my bra, releasing the clasps to expose
my breasts to the group. I was secretly quite proud of the fact
that they elicited a few quiet gasps, as I’d always been blessed
with a fantastic bust. They jiggled softly as she pulled my bra
away from my chest, revealing my firm, engorged nipples. They
became a little restless, so she quickly pulled the remainder of my
clothes off as the two who were holding my arms up lifted me off
the ground. She pulled my lacy knickers down, and as my thighs
lilted apart, they could easily see the glimmer of moisture that
had accumulated around my pussy lips. The ocean of noise in the
room seemed never ending as they laughed and cheered, watching as I
was stripped bare in front of them. One of the girls with the
strap-on dildos lay down on the carpet next to me, holding the
plastic shaft up in the air ready for me. Before I could even get
to my feet, the two girls holding my arms up lifted my whole body
on top of the nameless woman – the older of the two – and lowered
my dripping wet pussy onto the dildo.

It slid
inside with ease, as lubricated as my pussy was by the excessive
amount of moisture that had formed around the walls of my vagina.
My legs were straddled over the sides of her hips as I rode her, my
arms still held above me so I couldn’t lie down comfortably. My
breasts bounced around chaotically atop my chest as she thrust the
dildo up inside me, splitting me even wider open as my labia
wrapped around the thicker part of the shaft at the base. It felt
fantastic and sent waves of goose pimples rushing across my flesh
as I bobbed up and down on top of her. The other girl was slowly
preparing the second dildo as Nicki got down onto the carpet in
front of me. She had smeared another load of the cherry gel over
her asshole and was prompting me to continue snacking on it. So, as
the other girl crouched behind me and began to rub the second dildo
against my pussy lips, I leaned forward and began to lick between
Nicki’s perfect, round, firm ass cheeks. They gripped the sides of
my face and obscured my view of everything around me as she pressed
hard against my face, forcing me to lick deeper into her rectum as
the two girls holding onto my arms pinned my wrists together over
the small of my back. With a loud jangle, they snapped the furry
handcuffs they had found around my wrists and bound them together,
finally allowing them to step away as the second dildo began to
penetrate my pussy.

One was
already enough to send me rocketing toward an orgasm, but with two
of the thick plastic shafts pummelling my tight pussy hole, I could
barely contain the surges of blissful pleasure. My labia were
stretched as wide apart as they could go and were contorting almost
painfully around the two dildos as they passed in and out of my
aching pussy. My juices were gushing out over my throbbing clitoris
and seeping down onto the crotch of the girl underneath me. I
couldn’t see properly, though, as my face was filed with Nicki’s
ass. I’d since licked up all the tangy gel from her butthole, but
she kept my mouth pinned to it anyway, giving me no choice but to
continue eating the rim of her anus as her friends pounded me
relentlessly. When she finally moved away, I saw that most of the
girls who were sitting down on the couch cushions had picked up the
toys that were tossed across the carpet and were pleasuring
themselves with them as they watched me being fucked hard on the
floor. It wasn’t quite what I’d intended when I bought the red
powder, but I couldn’t deny that it was potent. It had transformed
my already horny group into a ravenous, sex-crazed rabble who was
intent on making their host cum. I wasn’t going to
disappoint!

As I
rocked back and forth between their two bodies, my breasts
squashing against the one underneath me and my ass cheeks being
slapped forward by the girl behind me, the pervasive urge to climax
became impossible to push away. I wanted so desperately to prolong
my state of ecstasy, but it was simply impossible with so many
stimuli propelling me toward my orgasm. Nicki gave me a moment to
catch my breath before planting her ass back down around my mouth,
and as they rammed the dildos into my quivering pussy harder and
faster, I plunged my tongue once again up inside her asshole,
working the rim gradually open. The sight of her gaping, shimmering
red hole was enough to send me over the edge, tipping me into the
orgasmic abyss with no hope of resurfacing. My whole body shook
violently as the filling in their sweaty, fleshy sandwich, stuffed
full of plastic and with another girl’s ass on my tongue. As I
reached the peak of my climax, a crescendo of piercing moans echoed
the thrashing of my hips, finally culminating in a deathly silence
as I collapsed into a limp mess.

I
couldn’t even stand up properly afterward, stumbling forward onto
the chair as soon as they helped me up and uncuffed my wrists. The
horny bitches began to help themselves to my samples, tossing piles
of cash and even a few cheques onto my slick and shiny flesh as I
panted for air. I couldn’t even be bothered to stop them, watching
as they went off into the night, having cleaned me out of
everything I had to offer. I felt used and cheap, and that more
than anything in the world, had set my clitoris on fire.
I wonder if I can order some more of the powder
online, I thought. I doubted I’d be able to
host another party without it again!

THE
END

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