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About The Author

Violet Reigns is better known for writing unashamedly naughty and very dark fetish erotica. In this collection, she shows her gentle, romantic side, but not at the expense of penning spicy, kinky stories featuring a few harmless sexual fetishes here and there.

Ratings and reviews are greatly appreciated.


From The Author

Or fair warning before you buy this book

For my regular readers

This collection isn’t what you’re used to getting from me. Over the years, I’ve penned many romantic erotic tales, and this collection represents the culmination of those stories. While they’re still explicit, and a little bit naughty, they don’t contain any dark, fetish material. I reserve my right to have a gentle, romantic side. Just don’t tell anyone.

For my new readers

This is the part of the book where I usually warn readers about the content contained within. I usually write fetish erotica, which is an acquired taste. This book does contain explicit sexual content and some stories have light BDSM, but all events are consensual and all characters depicted are over the age of 18. I hope you enjoy this introduction to my style of storytelling, but please read the warnings if you pick up any of my other books.
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Staying Power

A little sexual mischief always ensued when Ashley, Delia and Stacy got together for a few glasses of wine. The trio of twenty-five-year-olds were self-styled cougars before their time, and they enjoyed sharing their sexual adventures together. To date, no man had pinned a single one of them down in a long-term relationship. They were far too busy having fun with their toy boys.

The longtime friends were a devastating trio for men. Ashley was an athletic redhead with beryl green eyes and a nubile figure. Delia had exotic looks from her Persian heritage. Her hair was as black as liquid onyx and her skin was the colour of milk coffee, but she had pale blue-green eyes like the Mediterranean Sea. Completing the trio was Stacy, a brunette with a voluptuous, firm and rounded bust, which made it impossible for men to look her in the eyes.

However, on this particular night, they had stayed indoors at Ashley’s house, as it was cold and wet outside. And to make matters worse, they had run out of wine.

“I don’t feel like going home yet,” said Stacy. “The night is much too young.”

Delia nodded. “No wine and no toy boys to keep us amused. What’s a girl to do?”

Ashley shook her head in disbelief. “I’ll order pizza,” she said.

“Pizza?” said Stacy.

“How will pizza help?” said Delia, finishing Stacy’s sentence. After many years of friendship, they each understood how the other two thought, but not always.

Ashley picked up her phone. “Watch and learn, ladies.” She opened her takeaways app and swiped through the menu. “Let’s see… one standard pizza… I guess neither of you care about the toppings, so we’ll go with a large classic Margherita… and three bottles of Chardonnay.” She put down her phone and gave them a smug smile. “They deliver wine if you order food. We’ll be refilling our glasses in twenty minutes.”

They chatted and told naughty jokes to pass the time. The subject of the amusing anecdotes quickly moved to cocks, which wasn’t uncommon when they didn’t have a real one to enjoy.

Stacy clapped her hands with glee when it was her turn to tell a joke. “A man went to a costume party dressed as a chicken. He got lucky and scored with a girl dressed as an egg. They went back to his place, had sex and answered the lifelong question.”

Ashley waited for the answer.

Stacy bit her lip. “It was the chicken.”

Ashley tittered. “Well, that’s no surprise!”

Delia sat up. “I have one for you both. A mother is enjoying a glass of wine when her daughter walks in and says, ‘Mommy, where do babies come from?’ The mother sips her wine and considers her answer. Then she says, ‘Well, dear, when a Mommy and Daddy are in love, they go into their bedroom, kiss and hug, and have sex.’ The daughter looks puzzled, so the mother continues. ‘Daddy puts his penis in Mommy’s vagina and that’s how you get a baby.’ The daughter nods, but still looks confused. ‘But last night when I looked into your room, you had Daddy’s penis in your mouth. What do you get when you do that?’ The mother sips her wine. ‘My dear, you get jewellery… lots of jewellery’.”

Ashley giggled. “And that joke is no surprise coming from you.”

Delia shrugged. “What can I say? I’ve never paid for a single piece of jewellery in my life.”

The doorbell chimed, breaking the flow of their banter. Ashley went to the door, opened it and let the pizza delivery man inside. The sight of the pizza and wine was delightful, but not as delightful as the young man carrying it. His name was Billy, according to the small gold badge pinned to his shirt. He was classically tall, dark and handsome, with a square, chiselled jaw and captivating brown eyes.

She invited him to bring the pizza and wine to the table. As Stacy caught sight of Billy, her hand went to her blouse to open the top three buttons. It was her sexual ‘tell’ and luckily she didn’t play poker, as she would always lose or end up topless.

Delia licked her lips and flashed Billy her devastating smile. “When did underwear models start delivering pizza?” she said, pressing her palms together in prayer. “Please, Lord, tell me he doesn’t have to rush away. I’m ready to play.”

Ashley was also feeling the rush of oestrogen in the room. “Stacy, Delia, this is Billy. And if he doesn’t have to be anywhere in a hurry, I think we should invite him to join us.”

Stacy and Delia started nodding like dashboard toys for a car. Billy nodded politely and hungrily looked each of them over, betraying his own feelings of lust and desire.

“Ladies,” he said, “you’re my last delivery of the night.”

Ashley drew a deep breath. “Well, Billy, you look good, smell good and I bet you taste good too. And I’m sure you’ve noticed we want you to join us for a little fun.”

Stacy looked at Ashley and arched an immaculately groomed eyebrow. “I hope we’re thinking the same thing,” she said.

Delia couldn’t take her eyes off Billy. “About the tip?”

Ashley smiled. “Oh, I want much more than the tip! You know, girls, the jokes have given me an idea.”

She crossed the lounge to the open plan kitchen and collected a plastic tupperware container from the fridge. There was a fat envelope inside it. She opened it and withdrew the contents, a thick wad of fifty-dollar bills.

“There’s five thousand dollars here,” she said, holding it up for them all to see.

“Wow, Ash! That’s a big tip,” said Delia.

“But who keeps money in the fridge?” said Stacy.

“People who like cold, hard cash,” Ashley replied.

She took one note from the bundle and offered it to Billy. “Your tip.” He reached for it, but she pulled it away. Then she held up the rest of the cash. “I’ll give you a choice, Billy. You can have your fifty-dollar tip, or you can play a game with us, and if you win, the five thousand is all yours.”

He looked at the money and then at each of them in turn. “What game are we playing?”

Ashley had everyone’s attention now. Stacy and Delia waited patiently for her to explain, and this time, she felt certain they were in tune with her train of thought. She invited Billy to take a seat between Delia and Stacy, who immediately snuggled in beside him so he could smell their perfume. Ashley felt certain their sweet scent would have the subtle musk of feminine arousal. He grinned as he looked at each of them.

“How’s your stamina, Billy?”

“I work out every day,” he said.

“I bet you do,” said Stacy, as she rested her hand on his leg.

Delia stroked his other leg, looking like she wanted to unzip his fly. “Mm… yes. You most certainly do.”

“I mean in the bedroom,” said Ashley. “What’s your staying power like with a girl?”

He looked her straight in the eye. “Haven’t disappointed one yet.”

“Then how about three at once? Think you could handle those odds?”

“If we’re talking about present company, a guy would be a fool to turn down the opportunity.”

“Correct response,” said Stacy, as she drew circles on his thigh with her fingertips.

“We each have a special talent in the bedroom, a way we love to make a man cum,” Ashley continued. “We’ll take it in turns. If you can make all three of us cum before you do, then the five thousand dollars is yours.”

He blew out a breath. “Game on!”

Delia reached for his fly. “Let’s have a peek at what’s in here,” she said. “He has such a lovely bulge.”

“Not so fast,” said Ashley. “Let’s head up to the bedroom and inspect his hardware together.”

Delia and Stacy eagerly helped Billy from the couch and took him upstairs with one of them on each of his arms.

“Bring the wine, Ash,” said Stacy. “And don’t dally, or we’ll get started without you.”

Ashley sighed and shook her head. She collected three glasses and a bottle of Chardonnay and followed them upstairs. While Stacy and Delia enjoyed feeling up Billy, Ashley placed the wine and glasses on a small round coffee table between two armchairs. This wasn’t the first time they had shared a man, and while each of them had a turn, the other two got to watch.

“Leave some for me,” she said, as she filled their glasses with wine.

“Hurry!” said Stacy. “I want to get him out of these pesky clothes.”

Ashley joined them. Now together, they undressed Billy, taking their time to remove each item of clothing. The anticipation made Ashley’s senses buzz with excitement. He had a solid, masculine body and hadn’t exaggerated when he had said he worked out every day. His muscle tone was superb from head to foot. He couldn’t stop smiling as they finally removed his briefs, leaving him naked while they remained fully clothed.

“Christ, what a butt!” said Stacy, who had been undressing him from behind.

“Check out the other side!” said Delia.

Her voice was already husky with desire, especially as Billy’s cock was swelling with excitement to stand to attention.

“Oh, it’s splendid!” said Stacy. “Not too big, not too small, and lovely and thick.”

Ashley fetched her measuring tape. “We’ll take guesses at his length and girth to determine the order we enjoy it. The closest guesses go first.”

They took a moment to stare at Billy’s cock. He enjoyed himself, turning this way and that like a catwalk model showing off a dress.

“It has to be at least seven by four,” said Ashley.

“Uh-uh,” said Stacy. “It’s definitely a seven, but the girth is at least a five.”

Delia shook her head. “You girls need to spend more time on your knees with a cock in your mouth if you want to go first. He’s six and a half by five and a half.”

Ashley shrugged and handed her the measuring tape. “You seem confident.”

“Watch and learn,” she said.

First, she placed the tape at the base of Billy’s cock to measure the length. “Six and two-thirds,” she said. “A very good size.” Next, she wrapped it around the base of his cock to measure the girth. “Five and a half exactly.” She gave them both a smug smile.

Ashley sat in an armchair, collected her wine and crossed her legs. “Okay. You’re first, Stacy goes next and I’m last, if Billy has the staying power to go the distance.”

Billy chuckled and rubbed his hands together. “Three gorgeous girls and five thousand dollars! Let’s go!”

Delia unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, adding to the pile of clothes. Underneath, she wore a metallic blue-green bra and panty set which matched her eyes. She guided Billy over to the bed, made him sit and knelt between his legs.

She looked back at Stacy and Ashley and winked. “Jewellery time, girls.”

Then she looked up at Billy with her captivating gaze. Even though Ashley couldn’t see Delia’s face from Billy’s point of view, she could see his reaction. He had the look of strain on his face when a man’s crotch tightens with desire.

Delia lowered her mouth to his cock and pulled it aside to gain access to his balls. Without breaking eye contact, she sucked one into her mouth. Billy let out a stifled moan. Delia sucked it for a while, then switched to the other as his cock became rock hard in her hand. Ashley could see it twitching with delight, but Delia didn’t stroke him. She only held his cock out of the way while she pleasured his balls with her warm, wet mouth.

She teased his balls this way until the first glistening droplet of pre-cum beaded at the crown of his cock. Then she withdrew her hands and held them behind her back, using only her mouth to pleasure him. As she planted kisses along the length of his cock, Billy groaned in anticipation of entering her mouth.

“Damn, when Delia gets busy, it’s always a masterclass in oral pleasure,” said Stacy, as she sipped her wine. “I’m glad I brought a spare pair of panties.”

As Ashley watched Delia feather Billy’s shaft with kitten licks, she felt the heat rising between her legs too. Billy held his breath as Delia locked him in her gaze. He looked like he would explode at any moment.

As Delia took the head of his cock into her mouth, he let out a shuddering groan. Delia sucked him and let out soft whimpering moans, as if tasting him brought her as much pleasure. When Delia finally got a cock in her mouth, she became a greedy girl desperate to get her fix of salty treats. And what man could resist losing his load with her looking up at him with those mesmerising aquamarine eyes?

As Delia continued to suck his cock, Ashley caught the first notes of a sweet, buttery scent in the air. It wasn’t the Chardonnay. Stacy crossed her legs and fanned her face with her fingers. Even if they didn’t get a turn, Delia was putting on an excellent show. Ashley resisted the desire to touch herself. This was a staying power challenge for everyone.

Delia used every part of her mouth to pleasure Billy’s cock. She nibbled the length with her teeth, lavished it with her tongue and took him deep into her throat.

“Hey, this isn’t fair,” said Billy, sounding like he couldn’t care less. “How do I make her cum when she’s doing all the work?”

“I never said we would play fair,” said Ashley. “You’ll have to get creative.”

“Then allow me to return the favour,” said Billy, as he carefully eased Delia from his cock to lie on the bed. She climbed on top of him with her pussy above his mouth. He pulled her panties aside to gain access to her sex and extended his tongue.

Ashley admired Delia’s artful grip. She circled the base of his cock with two fingers under his balls as she returned to sucking his head. Her fingers found the soft flesh below his balls, where she could massage his prostate. She was stimulating it to release more cum, juicing his balls to make them hard and full. It was subtle, but soon enough, Billy would feel his crotch tighten as the massage gave him the urgent need to cum.

“Naughty girl,” whispered Stacy. “Looks like we’re missing out tonight, Ash.”

As the oral pleasure continued, Ashley watched Delia take a shuddering breath.

“Oh, hell!” she whimpered. “He’s got a talented tongue!”

She sucked Billy hard, cratering her cheeks with each pull of her mouth. Ashley could see Billy’s head bobbing between Delia’s thighs, working magic with her pussy. Delia paused more often to gasp and moan. As she did, she lost momentum, allowing Billy’s orgasm to subside. If Ashley could exchange places, she would work his cock with her hand, but Delia had a strict ‘no hands’ rule because she backed her oral talents.

“Oh, hell! He’s too good. I’m going to cum!” she cried.

They watched her hips buck as she lost control of her body and surrendered to the pleasure. Billy continued to lick her, sustaining her orgasm as if he had a point to prove. When it was over, she collapsed onto the bed, utterly spent.

Ashley emptied Stacy’s wine into her glass. “You’re up,” she said. “Make us proud.”

Stacy stood up and smoothed her skirt. “Let’s see how well he handles a little cream.”

Billy lifted Delia in his arms and carried her to Stacy’s vacated chair. Ashley pursed her lips. Billy was gorgeous, proving to be a great lover and a gentleman to boot. They were in trouble. She poured Delia a glass of wine. Delia took a large gulp, recovered her breath and fanned her face with her fingers.

“Outplayed with oral skills,” said Ashley. “No jewellery for you tonight.”

“And that’s the last we’ll ever speak of it,” gasped Delia. “It’s your fault for telling him to get creative.”

“You seemed to enjoy yourself.”

Delia flashed her a pearly smile. “Oh, I did!”

Meanwhile, Stacy had guided Billy to the position she wanted him, sitting up against the pillows. She slipped off her skirt, climbed onto the bed to straddle him and unbuttoned her blouse, treating him to the most intimate striptease. He enjoyed the view, but that didn’t surprise Ashley, as Stacy had an absolutely amazing pair of tits. They were full and round, and impervious to gravity, but he was about to find out they didn’t just look good.

Stacy always wore front fastening bras because she loved slipping the lace from her breasts and watching the awe on a man’s face when he saw their firmness. They sat up so proud, the lucky girl barely had a crease under each breast.

“If they were fake, I wouldn’t feel so jealous,” said Delia.

Stacy tweaked her nipples so they tightened to hardened points. Then she put one to Billy’s mouth. He gratefully accepted it and worked it with his lips, teeth and tongue. Stacy let out a shuddering gasp and looked back at Delia.

“Oh, God! I see what you mean!” she gasped. “The man has the mouth of an artist!”

Billy suckled her nipples, switching between them frequently to stimulate both. When one wasn’t in his mouth, he pinched, pulled and teased the other with his fingers. Stacy went to work on his cock with slow, sensual strokes.

Billy let out an appreciative groan as Stacy’s secret talent revealed itself to him at last. His sucking became more eager, and Ashley saw the milk at the corners of his lips as he switched between Stacy’s nipples. Stacy worked some cream onto her hand to add lubrication to his cock, making it slick and allowing her to stroke him more vigorously.

“Yes,” she whispered. “You milk me, while I milk you.”

Once again, Ashley wondered if she would get a turn at all. When Stacy wanted to make a man cum, she always got her way. Billy looked drunk with lust as he devoured her creamy tits with the enthusiasm of a parched man finding an oasis in a desert. But Stacy whimpered with pleasure of her own as he expertly teased her nipples with his mouth. She didn’t need a man to do anything to her pussy if he could work magic on her nipples. She often said they were as sensitive as her clitoris and brought her just as much pleasure.

Ashley bit her knuckle as Billy rolled Stacy onto her back. As he took the dominant position, Ashley knew Stacy was in trouble. He straddled her and pressed her breasts together to make a tight passage for his cock. Gripping her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, he continued to tease out her cream.

“I know exactly how to make you cum,” he said.

She writhed and moaned beneath him, beside herself with pleasure as he slid his cock between her breasts. With long, sensual strokes, he filled and emptied the passage between her breasts like he was giving her pussy a sinfully good screw.

“And you told him to get creative,” hissed Delia. “I swear he has the staying power of a stallion!”

Stacy was a rag doll on the bed, looking helpless as she succumbed to her orgasm. She was the most vocal of the three and squealed with delight every time her orgasm hit her. Billy rode her until she couldn’t take anymore, all the while grinning like a man who has mastered a challenge. He finished her off with a final, sensual licking to clean every drop of cream from her breasts. Stacy didn’t move afterwards, and if Ashley couldn’t see she was breathing, she would have leapt up to check her pulse.

“Looks like it’s up to me,” she said, taking a sip of wine before vacating her chair.

As before, Billy carried the entirely spent Stacy to it and carefully sat her down. He looked Ashley straight in the eye. “Two down, one to go. Then I win.”

“Not yet. I haven’t had my turn on that gorgeous cock. Lie down while I change.”

Ashley’s preparation to unleash her special talent on the poor boy simply required removing her panties. She reached under her skirt, hooked the waistbands and slid them down her legs. They were damp with her love juices, so she raised them to her nose to enjoy the sweet peach scent.

“Mm…” she sighed, wanting Billy to see how much she relished the perfume of her sex.

She saw the hunger in his eyes and idly tossed them over her shoulder. A little denial was good for a man, just as she would deny him the sight of her body by remaining clothed. When a man couldn’t see the object he desired, it stimulated his imagination, which was more potent than any aphrodisiac.

She climbed on top of him, straddling him at the shoulders and pinning his arms under her calves. Casting him into darkness with the curtain of her black skirt, she lowered her pussy to his lips. He would have to rely entirely on his mouth to paint a picture in his mind. And as he explored, his imagination would fuel his desire.

His hot breath was like a caress, and she drew a sharp breath. As he tasted her, he would discover she was perfectly smooth from a Brazilian wax. He clearly liked it, as he took his time kissing and licking her mound. Then she felt the warm gentle rasp of his tongue at her entrance, tasting her juices as if they were fine wine. She understood what Delia and Stacy had meant. He had a long, skillful tongue and parted her lips, penetrating her to lick her inside.

She braced herself against the headboard as she felt the first bright sparks of pleasure spread through her hips. Immediately, she felt her orgasm mounting, like a declaration of inevitability. Billy had clearly spent plenty of time with his tongue lodged in a pussy, as he gauged her reactions as he licked. And when she gasped, she realised she had let him know he had found her G-spot.

“Yes, that’s it. Enjoy every lick. I know it’s sweet and juicy,” she moaned.

He lavished her pussy inside and out with his tongue and used the point to circle her clitoris to make her moan with joy. She wallowed in the pleasure of his mouth for a few minutes more. She wanted him to feel overconfident, to think she was getting all the pleasure while he lay with his cock twitching in the air. But the licking was making her love canal slick with juice, and she needed the lubrication to get his thick cock inside her.

As the sparks of pleasure surged into another gear, she felt ready for him. He blinked in the light as she lifted her skirt to move further down his body to straddle him at the waist. They locked eyes again without speaking, like two competitors in a contest of decadent pleasure.

She gripped his cock and guided it to her entrance. It was at her limit for size, and she felt the stretch as she rolled her hips to get it inside her. As she worked him deep, she felt his cock penetrate her right to her stomach. But her sense of fullness would work against him too, as the tight grip of her pussy delivered sublime friction to each stroke.

Now in position, she gripped his wrists, pinning them to the bed as if she were holding him down. They locked eyes as she rode him, each looking for a sign of weakness, to see who would succumb first to the pleasure of the coupling.

Ashley enjoyed riding men in a dominant position and holding them down by the wrists to let them know who was in charge. She let him feel her wet heat as she plunged down hard onto his cock, then clenched it hard with her pelvic muscles as she withdrew. It was a delight to look into his eyes as he discovered the pleasure of her pussy. She was tight, but her technique of gripping and releasing would feel like a suction pump, milking the cum from his balls.

It felt incredible for her too. As he got more excited, his cock became hotter and harder, which increased the friction and pleasure. It had a snowballing effect for them both, and now it was a race to see who would finish first. With every stroke, her pleasure swelled. She took him deep, driving the head of his cock into her cervix to maximise the sensation of each thrust. He groaned with delight. She moaned as her orgasm swelled inside her like a bubble of joy.

Then she felt him throb and twitch inside her, unable to stop the onset of his orgasm. She pulled herself free and grabbed his cock to jack it hard, giving him no opportunity to escape his release. His groans of pleasure held a hint of regret as he pumped himself dry, shooting streaks of delicious cum across his magnificent chest.

“Stay put,” she said. “I’m not finished with you yet.”

She returned to her former position to grind on his cock again, as if they hadn’t stopped.

“That’s a good boy. Stay lovely and hard for me until I’m ready to cum.”

She gave him another working over with her pussy, clenching and releasing as she drove it in and out. She may have made him cum first, but she still wanted the joy of her release. Now the contest was over, she allowed herself to get lost in the pleasure, giving her orgasm free rein to explode inside her.

It struck her like a blow, and she had to force herself to breathe as she clenched tight as a knot around his cock. Her pussy burned with joy, flooding her inner thighs with her sweet juices. Then she felt him twitch again, overwhelmed by the heat and grip of her pussy. Still gushing herself, she pulled free and jacked him again, as he added more white stripes of cum to his first effort. As she pumped his cock, she fingered herself under her skirt to sustain her orgasm to the end.

Finally, she sat back and sighed. “Made you cum twice,” she said.

He blew out a breath and shook his head in defeat, but his eyes were smiling back at her.

Ashley looked over her shoulder. Delia and Stacy gave her a quiet applause. She winked at them. “Ladies, our money, but more importantly, our reputation, is safe.”

Billy rolled his tongue around his cheek and looked at each of them in turn. “So… I take it this game wasn’t a whim?”

“You finally realised, huh?” said Ashley. “Any one of us could have drained your balls whenever we were ready, but we all like to have a turn.”

“We play this game all the time,” said Delia.

“And we always win,” added Stacy.

Ashley pressed Billy’s nose like a button. “You may not have the money, but I think you’d agree that you won too.”

He grinned back at her. “Any time you ladies want pizza, feel free to give me a call.”


Dare Law

Megan flashed Benny a sly smile as she sipped her coffee. Benny knew the look all too well. She was about to ask him a question he would feel uncomfortable about answering in a public place. They often teased each other this way, finding it amusing to see the other one embarrassed.

At this moment, Benny thought it was odd that they had never got together. They were more intimate than friends, even though there was nothing sexual between them. Megan was smart and pretty and always fun to be around. But fate had conspired to keep them apart, as one of them was always in a relationship when the other one was single. So, nothing had ever happened.

In the close confines of the cafe, it was easy for other people to eavesdrop on their conversation. So, he quickly complimented her hair to change the subject before she could pop her question. Megan was naturally blonde, but had dyed her hair black for a complete change of look. He thought it really suited her, as it brought out the brightness of her hazel eyes.

“Don’t you change the subject. But thank you. I think it looks good too,” she said. “Now, I want to talk about your new girlfriend. How was the sex?”

Megan raised her voice as she asked the question. Benny gritted his teeth as he felt the attention of other cafe patrons sitting and standing nearby.

“Good,” he whispered.

She waited for him to continue. He didn’t.

“Only good?” she said, much too loudly. “Not great? Not mind blowing? I want details. Did you cum first, or did you get her over the line before you popped?”

Benny pushed his embarrassment aside, as his pride was now on the line. “Oh, she definitely came first!”

“How do you know?” said Megan. She was enjoying herself. And that could only mean trouble.

“She moaned and whimpered a lot, and then, y’know, she did the, ‘Yes! Yes! Yes!’ thing.”

Megan had a very mischievous twinkle in her eyes. “That doesn’t mean she orgasmed. She could have been faking it. Girls fake orgasms all the time when we’ve had enough or when the sex isn’t hitting the right spot. We’re good at it.”

“Oh, really! Then prove it,” he said. “Right here, right now, I dare you to fake an orgasm and make it believable, just like the scene in When Harry Met Sally where Meg Ryan does it in a crowded diner.”

“I’ll have what she’s having,” she said, quoting the famous line following the scene.

He knew his comment had hit the mark, as her cheeks flushed. “Yep, that one.”

“I can’t do it here,” she said.

He shook his head. “You can’t back down from a dare.”

She let out an uncomfortable laugh. “Why not?”

“Because I’m invoking the right of Dare Law,” he said.

She rolled her eyes at him. “Pfft! What the hell is ‘Dare Law’?”

“You claimed my girlfriend could have faked an orgasm to stop having sex with me. Now, by the right of Dare Law, you have to prove it.”

Megan glanced over her shoulder. A few patrons who were following their conversation had amused smiles on their faces.

“Fine!” she said, slapping the table and making their coffee cups rattle in their saucers.

She closed her eyes and drew a deep breath. Benny watched in wonder as her lips parted as if she were about to receive a kiss. And as her complexion and demeanour changed, he suddenly felt an overwhelming desire to do so.

Her breathing became shallow. Then she let out an appreciative sigh. “Yeah, that’s good. Right there,” she moaned.

Each breath steadily became more urgent, and she sighed each time she exhaled. Benny got sweaty palms and a lump in his pants from the sounds she made. The dare was going horribly wrong, as she sounded like she was actually having sex, even though she was as still as a cardboard cutout.

“Jesus, that feels amazing!”

Her moans became whimpering pleas for more. Her breasts rose and fell quickly as she panted and groaned.

“God, don’t stop!” she squealed. “I’m going to cum!”

And then she made the sweetest sound known to man, the cry of release unique to each woman as she lost herself to orgasmic pleasure. Megan’s was a high-pitched squeal, not shrill, but like she couldn’t draw breath because the pleasure of her release had overwhelmed her body.

Benny realised he should probably blink, as his eyeballs had dried out. Megan opened her eyes and gave him a smug smile. The patrons watching broke into applause. She bowed with a small nod and returned to sipping her coffee.

In five minutes, Megan had turned Benny’s view of the world upside-down. First, he wondered what it would take to hear Megan making those sounds for real. And worse, he now had a nagging doubt in his mind about whether she was right about his girlfriend.

They both sat in silence, contemplating these new truths. Megan was never one to gloat, but he could see the look of victory in her eyes.

“You know, I’ve always thought you’d look good in a dress,” she said.

Benny had his cup raised to his mouth as she spoke and nearly choked on his coffee. He put it down for safety. “A what?”

“A dress,” she said, with a straight face. “I dare you to prove me wrong.”

“I’m not putting on a dress,” he said.

She shook her head. “Uh-uh. You can’t back down from a dare.”

“Yeah, it’s Dare Law,” said a patron who had been listening.

Megan leaned across the table and fixed him with her gaze. “I dare you to dress up as a girl and go shopping with me. If anyone notices you’re not a girl, I lose.”

Benny swallowed hard. This was his own fault. If he hadn’t invoked Dare Law, none of this mess would have happened.

“When?” he said, hearing the tremor in his own voice.

“How about tomorrow afternoon? I’m sure your new girlfriend won’t mind if you borrow a dress, but it’s probably best not to ask. She might get the wrong idea about you.”

“I’m sure she would,” he said through clenched teeth.

Megan smiled. “And then you’ll be absolutely certain she fakes her orgasms.”

* * *

Megan waited on a park bench for Benny, feeling excited about the afternoon’s shopping expedition. While she had never heard of Dare Law, it was turning out to be a good twist in their relationship. She often thought it was strange to have a guy as a best friend, but she had never felt closer to anyone, not even her boyfriends.

Yet, somehow, it had never become romantic. This was the reason she fantasised about seeing him in a dress. If she could transform him into a girl, she could think of him as her girlfriend and justify the nature of their relationship. And now she had Dare Law to thank for making it possible.

She sighed, wondering if Dare Law could also fix the jealousy of their respective partners about how much time they spent together. Inevitably, it became the reason for a breakup. No amount of saying, ‘There’s nothing in it. We’re just friends,’ was ever enough to dispel the green-eyed monster. But there was no way she would stop seeing Benny to preserve a relationship with another man. She loved him and felt certain he felt the same way about her.

She wondered what Benny would look like dressed up as a girl. Benny wasn’t the type of person to back down from a challenge, so she didn’t expect he would do a sloppy job to get out of the dare as fast as he could. He had lovely big brown eyes, and a slim build that wasn’t dominantly masculine. With a dab of lipstick, he had the potential to pull it off.

“Is that seat taken?”

The speaker had a breathy voice. Megan looked up and saw a very pretty girl standing beside the park bench. She had long brown hair and wore a cornflower blue summer dress. Megan blinked as she took in the girl’s face.

“My God! Benny?”

“Ta-da! What do you think?” he said in his normal voice.

Megan felt lucky she was already sitting down, as it was a shock to see this miraculous transformation. The wig was perfect and looked like his natural hair, and he had applied a lot of makeup and false eyelashes to disguise his masculine features. The trouble he had gone to below the neckline was equally impressive. A padded bra gave him a generous bust, a flared skirt gave the impression of a thin waist and curvaceous hips, and he had shaved his legs. She also suspected he had found a pair of padded panties, as he had a rounded butt like a girl, not tight and hard as normal. He had even thought to add a matching handbag to his outfit. The only element missing was a pair of high heels to lengthen and shape his calves.

Megan blew out a slow breath. She doubted Benny’s own mother would recognise him. “You look gorgeous!” she said, trying to make sense of the strange feelings stirring inside her.

She didn’t find girls sexually attractive, but seeing Benny dolled up in a dress was turning her on. She tried to push the feelings away, but they clung to her with feverish persistence, exciting her between the legs.

“C’mon,” she said, getting to her feet. “We’ve got a lot to get through.”

“Where are we going?” he said, trying to keep up.

“Shopping, you idiot. Girls enjoy shopping together. And I need a new set of lingerie.”

“Lingerie?” he said, as if she had told them they were going snake handling.

“Yes. On the off chance there are any men left in the world who want me, I need to look super sexy. You’ll help me choose the right outfit, just as a good girlfriend should.”

She slowed down a little. Benny was having trouble walking in his glossy blue pumps, even though they only had short heels.

“You may look like a girl, but you sure don’t walk like one,” she said. “It’s all in the hips. Loosen up and let them swing with each step. You’ll have guys checking out your butt in no time.” Megan declined to add that she also wanted to look at his butt.

“These shoes were all I could manage,” he said. “I tried on some high heels and I don’t know how the hell women walk in them.”

“All women have the high heels gene,” said Megan. “Don’t worry, we don’t have to go far. My favourite lingerie boutique is just down the street.”

The owners of the store had named the boutique ‘Risque’ and for good reason, as it stocked the raciest lingerie in the city. Benny followed her inside with a look on his face like he was about to wet his pants. He avoided the sales assistants like he had a disease as he followed her around. She enjoyed herself, filling her basket with outfits she wanted to try on.

“This is fun,” she said. “You should dress up as a girl more often. I’ve missed having a shopping buddy. See anything you like?”

“Yeah,” he hissed. “There’s a cafe across the road. I’ll go check it out while I wait for you to finish.”

“Uh-uh. You don’t get out of this dare that easily, Benny. You’ll stay here and do your duty and tell me which outfits look best on me.” She took him by the arm and led him to the changing rooms. “Hmm, I can’t keep calling you Benny while you’re dressed as a girl. We should probably give you a girl’s name for the afternoon. How about Jenny?”

Benny growled at the back of his throat. She gave him a sweet smile and made him wait outside the booth as she slipped inside. Shopping for lingerie was always fun, but this was easily their most enjoyable outing together yet.

She started with a black satin camisole, matching panties and thigh-high stockings. Then she unlocked the door to let Benny inside. He didn’t budge from his spot.

“C’mon, tell me what you think,” she said.

“I can’t. You’re hardly wearing anything,” he hissed.

“It’s nothing you haven’t seen before,” she said, grabbing his arm and hauling him into the changing room.

He reluctantly looked her over. She watched his face closely. He looked petrified.

“Looks fine,” he said, making a retreat.

She tried not to giggle and changed into the next outfit, a sheer matching four piece lingerie set. It had a red velvet bra, panties, belt and thigh bands. It showed off her curves beautifully, but the thigh bands were the magic touch. They would excite a man’s imagination about what she would look like with the panties off and her legs spread.

“Oh, Jenny!” she said. “I’m ready!”

This time Benny didn’t know where to look. He clearly wanted to look away, as she could see him blushing through his makeup, but he couldn’t take his eyes from her body either.

“I’ll assume you like this one,” she said.

“It’s… very… nice,” he squeaked.

She shoved him out the door and changed into her last outfit. It was a white chemise babydoll with a blue satin bow at the base of her breasts and matching panties. It was dangerously transparent, and easily the sexiest lingerie she had ever dared to wear.

She hesitated before calling out to Benny. To reveal herself to him near naked was as much of a dare for her as it was for him. She realised she had set up this situation to rationalise their relationship in much the same way as she desired to see him in a dress. Was he merely a friend, or did they have the potential to become lovers?

Opening the booth for the last time, she hid behind the door as he stepped inside. He held his handbag over his crotch as he looked at her in silence. Time lost meaning as they both stood still, looking at one another without speaking. It was so rare to have a moment of silence between them, Megan could hear her pulse pounding in her ears.

Benny swallowed hard and gave her a subtle nod, then let himself out. She watched him leave with his teetering gait and felt his absence like a block of ice in her stomach. In a whirlwind, she changed back into her street clothes. She felt desperate to find out if they had discovered there was more to their relationship than platonic love. In the same instant, she felt afraid that by doing this, she had pushed him away.

When she emerged from the booth, she saw him crossing the street to the cafe. She purchased all three lingerie sets and hurried after him. When she stepped into the cafe, she saw a man talking to Benny and immediately felt savagely jealous.

“Sorry, I took so long,” she said, sliding into the chair opposite. “They insist on folding and wrapping each item like it’s Christmas.”

She gave the man a curt nod. He grinned at Benny and excused himself.

“I ordered coffee,” said Benny. “And I believe I’ve won the dare. That guy was trying to chat me up.”

“Well, you are a very beautiful girl,” said Megan. She hesitated to add that she would chat him up too, still feeling uncertain about the recent moment between them.

“Here,” said Benny, placing a gift bag on the table. “I bought you something to mark this occasion.”

It was a branded bag from Risque. She opened it and took out the parcel inside.

“Can I open it?”

He nodded, and for the first time since they had entered the lingerie store, the old familiar gleam in his eye had returned. Somehow, it put her at ease, like everything was back to normal between them.

She tore the tissue paper open and pulled out a pair of white lace panties. It had a very unusual cut, more like boy shorts than panties, and it had a thick pad at the front.

“They look like LBL knickers,” she said. “But thanks… I think.”

“LBL what?”

“Never mind.”

He grinned. “I saw them in the store, and since I now know your size, I picked out a pair.”

She peered at him. Through the makeup, false eyelashes and peach lipstick, he was trying not to look smug.

“And?” she said, waiting for him to offer more.

“And seeing as we’re going to the movies tomorrow, I dare you to wear them.”

“Well, they’re not particularly flattering, but that’s an easy dare to win. You don’t even have to invoke Dare Law to make me do it… unless there’s something else I don’t know about?”

He shrugged. “No. You can wear whatever you like to cover them up. But you have to wear them to win the dare. And seeing as I’ve now seen you in lingerie, I’ll expect proof when I pick you up at your place.”

“Dare accepted,” she said. “Just one question though…”

“Sure,” he said, opening a compact to inspect his lipstick.

“Are you coming dressed as a girl again? I could get used to this.”

* * *

Benny walked up to Megan’s front door with a spring in his step. He thumbed the doorbell and waited, contemplating the events of the past few days. Dare Law had turned up a few unexpected surprises, for better and worse, but he couldn’t help feeling it was all for the best.

Megan swung the door wide with a look of delight, which sank to immediate disappointment. “Oh, damn! I was hoping you’d be in a dress. Then we could be two girls hanging out again.”

He spread his arms wide. “Bye-bye, Jenny, I’m Back to Benny,” he said, looking her up and down as well.

She wore a close-fitting green cashmere sweater that showed off her curves and a matching tartan miniskirt. Seeing her bare legs put a lump in his throat, as he recalled seeing her in even less. They had crossed a line in the lingerie store. He didn’t know if Megan realised what had happened between them, or if the incident had been innocent and all in his head.

“Come in,” she said, ushering him inside. “I’m not doing a panty inspection in view of the neighbours.”

Once they were beyond the view of prying eyes, she lifted her skirt to show him her panties. While she didn’t think they were flattering, he loved the way they clung to her hips.

“Stop grinning,” she said, lowering her skirt again. “I can tell you’re up to something.”

“Nope, just taking my bestie to the flicks,” he replied. “We’d better get a move on or we’ll miss the beginning. I hear the opening scene is epic!”

He felt her watching him as they drove into the city and parked at the mall. She was searching his face, trying to glean clues about the mysterious dare. Or perhaps she now saw him in a new light, once again a man after his miraculous transformation. It had been eye-opening for him too, especially as he had discovered how long it took women to get dolled up.

They got their tickets, drinks and snacks and headed into the cinema to watch the film, a sci-fi blockbuster with more special effects than story. If they didn’t share the same taste in films, he would have gone alone. None of his girlfriends enjoyed getting their brain cells fried by non-stop spaceship battles.

He waited for her to get comfortable and for the film to start. As the opening scene began, he paid more attention to the sound of her crunching popcorn and sipping soda than the action on the screen. Once the rumble of spaceships filled their ears, he reached into his pocket to find the remote control for her panties. It had three buttons, slow, medium and fast, and he had remembered the order to press them. Trying not to make any obvious movement, he started with the slow setting. Megan sat bolt upright. He bit his lip, knowing it was nothing to do with the film.

“What the f—”

“Shh!” he whispered.

“You’ll pay for this!” she hissed, and elbowed him hard.

He watched her cross her legs in the light of the big screen. She had lovely, slender legs, but it was what was happening between them that had got her so riled up. At the lingerie store, he had discovered the display stand with vibrating panties, and that opportunity was just too good to pass up.

He lost track of the film as he listened to her breathing quicken. She stared fixedly at the screen as if trying to take her mind off it, but he could see the panties were doing their work. Dialling up the speed to the medium setting, he felt the subtle vibration carried through the seats. Anyone else would think it was the sound system making the seats vibrate, which made the theatre the perfect location for this dare.

Megan always had the option to remove the panties or leave the cinema, but then she would lose the dare. As they were evenly poised on one dare apiece, he knew it was unlikely she would back down.

He closed his eyes and ignored the film, concentrating on listening to every sound she made. After hearing her orgasm at the cafe, even though she had faked it, he looked forward to hearing her make those sweet sounds again.

Somehow, she timed her whimpering moans to the booms as spaceships exploded, masking the sound to anyone else. So, it was time to dial up the speed all the way. When she squirmed and couldn’t sit still, he knew she was close to an orgasm. While he enjoyed it, he realised he was once again only a witness to her pleasure and not a participant.

This realisation sucked the joy out of the moment as he faced the truth that their relationship had changed. So why hadn’t they talked about it, only to go on pretending they were just friends? And how could he broach the subject? It might all be in his head. Friends played pranks on each other all the time. It didn’t mean they were in love.

As he emerged from the debate in his mind, he realised he had missed the best part, and not in the film. He had missed the high-pitched squeal Megan made when she couldn’t draw breath from the pleasure of her orgasm. That moment had passed, and now Megan had a faraway, dreamy look in her eyes. He switched off the vibrations. She turned to face him in the ghostly light of the screen.

“Two-one to me,” she whispered.

After the film, they went for coffee, as was their routine. Benny paid the attendant and collected their coffee, realising why they hadn’t faced up to the changes of the past few days. Routine. It was safe, certain, and didn’t come with the danger of baring your feelings, heart or soul to another person. And there was no risk of losing that person. He placed the cups on the table and slid into the chair opposite, feeling sullen.

“Remote!” she said, holding out her hand.

“Are you going to break it?” he said, surrendering the device.

“The hell I am! I hope these are machine washable. I rather… enjoyed myself. What was the movie about?”

“You didn’t miss anything,” he said with regret, still feeling disappointed he had missed the sweet music of her orgasm. He slid the remote across the table. “The panties were a gift. This belongs to you too.”

“Great! Into the wash and then straight onto me tomorrow night,” she said, securing the remote in her handbag. “In case you hadn’t noticed, I don’t have a boyfriend right now, and the girl downstairs still has needs.”

He opened his mouth to tell her he was painfully aware she was single, then closed it again as he changed his mind. They were great together, so why take a chance on ruining the best relationship of his life when they could stick to the routine and keep it safe as friends?

* * *

Megan’s pulse raced as she approached Benny’s apartment door. Since the introduction of Dare Law into their lives, there had been an unspoken ‘tit for tat’ rule between them. It was her turn to give him a dare, but knowing what she wore under her coat felt like it was as much a dare for herself.

He let her into his apartment, and she noticed it looked tidier than normal. He had cleaned, dusted and vacuumed, stacked the magazines on the coffee table, and tidied all his clutter away. Perhaps his girlfriend had influenced his housekeeping skills, because he wasn’t normally this organised.

“Cold out?” he said.

“No,” she said, wandering into the open plan lounge, dining room and kitchen. He had even washed the dishes and put them away.

“You’re wearing a coat. Can I hang it up for you?”

“No.”

He frowned. “Is everything okay, Meg? You seem a little distracted.”

She turned to face him. “I don’t know,” she replied. “I’ve been trying to work that out for the past couple of days and haven’t come up with an answer yet.”

“How come?”

“Because you’re part of the answer,” she said.

He peered at her. “What have I done now? Surely you’re not still mad at me about the panties?”

“Oh, they’re wonderful! Best gift ever! But after wearing them a few times, I realised you made that dare so you could hear me orgasm again. Am I right?”

He stuttered a noncommittal answer. She forgave him for making excuses. They had both been making excuses for far too long. She untied the belt at her waist, but held her coat closed for now.

“So, I’m giving you another dare, because I have to know what went through your head at the lingerie store when you saw me… in this.”

She opened her coat, slipped her arms from the sleeves and let it fall to the floor. Underneath, she wore only the white chemise babydoll with the blue satin bow at the base of her breasts and the matching panties.

“At the store, everything changed between us, or rather, we both revealed ourselves to each other at last. We’re more than friends. We always have been, but it’s like we’re afraid to take the next step.”

He drew a slow breath, bowed his head and remained silent.

“So, Benny, I’m invoking Dare Law. I dare you to let me sit on your lap and prove me wrong.”

He sat on the couch, but couldn’t look at her for more than a moment. They had done this many times before when she wanted him close or needed comfort, but never in a babydoll that left little to the imagination.

She eased herself onto his lap, sitting sideways so she could loop her arm around his neck. They had never held each other in such an intimate way during their cuddles either. She usually sat with her head buried under his chin so she could listen to his heart beating. The steady rhythm always brought her comfort. Now, their faces were close and her breasts sat under his chin. He was warm, but held her like he was afraid to touch her. She felt the need to hasten the moment, to prepare him for what would be the most challenging dare of them all.

“What would your girlfriend say if she saw me sitting on your knee in a babydoll dress?” she whispered in his ear.

He relaxed as she asked the question, rather than tensing up, and his voice cracked as he spoke. “Oh, she wouldn’t care,” he said.

“She wouldn’t care? Hell, I’d be furious if I were in her shoes.”

“We broke up a few days ago. I asked her if she had ever faked any orgasms with me.”

“You didn’t! Benny, you never ask a woman that question!”

He sniffed a laugh through his nose. “Well, I did. After you faked the one at the cafe, I had to know. I told her about it. After that, it was the usual problem. And reassuring her that you and I are only friends didn’t wash.”

Megan laced her fingers at his nape and looked him in the eyes. “You don’t sound very upset about it, Benny.”

“I’m not, because—” He broke off mid-sentence and looked away.

She took his chin gently and made him look at her again. “Because?”

He swallowed hard. For a moment, she thought he would wriggle out of her grasp and escape. “Because she isn’t you,” he said, finishing his sentence. “And no, we’re not just friends and never have been. The idea of anything going wrong between us or losing you scares the hell out of me. So, it was always safer to remain friends. There, I’ve admitted it. Dare complete. I can’t prove you wrong. So now we’re even at two dares each.”

Megan kissed him on the cheek and tasted salt. He had bottled up his feelings for so long, he could still hide them now, even when he was crying.

“That’s two of us,” she said. “I remember sitting on your lap when we were sixteen. We became friends first, so it was a shock when I realised you had an erection, just like you do now. It scared me that sex could come between us.”

“You know I’ve got an erection!?” he said.

She shook her head. “Benny, it’s sticking into my thigh. I do have nerves down there, you know.” She took a deep breath. “And you should know that I’m wasting precious love juices into these very thin panties from feeling it get so big and hard for me.”

“Wasting?”

“Yes. They’re delicious. So, I dare us to face our feelings and take this relationship where it always needed to go.”

“You can’t make that dare,” he said. “You’ve already made one. It’s my turn.”

“Ah, but this dare is for us both,” she said. “And if we make the competition a first to three, we both win.”

He smiled and looked at her fully for the first time since she had sat on his lap. There was a gentle warmth in his eyes, which filled her with happiness. “So, how do we complete this dare?” he said.

She rolled her eyes at him. “Geez, Benny! Look at what I’m wearing! We do it like any normal couple and have sex!”

“We aren’t a normal couple,” he said, struggling to undo his belt.

She shifted off his lap in the hurry to get him out of his pants. “No, we’re not. And this would be much easier if you would just wear a dress,” she said. “Then I could simply pull your skirt up and get your cock out of your panties.”

He was so hard his cock seemed to twitch with a will of its own. She shoved him back onto the couch and climbed aboard.

“I’m not wearing a dress again,” he said, as she kissed him hungrily for the first time.

They had kissed before, but never as lovers. It had always been a quick peck on the lips or a kiss on the cheek in greeting or farewell. She tasted his mouth and gently bit his lower lip between her teeth. Despite her fascination with seeing him in a dress, he tasted manly, like dark chocolate and leather. Then she sank onto his cock, feeling it stretch her open and fill her up inside.

“No dress? Are you sure about that?” she moaned. “Sure I can’t convince you otherwise?”

She pushed down harder, driving him all the way into her love canal. He was the perfect fit, not too big to hurt, not too small to give her a delicious stretch, and just the right length to tease her cervix when he was balls deep inside her.

“Oh!” he moaned. “Okay… maybe… if we can keep doing this.”

She tried to take it slowly, but now they had started, she couldn’t resist rolling her hips to push him in and out. He synched to her rhythm, pushing upwards to meet her as she came down, driving his cock deep. The delicious friction of each thrust stimulated her G-spot, enhancing the pressure of his cock against her cervix as they came together.

Her breathing became shallow, and she let out an appreciative sigh. “Yeah, that’s good. Right there,” she moaned.

As she ground her hips, the heat swelled inside her, filling her with the joy of a mounting orgasm. Her breathing became more urgent, and she let out whimpering sighs. He held her hips and squeezed her bottom, using his strength to drive them together.

“Jesus, that feels amazing!” she groaned.

Her moans became whimpering pleas for more. She buried her breasts in his face, and he greedily sucked her nipple into his mouth, adding to her swelling pleasure.

“God, don’t stop!” she squealed. “I’m going to cum!”

The orgasm hit them both with a fast and furious release, years of pent-up sexual tension finally finding an outlet. She heard herself squeal as she clenched his cock inside her like she never wanted to let it go. His hot, throbbing jets of cum shot deep into her womb, and she responded in kind, flooding him with her love juices.

She wrapped her arms around his head. He pulled her close, and they rocked together, holding on for support as their bodies surrendered control to the joy of the powerful release.

Time stretched to an eternity. She recalled everything they had shared since becoming friends in their teens. Now, feeling his arms around her body, holding her tight, and his cock deep inside her joining them as one, she couldn’t stop the tears of joy.

“Meg?” he whispered.

She couldn’t pull away to look him in the eyes. “What is it, Benny?”

“Um… you made exactly those sounds and said exactly those things… you know… at the cafe…”

“Benny, are you asking me if I faked my orgasm?”

“Would you believe me if I said I was asking for a friend?”

She kissed him on the cheek. “Did you feel how hard I clenched you? Do you know why you’re covered in girl cum?”

He nodded and took a slow breath. “Ah, I get it. It’s hard to let go, Meg. Now we’ve taken the next step, I’m still afraid I won’t please you, that I’ll lose you. This is so much harder than being friends.”

She pulled away and held his face between her palms so she could look him in the eyes. There was no point in making a promise to reassure him. Nothing in life was certain. She hoped he would understand as they bared their souls to each other for the very first time.

Then she smiled at him, and he smiled back. “Benny, shut up and kiss me,” she said.


Mary Go Round

When Mary won the lottery, the sudden change in her financial circumstances presented her with a major problem. What could a young woman do with her winnings to make a real difference to her life? She sought advice, which advocated using it to pay off debts, as a deposit on a house, or to put it away for a rainy day. But as she had only won the third division, thirty-seven thousand dollars wasn’t enough to make a serious impact on her long-term financial situation. Yet this stroke of good fortune seemed to demand she use the money to do something that would bring her happiness for the rest of her life.

So, she did what any sensible woman with thirty-seven thousand dollars burning a hole in their purse would do. She booked a luxury hotel suite for the night with a full day pampering at the beauty spa. Then she went shopping for some overpriced, but incredibly sexy lingerie that would give a man a heart attack to go with his hard on. But right now, she didn’t have a man in her life or a cock to enjoy. So, she booked some company for the evening, as there was no way she was spending the night alone in a bed large enough for a sports team.

The beauty spa was pure luxury. She relaxed in scalding mineral pools to melt away the stress of daily life. After, she had a full body massage from a man who looked like a bodybuilder in a white uniform. Feeling his powerful hands all over her body was the perfect appetiser to get her in the mood for the evening’s entertainment. After her massage, beauticians treated her to every therapy known to womankind. At the end, she felt like a million dollars, even if she hadn’t won nearly that much.

After a light meal, she went to her suite to try on her lingerie. While she didn’t plan to wear it for long, the sensual pleasure of being slowly undressed was her favourite part of foreplay.

The suite was bigger than her apartment and dripping in luxury from ceiling to floor. From the full bar to the enormous television, it had more creature comforts than anyone in their right mind actually needed. It was light and bright, with an uninterrupted view over the bay, the six seater lounge suite looked heavenly and the bed was the epitome of comfort. There was even a bottle of French champagne on ice waiting on the coffee table. She ran her hands along the marble tiled walls, appreciating how they reflected ambient light around the room to make it feel even bigger.

The bathroom took her breath away. It was also light and bright, with a freestanding stone bath and everything a woman could ever need for cleaning and care. While she didn’t need a bath after her day at the spa, she planned to enjoy one in the morning before she had to check out.

She stripped naked and tried on her lingerie. It would be her keepsake to remember this special evening, and she vowed only to wear the outfit again for an equally special occasion. She had bought a white satin corset with matching panties, sheer thigh-high stockings and a pretty lace garter for her left thigh.

Of any item of lingerie, she thought a garter was the sexiest item a woman could wear. A single garter was feminine, elegant and sexy. And it made an important distinction about nakedness. Without clothes, she was simply naked, but wearing a garter, she was sensually naked, declaring her readiness for sex. It also drew a man’s eye to a woman’s thigh, exciting him with thoughts about the treasure between her legs.

She admired herself in the mirror for a few minutes. The white lingerie highlighted her golden-brown skin. She had mixed bloodlines, which gave her exotic looks: the dark hair and full lips of an Oriental woman, but with aquamarine eyes. And she had inherited the same slender figure, but with wider hips, longer legs and fuller breasts. Satisfied she looked about as good as she could ever get, she covered herself up with a silk robe.

Right on time, at seven o’clock, the door chime sounded. Feeling like a lady of luxury, Mary went to the door and opened it. Four men in tuxedos grinned at her as she welcomed them into the suite.

The first was Ivan. She had liked the look of him from the moment she had seen his photo on the escort website. He was tall, dark and handsome with baby blue eyes and could pass for James Bond in his tuxedo.

Jet followed. He was Asian and moved with the precision of an athlete. She had simply adored his golden skin, big brown eyes and lean musculature.

But why stop at two escorts? Especially when her panties had melted from looking at the photo of Kostas posing like a Greek god. Underneath his tuxedo was a body with the muscular definition of a Michelangelo sculpture. She had immediately imagined herself grinding her pussy along the ridges of his abs without needing to use any other part of his body for pleasure.

And Winston completed the party of four. He had skin like glistening onyx and a blinding smile. He was taller than the others and solidly built. In his photo, the bulge in his briefs suggested his solid physique included the muscle between his legs.

At four, she had forced herself to stop. This was partly from budgetary restraints, but more so because she didn’t know how she could accommodate more than four men at once.

The men were all charm and flattery, knowing their role for the evening was to entertain her in any way she desired.

“Gentlemen, if one of you would care to do the honours, perhaps we should start with a toast,” she said, raising the bottle of champagne.

Ivan accepted the bottle, tore off the foil and opened it with the finesse of a wine waiter. They each accepted a glass as he poured the champagne. Mary felt as excited as the wine fizzing in her glass as the toast began the evening’s activities.

“To our beautiful host,” said Ivan, raising his glass.

Mary felt her cheeks grow warm as she blushed. “Oh, you’re just saying that because I’m paying you all a lot of money,” she said.

Jet toasted her. “Seconded. You’re truly lovely,” he said.

“Agreed,” said Kostas. “You are the exception to our normal clientele.”

Mary felt quite embarrassed with all this male admiration, but she enjoyed every second of it.

“We usually keep rich older women company,” said Winston. “So, it will be our pleasure to look after you tonight.”

They clinked glasses and drank. Champagne was the ideal appetiser for the pleasures to come, as the bubbles flirted with her tongue, making her hungry for more. She finished it and set the glass on the table, feeling the alcohol relax her body.

“Let’s find out who’ll perform each important duty,” she said. “Time to lose the tuxedos, gentlemen.”

They grinned as they loosened bow ties, popped studs, unbuttoned shirts and removed their pants. Mary enjoyed the view as they stripped naked. She couldn’t wait to start the inspection. As they slipped off their briefs, her breath caught in her throat. Each man had a well-hung cock and a perfectly groomed body. They were as bare as she was between the legs after a full Brazilian wax. Men always commented on how sexy a woman looked with no hair to cover her pussy, but men were also as sexy after a wax. The grooming boosted their confidence. They knew they looked sexy fully exposed and that would translate to the way they treated her in bed.

Now naked, they lined up for inspection. She circled them once to look them over front and back, admiring the hard, defined musculature of each man. Then she let her hands take over, feeling powerful arms, solid pecs and amazing abs. She couldn’t resist giving each of them a playful spank to feel their hard, tight butts.

“Mm… I approve,” she said.

Next, it was time for the kissing test. She began with Ivan, kissing him hard on the mouth while she handled his cock. The kissing and stroking made him hard in her hand. The neediness swelling in her pussy told her he was the perfect size to fill her up. She sighed as she enjoyed the taste and sensations of his mouth, feeling her expensive new panties cling to her smooth mound as she wet them through.

Jet was an equally good kisser, and his cock became as hard as his body as she stroked him. If these men weren’t on the clock, she could enjoy this part of the proceedings for hours. She savoured his mouth for a few moments longer before moving on to Kostas.

The Greek hunk made her go weak at the knees as he kissed her. The way he used his lips, teeth and tongue made her feel like he could kiss her to an orgasm, and she adored every second their lips touched. There was little doubt in her mind where she wanted him when they got to the next stage.

Finally, she kissed Winston, enjoying his full lips. As he kissed her back and parted her mouth to explore it with his tongue, she knew where she wanted him too. His tongue rivalled his cock for length, and he used it with the precision of an artist to excite her senses and ignite a furnace in her womb.

Regretfully, she broke free from his mouth. “Kostas, you’re upstairs. Winston, you’re downstairs, and you two take the middle,” she said. “Now take me to bed, gentlemen!”

Working as one, they lifted her as if she were weightless, carried her to the enormous bed and laid her at the centre. Even though there were four pairs of hands to undress her, she cherished the moment as they slowly removed every item from her body. They peeled her stockings from her legs, so the silk kissed her skin as it came free. As they released each clip of her corset, she enjoyed feeling her breasts spring free from their restraints. Finally, they peeled her panties from her pussy. It felt sensitive after her Brazilian wax, ready for hours of pleasure. She felt beautiful with only the garter clinging to her thigh, a sensually naked woman ready for sex.

Kostas climbed above her head, so he could kiss her, while leaving room for Ivan and Jet, who lay on either side of her body to kiss her breasts. Winston parted her legs and feathered her inner thighs with soft kisses as he made his way to her already dripping pussy.

She appreciated a man who kissed her all over as they had sex, but to have four men do it at once was fireworks for her senses. Kostas kept her mouth occupied with his heavenly kisses, while Ivan and Jet each teased a nipple in their mouth. Both gave her playful bites and flicked the hardened buds with their tongues. A single lover could excite only one nipple at a time, and she swooned in bliss, now having double the pleasure.

Winston and his gifted tongue parted her lips with the same precision as he had done with her mouth. She felt the soft rasping length and hardened point find the roof of her love canal to tease her G-spot with sensual licks.

Her head swam with delight as all four men pleasured her body at once. Her orgasm mounted swiftly, swelling like a hot bubble of pleasure deep in her womb. She lost track of them as individuals, feeling all their lips, teeth and tongues as one, and could no longer kiss Kostas back. In moments, her orgasm reached breaking point, flooding through her entire body like a wave of decadent joy. The men were experts at pleasuring a woman and remained attuned to her body, easing back to allow her to feel every nuance of pleasure from her release.

“Christ! You’re worth every penny,” she said, panting for breath. “But I’m still getting my money’s worth.”

Once she had recovered, she lined them up on the bed, fetched a packet of condoms and a tube of Go Longer Desensitising Gel. She wanted them to stay hard long enough to make her cum over and over until she couldn’t take another orgasm. In turn, she loaded a condom with gel and rolled it onto each of their cocks. Jet got the banana flavoured one, and Winston got an extra large one. She would enjoy his truncheon last, as she would need a lot of warming up to get it inside her. There was ‘big’ and there was ‘too big.’ He was easily eight inches long and very thick, right at her limit for a cock.

Satisfied she had prepared them for the finale, she told them to go to work. Kostas lay on his back and the others positioned her on top of him. Ivan got some lube and rubbed a generous blob into the rosette of her butt. Kostas gently eased his cock inside her, giving her time to adjust to having him there.

Once comfortable, Jet straddled her shoulders and placed his banana flavoured cock into her waiting mouth. Winston straddled her stomach, pressed her breasts together to make a tight passage, and filled them with his splendid manhood. Ivan went last, easing himself into her dripping pussy.

It was incredible, four cocks inside her all at once, giving her a sense of fullness through her hips, breasts and mouth. Having a man in her butt and pussy at the same time pressed Ivan’s cock against her G-spot, creating delicious friction, which intensified with each gentle stroke.

Winston teased her nipples as he pleasured her breasts. The feeling of his cock sliding in and out of the passage was enough to make her want to cum on its own. And having a cock in her mouth as well capped off the carnal festival.

As they sensed her pleasure swelling, the men increased the pace and intensity of the five-way menage. Like the oral session, Mary knew she wouldn’t last long with so many cocks pleasuring her all at once. Her second orgasm swelled stronger than the first, building with explosive intensity.

Ivan and Kostas found a rhythm, alternating their thrusts so they could drive deep inside her without stretching her beyond her limit. Winston plied her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, pinching and pulling them to add to her pleasure. She wanted to rip the condom off Jet’s cock and enjoy the salty flavour of his pre-cum, but the numbing gel worked both ways. She moaned and took him to the back of her throat, completing the four-way deep penetration.

Now as full of cock as a woman could get, her orgasm was overwhelming, ripping through her body in powerful waves. She bucked and shuddered as she surrendered to the sublime sensations in her mouth, breasts and deep in her pelvis. The men didn’t let up, and continued to pleasure her everywhere, morphing each orgasm into the next. They gave her every minute of their time and more, leaving her a rag doll in their arms as they made her cum again and again.

As she brought them to a stop, she knew she had one more aching orgasm inside her still. They knew what to do, as her instructions on the booking had been specific. One by one, they peeled off their condoms and cleaned any remaining gel from their cocks.

Taking turns, they entered her pussy to experience the wet heat and clench. Jet went first, using his steel hard cock to tease and tenderise her cervix. She lay back like a princess and enjoyed it as he pounded her hard to bring himself to an orgasm. As he shot his hot load deep inside her, she felt her last orgasm mount with deep, aching desire.

Kostas followed immediately, also giving her pussy a firm pounding. Her swelling heat set him off in minutes and she absorbed a second hot load, cranking up her need for an ultimate release.

Ivan continued the good work, gripping her around the thighs to drive himself deep. She wallowed in the joy of taking so many cocks one after the other, each building the fire of passionate pleasure coursing through her body. She felt him throb and convulse as he orgasmed, and the third load of hot spunk getting pumped deep into her womb.

“So much cum!” she moaned, beside herself with joy.

When Winston stepped up to finish, she was ready for him. She groaned as he filled her up and stretched her open for the finale. Sight and sound faded away as she allowed the pleasure to steal her senses. When she felt him cum, her own sweet aching release flooded through her body. It was heavenly and completed a perfect evening.

They let her enjoy every blissful moment of the longest afterglow of her life, as she never heard them dress or leave. And after such an eventful evening, she slipped into a peaceful sleep and didn’t wake until morning.

* * *

Two weeks later, Mary was still feeling blissful after her decadent night with the four men. The hotel, spa, shopping and company had left her with nothing to show from the thirty-seven thousand dollars. But she hadn’t wasted a cent. That one memorable evening would bring her happiness for the rest of her life.

The second tester confirmed it, showing another positive result with two vivid blue lines. After having sex with four different gorgeous men, there was still one last surprise to come, when she found out who had the dominant sperm. She rubbed her stomach, enjoying the deep satisfaction of having a new life growing inside her. In nine months, she would find out.


Date Night

It was Friday night and Sasha had the apartment all to herself. Her flatmate, Denise, had gone out with her friends. The girl was nuts about dancing. Once she hit the floor, time lost all meaning, which meant she wouldn’t be home until dawn, sweaty, exhausted and temporarily deaf from the music. Denise had asked Sasha if she wanted to join them, but Sasha had no desire to put herself through that kind of self-punishment.

Plus, she enjoyed having the place all to herself. She slipped out of her clothes and into her cotton bathrobe, made a bowl of popcorn, opened a bottle of wine and searched for a movie to watch. Just as she hit the play button, there was a knock at the door.

She paused the film, straightened her bathrobe and tightened the belt. As she had been wearing it loose, the mysterious visitor at the door would have seen she had nothing on underneath.

Opening the door, she saw it was Denise’s boyfriend, Dane. He was a tall, blonde wall of muscle and the captain of the university wrestling team. Sasha was on the women’s team, so she had seen him many times in his leotard. He was pure male eye candy, even though he didn’t have any muscle between his ears. It was a pity the wrestling coaches didn’t allow mixed bouts. She would happily grapple his hard body for as long as it took him to pin her to the mat. The thought of having him on top of her and holding her down made her cheeks flush.

She opened the door to let him inside. “Hey, Dane. What brings you over tonight?”

His blue-grey eyes lingered on her for a long moment. She doubted he had ever seen her in nothing more than a cotton robe. Although casual, the white fabric brought out the golden glow of her skin and highlighted her sultry brunette features.

He broke his gaze and looked about, appearing surprised to find her alone. “Date night,” he said. “Where’s Denise?”

“She thought you’d stood her up. She called you, but you didn’t answer, so she went out dancing instead.”

He grimaced. “I had an extra training session for the Nationals, but I’ve lost my phone. Did I leave it here?”

Sasha shook her head. “I haven’t seen it.”

“I’ll take a look in Denise’s room. I might have left it in there.”

She watched him go into Denise’s room. In only a white T-shirt and jeans, it was hard not to stare at his tight butt. Each cheek was beautifully rounded, almost feminine. She wondered if Denise appreciated it as much as she did. While he was busy, she applied a generous coating of lip gloss.

He returned a moment later, empty-handed, scratching his head and looking completely lost. Sasha couldn’t think of a better example of a ‘himbo.’ He was utterly gorgeous and hopelessly dumb. A missing phone had him more perplexed than an advanced mathematical problem. And surely, if he had left it in Denise’s room, Denise would have heard it when she had tried calling him.

“It’ll show up,” said Sasha. “Want to stay for a beer?”

“Uh… sure. Thanks,” he said, flopping onto the couch.

Sasha fetched an ice-cold beer from the fridge and put it on the coffee table before him. She sat opposite, and they sipped their drinks in silence for a moment.

Sasha knew Dane well enough to skip making small talk. And now she had him all to herself for the very first time, she wanted to have some fun. Plus, she had noticed him taking peeks at her legs. Wrestling was very good for her figure, as well as giving her the chance to ogle Dane in his leotard. Her legs were slender and toned, and given her cotton robe only covered her upper thighs, he could see more of her bare flesh than he had ever seen before.

“Aren’t you jealous that Denise has gone out dancing? She put on that tight dress with the short skirt… you know, the red one with sequins that sparkle when she twirls about.”

He shrugged. “No, not really. Denise is nice and everything, but we haven’t been that close recently.”

Sasha blew out her breath. “Nice? Dane, don’t you know it’s dangerous to say a girl is nice?”

She could tell from his expression that he didn’t. Her question was probably too much for his grey matter to comprehend.

“Ice cream on a hot day is nice. Birds chirping at the park is nice. But if you say a girl is nice, it’s practically an insult. I tell you, Dane, you’ll have to do better if you want to keep her as your girlfriend. First you’re late, and now you’re saying she’s nice!”

“Hell, I didn’t know,” he said.

“She’s beautiful, or fun to be around, or she makes you smile inside. Not nice. Not ever!”

“Noted,” he said, sipping his beer again.

The admission they weren’t close didn’t come as a surprise, but Sasha wasn’t disappointed to hear him say it. They had arrived at the comfortable stage of their relationship with nothing more than sex to hold it together. And they hadn’t been doing much of that recently. Plus, Sasha suspected they didn’t understand each other very well. Denise didn’t seem to know how Dane ticked. She behaved like he would miraculously change into a very different man one day. And Dane didn’t know how anything ticked.

Sasha flashed him a mischievous smile. “If you were my boyfriend, I’d spank you for standing me up and calling me nice.”

His eyes widened. “Spank me?”

She had his full attention now. “Yes, with my bare hand.”

He swallowed and let out a brief, nervous laugh. “You mean, like those kinky books where people get tied up and stuff?”

“Bondage is optional for a spanking, but yes.”

He blinked several times. She could see the gears turning over in his mind, very slowly, of course. It was an interesting moment to cross a line and share a naughty secret. The tension in the air was like having someone in the room holding a pin to a balloon.

“Nobody said a little spanking can’t be fun,” she continued. “I’m guessing you’ve never tried it.”

He shook his head. “Denise is way too nice to try anything kinky.”

Sasha rolled her eyes at him. “You’re hopeless, Dane. What did we learn about the word nice? It’s like you’re deliberately being bad because you want me to spank you.”

He looked at her without speaking, but she could see the glimmer of intrigue and a hint of desire in his eyes. He had looked at her that way several times before, as if he instinctively knew she had a naughty streak. Now she had admitted it, his appetite had awakened.

She bit her lip, enjoying the lustful heat igniting between her thighs. Yes, she knew him much better than Denise ever could. And he didn’t need intelligence to understand dominance and submission. A man who enjoyed wrestling knew the pleasure of winning came with a little pain. While he would never submit on the wrestling mat, sharing those pleasures with a woman was an entirely different prospect.

She reached into her pocket where she kept a short length of silky bondage rope, closed the space between them and held it up for him to see. She felt her breath quicken and her cheeks flush as she waited for him to respond.

He rose to meet her and held out his hands. She coiled the rope around his wrists in figure eight loops and tied a knot. Their eyes met again, and she could see the hunger burning behind his irises. He didn’t want her to spank him, he needed it. And when two people felt that rush, they pushed all thoughts about the consequences of their actions aside.

Like two competitors on the wrestling mat, they didn’t need to speak to engage in the intimate act. She unbuckled his belt and released his zipper, so his jeans fell around his ankles. Then she sat down and guided him onto her lap, face down, with his cute, round butt in the air.

She took a moment to run her hands over it, feeling the solid muscle through his white cotton briefs. With their bodies pressed together, she could feel him panting lightly in anticipation. She gave him a playful slap on one cheek. It didn’t even make him flinch, so she spanked his other cheek harder. His briefs softened the crack of her hand, but he let out a soft grunt. She soothed his cheek, circling her hand over the spot.

“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” she said. “More?”

He nodded.

She spanked him again, one firm strike to each cheek, enough to make her hand sting. This time, he groaned louder. His butt was so hard, it was a delight to have it under her hand. But she craved more and could tell he did too from the way his cock was swelling as it pressed against her thigh. The pleasure of spanking a big, powerful man got her excited too, making her pussy feel needy for more.

She peeled back his briefs, exposing the object of her fantasies. Like many athletes who played contact sports, he waxed all his body hair. His butt was as smooth as his legs and completely unmarked by her hand. That had to change, so she gave him several hard spanks to each cheek. His groan sounded like it hurt, but she could feel his cock swelling with each slap. She opened her legs to give it space, feeling her own arousal mounting at the thought of feeling his erection so close to her pussy.

“Have you learned your lesson?” she said.

“Harder,” he replied with a ragged voice.

She spanked him again and admired the pink imprint of her hand on his cheek. His cock swelled to full hardness and twitched between her legs. She couldn’t wait to touch it, but he had demanded a thorough spanking for being such a bad boy. She enjoyed the sting in her hand as she made both cheeks pink all over. After all, if a girl had to spank a boy, she had to do it properly.

Once she felt satisfied with the blush and heat in his cheeks, she soothed them again with slow circles of her hand. He panted and moaned as if he wanted her to continue, but the heat between her legs was too hard to ignore.

She eased his legs apart to run her fingers through the cleft between his cheeks and down to his balls. Gripping them, she felt they were hard and heavy and full of cum. She went further, finding his cock. He waxed himself there too, as there were no soft curls, only smooth skin. His cock was as hard as a steel bar and twitched in her hand.

“So… what are we going to do about this?” she whispered.

She guided him off her lap and onto the floor on his back. His cock saluted the heavens, looking irresistibly hard. She straddled him, eager to feel it inside her. It was hot and thick, stretching her open and filling her up as she rolled her hips to work it deep inside.

Dane looked gorgeous beneath her, still tied up, with a spanked butt and the hardest cock she had ever felt in her life. Her orgasm swelled inside her like a bubble of molten joy, filling her pelvis with the unerring need to cum. And with every thrust, the tip of his cock teased her cervix, like a pin pressed to the balloon, threatening to make it explode with pleasure.

He groaned with intense arousal, and his cock throbbed inside her. Their bodies become one, breathing and moaning together as the slow, delicious burn of their orgasms mounted. Sasha felt hers as a series of hot flushes, one after the other, becoming stronger each time. She clenched him in a feverish grip as her pussy betrayed her to pleasure.

He grunted louder, and she felt his cock pulse as he found his release. Each hot jet of cum excited her towards a stronger orgasm. She cried out as she felt herself gush. It was so strong she collapsed onto his broad chest, panting hard as her orgasm gripped her body.

They lay still for a moment, bathing in the bliss of the aftermath, without considering what had happened between them. After a few moments, she realised he hadn’t softened. He was still as hard as before and twitching inside her, eager to go again. She sat up and rolled her hips, driving his cock in and out of her pussy in long, sensual thrusts. She felt so empty as she pulled away, and so full again as she pushed down, grinding on him hard to feel his cock tease her deep inside.

“You’re a very bad boy, Dane,” she gasped, hearing the aching need in her voice. “A bad boy who needs a regular spanking if it makes you this hard.”

He groaned and reached up to undo the belt at her waist. Even with bound wrists, he could still cup her breasts and tease her nipples, deepening the mounting pleasure of her orgasm.

She rolled her hips faster, sliding his magnificent cock in and out with the urgent need to cum again. They both panted and moaned in anticipation of a stronger orgasm. She felt his desperate need to get the release that only she could inspire in him. It made her pussy ache with desire. Neither of them would last long. His cock throbbed with the onset of another orgasm. She reached behind herself to grasp his balls. They were hard and tight and ready to cum again.

Sasha ground herself onto his cock, driving it deep, feeling his girth inside her and his hard balls rubbing against her pussy lips. Her orgasm burned deep in her womb. It was a big one and she couldn’t wait to feel it stunning her senseless with pleasure.

They exploded together, fuelling the intensity of their orgasms. Every pulsing throb of his cock felt amazing, making her clench as he filled her love canal with a second load of hot cum. Her own orgasm hit her in waves, paralysing her with pleasure. She couldn’t breathe as she shuddered and bucked, the pleasure overwhelming all other senses.

She collapsed onto him again, breathless and spent. He looped his arms over her head and shoulders to hold her close, and they lay listening to each other’s racing heartbeats.

After a long moment, she felt him tense up. She looked at him and saw the worry lines creasing his forehead.

“What have we done?” he said.

“I’ve done nothing,” she replied. “I’m single. You’re the one with a girlfriend and you just cheated on her.” She escaped his arms and untied the rope at his wrists. “Such a bad boy!”

He got up and pulled on his pants. It was a shame to see the denim covering his butt again. She could look at it for hours, especially after she had made it deliciously pink.

“Denise could never appreciate your cute butt the way I do. We both know that, so I guess that makes you my bad boy now,” she said. “But you can’t stay tonight. If Denise catches you in my bed, we’re both in trouble.”

He nodded. “I’ll sort everything out with Denise. Don’t you worry about it.”

Sasha gave him a firm slap on the butt as she showed him to the door. Pressing it closed, she bit her lip and smiled. The evening had gone much better than she had expected, and there was now the promise of many more like it.

“Now… where was I?” she said. “Wine, popcorn and a movie. What a perfect way to end a perfect date night.”

Just as she pressed the play button, her phone rang. It was Denise. She answered it. Denise must have stepped out of the club, but Sasha still heard the music pulsing in the background.

“Hey, Denise. Are you having fun? Oh, you’ve met a cute guy… and he loves to dance! Sounds dreamy… No, I don’t mind if you want to bring him home. But what about Dane?”

While Denise explained she had been planning to break up with Dane tonight, Sasha celebrated with a sip of wine.

“Wow! I bet he wasn’t expecting you to break up with him on date night.”

It was difficult not to tell Denise what had happened, and how Dane wasn’t expecting to get his butt spanked either, but she resisted.

“I agree, you two never suited each other… No, I won’t tell him. Lucky he stood you up tonight, huh? Otherwise, you wouldn’t have met that cute guy.”

They spoke for a few moments more. Sasha hadn’t heard Denise get so excited over a boy in ages. She sighed as she ended the call.

All was well, and everyone had got what they wanted. And no one needed to know about her involvement in the evening’s events. She reached down the back of the couch where she had put Dane’s phone. It had been easy to pocket it earlier in the day at training, as he had left it poking out of his gym bag.

She had also neglected to tell Denise she knew Dane would be late because of his longer training session. When Denise had called and Dane hadn’t answered his phone, it had been easy to convince her to go out dancing instead. It was so satisfying when a plan came together.

She also knew all about the cute guy Denise had just met. His name was Scott. He had spoken to Sasha about how much he liked Denise, so she had mentioned where and when she would be tonight, just in case he wanted to show up and bump into her. She also told Scott that Dane wouldn’t be with Denise, so there was no chance he would get turned into a human pretzel.

Denise’s call had sealed the deal. Even though Dane would be sweating about cheating on his girlfriend, Sasha wasn’t in a hurry to let him know. It was important for them both that she continued to encourage him to think he was a bad boy. If a little spanking made his cock that hard, she would put him over her knee every date night.


The Most Intimate Kiss

As the alarm clock beeped, Mark rolled over and wrapped his arm around Wendy’s waist, pulling her close to his body. After six years of marriage, she immediately knew when he was feeling amorous, as his hand always came to rest at exactly the right spot to cup her breast. The other giveaway was the raging boner in his briefs. She wiggled her bottom to work it into the cleft between her cheeks, enjoying feeling it throb with desire.

“Christ, honey, that cock of yours is a dangerous temptation, but we both have to get ready for work,” she said, silencing the alarm.

He slipped the strap of her nightdress from her shoulder so he could kiss her neck. “I woke up thinking about how much I’ll enjoy having my own cougar in three days,” he said, returning to cup her breast and tease her nipple.

If his kisses and caresses didn’t feel so good, she would have slapped his hand away for making the jibe. “I’m only turning thirty. That doesn’t make me a cougar.”

“My very own hot older woman then,” he said, kissing and nibbling her neck. “I’m sure you know why young men like me prefer older, experienced women.”

She sniffed a laugh. “You’re only one year from thirty yourself, so you don’t qualify as a toy boy.”

His hand travelled down her stomach and over her hips, easing her legs apart to gain access to her pussy. She tried to resist the feelings of desire stirring within her. It was difficult, as every time she wiggled her bottom, she could feel his cock twitch and throb.

In seconds, he had his hand in her panties, pushing past the soft curls covering her mound to find the hot, wet entrance to her sex. She took his hand and pulled it away. As much as she wanted him to continue, if they surrendered to their desire, they would both be late.

“So how does my hot older woman want to celebrate the big occasion?” he said, kissing her neck. “You still haven’t decided.”

She rolled over and kissed him. “I’ve already got everything I want right here.”

“We have to mark the occasion with some sort of celebration,” he said, caressing her hips.

She reached down to feel his cock. It throbbed in her hand, and his balls were as tight and hard as two bullets. It took an effort of will not to climb aboard and have a bounce on it.

She peeled back the sheets. “We’ve got just enough time to do something about this,” she said, gripping his cock. “I can’t have you going to work with a tent pitched in your pants.”

She peeled back his briefs to free his cock. He was already leaking pre-cum, so she lubricated his head with her thumb and stroked him. The advantage of making love to the same man for many years was she knew how to make him cum quickly if necessary. He groaned as she stroked him the way he liked it best, with a tight grip at the base of his cock. He was a sucker for getting his ear nibbled too.

“And I know you have the hots for your receptionist, Amanda. If I let you out of my sight with these hard balls, you could get up to all sorts of mischief.”

“She’s too young for me,” he said, breathing hard as his orgasm mounted. “I prefer mature women.”

Wendy didn’t give him any respite. She jacked him hard and teased his ear with her lips, teeth and tongue.

“Don’t lie to me, Mark. She’s blonde, pretty and has legs for days. And I’m sure you’ve noticed her tits!”

Every time Wendy went to Mark’s work, some guy was hanging around the reception area to lust after Amanda. She didn’t know how the poor girl coped with all the testosterone loaded attention. Wendy wasn’t worried that Mark did the same. She just loved to tease him with the idea he fantasised about having sex with another woman. As his cock pulsed in her hand, announcing the imminent eruption of cum, an idea popped into her head.

“I know how I want to celebrate,” she said. “I want to find out what goes on inside your head whenever I do this to you… whenever I make you cum.”

He grunted as he surrendered to his release. Wendy pumped his shaft, sustaining his orgasm for as long as she could to drain his balls. He lay panting for a moment, while she giggled in his ear. It was still very pleasurable to know she could make him cum that hard without needing an orgasm herself.

“You really want to know?” he said.

His voice carried a note of apprehension, but she was too interested to let the subject go now she had asked. “Yes. And what’s more, I want you to make it happen for real, if it’s possible.”

As she spoke, she realised the enormity of her request. Everyone had naughty fantasies that played out in their heads. It was healthy to fantasise. Asking someone to reveal their fantasy required absolute trust. But asking them to bring it to life was altogether different. And it was entirely possible his fantasy didn’t include her at all.

He lay still and thought for a moment. “It is possible… very possible,” he said.

“And is it safe to assume this fantasy involves me?”

He kissed her forehead. “Oh, it most certainly does! Are you sure you want to do this?”

A flood of excitement swept through her body, followed by a pang of nerves from the unknown.

“Yes, I do,” she said.

The words felt like making her wedding vows all over again, by stating her commitment to the man of her life to share his intimate secret.

“Then how about Saturday night?”

“Saturday night,” she mused. “What should I wear?”

“That would be telling and ruin the surprise,” he said, as he rolled out of bed.

While Mark showered, Wendy wondered what particular fantasy played out in Mark’s head when she stroked his cock. He had such a look of excited determination, there was clearly one fantasy that really got him off. But it would be three long days of waiting before she found out what it entailed.

* * *

By Saturday, Wendy was at her wit’s end wondering what Mark had planned for her later in the evening. They spent the day like any other Saturday, without a single clue about the imminent insight into the lustful desires that occupied his head.

Finally, at six o’clock, Mark told Wendy to wait in the kitchen while he prepared. He had chilled a bottle of French Chardonnay and poured her a glass. She sipped it while she waited, wondering at the possibilities. Clearly, they weren’t going out, as he would have suggested she get dressed rather than continue to wear a casual blouse and comfortable pants.

He appeared ten minutes later, looking very pleased with himself.

“It only took you ten minutes to prepare this amazing fantasy of yours?” she said.

He poured himself a glass of wine and raised it for a toast. “I am a man of simple pleasures,” he said.

She could tell by his tone that he had a big surprise waiting for her. If she wanted to find out what it was ahead of time, she could take his cock out of his pants and make him talk, but the promise of the unknown was too exciting. They brought their glasses together with a gentle chime. It was like the first intimate kiss between lovers, whetting her appetite for mysterious delights in the hours ahead.

“I would love to finish this wine, but I can’t wait to find out what we’re doing,” she said.

He rested his glass on the countertop. “Then let’s go to our bedroom.”

Mark took her hand and led her up the stairs as if she were a princess. There was no sense of mockery about it. He held her hand like it was fragile and priceless, and looked at her like there was nothing else in the world.

As they arrived at their bedroom, she saw he had lit dozens of candles of all shapes and sizes, so the room was a sea of soft light and gently wavering flames. He had also fired up an oil burner, filling the room with the subtle scent of ginger and roses.

“This is very romantic,” she said, looking about the room. There were no other clues to reveal what lay ahead.

“Don’t sound so surprised! I can be romantic,” he said, taking her in his arms.

She realised it wasn’t the first embrace leading to a kiss and then more. He started undressing her, taking off one item of clothing at a time. He was gentle about it, quite unlike the mad rush to remove her clothes when they were in the honeymoon phase of their relationship. Somehow, despite how much she had enjoyed that mad passion, this was better.

Once he had removed her panties, leaving her naked, he shook his head in disbelief. “You are still so beautiful,” he said, “even though you’re officially now an older woman.”

She pursed her lips. Mark could never quite give her a compliment without adding a playful jibe. Mark undressed himself next, so they both were as naked as babes. She admired his body too. He wasn’t bulky, but lean and athletic, with sharply defined muscles. The muscle between his legs was plump and excited too, but as he took her hand again, she realised this wasn’t the start of foreplay.

He led her to the en suite, where he had also lit candles and an oil burner to light and scent the space. He turned on the tap for their open shower and waited for it to run hot. Once the temperature was perfect, he led her to the water, so she received most of the spray to wet her down.

“Tonight, I’ll do all the work,” he said. “I’ll pamper you like a princess, and you’ll enjoy every moment without a single complaint.”

Wendy nodded. Although she usually drove the action in the bedroom, she realised it was important to surrender control to Mark every now and again. She had asked him to share his fantasy, so she had to let him take the lead.

She closed her eyes and allowed Mark to wash her. He gently worked mint and lime soap over her body with expert fingers that had studied her curves in great detail over the years. His caresses made her relax and the scent of the soap helped to soothe her mind.

He was thorough, washing every part of her body, lingering as he touched the sensitive zones which excited her most. She enjoyed the sensations as he massaged soap onto her breasts and tweaked her nipples. Although he was doing all the work and had a raging erection, he didn’t seem to want to do anything about it.

Continuing down her body, his hands flowed over her hips, through the crease of her bottom, down her legs and between her toes. Once he had finished massaging her with soap, he sat her on the tiled bench seat and adjusted the water so it didn’t spray her in the face.

Without speaking, he fetched shaving cream and a razor. Wendy felt her arousal swell as he lathered cream over her legs and mound. He shaved her with great care, starting at her ankles and working his way up her legs. She enjoyed the sensation of the blade scraping across her skin, removing every hair and leaving it perfectly smooth in its wake. Once he got to her inner thighs and pussy, she knew she wasn’t wet from the shower alone.

He whisked every hair from between her legs, giving her the smoothest pussy since their wedding night. As she looked down at his cock twitching while he worked, she wanted to feel it filling her up inside. Mark finished by shaving the fine hairs from the cleft of her butt. The sensual scrape of the razor over such a sensitive area fuelled the furnace of her desire.

Finally, he washed away the remains of the soap and shaving cream, combed her hair and turned off the water. Wrapping a big fluffy towel over her shoulders, he dried her with the same care he had washed her. She felt like royalty as he brushed her long chocolate locks until they shone. Taking her hand again, he led her back to the bedroom. She felt pampered, relaxed and very aroused.

“Lie down and make yourself comfortable,” he said, taking two red ribbons from the bedside table drawer.

“Oo… we haven’t done this for a while,” she said. “Who’s getting tied up?”

He grinned. “You, of course. Tonight is all about you getting selfishly pleasured.”

She put her hands to the headboard, allowing him to tie her wrists to the bars with the ribbons. He secured each with a bow, like the final touch when wrapping a gift. She tested her bonds, enjoying the firm grip of the ribbon around her wrists, but knowing she could pull her hands free if necessary.

They hadn’t indulged in bondage for many years, having settled into a comfortable routine with their lovemaking. It was thrilling to revisit it again. She used to love tying him up like he was her love slave and teasing him with her breasts as she bounced on his cock, knowing he couldn’t touch them.

He had a blindfold for this experience as well. “No hands and no peeking,” he said. “That way, your other senses will have complete focus.”

She nodded and lifted her head to allow him to wrap the blindfold over her eyes, casting her world into darkness. Her pulse raced with excitement. With only her sense of touch and smell to guide her, she became intensely aware of the scent of ginger and roses in the air. She inhaled deeply, ready for whatever Mark had planned for her.

He kissed her lightly on the lips, like the handsome prince waking Sleeping Beauty from her slumber. She felt his hot breath at her neck as he kissed her again. Taking his time, he worked his way across her shoulder, planting tender kisses on her bare skin. Then she felt his fingers at her nipples, lightly pinching and rolling them to stimulate her breasts. It felt electric and she gasped. Unable to see what he was doing, every touch came as a wonderful surprise.

Her imagination filled the empty spaces left by the darkness. In her mind’s eye, she could see his cock straining with arousal, eager to join their bodies as one. He kissed her down the length of her stomach while he toyed with her nipples. She felt his long tongue delve into her belly button. It was slippery with a soft rasp as he circled her navel. She longed for him to continue his journey, as the restless heat building between her thighs demanded satisfaction.

Easing away from her nipples, she felt him sit up. He caressed her thighs, coming to the centre to part her legs. She bit her lip, feeling more desperate by the second for him to touch her pussy.

She heard him inhale and felt his hot breath tease her clean-shaven mound. It felt so sensitive without hair. Every breath felt like the tickle of a feather.

“I’ve always loved your scent when you’re wet,” he said. “It’s like wild flowers and honey.”

He breathed in the perfume of her sex again and sighed with contentment. Then he leaned forward and took one of her nipples between his teeth. He flicked the sensitive bud with the tip of his tongue, sending sparks of pleasure through her breast. The tingling lingered as he moved to the other nipple and back again.

Wendy moaned with joy and longing, wanting him to take the action down to her needy pussy. All the teasing was building her need to cum. He seemed determined to take his time about it, building the desire between her legs as if he were stoking a furnace. He worked her nipples with pinpoint precision, exciting every nerve in her breasts. Then he moved down to tease her navel with his tongue again. It carried the sparks of pleasure from her breasts with it, adding to her need for release. He continued to excite each part of her body, leaving her aching for more.

Then, out of the blue, Mark stopped cold, leaving Wendy a quivering mess of pent-up desire and unresolved tension. She felt him get off the bed.

She had an aching need in her voice as she spoke. “Hell, Mark! Don’t leave me hanging like this!”

She heard him blow a cheeky laugh through his nose. “I want to look at you for a moment, all worked up and desperate to cum. You’ve never looked more beautiful,” he said.

The bed shook as he returned to the spot between her legs. She felt his hot breath and the point of his tongue tease the soft flesh and cluster of nerves in the crease between her thigh and pubic mound. It sent spasms of pleasure through her hips. Everything he did mounted the tension deep in her sex. Mark was so close to her clitoris, yet so far away. Every touch of his tongue made her body ache with desire and added to her growing need to cum.

He kept circling her sensitive, bare mound, without tasting her clitoris or delving into her entrance. But even without a single lick, it was tingling, sparking and popping with pleasure. Wendy searched for her release, but knew she couldn’t reach it until Mark pulled the trigger. The strain spread through her thighs and chest, tightening her stomach and turning her pussy into a hot well of aching desire.

She wanted to beg for release, but couldn’t form the words. If bliss could become torture, she was fast reaching that point. Finally, she felt his tongue swipe the juices from her entrance. She groaned as he penetrated her, pushing his tongue inside her to taste her fully.

He hadn’t given her the most intimate of kisses for many years, and she couldn’t remember him being so enthusiastic about it, or so proficient. The point of his tongue hit her G-spot with every lick, teasing it mercilessly as if he wanted to make her flood with juice when she orgasmed. And with each lick, he kissed and sucked her with his soft lips, as if he were drinking ambrosia from her sex. Then her need for release took over, stamping its authority on her body. Every nerve came to life as her orgasm hit her full force. She writhed and moaned as she gushed, drenching the sheets as the pleasure drove her out of her mind to a place where there was only euphoric joy. She knew her hips were bucking, and that she was squealing with delight, but it seemed so distant as she floated on a cloud of pure bliss.

Finally, she came back to her senses to dissolve into the soothing aftermath of her powerful orgasm. She lay still and breathed for a moment, allowing herself to reflect on the sheer delight of the experience.

“My God!” she said at last. “When did you learn to do that?!”

She heard Mark laugh softly. Then she heard someone else with a breathy giggle. There were two people in the room!

Mark removed the blindfold and released the bows at her wrists to free her hands. Her vision focused in the candlelight. It wasn’t Mark licking his lips to enjoy a last taste of her cum. It was a very familiar hot blonde who had legs for days and a glorious pair of tits. She blinked rapidly, trying to make sense of it.

“Amanda!”

The gorgeous young blonde giggled. “Surprise!”

Mark sat in the armchair beside the bed with a big grin on his face and his cock pointing to the heavens.

Wendy looked at him wide-eyed. “Mark?!” she said.

She realised what had happened, how he had cleverly switched places with Amanda after he had worked her body into a knot of needy desire. She should have noticed the difference. Amanda’s lips were softer, her tongue more precise. Amanda knew exactly what spots to hit to make her cum, as only a woman could, having the same intimate understanding of how her body worked.

“You wanted to know what I fantasise about when you’re pleasuring me,” said Mark. “Well, I once asked Amanda how she copes with all the attention from the men at the office. She told me it amused her, because she prefers girls. And then she put a delightfully haunting idea in my head. It’s better if she explains.”

Amanda removed a clip to let down her hair. Wendy would have realised it wasn’t Mark licking her if she had felt long hair tickling her inner thighs.

Amanda smiled sweetly. “I told him I thought he was the luckiest man in the world to have such a gorgeous, loving wife as you. I also told him that if you were single, I’d lick your pussy so damned well, you’d cum so hard you’d drench the sheets.”

“She actually said she could turn you from straight to lesbian overnight,” added Mark. “And when someone conjures that fantasy in your mind, you can’t unsee it. Now I’ve seen it for real, it was better than I could ever imagine.”

Wendy felt deeply satisfied and flabbergasted all at once, but she wasn’t beyond firing a parting shot in return. “I think she’s right,” she said. “It isn’t you that has the hots for your receptionist. It’s me!”

She gave him a moment to sweat, then laughed to let him off the hook. “Amanda, that was amazing. Thank you.”

“The pleasure was all mine,” said Amanda.

Wendy turned to Mark. “But nothing could make me want to give up your beautiful cock… or the man attached to it.” He nodded. She knew he also had no doubt in his mind about the strength of their love. “So, my darling husband… this could be the beginning of some new and exciting adventures for us.”

“It could indeed!” he said.

“And your thirtieth birthday is coming up next. Any special requests?”

He shot her a wicked grin. “Surprise me.”


Breakup Sex

As the theatre lights dimmed, Damien wondered if Poppy would arrive on time to see the start of the film. When the opening credits rolled, he wondered if she would make it at all. He needed to see her after the week he had gone through. To his relief, she arrived a moment later and slid into the seat beside him.

“Sorry, got held up,” she whispered in his ear. “Where’s Katie?”

“She isn’t coming.”

“Why?”

“We broke up.”

Someone shushed them from the darkness, so neither of them said another word. He had hoped to tell her after the film. Poppy always had questions, lots of questions. She thought of questions no one else would ever ask. It was best to deal with them all at once, and not give her the time to form a long list over the next two hours. At least the film would take his mind off the hole in his heart in the meantime.

He had really liked Katie. She was bubbly and beautiful, and he thought they had been good together. He had even considered the possibility they were long-term relationship material. So, it had come as a complete surprise when she had changed her mind about him, seemingly overnight, and ended it.

Poppy took his hand and squeezed it. With that one gesture, he completely forgot about his pain. She held his hand for several minutes before opening her bag of popcorn as quietly as she could.

When the movie ended and the lights came up, Poppy gave him a long, sympathetic look. Her big brown eyes were pools of comfort, soothing his troubled thoughts.

“I think we should go for a drink,” she said. “There’s a quiet wine bar around the corner where we can talk.”

He nodded, and she took his hand to lead them from the theatre. There was nothing romantic in the gesture. Poppy often held his hand. She was a person who openly expressed her emotions, especially love or affection. It was just the way she rolled. She was otherwise fiercely independent, had a successful career and was already on the property ladder in only her early twenties.

Damien felt better as they entered the bar. There weren’t too many other patrons, the lighting was soft and there was soulful jazz playing on the sound system. They found a free table in the corner and ordered a bottle of Chardonnay. Sipping their wine, they briefly discussed the film and caught up on the usual topics for discussion. Finally, she rested her hand on his from across the table.

“So what happened?” she said. “You two were getting along so well.”

“That’s what I thought too,” said Damien. “It totally came out of the blue.”

“Did she say why she wanted to break up with you?”

“She said it wasn’t me, that it was her, because she was going through a life change.”

Poppy scoffed. “Really?! That old chestnut?”

“What do you mean?”

She topped up their glasses. “Sorry, Damien. You need to hear the truth. It was totally about you. Girls just say that so you don’t feel bad about breaking up. It’s an easy way to let a guy down.”

“That doesn’t help, you know.”

“Better to know the truth,” said Poppy. “That way, you’ll be better equipped to deal with it next time. But don’t beat yourself up about it. Some people just aren’t suited as couples. Take us, for example. We make great friends, but we’d be terrible as a couple.”

Damien had never given the idea of dating Poppy serious thought. They were great friends, proof that platonic love can exist between a man and a woman, but it hurt to hear her say it in his current frame of mind.

“Really? Us?”

She gave him a mischievous smirk and swept a glossy lock of black hair over her shoulder. “Oh, for sure! I’m way out of your league. The standard of your girlfriends is pretty low.”

“Wow, Poppy, this really isn’t helping, you know.”

“But it’s true. Let’s look at your recent back catalogue. Katie, who seemed nice, used the, ‘It’s me, not you,’ line. That’s a big thumbs down for her. What was the name of the hussy you dated before Katie?”

“Angela,” said Damien, cringing at the memory of that relationship.

“She cheated on you with… how many other guys?”

Damien let out a heavy sigh. “Three, that I know about.”

“And weren’t two of them on the same night?”

He nodded.

“While you were asleep in the next room?”

Damien buried his face in his hands.

“And then there was Anne-Marie. She didn’t even have the guts to break up with you. She just ghosted you and blocked your number. And before her was Rachel. What did she say when you broke up? Something about reconsidering her gender identification.”

“She said she now identified herself as Non-Binary, whatever that means. I didn’t try to save the relationship.”

“And you saw her a week later with another guy. Should I go on?”

Damien shook his head. “You’ve done a great job of finishing off what remained of my ego.”

Poppy patted his hand. “So what is it? Small dick?”

Damien threw his hands in the air. “Christ, Poppy! Way to rub salt in the wound! No, it’s normal.”

“Erectile dysfunction?”

He looked up and saw the mirth in her eyes. She had unusual ways of going about cheering him up, but they always worked.

“At my age?”

“Then I hope it’s not premature ejaculation.”

Damien chuckled. “Nope. I can last three minutes just like any other guy,” he said, feeling his mood brighten.

“There you go!” said Poppy, raising her glass for a toast. “You’re a normal guy who hasn’t found his Mrs Right yet. There’s no reason to feel bad about it. You should look at each breakup as taking one step closer to finding her. C’mon, drink up.”

They finished their wine and caught a cab home. Poppy was first en route, so the cab dropped her off outside her small villa in the suburbs. The hollow feeling in Damien’s chest returned as he thought about going home to an empty bed. Poppy gave him a sympathetic smile, sensing his mood as she climbed out of the cab.

“C’mon. It’s not late yet. You look like you could use another drink. Something stronger.”

He paid the driver and followed her inside. Poppy’s house always looked like a showroom. It was spotless, there was no clutter and everything had a proper place. He thought about the idea of them as a couple again and understood what she meant. He wasn’t nearly as tidy and would infuriate her all the time.

“What’s your poison?” she said, opening her equally organised liquor cabinet.

“Nothing sweet,” he said.

“Two vodkas with lime and tonic, coming up!”

She mixed the drinks, set them on the coffee table and sat down. Damien sat opposite and raised his glass. “Cheers!” he said, without enthusiasm.

Poppy took a swig of her drink. “Did you at least have breakup sex?”

He frowned. “Breakup sex? Like sex when you’re breaking up?”

She swooned. “Oh, yes! It’s the best!”

“No, we just broke up… the same way normal people break up. Without having sex.”

Poppy gasped. “No breakup sex! What a bitch! I dislike her even more now.”

Damien shook his head. Poppy was an enigma to him at times. “Is this something you do when you break up with a guy?”

She clasped her hands to her breasts and looked to the heavens. “Oh, hell yeah! Breakup sex is wild and passionate. It’s the best sex you’ll ever have with that person ever! Plus, it’s really healthy. It gives you both a release, which lessens the pain.”

He frowned. “You said that last bit like it’s an aside.”

She smiled. “Very much an aside. God, I haven’t had breakup sex for ages!”

“You haven’t had a boyfriend for ages,” he added.

She nodded. “That explains it. So, no breakup sex? Not ever?”

He shook his head.

She rested her drink on the coffee table and looked at him with a straight face. “Okay. Because I love you and can’t stand to see you suffering, we can have breakup sex to help you feel better.”

Damien sat up, uncertain he had heard her right. She didn’t look like she was teasing him. “Us… have sex? Like together?”

“No, breakup sex. It’s completely different. You’ve never had it, and I haven’t had it in ages. C’mon, it’ll make us both feel better.”

Damien felt nervous about the idea of having sex with Poppy. It wasn’t because he didn’t find her sexually attractive. They were friends and having sex would change the nature of their relationship. But he also knew Poppy expressed her emotions with her body better than her mind. He recalled their intimate moments, holding hands, long cuddles, and her big smooches on the lips when they hadn’t seen one another for a while. She also had an unconventional way of cheering him up. Perhaps she was right, and this was just what he needed to get over Katie.

“You’ll have to teach me,” he said, getting up to head for the stairs. He stopped, realising she wasn’t following him.

“You never have breakup sex in the bedroom,” she said. “Bedrooms are for relationship sex. Here, help me move the coffee table. Breakup sex gets pretty energetic.”

They lifted the coffee table out of the way, leaving a clear patch of carpet between the two couches. It felt more like an arena than a place to have sex. Poppy limbered her shoulders and shook out her arms like a boxer preparing for the first round.

“Pretend I’m Katie, okay? Christ, it sickens me to say these words, but it’s necessary.” She cleared her throat and looked at him with mock regret in her eyes. “I’m sorry, Damien. It’s… not you. It’s me. I’m going through some life changes, so we have to break up.”

Damien shrugged. “What do I do now?”

Poppy rolled her eyes at him. “We have sex!”

He crossed the floor, took her in his arms and went to kiss her. She pushed him away.

“No, not that kind of sex. There’s no kissing, cuddling or postcoital snuggling with breakup sex. You go for it as hard as you can to get all the hurt and regret out of your system.”

Damien shrugged. “But how do I… you know… get us warmed up?”

“Start by ripping the clothes from my body like you have to get me naked as quickly as possible. I’m sure you’ll work out where to go from there. Here, I’ll undo my bra and some zips to make it easier for you.” With practised ease, she unhooked her bra from under her blouse and undid the zip at the back of her skirt. “Okay, from the top?”

Poppy limbered her shoulders again and repeated the breakup line. Damien strode over to her again and pulled her blouse open, spraying buttons across the room. Her bra came free in his hands, leaving her naked from the waist up.

He paused, having never seen her like this before. Poppy had Indian blood, and when she tanned in summer, her skin tone developed a milk coffee glow. Right now, she was a gorgeous shade of golden peach, and he couldn’t stop himself from staring at her breasts. They were firm, round and upright, with pale brown nipples.

“When did you get such great tits?” he said.

“I’ve always had great tits. And that’s another reason why I’m out of your league,” she said. “Now, try to take this seriously. Let’s go again from the top and try to keep the talking to a minimum.”

She pulled on her blouse and started over. This time, when he ripped off her blouse, she did the same to his shirt, adding more buttons to the carpet. Then she shoved him onto the couch and climbed on top. She felt more like a predator about to devour him than a woman ready to have sex, but he understood the point. The encounter needed animal hunger and a desire to achieve the pleasure of release.

Poppy was strong for a slender girl and pinned him to the couch under her weight. She dived into his neck and he felt her lips on his skin. He started as he felt a bright flash of pain, realising she wasn’t kissing him, but biting his neck.

He broke free and pulled her away. “What the hell was that for?”

“Biting is standard procedure for breakup sex,” she said, looking completely innocent about it. “You’ll have a tiny bruise for about a week that’s hard to cover up. It reminds each man of me. Every time he sees it, he’ll think about all the great sex we had, and how much he regrets breaking up with me.”

“So, am I supposed to bite you back?”

Poppy looked at him like he was stupid. “Oh, hell no! It’s entirely the girl’s prerogative. It does my ego a power of good to think about all the guys wishing they could get back together with me again. Now, shut up and get on with it.”

She pulled at his belt to open his jeans, expertly freed his cock from his briefs and jerked him roughly to bring him to full hardness. He squeezed her wonderful breasts, enjoying their firmness. Pulling her panties aside, she pushed him inside her. She was hot and wet, and gripped his cock as she forced him deep.

“Mm… certainly no problem with your size,” she said, already short of breath from the exertion.

As she thrust down hard to grind her pussy onto his cock, Damien understood the joy of breakup sex. She was using him for pleasure, racing toward an orgasm without a care for anything other than the joy of release. It was an act of pure indulgence in what would be the last time they had sex in an actual breakup. He realised he should do the same.

Rolling her over, he pulled down his pants to stop them from getting in the way. He imagined himself giving Katie the hardest pounding she had ever had in her life and pumped his hips. Poppy clenched him with each hard thrust and raked her fingernails down his back, adding a delicious burn to his pleasure.

“That’s it! Pound it into me!” she gasped.

He pumped her with every ounce of energy he had to spare, relishing the way she responded. She got hotter and wetter, and his cock throbbed with delight. When he lost momentum, she rolled him onto the floor to get on top again, slapping him with her inner thighs as she bucked her hips.

He reached up and grabbed her breasts to pull her nipples, twisting and stretching them in the fury of pleasure. She groaned with delight and arched her back to enhance his pull. They rolled around the floor, each fighting to gain the dominant position to pound or grind.

Damien got back on top and hammered her pussy hard. She spanked his butt as he drove himself deep and told him to give her everything he had left. It was wild and furious, carefree and sublime. His cock was in heaven as he reached his peak and exploded inside her. She responded, gushing hot juices in an eruption of delight. Her pussy felt like a clamp around his cock, holding him deep while they both enjoyed a savage release. Panting for breath, he rolled off and lay beside her.

After a moment, she elbowed him gently. “Pretty good for a breakup sex virgin,” she said. “And don’t worry, I won’t ever tease you about your size, or erectile dysfunction or premature ejaculation ever again. You have nothing to worry about in the sex department.”

He smiled and let out a big breath. “Wow, I didn’t know how much I needed that! Thanks, Poppy, for everything.”

“It wasn’t charity work,” she said, with a girlish giggle.

He pulled himself to his feet and saw the clock. They’d been at it for longer than he thought, and it was now deep into the night.

“Look at the time! I’d better get home,” he said, pulling on his clothes and seeing he was missing buttons. “Breakup sex is great, but it’s kinda hard on your clothes.”

Poppy rolled onto her side, looking like an exotic princess. “Yes, and that’s a good excuse to go shopping for a new outfit. It’s all part of the healing process. Are you feeling better?”

“Way better!”

“Told you so.” She sighed wistfully. “You know, sometimes I just want to get together with a guy so I can end it on the same night and enjoy that final wild ride.”

He laughed. “Have you really done that?”

“No, but I’ve thought about it once or twice.”

Damien laced up his shoes. Although he felt better about Katie, it occurred to him that sex with his best friend could change everything for them both.

“So what does this mean… for us?”

“We’re just two friends helping each other in a time of need. We’re also young with our whole lives ahead of us. You need to get out there and try on some more girls for size to find your Mrs Right. Maybe it’ll happen, maybe it won’t. And if it doesn’t happen for either of us, we might get together one day to see if there’s more between us. But for now, just friends.”

Damien nodded. It felt right. It was easy to get bogged down with the affairs of the heart. He needed to relax and enjoy himself, not fret about breakups with girls that weren’t right for him anyway. And through it all, he would always have Poppy in his life.

Poppy flashed him her mischievous smile. “But… if your next hussy of a girlfriend doesn’t give you awesome breakup sex, you know where to find me.”

“Likewise,” he said.


Meeting Mindy

The last way Ryan wanted to spend his Saturday night was at an engagement party where he barely knew anyone. His friend, Joe, had insisted Ryan join him so he could meet some new people. After Joe had lectured him about how he didn’t get out enough, Ryan had agreed, if only to make Joe stop. Ryan knew he was a shy, introverted young man, but he was happy in his own skin.

Now he was at the party, he was enjoying himself more than he expected. It was an informal barbeque at the happy couple’s house, and Joe’s friends were friendly, welcoming people. After a few beers, Ryan felt relaxed enough to emerge from his shell. Joe introduced Ryan to everyone to strike up a conversation, so Ryan didn’t trip over his words.

Joe led him to another group of people gathered on the deck by the barbeque and made the introductions. After a few minutes chatting in the group, people went off to refill their glasses, and Ryan found himself alone with a young woman named Melinda. She had mousy hair, a dusting of freckles across her tiny nose, big brown eyes and equally big, round glasses. Like Ryan, she had said little in the group, but now they were alone, there was only one way to fill the silence.

“So, how do you know the happy couple?” he said, relying on the safest conversation opener of the evening.

“I went to school with the bride. We were close friends then, but we don’t catch up as often as we’d like to now. Life gets busier as you get older, don’t you think?”

She waited for him to respond. Ryan couldn’t speak. He had hung on every word she had said, listening to the pitch, tone and inflection of her voice. It was high-pitched, like a young girl, but it had a soft, breathy quality that was cute and seductive. But it wasn’t her voice that left him speechless, it was because he felt certain he had heard it before, many times.

“Are you okay?”

“Uh… sorry… you just remind me of someone,” he said.

“I hope that someone is a nice someone,” she said with a breathy giggle.

Even her giggle was identical. It put a lump in Ryan’s throat. He couldn’t possibly tell her where he had heard her voice before. And the near perfect similarity was probably a bizarre coincidence. Even if he had the courage to raise the subject, it would be very embarrassing for them both, no matter if he was right or wrong.

“Yes, a very nice someone,” he said.

She smiled at him warmly and tapped his beer can with her wineglass. “So, how do you fit in? Friend or relative?”

“Neither,” he said, pointing out Joe across the room. “He’s the groom’s cousin, and technically I’m his plus one, as he doesn’t have a girlfriend to take instead. He could have come alone, but he insisted on dragging me out of my apartment.”

She cocked her head a little. “And what about you?”

Ryan froze, realising she had asked him if he had a girlfriend or not. Unless he was wrong about her and this was an incredible coincidence, how could he answer such a question? His girlfriend was a statuesque, busty blonde sex goddess. Melinda was a petite brunette who most men would describe as cute at best.

“N—no,” he said. “That’s why Joe is always dragging me out of my apartment.”

“Sounds like he’s worried that you’re lonely.”

“Yeah, he is,” said Ryan, even though he never felt lonely with his blonde goddess for company.

“Then he’s a good friend,” said Melinda.

They stood in silence for a moment, sipping their drinks and staring out into the distance. It was getting dark and the view over the bay was becoming a sea of twinkling lights.

“You’re a shy one, aren’t you, Ryan?” she said at last.

He fell over his words as he stammered a reply. She let out a breathy giggle again, making his heart thump in his chest.

“It’s okay. I like shy guys. And it’s okay to ask me if I’m single too. Because I am. And I also get lonely sometimes.”

If he were having this conversation with any other person he had just met, he would feel entirely outside his comfort zone. But it felt okay with Melinda. He felt like he had known her for a long time, as if they were two old friends sharing their feelings.

They chatted deep into the night about everything and nothing, and he lost himself in the sound of her voice and her infectious breathy giggle. Eventually, Joe gave him a nod to let him know it was time to head home. He said goodnight to Melinda. As he turned to leave, she touched his arm. He looked at her in the dim light from the house and thought he saw hope in her eyes.

“Ryan, would you like to have coffee with me tomorrow?”

“That would be great,” he said.

She giggled again, making his heart skip a beat. “I figured you were too shy to ask,” she said. “Joe has my number. Message me. Okay?”

He nodded and said goodnight again as a turmoil of emotions coursed through his body, from desire, to confusion, excitement and doubt. Joe was chatty on the drive home, which filled the silences as Ryan tried to process his feelings without luck.

“You seemed to get along well with Melinda,” said Joe.

“Yeah. We’re meeting for coffee tomorrow. She said you have her number.”

Joe flashed him a grin. “Good on you, dude. She’s a great girl.”

Joe dropped Ryan off at his apartment building and waited until Ryan was inside before he drove off. Ryan made his way up the stairs to his floor, unlocked the door and closed it behind him. He leaned against it and breathed slowly in the darkness, hearing Melinda’s voice echoing in his head.

Finding his way to his bedroom in only the city light, he collapsed onto his bed and pulled his phone from his pocket. The screen lit up to notify him he had a message from Joe with Melinda’s number. He didn’t open it and went to his podcast app instead.

There was a new ASMR podcast from Mindy, his busty blonde goddess. She had titled it: Are you lonely tonight? How could he feel lonely when he had her voice for company? Every night, she soothed him to sleep with her erotic descriptions of the ways she enjoyed having sex.

Tonight, she promised to make him forget he was lonely as she knelt between his legs and sucked his cock while he stared into her aquamarine eyes. He listened to her voice and the soft slurping sounds she made as she enjoyed having a cock in her mouth. And the more he listened, the more he felt certain that Mindy, his blonde goddess, and Melinda were the same person. He really liked Melinda a lot. She was smart, funny and cute. But meeting her had put a burden of doubt and worry in his mind. Was she a dream come true, or the end of a perfect fantasy?

* * *

Ryan had dreadful butterflies ahead of his date with Melinda. They were in his stomach, head and chest, making him nervous and scattering his thoughts. He had arranged to meet Melinda outside the coffee cart at the park. As he approached, he saw her waiting. For a moment, he visualised her the way she described herself in her podcasts. Melinda couldn’t appear more different from her blonde alter ego. She wasn’t unattractive, but no one would say she looked like a sex goddess.

As she smiled and waved, he came to his senses. They passed pleasantries, bought a coffee in a takeaway cup and strolled through the park toward the duck pond. He remembered how she had put him at ease with her mesmerising voice, but he couldn’t correlate his two different perceptions of her now. They arrived at the pond, found a park bench and sipped their coffee as they talked.

“I really enjoyed meeting you last night,” said Melinda. “The way we talked was like we’ve known each other for years.”

Ryan nodded. If she was the same Mindy he listened to in the podcasts, he had known her for years. The turmoil brewed in his mind. How could he ask her about it? If he was wrong, she would probably think he was a weirdo, and he liked her too much to ruin their relationship so soon.

She sighed and looked at the pond rippling in the breeze. “Do you know what they call it, that feeling you’ve met someone before, or like you’ve known them for years?”

“No,” he said.

“People call it ‘the meeting of souls.’ Don’t you think that’s a beautiful name for such a wonderful experience?”

She held his hand, planted a kiss on his cheek and waited for him to react. He froze, not because the moment was awkward, but because he didn’t know how to cope with this collision of fantasy and reality.

“Ryan, how many signals do you need?” she said, sitting up straight. He couldn’t find the right words to respond. “Okay, let me help you out. When a girl holds your hand and kisses you on the cheek, that’s a signal that it’s okay to kiss her back, presuming you want to kiss her back.”

As she spoke, he felt as if he were listening to the opening lines of a Mindy podcast. He felt dread in his stomach like a block of ice as he realised what he had to do. There was no way he could have a relationship with Melinda while Mindy lurked in the shadows of her voice.

“Melinda, there’s something I have to tell you,” he said, looking at his feet.

“Oh, damn it! Don’t tell me you’re gay!” she said, with her iconic breathy giggle. “Here I am, making all this effort to let you know how much I like you, and you bat for the other team?”

“No, I’m not gay,” he said. “But I’m afraid you’ll think I’m weird. I like you too, and I don’t want to ruin anything.”

She held his hand again. “It’s okay, Ryan. You can tell me anything.”

He drew a deep breath, dreading what he had to say. “Every night for the past few years, I go to bed and listen to ASMR podcasts. They help me sleep. But I only listen to one podcast creator: Mindy, the blonde goddess. You sound exactly like her and I can’t shake the idea from my head that you actually are her.”

“Do I look like a blonde goddess?” she said.

He looked at her. She had an amused smile on her lips. “No,” he said, shaking his head.

She squeezed his hand. “So…a blonde goddess, huh? Can I assume these podcasts are sexy, and that there’s another reason you listen to them other than to help you sleep?”

How could he deny it? Having Mindy whispering in his ears about sucking his cock and other pleasures always made him cum. He nodded and felt his cheeks flush with heat.

“There’s no need to feel embarrassed about it. It’s sexy. And self-help is healthy. What do you do when you listen? Do you touch yourself slowly, go for it like there’s no tomorrow, or do you hold back until you can’t take it anymore and have to let it all out?”

“C’mon, Melinda, don’t make me share that on our first date.”

She giggled with glee.

He looked at her again. “So you don’t think I’m weird?”

“I think you’re great,” she said. “Now, why don’t we stop talking and try out this kiss you’re supposed to give me?”

He sighed with relief as she took him by the nape and pulled him close, gently jousting noses to find the perfect fit for their lips.

* * *

Over the next few weeks, Ryan and Melinda got together at every opportunity. They talked, laughed, kissed and cuddled. When Joe found out they were dating, he told Ryan he loved it when a plan came together, like he wanted to take credit for them becoming a couple.

Ryan didn’t mention Mindy again, and Melinda didn’t raise it. After telling her about the podcasts by the duck pond, he had to believe it was a crazy coincidence from her response. Stranger coincidences had happened in the world. There were cases where people had discovered they had an identical twin who was completely unrelated to them. He was only hearing a similarity to Mindy’s voice.

Even though he listened to Mindy’s podcasts every night, it didn’t feel strange anymore. The more he listened, the more he imagined her as Melinda, and that felt as close as having her in bed beside him.

As he crawled into bed, he saw Mindy had released a new podcast titled: So I help you sleep? As he subscribed to her, he got to listen to all the new podcasts ahead of everyone else. And it was always exciting to get a new one. He tucked his ears into his headphones, tapped the play button, lay back and closed his eyes. Mindy’s sweet, seductive voice filled his ears.

So, I help you sleep? C’mon, boys, I know I do so much more for you than that. You listen to me because I make your cock hard. My voice makes your balls tighten and gives you an aching need to cum. I make your big cock throb so much, you can’t keep it hidden in your pants. You can’t stop yourself from getting it out and showing me how I make you cum. Show me now. Show me what you do when you listen to my voice.

Do you touch yourself slowly, go for it like there’s no tomorrow, or do you hold back until you can’t take it anymore and have to let it all out? Well, tonight, you’re not getting to sleep anytime soon. Because I have a special treat for you. First, I’ll give you a slow, sensual blow job. But don’t think you’re getting a break after you cum. I want to keep you hard, so I can squeeze your huge cock into my tight little pussy and ride you until you cum again.

Ryan stabbed the pause button. He recalled Melinda’s words at the duck pond when she had asked him about ‘self-help.’ Restarting the podcast, he listened to the introduction again. He couldn’t ignore it or write it off as a coincidence now. Even the title of the podcast referred to their conversation. He slapped his palm to his forehead as he searched the internet for the name Mindy… which was so obviously short for Melinda. How had he become blinkered to the truth?

He felt bemused, and not because his girlfriend fulfilled the sexual fantasies of thousands of men, but because she hadn’t admitted it. She hadn’t denied she was Mindy either, but the idea she couldn’t trust him with the truth worried him the most. She had accepted him without judgement, and he hoped she knew he would do the same.

Or perhaps it said more about him than it did about her. He had found it challenging to accept that Melinda and Mindy were the same person, as it meant popping the bubble of his perfect fantasy. It was easier to believe they were different people, so he could continue to enjoy having a relationship with both.

Now, there was no doubt in his mind at all. He lay awake in the dark, wondering what to do. And for the first night in many years, he put his phone on the bedside table without finishing the podcast.

* * *

Ryan paced back and forth while he waited for Melinda to meet him at his apartment. He told himself he should let it go. He didn’t want to lose Melinda if she felt self conscious about her podcasts. But he couldn’t let it come between them either. There seemed no easy way to resolve the situation.

Before he could come to any conclusions, his doorbell chimed. He smoothed his shirt and went to the door. Melinda gave him a beaming smile as their eyes met, but it quickly morphed into a frown when she saw the worry lining his face.

“Ryan? What’s wrong?”

He led her inside and pressed the play button on the sound system. Mindy’s seductive voice filled the room. Melinda stood still and watched him with a blank face, blinking occasionally. It was strange listening to Mindy while looking at Melinda. He felt dislocated as his mind tried to process fantasy and reality becoming one. He let the introduction play out, then paused it.

“You’re Mindy,” he said. “You said those exact words to me by the duck pond on our first date.”

She nodded. “You inspired me. I wrote the script that same night.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I love knowing I’m the fantasy girl for thousands of lonely men,” she said. “I love knowing I help them get off each night, and I don’t mean helping them to get to sleep. But look at me. I’m no blonde goddess. I’m just plain old Melinda, a girl you wouldn’t look at twice if you passed her in the street.”

“I would—”

She shushed him. “You wanted an explanation, so listen. And I love knowing that I’ve helped you get off for so many years. When I recorded that podcast, I imagined I was with you through every moment of it. Recording it didn’t feel like a hobby or work anymore. It’s the only podcast I’ve done where I actually orgasmed while recording it. I quoted you at the start, because I wanted it to be special for you. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did?”

“I didn’t listen to it,” he said, bowing his head. “I couldn’t once I knew it was you.”

“I understand,” she said. “Fantasies are most powerful when they play out in our heads. Reality is quite different. I never thought I’d meet a subscriber, or that he would recognise my voice and put two and two together.”

“Or that he would also become your boyfriend,” Ryan added.

“Yes… that too,” said Melinda. “So… now you know. How does it feel to meet your fantasy girl? Not what you expected? A bit disappointing?”

“God, no! I just feel strange… because I’ve thought of you as my girlfriend for years. I’ve been in love with your voice from the moment I heard it. And you’ve been with me every night since.”

She approached him slowly and cupped his face, making him look into her eyes. Then she kissed him tenderly, lingering on his lips. She tasted like raspberries, and his head swam with the intoxicating brew of emotion and desire. They kissed until they both needed to pause for breath.

She removed her glasses and set them on the sideboard. “And now we have to find out if fantasy and reality can become one.” She giggled as she watched him try to make sense of what she meant. “That means we should have sex,” she whispered. “Right now, mister!”

She took his hand and led him to the bedroom. He watched as she closed all but one curtain, so they could still see each other as silhouettes in the dim streetlight. She drew him close and ran her hands across his chest. In the dark, hearing her voice and feeling her touch, she was Mindy, his fantasy. She unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it from his shoulders.

“Oh, wow! You must work out a lot!” she said, running her hands down his torso to his belt. “And I can’t wait to find out what you’ve been hiding in your pants. I know from the bulge that it’s big.”

His heart pounded so hard, he was speechless as she undressed him. Then she pulled him close to kiss him again. Her tongue was more adventurous than before, parting his lips to explore his mouth.

“Do you know how long I’ve waited for this? I’ve had to wear panty liners every time we kissed. Now I want more,” she whispered, as she took his cock in her hand. “Oh, my God! What an enormous cock! I knew you were big, but I didn’t know you were this big! I can’t get my fingers all the way around it. How will I fit all that cock into my tiny, tight pussy? Oh, but… I need it so much!”

This was classic Mindy. Ryan knew he had an average sized cock, but even in her podcasts, she made him feel like a stallion. She eased him onto the bed so he lay flat on his back. He saw her outline in the dim light as she undressed herself and climbed on top of him. Her inner thighs were soft against his hips as she positioned herself to ride him. She gripped the base of his cock and guided it to her pussy.

“So, so big!” she said, pushing it inside her.

He felt her wet heat and the grip of her pussy as she clenched him, making him feel huge as she worked him inside. She whimpered, just as she did in her podcasts, as if he was so big she could barely take it.

“I’ve got to have all of it in me,” she moaned. “All of your huge cock!”

While Ryan was beside himself with the pleasure of their coupling, he couldn’t ignore the tension in his body. It felt like a knot in his crotch, blocking any chance of an orgasm.

“Stop!” he said, with a ragged voice.

“Ryan, what’s wrong?”

He fumbled with the lamp on the bedside table. “This is wrong,” he said, filling the room with light. He needed to see that he wasn’t having sex with the busty blonde goddess of her podcasts. Melinda was petite, not statuesque, with small, round breasts. She didn’t have a perfectly waxed pussy. It was neatly trimmed and covered with soft brown curls.

“I want to see you, the real you,” he said. “I want to be with Melinda, not Mindy.” He wriggled underneath her to sit himself up against the pillows. “And I want to taste you and feel you as I look at you. To me, you’re perfect just the way you are.”

“You’re just saying that because your cock is inside me,” she said with a giggle.

He pulled her to him and kissed her tenderly. “No, I meant it. To me, you’re the most beautiful girl in the world.”

Without another word, she pressed herself onto his cock, pushing him deep. Seeing her cleared the knot of tension blocking his orgasm. It mounted as she rolled her hips and got hotter and wetter by the second.

Ryan knew the sound Mindy made when she orgasmed down to the last detail, but now it was subtly different. There was an urgency in her high-pitched, whimpering moans and a raw edge of aching passion. It drove him wild with desire, and he pulled her to him again to kiss her forcefully.

She kissed him back with the same urgency and wrapped her arms around his head to hold him tight. As her juices flooded him, his balls tingled and tightened, triggering the jolting joy of a powerful release. They held each other like their lives depended on it until their breathing had calmed. Melinda pulled away so she could look at him. There was a light in her eyes that filled him with joy.

She snuggled in beside him, and they lay for a while, enjoying the warmth of their naked bodies pressed together. He twirled his fingers through her soft hair as she stroked his chest.

“Not disappointing at all,” he said.

“Then you want to do this again sometime?”

“As soon as possible. I’ll take reality over fantasy any day.”

“Correct response,” she said. “But the fantasy is real too, you know. I actually wear a blonde wig to get into character. Mindy is part of me, even though she only comes out when I’m sitting at the microphone. I don’t want to stop making my podcasts. I love knowing they help men to get off.”

“I wouldn’t want you to stop doing anything you love,” he said, kissing the top of her head. “And I hope you got more inspiration tonight.”

“I did,” she said. “But I was thinking. You could help me. Instead of using a dildo, I could use your cock when I’m doing a podcast about giving a man a blow job. And it would be good to roleplay the fantasies to try out all those kinky positions before I talk about them. Think you can handle a job as a content creator?”

“As long as I can still be your boyfriend too.”

She giggled. “That goes without saying, silly.”

To hear and see her as Melinda and Mindy for the first time melted his heart, as well as making his cock hard again.

“Well, Joe has been encouraging me to get out more often,” he said, pulling her close to savour her lips. He wasn’t referring to Joe encouraging him to get out of his apartment. He needed to find the right woman to nurture him out of his shell. And she had been with him all along. “When do we start?”

Her soft hand cupped his balls and gave them a gentle squeeze. “Mm... these aren’t empty yet. As Mindy, I have a reputation to maintain, so how about… right now!”


Secrets of Lasting Relationships

Friday was ladies’ night for Claire, Marlena and Erica, and tonight was Claire’s turn to host. The close friends were all in long-term relationships and enjoyed the weekly catch-up without their husbands. Claire’s husband, Brent, was upstairs in the study with strict instructions not to disturb the evening’s proceedings. After a few glasses of wine, the conversation always degenerated into naughty girl talk.

She looked across the coffee table at Marlena and Erica, both seated on opposite couches. All three had passed the seven-year marriage mark, where couples infamously went through the seven-year itch. Claire knew all too well that the seven-year itch had merit, having experienced it herself. It manifested in different ways for people. Some wondered if they would ever have sex with another person, or if their partner was the last love of their life. Others wondered if they could rekindle the fires of passion and experience the joy of first falling in love all over again.

The experience helped her to discover that the strength of any relationship was the desire to reinvent it. By chance, she found a new way to fall in love again with Brent, and it enriched everything they had shared in the past.

Recently, Claire had also noticed this change in her friends, even though neither of them had spoken about it. They both had the feminine radiance and spring in their step that could only mean one thing: they were getting red-hot sex.

Naturally, this piqued Claire’s curiosity. Neither had spoken kindly of their husband’s ability to keep them happy in the bedroom for many years. So, she had decided to share her secret for marital bliss in the bedroom. But first, she wanted to loosen their tongues with wine and uncover the stories behind their mysterious ‘just had great sex’ radiance.

“I have a gift for you both,” she said, pulling out two small gift-wrapped boxes.

“Oo… good things come in small boxes,” said Marlena, accepting her gift.

Erica graciously accepted her gift as well, as she always did with ladylike manners. Both looked surprised as they opened their packages, which each held a small jade egg clipped to a gold chain as a necklace.

“Oh, how lovely!” said Erica. “It’s exactly like your one.”

Claire reached for the jade egg hanging around her neck. “Put them on,” she said. “They’ll bring you luck.”

As Marlena and Erica clipped the necklaces to their necks, Claire could tell they weren’t as enthusiastic about their eggs as she was about her one. Despite its simple appearance, the small semi-precious stone had brought her more luck than she had ever imagined, and all in the bedroom.

“How was your holiday, Marlena?” she said, topping up their glasses before anyone got the chance to leave one empty.

Marlena gave her a wry smile as she raised her wine to her lips. She was a busty, platinum blonde, and married the longest of the three, but she never enjoyed spending time with her husband on camping trips. Even though they owned a luxury campervan, Marlena was the type of woman who wanted to go shopping and have lunch at vineyards. Frank, her husband, was a diving enthusiast, so their holidays took place on remote beaches where he could explore the ocean floor.

“Most enjoyable,” said Marlena, trying to hide a sly smile as she sipped her wine.

“Enjoyable? That’s a first. Sounds like someone had holiday sex,” said Erica.

She tossed her black hair over her shoulder, eyeballed Marlena and returned the smile. Erica was the complete opposite of Marlena in looks with her golden skin, caramel eyes and slender figure. Now Claire had seen this exchange of knowing smiles, she felt certain they were keeping forbidden secrets if they hesitated to share them. The trio usually shared everything.

“Now that would be telling,” Marlena replied.

“Then tell,” said Claire. “We’ve all had enough wine to spill a few secrets tonight. What’s your secret to success for a lasting relationship?”

Marlena blushed, a rare sight from a woman with absolute sexual confidence. “Frank is rich,” she said. “Okay?”

“You’re fibbing!” said Erica. “And now I’m more intrigued than ever.”

“I’ve already said too much,” said Marlena.

“Then how about we all share our secrets?” said Claire. “None of us have ever betrayed a secret told in confidence. And not a word of anything we share leaves this room. Deal?”

Erica bit her nail as she considered the proposal. Marlena looked at each of them in turn.

Claire opened another bottle of wine, determined to loosen their tongues. “Don’t worry about Brent. He’s up in the study and can’t hear a word with all the doors closed. Plus, he knows the price of interrupting ladies’ night.”

“Okay, deal,” said Erica at last.

Marlena sighed in resignation. “All right. To be honest, it’s been hard not to tell anyone. Promise to keep hush?”

“Cross my heart,” said Erica.

“Friends don’t betray secrets,” said Claire. She sat back as Marlena readied herself.

“My secret to a lasting relationship is… big cocks,” said Marlena. She crossed her legs, sat back and looked pleased with herself.

“That’s it?” said Erica.

Claire frowned. “No disrespect, darling, but Frank doesn’t look like he’s packing much in his briefs.”

“That’s because he isn’t,” said Marlena. “Now keep quiet and listen while I tell you what happened on holiday. We had the campervan parked near the beach. Frank had gone diving, leaving me alone for a few hours with nothing to do. I felt bored and horny, which is a terrible combination for a girl, and had a really big itch that needed a scratch. And sometimes, destiny delivers the solution right to your campervan door.

“A young man on a motorcycle pulled into the site beside ours. He took off his helmet and my heart swooned. Well, actually, it was my pussy. He was young and gorgeous, with sandy blonde hair, hazel eyes, and I could tell from his bare arms that he had one hell of a hard body.

“He unloaded a pop-up tent and a tiny stove to heat his meals. Naturally, as a neighbourly girl, I felt it was polite to introduce myself. So I took off my caftan, popped my head out the door and asked him if he wanted a cold drink.

“His cheeks went bright red when he saw what I was wearing. My tiny white bikini is very revealing. The bikini bottoms are unwearable unless you’ve had a full Brazilian wax. So, I’m sure you can imagine how much the top reveals my breasts. The poor boy had an awfully hard time trying not to look at them. And, naturally, it had the desired effect on him below the waist.

“To say it was big would be an understatement, so there was no way he could hide it in his beach shorts as it swelled. We talked a bit, and I coaxed his shyness out of him soon enough. And once I’d worked my naughty fingers through his fly, I also coaxed his cock out of his shorts. All nine inches of it. I tell you, ladies, I may be a married woman, but I’ve still got it.

“After that, he was all mine. The poor young thing looked scared as I climbed on top of him to go for a ride on his magnificent cock. He just lay there and stared at me with his big hazel eyes as I forced all nine inches inside me. Christ, I can still feel the stretch whenever I think about it! Have you ladies ever had a ride on a cock that big? You can feel it all the way to your stomach!

“He lasted long enough for me to cum a few times. Then I told him my husband would be back at any minute. In a jiffy, he packed his splendid cock back into his beach shorts, packed up his motorcycle and moved to another site further down the beach.

“Soon after, Frank returned with a fresh fish. We ate a lovely meal, drank some wine, and I had the best night’s sleep I’ve ever had in that awful campervan.”

“That’s your secret?” said Erica.

She was wide-eyed with cherry red cheeks. Claire saw an admission of guilt in the expression. It was a first. Erica was such a ‘good girl’ in everything she did, from volunteering for charities, to her ladylike manners, to her career as an architect. Her husband Joel was a prime example of a young gentleman and together they made the perfect gentile couple. But perhaps life wasn’t as perfect for Erica as she let on.

“Don’t look so shocked, darling. People have affairs all the time. I have needs Frank can’t provide. We still have sex, so he doesn’t miss out. I fake an orgasm when I know he’s ready to cum to preserve his ego, and everyone gets what they need. Frank doesn’t know about my toy boys, and it’s best that way. He’s a good man, husband material, not orgasm material.”

This didn’t surprise Claire. Marlena fitted the description of a trophy wife and this confession was years in the coming. “Have there been others?” she said.

Marlena sipped her wine. “The pool boy is a regular. He can’t hide his truncheon in a tight pair of shorts either. And my masseuse. Christ, that man has an incredible body and a joystick to match! The others have been spur-of-the-moment affairs, like the one with Mr Nine Inches on a motorbike.”

“How did you know it was nine inches?” said Claire.

“Well, I measured him, of course! Every girl should carry a measuring tape in her purse in case she needs to measure a cock. Don’t judge me.”

“I’m not,” said Claire. “You were just so specific.”

Marlena looked at Erica. “You’re rather quiet, darling. Have I shocked you?”

Erica took a large mouthful of wine. “No… not at all. I’m relieved to find out I’m not the only one.” Erica’s comment made Marlena and Claire gape in wonder and surprise. “I think I’d better confess too,” she said.

“The reason I started having an affair wasn’t because I’ve fallen out of love with Joel or that we’ve stopped having sex. He’s a kind and gentle lover, but he treats me like a delicate flower in bed. I tell him he can go harder, but he doesn’t have it in his DNA. He can’t be anything but gentle. But sometimes a girl wants a man to take her forcefully and use her body for rough, ravenous sex.

“Have you ever been in a situation, like a party, where you lock eyes with someone, and in that instant, you know you want to have sex with them? I mean someone who’s off limits, someone whose husband or wife is nearby, meaning you can’t do anything about it.

“Well, I was working late one night to finish a big presentation and leaning over my drafting table to check the drawings. A colleague stopped by my office to say goodnight. Everyone else had gone home. That’s all he said. Goodnight. One word. As I turned to wish him the same, our eyes met, and we made that connection.

“It’s strange, all these desires that go on in our heads, where no one needs to say a word for both people to understand what’s happening between them. He closed the space between us in three strides, grabbed me and pushed me up against the filing cabinet. I lost two buttons as he ripped open my blouse and tugged down my bra to get a handful of my breast.

“I got his pants open to free his cock, feeling it swell in my hands. He lifted my skirt and pulled my panties aside. We were into it that fast, we didn’t care about getting undressed. He forced my legs apart and pushed himself inside me. There was no foreplay, no chance to warm up. He just went at me, pounding me roughly. The filing cabinet made a hell of a banging noise with each thrust. It was lucky everyone had gone home, because there was no way they could miss the racket.

“Christ, he was rough. And it was just what I needed, for him to use my pussy like an animal. I don’t know how long we went at it, but I don’t think it took either of us long to cum. Then he pulled out, zipped up his pants and left my office without saying a word.

“The next day, it was like nothing had ever happened. We didn’t discuss it or behave any differently with one another. He was polite and professional and I acted the same.

“It happened again the next week. Neither of us needed to work late. We just did. He took me from behind over my drafting table, pulling my hair and arching my back as he hammered me with his cock. It hurt, but I didn’t want him to stop, because it also felt so damned good. I think I screamed when my orgasm hit me. My husband has never made me scream, and he has never made me cum that hard either.

“When we had finished, we didn’t say a word, simply adjusted our clothes and went home to our respective spouses. I got home, kissed my husband, shared a meal with him and held his hand while we watched television. When we went to bed, I put on my nightdress and let him hold me, spooned against his body. And through it all, I was still wearing the panties drenched in my juices and another man’s cum. I didn’t want to take them off, so I could remember that feeling of animal lust and explosive release.

“It has been a regular thing since. We don’t plan it, talk about it or do anything afterwards. We both just know when it’s time. We stay late, screw as hard as we can, and then call it a night.” She drew a shuddering breath, clearly relieved to have unloaded her burden. “So there you have it.”

“Wow! Not such a good girl, after all!” said Marlena. She raised her glass to toast her friend.

Claire also raised her glass, but for a different reason. She had always thought Erica was hiding a skeleton or two in her closet. On the surface, she was too good to be true and this confirmed it.

“There’s nothing in it other than sex,” said Erica. “We both know it, or we would have talked about it. We both just need something our partners can’t give us in bed.”

Marlena sipped her wine and sighed. “There’s no need to feel guilty about it. I think of affairs as sex supplements. You like it rough, and I like it big,” she said. “I never thought I’d live to see the day we found out we’re so similar. No disrespect, darling.”

“None taken,” said Erica. “I think we all have more in common than we realise. We all married young, before we understood ourselves sexually. My needs aren’t for lack of love. But once the fire of the honeymoon period had settled, I discovered I needed something more, something Joel couldn’t give me.”

“Ah, husbands! It’s not their fault,” added Marlena.

Erica looked at Claire. “So how about you, Claire? Has the temptation to stray ever got you wet?”

Claire nodded. “I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that our relationship cooled over the years too, and that I wanted more than a routine.”

Marlena gave her a meaningful smile. “Ah! You too! C’mon, who is he?”

“I like to think of her as a ‘she’,” Claire replied. She enjoyed watching their jaws drop. Erica almost spilled her wine down the front of her dress.

“She!” they said as one.

“I don’t need another man to please me sexually, not when I have this,” said Claire, holding up her jade egg.

Marlena looked at her askance, realising Claire had been leading them on. “Oh, really? Your sex life is wonderful because Brent bought you a necklace?”

“No, I bought it,” said Claire.

“Sounds like it’s your turn to confess,” said Erica.

Claire sipped her wine. “Quite by luck, I saw this egg for sale at my pharmacy, which doesn’t usually sell jewellery. I asked the assistant what it was, and she told me it was a Yoni Egg. She said women use them to strengthen their pelvic muscles. She said if I used it regularly, it would firm up my pussy, increase my sexual desire and give me longer, stronger orgasms. Christ, with that sales pitch, I would have paid double for it. And naturally, since my sex life with Brent had cooled, I was keen to try anything to reignite the spark.

“But training your pussy to become an instrument of pleasure takes time. You push the egg inside yourself and do various exercises, like walking up and down the stairs while you hold it in. I also meditated with it inside me and focused on controlling my grip on it, working each muscle to learn how to move it around. Those muscles have the power to push out a baby, and it’s incredible to find out what else they can do.

“After a while, I noticed changes. I was getting wet when it was time to do my exercises. They weren’t enough for me anymore. On a whim, I flagged my exercises for the day, went to bed and pushed my egg inside me as far as it could go, beyond the reach of my middle finger.

“Christ, it felt so naughty. Not like I was using a toy, but like I was cheating on my husband, because I felt like I was having spiritual sex with it buried inside me. Pushing it in so deep made me clench it, the same way my pussy contracts around Brent’s cock when I cum. Once it was in, I rubbed my clit with a fingertip, making myself ache for an orgasm.

“The first time I did it, I had more orgasms than I’ve ever had in my life. They started small as soothing hot flushes deep in my womb. As they grew, they became stronger, spreading further through my body. The egg felt bigger each time, like I had a thick cock wedged between my hips, hot and pulsing and ready to cum. Finally, a big one hit me so hard I couldn’t breathe, and I clenched the egg so hard it popped out.

“I felt guilty afterwards, having enjoyed myself more than when I’m having sex with Brent. But I couldn’t stop. The more I did it, the hornier I got, and soon, I was masturbating every day like I had an orgasm addiction.

“Brent couldn’t understand why I changed the sheets so often. I put down towels, but I was squirting so hard, they weren’t absorbent enough. This went on for a while, and Brent said nothing about it, but I wondered if he thought I was having an affair.

“Anyway, I was busy doing my ‘exercises’ one afternoon, when Brent came home early. I didn’t hear him, because I was too busy drenching the sheets in cum again. He came into the room and saw me, completely naked, with my legs spread and rubbing myself like crazy.

“I realised he was there and stopped, with my breath catching in my throat. I was afraid he would be angry or get a wounded ego because he thought he wasn’t enough for me anymore. Neither of us said anything. We just looked at each other for a long moment. Then he took off his jacket, unbuttoned his collar and dived between my legs. Christ, he licked me so well that afternoon, I made an even bigger mess on the sheets, right before the egg popped out and landed inside his mouth.

“He told me he understood why people used to refer to a woman’s pussy as her ‘honeypot,’ and asked me what I’d done to taste so juicy and sweet. I told him it was the egg, which was steadily enhancing my sexual desires the more I used it.

“He changed after that day, wanting more, just as I did, like he had discovered a drug and needed another hit. He became so skilled at oral sex, he could catch the egg between his teeth when I orgasmed, and push it back in so he could make me cum again. My husband is now a devotee of oral sex, as if he’s worshipping at a temple. And let’s face it. What woman doesn’t adore getting her pussy licked?”

At that moment, there was a soft knock at the lounge door, interrupting Claire’s confession. As if his ears were burning, Brent poked his head through. Claire told him it was okay to enter. He had a fresh bottle of wine and had prepared an antipasto platter laden with delicious treats.

“Sorry to disturb you, ladies. I thought you might need more wine and some food to help soak it up.”

He placed the wine and platter on the coffee table and politely excused himself again. Marlena and Erica looked astonished. Neither of their husbands would have made such a thoughtful gesture or gone to the effort to prepare the food.

“I can’t believe you’ve trained him that well with only a small, green egg,” said Marlena.

“He has become very attentive since the rebirth of our sex life,” said Claire. “I feel like I’ve fallen in love with him all over again, in a new and better way.”

Erica was still looking at the door, where Brent had exited only moments before. “Has he injured himself?” she said. “He’s walking oddly, but it isn’t a limp. It’s like he has–”

“An aching cock?” said Claire. She gave them both a knowing smile. “That’s because he does. Every night, after he has worshipped my pussy and made me squirt, I treat him to Pompoir.”

She could tell from their dumbfounded expressions that neither knew anything about Pompoir.

“Ladies, it’s like pilates for your pussy. I climb on top and plug his cock deep inside me. And then I stroke him with rhythmic, rippling pulses of my pelvic muscles. I squeeze him, clench him, and push and pull his cock. And without thrusting, I milk the cum from his balls while he’s buried deep inside me. Last night I made him cum three times without a break. The poor man could barely walk this morning, but he has never had a bigger grin on his face. Right now, he still has a delicious, tender ache from all that squeezing, reminding him how hard I can make him cum. And once you learn to make a man cum like that, the pleasure of Pompoir goes both ways.”

Both women were fiddling with their jade eggs. Claire had felt certain they would come to appreciate the gift now they knew what it did.

“The platter looks lovely, darling, but I have to call it a night early. Big day tomorrow,” said Marlena, with a theatrical yawn.

“Me too,” said Erica. “Got a lot on at the office right now.”

Claire smiled and showed them to the door. Closing it behind her, she felt certain they had plenty to think about, especially as they experimented with their new toy. Affairs may have compensated for what was missing in their love lives, but affairs didn’t last forever. The pool boy would move on, as would Marlena’s masseuse, and Erica’s colleague.

But all the talk about oral sex and Pompoir had got Claire feeling rather hot and bothered too. She may have given Brent a good session last night, but she felt sure he wouldn’t complain if she sneaked upstairs and squeezed his cock inside her again.


Photographs

Carey felt decidedly uncomfortable about all the peculiar looks he was getting from people passing by. An innocent favour for a friend had become an embarrassing situation. He was sitting in his car, parked outside a beauty salon, with his camera equipment on the back seat. He realised he looked like a lurker.

He wondered how long it would take for Marianne to finish. She was inside the salon ‘getting the works,’ or so she had told him earlier in the week. Evidently, ‘the works’ was a long process, as she was already half an hour overdue for their photography date.

Carey enjoyed his hobby as an amateur photographer. He didn’t post his work online or try to sell it to magazines. It was entirely for his own pleasure. But Marianne had insisted he take a new set of pictures of her with no explanation for why she wanted them. Carey hadn’t asked for one either. He was happy to take any opportunity to share her company whenever he could get it. And when she had a boyfriend, those opportunities were rare.

But now they were seeing each other regularly again, as she had recently gone through a breakup. Carey didn’t think it was a tragedy, as the guy had cheated on her and treated her like dirt. Marianne had a habit of getting together with bad boys. He didn’t understand why, but women were such a mystery, especially with the affairs of the heart and their passion for sex. His phone beeped. He checked the message. It was Marianne.

Marianne: Sorry! Won’t be long! Good things take time. Love you!

She had punctuated the message with a big smiley face emoji blowing a kiss. As Carey read it, he touched his cheek as if he could feel her soft, warm lips planting that kiss, but all he felt was the fine strands of his beard. From Carey’s point of view, the emoji proved the axiom ‘nice guys come last,’ which was a painfully accurate summary of his relationship with Marianne.

They had met at high school and had quickly become friends. However, that was as far as their relationship had ever progressed, despite the L word getting bandied around from time to time. But it was always a throwaway ‘love you’ when someone waved goodbye, or paid for coffee, or at the end of a message.

Carey pondered why this was the case while he waited for Marianne to finish. He wished he could also escape the stares from people who thought he was a sexual deviant hoping to photograph women as they exited the salon. Given his stone cold lack of a love life, that presumption couldn’t be further from the truth.

The only conclusion he could reach was that bad boys were confident, even if they had nothing to back it up, like good looks or personality. Marianne’s latest ex-boyfriend had neither, but he had a sexual magnetism that made girls lose their wits in his presence. Or perhaps it wasn’t their wits, but the fire that ignited between their legs.

He had seen the same hunger in Marianne’s eyes when she looked at bad boys. It spoke of passion and desire, as if she had sent a telepathic message demanding they take her to bed. Carey had never seen the same look when they made eye contact. Her eyes were always filled with warmth and mirth, like they had just shared an amusing anecdote.

He returned from his reverie as Marianne opened the car boot. He saw her filling it with paper shopping bags from clothing stores before closing it again. Then she came round to the passenger door and hopped inside.

Carey’s breath caught in his throat as he looked at her. The stylist had put her strawberry blonde hair into a French plait and had done her makeup like she was going to a wedding. She had long, dark eyelashes framing her sea-green eyes and peach lipstick. Seeing Marianne was always exciting, but this time it made his pulse race. As she smiled, he broke out in a light sweat.

“Well, would you look at you!” he said, hearing the words catch in his throat.

“Too much?” she said, checking herself in the small mirror on the back of the sun visor.

“No… you, er… look good.”

Marianne frowned. “Just… good?”

Carey had seen this frown many times. It meant trouble if his next sentence didn’t please her. “I mean great. You look great.”

The frown remained on her face. “We may be old friends, but you can pay me compliments. I am a girl, and girls love compliments.”

She stared at him, not letting him escape her emerald gaze.

“You look… beautiful,” he said.

She knuckled him in the shoulder and looked away. “That’s much better. Okay, Slowcoach, let’s head to the park first. I want you to take some shots of me by the fountain and the old oak tree.”

Carey looked at her for a moment longer. She did look beautiful, but he thought she looked beautiful when her hair was a mess and she wasn’t wearing any makeup. Marianne could wear a paper bag over her head and still look beautiful, because he would know she was underneath it.

She peered at him when he didn’t start the engine. “What is it?”

Carey wanted to tell her what he had been thinking, but he couldn’t find the courage to say it aloud. “Right, the park. On our way.”

As they drove through traffic, Marianne burbled about everything and nothing. She could talk, and he could listen. He simply enjoyed the sound of her voice, even if the subject meant little to him. It was why they made such a good pair. She often told him he was a good listener, even when she was crying into his shoulder over her latest breakup. At those times, he held her and listened. It was what friends did for one another.

As he contemplated photographing Marianne for the first time, he wondered why she wanted new photos. It was also curious why she had gone to so much trouble to get dolled up for the shoot. He asked her as much.

“Well, I edited Brian out of all my other photos. They looked weird with a white space where a person should be, so I filled the gaps with pictures of Kermit the Frog.”

“Why Kermit the Frog?”

Marianne threw her palms up. “Who doesn’t love Kermit the Frog? He’s cute and kind and lovable. And he’s green, which is my favourite colour.”

Green was also Carey’s favourite colour, because it was the colour of her eyes. But like all the other feelings he had for her, he kept it bottled up. When they had been young, he hadn’t known how to express those feelings, and he had been afraid of pushing her away. As time passed, he became good at hiding his romantic feelings for her. Now, it was an ingrained habit.

“But I can’t use those pictures online,” she added.

“Why not?”

“Because men wouldn’t take me seriously,” she said.

Carey felt the cold pit of disappointment in his stomach as he realised what she meant. She needed the photographs for dating websites. For a second, he considered taking lots of terrible shots, so they were completely unusable or made her look odd. It was the first time he had ever considered trying to come between Marianne and another man. But he couldn’t do it. Her happiness meant everything to him, so if that meant taking photographs of her looking stunning, he would do it.

They arrived at the park and unloaded their gear. Marianne took off her coat. Underneath, she wore a tight pink cashmere sweater and a matching candy stripe miniskirt. It reminded him of when they were young, as she always wore short skirts back then to show off her legs. She had a more womanly figure now she was in her early twenties, with wider hips, a round bottom and large breasts.

He forced down his desire and focused on taking photographs. Suppressing his feelings came so naturally to him now, he felt certain Marianne didn’t know he felt this way about her. He took a reading with his light meter, positioned his tripod and adjusted the settings on his camera.

She sat at the fountain, crossed her legs and struck a pose, looking wistfully into the distance. He snapped a few pictures, and she responded, striking different poses. She gave him a bratty pout, blew him a kiss, and feigned surprise as the wind blew up her skirt, flashing her pink panties. As he looked at the viewer, he got a lump in his throat looking at the last shot. It could easily grace the glossy pages of a glamour magazine.

“C’mon, Slowcoach!” she said, rising from her perch at the fountain.

He tried to explain he couldn’t move camera equipment that fast, but she was already beyond earshot as she skipped away to the old oak tree. He gathered his gear and followed. She waited by the tree, feigning a disappointed pout as he set up the tripod and checked the light levels.

The tree was over one hundred years old, with a massive trunk and a towering canopy. Soft light filtered down, dappling her in bright spots and shadows. For a moment, he thought she looked like a princess in a fairy tale, so he snapped a few pictures to capture the moment.

She struck more poses, poking out her tongue at him, making a peace sign and flipping him the bird. Then she turned away and pressed her finger to her lips in the gesture to keep quiet, as if they were about to go behind the tree for a forbidden rendezvous. He forced himself to focus on the composition and not the subject, who seemed happier and bubblier than he had seen her in ages. She looked lovely in the photos, almost as beautiful as she did in real life. Men would queue up to date her when they saw these pictures. She could select any man that took her fancy.

“How are they looking?” she said, peeping around the tree.

He quickly snapped the shot, as her smile was adorable. “Great.”

She frowned. “Just great?”

“Beautiful… you look beautiful.”

She emerged fully, bright-eyed and rosy-cheeked. “Much better, Slowcoach. Okay, that’ll do for the personality shots. Let’s head back to your place and shoot some more.”

She raced off again, heading back to the car. Carey packed up his equipment and followed. Her pet name for him was painfully accurate too. He always seemed to be chasing her and never quite catching up.

“That was fun,” she said, as he climbed into the driver’s seat.

“Yeah,” he said, hearing the tension in his voice.

He started the car and pulled away from the curb before she could question his lack of enthusiasm. But she didn’t seem to notice, as she stared out the window at the scenery with an unfocused gaze.

They drove for a few minutes in silence. Then she spoke, sounding distant, as if her mind was elsewhere. “We capture these moments… but are they illusions or are they real? When you look through the lens, what does it take to truly see someone?”

Carey tried to understand what she meant. “I dunno,” he said, feeling like an idiot.

Marianne had a habit of tossing out cosmic comments, which went straight over his head. She looked at him and smiled, but this time it had a tinge of regret. He assumed she was still upset about Brian, even though they had broken up over a month ago.

“Thank you for indulging me, Carey. It’s really sweet of you.”

“It’s no problem,” he said.

They arrived at Carey’s apartment building, and he parked the car. While he unloaded his camera equipment, Marianne gathered her shopping bags. She looked like she had shopped so much, her credit card would have burn marks.

Carey’s all-in-one apartment had a studio in one corner with backdrops, lighting and reflectors. He usually shot stills, but today he had a human subject, as Marianne obviously wanted him to photograph her in various outfits. He set up his camera and adjusted the light levels while she changed in the bathroom.

After a few minutes, she emerged wearing her ballet tutu. She had never made it as a professional dancer, but she still enjoyed dancing for fitness and pleasure. The tight white outfit and frilly lace dress clung to her body like a second skin, showing her feminine curves.

The lump returned to Carey’s throat as she stepped onto the podium and into the studio lights. The camera could capture incredible detail. He had to force himself to not stare at her breasts pushed together so they had an irresistible, rounded shape.

Marianne posed again, showcasing her flexibility in various ballet positions. He snapped away, feeling a swelling sense of tension and desire at the sight of her looking so beautiful, graceful and elegant as she posed. He wanted to tell her she could be a model with her natural ability in front of the camera, but as always, the words caught in his throat.

“Right, time for bikinis,” she said, hopping down from the podium and heading to the bathroom.

“Bikinis… as in plural?”

She looked back at him as she passed through the door. “Of course! You can tell me which one looks best on me.”

Carey felt his cheeks get hot. “I’m sure they’ll all look great.”

After a moment, Marianne emerged in a white bikini with a strapless bow top, which covered her breasts, and boy shorts. She did a twirl as she stepped onto the podium again. Carey felt relieved to see that it was a modest outfit, as the tension in his chest was also causing some swelling below his belt. After years of repressing his sexual desire for Marianne, it was becoming increasingly hard to shut it down.

“Well, what do you think?” she said, when he said nothing.

“It’s nice,” he said, snapping some photos to take his mind off what was happening in his pants.

“Nice? Well, we can’t use this one then. I was hoping for a little more enthusiasm. Remember, girls love compliments.”

She changed and returned wearing a violet twisted bandeau top with tie-side bottoms. It was more revealing than the first bikini, showing her deep cleavage and butt. Carey took photos in silence.

“Compliments, Slowcoach?”

“That one is nice too,” he said.

“Just nice? My God! There’s no way I’ll ever get another boyfriend at this rate.”

She changed into a third bikini and returned to the podium. It had a classic triangle top with high cut bottoms and was the same green as her eyes. It also showed more of her body than Carey had ever seen in his life. She spread her arms, waiting for a comment.

Carey was speechless, feeling torn between his growing desire and the thought he was only helping another man to steal her away from him again. She posed again, but without a smile. Her pout looked as dangerous as her curves. Carey’s heart thumped in his chest in a mixture of fear and lust.

“You look great,” he said, forcing out the words.

Finally, her pout morphed into a smile. “That’s better,” she said, stepping down. “Now, let’s shoot some implied nudes.”

Carey’s mouth went dry. “Nudes? Marianne, I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

She planted her hands on her bare hips. “Why not? It’s nothing you haven’t seen before.”

“Yes, but I haven’t seen your… particular… things before.”

“They’re the same as any other girl,” she said, returning to the bathroom and giving him a dismissive wave.

He realised she wasn’t giving him a choice. He gritted his teeth and steeled himself, trying to get through this without falling apart. It didn’t take her long to change and she returned wearing one of his shirts. She had buttoned it at the front, but the shirttails barely covered her pussy. She went to his bed and lay down on her side, crossing one leg over at the front to hide her sex as the shirttails fell away.

“Let’s shoot them here on the bed. And make sure they’re sexy.”

The bed wasn’t a studio bed. It was his bed and she was posing on it, wearing only his shirt. He forced himself to look at her face as he moved the lights and repositioned the camera. She unbuttoned the shirt and pulled it open, baring the half moons of her breasts. Even hunched over the camera, Carey knew he couldn’t hide his growing erection for long. He took the pictures, hoping they would finish soon, so Marianne would get dressed and stop forcing him to confront his feelings and desires.

Marianne took the clip from her French plait and shook her hair free. In doing so, the shirt fell away from her breasts. She didn’t seem to care and looked at the camera with steely resolve, a bare-breasted aphrodite, posed like she was about to have sex. He felt it through the lens like a blow to the chest, stealing the air from his lungs and making his hands shake.

“You can keep a copy of these photos if you like,” she said. “You know, in case you need a little help when you’re jerkin’ the gherkin.” Her expression cracked and she giggled.

Carey felt his cheeks roasting. His mouth tripped over his response.

Marianne looked deadly serious again. “It would make me happy if you thought about me whenever you did that.”

“C’mon, Marianne. This is going too far,” he said. “You’d better get dressed before I say something I’ll regret.”

She slid off the bed with feline grace and approached him, so only the camera stood between them. With the shirt open, there was nothing to hide her body. The works at the salon clearly included a full Brazilian wax too, as there wasn’t a single hair on her pussy to hide it from view either.

“C’mon, Slowcoach. Haven’t you worked it out yet?”

Carey shook his head.

“All these photos are for you. I’m not posting them on any websites. I want you to have them, so you can look at me whenever we aren’t together.” She circled the camera so she could hold him in her arms. “This was a setup. You’ve never had the courage to make a move on me, so I’m making a move on you.”

“I don’t understand,” he said. “I didn’t think you liked me that way.”

“Of course, I do. It has just taken me a few years to realise it. All my life, I’ve been searching for an idea of myself, as if trying to see it captured in a photograph. And all along, I haven’t seen what was right in front of me… you.”

She kissed him, opening her mouth to lavish him with her tongue. The kiss was intense. She tasted like strawberry candy, and Carey’s knees buckled. She paused when she realised he wasn’t kissing her back. It wasn’t because he didn’t want to kiss her, he just didn’t know how.

He couldn’t look at her as he made his confession, but she had to know. “Marianne… I’ve never done it before.”

“You’ve never kissed a girl? C’mon, Carey. You must have kissed dozens by now.”

He shook his head before hanging it to hide his shame.

She drew a sharp breath. “You’re a virgin?!”

He nodded, trying to force back tears.

“But, Carey, you’re such an adorable guy. You can’t tell me no girl has ever wanted you.”

“They have,” he said. “I… didn’t want them back…”

He couldn’t finish his sentence. It went against everything he had ingrained in his being to avoid this moment. No girl had ever cracked the steel fortress around his heart. No girl could, except Marianne. Now there was no avoiding it, even if he didn’t say the words.

“Because of me? You saved yourself for me?”

In a way, it was true. He had never made a conscious decision about it. He only wanted Marianne, so by default, he had never lost his virginity.

“Well, we need to sort out that wee problem right away.” She sank to her knees, looked up at him and smiled. “Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of you,” she said. “The same way you’ve always taken good care of me.”

He was too stunned to do anything other than let her open his pants and pull them down around his ankles. Freed from the restraints of his briefs, his cock swelled to full hardness. He gritted his teeth and wondered how long he could last. The touch of her soft fingers on his shaft made him want to explode.

She cupped his balls and gently massaged them through her fingers. Then she lowered her lips to his cock and planted small, soft kisses along the length from the base to the tip.

Carey couldn’t believe this was happening after so many years, but now it was real, the tension through his crotch had an outlet. He tried to push his orgasm away, afraid to think if he came immediately, he would disappoint her.

“Let me make all that waiting worthwhile,” she said.

She kissed him softly, avoiding the tip of his cock as she played with his balls, expertly working her way around his cock with her warm, moist lips.

“Look at me when you cum,” she said.

He finally understood what she had meant in the car when she had asked him what it took to truly see someone. He had been looking at her through a lens his whole life, from behind a glass wall, because he didn’t believe this could ever happen.

She looked up at him, her sea-green eyes filled with love as she took the crown of his cock into her mouth. The flood of emotions and the incredible pleasure of her warm, wet mouth made him want to weep for joy and praise the heavens with all his voice. She held his gaze as she sucked and flicked his cock with her tongue, enjoying seeing every blissful nuance of his first orgasm with a woman.

His balls tingled and tightened, and he shuddered as she sucked the cum from his balls without spilling a drop. She moaned softly as he emptied himself, as if making him cum gave her as much pleasure as him.

“Ah, my very own sweet virgin. Gosh, I’ll enjoy training you to be my perfect lover!” she said, licking her lips.

She took his hand, led him to the bed and unbuttoned his shirt. He felt helpless in her care, not knowing what to do next, but safe and loved.

“Don’t worry. Lie down and let me take care of you.”

He did as she asked. She climbed onto him and nursed his cock back to hardness. He remembered to blink, as his eyes had dried from looking at her. She eased his cock into her pussy, and he felt the strange and delightful feeling of being inside her, the wetness, heat and grip of her pelvic muscles. It felt amazing, and he didn’t regret not sharing this moment with another girl until now. As he looked into her beautiful eyes, smiling back at him, he knew he hadn’t missed out.

She rode him gently, giving him time to experience the most intimate bonding, the feeling of having her engulf him. He forgot his fear of disappointing her, even as he felt the onset of his orgasm. She felt it too and bucked her hips. Her hot love juices flooded his cock as he pumped himself dry inside her. Their moans became one as they wallowed in the pleasure of sweet release until they were breathless and spent.

She lay on his chest and he wrapped his arms around her to hold her tight, still joined at the hips. With a deeply satisfied sigh, she nuzzled his cheek. Then she reached over to the bedside table, fetched her phone and pressed their cheeks together to take a selfie.

“Smile!”

She snapped the photo and flipped the phone so they could look at it together.

“What do you think?”

He peered at it. “Well, it’s out of focus, the composition is off-centre and the lighting is awful. I look like a ghost,” he said.

“Yes, it’s perfect,” she replied, kissing him on the cheek. “It’s the best photo we’ve taken all day, because it’s a photo of us. The first of many more to come.”


Reunion

As The Wedding March played, Riley held back tears of joy. This was the happiest day of her life. She beamed at her father as he led her down the aisle, with her best friend and maid of honour close behind.

It was a small gathering, as neither she nor Karl came from large families. As they had chosen a modest chapel for the ceremony, it didn’t look empty with the friends and family attending. She clutched her bouquet of snow white roses and looked up at the altar. The celebrant waited alone. He smiled as she approached, but had a look of apprehension in his eyes.

“Where’s Karl?” whispered her father.

Riley looked for them, while trying not to reveal her concern to the congregation. There was no sign of Karl or his groomsmen. Perhaps they were stuck in traffic. Maybe his hopeless best man had misplaced the rings. There had to be a good reason why she had arrived at the altar first. But their absence was doubly odd, as she had taken the bride’s prerogative of arriving fashionably late.

An icy pang of nerves shot through her body. Something was definitely amiss. She tried not to make eye contact with anyone as she passed, knowing she was a breath away from losing her composure.

As she reached the altar, the celebrant extended his hand and took her by the arm. He was a kind man and gave her a reassuring smile.

“Come with me, Riley,” he said, excusing them from the bridal party.

Leading her to the private rooms at the back of the chapel, he invited her to take a seat on the couch. She was too terrified to ask what was happening or why he had removed her from the chapel. Perhaps he was stalling for time, to give her the dignity of walking down the aisle again, when Karl finally arrived.

“I’m so sorry,” he said, sitting at her side and taking her hand. “He isn’t coming.”

* * *

Why? It was the question every abandoned bride wanted to ask the man who had left it to the last minute to change his mind. Riley tried to get hold of Karl for weeks. He didn’t answer his phone, emails or respond to messages on social media sites. It was like he had vanished from the face of the earth. His family didn’t know where he was either, or at least, that’s what they told her. She believed they were protecting him.

With no answer to her question, she had to find one in herself, once she had cried her grief out of her system. It didn’t come easily or happen soon. She was grateful for the care and support she received from her own family and friends. They reassured her it was nothing to do with her and that Karl was a fool for abandoning her and disappearing. They told her she deserved better.

All reassurance aside, it still made no sense to her. She didn’t want him back, not now. She only wanted to understand how it had come to an end. Without discussion or warning, all his promises of love and commitment had vanished as if he had never made them at all.

“Was it me? What’s wrong with me?” she said, inspecting herself front and back in the mirror as if she would find the fatal flaw.

He had always told her she was very beautiful, inside and out. Modesty aside, she knew she was too. She knew the allure of her dazzling baby blue eyes, pretty face and long chocolate hair. Surely it wasn’t her body either, not that he had seen her naked. She had a lovely, feminine figure, with long legs and large breasts. He would have seen her naked on their wedding night, when she would have lost her virginity.

Up to this moment, Riley had put love and commitment before sex. Now, she felt foolish, having wasted time. Losing her virginity had been the ideal of a young woman who placed too much emphasis on a rite of passage she should have experienced already.

Surely it couldn’t have been her personality either. She had never mistreated him. She had always respected him for who he was and what he wanted to do with his life. He hadn’t liked the fact that she had insisted on keeping her virginity until their wedding night, but he had seemed to accept it. It had been the only point of contention between them, the only reason they had ever argued.

He had told her that men had needs. He had said those exact words one night when he had been trying to get into her panties. But she had insisted on retaining her virtue, much to his disappointment. It occurred to her now that her virtue meant nothing to him.

She gasped. Had he become so frustrated with the lack of sex that he had developed doubts? Or had there been another woman who was willing to open her legs for him? It didn’t matter now. She knew the truth. If he had really loved her, he would’ve waited.

For the first time, she saw herself exposed in the mirror. She had always viewed love and sex through a veil of virtue. It was time to tear it down and confront sin. She retrieved a slim gift box from under her bed, knowing what it contained, even though she had never opened it. Pulling the red bow, the ribbon fell away.

There was a set of pure white lingerie inside. She stripped naked, remembering how much she had looked forward to this ritual as she prepared to lose her virginity. Why did she have to miss out on wearing it now?

She pulled on the pair of silky thigh-high stockings and admired the way they showed off her legs. Next, she squeezed her large breasts into the strapless lace bra. Pushed together and without straps, they looked like they would burst free if she took a deep breath. She pulled on the matching panties and fastened the lace garter to her thigh. She looked herself up and down in the mirror, a virgin bride, on the cusp of her sexual awakening.

“Why couldn’t he wait for this?” she said.

She had waxed her pussy on their wedding day. It didn’t look right to see so much dark hair through the white lace panties. She stripped them off and went to the bathroom. Lathering up her pussy with foam, she fetched a razor and carefully shaved herself bare. She always kept herself nicely groomed, but never clean-shaven, apart from that day. It made her pussy tingle with strange, new and exciting sensations, giving her a warm, pleasing ache through her hips. Cleaning herself off with a hot cloth, she returned to the bedroom to admire the way she would have looked on their wedding night.

By exposing her sex, it looked more inviting, more accessible. She realised the act was also symbolic, as she was exposing a part of herself she had kept hidden away. She didn’t put the panties back on. Instead, she pulled an armchair up to the mirror, sat down and rested her legs over the arms.

“How could he not wait for this!” she said, looking at her pretty, tight pussy lips.

The ache grew stronger inside her. She had never been one to touch herself or masturbate. She had never even put a finger inside herself. It had been part of maintaining the purity of her virginity.

Now, seeing herself this way, she felt like her pussy had woken up from a long sleep. She put her finger to her clitoris and felt the wetness. As she touched herself, a spark of pleasure made her gasp as it ran through her body. She circled her clitoris again with the pad of her finger and another, larger jolt of pleasure ripped through her body.

Why hadn’t she done this before? She had been so determined to protect her virtue, she had denied herself the pleasure of her sex. Now awakened, it demanded satisfaction.

She rubbed her clitoris with one hand while she probed her pussy with the other, pushing one finger deep inside, then two. The feeling of stretching and filling herself was incredible. Until now, she had thought sex was an overrated fantasy of pleasure that only existed in romance novels.

This was different. Soon she was gasping and moaning as waves of pleasure swept from her pussy through her body. Seeing herself penetrated at last, even by her own fingers, amplified her pleasure. She forced herself to look at what she was doing, wanting to see herself cum.

When her orgasm hit her, the intensity of the pleasure stole her breath. Her body clenched and bucked with euphoric joy. Feeling blissfully lightheaded and gasping for breath, she knew this was only an appetiser for a feast of pleasure ahead. Now the cat was out of the bag, or rather, her pussy was out of her panties, she felt the desire to experience more as soon as she could.

She looked herself up and down in the mirror again, no longer seeing a virgin bride staring back at her with innocent blue eyes. This experience had changed her, even though she was yet to have sex with a man. She looked at her inner thighs, wet and glistening with the juices of her orgasm. The woman inside was awake and ready for sex. As she met this woman at last, she realised she wasn’t sinful, but divine. What could be more natural and beautiful than two people sharing the joy of coupling as one. In an instant, she adored the woman standing before her and couldn’t wait to get to know her better.

First, this new woman needed an appropriate wardrobe. There would be no more safe and sensible clothes. Everything she wore from now on would make her feel sexy, from a ribbon in her hair to her shoes. The bridal lingerie was a good place to start building her new wardrobe, having inspired this change in her view of herself.

She dressed, hopped into her car and drove into town. The best way to celebrate the moment of moving on from being an abandoned bride to this sexy new woman was to give her credit card a good thrashing. She took a deep breath and marched into an exclusive adult clothing store like she owned it. She had passed it before, but back then, even looking in the window had made her cheeks flush.

As she browsed through the sexy outfits, she continued to realise what she had been missing. She touched everything, indulging in the sensual kiss of satin, silk and lace on her fingertips. Any item that took her fancy went into her basket. She selected stockings, panties, bras, corsets, tiny nightdresses and more.

Trying them all on got her hot and bothered again, but when she put on a pair of crotchless black silk panties, her juices started to flow. After her masturbation session in front of the mirror, she knew she couldn’t shut down her arousal. She hadn’t turned on the tap of her sexuality, she had burst a dam. The panties looked so sexy, framing her pussy lips, but hiding the rest of her sex. She couldn’t resist putting her fingers inside herself again.

In moments, she was gasping and panting, and realised she would cum in the changing room of a lingerie store if she continued. There was so much juice dripping from her pussy, it was running down her inner thighs. Without a thought, she grabbed another pair of panties and plugged her pussy to halt the flow. She knew she wouldn’t have long before she was leaking once more. Her pussy throbbed and ached with desire, needing fulfilment again.

She hurried to get changed, purchased everything, minus the panties preventing her from wetting the car seat, and drove home. Getting through her front door, she let out a groan of joy. She realised she must look like a young girl desperately pressing her legs together to contain a full bladder. Instead, she was having her second and equally delicious orgasm in the same afternoon.

She had completely soaked her panties with her juices, and she felt the urge to raise them to her nose. Inhaling deeply, the delicious aroma delighted her senses. It was like sweet, fruity wine. Who knew she smelled so arousing? Did every woman’s sex have such a sensual scent?

Before she could explore this next discovery, she heard raised voices coming from the neighbour’s house. She dropped her panties onto a dining room chair and went to the window.

The new neighbours were arguing again. She had seen them move in over a week ago, but hadn’t gone round to introduce herself yet. It was likely the subject of partners would come up, and she wasn’t in the mood to talk about the recent events at the altar.

They had left a window open, and although she couldn’t make out what the argument was about, it was heated. She peeked between the gap in her blinds and saw the couple for the first time. The woman was dark and petite, quite pretty despite being the obvious aggressor. He was delicious! She imagined he had Greek blood, judging by his dark hair and golden skin. He was tall and solidly built, with the broad shoulders of a competitive swimmer. He was trying to appease the situation, but it looked like a losing battle.

Finally, the woman stormed out of the house, slamming the door behind her and driving off in her car. He circled the room for a moment, looking lost. Then he went outside and sat on the porch.

Riley chewed a fingernail. Curiosity got the better of her and she wandered outside, pretending she needed to check the letterbox. There was a driveway between the houses, but no fence, so they both had a clear view of one another.

She smiled and waved as their eyes met. “Oh, hey,” she said. “You must be the new neighbours. I’m Riley.”

He gave her a forced smile. Gosh, he was handsome! He was definitely of Mediterranean descent, but he had eyes like a clear, green sea.

“Hi, nice to meet you,” he said, standing up to come closer. “I’m Paulo.”

“And your… partner?”

His shoulders slumped. “Ah… I’m so sorry. You heard, didn’t you?”

She nodded.

“That’s Asako. She may be small, but she packs a mighty big temper.”

On this day of new discoveries, Riley made another. If Asako didn’t want Paulo’s company, she would gladly fantasise about having sex with him while she listened to his problems. “Do you want to come in for a cup of tea?”

He looked at his hands, then out to the road. “Uh… sure. Yeah, that’d be great. If it’s no bother.”

He sat at the table while she made tea. As she sat down, she saw his eyes linger on her. She smiled and set the cups on the table. Yes, her newly discovered inner woman enjoyed the power of her sexuality. She couldn’t recall Karl ever looking at her the way Paulo was now.

“So, what was the quarrel about? Y’know, if you want to talk about it to get it off your chest.”

His shoulders slumped. “I’m never good enough. I never try hard enough. At least, that’s what she tells me. I try my best, but it’s never enough for her.”

“We try so hard to please other people, we can lose sight of ourselves,” she said.

He nodded. “Yeah. It sure isn’t a perfect relationship. I wonder if we’re really all that well suited for each other.” He let out a short uncomfortable laugh, realising he was baring his soul to a stranger. “How about you? That’s a lovely ring. He must love you very much.”

She looked at her hand. The diamond solitaire engagement ring sparkled as it caught the light. Why was she still wearing it? Was she clinging to a hope that Karl would call to say he had made a mistake? She wrestled it from her finger and dropped it onto the table.

“I should’ve taken that off the day it was over,” she said. “He made a fool of me, left me standing at the altar.”

Paulo snorted softly. “You’re kidding, right? What fool would walk away from such a beautiful woman?”

She didn’t answer, and not because she didn’t know the answer to ‘why,’ but because she had never received a flattering compliment from a man she barely knew. She liked it and wanted to hear more compliments. To hell with ‘why.’

“And you have a big heart too,” he continued.

“I’m not so sure about that,” she replied. “I’ve changed.”

“Well, you took pity on a fool like me and invited me into your home to unload my burdens. That shows you have a big heart.”

She looked into his sea-green eyes. Perhaps she had shown him kindness, but it was the last thing on her mind. She just wanted to look at a handsome man and imagine having sex with him. Or perhaps she was moving beyond imagining such things. Perhaps she was finding out if she could have sex with him. The woman inside her was becoming more powerful by the moment, and now she wanted to know if she was desirable to a man in a committed relationship. The fact he was also vulnerable from his argument made him even sexier and the idea more appealing.

“Why did he leave you?” he asked.

“I don’t know. And to be honest, I don’t care anymore. I’m better for it, becoming more myself with each passing day.”

He finished his tea. “Well, I’m glad some good came of it. I’d better get going. I never know how long Asako will be away when she storms off. Thanks for the tea. And for lending an ear.”

As he stood up, she felt certain he had a swollen cock in his pants. Yes, she had changed. The more she discovered the power of her femininity, the more she wanted to use it on men. What’s more, the pair of hurriedly abandoned panties she had dropped on a chair were now underneath the one where Paulo had been sitting.

She retrieved them and appreciated the captivating scent of her sex again. Had he smelled them too? The idea she had made an emotionally vulnerable man aroused was reason enough to take her pussy to bed and make it cum again.

* * *

The next day, she heard Paulo and Asako arguing again. This time, they had the curtains open, and Riley could see into their lounge. Asako was giving him hell. He was trying to appease her, without success. Then she slapped him hard across the face. His head snapped to the side with the blow, but she hadn’t finished and dealt him a stinging backhand to the other cheek.

Riley cringed as she watched Asako storm out of the house once again. He followed her this time, still trying to appease her as she got into her car, slammed the door and drove off.

Riley pressed a finger to her lips, certain there was more to Asako’s tirades than met the eye. She wasn’t making a statement, she was finding an excuse to be elsewhere. And probably with someone else. This relationship wasn’t on the rocks, it was getting dashed to pieces. Asako was setting up reasons to end it, while seeking comfort from whomever waited to take Paulo’s place. They were both in denial about ending it.

Of all people, Riley understood. If Karl had come to her to call it off, she would have fought hard to preserve their relationship. Although he had taken a coward’s way out, the abrupt end to their relationship had been for the best.

She slipped out the front door and leaned against her bannister while she watched Paulo stumble back to his house.

“I’m just gonna say it. She treats you like a bitch,” she said.

He looked up, opened his mouth to defend Asako’s honour, then changed his mind. “Oh, Riley. Damn, I’m so sorry you had to hear that again.”

“She treats you like a bitch,” she said again in an even tone. “Do you get to screw her like a bitch as compensation for getting your face slapped?”

He strode into her yard, his body becoming rigid. “Riley, I don’t think you should—”

“I’m just saying it like it is,” she said.

He took the small flight of steps onto the porch with one stride. She thrust out her breasts and met him defiantly.

“Why don’t you get it out of your system?” she said. “Believe me, you’ll feel better for it.”

He approached, entering her personal space, his body trembling with a cocktail of mixed emotions. “Get what out of my system?” he growled.

“The need to screw her like a bitch,” she whispered. “Screw me instead.”

She turned and went inside. He followed, closing the door behind them. The raw lust in his eyes gave him the look of a wild beast. He hesitated for a moment while he considered the situation. Then he rushed over and took her in his arms. He kissed her hungrily as they stumbled and crashed their way to her bedroom to collapse onto the bed. They got tangled in the sheets in the desperate hurry to lose their clothes.

He entered her roughly, but she was incredibly wet and could take it. The sex was quick and dirty, as he drove himself balls deep inside her. She groaned with joy, realising she had finally lost her virginity with wild, unfettered passion. The burning pleasure was a knife edge from pain, but it felt wonderful as he filled and stretched her with his hot, hard cock.

Her orgasms came on like a swelling tide, with small waves of pleasure at first, one following the other. Finally, it felt like a tidal wave of pure carnal joy. The heat inside her pussy and the way she clamped his cock set him off too. His body went rigid, his grip tightened, fingers digging into her breast. Then she felt what it was like to have a man orgasm inside her, with his cock throbbing and pulsing, pumping jets of hot cum with each savage thrust.

He went limp at the end of his release. After a moment, he seemed to become aware of what had happened between them, as if he had been someone else while they had enjoyed having sex. His face went white and terror flashed in his eyes.

“Oh, hell! Oh, oh… please forgive me… I’m so sorry,” he said, scrambling off the bed.

“It’s okay, Paulo,” she said. “I wanted it too.”

“No, no, it’s not okay! I am so very sorry.” He zipped up his pants in a hurry and ran for the door.

Riley took a deep breath. She had gotten what she wanted, and he would get what he needed too, even though he didn’t know it yet. She slumped onto the bed, enjoying the afterglow of her orgasm soothing her body and mind. All her romantic notions about sex being a special, caring and tender moment felt like a distant memory. The way Paulo had pounded her pussy with animal ferocity was infinitely better. She loved the unbridled passion and wanton lust for an orgasm. Who needed kissing and cuddling with foreplay like that? And now she had a taste for sex, she wanted more… so much more.

“Have some self-respect… before it’s too late,” she said, seeing Paulo creep into his house like a burglar.

* * *

The following morning, there was no sign of Paulo. Asako sat alone on their porch, reading a handwritten letter and looking lost. Riley didn’t need to ask her what the letter said. Paulo had left and wasn’t coming back. Sometimes, it was necessary for people to do the wrong thing for the right reason. Just as Karl had done by leaving her, sleeping with Paulo had liberated him from the wrong relationship.

Riley went shopping to celebrate. She bought herself a form-fitting red cocktail dress, the perfect marriage of sexy and elegant. The slash at the side showed off her beautiful long legs and the rich colour brought out the glow in her complexion.

She loved her new look and completed it with the red ribbon from her bridal lingerie box. She plaited it into a single lock to create a brilliant red streak through her hair.

She admired herself in the mirror, seeing the woman who had been waiting inside her realised at last. Now dressed, she could spread her wings like a beautiful red butterfly emerging from a cocoon of stifling virtue. She blew a kiss to farewell the virgin bride. That woman was gone forever. Karl had started her down this path to liberty. In truth, she owed him a debt of thanks.

* * *

Wearing her glamorous dress, Riley felt ready for more ravenous sexual experiences. She went to a fashionable wine bar. Taking a prominent seat where she could survey the crowd, she watched people with brazen abandon. Several single men asked her if they could buy her a drink. She pointed out that she already had one. She was looking for a man like Paulo, a man with hunger in his eyes.

As she felt the weight of his gaze, she found the man she wanted tonight. He was a handsome specimen, with blonde hair and ice blue eyes, wearing a grey crushed-silk suit and a royal purple tie. His eyes greedily devoured the feminine flesh she had on display, lingering on her legs, elegantly crossed as she perched on her stool. She adjusted her position to give him a better view.

As their eyes met, Riley gave him a tiny wink. Not expecting her to be so forthcoming, he fumbled with his wineglass. She crooked her finger at him, beckoning him to join her at the bar. He straightened his tie, got up and approached.

“Let’s not bother with chit-chat,” she said. “I know you want to screw me as soon as you can. So follow me into the bathroom.”

He looked at her for a long moment, his eyes burning with desire. She took his hand, and he followed without resistance. She didn’t care if anyone saw them entering the bathroom together, but she locked the door, as she didn’t want any interruptions.

Hopping onto the vanity, she opened her legs so he could see she wasn’t wearing panties. The bulge rising in his pants was adorable alongside his look of shock and surprise.

She pulled him close, opening his belt to free his cock from his pants and letting them fall around his ankles. His cock stood to attention between his shirttails, already glistening at the tip with the fluid of his desire.

“Screw me hard and screw me good,” she said, pulling his tie. “Screw me like your life depends on it.”

He did, pounding her as hard as he could. His cock felt like a steel rod in her pussy as he hammered away. She held his tie like a leash, not letting him break eye contact for more than a blink. The sex was raw and decadent, all for pleasure and without the bonds of romantic notions or relationships. She enjoyed his cock until he had made her cum several times and couldn’t hold back his own orgasm. Without saying goodbye, she hopped off the vanity, unlocked the door and vanished into the night.

* * *

As the weeks and months went by, she found more men to enjoy. Sometimes they didn’t exchange a word as they indulged themselves in each other’s bodies. She felt like she was catching up on everything she had denied herself for so many years. Each time it felt dangerous and exhilarating, and left her craving more.

Late one evening, she was sipping a glass of wine at a bar by the river. She sensed the presence of a man approaching before she could turn around.

“Riley? Riley! Is that you?”

She turned and had to fight hard to conceal her surprise. She felt like she had moved on from the incident at the altar and wouldn’t need to confront it again. Yet, destiny worked in mysterious ways, and now she had to face the most challenging of reunions.

“Hello, Karl,” she said in an even tone. “Long time.”

He blinked several times, as if he still couldn’t believe the woman in a provocative red dress was the same person he had known. He approached, seeing she didn’t look upset or angry to see him.

“Um… if you don’t mind me saying so, you look great!”

Riley contained her amusement, keeping a straight face. She looked him up and down, appreciating his youthful, handsome looks. The premature white hair in his sideburns gave him the sexy sophistication of an older, experienced lover.

“I’m sorry, I should go,” he said.

She pushed out the chair opposite with her elegant red heels. “Sit,” she said.

He did, while looking at her and drumming his fingers on the table. She said nothing and enjoyed how awkward he became as the seconds ticked by in silence.

“Riley, about the day we—”

“No need to mention it. It’s done. In the past.”

“I’m sorry, it was a confusing time.”

She looked him over. “How’s life treating you now?”

He drew a slow breath, shoulders slumping as he relaxed. “Can’t complain. What happened to you? You’ve changed.”

She shrugged. “I needed a little nudge to come out of my shell.”

He drew a sharp breath. “I have to say, you look different. But good. Actually, way better than good. You look beautiful!”

She allowed herself a small smile. “Do I hear a note of regret?”

He recoiled at the question. “Regret?”

“That we never had sex,” she said. “I can see it in your eyes. You want to know if you made a mistake.”

He swallowed. “I didn’t know it until I saw you. I couldn’t take my eyes off you.”

She leaned across the table. “Would you like to find out? One time only. No strings attached.”

“Are you suggesting we—”

“I’m not suggesting anything, Karl. I’m asking if you want to screw me.”

“Goddamn, you’ve changed!” He bit his lip. “Hell, I’d be lying if I said no.”

She stood up and collected her handbag. “Then why wait? There’s a hotel around the corner. C’mon!”

They walked in silence, like a pair of conspirators about to commit a crime. There was no discussion at the hotel reception. He checked them in under false names and paid for the room in cash. At every opportunity, he acted like a complete gentleman as if they were once again young lovers swept up in the first flushes of romance.

The room was all she required. It had a comfortable king-sized bed and heavy drapes to shut out the light of the city. She sat on the edge of the bed and told him to strip naked.

He took off his clothes, folding them into a neat pile, while his erect cock twitched in anticipation. Despite having a lean, muscular body, he seemed vulnerable as he let her take control.

She guided him onto the bed on his back. Then she straddled him at the shoulders, with her knees against his arms as she lifted her skirt. His eyes widened at the sight of her smooth, clean-shaven pussy, and he let out an appreciative sigh.

“Taste me,” she said, lowering her pussy onto his mouth. “This is your only chance to find out what you walked away from.”

He plunged his tongue into her love canal and drank from her sex like a man dying of thirst. She rocked back and forth, gently grinding herself on his face as he lavished her pussy with his tongue. She wanted to be hot, wet and ready for his cock, and he owed it to her to get her warmed up. Soon her juices dripped down his cheeks as her orgasm mounted deep in her pelvis.

She shifted positions, lowering herself to his twitching cock. It was hot and hard, and his balls were tight with his need to cum. She pushed him inside her, enjoying the girth of his cock as he filled her up. Then she rode him hard, using his cock for every second of burning pleasure she could get, driving him wild with the delicious friction of each thrust.

“This is what you walked away from, Karl.”

He was already deep in the throes of his own imminent orgasm and could only gasp in reply.

“On our wedding day, do you know what the celebrant said to me?” she gasped, feeling her own orgasm peaking. “He said, ‘He isn’t coming.’ But you will cum now, harder than any girl has ever made you cum before.”

Dominating him with her pussy and making him cum set her off. Hot juice flooded between her legs as the pleasure stole her breath. She clamped him inside her, grinding and squeezing his cock to make him pump out every last drop of cum. The release was sublime, but she felt a deeper release in her soul.

After sex, he asked her if she would call him. She made no promises, knowing she wouldn’t, as she didn’t need him to answer the ‘why’ anymore. Any attempt to go back to where they had come from would be a mistake for them both.

She stepped out onto the street and breathed in the cool night air, feeling it clean away the last remnants of the past. Her reunion with Karl had completed her transformation. Even if he hadn’t abandoned their marriage, he couldn’t be her Mr Right until she had found her Mrs Right in herself. She was grateful to him now. Without him, she would never have found that woman. And she loved being a strong, independent woman who embraced her sexual desires without inhibitions.

Looking back, she had always believed her wedding day would be the happiest day of her life. But that day was today, and tomorrow and all the others still to come.


Say You Will

Kelli had convinced her husband, Jason, to extend their Christmas holiday at the family beach house. Jason had been eager to return home, but Kelli had insisted they both needed an extra week away from home and the pressures of daily life. He had a lot of nervous energy and had trouble sitting still, but Kelli knew the break would do them both good.

After Jason’s siblings and their partners had left, the atmosphere went from frenetic to peaceful. The past few years had been emotionally demanding for them both, so the tranquillity came as a welcome relief. Kelli’s in-laws, Earl and Roseanne, were an easygoing couple and she enjoyed their company.

She studied the family portrait hanging above the fireplace. There was a powerful resemblance between her father-in-law and his children. No one had any doubt about who had the dominant genes. Even Jason’s sister had Earl’s square jaw, high cheekbones and ice blue eyes. She imagined Jason as a mature man like his father, thinking he would be even more handsome when he reached Earl’s age, if their marriage lasted that long.

At this moment, Jason was driving Roseanne over the long, winding road into town to get groceries. After having a full house, the cupboards were bare. Roseanne insisted she could manage the trip alone, but Kelli had quietly suggested to Jason that he should help his mother. It was a long trip and the grocery bags would be heavy. She wondered what they were talking about on the long drive there and back again. Jason had become steadily less talkative over the past few months and the long silences only added to the stress on their relationship. She hoped some time alone with his mother would do him good.

“Penny for your thoughts?”

Kelli realised she had been daydreaming. She turned to see Earl. He had a small grin on his lips and a twinkle in his eyes. Earl’s gaze, though glacier blue, always had a warmth that put her at ease.

“Just thinking about family,” she said. “You’re lucky to have such a large one. And everyone gets along so well.”

“Oh, we have our ups and downs like everyone else,” he said. “The trick is to deal with any problems with a little humility. If you let them fester, they eat you up inside.”

Kelli knew this only too well, having had a knotted ball of angst in her stomach for months. She and Jason hadn’t discussed their issues with anyone except the people who had to know. Up to this moment, that hadn’t included anyone on either side of the family.

“Are you okay, Kelli?” he said, approaching her and taking her by the arms. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

She drew a deep breath. “Do you have time to talk?”

He lifted her chin on his fingers to make eye contact. His reassuring gaze helped to loosen the knot in her chest. “Sure. I was about to head down to the beach for a swim. Fancy taking a walk with me?”

“That would be wonderful,” she said. “I need to tell you something important, and I don’t want to do it here.”

He looked at her for a long moment, and she struggled to read his thoughts.

“Go put on your swimsuit and grab a towel. A dip in the sea always does you a power of good.”

She thanked him, returned to her room and changed into her one-piece. The song that continued to occupy her thoughts played over in her mind, repeating the line, ‘Please, please understand,’ like a twisted mantra. She couldn’t hide their secret for any longer. There were now aspects to it she had even withheld from Jason. Earl was right. It was eating her up inside.

She tied her long black hair into a ponytail, feeling more like a sullen brunette than a sultry one at this moment. Returning to the lounge, she saw Earl waiting at the French doors. He opened them and allowed her to step outside. She closed her eyes, drew a deep breath of sea air and enjoyed the warmth of the sunshine on her face while Earl locked up.

“There, you already have some colour in your cheeks,” he said. “Now, what’s on your mind?”

They strolled down the sandy path where, years ago, Earl had put a gate in the fence to create a shortcut down to the beach. He opened it for her and closed it behind them. She slipped on her sunglasses, feeling exposed under his gaze. What she needed to tell him would be difficult. They negotiated the narrow path through the dunes down to the beach.

“Jason and I have been trying for a baby for a while now,” she said.

He offered her his hand to help her down the rustic stairs cut into the sand dunes. She took comfort from his gentle grip.

“I thought so,” he said. “Jason has always wanted kids. He gets that from me. We’re both fathering types.”

“He wants a child more than anything in the world,” she said, enjoying the sand between her toes.

“Oh, I don’t think that’s entirely true,” he said, looking out at the ocean.

It was a mild afternoon, with only a sea breeze, and the waves lapped idly at the shore. They started down the beach at a gentle pace, leaving footprints in the soft sand.

“I know he loves you more than anything in the world,” Earl continued. “But I also see the pain in his eyes when he looks at you and doesn’t know anyone’s watching.”

Kelli drew a shuddering breath, trying to hold back her emotions. It was awkward to hear that Jason’s pain was now obvious to his father. “I know. I see it all the time. He blames himself, and it’s driving a wedge between us. Please don’t tell him I shared any of this with you.”

“Of course,” said Earl.

Kelli drew a slow breath to calm her nerves. “He has a low sperm count, as close as a man can get to being infertile. It’s a pity he didn’t inherit your virility along with your looks.”

Earl’s laugh was bittersweet. “Poor old Roseanne. We only planned to have two kids, you know. When we found out the fifth one was on the way, it felt like we couldn’t hold hands without getting her pregnant.”

“Well, I’m glad you didn’t stop at two, or I would have never met Jason,” she said.

“What else have you tried?”

“We’ve already had our second round of IVF with no luck. We’ve exhausted the options and are facing the fact that we’ll have to give up.”

“I see,” said Earl, taking a deep breath. “But surely you haven’t exhausted all the options yet? What about a sperm donor?”

“We’ve discussed it at length,” said Kelli. “Jason says all the right things, how he’ll love the child no matter what. But I know it will haunt him forever. He’s ashamed of himself because he can’t get me pregnant. I know he’ll feel inadequate every time he looks at our child and sees another man’s face.”

Earl wrung his hands. “I agree. He has always been headstrong and wanted to do everything himself, like he has a point to prove to the universe.”

They walked in silence for a while, relishing the simplicity of sea air and sand under their feet. The song playing over in Kelli’s mind faded to the back of her thoughts, giving her a chance to reflect for the first time in ages.

“Do you know the song by Heart, the one called All I want to do is make love to you? It’s an old track, but it keeps playing over and over in my head.”

“Kelli, I remember when it was a new release,” said Earl, with a chuckle. “In case you hadn’t noticed, I’ve got a few years on you, girl.”

“Then you’ll know it’s about a woman who wants to start a family, but her husband can’t give her a child. So, she goes for a drive, meets a total stranger and they make love all night so she falls pregnant. Years later, she meets him again, and he recognizes his eyes in the child’s face.”

“I know it well,” he said. “I understand your problem and why this song speaks to you right now. But what about your feelings in the matter? How much do you want a child?”

“So much it’s breaking my heart. And never more so than with your son. It means everything to me… to us. But… we have to face it. We can’t have children. Marriages have ended for less. It’s a miracle we’ve come this far, but I don’t know if we’ll last. I can’t lose him, Earl. If I do, it’ll feel like I’ve lost half of myself.”

He nodded, and they continued walking for a while without speaking. Kelli knew what she wanted to ask him, but didn’t know if she could.

Earl cleared his throat. “Kelli, I may be an old fool, but I’m not stupid. I know what you want to ask me and how hard it is for you to say it, so I’ll make it easy for you. You want me to be the sperm donor, because all my children have inherited my looks. He won’t know and will think he fathered the child.”

“Yes,” she said, hearing her voice crack.

“I can do that if it means it’ll save your marriage. You don’t want to lose him, and I don’t want to lose my daughter-in-law either. I can speak for Roseanne on this too.”

“Thank you, Earl. But you can’t be the donor for IVF. The clinic keeps a record of the identity of the real father. Jason has the right to see those records. You know him as well as I do. He’ll want to see them. And that would be worse than not having a child at all.”

“Of course. I didn’t consider that,” said Earl.

She stopped and took him by the arm, needing him to see into her soul as she asked the most challenging question of her life.

“The only way is the natural way. Then no one will know but us. I’m ovulating now. Say you will?”

He looked at her for a long moment, then hung his head. “Kelli, what you’re asking me to do…” He stared at his sandy feet. “I once told Roseanne I’d do anything for my children, give my life if it came to it.”

“There’s no need to give your life, Earl. Help me create a new one,” she said. “So I can bring a child into this world who we will all love and cherish.”

He looked up again, and she could see the conflict raging in his mind. Then he closed his eyes, drew a deep breath and looked at her again, calm as the ocean lapping at the shore.

“Sometimes you have to do the wrong thing for the right reasons. But only once as a hope and a prayer for a miracle. I need to kiss my wife when she gets home without knowing I’ll have to betray my vows to her for a second time. So, like the song, we’ll make love like strangers and walk away afterwards as if it never happened.”

“Thank you, Earl,” she whispered, knowing they could never be the lovers in the song. She had known Earl for eight years and spent every Christmas with him and his family. The man in the song never knew why the woman wanted to make love to him until he saw her years later. Earl knew the reason and always would until his dying breath.

“Come with me,” he said, taking her hand. “There’s a nook in the dunes hidden away from the beach. It’s private there.”

Kelli’s heart pounded so hard she felt like it could burst from her chest. Earl led her to the sandy sanctuary without hurrying, probably to give himself time to process his thoughts. She still hadn’t processed them herself, even though she had considered this scenario many times.

They reached the nook in the dunes, and Earl laid their towels on the sand to make a makeshift bed. Then they looked at one another, both wondering how to start the coupling.

“We only have one shot, so we have to do it right,” said Earl.

He peeled off his T-shirt. For a man in his early fifties, he had a muscular body, much like his son, but more solid. She felt strange as she slipped the straps of her one-piece swimsuit over her shoulders. No one had seen her naked except Jason for such a long time, and that was about to change.

Earl peeled off his shorts, and her eyes followed them. Jason bore such a strong resemblance to Earl in so many ways, right down to his solid cock and heavy balls.

He didn’t have any qualms about appearing before her naked, so she followed his lead and peeled her swimsuit from her body.

“Such pretty brown eyes,” he said, removing her sunglasses and taking her in his arms. “You’re a beautiful woman, and Jason is a lucky man.”

She closed her eyes and opened her mouth to receive his kiss. When she had played out the scenario in her mind, she had imagined she was with Jason when they had sex. Earl eased her onto the towels without kissing her on the mouth. He kissed her neck instead. She understood. When Roseanne returned from town, he would kiss her, just as she would kiss Jason. They both needed to hold on to a thread of sanctity in their respective marriages.

She closed her eyes and enjoyed the warmth of the sun on her naked body and the distant roar of the ocean. Earl caressed her as he kissed her neck, running his fingers down her waist and over her hips to her thigh. He gently parted her legs and ran his fingers up her body again, grazing her pussy. His hands were slightly rough, intensifying his touch.

Jason also touched her this way to get her juices flowing. At least, he used to before their lovemaking had become a stressful chore, a necessary exercise when she was at her most fertile. Earl was much slower about it though. It wasn’t his age, he was simply a more experienced lover. His hands searched her body, exploring her curves to sense what excited her the most as he touched her. And once he found her erogenous zones, he worked them with a gentle passion to build the heat between her legs.

She imagined she was with Jason when they were older, making love on the beach without a care. Instead of the pressure to conceive, they could experience the joy of lying together to indulge in the pleasure of becoming one.

He cupped her breast and pinched her nipple, teasing it to a hard point. Then he sucked it into his mouth and held it between his teeth to feather it with the tip of his tongue. She let out a long moan, feeling the need to have him inside her as a swelling ache deep in her womb.

He lavished her body with his hands and mouth, making her forget the reason for their coupling. There was only the pleasure of the moment as two lovers entwined in ecstasy.

“Oh, God! Be inside me!” she moaned, unable to take any more teasing.

Her pussy was aching with heated desire, needing him to fill her up inside, to feel his cock priming her womb for its precious payload. With practised ease, Earl climbed on top, supporting himself so she felt the warmth of their bodies pressed together without his weight.

She let out a desperate moan as she felt him penetrate her, easing himself inside to give her time to adjust to feeling so full. As expertly as he had explored her body with his hands, he found the length and rhythm of his thrust.

The man was a master at breeding a woman. There was no sense of it being a functional process. He worked his cock into her sex, opening her up like a flower, making her body yearn to receive his cum. As before, he took his time, building the pleasure for them both by small degrees.

All her feelings of fear, guilt and anguish evaporated. The past and the future held no meaning. There was only the joyous pleasure of the moment, as he filled and emptied her inside. She clenched him, responding to the way he primed her pussy in her desire to make him cum as hard as he could.

He pumped her until he felt her contractions become more rapid, building a deep heat in her love canal. Then he gripped her thigh to pull them closer together with each thrust, driving his cock deep. She flooded between the legs. Her wet heat and grip on his cock set him off, but instead of thrusting hard, he held her tight, keeping their hips locked so he remained deep inside her. She relished every moment of feeling him pump her womb full, the throbbing heat sustaining the soothing bliss of her orgasm.

After he had finished, he held her close for a while, still buried deep inside her. Gradually, he released his grip and pulled himself free. As if waking from a dream, she looked at him, once again seeing a vision of her husband as an older man.

He rolled his T-shirt into a small bolster pillow and set it under her bottom, keeping her hips raised above the rest of her body.

“Lie there for a while,” he said. “Keep it inside you for as long as you can. I’ll go for a swim. When I’m done, I’ll head back to the house. You head back when you’re ready.”

“Thank you, Earl,” she said.

He nodded. “That’s the last we’ll speak of it. Now, sometime over the next few days, when you feel the time is right, make love to Jason with all your heart. Okay?”

He didn’t wait for her to answer, pulled on his beach shorts and strode away. She lay in the sunshine, feeling the warmth soothe her body. Instinctively, she put her hand to her stomach.

“With all my heart,” she said.

* * *

Two years later

The latest addition to the family was the centre of attention at the annual Christmas reunion at the beach house. Kelli enjoyed the break as Jason gently bounced their son on his knee.

After she had fallen pregnant, he had become a new man, much like the man she had fallen in love with, but now more attentive and caring. He had developed the same warmth in his eyes as Earl, and she now understood why it had been so important for him to have a child. Some men felt the same urge to be a father as strongly as a woman craved becoming a mother. It completed him as a man and took their relationship a step further from being a couple to becoming a family.

Now the pressure to conceive was no longer a part of their lives, they made love again with the carefree abandon of a second honeymoon. He never mentioned the possibility of having a second child, content with one.

“He looks more like you with every passing day,” said Roseanne. She beamed at the baby, eager to get her fix of cuddles before they packed the car and headed home.

“He’s a Christmas miracle,” said Jason.

Kelli never wanted the light to fade from his eyes. While everyone’s attention was on the baby, Kelli felt it fall momentarily on her. She turned her head and met Earl’s gaze. He gave her a subtle wink. She pressed her lips together to suppress her smile.


A Dozen Red Roses

My story begins at a florist’s shop on Valentine’s Day. For me, this was no surprise, but the events that followed my introduction to the world did not play out as I expected. This is the reverse of what usually happens when people give each other flowers. At the presentation of the bouquet, there’s the initial surprise of an unexpected gift. This settles into a pleasurable connection of souls between the giver and the receiver.

Flowers hold special meanings for people. They help people to convey their feelings, everything from joy to grief to the myriad of colourful emotions between. But most of all, flowers represent romantic love. This is why flowers delight people when they receive a bouquet, especially when the gift is spontaneous or when the giver’s identity is unknown.

On Valentine’s Day, the occasion celebrating romantic love, the bouquet of choice is a dozen red roses. No flower represents passion better than a red rose. So, giving someone a dozen red roses is an admission that they give you wet panties or a boner in your briefs, depending on who’s doing the giving.

For star-crossed lovers, Valentine’s Day is the most exciting day of the year. For florists, it’s an absolute nightmare. I can see the strain on the florist’s face as she contemplates the stack of boxes before her. Each one contains red roses to fill the hundreds of orders from secret admirers. It’s likely she was awake before sunrise to get through her work for the day.

Flowers are at their best when freshly picked, which is why growers, florists and couriers work like slaves on Valentine’s Day. It’s essential to trim, arrange and wrap the bouquet as quickly as possible, get it to the courier and move on to the next order. Once delivered, the receiver enjoys the surprise, gives the bouquet the mandatory sniff, and gets wet panties or a boner in their briefs. Then, you must put the flowers in water to preserve and enjoy them for many days.

As the florist works through her orders, my time approaches. The bell rings at the door and she looks up. A man walks into the shop and approaches the counter. From my current vantage point, I can’t see his face.

“Any chance I can order some red roses?” he says.

The florist keeps her composure, but I can tell she’s flustered. She’s thinking, ‘Why do people leave it to the last minute? The flowers don’t grow out the back. I have to order them to arrange each bouquet.’

He slides two crisp hundred dollar bills onto the counter. “Will that cover it? You can keep the change.”

Oh, did I mention red roses are expensive? He wouldn’t have gotten much change from two hundred dollars anyway. Still, the florist isn’t one to turn down a cash sale. And despite the added pressure of an extra bouquet to arrange, she has thought ahead and ordered extra stems in case of any last minute problems.

“Name and address where to send them?” she says, getting a pen and paper.

“Just put, ‘From a secret admirer’,” he says, and tells her the address. Then he thanks her and leaves the shop.

The florist continues her work and finally gets to the man’s order. And what do you know, she selects me to fill it. But as she trims, ties and wraps me in red crepe paper and cellophane, I notice she has noted down the wrong address. She has transposed the numbers of the apartment. I guess you can’t blame her for this mistake. The poor woman is rushing to get through her work. But naturally, I’m curious to discover how this plays out now it’s a case of mistaken identity and a mystery admirer.

The courier arrives for the next batch of deliveries. He carefully stacks me and the other bouquets in his van and heads on his way, wanting to get them delivered as soon as possible.

It’s fun hanging out with the other bouquets in the back of the van. There’s excitement in the air with the anticipation of bringing happiness to so many new lovers. Even though we’ll never see one another again, we say our farewells without regret, only joy.

Finally, it’s my turn. The courier parks outside the building, takes the elevator to the twelfth floor, finds the apartment and rings the doorbell. After a moment, a cute brunette opens the door. She has her hair in a ponytail and is wearing a sweatshirt and pants. Clearly, she isn’t planning to go anywhere or do anything on this special day, as she believes she is unlucky in love.

Her look of surprise is wonderful though, the classic wide-eyed gape, exactly what I had hoped for as the courier presents the bouquet. He’s in a hurry, so he tells her to put me in water and heads on his way.

She holds me for a long moment, then performs the mandatory sniff. Unfortunately, because growers breed red roses for looks, I’ve lost most of my scent, but people still smell me anyway. She closes the door and takes me inside, reading the card stapled to the cellophane.

“From a secret admirer,” she says. “Hmm…”

I see the wheels turning in her mind. Who could it be? There’s no obvious admirer, as she believes no one is chasing her. Although she’s cute, she’s also an ice maiden. She has loved and lost, and now has a wall around her heart. I know this because flowers are experts in matters of the heart. Ask me how to boil an egg and I wouldn’t know where to start, but anything related to romance and sex, I’m your go-to.

She rests me on the coffee table and looks at me as she works her way through the list of possible candidates. From her perspective, it isn’t long. I try my hardest to encourage her to think about getting a vase and some water, but without luck. She is too focused on solving the identity of her secret admirer. I can’t bring myself to help her understand I’m a mistaken delivery. This girl needs flowers and to believe she has a secret admirer, even if one doesn’t exist.

“It has to be Kent,” she says. “It can’t be anyone else. It’s a nice gesture, but I don’t need pity.”

Her entire mood changes in an instant, her surprise and joy lost as she erects thick ice walls around her heart again. She grabs me roughly, marches out her door and down to the apartment at the opposite end of the hallway. Tapping her foot impatiently, she thumbs the doorbell a few too many times than most people would consider polite.

“Coming!” says a man on the other side, obviously aware of her impatience.

He opens the door and looks at her in surprise. She is the last person he expected to see. He’s a good-looking man, with Latina blood to give him dark hair and eyes, and olive skin. He has had a close shave and groomed himself, even though he’s wearing a casual shirt and jeans. Obviously, he isn’t planning to go anywhere tonight either.

“Ivy! This is a surprise,” he says.

She eyeballs him with a fierce stare. “It was a sweet gesture, but I don’t need pity, Kent. Here, you have them.”

She thrusts me into his chest. He takes me with a gentle grasp and smells the blooms, but he can’t understand what’s happening or why Ivy has given him flowers in such an obtuse manner. At least I know her name now.

“Uh, thanks,” he says, looking awkward. “Do… you want to come in for a drink?”

Oh, right now, a vase of water would really hit the spot, Kent. Unfortunately, he isn’t asking me, much to my disappointment. He wants to invite Ivy in for a drink, because he has romantic feelings for her, as in, she gives him a boner in his briefs.

“No thanks,” she says. “Already made plans.”

Her plans are to sit on the couch and eat ice cream as she dwells on her desolate love life and the man who she believes is unattainable.

And with that, she turns her back on him and marches back to her apartment, where she closes the door hard enough for the sound to echo down the corridor. Kent lets his breath whistle through his teeth and shakes his head. Nice teeth, by the way. His smile would melt Ivy’s panties if she didn’t believe he was gay.

He carries me into his apartment, and I immediately understand why Ivy thinks he’s gay. No single man is this organised or tidy, not to mention the bowl of potpourri filling the air with its subtle sweet scent. I wonder if it contains anyone I know, as there’s a distinct hint of roses in the mix.

Like Ivy, he rests me on the coffee table and looks at me as he tries to figure out what has just happened between them. As far as he can tell, the attractive single girl who lives down the corridor has given him a dozen red roses on Valentine’s Day. In any other situation, he should take it as a romantic gesture, but she was ice cold about it, even angry. Unfortunately for Kent, he has the same problem as many single, young men: women and their mercurial moods are still a complete mystery to him.

“What the hell was that all about?” he asks me, as he looks at the card. His forehead furrows with confusion. “From a secret admirer?”

None of this makes sense to him, as the identity of the giver isn’t a secret.

“What do I do?” he asks me.

Honestly, why do people expect me to answer them? I’m exactly twelve stems and three hundred and twenty-four deep red petals. No mouth or vocal cords. But if I could answer that question, I’d say, ‘Kent, you’re a good guy and she’s into you. I know you’re into her too. So, take me back down the hall and tell her how you feel. And then please put me in some water if it’s not too much trouble. Preferably before you two have sex.’

He rubs his crown and continues to stare at me. Then he gets up and paces the room for a while. Now we’re sharing this moment together, I can see into his heart. He has had a heavy crush on Ivy for some time now. When they pass in the corridor, he always says hello and tries to strike up a conversation, but the ice maiden shuts him out. Of course, he doesn’t know she thinks he’s gay, which is the root of the problem, because that makes him unavailable.

Perhaps flower breeders should create blooms capable of speaking, as I would clear up this mess in a jiffy. However, all I can do is admire how well he keeps his coffee table clean.

But as I think about it, I realise this is my purpose. I help people reveal their romantic feelings for one another. I never expected I would become the cause of such a misunderstanding. Kent doesn’t have any answers either, and I can see he is ready to give up. He gets up and leaves the room, returning to whatever he was doing, leaving me on the coffee table still wrapped in cellophane and without water.

* * *

It’s now Sunday the 15th of February, the day after Valentine’s Day. Around the world, millions of lovers have surprised one another with flowers, spreading joy and launching new romances. I’ve been sitting on the coffee table all night doing absolutely nothing. Even though my blooms still appear fresh, I can feel the wilt setting in.

“To hell with it!” says Kent, storming into the lounge.

Kent has slept on his issue, or perhaps not slept on it. It’s amazing how romantic desire disturbs sleep. People toss and turn all night wondering if the person they desire reciprocates their feelings. Thankfully, he has changed his mind and decided to confront Ivy.

“What do I have to lose?” he says, limbering up his body as if he’s about to run a race. “We’re two people living at either end of the hallway. If she tells me to go to hell, nothing changes.”

He picks me up and examines me. Then he smells me again and remembers I have little scent.

“Why? Why did she give me flowers?”

That’s RED ROSES, Kent. I’m not just any old flower growing by the side of the road.

He shakes his head. “Christ, I should have put them in water.”

I get my hopes up, thinking Kent has had a shining revelation about the importance of hydration, but he doesn’t fetch a vase or water. He puts me back on the coffee table and goes to his bedroom. I hear him take a shower, shave and puff cologne over his body before he gets dressed. He has a spring in his step as he returns to the lounge, but the frown lines are still creased across his forehead.

He picks me up, looks himself over in the mirror for the umpteenth time and cups his hand to his mouth to check his breath. As he has cleaned his teeth three times, flossed and gargled with mouthwash, he smells like a mint garden. Then he carries me down the corridor to Ivy’s apartment, takes a deep calming breath and pushes the doorbell.

“Just a minute!” she calls out, clearly not expecting a visitor.

She opens the door wearing only a T-shirt and shorts and looks shocked to see Kent. They look at each other for a moment, neither knowing what to say.

“Here, these are for you,” he says at last, passing me to Ivy.

She looks at me and sniffs the blooms, then she looks at him. “You can’t give them back.”

“I didn’t give them to you in the first place,” he says. “I never give girls flowers because it’s Valentine’s Day. A guy should give a girl flowers as a spontaneous gesture. That way, she knows he really likes her.”

“They are lovely,” she says, looking at my blushing blooms again.

There’s an awkward silence between them. If I could shake my head, I would. He’s hoping she’ll understand the gesture and act on it, but the ice maiden doesn’t crack that easily.

“And… it’s no longer the fourteenth of February,” he says, trying to spell it out.

There are times I wish flowers could speak more than the language of love. I’d tell them to get a room. Although, now I say that, they already have one. It’s over Ivy’s shoulder. Kent hasn’t seen it yet though. Hopefully, it won’t put him off.

“Come in,” she says, feeling awkward about having this conversation in the hallway.

She steps aside to give him entry and closes the door behind them. Kent looks about, seeing her apartment for the first time. To say Ivy is a real girly-girl is an understatement. The decor is pink and cream, there are big cuddly teddy bears everywhere, and the air carries a faint scent of strawberry candy.

“Nice… place you’ve got here,” he says.

Ivy looks at him. I can see the penny has finally dropped to the bottom of the well. “So, are you saying you’re giving me flowers as a romantic gesture?”

RED ROSES, Ivy, the most romantic bloom on the planet… ah… nevermind.

He nods. “Why else?”

She looks at him like he’s stupid. “But… you’re gay.”

“Gay?”

“Yes. I see you bringing these hot, fit young men to your apartment. They go inside looking anxious and come out with huge grins on their faces.”

Kent looks utterly dumbfounded. “You watch who goes in and out of my apartment?”

“Not in a creepy stalker way, but yes. It’s hard not to see who comes and goes when you live in an apartment building.” She smells my blooms again, trying to look innocent.

“I’m a sports psychologist,” he says. “I do the counselling part of my job from home. The rest of it happens at the gym or on the sports field.”

Her eyes widen. “Oh! I see!”

“I’ve tried to make conversation with you many times, but you always look at me like I’m some kind of sex offender.”

She lets out a nervous laugh. “Sorry. Force of habit. I look at most men that way.”

This isn’t true, but we can forgive Ivy for her white lie now they’re actually talking about their feelings. In truth, she only looks daggers at men she finds attractive. And more importantly, since she has met Kent, she now reserves that look entirely for him.

“Gosh, this is all so confusing,” she says. “Let me try to get it straight. You didn’t give me flowers, and I didn’t give you flowers because I thought I was returning them, but now you’re giving them back to me as a spontaneous gesture.”

He blows out his breath. “I suppose so.”

She bites her lower lip. “A spontaneous… romantic gesture?”

“Yes!”

“And you’re definitely not gay?”

Kent looks exasperated and throws his hands in the air, wondering what it will take to crack the ice wall. Little does he know, it’s melting fast, along with Ivy’s panties. And once an ice maiden lets down her barriers, she turns into a red-hot fox.

“Okay,” she says. “You’d better do the thing that happens after you give a girl flowers.”

Kent shrugs and presents his palms, not knowing what she means. Now he needs a nudge in the right direction. Honestly, these two are hopeless. Thank heavens I was here to sort them out.

“You know… kiss me,” she says, when he doesn’t respond.

Now it’s his turn to look stunned. He stammers out a sentence that makes little sense. She walks up to him, puts her hand to his nape, and pulls him down for a kiss. I get the ringside seat to this first kiss as I’m pressed between them. They taste each other cautiously at first, and she lets out a sigh of approval.

“You taste minty,” she says, and presses her mouth to his more forcefully.

It’s a kiss they’ve both dreamed about for a long time. It starts with a simple tasting of lips, but soon there’s much more action. She extends her tongue, parting his mouth to explore inside. He goes weak at the knees, having never had a girl kiss him like this before. Ivy is strong-willed and enjoys dominating a man. She kisses him like she’s drinking from his mouth, using the heat of passion to melt her defences to the ground.

As the only expert in romance in the room, I’m also aware the kiss is melting her panties and giving Kent a big, hard boner in his briefs. The floral musk exciting their senses isn’t my doing. It’s all from the heat building between Ivy’s legs. All the pent-up tension between them is finding an outlet at last.

She breaks the kiss, gives him a mischievous smile and takes his hand to lead him to her bedroom. As we know, Kent still finds women and their moods a mystery, and he looks like he doesn’t know what to do. Ivy rests me on the bedside table.

“A sports psychologist,” she says, as she unbuttons his shirt and sighs with appreciation. “Ah, I see you need to keep fit for your work.”

She runs her hands over his chest and down his stomach, appreciating his hard muscles. Then she arrives at his belt and unbuckles it to help him out of his pants. Kent is in really great shape and has immaculate personal grooming. Like many athletes, he gets his legs, butt, and cock and balls waxed so there’s no friction from hair in physical contact.

She isn’t shy about touching him, or enjoying how smooth his cock and balls feel in her hands. She kisses him again as she grips his cock in one hand and squeezes his balls in the other. If I wasn’t already a deep red colour, I’d be blushing to see the way she’s handling him. But it’s always a joy to watch an ice maiden melt with desire, becoming the opposite of what she was when her defences were up.

“Christ, what a beautiful cock!” she says, pausing for breath.

Then she grabs three roses from my bouquet and pulls the petals from the stems to sprinkle them over the bed. I’m fine with her doing this, as a bed covered in rose petals is very sexy. Then she gives him a gentle shove, so he falls onto the bed.

“You don’t do anything by halves, do you?” he says, looking dazed with lust.

“We’ve done more than enough talking,” she says, and pulls off her T-shirt and shorts.

His eyes rake her body, and his cock twitches with desire. Ivy looks after herself too, and she has a nubile figure with pert, round breasts. She climbs onto the bed, holding him down as she straddles him, enjoying being in the dominant position so she can run her hands over his hard body again.

Then she takes another stem from the bouquet and uses it to tease him, tickling and feathering him with the petals. She traces the outlines of his pectoral muscles, then follows the line at the centre of his abs down to his cock. She tickles him, enjoying watching him squirm as she builds his desire. He’s loving every second, even though he still doesn’t know why she has gone from ice-cold to red-hot so fast. But men don’t complain when they know they’re about to have sex, even if they don’t understand how a woman’s mind or moods work.

After teasing him for a few minutes, she uses the flower to spank him gently as if it were a crop. She starts at his chest again and soon there are more petals covering him and the bed. Taking another stem, she continues to stimulate his body with soft spanks, working her way down to his cock again. He groans with pleasure as she alternates between tickling and cropping his manhood with the petals. I can tell it’s having the same effect on her too, getting her so excited she won’t need much action to orgasm when they finally get to the deed.

Finally, when only one stem remains, she puts it between her teeth and mounts him. As I’m scattered among them, I feel every moment of aching joy as they come together. He grips her hips as she rides him, and they both look at each other without saying a word. There’s only the sound of their whimpering moans and desperate gasping for breath as the pleasure steals the air from their chests.

She can’t grip the stem between her teeth as her orgasm swells. It falls onto the bed, becoming one with their lovemaking. The final petals come apart from the stem, where they will wither and bring my story to an end. But it’s the happiest ending a dozen red roses could ever want. They’ve found each other. My purpose is complete.
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