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“Ruthie girl, you must be mad,” I muttered to myself. 

I looked around the aircraft; it was utter chaos. Young men were already drunk and the girls were either talking gibberish or painting their face with yet more makeup.

The stewardesses walked up and down and seemed to look at the whole scene with distaste, I could read the contempt in their faces and if I was honest I could hardly disagree with their point of view. 

“Tarts on holiday,” they seemed to say and I longed to tell them - to scream - that I was not one of them, how dare they think that I was one of these mindless young girls!

In fact I was a reporter, an undercover reporter doing an expose on the rise of the Sin n Sun holiday phenomenon. The senior purser - immaculately dressed in her bright red uniform and her black tied up hair- spoke to my two companions and I condescendingly, “Please do put your seat belt on.” 

She smiled sweetly through tight thin lips “We’re almost ready for take-off.”

“Stuck up bitch,” Tracy the girl on my right whispered under her breath, “She needs a good fuck!” 

Tracy was nineteen with mousy blonde hair that fell straight onto her shoulders; she was plump but pretty with large breasts and bottom.  Much to my embarrassment she was wearing a short red dress with no bra and the tiniest pair of white pants I had ever seen, as did most of the boys on the plane when she was putting her bag overhead in the locker. When I chastised her she just laughed, “I like to show ‘em what they’re gonna have to work for,” she said unashamedly.

I was shocked to my very foundation, but I was there to be shocked; that was my job and I was sure my report would reveal the sordid goings on regarding these holidays. I was determined to show and expose just how far the moral standard of today’s youth had fallen. 

I would never, ever normally have been seen dead with Tracy or Janet but my editor, Jane -  curse her- of ‘Girl Magazine’ had come up with this brainwave for a story and had sent me to the local ‘down market’ gym to ingratiate myself with suitable Sin n Sun candidates. Given my friendly disposition I quickly became on good terms with a likely couple of girls from the aerobic class. Janet was eighteen, tall, with long dark hair, long legs and slim body. Her nose was a little too big and her breast a little too small but as with Tracy whom I described earlier she was attractive in her own common sort of way. I watched the ground rushing past us and listened to the scream of the engines and wondered what on earth I was letting myself in for.

I was 29 but thankfully looked a lot younger, I naturally had a slim figure and always felt that my body was well proportioned. I dropped whatever airs and graces I had and the girls felt that I was one of their own, we had a few drinks and nights out and I was delighted, or should I say, Jane was delighted when they asked me to join them on their summer escapade. In all fairness to them on our nights out they were course and vulgar but their behaviour in England was acceptable although they like to tease me on my reserve. They were always talking about sex but there was nothing unusual about that, I was interested to see what they were like in this type of environment- away from prying eyes. I shuddered when I thought I was presenting myself as just another ‘dolly bird,’ on the pull, just to get a story, and I thought about my poor husband Mark whom I had to desert for a fortnight to place myself on this ‘sex tour’ as he described it. Mind you considering his lack of interest in sex I wondered how he could possibly know!

He had given me his striped blue pyjamas to wear at night and jokingly told me to behave myself; I looked around at all the young ignorant men and hardly doubted that this would present any problem.

I had gone to great lengths-for me- to fit in. I considered myself attractive with my slim waist, large boobs and small bottom- I always took pride in my little bum- and I had bobbed my auburn hair and dyed it blonde to fit in with the tarts, as I called them. 

“Are you a real blonde?”  It was already the question of the day and in keeping with my holiday persona I firmly told the boys that they’d never find out.

I drifted off in a daze and wondered how poor the ‘Los Nantes Apartments’ in Magaluf would be? I was used to five star holidays and I cursed Jane again as I realised what a long time a fortnight was.

A group of boys behind us were especially noisy and as if encouraged by his mates a, dark-haired lad came over to speak to us. He introduced himself as Gary and not wishing to appear rude I engaged him in idle chat without taking much notice of him. Tracy leaned across me and without so much as a word kissed him on the lips, Gary whispered something into her ear she excused herself “I’m just going to the loo,” she said. 

She walked up the crowded plane with Gary trailing behind her and returned ten minutes later sweaty and smiling, “Chalk one up for the girls,” she laughed. As she clambered over me to get back to her seat I saw that her underwear was soaking and stained. 

“You never did?” I said genuinely shocked and she only smiled, “Call me ‘mile high’ Tracy girls!”

I looked around briefly to see Gary being given high fives by his mates and I blushed, bright red as he grinned and winked at me, “The cheeky bastard,” I thought. 

The purser re-appeared and having more than an inkling of what had transpired looked at the three of us like you would a piece of dirt on her shoe. I withered with embarrassment and looked firmly out of the window; I longed for the flight to end.

“He was bloody great,” cooed Tracy and much to my distress she told the full tale of how she had taken Gary into the toilet and let him - to put it in its context- fuck her from behind. She gave us all the gory details and I pretended to be enraptured, “He’s got a lovely cock, long and hard, I came before he did.”

I was shocked to my foundations but tried not to show it, I had never encountered raw sex like this and it made me uncomfortable. I fidgeted in my seat and as the girls were distracted took my notebook out of my bag and recorded exactly what had transpired; it was obviously going to be some story!

The plane landed, to my great relief, and 300 bawdy young girls and boys – and me of course- trooped off and went en masse into the busy airport. I felt out of place in my long flower print dress and although I had tried to fit in, could not bring myself to parade about showing my ‘ass and tits’ to all and sundry. Gary, obviously confident, after his conquest came over to us as we waited for our luggage, “We’re staying in the same apartments,” he said in a surprisingly refined accent “That’ll be handy?”  He stroked Tracy’s bottom and she pushed herself against him playfully.

To my horror he placed his other hand on my bottom and, feeling his warm sweaty hand through my fine material, I firmly jerked it away. “Later,” he smiled and went back to his mates who were all acting like children, throwing cases and bags around the busy carousel. I hated him with every fibre of my being, he was arrogant and rude and although from a distance he was attractive with a muscular physique and a cheeky, strong jawed face he certainly did nothing for me. 

In fact all the men or boys as I thought of them, made me sick, “Like dogs on heat,” I wrote in my notes later that night after we eventually reached the apartment. It was basic but thankfully clean and as it was nearly 10p.m at night I started to unpack and prepare for bed. 

“Are you mad?” screamed Janet throwing her clothes off and diving into her case and producing the shortest white dress I have ever seen, “We’re going out… we’re on holiday!”

Tracy concurred and ignoring putting anything in place put on a yellow wrap around skirt and matching top that only demonstrated how she needed to lose a few pounds. I put my clothes in the drawers as quickly as I could and putting on a beige trouser suit gritted my teeth and went off with them into the night.

The boy’s apartment was a floor down and as I descended Tracy had already knocked on to say, “Hello.” 

“Play hard to get,” I advised and she just laughed that rich throaty laugh of hers, “It’s a bit late for that… we’re here to have fun!”

Fun! Thankfully the louts were out and we hit bar after bar, in each one men and boys would chat us up, “Want a fuck? It was a fairly typical chat up line and heaping embarrassment on embarrassment Tracy and Janet would flash their G-strings and tease them.

“Loosen up,” they scolded me in a friendly way but I mentally was reeling in horror. 

“If they were any looser they wouldn’t stand up!” I thought and then realised what a good descriptive line it was and made a mental note for my article later on.

We had a pasta meal and much to my distress went to the ‘Rum Rave,’ where the two girls proceeded to grind away against some ‘greaseball’ or other, I was pestered to dance but sat quietly in a corner and drank some mineral water. After what seemed like an eternity we left to go home and my worst nightmare was realised when I saw they had a man each in tow.

They tried to fix me up with one of the friends but I declined and walked back to the apartment just in front of them and quickly slipped Mark’s pyjamas on and threw the sheet over me. I sneaked my head out as the four came in and watched as the girls undressed their lovers for the evening and their respective manhood sprang out. The room was so small I couldn’t help but notice how big the men’s penises seemed to be and subconsciously compared them to my own husbands who seemed tiny in comparison. I dismissed such a thought instantaneously and concluded that they were both sex mad and I tried not to listen as they were soon sucking and moaning. 

“Fuck …fuck…fuck,” they both cooed intermittently and I heard their bodies being ground repeatedly against the small hard beds. To my own shame I could not stop myself getting moist at the thought of what they were doing only a few feet away from me and, trying to ignore my own desire, I waited for the noise to subside and drifted into a fitful sleep.

I awoke early and as the boys were still in attendance slipped quietly out of the apartment and breakfasted by myself. As I ate I wrote of what whores the two girls were. Shameless, no self-respect, no morals, just there for any man’s pleasure, they were complete tarts. Yes I had no doubt that my editor was going to be delighted.

My companions caught up with me, the boys were history and we hit the beach. I was wearing a full length blue swimming costume and the girls were wearing tiny bikinis. The G-string disappeared up their respective bottoms and the material on the front hardly covered their breasts and private parts. All the men felt they were in with a chance and we were pestered all day much to the girl’s delight and my continuing discomfort.

At lunch Janet disappeared for half an hour and when she re-appeared I noticed that she had changed her outfit. Gary I also observed was doing high fives again with his mates down the beach and waving and winking in our general direction. “Not you as well?” I groaned and by the expression on her face I knew that I was correct.

Janet squeezed herself between Tracy and I on the wooden bench and lowered her head to us, “He was just great,” she whispered unashamedly, “He licked me then fucked me I came twice… he can have me when he wants.”

I expected Tracy to be jealous but she slapped her on the back and feigned mock anger, “I saw him first you tart,” and they ran after each other, laughing into the sea.

Tracy and Janet thought I was mad or a lesbian and by the third day I had actually lost track of their various sexual adventures and men they had been with. My book was full of their exploits and I concluded they were the dirtiest girls ever to leave the shores of England. I wasn’t being cruel, just honest, and knew when they read the article in ‘Girl Magazine’ they would understand that I was being professional and impartial. They might even benefit from my insight!

I was getting used to their constant screwing at night although as I heard their lovers pounding them relentlessly I still felt an uncomfortable wetness and on one occasion had to control my desire to touch myself. I spent many hours feeling hot and sticky as I heard them moaning and acting in the coarsest manner possible.

I was there for two weeks and on the fifth night I could stand it no longer and proposed a deal with them, I agreed to let my hair down a little if they would have one night off from bringing any men home and disturbing my rest. They agreed, probably because they were tired and possibly because I had to suffer them dressing me.

They pulled out from my wardrobe the only short dress I had brought and Tracy insisted that I wear a small navy G-string of hers that she had washed that morning. I tried; but could not refuse and as I pulled the silky material around my thick pubic hair I thought about the boys that had taken them off Tracy before screwing her and it made me feel uncomfortable in my stomach. The girls put my hair up off my shoulder and I looked at myself in the long mirror. My pink dress was short; showing my legs and I could swear that you could see my blue pants, I decided I looked as near to a ‘dolly bird’ as I ever wanted to get. “You look great,” said Tracy, “More like one of us.” 

I didn’t take it as a compliment!

We hit the bars and I drank profusely getting myself extremely merry. Gary came over to me and whispered how sexy I looked, he put his hand on my bottom again and his hand burned into me like a hot iron. I pushed him off angrily, “I’m not that drunk you…Dick!” I exploded, I felt so uptight and angry. 

I walked away from him and the girls and I spent all night drinking and dancing until we walked slowly towards home at about 2 am. The girls had kept their promise but we met Gary and his mates again going into the block of flats and to my horror the girls asked them up for a drink.

I was too drunk to argue and ignoring them all went into our apartment and collapsed on my bed. I’d left my bag by the door and as Gary came in he tripped headlong over it spilling the contents on the floor, “Serves him right,” I thought.

He bent to pick the things up and being the curious bastard he was must have found my note- book and started to read it as I was drifting nicely off to sleep. I figured that I would be in a stupor before the familiar screwing noises started from my room- mates.

I suddenly felt my sheet thrown off me and became fully conscious as my legs and arms were grabbed firmly and tied to each corner of the bed. 

I was being laid out like a starfish and felt my dress rising over my thighs exposing my fine underwear; I was unable to move and screamed out in panic “What are you doing?”

I heard Gary take a deep breath and looked at him standing in the middle of the room. “Tracy is a silly slag, ready and willing to fuck anyone.” 

I gasped, those were my words; he was reading from my book!

“Janet should have been a prostitute she’d have made a fortune…I just hate being in the same company as these moronic boys and girls… 

I just hope they’re on the pill.”

Gary continued with various quotations each more descriptive and insulting than the next.

“I’m a reporter,” I shouted, “Just doing a story.”

“On us?” The two girls questioned.

“No on the Sin n Sun holidays it’s all sex.”

“And you don’t like sex do you?” Gary muttered darkly.

“If you rape me I’ll see you all in jail,” I cried desperately sensing the bonds that held me fast and feeling my exposed and near naked state.

Gary howled with laughter, “Rape you! I don’t need to rape you I can get it anywhere.”

He called Tracy and Janet over to him and after turning them to face me got them to hold their dresses up us he inserted a finger into each of their pants. 

“Pull your knickers down a little girls and let me show this bitch how much I need to rape her.”

To my amazement the girls pulled their pants down with their free hand and could clearly see one hairy and one shaven vagina as they opened their thighs and Gary inserted his finger deep in both of them.

To my horror I felt myself start to moisten and watched transfixed as the girls removed Gary’s trousers and released his penis that was even longer and harder than they had described it. I tried not to look but it was smooth and circumcised and each of my companions started to suck and lick it as though it was an object of worship. 

He had withdrawn his fingers from inside them and stroked both their hair as they sucked him “Go and get fucked girls,” he said pointing them to his mates Tony and John, one black man and one white who were already lying on their beds naked waiting for them.

They left his prick disappointedly but within seconds were on their backs being strongly fucked.

I heard and saw them being abused, the boy’s cocks visibly entering them and leaving them and I felt scared but also strangely, beguilingly excited.

“Let me go,” I begged and watched helplessly as Gary sat on my bed and I saw his enormous penis towering out before him. I could see the light veins and the wonderful shape as it reached its zenith at the top.

“The trouble with you,” he said looking at my knickers that were now clearly visible beneath my dress “Is that you’re badly fucked.”

He lifted my dress a little more to expose the G-string fully and I prayed he could not see the wetness from my vagina that was slowly staining them. As if he knew what I was thinking he let his finger run almost imperceptibly along the full length of my crack and it took all my will not to moan or open my thighs to his touch.

He let his finger rest lightly on the entrance to my hole and to my shock I wanted to push against the slight pressure

“This,” he said “Needs to be filled a lot…You’re a frustrated cow… how dare you make judgements about your friends…about us…you stuck-up cow?”

“She’s no friend of ours,” the girls echoed, in between their moaning; they were pleased Gary was scaring me and telling me off.

“Fuck her Gary,” Tracy groaned. I felt his index finger increase its pressure slightly on my clitoris, and felt rising sensations from my sexual organs but did my best to conceal them.

“I’m going to scream” I threatened.

“If you do,” He smiled ignorantly, “I’m going to take my big cock and stick it in your big fat mouth.”

I fell silent, my body and emotions were in turmoil and I tensed in anticipation of what Gary would do next; he rose to his feet and I saw his erection reflected against the moonlight. 

He leaned across me and his cock was inches from my face and I froze readying myself to scream for help. But nothing happened and suddenly I felt my hand, then my legs released. 

“I’m not going to fuck you” he sneered “That’s what you want… a long hard fuck to release that frustration to get that… superiority out of your ass.”

My hands and legs were free and I hid under the bedclothes that I rescued from the floor, “Go back to your miserable report,” he said, “You’re much worse than these girls… or we…will ever be.”

I waited a few seconds then put my head out of the covers, Gary had gone and the other couples were drifting to sleep. “I’m sorry,” I said quietly and although the girls were too tired to reply I thought I heard Tracy call me a “Lying Bitch.”

I removed my sodden clothes, washed and put on Mark’s pyjamas. I was terribly upset and could not control my tears. 

Worse than that my body was pounding like I had never known and Gary’s words repeated in my head over and over. 

“You’re a frustrated bitch… badly fucked.”  

The words rolled over and over.

“Badly fucked…fucked…badly fucked… was I badly fucked?”  

My stomach was in knots and my vagina had a constant uncomfortable wetness. After two hours I was fully awake and knew what I had to do. I had to see Gary immediately and explain. I knew I could explain!

I removed my husband Mark’s trousers which were now wet with my juice and perspiration and washed myself before putting on Marks top again. I sprayed myself with my perfume profusely and I looked at myself in the mirror. I had Mark’s top on and nothing else; it covered to my thighs and my nakedness underneath. I wondered if I should put on panties but liked the fresh air around my mound and decided against it.

My breasts strained against the buttons and my bare legs, stretched out under the flimsy top. I was a married woman but knew Mark would understand that I could not sleep with all this on my mind. I knew he would hate me going to another man’s room in the middle of the night but I wasn’t interested in Gary, especially as he’d fucked both of my flatmates. Mark could trust me and either way he wasn’t here and would understand. If he didn’t, well, I just didn’t care I had to release this guilt, now!  It was weighing me down.

My body was pulsing as I walked the steps down to his door and I knocked quietly, but when there was no answer I knocked louder. Gary came to the door stark naked and looked at me as if he had been expecting me. He turned his back on me, walked back to his bed and sat on his pillow ignoring the fact he was exposing his big balls and flaccid penis. I walked in without an invitation and tried not to look at his thick cock surrounded by a mass of curly black pubic hair.  But I felt him looking at my legs and thighs and tried to avoid watching as his penis slowly, jerkily became bigger and longer.

“What do you want bitch?” he sneered.

I felt I was superior to him, I was more intelligent, and I tried to take the initiative.

“I’ve come to explain,” I said forcefully.

“Have you?” he smiled.

I switched feet and noticed that his penis was now fully erect and he was staring at my crotch. My vagina was pounding and he put his hands behind his head and seemed to aim the tip of his cock at me. I pulled my top down instinctively hoping he didn’t realise I was naked underneath.

“Don’t be so rude,” I shouted. 

“My editor… Jane… told me…insisted… that I come and find all about the...”

“Is that what you’ve come at this time in the morning to tell me?” He questioned, coldly.

His penis was enormous now, pulsing, as his eyes focussed on my crotch and legs.

“Have you got panties on Ruthie…under that top…do you want to show me?”

I spluttered in rage at him “You ignorant….”

He placed his hand on his cock and directed it at me “You want this in you… don’t you? You want to be fucked…that’s really what you’ve come here for?”

I raged in frustration at him “I’ve never been so…so insulted… in… all… my life,” I gasped.

“I came to talk to you… rationally and …you…you insult me, you common…ignorant… pig!”

I wanted to be angry but my insults seemed to fly over his head. He just looked at me blankly and all the time all I could see was his erection powering out before him. I felt my juices flowing from my sex and my legs go weak.  

“I’m going I...”

“Go on then… fuck off then Ruthie and don’t come back,” he snapped.

I motioned towards the door, gripped the handle but I could not bring myself to move it. I turned to face him, my nipples were hard and my mouth was dry.

His erection was now massive and he stroked it slowly watching me looking at it “Would you like this to fuck you Ruthie…would you like me to bend you over, and fuck you? ”

I wanted to leave but stood there, as if spellbound. 

“Lift your top,” he said.

“I can’t.”

“Lift it Ruthie.”

Embarrassed, I slowly raised my husband’s top just covering my bush.

“No knickers…go on show me your pussy…I know you want to.

I raised it further showing him my black nakedness and my hairy mound.

“Take you top off.”

I had gone too far to turn back and let my husband’s top slip from my shoulders exposing all of me. 

“You’ve a good body,” he whistled “But I bet not a lot of people have fucked you…have they Ruthie?”

I shook my head stupidly, “Just my husband,” I whispered “And one…when I was younger.” 

I was telling him things I had never told anyone! 

“And I they were crap…Yeah? Turn around let me see your ass.”

I did as he told me and felt as if I had no will of my own.

“Turn back and open your legs…touch your crack.”

I felt my sex and it was soaking. 

He patted the bed “Come here Ruthie.”

I walked over to him and sat beside him. 

“Don’t be so mean” I gasped. 

His hand touched my back and I jumped “Not like you Ruthie you’re not mean, are you? Two little cocks all your life and you’re writing about sex…what do you know?”

I bit my lips; I felt I knew nothing and let him push me gently onto the bed. I closed my eyes and let him lay me out as I had been tied in my room. My arms above my head and my thighs splayed far apart.

He placed his head on my tummy and his fingers teased my pubic hair.

“Not a natural blonde?” he joked.

He stroked my face then ran his finger over my mouth “You’ve got sexy lips…just right for sucking cock?” He whispered.

“No I don’t,” I said.

His lips touched mine and his tongue entered my mouth. He squeezed my breasts, then each nipple in turn between his finger and thumb and they stood erect to attention.

“Lovely big tits.” He said coarsely.

I could feel my whole body surging and my vagina pulsing in need. .       

“Why have you come?” he asked squeezing my nipples harder. 

“I don’t know,” I moaned.

He licked my nipples and I felt my breath quicken; he then let his tongue work down to my sex and smelt the aroma of my perfume.

“Just come to talk with… perfume on your… cunt…Surely a classy bird like you hasn’t come here…to me… to get laid?” he teased.

I flinched at the word ‘cunt’ and writhed in embarrassment “Don’t be so vulgar…I hate that word.”

He fingered my vagina lightly, “Why have you come here with your sweet smelling cunt?” he said, emphasising the word. 

I realised he could see my most private place. I groaned as his finger traced the outline of my sex. 

“You are a hairy girl,”` he whispered. He lowered his head and suddenly inserted his tongue inside me and I felt the most indescribable sensations. I was on fire and opened my thighs wider and groaned again.

He licked me for a minute then stopped and I tried to catch my breath, “Your cunt ain’t that different Ruthie except it’s only had two cocks up it…maybe it’s time for lots more?” 

“No… no,”` I groaned weakly but stroked his head as he licked the full length of my crack.

My thighs separated until they were completely apart and he rested his tongue on my clitoris.

“Why did you come…a classy bird like you…why?”

I wanted him inside me; I wanted to be fucked; I lay completely open to him and felt my sex pushing against his tongue; I needed to be filled.

“Why did you come?” he pushed his tongue over my clitoris again and I could retain my moan of pleasure no longer.

“Because I want you,” I mumbled.

“You don’t want me,” he said, “What do you want?”

My resistance could hold out no more and I lost all pretence, “I want your cock!” I groaned, “I want your big dirty cock… fucking me!”

“Where,” he said, “Where…say it?”

“In my…my…my cunt…my cunt…fuck my cunt.”

I listened to myself say the words and could not believe it, but it was the truth and as I felt my frustration I knew it. “So what does that make you?” he whispered licking me deep in my most private area.

“A tart,” I cried, “A frustrated fucking tart, you were right… I am badly fucked.”

“Say it then”` he sneered “I’m badly fucked by my husband and deserve lots of lovely cock.” 

I felt him slide himself up the bed and soon the weight of his body was on top of me; he guided his cock until it was just at the entrance to my vagina and I could feel its very tip teasing my outer lips.

I opened my thighs even further and placed legs around his back and my hands on his smooth firm bottom, “Fuck me, please… stick it inside me”

“Say it and I will Ruthie,” he soothed.

I breathed out.

“I’m badly fucked… by my husband… I deserve to be well serviced.”

He inserted himself just in my vaginal outer lips and the tension was unbearable, “Are you going to enjoy your holiday now… be one of the birds?”

He was teasing me again, ‘One of the birds’ O god is that what I wanted? I felt him move his thick organ further; stretching me as my vaginal muscles grabbed it hungrily.

In all my life I had never been so turned on, I had always been practical, careful, safe, but I wanted sex, dirty sex and as Gary pushed himself fully inside me I just didn’t care about my reserve any more.

“Well?” He questioned holding his penis rigid inside me.

“One of the girls Gary… I am one of the tarty… dirty…disgusting…ignorant… slutty girls.”

His face was now against mine and he smiled and kissed me gently on the lips, I opened my mouth and licked his tongue passionately, I could taste myself in his mouth and I felt exactly as I had just described myself.

He started to move his hips and I groaned deeply, it was indescribable. I wrapped my thighs around him and felt his cock rising and falling against me. I was completely subordinate to him and listened to myself whining as he slowed and increased his pace.

I thought I had enjoyed the little sex I had experienced but I never realised physical pleasure like this was possible. Gary placed his hands on my breasts and rubbed them firmly, my nipples were already hard and I felt the tension in his thrusting increase. I heard myself gasp and felt my body shudder, I’d had had my first ever orgasm.

Gary sensed it because he moved faster and faster against me, “You dirty… bitch,” he groaned as I felt him tense on top of me and I held his ass tight as he pumped his fluid deep inside me.

I was elated, excited, it was the best feeling of my life and reluctantly I felt Gary roll-off me and lie by my side as we recovered. My brain and mind were floating and I wanted to speak but I didn’t know what to say. I felt his semen weeping from my vagina and liked the feeling.  

I felt that a huge weight had been lifted from my mind and body, I was relaxed and moving myself against him, he stroked my ass and ran his finger against my rear cunt lips. “You little whore,” he teased “You’ve got the taste now, haven’t you?” 

I took no exception to his description of me, my shame had disappeared somewhere in the sex and I put my hand around his weeping penis.

“Suck it Ruthie.”

I wanted to refuse but my mouth moved towards it and took it in my mouth. It tasted of me and my tongue began to suck it.

“Whores need to know how to suck cock.”

He stroked my head and moved me up and down on him until I felt him harden again and fill my mouth.

“Lick and suck, girl.”

I let it enter and leave my mouth while I suckled it and I sensed his balls begin to contract. I knew he was going to come and I tried to release the flesh in me but he held my head and groaned and released huge amounts of sperm into my mouth. I swallowed and gasped for air and he released me as his spunk flowed from my mouth.

“Now you’re a tart,” he laughed.

I should have felt annoyed but did not, I just felt satisfied and sexy. I took his cock in my mouth again and gently licked it clean. I had never really tasted sperm and quickly liked it. Gary pushed me off him tiredly.

“Enough now…I’m knackered.”

“Can I stay?”

“If you do you are going to be so fucked.”

“I want to be fucked Gary.”

“I know you do.”

I curled up beside him and fell into a deep satisfying sleep. 

I awoke with a start; I was under the bedclothes with a warm body beside me and remembered where I was. I could see Gary’s erection and felt a warm full sensation in my vagina I was already wet. He awoke and his hands felt my breasts and his fingers my wet pussy. He threw of the sheet and was soon lying, prostrate on the bed with my thighs wide apart.

“John’s going to fuck you now.”

I saw his black friend towering over me, his cock sticking out a mile.

“No Gary don’t…just you…please.”

“You said you wanted to be one of the girls…didn’t you?”

I nodded and felt John kneel between my thighs. His erection was at my sex lips and all I could do was open my thighs wider as Gary tweaked my nipples.

“Oh no Gary,” I moaned“ You shouldn’t.” 

But suddenly he was inside me and felt that new, familiar feeling of rising tension as his cock moved up and down. Faster and faster he pumped me and I moaned helplessly as he took me. He had so much energy and I responded forcefully to him and climaxed just before he spurted his seed inside me. Gary looked at me with a big stupid grin on his face and an enormous hard on. 

“One of the girls?” he said and sat next to me and stroked my hair gently. 

“That’s what I said isn’t it?” I shrugged helplessly. 

I let him pull me to his enormous erection where reluctantly I took it into my mouth. I didn’t know what was happening to me, I had never given oral sex in my life to anyone until last night the thought had disgusted me and now I was doing it for a second time.

“Lick it Ruthie…use your tongue …and your hand…draw my load out…good girl…now all in your big… mouth.” 

I moved my head up and down his length like an expert tasting his flesh as I did so. I placed my hands under his balls and felt the semen weighing down his sacks I looked up and saw him groaning with pleasure. I thought I wanted to please him for the pleasure he gave me the previous night but as I continued I realised that I enjoyed the control I had over him as he waited on my touch. I squeezed his balls a little and felt his pace quicken and he withdrew from my mouth just as he came showering my face with his white thick semen. I was not phased and wiping the liquid from me put some in my mouth and tasted it, “Salty,” I smiled.

The bed was bare and two men lay either side of me and I was a receptacle for their attention. “She’s not a natural blonde,” said John and Gary pulled one of my pubic hairs playfully, he stroked my breast and my nipple responded to his touch, “Feel them John they’re great tits,” he said.

John complied and cupped my left breast in his dark hand “Yeah they’re cool man… real cool.”

Gary stoked my wet sex lips and stroked my thighs “How does it feel to be an unfaithful slag…you know she’s married John?” he said to his friend.

“I…” I stuttered unsure what to say and they laughed at me.

“She’s not so high and mighty now…are you babe?” said Gary letting his fingers continue to tease me “You fuck like a… barn door in a gale.”

I lay back and wondered why I didn’t feel terrible, insulted, but I felt great, refreshed young and alive and ran my own hands over the men next to me. I felt their cocks now small and wet, closed my eyes and longed for them to get hard again.

“Are you going to write about this in your article,” Gary teased and for the first time I blushed with embarrassment. I dozed with them for an hour then dressed and made my way back to my room Tracy and Janet were waiting for me, “Did he rape you?” they said breathlessly.

“Yes,” I replied with mock sincerity, “and tonight I’m going back for more.”

The girls were very forgiving and listened to my story with amazement; to my own surprise I gave them graphic detail of my fall into depravity and felt no remorse or guilt.

“You can still write about us if you want,” said Janet meekly but I shook my head, I had gone past that idea.

I showered, washed the men out of me and went to change for the coming day. I looked at my staid wardrobe and decided it was definitely a time for a new image. I looked at Mark’s pyjamas on the bed and thought about him. His pyjamas had never seen sex like this. What a tiny little cock he had, I wasn’t going to feel guilty about being unfaithful to him, I deserved a break, a big break.

I drifted down to the shops and use the company card- they were definitely entitled to pay- to buy a new wardrobe including the skimpiest yellow bikini imaginable. 

The top just covered my breasts and my auburn hair was peeking out of the bottoms, “Definitely not a natural blonde,” I thought.

I lay on the beach and enjoyed the men ogling and trying to hit on me, Gary was great, but he had given me the taste to experiment with my new found sexuality and I realised that after fucking John it was the sex, not the person, I liked.

There was a volleyball match as part of the Sin n Sun games and I joined the side with the best looking men. I noticed a six foot black man with an exquisite physique and developed a rapport with him as the game progressed. He missed an easy ball and I noticed that there was a large bulge in his small black trunks, he saw me look and his smile lit up his smooth handsome face. 

“Those tits,” he said, “Stop them wobbling about, I can’t stand it.”

I stood shamelessly with my legs astride and my hands on my hips, “Really,” I replied and in front of everyone released my small top and let my breast fall naked and exposed. Everyone cheered wildly and all the men on my team kissed my nipples for luck each time we won a point, needless to say we won 10 to 3.

Junior, the tall black man followed me off the sandy court and as his apartment was nearby asked me if I wanted a shower, it seemed sensible so I agreed.

I followed behind him and admired his strong legs and tight ass; I wondered how big his cock was? I really was becoming terrible and I was sure he had only the best intentions!

We went into his apartment, it was on the ground floor and it was dark with the curtains closed. He walked to the bed and removed his trunks “They’re soaking,” he explained. His erection sprang out what seemed like a mile, I swallowed hard and he feigned embarrassment, “You’re very sexy Ruthie I can’t help it,” he smiled. 

I realised that I was holding my top in my hand and was naked apart from the skimpy yellow material around my mound.

I felt my nipples harden and Junior walked the few paces towards me and without a word he confidently inserted his finger inside my bikini bottom and felt my wetness. He knew he had me. 

“You are a sexy bitch, “he said firmly and lowered the yellow bottoms to the floor where I stepped out of them. He admired my sex and stroked its full length. I groaned to his touch and he led me to the bed. He sat down and with me standing above him opened my thighs and stroked me again, he held my hips and pulled me down to his cock and it slipped inside me with hardly a sound.

As It entered me I couldn’t believe what I was doing, me! Who had only had one cock all her life had now had three in twelve hours each one better than the last! 

He flashed his white teeth at me and watched as I pulled myself up and down dripping my juice all over him; he grabbed my bottom and put his finger up my ass. I leant back and uttered a guttural groan, my breasts were flopping about like melons and I was pushing my hips hard down on him to get his cock as deep inside me as I could.

“Good on the bone, girl,” he mumbled as I pushed harder and harder until my brain flashed and I felt the blessed relief of my orgasm.

“I ain’t finished yet honey,” he whispered and lay me on the bed and examined my body in great detail pulling and melding my pink wetness. He was in no hurry, his hands teased my breasts and my clitoris as I lay under his control and I rolled over onto my front as instructed. I felt his prick enter my vagina then, as he let my fluid flow into my bottom, slowly, go up my ass hole. 

“No…no” I moaned but he ignored me and I grimaced as the thickness slowly invade my anus. It felt strange and tight at first but once he began to fuck me I just loved it there.

He then rolled me onto my back and forced my thighs flat on the bed as he used his tongue to bring me to another orgasm and finally, he kneeled in front of my face and I sucked his cock until he released into my mouth. 

I swallowed it all and held his organ in my lips until it had stopped spurting the white semen. He fell back exhausted and, as if we were still strangers, said nothing. 

I got up, showered and after replacing my bikini slipped out of the door like a cat on heat that had been well and truly serviced. I returned to the apartment and saw Tracy, “Strike one more up for the girls,” I said. I was becoming worse than they were and they sat spellbound as I related how I had put Junior through his paces.

I spoke to Mark before I went for dinner and he seemed unconcerned to speak to me. 

“Yes,” I lied “It’s so boring… just as you said darling.”

We went through idle chit- chat until I ended the conversation, “Can’t talk long darling… love you too.”

“If only he knew?” I thought “What his little wife Ruthie was doing!”

The evening outfit was a white pair of hot pants and a bikini top exposing my tummy, I was hungry for dinner and my next adventure. Gary popped in “Sexy Bitch,” he said and without an invitation put his hands on my breasts. 

“For good luck,” he said, raised my top and sucked each nipple hard, they literally stood to attention and like a little dog I groaned in pleasure.

“Such a little whore,” he scolded and the girls looked on in wonder as I reached to grab his cock wrapped in the safety of his denims.

“Later girls,” he said and disappeared out into the evening.

My nipples were still hard and my new white G-string was wet, “Bastard,” I shouted playfully, “Let’s go.”

We ended up at the Moon Club and I went onto the stage and danced outrageously, flaunting my body at all the men.  Although I liked my ass, my tits were my best feature and I loved it when the men lusted after me, they wanted to fuck me, me! After two hours dancing I retired to the chill area at the back of the club and leaned against a pillar in the shadows to take a break I felt an arm around my waist and a soft Spanish voice whisper in my ear, “Say nothing.”

I sensed him behind me and could smell his sweet cologne and I jumped when I felt something hard was pressing against the back of my hot pants, it was his erect cock. It was dark and I did not object as his hand reached round and undid my zip and slid them to my knees. He bent me forward and I tried not to groan as he thrust himself past my G sting and into my rear vagina. I was soaking and he slipped into my sex easily grinding back and forward to the rhythm of the synchronised beat while he placed his hands under my top and onto my breasts. I was on fire, loving the degradation of being fucked out in the open. I came quickly and as if in sympathy, my mystery lover groaned and climaxed and after wiping himself on my short trousers said “Gracias,” and disappeared. I pulled up my pants, his semen still all over me, and when I turned to see him he was lost into the darkness of the club, “What am I doing?” I thought.

However my recriminations with myself lasted but a few minutes and soon I was dancing on the stage again, feeling the semen harden on my body and underwear whilst I danced.

I returned home alone and showered quickly before the girls arrived with their latest conquests. I heard them starting to screw and I put on my new negligee set and slipped out the apartment on my way to see Gary. I had bought it with him in mind, it was cheap and sheer and I felt my breasts and pubic hair play against the material as I ran up the small flight of stairs to his room.

I knocked on the door and a small blonde girl opened the door, “What d’y want?” she said in a broad Liverpool accent. 

Gary came to the door I saw immediately he was hard and naked, “Nice outfit,” he said, “Makes you look cheap.” I blushed as if he had given me a compliment.

“Mary… go to bed I’ll be there in a minute,” he said.

He stepped outside onto the landing and pushed me into a dark corner, “A quickie tonight bitch,” he murmured “Just ‘cause you look so…dirty!”  

He took my hand and guided me to raise the material of the top up to my chin and stroked my belly before lowering the pants to my knees. He pushed me back against the hard brick wall and stroked my crack and I kissed him sticking my tongue deep in his throat. He inserted himself into my vagina and I opened my thighs weakly as he started to fuck me. The danger of being discovered and the hardness of the wall heightened the sensations and within a few strokes I had come. Gary came shortly afterwards and I was soon back in my bed feeling relaxed and enjoying Gary’s semen staining my new outfit. I just hoped he was too knackered to fuck Mary, Mary… quite contrary.

I slept soundly and was awoken by Tracy moaning as she having her early morning seeing to, “Dirty little whore,” I thought. I felt the hard semen stains on my knickers and smiled to myself as I remembered what a tramp I had been myself last night. I put the pillow over my head and did not hear the men enter the room until two warm bodies slipped either side of me.

I looked, and it was Tony and John with two enormous erections. “Don’t think you can just come and fuck me when you like,” I scolded them but John’s hands were already on my tits tweaking my nipples.

“Want us to leave?” he asked watching them harden.

“No,” I gulped feeling their penises poking my legs, “You can stay for a bit if you like.”

Tony had his hand on my tiny pants and felt the hard semen “Had some already have we?” he laughed.

I was gone, I just could not believe how easy I was, and I stretched my ass back to feel John’s cock behind me and moaned as Tony stretched my pants against my crack.

John licked my breasts, “Lovely tits,” he murmured and pulled my negligee top over my head while Tony carefully lowered my underwear until I was as naked as they were. John stuck his penis between the cheeks of my ass and John then stuck his cock into my familiar wet vagina, I was sandwiched between them.

They were hard, ignorant and smelling slightly of beer but I loved their attentions and whimpered in longing. Both men stayed still and I felt the tension build slowly inside me, Tony started to move and I groaned loudly and John stayed still while his friend pumped me faster and faster.

They bought me to the edge then John withdrew from behind me and laid me on my back. Tony recommenced fucking me with all his strength and I felt my breasts flopping helplessly to his motions. I could take no more and I screamed and climaxed and he slowed his pace, John was astride my face and his balls were dangling over my mouth. His cock was sandwiched between my breasts that he was holding together. Tony withdrew from inside me and laid his erection on my mound, I saw each man look at each other and after a few seconds they exploded their come all over my breasts and private parts. I held each cock fast until all the fluid had been expelled and lay there soaking again in warm sperm.

“Keep the noise down you tart,” Tracy yelled and I howled in laughter. John and Tony rose, “Thanks Ruthie it was great God I can’t believe you’re married… you’re such a goer…if you were married to me I’d put a chastity belt around your cunt.” They smiled and they both gave me a kiss as they left and I thought that, in ways I’d always had a chastity belt around me.  

“My pleasure,” I replied and went back to sleep. I slept well past midday and when I awoke the room was deserted. I rose and looked at myself in the angular mirror on the wall, I had come all over me and without doubt I was losing or had lost all control of myself, since that first time with Gary I just loved sex more and more each time.

I resolved to pull myself together and decided that a day away from my wayward life was required; I would revert to my middle class image and take stock. I showered and opened my cupboard, a skimpy bikini was begging to be put on to parade my body but I chose a sensible black swimsuit, an orange wrap, a large pair of sunglasses and a floppy straw hat, Mark would have been proud of me. I put a book and some cream in my shoulder bag and set off out of town and away from the Sin n Sun conurbation. I found a quiet little bar in the hills overlooking the town and sat down to read my book and enjoy my salad and mineral water.

I glanced across to the next table and there was a girl reading the same ‘Grisham’ novel as myself, she caught my eye, “Snap” she said and raised her book that matched my own. I froze; it was the purser from the airline! “Can I join you?” she said, it was obvious that she didn’t recognise me and being dressed in similar attire to myself seemed to visualise us as kindred spirits. 

“With pleasure,” I replied in my most refined voice and she rose and walked the few paces to my table. She was wearing a red swimming costume with matching wrap and her black hair was tied back, she was not fat but well-rounded with large breasts that were held in tightly by her costume. Her lips were sharp and thin, as they had been on the flight and they were covered with red lipstick, she undoubtedly had the same haughty manner as demonstrated on the plane, although seemingly, regarding me as an equal, acted accordingly.

“Have you reached the part where he leaves the practice yet?” she enquired.

“No” I replied not wishing to acknowledge that I had spent most of the last three days screwing my brains out, “I’ve just started it.”

“What do you do?”

“I’m a reporter, doing a piece on the Sin n Sun holidays.”

I saw her lips narrow even further making her face look hard and mean. “It’s disgusting, the girls are all tarts, sex, that’s all they’re after they’ve got no pride, none.”

I focussed on her hard cold brown eyes and gave her my most innocent look. “I agree it’s terrible some of the girls have no shame.” I crossed my fingers.

“You won’t believe some of the things I’ve seen,” I said and she drew her chair closer to me.

“I know; I’m a purser for an airline that flies these animals. On the plane over a few days ago I’m sure some tart was screwing in the toilets and as for her friends, the biggest ‘slags’ you’ve ever seen.”

I smiled and nodded, “I’ve been staying undercover in the village and I saw one of the girls giving a blow job in public, it was disgusting, especially as his cock was so enormous, everyone saw it.”

I looked deep into her brown eyes and saw them visibly widen.

“How big was it?” she whispered.

“About 9 inches,” I lied and I watched her bite her lip and sip her drink.

“What else,” she asked imploringly and over lunch I related lots of tales, some true and some made up. Every time I mentioned sex, cocks or screwing I saw the same look in her eye and the same remarks out of her mouth. 

“Disgusting, tarts, ‘slags’, in fact everything I had said a few days earlier.  

Linda-that was her name- was badly fucked, I found out she’d been married to a man with a tiny prick and an even smaller brain and after divorcing had not delved into the man business with any gusto although she had an occasional unsatisfying fling.

Over coffee a terrible, delicious plan came into my mind- wellbeing a reformed character myself- it was my duty to spread the word on sexual enlightenment. I smiled at her; I wanted to see this sanctimonious bitch with her pants around her ankles being fucked by some man she didn’t know. I recalled her condescending looks and her barbed tone and wanted to wipe that smug moral veneer from her face.

I finished my coffee and put my plan into action, “I have to do some undercover work tonight,” I said.

I had her attention, “Really, tell me,” she said.

“I’ve got to go to the main bar and club as a member, join in and make my report.”

Her eyes widened again. 

“I could do with a partner, it looks more realistic with two…no it’s too dangerous I can’t ask you…”

“Why is it dangerous?”

I looked at her seriously, “We have to be totally convincing, dress like tarts and even let the odd lad touch us up, if they suspect what I’m up to there will be hell to pay.”

Linda ordered two glasses of white wine and went very quiet; her mind was going at ten to the dozen. The wine came and dramatically she took a large gulp, “Let’s do it,” she said bravely and clicked glasses with me “We’re adults and I’m sure we can handle some ignorant men and boys.”

“Are you sure?” I said. I already knew she was. 

“There’s no going back we have to be totally convincing. To get my story they have got to believe we’re a couple of tarts looking for the biggest cock going.”

Linda smiled confidently, “No problemo.”

I promised myself that’s exactly what she would get before the night was out.

We dawdled over lunch and we decided that we had to get fixed up with suitable attire for the evening; our normal clothes were too straight laced for the youth scene. After more wine we hit the shops- if you could call it that- and at the main square made a beeline for the budget clothes boutique. We tried on numerous outfits over the afternoon and decided on two mini dresses with tiny spaghetti shoulder straps, red for me and white for her.

Her dress was so short that you could see the tip of her knickers from the front and if she bent over a little you could see right up her rounded ass.

“Is it too short?” She asked.

“No,” I replied, “It’s perfect and besides mine is the same length.”

We looked at underwear and I chose a sheer white G-string for her and pink for myself, you would be able to see her hairy bush straight through the white pair.

“What about a bra?” she queried and I gave her a withering look and she nodded.

“No bra.”

We bought pairs of plastic, platform shoes and I thought we had finished but Linda picked up a tacky negligee set and showed it to me, it was the cheapest nylon and almost completely transparent. 

“Try it on,” I suggested and she went into the changing area and did so. 

The outfit was meant to be beige but was clear and her large tits, small nipples and mass of black pubic hair was clearly visible; in fact the top only just covered her belly button. Linda admired herself in the mirror.

“One each I think… just for fun.” I said, 

“We’ll never wear them though you’d be asking for it in an outfit like this.” Linda commented.

I nodded in agreement but they were only cheap and I convinced her that it would fit in with our ‘tart day’. Linda admired herself again and we took all the clothes to the counter and paid, the whole lot came to less than £60.

“C’mon, “Linda said, “We’ll have a pizza and then go and get changed,” and we walked over to the pizzeria across the square. I explained again over dinner and wine that she must be convincing and she promised not to let me down.

“Just think,” I said looking at the crowds mingling around us, “All these tarts dressing up just to get a bit of cock tonight.”

I saw her eyes widen again. “Frustrated bitch” I thought, “You’re just as horny as me!”

Dinner was concluded and after purchasing a further bottle of the local red wine we went to Linda’s apartment that was nearby and on the ground floor, she explained that she was on a one-night stop over and was by herself. 

“Perfect,” I thought.

I told her vaguely that I was staying in the Sin n Sun village and given the wine and how excited she seemed about the coming evening she did not enquire further. The time was now 9.30 p.m. and Linda slipped of her costume to shower, the apartment was only tiny and I had a clear view of her voluptuous body. I looked at her Rafinesque figure, large round breasts with small nipples, shapely legs with strong thighs leading to a mass a coal black pubic hair around her vagina and thought, “What a waste.”  I looked at her sex as she paraded about the apartment and wondered if she would appreciate my night’s efforts on her sexual behalf. I undressed and showered directly after her and when I returned to the bedroom Linda had already put on her outfit for the coming evening. The red dress was shorter than I remembered and I was pleased to see that the tip of her black bush was visible through her white pants even standing straight, “More makeup Linda?” I suggested and she nodded in agreement splashing extra mascara and rouge on.

She stood in the middle of the room “What do you think?”

She looked like a round pretty whore, “Let your hair fall straight,” I said, and she brushed it until it fell just over her shoulders.

“You look just great,” I said “Like a real dirty dolly bird.”

I saw her smile as if I had complimented her she had probably never dressed provocatively in her life and I could see she enjoyed the feeling of flaunting her body as long as she could morally hide behind the sham story I had concocted.

“What about me Linda?” 

I looked into the mirror and could see flashes of my own knickers under the tiny dress, Linda stood next to me and I noticed her big breast displayed and protruding from the top of the dress, mine were no different.

She put her arm around my waist, “We look like a couple of tarts,” she said, I could sense the excitement in her voice, “I think we’ll fit in.”

I suggested we take a photo as if we were going on a school outing and as Linda held up the camera I posed and pulled my dress up a little putting my index finger on my pants, “No one’s going in here tonight,” I said as it flashed. 

I reciprocated and Linda copied my provocative pose but pulled her knickers up a little to tease herself, as she repeated my promise, I could see they were already stained and the little dirty cow was already turned on.

We walked down into the village and to the Sin n Sun bars and listening to the clip of our plastic platform shoes as we went, I felt extremely cheap and common. In truth we were no different to the rest of the girls on show except for the fact that we seemed to have bigger tits which were struggling to be contained in our tiny dresses.

We arrived at 10 p.m. it was already heaving; Linda struggled to the bar to get a drink and as she waited I watched as a tall blond man squeezed behind her and, blaming the crowd, pushed himself against her. 

“Nice ass,” he said and without invitation rested his hand upon it and stroked it.

Linda smiled and playfully wriggled her ass to his touch, “Well pay for the drinks then,” she said.

The man duly obliged and I concluded that Linda was definitely getting into the spirit of the evening.  

Wherever we went in the bar men would comment on our tits or bottoms and try to man handle us in any pretext they could, Linda seemed to adjust well and there was no trace of her normal snotty attitude although occasionally she looked at me and made a face. The games started and we joined in ‘pass the grape’ which involved kissing the man or girl next to you and passing the grape on, I noticed that Linda’s kisses lasted a bit longer when she passed it on to any attractive man. There was then the ‘wet tits’ parade and along with twenty other girls Linda and I were herded onto a small stage and showered with soda water to highlight our breasts. Linda’s dress got soaked and both her tits and her black bush were clearly visible much to the delight of the crowd. Needless to say Linda won and she was wildly excited when she was presented with her bottle of champagne which she opened then showered the crowd as she made obscene gestures with the neck of the bottle. She was having the time of her life and I was ready for the next stage of the evening.

We entered ‘Dome,’ everyone was queuing but being ‘dolly birds,’ we were ushered straight in and we took a breather by the bar and sipped some more wine.

Linda expressed her disgust at the evening’s goings on and asked me to compliment her on her acting ability.

“You don’t actually think I’m enjoying myself do you? It’s disgraceful… they’re all tarts and the men; just after one thing, they’re certainly not going to get it from me.”

I looked at her and tried to keep my face straight and wondered if she wanted her ‘Oscar’ straight away, “You’re right we should go,” I said.

“No,” Linda said her bluff having been called, “I’m all right, you go and have a look around and I’ll have a bop.”

“Are you sure? I questioned, “There’s a lot that goes on in this club, there’s even a sex room.”

I saw her eyes widen “No way,” she said, “You go I’ll be all right for a minute.”

I left her and she started to dance moving provocatively to the fast rhythm of the music being played, every time she raised her arms her knickers were visible and I noticed men started to gravitate towards her.

I saw two likely men-Swedish as it transpired- and I walked up to them and calmly asked them if they wanted a blow- job. ‘Silly question!’

I told them where to wait and what to say and went back to Linda who by now had her tongue down some man’s throat, I dragged her away, “Just trying to fit in,” she said embarrassed. I saw her smudged lipstick and ruffled dress and thought how quickly she had adapted to her role as whore, but the main test had yet to start.

“Look,” I said pointing to a door on the far side of the club, “That’s the sex room, behind that door all manner of degradation is going on; I don’t know if I am brave enough to go in?”

Linda looked at the door as if all her fantasies were behind it, she had found her courage during the evening and took my hand “Come on let’s see.”

“Linda,” I pulled her back, “If a girl’s caught going in alone it’s against the rules, there a price to pay; we’ll have to suffer a penalty.”

Linda pulled me hard towards the door, “We’ll be fine, we can bluff our way out.”

“I’m not sure Linda.” I replied nervously.

She pulled me hard again and reluctantly she took me to the door. She opened it and we slowly and quietly walked down a small corridor into a dimly lit room at the end, sure enough a couple were screwing noisily in the shadows in the corner.

“Disgusting,” Linda said but continued to watch and only turned around when she heard the main door to the room slam shut and my two Swedish boys were stood against it.  

“This room is for couples only,” the taller man said “What are you doing here, Looking for a cheap thrill?”

Linda walked to them but they stood still, “We didn’t realise, please let us out.”

The same man looked down at her “You have to pay to get out of here bitch,” he said.

I walked up beside Linda, “What?” I said quietly, sounding worried. 

“Are you reporters or something,” The smaller man questioned and as if in a panic I repeated, “What do you want?”

The tall man undid the top button of his trousers, slowly lowered his zip and gingerly removed his erect penis, it was not as big as Gary’s but it was solid and hard.

“You tarts are going to suck our cocks,” he smiled. 

I heard Linda inhale, “No…no…no” she moaned but I watched her look at it transfixed.

The smaller man had also removed his trousers and his erection was bigger than the other one, “If you don’t we will call the management and find out if you are reporters trying to cause trouble, they’ll do worse to you than this.”

I let the tall man grab my head and pull me to his erection and I looked at Linda and whispered viciously, “I told you,” I said viciously.

I took the organ into my mouth and for Linda’s sake feigned disgust as I sucked it greedily. Linda looked at me apologetically and said weakly, “I don’t do this… I don’t suck cocks…please!” The man ignored her and she was forced down to the man’s huge erection and he held her head with his free hand and inserted himself unceremoniously into her mouth. “I think you better start,” he sneered.

I watched as Linda struggled at first then, relaxing to the new sensation she started to move her head up and down in union with his motion. Her hair was flowing back and forward with her movements, covering her face and she looked like a call girl that had been ‘giving head’ all her life.

My man was not experienced and within seconds he had come and for practicality sake I swallowed his load.

Linda was still working obediently on hers and I went over and kneeled beside her, “Don’t get any on your clothes,” I said, “I don’t want anyone to know what we’ve had to go through.”

I placed my hand under the small man’s balls and felt his heavy load of spunk, “Good,” I thought, his rhythm quickened and I could tell he was about to come. 

I held Linda’s head tightly so she could not move and felt the man orgasm into her and watched in satisfaction as she was forced to swallow it all. I squeezed the man dry and smeared the last drops accidentally over her lips and face, she instinctively wiped it off with her hand and I watched as she licked the creamy liquid off her fingers.

“I’m so sorry I got you into that,” she gushed as we left the room leaving the men to recover.

“So you should be,” I replied, “I’ve never been so humiliated… sucking cock like a prostitute.”

Linda’s eyes were permanently wide, “Yes it was terrible.” She whimpered. 

We both sipped bottled beer to remove the taste of the semen and as she brought it to her lips she licked the froth on the top involuntarily, “Sure,” I thought, “Terrible.”

Linda’s alleged trauma from the incident lasted literally until she had drained the cold beer and she returned to dancing outrageously on the crowded dance floor, her hands and arms were high above her head and she was giving everyone a clear show of herself. 

I saw Gary and went over to him and when I explained whom I had with me and what I wanted him to do his eyes lit up. “Sort her out,” I said.

He pulled me to him and put one of his fingers in my pants so visible under my tiny dress, “I sorted you out didn’t I?”

He felt I was already wet but I was no longer embarrassed about my libido and anyway there was no time for Gary tonight, I stuck my tongue out at him and ran off, “See you later.”

I had spoken to Junior earlier in the day and he was sitting on a stool as I had requested, he looked cool in tight white trousers and a black top that highlighted his strong physique. I pulled Linda off the dance floor and we stood near to him, “Do you want a seat?” he said as if he didn’t know me. 

“Yeah why not,” I replied and went over to him, Linda followed.

I sat on his lap allowed him to rest his hand on my breasts and I saw Linda watching disapprovingly as my nipples hardened and my dress rose up exposing my pink underwear.

I called her over to me, “Keep my seat warm Linda and I’ll be back in a minute. She needed no second invitation and perched on his strong legs to feel his big cock pressing against her. She weakly pushed his hands away the first time he touched her breasts but in a second he was caressing them without complaint and I heard him say “Lovely tits,” to her before I lost sight of them.

When I returned ten minutes later Linda had her tongue down his throat and she was astride his leg rubbing herself against it while he teased her nipples. “Horny Cow,” I thought and I wondered if she had any morality left. If she did it was soon going to disappear.

“Time to go Linda,” I said and she looked at me as if suddenly remembering the reason for our adventure.

“I thought you were coming for a …fuck bitch?” Junior said to me waving his finger aggressively. I grabbed the finger sensually with one hand and placed my other hand on his bulge in his trousers; I guided his finger to my panties and let it brush against my curly hair.

“This is as near as you get tonight,” I laughed and released it.

Linda mimicking me did the same but her pants had ridden to one side and when she brought his finger to her sex it went straight inside her.”

“This is all you’ll…” and I watched in glee as she rode his finger for a full minute until I dragged her off him and towards one final drink. 

“Maybe we should have gone for a drink with him,” she said meekly.

I snorted in disgust, “He’d have had that huge cock up you in 5 minutes,” I told her. 

Linda’s brown eyes were like windmills; “Yes” she nodded “Maybe he would.”

“I’ve got what I want now it’s time to go; we don’t want to get fucked do we?”

“Yes your right Ruthie your right, let’s go.”

We left the club a few minutes later and as we walked back to my flat that was co-incidentally near Junior’s he jumped out of the shadows menacingly. 

“You teasing bitches,” he muttered and urgently grabbed me by the hand then the arm and I screamed and pretended to struggle. There was still too much noise for anyone to notice and I, feigning reluctance, allowed him drag me to his apartment. Linda tried to stop him but was swept along with us and before we knew it we were inside its’ darkness. I heard him lock the door and like a lamb to the slaughter I knew Linda’s time had come.

He came over to us and threw me forcibly onto the big bed my dress bunched around my waist and my pants and vagina were exposed to him. Linda came over to me and sat beside me, “Don’t take it out on her I was teasing you as well.”

The whites of Junior’s eyes shone in the dim light and he removed his shirt then his trousers until he was naked and Linda gasped when she saw the size of his big black cock and balls outlined in the darkness.

“You bitches have turned me on now one of you is going to release me.”

He moved towards the bed and I moved to touch his cock.

Linda sprang forward, “No Ruthie I’ve got you in enough trouble it’s my fault.”

She dropped to her knees and took his cock into her mouth and started to suck. 

“Don’t fight girls I’ve enough for you both and grabbing my hair pulled me onto my knees to lick his erection as well.

“I thought you didn’t suck dick?” I said to Linda condescendingly but she ignored me and stroked Junior’s big hairy balls.

He grabbed Linda’s hair, “Slowly bitch… use your tongue.” 

Linda looked at him and slowed and let her long pink tongue slide the full length of his prick and balls.

After a few minutes he removed himself from between us and went and sat on the bed, he called Linda to him and obediently she walked over and he removed her dress whilst she kicked off her shoes. She was naked apart from her pants and he teased them against her crack and she moaned as he pulled them to one side and licked her there.

“Lie on the bed,” he ordered and I watched her flop down on her back and open her thighs wide to show her soaking sex.

“Now you bitch,” I walked over to him and he went through the same routine with me. I was just as horny as Linda but as I lay with my own thighs wide in expectation I realised that it was not that I was any better than her it was just that she was no better than me!

“You pair of tarts are going to get the fuck you deserve,” and we both groaned as we felt that there was nothing but our thin pants between our cunts and his big cock.

He lay between Linda’s legs and moving the material to one side buried his head then tongue in her vagina, I watched enthralled as she moaned and bucked then groaned to a rich long orgasm. He then moved me up the bed and put Linda on all fours with her head between my thighs, “Lick her out Bitch while I fuck you like the dog you are.”    

“No,” Linda groaned but he was already in her rear cunt and was already slapping his thighs against her. I felt her tongue start to caress my most intimate parts, being a woman she knew where to press and tease and she brought me to a stunning climax. 

Junior turned her onto her back again and Linda thighs were spread-eagled on the bed with her pink vaginal lips soaked in her horny juices surrounded by her mass of black hair completely open to him again. He inserted his cock in her again and I heard the squelch as it entered her.  Her legs were up in the air, her breasts were full and wobbling uncontrollably and her arms were lying meekly above her head in abject surrender to her lover. 

“Who’s the tart now?” I smiled in satisfaction.

I heard her snort to another climax and Junior moved off her and nearer to me. I felt something long and hard next to me I pulled my panties to one side and guided it inside me, “A woman is no substitute for this,” I thought.

I was soon groaning and snorting like Linda had been doing and screamed as I climaxed, Junior raised himself above me and pulled Linda to his cock and ejaculated mountains of sperm over the two of us. We were done!

He hardly gave us time to put on our dresses on before he threw us out of the apartment and we were 100 metres away before Linda realised she was not wearing her knickers.

“We’ll be at my place soon,” I said, “This way,” and I opened the door to ‘my apartment.’ The negligees were laid out on two beds as I had arranged with Gary and after we had both showered we put them on. 

“I vowed I’d never wear this,” said Linda but admired herself in the mirror anyway.

“You mustn’t tell anyone about tonight,” I said.

“Absolutely,” Linda replied tiredly, “It was a one off.”

“I don’t think so,” I thought and congratulated myself on my master plan that would never have worked if Linda had not been the sex mad frustrated bitch she obviously was. “A bit like me” I thought wearily and fell fast asleep. I awoke to hear Linda moaning mournfully again, Gary was between her thighs gorging himself; like me she was obviously getting the taste for fucking. John and Tony were lying next to me but were listening to the purser’s adventures before offering me my early morning sandwich. Linda groaned again “Fuck me,” she pleaded.”

“Say please.”

“Please,” she cried urgently and I saw Gary open her thighs and thrust himself inside her.

“Are you going to reciprocate?”

“Yes, yes!” She whispered and he ground himself against her until she reached her climax.

My own vagina was wet and John licked it whilst Tony caressed my tits, Linda was on top of Gary and holding his erection deep inside her and she smiled at me as she took more pleasure.

I had already come and was relieved when the boys ejaculated inside me and after I squeezed them dry and Linda had collapsed on Gary, at 4a.m in the morning we all got some more sleep. 

Linda screamed at 10.30 a.m. and woke us all up, “I’ve got to go… I’ve a flight at 1 O’clock.” Gary stroked her hair, “I’ll walk you back if you want?” Linda nodded eagerly.

“But you’ll have to keep your promise first.” He said and produced his erect penis from under the bedclothes like magic. Linda saw us watching but without any trace of embarrassment encased her thin mouth around it and Gary lay back and stroked the crevice in her bottom as she worked on him.

“Harder you tart,” he chastised her and slapped her bottom hard. He groaned as he ejaculated into her mouth and, moving on top of her, wiped himself on her black bushy pubic hair smearing it with his white sticky stain. He leapt up, dived into the shower and slipping on his long red swimming trunks and beckoned her, “Come on,” he said, “Let’s go… you can shower at yours.”

Linda rose wearily out of bed and put on the crumpled dress from last night that had been so casually thrown on the floor, I remembered that she had left her panties at Junior’s flat and had to leave on the flimsy briefs from her negligee, she looked a sight. Gary had already departed and Linda waved to me and shrugged as she left, as if to say “What the hell,” she wasn’t so high and mighty now!

I leapt up myself as soon as they had closed the door leaving the two warm bodies beside me and after quickly showering I followed after them, I wanted to know why Gary had offered to accompany her, it just wasn’t his style.

The walk to Linda’s apartment was about half a mile and I caught up with them just as they were a few hundred yards from the front door, Linda was ‘clip clopping’ with her plastic shoes on the cobbles. I laughed out loud as I saw her dress halfway up her bottom and her breast and furry bush in full view, and I noticed she was getting some interested and condescending looks, it was obvious to everyone she had been screwing all night. I hoped she was feeling just as uncomfortable and embarrassed as I had been on that flight over when she had gone out of her way to put me down.

I remembered her apartment was on the ground floor and I furtively moved to the bushes by the patio window where I had a full view of the main room.

I saw her discard her soiled clothes and disappear into the bathroom as Gary wandered around the lounge aimlessly, he stopped at Linda’s bright red uniform hanging neatly of the cupboard handle and touched the cotton material. I could have sworn I saw his trunks quiver a little as he did so and wondered what was in his devious mind.

Linda appeared shortly after with a white towel around her head, one around her middle covering her breasts and private parts and sat on the bed, Gary took a beer from the fridge in the corner of the room and sat on a single soft chair directly opposite her.  

I saw Linda’s eyes looked at the clock, it was 12.15 a.m. and she rubbed the towel on the head furiously. “I don’t act like this normally,” she said softly, and Gary just looked at her blankly. 

“You must think I’m a right tart? It was that Ruthie… she’s a terrible influence I just don’t know what came over me.”

She threw the towel on the bed and shook her head theatrically letting her damp dark hair fall invitingly onto her bare shoulders. Linda took the lower towel and after releasing the tension at the top started to dry her big breasts that were now fully on show and bobbing about gently to her touch. She looked at the clock again, 12.20 a.m. I realised that she was trying to turn Gary on; the dirty cow wanted a final fuck. He sat impassively and watched as she removed the towel from her breasts and, putting it behind her, rubbed her bottom and back vigorously. Her black bush and newly cleansed vagina were in full view to Gary and to his eternal credit he just sipped his beer and looked through her as if he was not aware of the fruits she had displayed for him. In frustration she went over and stark naked stood directly in front of him; she virtually pushed her hairy sex in his face, “Will you dry me Gary?” she cooed sweetly. 

He took the very end of the white towel and very deliberately dried her legs, thighs and finally with long slow motions, her most intimate parts, I saw her shudder with each motion, “Finished,” he smiled and handed her the towel back.

I could see from her stature that she was furious that he had not laid her on the bed and fucked her and she looked again at the clock, 12.35 p.m. her lips narrowed and that familiar condescending voice re-appeared, “You can go now, I’ve got to get dressed.” 

“I’ll wait,” he replied and Linda shrugged making her big breasts bob up and down as she did so.”

She took the red uniform from its hook and went into the bathroom re-appearing shortly with her hat in her hand ready for her pick-up at one. She put her jacket on the chair and said to Gary sharply, “I said you could go!” 

“That voice again,” I thought.

Gary rose up and went over to her and without a word put his hand under her mid length skirt and placed it firmly between her legs.

She grabbed his arm with her two hands, “No,” she said fiercely but she was no match for his strength and I noticed her grip start to weaken.

“No Gary, No,” she pleaded pathetically but Gary had obviously found the spot and he pushed her back to the bed with his fingers still working on her until her face had gone as red as her uniform.

Her back legs hit the bed and she sat down with a start and Gary removed his trunks and let his erection spring out. She opened her mouth and it was inside her thin lips in a second smudging her bright red lipstick. As she sucked him, he leant behind her, pulled up her blouse and undid her bra letting her heavy breast cascade forwards.

He withdrew from her mouth and pushing her back on the bed raised her skirt until it bunched around her waist, “Tights,” he muttered disapprovingly and pulled them down around her ankles with her small white pants inside them.

Her bush was displayed for him again and she splayed her thighs out as Gary licked it with his long wet tongue.

“A one off,” he teased her, “I don’t think so.” He licked her again and she moaned as her desire rose.

Gary undid her blouse, pushed her bra up and sucked the small nipples on her exposed breasts, “You were trying to turn me on, you dirty girl, sticking your hairy cunt in my face.” Linda whimpered in frustration and tried to open her thighs further but they were constrained by the tights and knickers around her ankles.

“Nice girls don’t get fucked like this,” Gary sneered and slid gingerly between her thighs forcing her legs up into the air with her pants and tights holding them together. Her thighs and legs wrapped around his bottom the best she could and I watched as he inserted his huge erection deep inside her and squeezed her nipples hard. 

“Gary… Gary,” she whimpered submissively and as he pumped her faster and faster and I felt her groan to an orgasm. 

He continued his pace and just as he was about to come, he withdrew from her and ejaculated all over her pubic hair and soft belly. 

As he slipped out from between her he wiped himself dry on her underwear and tights and pulled them back up into position around her waist and streaming love hole. Linda heard the pip of a car horn, “One o’clock,” said Gary, “Time to go.”

He stroked her through her tights and felt the pleasant sensation of his wetness on her.

“Just something to think about on the flight,” He smiled, “You really shouldn’t be such a stuck up bitch.” 

Linda jumped up, she had no time to change her underwear and putting her tits back into her bra the best she could pick up her bag and jacket and ran for the door.

“You’re a real sod,” she screamed at Gary and, with her smeared lipstick, blouse undone, skirt still bunched around her thighs she ran down to join her waiting colleagues in the car as Gary’s sperm hardened between her legs.                

I was breathless and wet with excitement. 

“I’ve shown that haughty cow!” I muttered.

I recalled that wonderful moment when she was lying with her knickers in the air snorting like a stuffed pig as he ground into her. 

“Good for Gary,” I sang in joy and with a spring in my step headed back towards the apartment and beach.

I met the girls for lunch and told them all about the downfall of the purser. They all cheered as I related how she had shamed her uniform and as a plane flew high above in the clear blue Mediterranean sky we wondered if posh Linda had been able to get hold of some clean knickers. The day was spent peacefully on the beach and I booked myself on the ‘Boogie boat’ for midday tomorrow, the girls didn’t fancy it but I wanted a change of scenery. It was a trip to a local island and as it was normally crammed full of people I thought that it might be a laugh.

After dinner I yawned and for the first time the pace was catching up with me, I made my excuses to the girls and by 8 O’clock I was in bed alone.  I still put my sexy nightie on just in case of a visit but I was not too disappointed when I awoke at 10a.m.untouched and refreshed. I felt ready for the fray again and donning my favourite yellow mini bikini and a white shirt for initial modesty I prepared to leave. I looked at the girls snoring quietly and noticed that they were alone as well, “Perhaps we’ve all had too much of a good thing,” I concluded.

The ‘Love machine’ was a large catamaran and I having decided not to bother with my white shirt I trooped on board to a barrage of wolf whistles. I didn’t understand why but all of a sudden I loved the fact that men fancied me; desired me and dare I say, “Wanted to shag the ass of me.” 

The boat was packed and I stuck my tongue out to all my admirers to show my mock disapproval, “Very sophisticated,” I thought.

At midday precisely the boat pulled away from the wooden dock and along with everyone else I cavorted about to blaring music, waving at the throngs on the beaches as was traditional when the ‘Love Machine’ came into and left the harbour. Soon we were cutting swiftly over the calm sea and I enjoyed the fresh breeze and the gentle rhythm of the boat rising and falling. I was sitting by myself towards the front of the boat with my legs dangling over the side and leaning restfully against the silver safety rail. I looked out at the vast water stretching before me and thought deeply as I watched the sea cascade in a never ending motion of silver, white, green and blue. I remembered how both Linda and I had been so prejudiced, we judged any girl who loved sex and knew how to have a good time, a tart, and any man, an ‘uneducated animal’ for not treating us with deference. In truth it was Linda and I that had the problem, we were closet nymphomaniacs, we pretended to be above the basest forms of sex but having been persuaded to taste the earthy apple discovered our appetite for it. When I considered my previous experiences of always being respected, fawned upon and always treated like a lady, there was something refreshing about being called a whore and abused in such wonderful and satisfying ways. I found it difficult to admit this to myself but as the fine sea spay caressed my face I felt more relaxed, healthy and at ease than at any other time in my life. I loved the feeling of men desiring me and I caught the gaze of a couple of them standing near me and they quickly diverted their focus from my breasts that were hardly covered by the yellow material. I knew they wanted to fuck me, to stick their dicks inside me and I liked how alive and dirty it made me feel; I felt like a whore. I shuddered and feeling the chill in my shady spot I went towards the front of the craft where the sun’s golden rays were stronger.

The front of the boat was crowded and I lay my towel alongside a gaggle of teenage girls and closing my eyes tried to ignore their noise and conversation, lay back to enjoy the sun.  I found it impossible to shut myself off from their gossip and hearing their refined voices I opened an eye to satisfy my curiosity. There were five of them in total, all with the most expensive costumes on and they were demonstratively well to do girls, obviously ‘slumming it’ for the day with the ‘Sharons and Tracys,’ as I clearly heard they describe their sisters on the trip.

“No thank you,” I heard the girl with ginger hair say patronisingly as a shy young man asked her if she would like a drink. She was wearing a white expensive bikini and posed provocatively with her slim, lithe body, leaning against the rail, “As if!” she sniggered to her friends and they all giggled like the spoilt schoolgirls they were.

They were prick teasers all of them, it was obvious and they were no doubt going to spend the whole day tempting and putting down as many of the drunken party-going men as they could. 

“Look at that outfit,” I heard another girl comment dryly and I looked at her as if I had seen her for the first time, she was spectacular. She had pure blonde short hair brushed back at the front and the clearest blue eyes set in a soft pretty face that lit up as she gossiped and smiled. Her frame was small and delicate; she had clear smooth white skin and a perfect figure that was set in an exquisite black bikini that accentuated her well-formed breasts and figure. She looked like a delicate China doll and I felt that she would not have been out of place in any leading model directory.

She seemed to be the leader of this little band; I listened to her constant whispered interaction with her compatriots and concluded that she was ‘a real ass hole,’ as I was forced to endure their never ending harping.

“Look at her, what a dog.”

“I bet they never wash their knickers,”

“The men are so boring.”

“Drunken smelly yobs.” 

“What are we doing here?”

“Seeing how the unclean live.”

“Jeez, Louise look at her bikini.”

I don’t know what came over me but my eyes gained a red mist and I jumped up in fury. “You silly, stuck up little girls,” I screamed at them.

“What have you come here for? To slum it?”

I was furious but they were only repeating what I had been saying but a few days ago.

“Do you know what? I went on, unconcerned of the exhibition I was making of myself, “You’re all badly fucked, repressed; you’ve probably never had an orgasm between you in your lives.” 

I pointed at all the busy, energetic throng around us, “At least they know how to have a good time, you lot couldn’t… if you fell over it!”

I picked up my towel in a manner that represented my displeasure and left for the rear of the craft leaving them all open mouthed and speechless. I was still shaking as I walked to my new place and I tried to understand why I was so angry? I felt as if it were me still expressing these narrow minded and Victorian views and I was annoyed with both the silly girls and my former self.

I sat in a quiet corner and drifted into a snooze, letting the sun soothe me and upon opening my eyes was amazed to see the beautiful blonde girl sitting quietly by my side. She was more attractive close to than I had thought and I looked mesmerised into her clear blue eyes made even more striking by her tanned face. She sat with her legs up to her pretty face and looked solemnly out to the sea; she sighed deeply, and whispered into her legs.

“Your right, I am badly…” She could not say the word, “Repressed… I look around and see everyone enjoying themselves and think… why not me?”

She did not look at me but wrapped her arms around her legs and hugged them to her, “All these guys hit on me and I don’t know how to handle it, I’m frightened… I’ve got a boyfriend at home and,” she leaned across to me and whispered in my ear.

“He comes before he’s started,” she said sadly.

“I think his prick is small as well...but I’ve got nothing to compare it to.”

I was still angry with her and had no patience to be sympathetic.

“Why are you telling me?” I asked her.

“I don’t know but you look… experienced!”

She realised what she had said and went bright red; I melted and laughed out loud.

“Confident, I mean,” correcting herself and pleased that I had not taken offence.

“Please give me some advice.”

I breathed in and adopted the same sitting position as her, “It depends,” I replied, “It depends on what you want?” 

I continued, “If you want to meet the love of your life then don’t come here, this is definitely not the place, this is club Sin n Sun… all the boys want a good…fuck.”

The words shocked her.

“That’s the game, sweet thing and do you know what?” I leant over and whispered into her delicate ear.

“That’s what all the girls want as well, a good long hard fuck… and an orgasm.”

The girl was beetroot red and I continued.

“What do you want…?” I looked at her as if to tell me her name.

“Diane,” she blurted.

“What do you want Diane? You won’t enjoy yourself until you know.” 

She sidled up close beside me and I felt the smoothness of her leg on mine and she whispered almost inaudibly, “ I want to feel a big cock up me and an orgasm…lots of orgasms,” she bit her lip embarrassed as if everyone had heard her confession.

I looked at her innocent face and was not convinced by her request, it seemed impossible that she could speak with such crudeness and her conversation completely belied her appearance.  As if she read my mind she spoke to me in earnest, “I mean it; I’m not a child; that’s what I want.”  

“Alright, alright,” I said reading how difficult the conversation was for her, “Are you sure?”

She looked at me and those blue eyes blazed with steely intent, I was convinced.

“The secret of a good lay,” I spoke with the authority of an expert, “Is to pick the right man,” I gestured to all the crowd teeming about the craft, “Who would you choose?”

Diana looked up from staring at her toes and focussed her attention on her fellow companions; she inclined her head to all the slight, slim, pretty boys who I knew would come before their cocks were out of their trunks. I shook my head and pointed at two men on the far side of the boat, both were well built and one was white with a small paunch and a cropped haircut and the other was black with a muscular, well-defined physique.  

“Those two are hot, I’ll bet my life on it,” I whispered.

Diane looked at them as if weighing her words carefully, “They’re not very handsome, are they?”

I smiled and whispered in her ear, “It’s not their faces you’re interested in is it?”

And she blushed.

“Do you want to be fucked today or not?”

Diane blinked at me and nodded her head letting a couple of strands of her hair fall onto her forehead and face. “OK, I’m sure.”

I looked at her again trying to read her, “You don’t have to?”

“I’m sure for fuck sake… how are you going to ask them?” She blurted out in exasperation.

“I don’t think that will present a problem,” I smiled, and ignoring my newly found friend I walked over to the two men and noticed that their eyes were glued to my bikini bottoms and top. I put my hand on my hip and opened my legs a little to pose provocatively, “I want to speak to you two, come here.”

I walked into a quiet recess along the side of the boat and the men followed and stood close beside me. They were actually attractive close up and I felt pleased that my initial appraisal seemed correct.

“It’s Christmas,” I said to them, “My friend and I,” I pointed to Dianne still sitting motionless on the far side of the vessel, “Are going to let you lucky boys fuck the asses of us.”

I watched the men break out into broad smiles and saw their trunks started to twitch a little, “As long as you’ve got big dicks.” The black man leant forward and took my hand, “I’m Greg,” he said and placed it on the front of his trunks and I felt his manhood starting to swell.

“This is Barry,” Greg went on and Barry’s hazel eyes sparkled as his friend moved my hand onto his trunks and I felt a similar growing motion, “You’ll do,” I smiled.

I looked at Barry “You,” I said squeezing his now fully erect cock through his trunks, “Are going to screw my little friend Diane, but if she doesn’t have two orgasms I am personally going to cut this off.”     

Barry, although towering above me, was obviously intimidated by my approach and mumbled, “No problem,” and I turned my attention to his companion.

“The same applies to you,” I threatened with mock aggression and I moved my hand from Barry and applied it to Greg’s bulge that was almost protruding from the confines of his small blue trunks.

“Don’t worry bitch,” he sneered, “You’ll get yours”

“Good,” I smiled sweetly as if butter wouldn’t melt in my mouth, “Follow us after lunch and be sensible…don’t start staring at my friend like dogs on heat, you might put her off.”

Diana who had not been able to see my interview with the men because we had been hidden in an alcove looked at me anxiously on my return. I sat next to her and let her suffer some more, “Well?” she gasped, “Did you speak to them?”

I nodded and she looked at me in wonder, “And they are going to do it?”

I smiled at her softly, “Diane every heterosexual man on this boat want to take your knickers off and screw you… are you really that naive?”

She shrugged and looked over at the men, who after my warning did not dare to look at her except in the most discerning ways, “Are you sure you spoke to them or are you just kidding? They don’t look very interested.”

I moved closer to her and whispered in her ear, “Relax sweetie, very soon you’re going to have your little innocent hole well and truly fucked.”

She blinked at me and I saw her shudder with excitement, “God why was everyone so horny?” I thought.

I took us half an hour further to arrive at our destination by which time Diane was as nervous as a kitten; she was still not convinced that I was telling the truth about my arrangement but she stuck to me like glue as we disembarked onto the deserted island. We were informed that we had four hours before the boat returned home and after partaking of lunch that was being quickly laid out we were free to explore the small island or stay with the group for party games.

Diane ate little of the food but I noticed that she drank some wine and made it perfectly clear both to her friends and the boys that were pestering her that she wished to be left alone. I thought how amazed that would be if they knew what she was thinking.

I took her hand and looked at her, “Are you ready?” I whispered, and we walked nonchalantly away up the beach where, after a mile we found a quiet little spot amongst the rocks and laid out our towels. It was quiet and deserted and we were absolutely alone, “You were joking…” Diane mumbled but stopped abruptly as she saw the two men clambering over the rocks to us, “Oh my God,” she gasped.

The men stood before us I could see they were already hard, “This is Barry… Barry this is Diane,” I said as if it was an introduction to dance. Barry shook her delicate hand and Diane lay reclined on her towel showing off her wonderful body under that little black costume.

“And this is Greg,” I said but Diane was not listening, Barry had lay down next to her and had put his big hand on her soft brown belly. 

“You’re beautiful Diane,” he whispered and I could tell she was still very tense, he stroked her a little more and Diane started to shake her head slightly, “Beautiful,” he continued and let his fingers drop to her mound, Greg and I watched fascinated.

She went to brush him away but in an instant he slipped his fingers inside her tiny bottoms and her legs held so tightly together parted a little.

“No,” she whispered but Barry was inside her now and her denials were of little conviction and I noticed her thighs open a little further. He pulled the black bikini bottoms down a fraction to reveal her virginal pink vagina surrounded only by the finest wispy blonde hair.

“No,” Diane said continuing to deny herself but as Barry stroked the length of her crack she moaned deeply. “Oh no, no” she continued as Barry bent down and kissed it softly. 

“Ohhh...” she groaned as Barry inserted his tongue delicately into her pink lips and suddenly she opened her thighs further and all her token resistance evaporated. Barry pulled her bikini bottom down further and liked her clitoris hard- Diane moaned like a dog- and she kicked the small black covering off her completely and opened her thighs until they were squat against the sand and towel.

I realise that Greg was behind me and his hands were in my own bottoms playing with my wetness and I slipped them off to reveal my rear cunt to him. I reached behind and felt his long cock and we watched Diana as we teased each other.

Barry’s face was sucking her sex like a limpet and Diane was holding his black hair and screaming, “Ohh… Ohhh…” Barry slowed his pace and looked at her innocent face flushed with excitement he licked her intermittently, “Don’t stop,” she cried.

“I thought you didn’t want it,” he teased her.

“I do I do,” she groaned.

He licked her again and her body convulsed to his caress, “I will expect you to please me.”

“I will Barry, I’ll do… anything.”

She opened her thighs even wider and Barry resumed his smooth rhythmical tongue motions until her body tensed then relaxed and groaned in a way that I recognised distinctly. 

“One,” smiled Barry and stood up astride Diane and removed his trunks to reveal an enormous erection that seemed to bend distinctly to one side. He squatted down until his penis and balls rested lightly on her face and taking his cock in his hand guided it over her nose face, mouth and then down her body until it rested on her delicate pink vaginal lips that were soaked in her juices. Diane lay back and looked at him as a dog looked at her master; she was putty in his hands. 

“Turn over,” he commanded and she lay on her front and let Barry remove her top. “On your back,” she turned over and Barry admired her firm young breasts that stood erect and firm, he sucked each nipple until it stood out rigid. 

I saw nothing more for an instant and I closed my eyes as I felt Greg push me onto my hands and thrust his cock deep inside me. He withdrew and spread my juice into my ass before inserting it slowly inside it then changed into my vagina again. I groaned in pleasure and looked up to see Diane being forced to take Barry’s huge erection into her tiny mouth and it was too much for me and I felt myself reach an orgasm.

I rolled on my back and Greg put his still hard dick up me, I squeezed his black balls until I felt him release his creamy ejaculate deep inside me and he rolled off me satisfied. I turned to see Diane with her slim legs wrapped around Barry’s bottom screaming like a little whore as he pumped in and out of her, “ Fuck me Barry, Fuck me, Fuck m….” and she screamed and came again. 

“Two!” he smiled in satisfaction at me and wagged his finger instructing me to come to him. I removed my top and now fully naked walked slowly over, and he withdrew his erection until it was directly over Diane’s face and tits.

“Wank me over her,” he instructed and Diane watched me dreamily from her sexual stupor place one hand under his balls and my other over his dick and start to stroke him slowly then with increasing vigour. “You dirty bitches,” he groaned and released mountains of hot sticky white fluid over Diane’s beautiful, cherubic face and body.

The gooey liquid roused her from her state of euphoria and she wiped the cream from her with her hand and smiled at me, “Oh I see what you mean,” She said. 

The two of us screamed and like two naughty schoolgirls ran naked over the sand and into the warm salty sea to clean off.

Diane sat on the edge of the sea and let the water quietly wash against her; she was beaming, “It was fantastic Ruthie… fucking fantastic!” She found a dried piece of sperm on her mouth and swallowed it provocatively. Her language and actions belied her looks, “What’s Greg like,” she said innocently and I looked at her quizzically, “Getting the feel are we?” I enquired. 

We rested for half an hour then walked back to the men who were lying on our towels, immediately on seeing us they became erect again and without waiting for an invitation Diane ran to Greg and greedily crammed her mouth with his dick. I followed suit with Barry and soon we had changed positions and were astride them grinding our sex into them with all our strength. 

“Fuck me you black bastard,” screamed Diane. 

She came soon after me and we collapsed together on the sand exhausted. The men kneeled over us and put our heads together and proceeded to masturbate themselves until we were covered again with their sticky liquid.

They wiped themselves dry on our breasts and pubic hair and without so much as a “Thank you,” walked slowly back up the beach to re-join the crowd. 

“I think it was Christmas,” I heard one of them say to the other as they left.

We washed again in the sea and chatted happily in the warm surf before dressing and making our way back to the feint noise of the throng far off in the distance. The sun was setting and we felt the rich mixtures of red and yellow colours reflect in our faces, we felt great; alive and vital; there was no morality or prejudice in this enlightened sexual environment. The boys were studs the girls were tarts; but who cared; we were all there to have fun.

We reached the crowd before we knew and Diane disappeared into the centre of her friends and I watch them look at her with ‘boggle eyes’; she was obviously relating her experience to them. 

I grabbed some bread and a glass of wine and watched as Diane led her compatriots over to Barry and Greg, “What’s she up to?” I thought.” 

It was a further hour until we were called back on board the craft and as we boarded I noticed how agitated Diane’s friends seemed to have become. I was curious but tired and as the early evening descended I found a quiet corner of the boat and sat down to doze.      

I was letting the smooth rhythm of the craft lull me to sleep when I felt my arm being shaken. I opened my eyes and Diane was beside me, “Follow me,” she insisted and I let her take my hand and lead me downstairs to a door at the rear of the boat. She opened the door slightly and to my amusement and surprise her two of her friends had their thighs wide apart and Barry and Greg were between them, screwing them hard against the fibreglass hull of the catamaran.   

I noticed that the ginger girl was grunting as Greg pumped his manhood in and out of her and she was much different to the young girl with the caustic attitude I had seen earlier in the day. The other girl was breathing heavily and Barry stopped his motion suddenly and turned to the other two girls waiting, “I’d take your bottoms off girls if you want to be next.”  He returned to his present companion and sucked her big breasts and nipples as she rose to a climax and I watched as the two other girls removed their bikini bottoms and waited their turn as instructed. 

“They couldn’t resist it once I told them my tale,” laughed Diane, “Such dirty dogs,” she smiled “just like us!” We shut the door and left them to it just as the ginger girl was groaning to her first orgasm and returned to the deck.

Diane sat next to me on a wooden seat and we huddled together a little as the evening cast its first slight chill. A slim handsome dark haired boy came up to Diane and asked if she wanted a drink, “A coke,” she smiled sweetly and the boy returned instantaneously with a cup and started to engage her in idle chat.                   

“How long are you?”

“You mean do I want a fuck?” Diane interjected.

The boy was speechless and without anyone noticing she slipped her hand into his long black trunks and I watched as his erection sprang to life. 

“Piss off for now,” she said, “But see me when we disembark and maybe we’ll talk about it.” She withdrew her hand and waved the boy away; she was still a prick-teaser but in a way weren’t we all?

The boat arrived in the harbour and Diane and all her friends kissed me goodbye at the quayside, “Thanks Ruthie,” she said, “I won’t forget you.” 

The five of them turned on their heels and I watched their young shapes disappearing into the gloom as the boy she had spoken to earlier trailed hopefully behind them. 

I was desperate for my bed and after rushing home I showered and exhausted fell into my sheets naked and slept like a baby until midday. I awoke alone, no Tracy or Janet and thought disappointedly, “No early morning visitors,” although in truth I was grateful for the rest 

A realisation suddenly dawned on me and as I looked at my tiny bikini hanging next to my normal clothes, today was my last day. I thought of home and my normal life and it seemed so far removed from where I was I rejected any further thoughts on the subject. I put on my tried and trusted mini white bikini and met the girls in our normal brunch time eatery where I related the sordid tale of the boat trip. 

“Your terrible Ruthie… like a reformed alcoholic, you’re a bad influence,” Janet teased me.

Tracy smiled and looked around pretending to be bored, “I think we’ve had all the best men,” and we laughed and drank coffee and continued our inane banter.

Janet and Tracy were shameless and wonderful; I did not know how I could ever have thought badly of them. They had small insignificant little lives in England but they also had a voracious appetite for life itself and I was ashamed of my previous attitude towards them. I loved their company and we had a joyful, fun day at the pool until we retired to the sanctity of our apartment to prepare for our final evening.

I now always wore a G-string and over this thin garment I put my white hot pants and tied a white shirt around my breasts leaving my brown tummy on show. The girls wore short micro dresses and the tiniest pants I had ever seen and after showering ourselves with perfume us three ‘dolly birds,’ trooped out into the night.

We drank at the bar and quickly progresses to the Moon Club where at 11 O’clock the final competition was being held. Mr and Mrs Sin n Sun or in other words the girl and the guy voted the most ‘fanciable’ or ‘fuckable’ on the evening; “An honour indeed,” I smiled to myself.   

Jane entered me against my protestations and after a few drinks for ‘Dutch courage’ I was soon on the small stage strutting my stuff. Both the boys and girls had to dance and sing and to my great surprise I was picked to be in the final group. The slim DJ moved down the line of contestants each one inanely replying to his rhetorical question. He came to me, “Why do you think you’re the girl all the boys want to fuck?” he asked.

I sensuously undid my shirt and with a sudden motion exposed my breasts to the crowd, “Because they all want to come over these!” I shouted shamelessly.

The bar erupted into an enormous roar of approval and to my joy I was awarded first prize shortly afterwards.

The prize was an - all expenses- evening with the winner of the man’s competition and when we were introduced on stage I was completely bowled over by him. He was an ‘Adonis,’ bright blonde hair and his muscular lean figure that towered above me had had been blackened and hardened by the sun; his lips were soft and his deep blue eyes framed an angelic face, for the first time in my life I was in love!

The crowd cheered as we held hands and ran off the stage into a waiting car that took us the short distance to the nearby Hilton Hotel where a table for dinner and a suite had been reserved for us. We sat opposite each other at the elegantly laid out table and as I sipped our free champagne I looked at him and concluded that this was such a perfect way to end the fortnight. 

Tim- the focus of my affection- was very quiet throughout dinner and we both ate sparingly of the lavish dishes that were available to us. At 11.00 O’clock I could stand the waiting no longer and taking his hand led him to our suite at the pinnacle of the tall hotel.

The room was majestic and I immediately filled up the Jacuzzi and watched the green liquid I poured froth into bubbles as I pressed the motor into life. I looked out into the busy lights flashing far below us and felt extremely privileged to be in such luxury and away from the real 18-30 squalor. I walked over to Tim and put my arm around him tenderly, I kissed him on the lips and he backed away as if embarrassed. 

“You don’t have to be shy Tim,” I said and started to remove his shirt revealing his perfectly formed chest and arms. 

He backed away again and in frustration I left him and provocatively removed my few articles of clothing and slipped into the Jacuzzi.

“Come in Tim, I won’t bite.”  Tim turned his back to me, removed his clothes- although I saw his beautiful brown bottom- and slipped into the water beside me. I inched over to him and watched as he stiffened and let the water drift him away.

I was desperate to touch him and after engaging in idle chatter sidled close to him again and placed my hand under the water and onto his thigh, he jumped again and in annoyance I unceremoniously grabbed his prick. It was tiny and soft!

“What’s the matter with you?” I screamed at him.

He went even quieter than he had been up to now and moved to the other side of the circular bath. 

“What is it?” I raged in frustration and I could see he was frightened by my aggressive reaction.

He rose from the Jacuzzi and I saw his small, limp manhood with bubbles hanging of it and thought how pretty and uninteresting it looked. 

I looked at him coldly, “If you don’t tell me I’m going to come over there and rip your little dick off.”

Tim covered himself quickly with a small white towel and whispered quietly, “I’m gay,” he said.

To my embarrassment I could not stop myself howling with laughter, “I’m not laughing at you,” I shrieked with tears running down my face, “I’m laughing at myself.” I had not followed my own advice, the best things did not always come in the prettiest packages and as I looked at this pathetic excuse for a man trembling opposite me trying to conceal himself I realised how vain and stupid I had been.

I dressed and consoled Tim the best I could but he was desperate to end our association, “Why on earth did you enter that competition I asked?”

“To impress my friends,” he stammered, “They don’t know I’m gay.”

“Tim,” I said cruelly, “Do yourself a favour next time you enter that competition, compete with the girls, you might have more fun if you win.”

I left him quivering in the splendour of the room and caught the elevator down to reality, “Love indeed?” I chided myself, “Love indeed!”

By the time I reached the streets it was 1 O’clock in the morning and I realised that on my last night I was alone, frustrated and in desperate need of a good shag. Like a homing pigeon I found myself outside Gary’s door and without knocking I opened it and walked in to hear a familiar voice cooing in pleasure. I walked over to his bed and saw Diane’s pretty face contorted in lust as Gary ground himself in and out of her under the covers.

He looked at me and as if he was engaging in no more than drinking tea then stopped his motion.

“What do you want Ruthie?”

I looked at Diane watching me curiously and felt embarrassed.

“What do you want bitch… I’m busy?”

I looked at the floor “I want… what you normally… give me,” I stuttered.

Diane licked his lips and I watched her move her body against him, I felt jealous I wanted his cock against me!

Gary moved himself into Diane again and she squealed in pleasure, “I thought you’d run off with Mr Right,” he teased me.

I looked at him and realised that he had watched the competition and somehow he knew that Tim wasn’t quite the stud he appeared.

My body was aching, “Please Gary, don’t tease me are you going to...” I looked at Diane again, “You know… or not?”

“Fuck you,” you mean.

I nodded embarrassed again.

“OK,” he said very slowly, “Go and put your hubbies sexy pyjama top on and no knickers and come back down, I’ll be finished with this tart in a minute. 

Diane looked at me and smiled weakly as if sharing my own embarrassment but as Gary squeezed her perfect tits and thrust into her hard again I realised that his treatment of us was part of the erotic pleasure we experienced.

“Go on piss off,” Gary chided me, “No more peeking,” and as I left I watched as Diane took Gary’s cock in her mouth and sucked it greedily, “She’d certainly come a long way in a couple of days,” I thought to myself.

I went into my flat and Tracy and Janet were in the throes of passion with Tony and John. I ignored them and as quickly as I could undressed, washed briefly and slipped on Mark’s top and nothing else. I looked at myself in the mirror, I was dressed like some common whore, to please my lover, I raised my top and my vagina and my brown pubic hair was clearly visible. 

I was embarrassed no longer; I was horny as hell and wanted Gary’s cock inside me. I walked quickly down the stairs and felt the tension inside me that only a man thrusting could expel. I was prepared to wait like a worthless piece of trash until Gary had finished with the girl in his bed and I could take my turn. I was shameless but I didn’t care.  

I quietly re-entered the room and to my disappointment they had not finished, I sensed that Diane had come but Gary was kneeling above her with his cock between her delicate tits. “You look like an angel,” He murmured, “But you fuck like a whore,” and with that he came and Diane slid down the bed to feast on the creamy volumes of liquid.

They lay spent for a few minutes then Gary spoke softly. 

“Fuck off now,” he chastised her and she roused from the bed and dressed silently in her pants, top and mini skirt. She winked at me and smiled, “It’s the best time I’ve ever had,” she whispered and kissed me gently on the cheek before she disappeared into the night, “See you Ruthie.” 

“Dirty cow,” I thought to myself but I knew that in reality I really liked the young girl.

Gary jumped up and ran into the shower as soon as Diane had left and without further invitation I lay across his bed and felt the wetness of the sheet with the essence of their lovemaking on it. I loved the sensation and let my fingers pick up some of Gary’s sticky white fluid and slipped it inside my vaginal lips that were already weeping.

My eyes were closed and did not hear Gary return until he softly grabbed my fingers and then placed them inside my crack.

“Play like this,” he said and I groaned and felt my thighs widen.

He lay next to me and I felt that his penis was still soft, “That Diane wore me out" he explained, “But I can’t just leave you frustrated could I?”   

I laid myself out as I had done on our first night together and looked at Gary innocently as he started to unbutton Mark’s top again. 

He returned my stare, “What’s your hubby going to say when he discovers what a little tart his wife’s become?” he said. He undid all my buttons and my breasts splayed out to his touch, my nipples hard and erect as he verbally abused me.

“Tut Tut,” He sneered squeezing my nipples, “Fucking in Mark’s pyjama’s… what a dirty girl?” 

My vagina was wetter than I had ever known it and I looked at him like a deer caught in his headlights. He felt my need and abused me further, “Are you going back to Mark are little cock?” 

He stroked my crack and felt my wetness for himself “I don’t think so. You need a big cock don’t you Ruthie a real big cock? ” 

He stroked my sex again and I nodded at him and groaned, I felt cheap and dirty but I just loved the deliciousness of his teasing. I felt his penis; it was still soft and flaccid and I cursed Diane for her youthful energy.

Mark slid down the bed and rested his chin between my thighs. 

“O K,” he said, “For Mark’s sake I’m going to lick his sluttish wife off.”

He inserted his tongue deep inside my sex lips, I groaned in pleasure and he teased around my clitoris. 

“Close your eyes,” he insulted me, “And think about your husband and what an unfaithful bitch you are.”

His tongue was working faster and faster on my most erogenous zone and my mind exploded into flashes of light and dark as I heard myself grunt unceremoniously to an orgasm. The relief was palpable and as I felt his softness I realised that Gary had not received any pleasure himself; it felt like a selfless act on his behalf and although he had verbally abused me terribly I was extremely appreciative.

“Thank you,” I gushed as if he provided a service for me akin to mowing the lawn, “I needed that, can’t I do something for you?”

I went to kiss his penis but it was too far-gone and he pulled me up the bed to rest beside him, “It’s my pleasure Ruthie…couldn’t have you frustrated on your last night could we?”

He stroked and patted my tummy as if I was his favourite dog, “Go to sleep,” he said it’s been a long day.

I re-did the buttons on my top, “Gary,” I whispered.

“What?” He said sleepily.

“Can I use your mobile in the morning to phone Mark and tell him what time to pick me up from the airport?”

“For Mark,” he said sarcastically, “Anything,” and turned onto his side and went to sleep.

I slept like an angel relaxed and happy and awoke with Gary’s warm body still beside me; he was also still dead to the world. His roommates were not at home and I took the opportunity to shower quickly and dress back into the only clothes I had with me. His mobile was charging on the side and I picked it up and I felt Gary stir as I sat down next to him. His hairy leg was protruding from the sheet and I stroked it and let my curious hand slip under the thin white covering and discover his erection which had obviously now recovered from last night’s heroics with Diane. 

I pulled the sheet off his rising manhood and admired it, sticking vertically upright as I unthinkingly punched my home number into the phone and was frustrated by a busy tone. I leant over and my blonde hair fell forward as I lowered my lips onto the tip of his cock.

“Hello again,” I said sluttishly and felt Gary’s hand on my head pushing me further down his manhood until it was in my mouth. 

I now loved sucking cock and as I moved my head up and down its length I wondered why the thought had repulsed me such a short time ago.

The automatic redial had obviously just worked on the phone because in the still silence of the morning I suddenly heard it ring out and Mark’s familiar voice answer, “Hello, hello?” it enquired.

I went to speak to him but Gary held my head and mouth down hard on his erection for a few seconds until I felt him release his grip.

“Hello darling,” I spluttered, “I’m sorry but I had something in my mouth!”

I felt Gary’s cock harden and lengthen further than I had ever known I before and realised how it excited him to be fucking Mark’s unfaithful, horny, little wife. I don’t know what came over me but I became excited as well and became even more uninhibited and shameless than I could believe possible.

I gripped Gary’s cock and rubbed it sensuously up and down, “Yes darling I’ve missed you too,” I lied.

I withdrew my hand from his penis and slowly unbuttoned Mark’s pyjama top letting it slide of my shoulders onto the floor; my nipples were hard and I bit my lip as Gary squeezed them viciously. I swung myself until I was astride my lover’s chest and, rubbing my ass on him, and slid with my thighs apart up to his face. I reached his mouth and gasped as he stuck his long tongue inside my sex lips and started to caress them. I reached behind him and gripped his erection with my free hand, “I’ll be back at 3.30 flight T L M 231,” I stuttered, “Yeah I’ll wait till you get a pen.” My breathing was beginning to get laboured and I felt Gary stiffen even further, “Tell him you’ve got a strange man’s tongue up your fanny,” He teased me.

Mark sensed my tension “Are you OK?” he asked concerned.

“Sure,” I said, “Just doing my early morning exercises.”

I felt myself groan as Gary sent long vibration up from my clitoris and I heard Mark continue, “Don’t do too much,” he said concerned.

“I’m just going to change exercises sweetheart,” I mumbled politely into the phone and moved down the bed until my sex lips were poised directly over his cock that I was still holding. 

“That’s better,” I said and placing the tip of his prick at my vaginal lips opened my thighs wide and lowered myself onto him until his length was buried deep inside me.

It felt wonderful, Gary’s cock just filled and stretched me to perfection and I stoked his tummy in appreciation, “Yes,” I said, “I’ve been lonely too.” 

I started to move myself up and down on him and watched Gary lay back and close his eyes as I let his power rouse my earthy passions again, “That will be nice, darling.”

I put my hand over the phone and whispered to Gary, “He wants an early night… Yes I’m still exercising listen.”

I brought the phone to my juicy love hole and let Mark listen to the soft squelching sounds as Gary’s cock moved in and out of me. 

I felt my body rising to its climax and screamed; losing all control, as Gary, unable to take my teasing any longer, rolled me onto my back and exploded his semen inside me.  I groaned deeply and suddenly looked at the phone with Mark’s voice screaming concern on the other end of the line, “Yes, yes, I’m OK darling, those curls really take it out of you,” I lied, trying my best not to laugh out loud.

Gary lay back on the bed and taking a handful of my hair playfully dragged me towards his penis that was weeping with the last traces of semen. 

“Got to go darling,” I said, “Still things to do, love you to!” And pressed the red button ending the call.

I placed my mouth around his small penis and licked it as if it were an ice cream cornet, “That was the best telephone sex I’ve ever had,” He laughed.

I finished my service and lay next to him, “You,” He said, “Are a very naughty girl!”

He put his hand between my thighs and pulled my pubic hairs gently, “A very dirty, naughty little girl,” he said, and to be honest I had to agree with him!

I lay with him for a while basking in the sheer pleasure of the experience then sadly rose to meet the realities of my final day and after kissing him on the cheek ran back to my room to pack and shower yet again.

As I lay out my clothes I dreaded the prospect of returning to my drab, mundane, safe existence and I looked at my normal attire against the bright cheap gaudy outfits I had purchased. The memories of my different adventures came flooding back as I laid them neatly in my case and for the first time for over a week I felt sad and depressed.

“Reality Ruthie… reality!” I said to myself and put on a sensible navy bra and pants set and the long flowery button down dress that I had worn on the flight over. I looked in the mirror and it was me again, boring old me! It did not bring and satisfaction to appear as my former self, on the contrary it only made me see what a bigoted uninteresting person I was. However, I was sensible enough to realise that my wild days were over and for me life and sex at this pace was simply not a possibility.

Our cases were soon packed and we went for the coach together and sat down at the bar to have a final ‘Sundowner’. 

“Some holiday,” said Janet, and Tracy cooed in agreement. 

“Yeah it’s been magic, ‘aint it Ruthie?”

I had to agree but smiled and kept quiet.

“Not goin’ posh on us again Ruthie are you?

“Just thinking,” I replied, “It’s certainly opened my eyes.”

“And your legs,” quipped Tracy and the girls descended into raucous laughter as if it was the funniest joke in the world; I was not amused and sipped my drink.

The bus arrived and before I knew it we were at the airport and the difference in the atmosphere for the young travellers compared to the exuberance displayed when we came was almost tangible. It was the end of the holiday; real life was waiting for us all!

We were soon at 30,000 feet on the way to Gatwick and as fate would have it I was sitting in the same place as on the way out and-just my luck- Linda the purser was on board as well. She looked at me initially with surprise then when she saw my friends and where I was sitting her brain suddenly clicked into gear and the realisation of what I had done to her must have dawned. To my great surprise her eyes brightened; she winked at me and gave me the biggest, warmest smile I had ever received. I smiled back, slightly embarrassed.

Gary was at the back of the plane with John and Tony and he had noticeably ignored me since our rendezvous this morning, I was not upset and resigned myself and my feelings, “Just another ‘dolly bird’, I accepted. It was only an hour until we were due to land and I went towards the rear of the plane to stretch my legs and was surprised when I turned around to see that Gary had followed me. He stroked my bottom and this time I did not back away; he saw that the toilet door was open and without so much as a word he quickly pushed me inside and locked the door.

“No,” I said indignantly, but Gary ignored me and purposefully loosened the large blue buttons on my dress until it slipped silently around my ankles exposing my body.

“Gary, no ... I can’t,” I stuttered but he pushed me back against the metal surface above the toilet and stroked my sensible navy knickers between my legs; he smiled when he saw my moisture already staining them.

I started to breathe heavily and he lowered his jeans and underpants and his wonderful cock was released; I was thrilled to see it again. He then lowered my pants to bunch also around my ankles and stepped inside my legs to be in-between my opening thighs.

“A change of outfit doesn’t change what you are or what you need,” he grunted as he inserted himself inside me giving me that warm stretched feeling in my vagina. I was incredibly turned on and opened my thighs as wide as I could in the confined space; I kissed him passionately on the lips and hung on to his back limply as he pumped himself inside me. I came within twenty strokes and as I felt him slow his motion and start to withdraw from me the incident with Linda suddenly sprang into my mind.

“Don’t you dare,” I muttered but almost instantaneously he had withdrawn from me and was spewing his mass of white stick fluid all over my belly and brown pubic hair. I collapsed in capitulation and felt him ceremoniously draw my knickers around my sex lips to hold and contain his spent seed.

He finally wiped his penis on my bra and the front of my underwear as he stepped out from between my thighs and patted the front of the blue, white stained clothing condescendingly.

“Something to show your hubby,” he smiled. He drew his clothes up back around his waist and produced a card from his wallet and slipped it inside the front of my knickers.

“Give me a ring Ruthie,” He said nonchalantly, “When you need a good fucking.”    

“Cheeky bastard!” I thought but after he had slipped silently out of the toilet I rescued the card as a matter of urgency and was pleased to see his number had not been smudged. ‘Gary Evans Master Builder’ it read, well I could certainly vouch for the fact that he certainly was an expert with his hands!

“This can continue,” I thought. The realisation was like an inspiration; I did not have to de destined for a life of mediocrity. I had a choice!

I dressed as quickly as I could but to my horror the unlocked door opened and Linda was looking at me disapprovingly, her mouth had that tightness I remembered so well but to my amazement it opened to a smile then to a full guttural laugh. 

“Given you a little present has he?” She quipped.

I shrugged and smiled, “He’s a real sod,” I replied and wiped my creased dress down and walked back towards my seat in as dignified a manner as I could.

Linda followed me and leant down and whispered in my ear as I re-took my seat, “But he’s got a big dick, hasn’t he?”

I smiled in a resigned sort of way and took a piece of paper Linda was thrusting into my hand, “Give me a ring when you get back, we’ll meet up and talk about… old times.” She winked at me again and walked jauntily away.

I breathed in; we were certainly both different girls than we had been on the flight over. My immediate companions looked at me, they knew the new Ruthie and they squealed with laughter, “You dirty little whore,” they whispered.

I just smiled slightly embarrassed, “Just call me ‘mile high’ Ruthie,” I said and for some strange reason I sensed a trace of accomplishment in my tone, I certainly was not the same young lady I used to be.

I noticed Linda stop to chat to Gary and offer him her number, Gary being Gary made her put it inside his zip on his trousers which he had hidden under one of the airline blankets. It was a full five minutes until she withdrew her manicured hand and I saw that it had some semen on it, “Dirty cow,” I thought jealously.”

The realisation that girls, nice girls liked sex as much as boys had been a complete revelation to me. Indeed once I had personally experienced hard, raw sex, fucking, screwing, however one wished to describe it I was hooked, as was, Linda, Diane and all the girls, ladies or otherwise that I had come into contact with.

It had only ever been our own prejudice, hang-ups, morality, innocence, the list was almost too long to go into, that made us into the frightened sheep we were. I realised that there is undoubtedly a place for love, romance, monogamy marriage-what an example I was! - But there was also a place for fucking without guilt. Sex for the pure pleasure of it; either for a girl or boy, sex without any sense of shame or recourse. 

I decided to take it upon myself; to make it my mission in life to spread the word to all you girls out there. Throw away your inhibitions, morality- to put it crudely- go and find a man or men with big pricks and have some fun!

Sally -my editor- turned the last page and was beetroot red, “This is dynamite,” she said. 

“There must be a bit of poetic licence, isn’t there Ruthie?” She probed.

I gave her my most innocent look, “Of course,” I replied knowing in fact that every word was the truth.

“We’re going to feature it on the front page. Can we use your name?”

I nodded.

“Pictures?” 

I nodded again.

“But what about Mark?” she almost whispered the question.

“Oh I’ll think of something to tell him,” I said nonchalantly.

Sally was 33 settled with a good job and a steady long established relationship, she was someone I liked and admired greatly. 

“Ruthie,” she said slowly in a measured tone, “This is so good I’ve decided to commission another article. I’ve booked you on another trip in 4 weeks’ time, in Tenerife,” She paused.

“I’ve decided,” I could see her colouring up again, “That I want to do it from two girls’ perspectives,” I looked at her coolly, I knew what was coming.

“I’m going with you,” she stammered, trying to get the words out to hide her embarrassment.

“Sa…lly,” I stretched the words to express my genuine surprise; I looked at her long black hair, and pretty face hidden behind those horn rimmed spectacle she always wore, “Sally, don’t tell me you need a good fuck?”

I saw her slim body tense behind her desk and pictured her having lost all control and self-esteem being screwed hard against its polished surface. My normally inscrutable editor was searching for something to say, but I had heard it, said it, many times before.

“Don’t you worry Sally, you frustrated little bitch,” I said turning towards the door, “We’ll have you on your back in a month with a nice fat cock inside you. That’ll be nice won’t it?”

I walked out without waiting for her reply and shut the door and, as I lolled back to my desk, I thought, “I just hope it’s not that long a wait for me!”            

The End
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