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    To Mistress G, the love of my life


    


    ‘Lust’s passion will be served; it demands, it militates, it tyrannizes.’


    –Marquis de Sade
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    Disciplining Dee


    Outside the sky was heavy with black clouds and it was raining hard. The wind was blowing branches around and gulls shrieked, almost inaudible in the storm. Isabella, a sculptured beauty with lustrous, shoulder-length black hair and a shapely figure, ushered her windswept friend John – or Master John as he was known on the Brighton fetish scene – into her big, high-ceilinged living room. The room was luxuriously appointed: all dark leather and mahogany furniture, pristine antiques, rare china, and fine oil paintings. Isabella fixed her guest a drink and gestured with an elegant hand for him to come and sit with her on the couch.


    ‘Thanks for seeing me,’ John said, a worried frown creasing his handsome features. ‘I didn’t know who to turn to for advice about the problem I’ve got with my new slave, Dee, but you seemed the best person.’


    ‘No thanks are necessary,’ the dominatrix replied. She waited for John to elaborate, gazing at him with dark, shining eyes. Those eyes had a strikingly Asiatic cast and, just as strikingly, were as black as coal. Isabella had luminescent white skin, by contrast, high cheekbones and a wide, sensuous mouth.


    ‘You haven’t met Dee yet, have you?’ John said.


    ‘No I haven’t,’ Isabella agreed.


    ‘She’s lovely,’ John enthused. ‘I’m absolutely nuts about her.’


    ‘So far so good,’ Isabella said. ‘Where’s the problem?’


    John took a sip from his drink and glanced out of the window. It really was wild out there. The weather had been like this for the last week – and it was supposed to be the beginning of summer in sunny Brighton. So far the weather had been atrocious, a south-westerly twisting off the English Channel day after stormy day. The seaside city was definitely not at its best. Nor was John. He looked back at Isabella, cleared his throat and said, ‘I’m finding Dee increasingly difficult to control.’


    ‘Feisty at times is she?’ Isabella asked.


    ‘Yes, and argumentative, truculent, opinionated, obstinate, disobedient ….’


    ‘I get the picture,’ Isabella interjected with a smile. ‘But don’t you perhaps think that by behaving like that she’s just trying to goad you into disciplining her more strictly?’


    ‘You think?’


    ‘It seems a distinct possibility.’ Isabella liked John but to her mind he was less than convincing as a dominator. Not exactly the type. He was an amiable sort, never exactly pushy. ‘In fact, if you want my honest opinion,’ she went on, ‘I think you’re probably too damn nice to keep such an obviously wilful character under control. I hope you don’t mind me saying that.’ Isabella valued John’s friendship and didn’t want to offend him. On the other hand, there was no point in beating about the bush.


    ‘I’ve had a lot worse insults,’ John replied with a wry smile. ‘But I must admit being too nice, as you put it, isn’t exactly an ideal trait in a Master – particularly with a handful like Dee to try and keep in order.’


    ‘The way I see it, you’ve got some of the best characteristics of a great dom,’ Isabella went on, sugaring the pill a little for her friend. ‘You’re brilliant at Japanese rope bondage and wax play too, and you can certainly administer a good whipping. But you don’t have the fundamentally cruel streak that’s needed to be a truly effective dominator.’


    ‘You’re right, although I hate to admit it,’ John said. ‘The trouble is I can’t make myself into something I’m not, I know that. Yet I’m genuinely worried that the whole situation could lead to Dee and I splitting up and I really don’t want that to happen – I’m madly in love with the girl. What on earth am I going to do, Isabella?’


    The dominatrix frowned. ‘There must be a solution to this,’ she said, pausing to think for a moment, ‘and … Yes … I think I know what it is.’


    ‘Go on.’


    ‘What if Dee could be handed over to someone who’s not only extremely sadistic but is also someone you personally feel you can trust?’ Isabella said. ‘This would only be for a brief session so she can be given a short, sharp shock, so to speak. That might well do the trick with your Dee, don’t you think?’


    ‘What, bring her to heel?’


    ‘Yes,’ Isabella replied. ‘And make her realise just how well off she is with you as her master.’


    ‘I think you might well be on to something,’ John said, brightening. ‘What you’re suggesting’s got quite a ring about it.’


    ‘Also,’ Isabella continued, ‘there’d be an added bonus for you if you went ahead with my suggestion.’


    ‘What’s that?’


    ‘You could threaten Dee with further sessions with the person concerned if she gets out of line in the future. That would be a good way of keeping her under control longer term, don’t you agree?’


    ‘I do, Isabella,’ John said. ‘In fact, the whole idea sounds increasingly good to me the more you explain it. Did you have somebody specifically in mind to discipline Dee in this cruel and ingenious way?’


    ‘Yes,’ Isabella replied simply. ‘Me.’


    Isabella and Dee were in Isabella’s luxurious living room. Its tall windows were curtained in heavy linen and net. Outside the sky was leaden with dark clouds and rain was coming down in fierce, grey sheets. Leaves clogged the gullies and lay in swathes across the pavement. The summer weather remained dreadful. It was definitely better to be indoors – for some people at any rate.


    Isabella sat in a black leather armchair. Wearing only a chainmail bra that barely contained her beautiful breasts, a tiny side-split miniskirt also of chainmail, and high-heeled shoes, she looked magnificent. Immediately adjacent to the chair in which she sat was a side table that had a selection of whips, paddles, canes, and other disciplinary implements neatly lined up on its surface.


    Dee, the expression on her face as blank a mask as she could make it, stood before the formidable dominatrix so she could inspect her. Isabella noted the stubborn set of her jaw and the glint of disobedience in her big, lustrous brown eyes. She was also struck by the almost perfect symmetry of her features and how lovely looking she was.


    Dee had dark hair, which was shiny and straight and hung to her shoulders. Small earrings glittered at her ears. She had full breasts and tight, tanned legs. Her glorious figure was enhanced by the flesh-toned minidress she was wearing, which left nothing to the imagination. Her nipples were plainly visible beneath the dress and she was obviously naked underneath it. As well as being low-cut, showing a large expanse of her ample bosom, the dress was minuscule and diaphanous. If anything, it seemed to make her more naked.


    ‘That’s a nice dress you’re nearly wearing,’ Isabella said with a throaty chuckle. ‘Mind you, I’m one to talk!’


    Dee kept her expression impassive, thinking what’s she trying to do here? Just be friendly? Break the ice? Lull me into a false sense of security?


    ‘Dee, I know what you’re thinking,’ Isabella said suddenly, unnerving the slave. ‘Just stop it, all right.’ She got out of her chair to stand in front of Dee and her dark eyes bored into her with piercing severity.


    ‘Undo the top of your dress,’ she ordered brusquely. ‘Take your breasts out and be quick about it.’


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ Dee replied and immediately did as she’d been told.


    ‘They’re nice and full, it’s true.’ Isabella stroked and lifted Dee’s breasts approvingly. ‘But I see no sign of any recent discipline. That concerns me.’ She shook her head in apparent dismay.


    ‘These are lovely too,’ she continued, pinching Dee’s pinkish-brown nipples, which protruded urgently in response. ‘Tell me, do you have sensitive nipples?’


    Dee did not at first reply and kept her expression impassive. But Isabella saw the defiance that flickered in her eyes.


    ‘Well?’ Isabella asked again, an edge to her voice. ‘Do you have sensitive nipples?’


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ Dee replied apprehensively, ‘I do – very.’


    ‘Good,’ Isabella said, viciously squeezing the slave’s engorged buds, ‘then you won’t like me doing this.’ Dee gasped with pain and hunched forward, her head bowed, her dark hair falling across her face.


    ‘Don’t slouch like that. Stand up straight,’ Isabella told her as she herself returned to her seat. ‘Now lift up your dress at the front. I want to examine your pussy.’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    ‘Mmm, very nice,’ Isabella commented. ‘No pubic hair at all … Labia distended – lovely, like two petals … Clitoris pronounced. I’ve been reliably informed you keep your sex clean shaven at all times. Tell me, is that so?’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    ‘Well, at least you’re doing one of the things expected of a good slave, but precious little else, I’m given to understand.’


    ‘But …’


    ‘No buts, slave. The only butt I’m interested in is this one.’ Isabella gestured with an impatient twirl of her hand that she wished Dee to turn her back to her. ‘Lift your dress again.’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’


    ‘You have a lovely round behind,’ she told her. ‘It’s eminently spankable.’


    ‘Thank you, mistress,’ Dee replied, looking over her shoulder at Isabella and smiling for the first time. It was an engaging smile, very sexy. Her brown eyes glittered seductively.


    ‘That doesn’t mean I’m happy with it,’ Isabella said, refusing to connect with that sexy smile, that seductive gaze, and fixing Dee with another sharp stare instead. She then looked back at the girl’s backside. ‘Where’s the evidence of recent punishment to this lovely rear of yours? The bruises, the weals, and the welts? I’ll have to put that right tout de suite. Come across my knee, slave, now.’


    Dee bent over Isabella’s lap, placing her hands on the floor in front of her. The cheeks of her backside tensed as the dominatrix flicked the bottom of her insubstantial dress out of the way to fully reveal her comely rear again. Isabella stroked its beautiful, soft globes with one hand and moved her other hand to Dee’s sex.


    Her fingers slipped inside her slippery-wet vagina and as she moved to touch the pink thorn of her clitoris Dee let out a moan of pleasure.


    ‘You’re extremely wet down here,’ Isabella said. ‘I hope that doesn’t mean you’re expecting to enjoy this.’ Isabella suddenly squeezed Dee’s clit hood, causing the slave to cringe in startled agony.


    ‘You must understand something, Dee,’ the dominatrix explained, moving the hand that had been stroking the slave’s rear to her breasts and squeezing hard on both her nipples for a second time, making her squeal. ‘We’re here so you can be severely disciplined, not for you to derive pleasure. Understood?’


    ‘Understood, mistress,’ Dee replied, shivering with pain.


    ‘On the other hand –’ Isabella plunged her fingers into Dee’s dripping pussy and started to masturbate her ‘– if at any time you find yourself on the verge of climaxing, you must get my permission to come. Clear?’


    ‘Clear, mistress,’ the slave replied, gasping. She became increasingly frantic as Isabella’s fingers worked more vigorously between the lips of her sex.


    ‘I … Ah … Oh … Permission to come, mistress,’ Dee cried out suddenly.


    ‘Say “please”,’ Isabella taunted, increasing the pace of the rough finger-fucking she was giving the slave.


    ‘Permission to come, please, mistress, oh please …’ Dee begged.


    ‘Permission granted,’ Isabella replied, and the young slave climaxed in great, shuddering spasms.


    ‘See how good I am to you,’ Isabella said next. ‘Here, lick.’ She put her fingers, sticky with Dee’s love juices, across her lips and the slave kissed and licked them. ‘Now suck them.’ She slowly pushed two fingers into Dee’s mouth and she sucked them greedily as Isabella slid them back and forth between her lips.


    ‘Look Dee, fair’s fair,’ Isabella said, withdrawing her fingers from the young woman’s mouth. ‘You’ve just enjoyed some real pleasure. Now you must endure some real pain. Agreed?’


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ she replied uncertainly.


    Isabella paused for a moment to admire Dee’s backside again, all round and bare and vulnerable, before beginning her spanking. Smack! The crisp sound announced that the spanking had begun and the red palm print on Dee’s backside bore witness to the cruel accuracy of that first stroke. Smack! Isabella’s hand cracked down again on the curved cheeks with another harsh spank.


    After many more robust smacks, when that luxurious living room rang with the sound of hand on naked flesh, Isabella told Dee that her backside was reddening impressively. She then increased the frequency and harshness of her blows, cracking her hand down onto Dee’s backside with relentless vigour, following one smack after another in swift succession. The cheeks of the young slave’s rear smarted with a fire that made her tense and squirm in pain, and with each slap her tensing and squirming increased.


    ‘I can see a nice, red glow now,’ Isabella said, pausing briefly to admire her handiwork before returning to her task with a will. When she increased the momentum of the spanking still further Dee reached back with a hand to try and protect herself.


    ‘Stop that this instant, bitch,’ Isabella snapped, brushing the hand away. She did actually stop beating Dee for a short time and gently stroked her backside but only to quickly resume spanking her, this time with even greater ferocity. She now also included her upper thighs in the thrashing and did not stop until that whole area of her body was coloured an even red. Dee let out an involuntary wail of pain as the full effect of the spanking spread through her body.


    ‘Ooh, poor baby,’ Isabella cooed in mock solicitude. ‘Does that hurt?’


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ came the halting reply.


    ‘Tough shit,’ her tormentor retorted. ‘For goodness’ sake, girl, I’ve barely even started.’


    Isabella then pulled Dee off her lap by the hair. ‘Stand up and take off your dress and shoes,’ she demanded. Isabella got to her feet herself once Dee was naked. She instructed her to turn round so she could examine her punished rear. When she’d done this Isabella told her to turn back and face her. She looked the slave in the eye.


    Dee looked back at Isabella, again trying to keep any emotion from showing on her face. But inside she remained defiant, repeating to herself over and over her own determined chant. I won’t let her win, I won’t let her win, I won’t let her win, I won’t …


    Isabella interrupted this inner mantra: ‘You know, Dee,’ she said, shooting her an incendiary look, ‘I can tell you – having myself just carried out an inspection – that you now have two lovely red cheeks.’ Isabella had again noted the gleam of rebellion in the young woman’s eyes that her expressionless face was unable to disguise. ‘No, sorry, three red cheeks,’ she added, suddenly slapping her round the face hard.


    ‘Look, I’ve told you before,’ Isabella said in a patient tone as she watched the red rose of a bruise begin to bloom on the young slave’s cheek, ‘I know what you’re thinking. So, please don’t kid yourself you can beat me. Oh, and talking of beating …’ Isabella took a red leather paddle from the selection of disciplinary implements on the side table, and weighed it in her hands. ‘See my paddle, slave?’


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ Dee replied, visibly shaken by the unexpected slap to the face that she’d received.


    ‘I’m now going to use it to beat your backside an even redder shade of red – until it’s as red as this paddle. No, thinking about it, redder still – as red as the reddest rose in a bunch of red, red roses. What colour would you say I am aiming for, slave?’


    ‘Red, mistress,’ Dee muttered.


    ‘Well spotted,’ Isabella mocked. ‘Now I want you to go over to that table.’ Isabella gestured with the paddle. ‘Lean over it with your arms in front of you, your back arched, legs parted and backside in the air. That’s right … Prepare to be punished further. But Dee, before we recommence, please note that I’ve thoughtfully left a nice, soft leather cushion on the table for you to rest your head on. You see, I’m not entirely cruel, now am I?’


    ‘Yes, mistress … I mean, no,’ responded the flustered slave, who found that she couldn’t stop trembling.


    When Dee bent forward, the cheeks of her quivering backside were stretched open. They presented Isabella with an exposed view of her puckered anus and the open lips of her sex. Her rear bore the all-too-clear evidence of her punishment so far, and her anus and pussy just as clear evidence of its effect on her. Both were pulsating uncontrollably and her labia were swollen and wet. Trickles of love juice ran down her thighs.


    ‘I’ll start by beating your backside 20 times with the paddle,’ Isabella said. ‘I want you to count off each strike and thank me for it in the proper respectful manner. Do you understand?’


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ Dee replied, her voice unsteady.


    Isabella raised her arm up to shoulder height and brought it down vigorously.


    Thwack! That first blow nearly knocked all the breath out of the slave.


    ‘One, thank you, mistress,’ Dee managed to pant.


    Thwack!


    ‘Two, thank you, mistress.’


    Thwack!


    ‘Three, thank you, mistress.’


    Thwack!


    And on and relentlessly on.


    ‘All right, Dee, you can keep quiet now,’ Isabella said once the young slave had gasped her way through the full 20 strikes. The scorched cheeks of her backside were now flushed an even deeper and angrier shade of red. Isabella continued, ‘Yes, you can keep quiet and you can stay quiet too. I don’t want to hear another word out of you. From this point on you are to be obscene but not heard, comprende?’ Dee nodded her understanding.


    Isabella carried on using the red paddle on her backside and upper thighs, beating her ever harder until she raised her back as an involuntary reflex action. ‘Down, slave,’ Isabella commanded, placing a hand in the small of her back and pushing her firmly down.


    Isabella continued paddling Dee until she felt as if her backside and thighs were on fire. And then the dominatrix stopped, putting the paddle to one side.


    ‘That makes a lovely picture, slave. You can take my word for it,’ Isabella commented. ‘But we don’t want just a uniform red. Let’s introduce some variety into the picture. I’ve just the thing – my braided leather flogger.’


    Isabella picked up the vicious black and red whip from the top of the side table, positioned herself behind Dee again, and raised it. The whip hissed sharply when she swung it through the air and when it landed with a crack on its target the sudden pain that seared across Dee’s backside nearly overwhelmed her. She was still trying to draw breath when Isabella brought the whip down again. It was even more agonising. As the savage whipping continued, the furious pain Dee was suffering became almost unbearable. She raised her head, about to register a protest.


    ‘Stay put, you tiresome bitch,’ Isabella demanded sharply, pushing Dee’s head back down before she had a chance to speak. ‘I thought I’d already made it clear that you’re to suffer in silence. You’ve got nothing to say that I want to hear unless it’s to beg for mercy or ask for permission to come. Otherwise, just shut the fuck up and take your punishment.’


    Isabella continued to thrash Dee’s backside without mercy, causing numerous welts to spring there like fresh-cut stems. Finally she put the braided flogger back on the side table.


    ‘Now I’m going to use my most vicious cane on you,’ Isabella announced, her dark eyes glinting with malice as she picked up the thin length of smooth rattan and showed it to her victim. She gave it a couple of experimental strokes through the air. ‘Listen to the sinister swishing noise it makes as it slices through the air,’ she said, ‘and feel its painful sting.’


    And Dee did indeed hear the low swish as the cane was drawn back, and the louder one as it descended, and, oh, how she suffered the sharp sting of its first searing stroke as Isabella brought it down hard across the punished cheeks of her backside.


    ‘Ow!’ she squealed.


    ‘Silence,’ Isabella snapped. ‘Be warned, I shan’t tell you again.’


    The room resounded with the sound of punishment once more, this time the swish and crack of cane against flesh. Isabella caned Dee’s backside with unrelentingly hard, rhythmic strokes until it was criss-crossed with clear stripes and the young slave’s eyes were welling with tears of pain.


    Isabella stopped and stroked the cane gently over Dee’s rear, admiring the well-striped cheeks. She carried on rolling it tantalizingly over her backside and legs before recommencing the beating. This time the swipes of the cane she inflicted on her rear were less frequent but much harsher as she brought her arm right back before striking. Three final, vicious swipes in swift succession left Dee whimpering in agony. Isabella examined with cruel satisfaction the intensely painful red stripes that now covered her backside and thighs.


    ‘On your knees,’ demanded the pitiless dominatrix, ‘That’s right, slave, like that … Kiss the cane … Good … Keep your backside in the air …’ Dee’s rear burned ferociously and her breath was coming in little gasps as she put her lips to the thin, hard rod.


    ‘You’ve been exceptionally wilful and stubborn, Dee,’ Isabella said. ‘But I trust you’ve learnt your lesson now.’


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ she responded meekly, looking up at her ruthless tormentor.


    ‘I hope you’re truly sorry for the disobedience and lack of respect you’ve shown to Master John,’ Isabella continued, leaning down and gripping Dee by the hair so she could look her directly in the eye.


    ‘Yes, mistress. I’m truly sorry.’


    ‘And I really hope I don’t have to see you here again,’ Isabella added, staring at her with a gleam of pure menace in her black eyes.


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ Dee replied softly as she grovelled at Isabella’s feet, her severely punished rear in the air. But what she was actually thinking as she looked up adoringly at Isabella was that she couldn’t wait to see her cruel new mistress again.


    ‘I keep telling you, Dee,’ Isabella rasped, harshly interrupting the slave’s reverie, her eyes now black pools of anger, ‘I know what you’re thinking and, frankly, it simply won’t fucking do.’ With that she lifted the cane high above her head and rained blow after ferocious blow on Dee’s backside.


    ‘Mercy, mistress,’ the distraught slave screamed, as she wept uncontrollably. ‘Permission to come … Please mistress … Oh, permission to come,’ she begged in desperation. Isabella gave consent and Dee was utterly overwhelmed by an orgasm that was long and violent, the most savage climax she had experienced in her entire life.


    Isabella paused for a while before speaking again, waiting for Dee’s earth-shattering orgasm to subside. ‘I don’t think you quite understood me,’ she said calmly, looking down at the thoroughly chastened slave. Dee’s face was stained with tears and she whimpered and shook pitifully at her feet. ‘I really – and I do mean really – don’t ever want to see you here again. Do you understand me now?’


    ‘Yes, mistress.’ Dee looked up at her with her large, brown eyes. Tear-filled and thoroughly remorseful, at long last, they contained not even the smallest, not even the tiniest glimmer of disobedience.


    Isabella glanced out of the window and saw that it had finally stopped raining and the stormy dark clouds had cleared. Inside, the storm was over too.

  


  
    One-Way Swap


    It was a fine day, bright and warm in the Californian sunshine, and Christine and Peter were both naked in the pool area. They were completely private there as the neighbouring properties were screened from view by the high wall that surrounded their garden. The sky above was clear apart from threads of thin clouds, and reflected sunlight danced on the shimmering water of the swimming pool. A solid bed of flowers presented a bright swathe of colour on the smooth lawn around it and a light breeze made the flowers tremble.


    Christine, her shapely body tanned all over to a honeyed brown, was lying on her front on a sun lounger, basking in the afternoon sunshine. The beautiful brunette was resting her chin on her arms, and her eyes, which were shielded by sunglasses, were turned in the direction of the pool by her side where Peter was swimming. She watched as he dived to the bottom of the deep end and swam underwater, holding his breath. Peter broke surface near the edge of the pool right next to Christine’s prone body. ‘Put some suntan lotion on my back, would you please, darling,’ she said.


    ‘Sure,’ her darkly handsome husband replied. He hauled himself out of the water, rivulets of water running down his tanned skin. Reaching out for a towel, he dried himself in a perfunctory way, rubbing quickly at his face and torso.


    He dried his hands more thoroughly before picking up the bottle of suntan lotion. He poured some of it onto the palm of one hand and got to work. Folding his hands around and over Christine’s shoulders, he kneaded the suntan lotion into her skin, smoothing her flesh with it. What a magnificent body she had, he thought as he worked his way slowly down her back: the swell of her beautiful breasts, her narrow waist, that gorgeous curvy rear: perfection.


    Peter had thought once that he could never have enough of that wonderful, voluptuous body. They had made love as much as they possibly could when they’d first met, he reminded himself, and that had been just the beginning. They had made love all the time when they’d been on honeymoon, lost to themselves in sensual delight. And when they weren’t making love, they talked and talked: of books and films, of childhood and family and friends, of good times and bad, of dreams and fantasies. Their talk turned inevitably to sexual fantasies.


    Like fucking each other’s brains out at night time on the beach under the moon and the stars.


    So that’s what they did at midnight one night. The sandy beach was only a stone’s throw from their holiday apartment and they rushed down to it, hardly able to contain their sexual excitement. Once there, they threw down their towels and stripped naked. Christine got on to all fours and told Peter to take her right there and then. Her pussy was hot and wet and tight as he pushed into her from behind, his cock forging deep into her. He pushed and pushed into the hot warmth of her sex, slick and oozing for him and she pushed and pushed back They thrust together hungrily on the warm sand, before plunging into the ocean itself and making love in the water in hopeless abandon as the waves crashed over them again and again, their only audience a crescent moon and the stars that glimmered above them in the endless sky.


    And when they finally drifted back to the edge of the shore and back to their apartment and back to their bed Christine had wanted more. She said she couldn’t help it, he’d made her insatiable. She had fallen onto Peter, grabbing his shoulders and making him lie on his back. She had raked her fingers over his smooth, hard body and then, her thighs pressing wetly against his, had guided him inside her. They went on to devour one another feverishly again. But eventually, inevitably, the fever turned into something else and their lovemaking became ever more languid and drowsily sensuous until sleep took them at last. And when they woke in the morning, locked in each other’s arms, it started all over again. They couldn’t resist going back to the beach at night either, most nights actually, to become one yet again with the elements in all their naked, uninhibited passion.


    Their honeymoon had been a tough act to follow, Peter said to himself as he continued to massage Christine’s back with suntan lotion. Even so, their lovemaking had carried on being almost as abandoned, almost as all-consuming, for a long time afterwards. They’d continued to trade sexual fantasies as well, fantasies that seemed to come from out of some murky dark nowhere in the mind. Christine said she fantasised about masturbating in front of him while he jerked off at the same time, and so they did just that, frequently.


    Peter told her on one occasion – about two years into their marriage, it was – that he’d started having a recurrent fantasy of actually watching them making love. So, at his suggestion, they started fucking in front of their wardrobe mirror.


    That was how it started, with that wardrobe mirror, innocuous really judged by all but the most puritanical of standards. But then things got more elaborate and they arranged – Peter’s idea again – to have a mirror fitted to the ceiling above their bed.


    What used to happen was this: Christine would straddle him – she liked that, she told him, being on top – and they would make love, with him watching her in the ceiling mirror and her looking down at him. She said she liked that too, loved it, said it gave her such a feeling of control.


    Peter remembered her saying that. She remembered it too. Christine remembered it all. She remembered how he would sigh and let his body collapse into submission as she straddled him, pressing her groin on his, and how she would moan with pleasure as she felt the thickness of his cock slide into her pussy, so tight and moist. She remembered how Peter would reach up to her and she would grab his arms and pin them above his head. She remembered how he would groan with her movements as she pushed her hips down, fitting them around his hardness. She remembered the short, throaty cry Peter would let out, looking up at the mirror in the ceiling as he watched her grinding into him. He could see it all in the mirror.


    Christine could see it all too now in her mind: the expression on Peter’s face when she looked down through half-drawn lids at him, the wonder in his eyes and his slack, open mouth. She could hear it all too, and feel it: how when she shoved herself down on him with force, he gave out a soft groan and whimper and would stiffen even more inside her.


    Then Christine would grip his arms more tightly and push her weight forward, falling down on him, while still moving her hips, so that the pressure on them both remained unabated.


    And she could smell it now too, smell the scent of his excitement and sweat as he began a long drawn-out moan and started to thrust his hips up rhythmically, pulsing with a climax she knew he’d do his very best to restrain until she’d had her own orgasmic release.


    Christine remembered that at this point she would begin to moan and flush and rock back and forth, so conscious of Peter’s stiffness steely-hard inside her and ready to burst, and her hand would start to rub out a complementary rhythm, sticky and frantic, over her stiff clitoris. Then she would let go of herself altogether and shudder frenziedly as exquisite oscillations began to pulse through her. And as she climaxed she would watch his mouth widening in exaltation as, taken along by her orgasm, he allowed himself his release. He would begin to tremble uncontrollably beneath her before shooting his liquid, spurt after vigorous spurt, deep inside her sex.


    Peter finished massaging Christine’s back with suntan lotion and plunged back into the swimming pool with a splash. Christine stayed where she was on the lounger, alone with her thoughts once more, and her memory leapt back three years almost to the day. That was when Peter had told her he had another fantasy, one he just couldn’t get out of his mind: a fantasy, “now don’t be shocked, Christine”, of seeing her fucking someone else.


    But surprise, surprise, she hadn’t been shocked, far from it. The idea turned her on too, she had to admit it, turned her on a hell of a lot. And they were a broadminded couple, a liberated couple, a couple who made their fantasies a reality, weren’t they? You bet your sweet life they were.


    Christine and Peter got rid of the ceiling mirror, bored with that now anyway. They arranged to have another mirror rigged up – a large one-way mirror this time, between their bedroom and the one adjacent to it.


    Everything was all set for the big event.


    They say you always remember the first time. Christine certainly remembered the first time she picked up a stranger to have sex with, knowing that her husband would be watching it all from the next room and jerking off.


    What had been his name now, that first one: Jay was it, Jake? Fucked if she could remember. But she could remember the fuck. In fact she could vividly recall the sharp, nasty thrill of the whole experience from start to finish.


    She remembered what she’d been wearing, or nearly wearing, when she’d picked him up at the bar. It had been a diaphanous little dress that was cut indecently high on the thigh and low over her breasts. She wasn’t wearing any underwear either, as was her wont. She had on strapped black sandals with very high heels as well, to complete her fuck-me ensemble.


    Christine couldn’t remember what he’d been wearing, this Jay, Jake whoever, only that he’d been tall, well-muscled and handsome with longish, raven-black hair. She remembered kicking her shoes off as soon as they’d entered the bedroom, pulling her miniscule dress over her head; remembered telling him to get naked too and put on the condom she was now handing him. She remembered pushing him down on to the big bed after he’d done that and straddling him, positioning herself so she could manoeuvre the head of his cock against her pussy lips, against her clitoris. She remembered rubbing herself against his cockhead gently at first and then more vigorously, making him breathe heavily with sexual arousal.


    She remembered sliding herself onto his shaft right up to the hilt, and then up and down, up and down, on and on. She remembered riding him in a mounting frenzy of lust, the blood pounding in her veins, until she was completely absorbed in the pleasure she was giving herself and the pleasure she was giving to the man behind the one-way mirror.


    ‘Was it good for you?’ she said when it was all over.


    ‘The best,’ sighed her companion as he lay spent and damp on the rumpled sheets. But Christine hadn’t been talking to him, the sex machine she’d just used, the human dildo. She’d been looking in the mirror, through the mirror to the person she’d really been making love to.


    That had been three years ago now. Since then she’d let Peter watch her having sex with a host of other strangers. It was what he said he wanted. But Christine wanted it too, make no mistake, wanted it in her imagination and wanted it in reality too. That was the number one rule from her point of view: she had to really want it. If she did it meant she was in control, which was crucial. But Peter said he liked to be in control as well, and he got his wish also for, as he was fond of saying, what person is more in control than the masturbator?


    Which was essentially what Peter became from that first time, because from then on he and Christine seldom made love together. Instead they played out this kinky surrogate ritual with ever more frequency, both coming to crave it like a powerful drug, and enjoying it immensely too, each time they did it. And Christine simply loved to give Peter something really worth watching – worth wanking over. She would always put on as good a show as possible for him.


    She would put on an especially good show for him tonight, Christine told herself as she continued to bask in the sunshine by the side of the rippling pool. But you never knew for sure how things would go with one-night stands. After all, it took two to tango, as the saying went. Actually sometimes – tonight as it turned out – it took more than two …


    When Christine walked into the bedroom with the two hunky blond guys that she’d picked up not half an hour ago in a nearby bar, she knew one thing for sure. She knew that Peter would have already started stroking his cock with practised ease behind that one-way mirror.


    She knew – and the knowledge of it made her clit twitch, made her sex feel slippery – that he’d be masturbating with a little more vigour now she was peeling off her tight top and micro-miniskirt and slipping out of her high-heeled shoes. It obviously really turned on the two chiselled hunks she was with to discover she hadn’t been wearing a stitch of underwear beneath that sexy outfit and that her breasts were soft but firm and her nipples stone-hard and her pussy completely shaved. Christine knew the fact that she was clearly turning them on would have turned on her husband as well. She knew he would be masturbating even more vigorously at the sight of her as she cupped her breasts and rolled her stiff nipples between her fingers.


    ‘Strip for me,’ Christine said and she knew that he knew that instruction wasn’t for him, knew that she knew he was already stark naked and wanking. The two blond studs were also naked now, their muscular bodies looking as if they’d been sculpted of creamy tan stone, their cocks thickly inflated. Christine saw herself in the mirror as she knew her husband could see her at this stage of the show, her head back and her full lips parted as those two beautiful specimens of manhood fed hungrily on her breasts, suckled her engorged nipples.


    She knew that Peter would be stroking his cock even more energetically by now, pulling and gasping, as he witnessed the three-way scene unfolding before his eyes. She knew he’d be working his fist up and down ever more insistently as he watched his exhibitionistic wife drop to her knees and grab a cock in each hand. Christine stroked the guys’ hard-ons, glancing lustfully from one stiff cock to the other, then into the mirror, imagining that all-important third cock being pulled up and down, up and down, faster and faster.


    Christine’s eyes gleamed and she smiled a salacious smile to the man behind the one-way mirror before putting one of the hunky strangers’ hard cocks into her mouth. She sucked on it for a while, as she held on to the man’s buttocks, at one moment pulling him in, at another controlling the movement so that it was smooth and fluid. And then she did the same to the other cock. Christine alternated between the two hard cocks, sucking expertly on each in turn, before jamming both of them into her mouth at once. She bet Peter almost shot his load when he saw her do that. But she knew a highly experienced voyeur like him wouldn’t have actually ejaculated. She knew that Peter would be wanking away hard, without doubt, but that he would make damn sure he didn’t spill his seed until he’d seen all there was to see.


    Christine finally, reluctantly disgorged the two cocks, withdrawing them slowly from her mouth, and got back to her feet. She handed each man a condom and told them to put them on. Once they’d done that she pushed one of the men down on to the bed and climbed on top of him, steering his swollen cock into her pussy and making him groan with pleasure. And as he started sliding his shaft in and out of her dripping sex, forging deep into her, she reached back and spread the cheeks of her backside. Christine looked at the second man. ‘There’s a bottle of lube on the bedside table,’ she said. ‘Lubricate your cock and my arsehole and then butt-fuck me.’


    ‘Will do,’ the man replied excitedly, thoroughly dousing his shaft and her anus with lube and then climbing into position. Christine reached back again, this time to fold her hand around his lubed-up erection. She rubbed the slippery head against the equally slippery opening of her anus and then let the man ease his shaft into her until it ground at the back of her rectum. And her anal hole was so tight around his cock that she felt her pussy tighten too around the other guy’s cock, which was pounding into her wet, humid sex. Then the man behind her really started pounding too, ramming into her anus hard and fast.


    It felt so good to Christine to be penetrated front and rear like that, felt even better to know her voyeuristic husband could see it all and would be pulling at his cock furiously now, his fist working up and down faster and faster. Christine loved being fucked in both holes at the same time, loved it all the more knowing she was being watched by Peter as she was being fucked that way. She knew as he witnessed the three-way spectacle she’d laid on for him he would now be jerking away at his cock like a jack-hammer.


    Christine decided it was time to bring the show to its grand finale. She ground her hips down, churning her pussy back and forth on the throbbing cock of the guy beneath her until he suddenly opened his mouth, let out a moan and came hard. His body shook as he grasped Christine’s waist and ejaculated, and that brought even closer the impending orgasm of the man hammering into her anus. He speeded up his thrusts, butt-fucking her in a frenzy as she pushed herself back on him until he was jolted by a shuddering orgasm.


    Then Christine was overcome herself, and her glistening body quivered uncontrollably as she came right along with her husband. Because she knew, just knew that Peter was shooting warm, silky sperm all over his fist at that very moment as he joined in the climax of the four- way fuckfest that had been her special gift to him … and to herself.

  


  
    The Choice


    Lauren and Sam had been best friends since they’d been pupils at the exclusive school for girls, Roedean, on the East Sussex coast. Sam was lively and outgoing, confident, shrewd, witty, and highly creative. She was also a natural beauty, with creamy alabaster skin, feline cheeks, big pale blue eyes, and shoulder-length blonde hair. And, if that weren’t enough, she had a figure to die for as well. She was as statuesque as a dancer, an exotic one.


    Like Lauren, Sam had been born into money and she too wore her wealth with consummate ease. This was in no small part because, like Lauren in this respect as well, she was not one of those ladies who lunch. Lauren was doing very well in the publishing field, loved her job. Likewise Sam was making – had made – her mark on the world in her own right and was a very talented and successful fashion designer. Samantha Burrell’s name was now spoken of in the same breath as the likes of Stella McCartney, Alice Temperley, and Roland Mouret.


    Sam was also unashamedly gay. When asked a very pointed question about her sexuality once by a fashion journalist her reply, repeated with monotonous regularity in the media ever after, had been typically sardonic. ‘Put it this way,’ she’d said. ‘I’m not interested in anything with a tassel.’


    It hadn’t always been so. She’d had plenty of boyfriends when she and Lauren had been younger; “boy mad” their parents had said they were in their teens. Lauren had been surprised when Sam had come out as a lesbian. It had been shortly after her own marriage to Mark and she’d wondered illogically if it had something to do with her being in the fashion industry. It seemed to Lauren that it was virtually a statutory requirement for the men in the world of fashion to be gay. Was it perhaps the same with the women?


    No, that didn’t make any sense at all. Sophie Dahl wasn’t gay, nor was Naomi Campbell. Kate Moss wasn’t gay either. But hadn’t Lauren read somewhere that Kate had enjoyed some dalliances with her own sex, threesomes and the like? Maybe it had begun like that with Sam, starting as a bit of experimentation and ending with her conclusion that she “wasn’t interested in anything with a tassel”. No matter, if Sam was gay, she was gay. It didn’t affect their friendship at all. But that, of course, is exactly what it ended up doing.


    On the day it all started Lauren had been driving round the centre of London. She was stuck in a slow conga of seemingly interminable traffic, as she tried to find a parking space. When she finally succeeded it happened to be only a stone’s throw away from where Sam lived and she decided on a whim to see if she was in. If she was, she thought, perhaps she’d like to join her in what she’d originally been intending to do on her own: have a bit of a shopping spree. She was feeling rather low and thought it might lift her spirits.


    Once she’d parked the car and fed the meter, Lauren walked past a hotel and a short terrace of upmarket shops to Palling Court. She arrived at the tall red-brick apartment block, where her friend had lived for the last three years. Sam had always said she wanted to be “where it was at”, right at the heart of things in London. She’d found that with Palling Court, which was in the middle of the West End.


    It was an overcast day, the sky the colour of a fogged negative, and there was a damp feeling in the air. A spatter of rain was just starting as Lauren approached the block. Shit, she thought. I haven’t brought an umbrella. Perhaps I can borrow one from Sam – if she’s in, of course. She pressed the number of her address on the door entry system and hoped for the best.


    ‘Hello,’ she heard Sam say.


    ‘It’s me, Lauren.’


    ‘Great,’ came the friendly response. ‘Come on up.’


    There was a sharp buzz and Lauren pushed open the front door of the block and made for the lift area. She entered the lift and stared at the wan reflection of her face in the lift’s smoked-glass mirror. She decided to put on a brave face for Sam. There was no need to burden her friend with her marital troubles. She emerged from the lift on the tenth floor a few moments later and walked down the spotlessly clean corridor. She stopped outside Number 53, where she pressed the bell.


    After a few seconds the door was opened by Sam. Lauren thought she looked even more stunning than usual, not least because of what she had on. Her shining blonde hair hung down over the shoulders of an absolute killer dress. It was a clinging little black number with spaghetti straps. Her breasts were almost falling out of its top and it was so short that it barely covered her sex.


    She was barefooted and, if Lauren knew her friend, bare-arsed under that dress, which she guessed might be one of her own designs. Yes, she looked stunning. She smelled stunning too, some very classy perfume Lauren thought she recognised. It was musky, sexy.


    ‘That’s a nice dress you’re nearly wearing,’ Lauren joked, rolling her eyes.


    Sam put her hands on her hips and smiled at her. ‘And hello to you too,’ she said. ‘To what do I owe this honour?’


    ‘I was in the area,’ Lauren said. ‘I thought I’d try you on the off chance. I hope I haven’t caught you at an inconvenient time.’


    ‘Not at all,’ Sam assured her. ‘Actually, I’ve just this minute made some coffee. Want some?’


    ‘Sure, thanks.’


    Lauren followed Sam down a longish corridor in the direction of the kitchen and allowed her eyes to linger on the sway of her friend’s hips, the way her hem kept riding up her naked thigh. She suddenly felt horny. That was funny, she thought. Sam had never had that effect on her before, no girl had. She was straight, not even a bit bi, right. Right? Perhaps it was just the effect of that killer dress. Looking at her friend in it was making her mouth dry. She felt she needed that coffee.


    ‘Did you design your dress?’ she asked, taking Sam’s arm.


    ‘Uh-huh.’


    ‘What look were you going for?’


    ‘Haute couture meets trailer trash,’ Sam replied and gave her a sideways look, her eyes shining with mirth.


    ‘You succeeded,’ Lauren laughed.


    Sam grabbed a couple of mugs when they got to the kitchen and they sat down at the table opposite one another. Sam poured them both coffees from the glass pot on the table and added milk from the jug next to it. They drank quietly for a few moments before Lauren asked, ‘So, how are things with you?’


    ‘Very good,’ Sam said, taking a sip of coffee. ‘Give it another year or two and I’m confident of being bought out by Versace or Dior or one of the other heavy hitters in the fashion business.’


    ‘And you want to be bought out like that, presumably,’ Lauren said.


    ‘Oh yes,’ Sam replied. ‘That way I’ll get backing, advertising, money for my shows, accessories, support, it’ll be great. It will mean I’ll be able to do the stuff I like doing, and offload what I don’t. And it will mean I’ll get more time to spend doing other things outside the fashion industry, like spending time with friends like you.’


    ‘That sounds marvellous,’ Lauren said. ‘I hope it works out for you.’


    ‘Well, there’s a way to go but everything seems to be proceeding according to plan so far,’ Sam said. ‘And it’s a goal worth going for. After all, there’s more to life than work.’


    ‘God, I wish Mark could get himself a deal like the one you’re aiming at,’ Lauren said with feeling. Whether Mark wished that himself was quite another matter. Lauren was coming increasingly to the view that her husband preferred spending time at his high-flying job in the big London-based marketing agency of Simpson and Gray to being with her. He desperately wanted a place on the company’s board of directors and was working so hard towards that end that it had completely killed his libido. That’s what he told her anyway. In any event, he couldn’t get it up these days and they hadn’t had sex in months.


    Sam took a swallow of her coffee. ‘He’s really busy, is he?’ she asked.


    ‘And how,’ Lauren said. ‘I work hard at my job and really enjoy it but, like you, I think there are limits. You’ve got to have a life too. The hours Mark has to put in these days are ridiculous. I’ve barely seen him these last few months. It’s like he’s married to Simpson and fucking Gray rather than me. I try to be philosophical about it, though. He’s so exceptionally busy at present because he’s working on a big project that could well mean a major promotion for him, get him onto the board of directors, no less.’


    ‘It can’t go on for ever then,’ Sam said and Lauren shrugged in a noncommittal way. ‘Any end in sight?’ Sam persisted, parting her lips quizzically.


    ‘Nope,’ Lauren said. ‘Well, not at the moment anyway. To tell you the truth, Sam, it’s really starting to get me down.’ She hadn’t meant to say that, had meant to keep her own counsel, keep her matrimonial problems to herself.


    ‘I can see that,’ Sam said. ‘I thought you were looking pretty stressed out as soon as I saw you, Lauren. Your little joke about my dress didn’t fool me, I know you too well.’


    ‘You’re a good friend,’ Lauren said softly. ‘The best.’ She drank some more coffee and then put her mug on the table.


    The two women were quiet for a time, neither talking nor drinking. Then Sam lifted her mug and took a long sip of coffee. After that she rested her mug on the table and stared at Lauren for several long seconds, frowning. Finally she said, ‘I know what you need.’


    ‘A bit of retail therapy,’ Lauren said, brightening slightly.


    ‘Wrong,’ Sam replied, with a shake of the head.


    ‘What do I need then, wise one?’ Lauren asked with a slightly forced smile.


    ‘One of my massages,’ Sam said, not skipping a beat. ‘It’ll do you the world of good, believe me, untense all those muscles. You’ll leave this apartment a different woman.’ Lauren would remember those words.


    ‘A massage, huh. Do you do “relief”?’ Lauren joked, doing the quotation marks in the air thing with her fingers.


    ‘Why?’ Sam countered. ‘Do you feel in need of relief?’ She smiled and looked at Lauren, her pale blue eyes engaging with hers for just a fraction longer than was necessary.


    ‘Don’t ask,’ Lauren chuckled. Mark might not want sex these days but she sure as hell did and she was feeling thoroughly deprived. She hadn’t had sex for ages and ages. Mark wouldn’t even deign to give her a pity fuck. But no, that wasn’t fair. It wasn’t his fault he couldn’t get it up, poor guy. Anyway, the point was it had been three whole months since he’d so much as laid a finger on her, and she was a very highly sexed woman with, well, needs, for crissake. She felt a twinge of frustrated desire inside her sex, by no means the first she’d felt over the last 12 weeks.


    ‘Come on,’ Sam said, getting to her feet. ‘Let’s be having you.’


    Lauren quickly finished the remains of her coffee, set the mug on the table and followed Lauren to her bedroom.


    Like the rest of Sam’s apartment it was neat and tidy and furnished in a minimalist style. There were low bedside tables either side of the neatly made double bed and at its foot was a wardrobe with well-finished louvered doors. Against the wall beside that was a high-backed chair. There was a chest of drawers with an uncluttered surface up against another wall.


    ‘Off with those clothes,’ Sam said in a tone of theatrical command.


    ‘Yes, Miss Dynamic,’ Lauren said with a laugh that she was conscious was a little too loud. She undressed, folding her dress over the back of the chair and lining her shoes together under it. She squirmed out of her thong. ‘I wasn’t flying commando like I bet you are,’ she said, giving her friend a grin.


    ‘You’re not wrong there,’ Sam said with a straight face.


    ‘Shameless,’ Lauren laughed.


    Sam narrowed her eyes and smiled to suggest that maybe she was right in that assessment. She didn’t say anything though. Instead she stopped and stared for a moment, in appreciation, at Lauren’s naked form.


    ‘Who are you staring at, mate?’ Lauren said mock-aggressively in a ridiculous “mockney” accent.


    Sam raised an amused eyebrow at Lauren’s impersonation. ‘I love your figure,’ she said, letting her eyes sweep over Lauren’s body once more. ‘It’s so shapely, such a refreshing change from all the stick insects I work with all the time in my trade.’


    ‘You’re not so bad yourself,’ Lauren replied, tilting her head back a little and lowering her eyelids, letting her gaze go up and down that floaty-clingy-sexy dress, appraise that lovely figure, those beautiful unbound breasts, those shapely thighs.


    Sam gave her more than an appraising look as she did this, which did not go unnoticed by Lauren. She wants me, Lauren found herself thinking. I never realised that before. And I want her. I certainly never realised that before. She could imagine tonguing her friend’s pussy, could imagine putting her fingers inside her. She was getting not a little turned on and could tell that behind the impassive, slightly amused expression Sam was wearing she was turned on too.


    ‘Get onto the bed and roll over onto your front,’ Sam said, ostensibly all business. ‘I’m going to knead your back from neck to ankles. You’ll really feel the benefit.’


    Lauren lay on her stomach on top of the bedspread and her hair fell loosely across her face. She tucked her arms under one of the pillows, leaving the swell of her breasts visible where they pressed against the mattress. Her back sloped downward to the valley at the base of her spine, and then rose again at the graceful curve of her glorious backside.


    True to her word, Sam started at the top, touching the back of her neck. From there she moved across her shoulders, kneading the muscles there. It felt great, really relaxing, and Lauren gave herself to the experience. Next Sam began stroking gently down the top of her spine and over her shoulder blades, gliding her hand gently over her skin.


    Then she planted a small kiss on Lauren’s neck. ‘It’s so lovely to see you,’ she said softly. ‘You’re adorable.’ Lauren gave a little shudder in response. She could feel herself go wet between the legs.


    Sam massaged her back some more – a kind of soft pummelling, awakening the skin, warming the muscles. ‘Mmm,’ Lauren said. ‘You’re so good at this.’


    Sam moved down to her feet then and began to softly caress her calves, stroking them, feeling her slim muscles. Lauren imagined her friend kissing and licking her calves, each of her toes, worshipping her feet. The thought of it created an ache between her legs and her clit began to twitch.


    Then Sam knelt on the bed and moved up her thighs. ‘Your skin is so soft here,’ she purred. The ache between Lauren’s legs was getting more acute. Her pussy felt slippery. Sam pushed Lauren’s legs apart to make room for herself and Lauren nearly climaxed there and then. She could feel her blood singing in her veins and her breath was coming quicker. Sam trailed her fingers lightly over her thighs. Lauren was now soaked.


    And then it happened. Sam plunged her fingers into all that wetness between Lauren’s legs, making her groan with desire. She began pushing her fingers in and out of her pussy fast and hard and, God, it felt so good.


    Then Sam did something else. She brought her mouth to Lauren’s rear cheeks and pressed her lips to her anus, licking her until she trembled with desire. And all the while her tongue was flick-flick-flicking its magic over Lauren’s anus she carried on masturbating her, making her clitoris pulse with a moist insistent throb until, all her nerves singing, a powerful orgasm shook and scorched her to ecstasy.


    Finally Lauren fell back down to earth. She rolled over then, revealing her naked breasts and erect brown nipples and the copious wetness between her thighs. She brushed her long hair from her face and looked into Sam’s eyes. ‘Your turn now,’ she said.


    Sam’s eyes were shiny and her breathing shallow as she pulled her dress off, exposing herself entirely to her friend, her lover. Her body was perfect, Lauren thought. She pulled Sam down into her arms and pressed her lips to hers and kissed her hard as she rolled on top of her. Sam kissed her right back and the kiss felt fantastic.


    Lauren then put her lips to Sam’s throat and licked a gentle trail down to her sex and began kissing her there. Her pussy was as wet and gleaming as her own and Lauren subjected it to a persistent licking. Sam groaned deeply and ran her hands up over her stiff nipples as Lauren licked deep inside her. She cried out in total abandon when she licked her to a blissful orgasm.


    Then Lauren slithered back up the bed and the two women looked at each other. They held the look, their eyes locked, and then they both smiled. No words were necessary. They kissed for a very long time after that, losing themselves in the kiss. Then they lay quietly on their backs, Lauren’s arm under Sam’s neck, Sam’s head on her left shoulder. Their naked bodies were damp from their recent efforts.


    ‘I love you,’ Sam said ‘I always have, you know. I love everything about you.’


    Lauren sighed. ‘I love you too,’ she said. It was true. She’d always loved Sam as the closest of friends and now they had enjoyed the most incredible sex together as well. What was that but romantic love? Or was it just sex? It certainly wasn’t any old sex, that was for sure. This was the kind of sex she’d been denied for too long – mind-blowing, ecstatic, out of this world. She loved Sam for it. She needed her for it. She ached for it. They made love again. And again. And again, over and over.


    It was only when they finally stopped and Sam, all passions spent at last, lay slumbering peacefully by her side, that the guilt began to set in with Lauren. What in God’s name was she going to do about Mark, she wondered anxiously. She looked up at the ceiling, her face clouded with concern. One thing was certain. She must not tell him about what had happened between her and Sam. It was essential that she keep quiet about that. It would have to be her guilty secret.


    And that was what it remained for the next three months as her affair with Sam raged like a forest fire. Finally Sam gave her an ultimatum. She told her: “It’s him or me”. Lauren was fed up with all the deception, all the lies she’d been telling Mark about the non-existent business trips she was going on all the time, the fictitious conference she’d attended in Paris and the other in Milan. Not that he took any real notice of anything she said these days.


    Things really were at their lowest ebb between Lauren and her work-obsessed husband. She saw Mark very rarely indeed now and when she did, he just wasn’t there. He was present in the flesh, sure, but it was like his mind had travelled to another planet – the planet Simpson and fucking Gray. He was completely and utterly consumed by his work now, by his overwhelming ambition. ‘It’s him or me,’ Sam had said. Lauren made her choice.

  


  
    Dreamscape


    It was a dark night, moonless and starless. The window was open and the curtains were pushing inward slightly from a gentle breeze that was blowing in off the Mediterranean ocean. Helena Fox lay in bed next to her husband, Chris, both of them naked. ‘I can’t believe our honeymoon’s almost over,’ Helena said. The couple were all packed up and ready to go and would be flying back from Montpellier airport to London Gatwick first thing the next morning. ‘It only seems like yesterday that we got here.’


    ‘It only seems like yesterday that we actually met,’ Chris replied. Theirs had been a whirlwind romance.


    ‘True,’ his raven-haired beauty of a wife replied, her violet eyes sparkling in the darkness.


    ‘It’s been a wonderfully sexy honeymoon,’ Chris said. ‘I wish it could go on for ever.’


    ‘Amen to that,’ Helena agreed.


    ‘You’re an incredibly uninhibited lover, it’s amazing,’ Chris said. ‘You really know what you want.’


    ‘And you know how to give it to me,’ Helena replied.


    There was a brief silence and then, ‘I suppose you want me to shut up so you can get some sleep,’ Chris said.


    ‘Not at all,’ Helena replied. ‘I’m enjoying lying here chatting to you. Anyway, I’m feeling too horny to sleep.’


    ‘Me too,’ said Chris, who had a medium hard-on. He reached down under the sheet and adjusted himself.


    ‘What do you think we should do about this randy condition that – just by way of a change – we both find ourselves in?’ Helena asked. She edged over to him, wrapped her fingers around his cock and started to caress it. ‘Apart from the obvious, of course,’ she added.


    ‘Or, perhaps, as well as the obvious?’ responded Chris mysteriously.


    ‘What do you mean, “as well as”?’


    ‘You remember, a couple of days into the honeymoon it was, I told you all about my sexual fantasies?’ Chris said.


    ‘How could I forget?’ Helena started to reply. ‘If I’d known you had such a filthy mind I’d have …’


    ‘You’d have what?’ Chris interrupted.


    ‘I’d have married you even earlier,’ she said with a husky laugh. ‘But what’s your point?’


    ‘It’s that you’ve not told me anything about your sexual fantasies yet,’ he said. ‘Will you please? I’d be fascinated to hear about them.’


    ‘What’s it worth?’ Helena asked teasingly, continuing to stroke his cock, which was now fully erect.


    ‘Whatever you want.’


    ‘Well, I know what I want and it seems to coincide with what you want too,’ said Helena. ‘You’ve got yourself a deal.’


    ‘So, what are your sexual fantasies like?’ Chris asked.


    ‘In a word, exotic,’ Helena replied.


    ‘How so?’


    ‘Let me explain.’ She gave his erection a last squeeze before shifting position and putting her arms behind her head. ‘They occur in a kind of dreamscape where all is sex, sex, and more sex.’


    ‘Sounds like my kind of place,’ Chris laughed. ‘But do I ever figure in them?’


    ‘Nah!’


    ‘Oh.’


    ‘Only kidding.’ Helena let out a soft chuckle. ‘Yes, of course you do – all the time. And you have done ever since we first became an item. In fact, you and I are the main protagonists in these exotic sexual fantasies of mine.’


    ‘Please tell me more,’ said Chris. ‘You’ve really got me interested.’ His shaft was not just hard but rock-hard now. He pushed the sheet away from his body and stretched out on the bed, waiting.


    ‘In these fantasies neither of us is wearing a stitch,’ Helena went on. ‘And the same applies to all the main characters. We’re all these completely sexual beings and occupy this idyllic wooded landscape. In these fantasies you and I wander about having various erotic encounters, involving all sorts of exciting permutations.’


    ‘Why don’t you give me a typical example?’ Chris suggested.


    ‘I’d be happy to. Are you lying comfortably?’


    ‘I am,’ Chris said, thinking or as comfortably as I can be with the hard-on I’ve got right now.


    ‘Then I’ll begin my horny tale,’ Helena said. ‘It is nearing sunset and the air, while still warm, is becoming slightly cooler. I am all alone, buck-naked it goes without saying, and have spent my day communing with nature as I roam the Arcadian paradise that is my home …’


    There are clumps of wild flowers rising through the carpet of leaves beneath Helena’s bare feet and the trees are in bud. The sap’s rising in her too – the sap of erotic desire – and she’s been feeling increasingly randy as the day has gone on. Her pussy is now dripping wet and she’s absolutely aching for sex. She can feel trickles of wetness running down the inside of her thighs and her clit is buzzing.


    She sits on the grassy bank of a lake of deepest blue, its rippled surface faintly reflecting the last of the day’s sun. Helena feels so incredibly horny by now that she can’t wait any longer and begins to pleasure herself. She spreads her legs wantonly wide and starts to rub the opening of her vagina, her fingers wet in her pulsating sex. She rolls her fingers over her hard pink clitoris too, moving them in tight circles, and groans with pleasure as the hooded pearl of pleasure rotates and slides against her slippery touch. Then she pushes her fingers in further, digging them in deep, plunging into all her juicy wetness over and over.


    However Helena starts to get this strange feeling that she’s being watched by someone, so with no little reluctance she stops masturbating. She brings her vision, which has become glazed with lust, back into focus and scans the watery landscape before her. Then Helena sees near the middle of the lake the face of the person who’s watching her. It’s a face so exquisitely beautiful that it quite takes her breath away.


    The face is that of a young Oriental woman. Helena can’t see any more of her than her lovely face since she’s immersed from the neck downwards in the rippling water. She is looking straight at her, staring intently. Her skin is so pale and delicate that it’s almost transparent, in stark contrast to the glossy blackness of her hair. Her mouth is provocative, her lips full. Her luminous blue eyes, which are large and slanted, continue to stare right at Helena. And she stares right back as the young woman starts to swim a slow breast stroke towards her.


    Staring into the hypnotic eyes of this lovely vision as she languorously swims ever closer, Helena returns to playing with her pussy. She spreads the wetness of her labia with the fingers of one hand while teasing her stiff clit with the middle finger of the other. And all the while she keeps gazing lustfully into that Oriental beauty’s mesmerising blue eyes.


    The young woman seems as hypnotized by Helena as she is by her and she swims slowly ever closer, the water that surrounds her shimmering with silver light. Helena can hear nothing but the beating of her heart and the gentle lapping of the water and the liquid sound her fingers make as she rubs them all over her hot pussy. She watches, transfixed, as the Oriental beauty swims closer and closer to her.


    When she gets near the edge of the lake the young woman rises to stand waist deep amidst the water lilies, revealing her perfect breasts. They are prominent and full and her nipples are hard and jutting. She’s still staring directly at Helena and Helena at her; they can’t take their eyes off each other. Having removed her fingers from her soaking pussy, Helena reaches out her arms to her in a beckoning gesture and she moves closer to her.


    The young Oriental woman begins to slither smoothly out of the water and up between Helena’s open legs. She brings her face between her quivering thighs and fastens her full lips to her sex. She starts licking her labia and clitoris, teasing her clit with her tongue. It feels heavenly to Helena and soon this gorgeous apparition has brought her to a shivery orgasm.


    The young woman stops licking Helena’s wet pussy then and slithers back into the lake. She half submerges herself among the water lilies again, and Helena fears that she is about to swim off. Helena reaches out her arms to her once more in another beckoning gesture and to her relief she responds. She eases herself back out of the lake and moves this time to Helena’s side, water slowly trickling down her beautiful nude form.


    Helena admires the young woman’s shapely behind as she crawls sinuously up the grass bank on her belly until she is lying next to her. Then this lovely creature turns onto her back to reveal … a big, hard cock. The shock and intense thrill Helena experiences at this startlingly unexpected sight causes her to climax again immediately, and more strongly this time. Orgasmic pleasure courses through her in waves.


    But Helena wants more – much more – from her new, wonderful hermaphrodite lover. Helena shifts position and swings her hips over her lover’s beautiful face so that she can eat her pussy again while she fastens her lips tight to her erection, which is so urgent that already precome moistness is leaking steadily from its tip. Helena sucks at that moistness as she enjoys the feel of the Oriental beauty’s tongue moving rapidly over the lips of her sex. Her shaft in Helena’s mouth becomes stiffer and more urgent as she licks and licks at Helena, who soon trembles to another blissful orgasm.


    But still Helena wants more. She climbs off the hermaphrodite’s body but remains on all fours, looking over her shoulder at her seductively. Helena’s new lover knows exactly what to do and, positioning herself behind her, thrusts her erection into Helena’s aching sex. She goes on to fuck Helena hard, her rhythm strong and fast. Helena’s pussy is hot and wet and tight as her lover pushes into her from behind, her shaft forging deep into her. She pushes and pushes into Helena’s pussy and she pushes and pushes back. The two lovers are consumed with torrid pleasure. They thrust together hungrily, desire sweeping through their naked bodies … until Helena decides to change position again and returns to lying on her back.


    She and her lover go back to 69-ing one another, this time with the hermaphrodite on top. Her tongue licks all over Helena’s hot sex as, lifting her head up and down, Helena works her mouth fast and hard over her shaft. The two of them are now in seventh heaven, adrift in the thrall of their ardour, filled with the utmost passion and excitement. And then it happens: a mind-blowing mutual climax. At the same time that the hermaphrodite brings Helena to a tumultuous orgasm with her tongue she comes copiously, warm seed spurting from her shaft in profusion into Helena’s open mouth.


    As her hard cock pulses in Helena’s mouth Helena swallows all her come, drawing it down as it spurts onto the back of her tongue. That come tastes delicious to Helena; it is like nectar. It also seems to be some kind of sleeping draught because she soon becomes extremely drowsy. She watches her beautiful Oriental lover gently slip back into the lake and begin to swim slowly away. And as the last red streaks of the sun finally dissolve into the horizon, Helena drifts off into a deep, blissful sleep.


    She awakes the next morning at daybreak. At one end of the sky a line of blue appears and spreads slowly across the horizon. When the sun first appears, that blue is swallowed up by bright transparent morning light. She is invigorated by this beautiful early morning sight. A new day has begun.


    Helena feels fantastic after her long and dreamless sleep, suffused with life and strength, alive in every pore of her body. She’s conscious of energy surging through her, energy that fills her body and swells her sex. She feels like Venus rising. She is Venus rising. Helena is feeling even sexier than before too, indescribably horny: like she could fuck the world. She wonders in awe what the hell was in that nectar. Helena also wonders what this new day will bring.


    She has a wash and a swim in the rippling lake and then dries herself in the gentle morning sunshine. After eating some nuts and berries and refreshing her thirst, Helena decides to resume her travels. As she wanders off in search of further exciting sexual encounters little does she realise that she is about to meet the darkly handsome man who is going to be both her partner in these encounters and the love of her life.


    She is to find him just around the corner, in fact. On a patch of soft grass within a sun-dappled clearing she first sets eyes on Chris. He is lying on his back and is sporting a gigantic hard-on, which he’s working with his fist. He is smoothing his palm over his shaft – pressing it, teasing it – oblivious to everything but his onanistic pleasure.


    Helena steps lithely over to him and interrupts his erotic reverie. ‘Who might you be?’ she asks. The sound of her voice coming out of nowhere like this causes Chris to look up at her in surprise. The instant he does their eyes meet and the intensely strong mutual attraction they feel is so immediate that it is like a lightning strike.


    ‘I’m Chris,’ he pants, letting go of his hard cock. His mahogany-brown eyes are glittering with desire. ‘And who are you?’


    ‘Helena,’ she says, adding as she gestures towards his erection, ‘let me help you with that.’ Helena then kneels between Chris’s legs on the grass, stretches her lips and wraps them around his erection, letting it slide in slowly.


    She begins to work her mouth up and down, cascading her tongue across the hard length of his flesh. Then she builds up momentum, Chris’s shaft in her mouth growing more urgent all the time. His breathing starts to quicken more and more until he seems to be on the point of climaxing … which is when she stops blowing him, withdrawing his throbbing erection from her mouth.


    ‘I want you to lick my pussy now, Chris,’ Helena says, climbing away from his body. She then lies on her back and opens her legs. Chris slithers between her shapely thighs and snakes out his tongue, putting it into her wet pussy. Helena arches upwards, her knees up and legs spread apart as he tongues her sex, his face becoming shiny with her juices.


    Helena wants to feel something other than Chris’s sinuous tongue working on her sex now, though. She wants to feel his hard cock inside her. Shifting position again, she gets him to lie on his back so that she can guide him inside her.


    Chris groans with Helena’s movements as she pushes her hips down, fitting her wet pussy round his hardness. She begins to moan too as she grinds her hips down, gyrating and grinding as she feels the heavy push of his hard cock deep inside the slickness of her sex.


    Then she lets go of herself altogether as exquisite tremors of erotic bliss begin to pulse through her. It is a magical sensation: the colours around her brighten, scents are enhanced, and she begins to shiver without control. An orgasm overwhelms her with its full force and she trembles convulsively in release. And as she surrenders to her climax Chris cries out as, carried along by her mighty orgasm, he enjoys his own ecstatic release.


    Helena paused in her raunchy account at that point and Chris took the opportunity to speak. ‘Mmm, that was absolutely delicious,’ her over-excited husband enthused. ‘And it gives me an idea, Helena. You’re just as sexed-up as I am. Why don’t we …?’


    ‘I know what your idea is, Chris,’ Helena cut in, ‘and the answer’s no – not yet, anyway. We’ll get it together before too long and I promise it’ll be well worth the wait. But in the meantime let’s get back to my story. Want to know what the pair of us do next?’


    ‘Please,’ Chris gasped, trying to calm down a bit.


    Helena continued. ‘You and I recognise straight away that we’re made for each other and decide to continue on our travels together. So, off we go. We wander hand in hand down a mossy track that takes us ever deeper into the forest …’


    On and on Helena and Chris stroll through the depthless ranks of trees. They converse very little and indeed stop talking altogether after a while; no words are needed between them. There is nothing to disturb the silence that surrounds them except for the occasional shuffle of fallen leaves, the crack of twigs, and the soft whistling of the gentle breeze blowing through the branches of the trees.


    Then an unexpected sound begins to intrude on their senses. At first it is almost indistinguishable from the other noises of the forest. But as they draw closer it becomes more distinct. It is the unmistakable sound of a female gasping and moaning with passion.


    They creep gingerly forward and peek with caution through a canopy of leaves into the clearing from which the noise is coming. It becomes immediately apparent who is causing it and why. Because there on her knees, her right hand working violently between her swollen pussy lips, is a lovely-looking young woman.


    She has creamy-white skin, shining oval eyes that are as green as a dragon’s, a small nose, and full, sensuous lips. She also has large, firm breasts with stone-hard nipples, a narrow waist, smooth, rounded hips and long, well-shaped legs. Oh, and she is not only completely hairless all the way from the top of her beautifully shaped head to the tip of her delicate toes but is festooned with platinum piercings. Her nose, ears, hair-free eyebrows, lips, nipples, clitoris, and the length of both labia are all adorned with silver loops. There is a metal stud through her tongue, the shiny adornment visible there because her mouth is open as she continues to gasp and moan in her masturbatory passion.


    Helena pads sinuously over to her, her shapely thighs rubbing together as she moves. She introduces herself to the bald, multi-pierced stunner, who stops what she is doing with a start, looking up at her with eyes bright and feverish with lust. She removes her fingers from her sex where she has rubbed herself all wet and sticky. Helena asks her what her name is and she tells her that it’s Nikki.


    Helena shoots Chris a wicked look before saying to the lovely Nikki, ‘Let me help you with that.’ She tells her to go back to masturbating, saying that while she does that she’s going to give her a nice spanking.


    Leaving her left hand on the ground and lifting her hips slightly to meet the imminent impact of Helena’s spanking, Nikki returns her right hand to the oozing slickness of her pussy. She wanks away like crazy as Helena begins to spank her. Helena brings the flat of her hand down firmly on Nikki’s tight, round rear cheeks in a regular rhythm that soon makes them glow a rosy red and burn dully. Between that and her vigorous self-pleasuring it is not long before Nikki climaxes, trembling without control in erotic ecstasy.


    Helena then turns to Chris, who has developed a huge, throbbing erection watching all this, and suggests that he bring himself off. And after what he’s just been gazing at and drooling over, he knows it won’t take him long. In fact, he’s nearly there already and a burst of precome squirts from his erect cock the very moment he grasps hold of it.


    As Chris masturbates, stroking his fingers up and down his taut shaft, he very soon finds himself right on the brink of orgasm. And then it arrives. Chris feels his cock swell and throb within his hand as he reaches his peak. He tenses and then gives himself to the surging sensations that have taken over his body. He strokes his aching erection to a gushing climax, ejaculating rope after rope of pearly come into the air.


    It is Helena’s turn to find erotic bliss again now and she’s more than ready. Between her thighs she has begun to tingle with anticipation, and the longing within her has risen to a relentless demand. She lies on her back on the soft, green grass and Nikki goes down on her while Chris licks her breasts. Nikki teases Helena’s clit with her pierced tongue, which she then pushes between the dewy folds of her pussy lips, while Chris’s tongue slips and slides over her beautiful breasts. Chris works on Helena’s nipples as well, his mouth teasing each rigid nub in turn. And all the while Nikki works on Helena’s clit and pussy with her metal-studded tongue, her beautiful face doused with her love juice.


    The sensations Helena is experiencing as a result of the efforts of her two skilful lovers are exquisite, and eddies of sexual delight begin to tremble through her. Delirious pleasure is fogging her eyes and permeating her flesh. She is very close to coming now. Her breathing has become laboured, halting. Her body is flexing and shivering with excitement, every nerve on her skin a shimmering pleasure centre. She closes her eyes and her mind darkens for a second, then implodes with glittering flashes of colour. She opens her eyes and lets out an orgasmic cry of release as a powerful climax racks through her body like a tsunami.


    When Helena has come down from her incredible orgasmic high and finally stopped hyperventilating she and her two companions relax together for a while. They lounge around, enjoying the delights of their verdant surroundings. The air is lazy and mild and the trees around them are speckled with sunlight. Flowers fill the air with their intoxicating fragrance.


    Helena tells Chris and Nikki about the drop-dead gorgeous Oriental hermaphrodite she’d made love to the previous day. Chris is very interested, as might be expected. But Nikki’s reaction is something else again. She’s absolutely fascinated, and wants to experience that beautiful ladyboy for herself if at all possible. Helena therefore agrees to retrace her steps so as to show her the spot by the lake where it had happened, and off the three of them go.


    And, to be sure, when they get there, standing at the water’s edge is a gorgeous naked figure, beautifully erect. But it’s not a shemale this time. This one’s all male and is black. He’s an amazingly handsome man with fine-boned features. His hair is cut to his scalp and he has the most piercing blue eyes Helena has ever seen.


    The man also has a wonderful physique, his chest and arms muscular, his veins and tendons like cords. When he leans down, the muscles in his back and thighs ripple gently beneath his skin. This fabulously handsome man has shiny skin the colour of cocoa brushed with crimson. He is also displaying a magnificent erection, like the eighth wonder of the world. It shimmers with perfection and so does he.


    A hot feeling of unadulterated sexual desire wells up in Helena as she introduces herself to this vision of a man who tells her his name is Etienne.


    ‘And do you know what I say to Etienne, Chris, as I gaze lustfully not into his eyes but at that great big erection of his?’ Helena asked into the darkness of the bedroom.


    ‘I’ve got a pretty good idea,’ Chris said with a throaty chuckle. ‘You say, “Let me help you with that.”’


    ‘Right first time,’ Helena replied brightly. ‘Well, I thought I’d give him a helping hand.’


    ‘I’m sure you did!’


    ‘Etienne accepts my kind offer and comes over to join us,’ Helena continued. ‘He remains standing as I run my fingers over the smooth, muscular contours of his chest and his well-toned biceps before squeezing his haunches and finally rubbing his glorious erection. I masturbate him for a while, working my fist up and down his shaft until its veins are standing out like etchings under the skin. Then I tell Etienne that I’m going to blow him for a while …’


    Her pulse quickening more and more with intense sexual excitement, Helena kneels down so she can work on Etienne’s erection with her mouth. First she rounds her lips and spreads them around the girth of his shaft. Then she begins sucking, the up-and-down movement of her head going faster as she sucks him harder.


    Nikki gets in on the act then, positioning herself to one side of Helena’s kneeling form. She starts to caress the smooth musculature of Etienne’s chest and kiss his lips, exploring his mouth with her tongue. And as she continues in this sensuous manner Helena carries on blowing Etienne voraciously, her head bobbing up and down fast.


    When Helena senses that Etienne is perilously close to the point of no return she stops what she’s doing. She removes her lips from his precome-soaked erection and rises gracefully to her feet. Then she steps with a few sinuous movements over to Chris who is sitting down on a smooth rock nearby. His eyes are glistening with desire and his cock is ragingly erect.


    Helena is in much the same state. Her chest is heaving and her sex is throbbing, moist and more than ready for Chris’s steely erection by now. She climbs astride his thighs and eases her pussy over his shaft. At the same time she begins kissing him on the lips, pressing her tongue into his mouth.


    Helena opens her legs wide to grip him harder, drawing him ever more deeply inside her wet, responsive sex. Chris’s erection twitches, throbbing inside Helena as she squeezes her pussy around it and starts slowly moving up and down, up and down …


    And as Helena and Chris fuck like this, Helena turns to Etienne and asks him to get her anus ready for his big, black cock. He kneels behind her and eases the cheeks of her backside apart to reveal the rosebud opening of her anus. Helena feels one of his fingers, which he’s liberally moistened with saliva, nuzzle against the tight ring of muscles at the entrance to her anal hole. She can feel the small negotiations of those muscles as he pushes inside her skilfully, and what starts as a prickly ache in her anus soon becomes tingling pleasure.


    This intensifies further as he replaces his finger with his long, wet tongue. He pushes it into her, pressing against the rim of muscles that he’s already relaxed with his finger and going into her body. The ring of Helena’s anus tickles exquisitely and her arousal grows still more as Etienne continues licking. And all the while she carries on rising slowly – up and down, up and down – on Chris’s pulsing shaft.


    When she is ready, Helena climbs off Chris and gets Etienne to sit in his place on that smooth rock and prepare to sodomise her. She also tells Nikki she wants her to lick her pussy while Etienne’s buggering her. Finally she tells Chris that she wants him to fuck Nikki from behind at the same time. ‘Really give it to her hard,’ she says.


    Helena then straddles Etienne’s thighs with her back to him and pulls her rear cheeks apart. She allows him to push his cock between her splayed backside and into her anus, the pressure on her prostate gland exquisite. As he presses deeper into her, his breath hot on her neck, spasms of delight begin to rush through her body. Etienne then starts to sodomise Helena in earnest, his strong hands on her hips, his hard cock forging in and out of her anus.


    While he is doing this, impaling her again and again, Nikki gets onto her knees and goes down on Helena. She presses her metal-pierced tongue into Helena’s sex, going in deep to brush against its sodden walls.


    And while Nikki’s doing that Chris positions himself behind her and begins to fuck her, driving his throbbing erection between her multi-pierced labia and deep into the hot warmth of her pussy. He runs his hand over the curve of her smooth rear and then starts pounding into her hard, just as Helena has told him she wants him to do.


    The four of them carry on like this in an ever-mounting delirium of lust until Etienne is jolted by an orgasm that fills Helena’s anus to overflowing with his hot, creamy load. He ejaculates in abundance, spilling and shuddering, and the sensation of his hot semen gushing up Helena’s anal channel pushes her over the edge. She climaxes in great shivering spasms, Chris and Nikki soon following suit. And then, at last, the four of them are done. It is over.


    ‘That sure was a hell of a foursome,’ Chris said excitedly into the inky blackness of the bedroom. His voice was raspy with arousal.


    ‘And it built to a satisfyingly big finish too, I hope you agree,’ Helena said.


    ‘I certainly do,’ Chris gasped.


    ‘I’m glad to hear it,’ Helena said, ‘because it’s where my raunchy story concludes. I mean, all good things must come to an end, right?’


    ‘Right,’ he panted.


    ‘How’s that story left you feeling?’ Helena said – as if she needed to ask.


    ‘Absolutely desperate for sex,’ Chris replied urgently, breathing hard. His erection by this stage had reached furious proportions.


    Helena started to straddle his thighs. ‘Let me help you with that,’ she said, smiling mischievously into the dark. ‘And I’ll help myself too while I’m about it.’

  


  
    It’s A Sin


    As a teenager I was a late developer sexually and, with the wisdom of hindsight, I’m sure I know why that was: I was putting off the evil day. And I use the expression advisedly.


    When that day did finally arrive and I discovered the delights of masturbation, I found what I was doing a decidedly guilty pleasure. This was because I’d been raised as a Catholic – a religion that teaches that self-pleasuring is sinful. What I went on to do, though, was in a different league altogether to the solitary act of masturbation and would certainly be regarded as wicked by the Catholic Church. In fact, they would call what I did a mortal sin.


    It all started on a Sunday. I was looking forward to the week ahead as it was a half-term holiday. As usual I was attending Mass, but instead of worshipping God I was on my knees worshipping the pretty blond altar server who was assisting the priest with the service.


    His name was Jerry and he was a year older than me. He lived nearby with his widowed mother. She and my mother were friendly through their involvement with the Church but Jerry and I were only passing acquaintances. On this occasion, though, as our mothers talked to one another after the service, Jerry and I also got into conversation and were getting on really well.


    ‘What are you doing this week?’ I asked.


    ‘I’ve nothing planned,’ he replied. ‘How about the two of us going swimming tomorrow afternoon?’


    I said I thought this was a good idea and we made arrangements to meet.


    That night, I couldn’t resist the temptation to masturbate as I imagined what Jerry might look like without clothes – I was about to find that out, and a hell of a lot more besides.


    We got together the next day and made our way to the nearby open-air swimming pool. As we walked along, chatting about this and that, I allowed my gaze to wander up and down Jerry’s body. I couldn’t help thinking how good he looked in his skin-tight jeans. I admired the perfect shape of his rear, moulded into the faded denim, and the impressive bulge at the front.


    Although the weather was reasonably mild that day, there were a lot of wet-looking clouds in the sky, and when we arrived we found that the pool was only sparsely attended. There was a slight breeze that ruffled the water, which looked downright cold. We went into the changing rooms and, at Jerry’s suggestion, shared a cubicle. As he stripped off, I was surprised – and turned on – to notice that he hadn’t been wearing any underwear beneath those tight jeans. I was aware that my cock was starting to swell when I slipped into my swimming trunks, and found it a decided relief – an embarrassment averted – to run on ahead and plunge into the chilly water of the swimming pool.


    Jerry and I stayed in the pool for about an hour, splashing about, and it gradually warmed up. Every once in a while the sun even deigned to reveal itself through a break in the clouds, allowing reflected light to dance on the rippling blue water. Jerry and I swam and played in the pool – and, OK, maybe we did make physical contact a bit more than was strictly necessary in our games there.


    When we got out of the water the changing room was empty apart from ourselves. We dried off in the same cubicle, still in our swimming costumes. However, our bulges were becoming increasingly pronounced and when I took off my swimming trunks my cock sprang out erect.


    ‘Mmm, that looks very nice,’ said Jerry, who pulled down his trunks to reveal his own lengthening erection. ‘Come on,’ he said, his member now as full and stiff as my own. ‘Let’s jerk off together.’


    Feeing light-headed and extremely excited, I encircled my erect cock with my fingers as I watched Jerry bring a hand to his own erection. We both rubbed our cocks up and down vigorously, climaxing at pretty much the same time. And equally lavishly too, spraying out streams of sticky wetness onto each other with great force. It was an amazing feeling, it truly was – my first time masturbating with anyone else, and the most intense sexual experience that I’d so far had in my young life.


    Jerry and I showered, dried ourselves, dressed and headed for home, both of us more than a little subdued. We said very little as we strode along, lost in our own guilty thoughts. Just as we were about to part, however, Jerry brightened. ‘Fancy coming round to my house tomorrow?’ he said. He told me that his mother would be at work all day so we’d have the place to ourselves.


    ‘That’d be great,’ I replied.


    ‘It’s a date, then. See you around 11 a.m.’ Jerry’s face suddenly broadened into a devilish grin. ‘Hey, and no more jerking off until then.’


    That proved easier said than done. I fidgeted about uneasily in my bed that night. My mind was in a whirl going over and over what Jerry and I had done together and what might happen tomorrow. According to my Church all these “impure thoughts” were a sin but the feelings of guilt this caused just seemed to make my cock harder. I was excited as much as anything by the intoxicating shame of my own arousal. Even so, although it took a deal of willpower, I didn’t touch myself that night.


    The next day I killed time earlier in the morning trying to decide what to wear for my “date”. A clean white T-shirt and one of my pairs of jeans, I thought. On a whim, I removed my underwear, taking a leaf out of Jerry’s book, and squeezed into the oldest, and, more to the point, tightest pair of jeans I possessed.


    I set off, slightly nervous but very excited, the knot in my stomach no competition for the throbbing of my shaft. My growing sense of anticipation and the rough feel of the tight denim against my cock meant that I was in a high state of sexual arousal by the time I arrived at Jerry’s house.


    When he answered the door I was struck anew by how devastatingly attractive he was, with his blond hair falling over his forehead; that pretty face and lithe, athletic body. He was wearing nothing but the faded jeans he’d worn the day before, which clung to his form like a second skin.


    ‘Hi there, you’re looking good,’ he said, reaching over and squeezing the bulge in my own skin-tight jeans. I did the same to him, feeling the warmth of his cock beneath the straining denim.


    ‘Would you like a coffee or anything else to drink?’ he asked.


    ‘No thanks, I’m fine,’ I replied.


    ‘You sure are,’ he said with another devilish grin. ‘Follow me, we’ll go up to my room and fool around.’


    Once in his bedroom we hastily stripped and were soon on his bed mutually masturbating, our excitement growing and growing. We climaxed simultaneously in great bursting spurts, and then lay together in the afterglow, the come on our bellies intermingling.


    We washed ourselves and put on our jeans, then went and had a snack in the kitchen and just hung out for a while around the house. But it wasn’t long before our lust erupted again and our swelling members were straining once more against the tight denim that covered them. We were soon naked and erect again in his bedroom, masturbating each other feverishly. And for most of the rest of that afternoon we simply couldn’t keep our hands off each other.


    ‘How about tomorrow?’ asked Jerry, as I was about to leave.


    ‘You bet,’ I replied eagerly.


    It seemed like an eternity to me until we met the next day. I reckon Jerry must have felt much the same way because as soon as he’d let me into the house and shut the front door he pulled me towards him and kissed me hard. I kissed him right back, savouring the slick, demanding feel of his lips and frantic tongue, and reciprocating for all I was worth. Jerry and I carried on kissing passionately while rubbing our bulging cocks together, getting more and more turned on. We then went up to his room, stripped naked again, and began mutually masturbating once more. Then the mood changed …


    ‘Kneel down,’ Jerry said all of a sudden, his tone chilly with command. I obeyed in an instant. ‘Now suck me off,’ he added, ‘and make a good job of it.’


    I was determined to do just that. I engulfed his stiff cock with my lips – it tasted so good, I can’t tell you – and swirled my tongue around its swollen head. My tongue laved his cock, licking the thickness, my lips kissing and rubbing against it so that it flexed and strained against my mouth. Next, I began sucking on his shaft with slow, regular movements, then faster, then slower, then faster still. I felt as if I was born to give blowjobs. It made me feel deliciously wicked, thoroughly debauched and perverted and sinful.


    After I’d been blowing Jerry for a while he announced, ‘I’m going to climax real soon now.’ His voice was full of sexual tension but just as commanding as before. ‘When I do,’ he added, ‘I want you to swallow my come, every last drop.’


    I wanted to do that too, craved it. The thought of it made me shiver with pleasure. I could taste the beads of liquid seeping constantly from the slit of his cock and knew that they would soon be a gushing torrent. Then it happened. Jerry emitted a strangled moan and erupted to a shuddering orgasm, his cock gushing wad after wad of creamy come deep into my mouth. And I did exactly as I’d been told. My head still furiously pumping, I drew down every ounce of the semen that spurted onto the back of my tongue, taking it deep into my throat – every last drop of it.


    There’s not a lot to add to my story after that. Jerry and I carried on meeting in the same way for the rest of that half-term week. And the following Sunday saw me at Mass on my knees again, my cock pulsing constantly as I worshipped that beautiful blond altar server. As a devout Roman Catholic I knew what I was feeling and what I’d done was sinful and wicked in the extreme, but I just couldn’t help myself. I felt so guilty about it all, I really did. And the guilt I felt was delicious.

  


  
    That Eureka Moment


    Ask any masochist or sadist about the first time they realised they got off big time on what they do – what they are – and they’re likely to have an interesting tale to tell. Although what our masochist and what our sadist each have to say will be very different, their stories are liable to share in common a cathartic sense of everything suddenly falling into place as if by magic: that Eureka moment.


    The Masochist’s Tale


    When Julie looked back at the person she’d been only five short years ago it felt strange – almost like a false memory of someone else’s life. Had that really been her? Julie Ball was so damn pleased with herself for coming out as a lesbian you’d have thought she was the first person who’d ever done it. She was so sophisticated, wasn’t she? So uninhibited, so daring … So deluded, more like.


    The truth was that in her own way she was as repressed as some frustrated Victorian spinster. There was a whole dark side to her sexuality she hadn’t even begun to come to terms with, let alone explore, for the simple reason that she’d yet to acknowledge it existed at all. Let’s face it, she’d said to herself afterwards wryly, you can’t come out of the closet unless you’ve ventured in there in the first place. Julie learnt that lesson eventually, though, and in a very literal sense. It was a woman called Bridget who made it happen.


    Soon after Bridget had broken up with her previous lover, a young woman called Maria who happened to be Julie’s oldest friend, she started making a move on Julie. Maria clearly didn’t mind – her split with Bridget had been an amicable one, as Julie knew very well. The amorous interest Bridget was showing in Julie had been just fine as far as she was concerned as well. The truth was that she’d always fancied Bridget like crazy, thought the tall, charismatic blonde with the short hair, glittering blue eyes, and hourglass figure was absolutely gorgeous.


    Things developed quickly from the time Julie moved in with her. Bridget informed her early on that she was into kinky sex – whips and chains and clamps and the like – but Julie told her she wasn’t interested. She really meant it too, or thought she did. Vanilla sex with Bridget was great, like nothing she’d ever experienced before, and that was surely more than enough, she rationalised.


    Bridget’s bedroom wasn’t short of clothes space and could easily accommodate the clothing Julie had brought with her. But here was the thing: the biggest closet in that room was always kept locked. Julie asked Bridget about it once and she just said, with a sly grin, ‘Oh, that’s where I keep all the stuff you’re not interested in.’ That did spike Julie’s curiosity a little, she had to admit, but she didn’t give it much more thought. She just blanked it out. Until, that is, one fine day when Bridget was out doing some chores …


    Julie had just had a shower and had wandered back into the bedroom in the nude, feeling decidedly horny. She lay back on the bed, her head propped up by a couple of pillows, and began to masturbate. She was just starting to really enjoy herself, her fingers working away at the wetness that had begun to ooze from within her, when she noticed that Bridget’s mysterious closet wasn’t actually locked for once. Julie could tell because its door was slightly ajar. Her curiosity getting the better of her this time, she reluctantly stopped masturbating, swung herself off the bed, and padded over to the closet.


    Julie opened its door fully and her eyes widened like saucers at what met her gaze. She was shocked – not so much by what she saw inside, although that was pretty amazing, but by its sheer volume. Hanging from the walls of that spacious closet were handcuffs, harnesses, chains, whips, paddles, gags, hoods, bondage rope, you name it – all the paraphernalia of BDSM. Julie was also shocked by her own reaction to what she’d discovered in that closet because, despite herself, she was turned on by it – very turned on. The heady aroma of leather in there played its part as well, all but overwhelming her senses.


    Julie shifted her gaze to the floor of the closet where she saw a pile of glossy black and white bondage magazines. There were some other items on the closet floor as well: a box full of different coloured pegs – black, red, purple, blue; a black leather slave’s collar and some wrist and ankle cuffs, also of black leather, which had metal trigger clip attachments; a red ball-gag, and what looked at first sight like a blank video.


    Julie got onto her knees, crawled into the closet a short way, and started to leaf through the pages of the magazines, with their numerous monochrome images of beautiful naked women being tied up and disciplined. Again she surprised herself, because she found the photographs she was looking at powerfully erotic. As she gazed at those striking bondage photos she could feel the heat in her sex growing and growing until it seemed to permeate her whole body. Julie was soon playing with her pussy once more, imagining herself in the place of one after the other of the lovely women in those photos. She could feel her breath quicken and her nipples stiffen and her clit pulse as she wanked and wanked.


    On a whim, she decided to try on the leather slave’s collar that was on the floor. She liked the feel of it immediately. While she was about it, she thought she’d give the red ball-gag a try too. As she buckled it into place the feeling of constriction it gave her sent a further rush of adrenaline to her brain and lust to her pulsating sex.


    Julie played with herself even more energetically now, there on her knees inside the open closet. Her sexual imagination went into overdrive as in her mind’s eye she became an amalgam of all the beautiful women she’d seen between the covers of those glossy black and white magazines.


    She saw herself not only gagged with a ball-gag, as she was now, but also bound, suspended from rafters, soft rope digging into her pussy and rubbing excitingly against her clitoris. And all the while a tall, naked, dominatrix with short, blonde hair – in Julie’s mind she was Bridget – whipped her over and over again until her body was covered in agonising welts.


    Then Julie’s attention moved away from the highly charged images in her head as she looked down and caught sight again of the video. Why was it there? Just because it was untitled didn’t necessarily mean it was blank. In fact, Julie now had a strong hunch it wasn’t.


    She picked up the tape, climbed to her feet, and took it over to the television in the corner of the bedroom. She fed the tape into the video player and pressed “play” on the remote control as she got onto her knees on the carpet. The TV flickered into life and what Julie saw next gave her such a surprise that she let out a gasp of amazement from beneath her gag. There on the screen was Bridget’s previous girlfriend, Maria – Julie’s oldest friend – lying face down and trussed up on the bed in that very room.


    Maria’s arms were pinned together behind her and her legs were held apart and knees bent with her ankles attached to her wrists. Julie noticed that the metal trigger clip attachments to the wrist and ankle cuffs she was wearing had been used to secure her into this position, that she’d been gagged and that purple clothes pegs had been attached to her nipples and pussy lips.


    Not that Julie had given it anything more than passing consideration up to that moment – that denial thing again, she was to realise in hindsight – but she’d supposed it more likely than not that, once they’d become an item, Bridget would have got Maria into kinky sex. Well, here was irrefutable proof that she’d done just that. And to see it on film in this way inflamed Julie’s overheated sexual imagination to fever pitch.


    She went back to the closet, knelt down, and buckled on the leather wrist and ankle cuffs with the metal clip attachments, which had been left on the floor. She also thought she’d go for it with the box of pegs. I mean, what the fuck! In for a penny, in for a pound. She selected all the purple pegs she could find in there, ten in all, and attached one each to her erect nipples and the remaining eight to her labia. Sure, it was painful – very – but in a way that Julie found she liked, and in any event she was too far gone in lust by then to care.


    Julie then returned to watching that homemade video of Maria in her bondage. And as she did so she got back onto her knees on the floor and pleasured herself once more, this time even more vigorously. Her busy fingers, now thoroughly coated with sticky love juice, were making a constant rhythmic, wet sound, which was counterpointed by the clicking and clacking of the exquisitely painful pegs attached to her labia.


    The film had certainly had a very powerful effect on Julie but there wasn’t much happening in it. There was just a lot of Maria squirming in her bonds. And after a while Julie’s mind drifted off again to what she’d like to have done to her.


    She saw herself hanging from her wrists, gagged, Bridget beating her backside furiously with a leather paddle with one hand while she urgently masturbated her clamped pussy with the other … And all the time there was her camera whirring away at the side of the room, filming every deliciously perverted minute of it, creating an obscenely graphic record for anyone to see of Julie’s depravity and degradation.


    Julie was getting completely carried away by now, her fingers a wet click-clacking blur between the pegged lips of her sex, her thighs soaking with love juice. She was on the verge of a massive climax … when all of a sudden she was brought up short.


    The door to the bedroom burst open and in strode Bridget, who was stark naked, her breasts jiggling, thighs quivering. Julie realised straight away what must have happened: Bridget had sneaked back from the chores she’d so conveniently had to go out to do and then stripped off elsewhere in the apartment, only to appear now in all her naked splendour.


    ‘Well, well, Julie,’ she said with a smirk. ‘And you told me you weren’t interested in this sort of thing.’


    Yeah, like she was surprised, Julie said to herself. God, she’d made it so easy for her crafty lover, fallen entirely for her devious ruse. She was already collared, cuffed, gagged, nipple and pussy pegged, and in an incredible state of sexual arousal – this close to the most colossal orgasm.


    Bridget pulled Julie unceremoniously up off her knees and pushed her just as roughly onto her front on the bed. She used the metal clip attachments on her wrist and ankle cuffs to pin her arms behind her back and her legs together, and there Julie was – at her complete mercy.


    She lay and waited for the inevitable, and waited … and waited. The only sound punctuating the silence was the tell-tale click-clacking of her pussy pegs as she shivered and trembled ever more uncontrollably with anguished anticipation of what she knew – just knew – was going to happen. Her backside and thighs started to quiver convulsively as the piercing ache in her pegged pussy (click-clack, click-clack) became unbearable (click-clack, click-clack, click-clack, click-clack)


    Bridget unbuckled Julie’s ball-gag. ‘Tell me what you want me to do,’ she ordered, knowing full well what she’d say. ‘Tell me right now and I’ll do it.’ She pulled the gag from Julie’s mouth.


    ‘B … b … beat me,’ Julie managed to stammer – and just getting those words out precipitated the first tremors of that too long delayed orgasm.


    ‘Speak more clearly, Julie,’ Bridget replied, her voice cold and harsh. ‘I couldn’t hear you over the sound of those pegs you’ve attached to your cunt lips, you fucking pervert.’


    ‘Beat me,’ Julie gasped indistinctly. She tried once more. ‘Beat me.’ Here it came, that first wave of hot, shameful delight.


    ‘Still not clear enough, pervert,’ Bridget taunted. ‘Say it again.’


    ‘Beat me!’ Julie cried out, the full force of her climax hitting her now like a tidal wave, her body shaking and shuddering in pure ecstasy as the sensations flooded through her entire being. ‘Beat me! Beat me! Beat me!’


    The Sadist’s Tale


    Lauren gazed out of the bedroom window of the tenth-storey West End apartment she’d shared with her girlfriend, Sam, ever since they’d fallen in love five years previously. It was getting dark and was raining slightly, specks pattering on the glass. Through the misty rain Lauren could see the thick clots of cars, their headlights on now, that filled the streets of central London. She looked over in the direction of the River Thames, its grey waters more than usually sombre in the darkening light. Lauren switched on the bedside lamp and shut the curtains. She thought about changing her clothes but decided she wouldn’t, not yet. She was wearing a dark blue denim minidress. It was cinched at the waist by a leather belt, which was black like her high-heeled shoes. Sam was having a shower, cleaning off the grime of London. Or so she said.


    Lauren didn’t trust Sam any more, didn’t trust a thing she said. Her instincts told her she was up to no good. Things had started to happen that had made Lauren increasingly suspicious. Sam was out more and more for a start, apparently extremely busy at work. By rights, though, the takeover of her fashion design company ought to have led to the opposite happening. That had been the whole point of the merger, Sam had said. Her manner a lot of the time had also become oddly furtive, sullenly unforthcoming, which wasn’t like the old Sam at all. It was as if she’d become a completely different person from the one Lauren had known these past five years. Sometimes when they were having sex, Lauren was almost certain she could smell the scent of another woman on her. She caught a hint of something else as well, something slightly acrid. The acid aroma of guilt, that’s what she thought it was.


    Lauren had got to the point where she didn’t just suspect Sam was cheating on her. She knew. She was almost certain who she was cheating on her with too.


    When Lisa Graves had become Sam’s stylist six months ago, Sam hadn’t stopped extolling her virtues to Lauren, saying what a find she’d been, how great she was. She had an excellent eye, Sam said, had great taste, was proving hugely instrumental in shaping Sam’s latest collection. She was more than her key adviser; she was her creative muse, on and on.


    Lauren found a lot of this sort of talk difficult to take seriously. She thought Sam was trying to elevate her trade to the level of high art. Lauren begged to differ. She’d got an insight into the fashion business as a result of her relationship with Sam and the people she’d met in that world and she found an awful lot of it – and them – facile beyond belief. The world of high fashion was full of parasites, as far as she was concerned. And she reckoned Lisa Graves was one of them.


    What set Lauren’s antenna twitching was when Sam stopped banging on about Lisa all the time, when she stopped talking about her at all. That made her uneasy, suspicious. Now she was more than suspicious. She was certain they had become lovers. Or almost certain. Lauren decided that she’d challenge her about it as soon as she came out of the shower, and that’s what she did.


    Sam padded into the bedroom naked, fluffing her blonde hair with a towel.


    ‘What are you up to?’ Lauren asked, throwing a combative gaze Sam’s way.


    Sam noticed, averted her eyes. ‘Finishing drying my hair,’ she said, painting an innocent expression onto her face. ‘Trying to decide what to wear tonight.’ She folded the wet towel neatly over a radiator.


    ‘You know what I mean,’ Lauren said, deliberately staring at her, forcing her to meet her eyes.


    Sam brazened it out. She looked at her blankly as if she had no idea at all what she was talking about. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘But I don’t know what you mean.’


    ‘I repeat,’ Lauren said, her eyes darkening further as she fixed her with her most penetrating gaze. ‘What are you up to?’


    ‘Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ Sam said, still doing the Miss Innocent act. ‘I’m not up to anything.’


    Lauren stepped in closer, shifted her weight from one foot to another. ‘You’re fucking someone else, aren’t you?’ It wasn’t a question.


    Sam shook her head. ‘You’re out of your mind,’ she replied in an affronted tone, moving seamlessly into righteous indignation mode. ‘I don’t have to put up with this.’


    ‘Tell me the truth,’ Lauren persisted, straining the words through her teeth.


    ‘It is the truth.’


    That was when Lauren slapped her round the face. She did it very quickly. And hard. And twice. She delivered one hard crack to her left cheek and then another, even harder one to her right cheek. The second slap was so hard that it sent her staggering backward. A dark flush smudged across Sam’s cheekbones. But she said nothing, just began sobbing.


    Lauren grasped her hair and put her face very close to hers. ‘Tell me the fucking truth,’ she rasped, her eyes flashing with anger.


    No reply. More sobs


    ‘Quit blubbering!’ Lauren ordered sharply. Sam swallowed back another sob, coughing.


    ‘You’re fucking someone else aren’t you,’ Lauren said, gazing at her with all the warmth of a rattlesnake. ‘You’re fucking Lisa, or would it be more accurate to say that Lisa’s fucking you?’ Sam tended to take a passive role in lovemaking, didn’t have much choice but to do so when Lauren was having sex with her.


    Sam finally capitulated. She nodded yes. Her eyes were teary and red.


    Bingo, thought Lauren. She’d had her suspicions confirmed. ‘Say it, bitch,’ she commanded.


    ‘Lisa’s fucking me,’ Sam said, almost soundlessly.


    ‘Why?’ Lauren asked. ‘Why Lisa?’


    ‘She does things to me I like, kinky things.’ Sam replied, not meeting Lauren’s eye. She was trembling all over.


    ‘What sort of things?’ Lauren said, grabbing her chin, making her look at her.


    ‘Honestly, Lauren,’ Sam said in a wheedling tone. ‘You really don’t want to know.’


    ‘Yes I do,’ Lauren said. ‘Tell me.’


    ‘She pisses on me,’ Sam said quickly.


    So, Lauren thought, there was one mystery solved. It had been the acid aroma not of guilt but of urine that she’d been picking up on her bedmate when they were having sex. ‘No kidding?’ she said.


    ‘No kidding,’ Sam replied.


    ‘What else?’


    ‘She ties my wrists up and blindfolds me and … and …’


    ‘And what?’ Lauren hissed. ‘Spit it out.’


    ‘F … fists me.’


    ‘What else, bitch?’


    ‘She spanks me.’


    ‘Spanks you?’ Lauren said incredulously, emphasising the word. ‘That’s a bit tame, isn’t it?’


    ‘How do you mean?’


    ‘Doesn’t she whip you, take a belt to you?’


    ‘No, she never has.’


    ‘Why, for chrissake?’


    ‘We didn’t want to leave any marks,’ Sam explained. ‘We didn’t want to make you suspicious.’


    ‘Didn’t work, did it?’ Lauren said with a snort of derision.


    ‘No.’ Sam bowed her head in apparent shame.


    ‘Would you like me to beat you?’ Lauren asked.


    ‘Y …yes,’ Sam said falteringly, but she was starting to look shifty, expectant.


    ‘Punish you for what you’ve done?’


    ‘Yes.’ Sam’s eyes had begun to light up.


    ‘Really?’


    ‘God, yes,’ Sam gasped. It had only been a matter of moments but she had done a complete volte-face. She was almost drooling.


    ‘Beg me to beat you,’ Lauren commanded.


    ‘Please beat me, Lauren,’ Sam said, her breath coming fast and furious by now. ‘I’m begging you.’


    ‘Lay on your stomach on the bed,’ Lauren ordered as she removed the heavy black leather belt that she had around the waist of her denim minidress. She took off the dress; she was braless. She then removed her black shoes and her black thong.


    Sam lay face down on the bed, her face buried into the pillow, holding onto the iron headboard and twitching her thighs, waiting for Lauren to start beating her naked backside. She didn’t have to wait long.


    Lauren raised the leather belt and swung it through the air. It landed with a crack on its target, causing Sam to gasp at the sudden pain that seared across her backside. She was still trying to draw breath when Lauren brought the belt down again. It was even more agonising. A third and fourth stroke followed in swift succession and then down came the belt again. Each time Lauren struck Sam with it she made a noise into the pillow and her body twisted as if trying to get her grip loose from the headboard. She’s loving it, the whore, Lauren thought. And so was Lauren. Her pulse was raging and there was a burning feeling between her legs. But that wasn’t all. She felt liberated somehow, as if she was unleashing something deep within herself that she’d kept restrained for far too long.


    As the savage beating continued, Sam began to tense and untense her thighs desperately to try and contain the furious pain, but to no avail. Lauren continued to thrash her backside mercilessly, causing numerous welts to spring there like fresh cut flowers. Sam was crying and moaning into the muffling pillow. Her naked, lacerated body glistened with sweat, her thighs with love juice.


    Lauren finally stopped beating her and put the belt to one side. ‘You like being fisted by Lisa, do you?’ she said and Sam nodded into the pillow.


    ‘Turn over,’ Lauren instructed, her eyes still blazing but with something much more than anger now. Jesus, she was enjoying this. Her heart was pounding and her pussy was wet. Her nipples had become as tight as stones. She felt full of sexual energy, full of power.


    Sam twisted, releasing her hold on the headboard as she rolled onto her back, her body arching towards Lauren. She was slack-mouthed and her eyes were glazed with lust, her pupils so dilated that she seemed almost to have no iris. She opened her legs wide apart, wantonly wide. Her pussy was wet and sticky and dripping with liquid.


    Then Lauren put a hand down on her and started to rub, started to grind her fingers against her clitoral bud. She put two fingers into the slickness of her pussy, feeling the soft, wet darkness of her insides. And Sam thrust her hips lasciviously against her probing fingers. She was in a delirium of lust, knowing more – much more – was to come.


    Lauren’s fingers were really working her pussy now and she twisted a third one in. She drove all three of them deep inside her, plunging hard into her wet sex. Sam was tight around her fingers as Lauren snaked her hand down to rub her stiff, shiny clitoris again, this time with her thumb, and at the same time she inserted a fourth finger into her wet, wet vagina.


    She forged deep into her wetness several times before she inserted her thumb. She had her whole hand inside Sam’s sex now, plunged into the hot, oozing wetness of her. Sam’s breath was coming quicker and quicker. Her sex was soaking, drenched. Lauren’s hand was drenched too as she pushed and pushed until Sam climaxed, shaking and moaning. Her face screwed up as her orgasm reached its peak and she cried out loudly. Lauren removed her hand. Her palm and wrist were soaked. The bedspread was wet with juice.


    Now for that bitch Lisa, Lauren thought. She picked up Sam’s mobile phone from the dressing table and threw it in her direction. ‘Phone her,’ she said.


    ‘Who?’


    ‘Don’t play dumb with me,’ Lauren snapped. ‘Lisa, who else?’


    ‘What do you want me to say?’


    ‘Tell her I’m away for a couple of days,’ Lauren said. ‘Tell her you need her now, this evening.’


    ‘What if she says she can’t come?’


    ‘Do it.’


    ‘I will, but …’


    ‘Just do it, bitch,’ Lauren cut in. ‘Tell her to be here in an hour’s time.’


    Sam did it, she made the call. Then she handed the phone back to Lauren.


    ‘What did she say?’ Lauren asked.


    ‘She said she’d come round.’


    ‘In an hour?’


    ‘In an hour.’


    Great, Lauren thought. Fantastic. Enough time to do what she wanted to do. She left Sam on her back and went to the chest of drawers and put the phone back on its top. She opened a drawer and took out three black silken scarves. She tied Sam’s wrists to the bedstead with two of them and used the third to blindfold her. Last but not least, Lauren took hold of her own discarded black thong and stuffed it into Sam’s mouth.


    Fast forward an hour. A sharp buzz broke the silence of the apartment. Lauren went to the panel by the front door to respond. ‘Yeah,’ she said in a passable imitation of Sam’s voice.


    ‘It’s me,’ Lisa said, announcing her presence at the apartment block’s entry panel. Lauren buzzed her in so that she could push open the front door. A few moments later there was another sharp sound, the doorbell. Lauren was still naked when she opened the door. Lisa looked startled. She gave a sharp intake of breath not at Lauren’s nudity but that it was her, not Sam, who had come to the door. Lauren had gone away for a couple of days, that’s what Sam had said. What the hell was going on?


    Lauren looked at the girl’s confused face and then let her gaze wander down her body. She had to admit she could see why Sam had fallen in lust with Lisa. She was remarkably good looking, a brunette with a small, pretty nose, full lips, and perfect white teeth. She had a youthful face and unusual grey eyes. Lauren didn’t like her eyes, though. They looked sly.


    Lisa was dressed in a dark top with no bra, her nipples stiff and sticking out underneath the fabric. She also had on a skimpy black leather skirt – no more than a pelmet – and flat black pumps. She was quite petite and her hands, their nails covered in dark red polish, were small. They were positively dainty, Lauren thought. She used one of those tiny hands to fist Sam. So fucking what!


    ‘Where’s Sam?’ Lisa asked suspiciously.


    Lauren gazed at her with a calmness she didn’t feel. Then her lips broke into a reassuring smile. ‘Don’t be concerned,’ she said. ‘Everything’s OK. Sam’s told me all about your affair with her and I don’t mind.’


    Lisa’s mouth fell open. ‘You don’t?’


    ‘No, not at all,’ Lauren said, holding her with her blue eyes, her winning smile, her seductive smile. Her voice remained perfectly calm, belying the seething emotions she felt within. ‘I want you too,’ she added. ‘Sam and I both want you.’


    Lauren watched the girl think, could see her breath quickening. ‘You do?’ Lisa asked.


    ‘Uh-huh.’


    ‘Oh.’ She was lost for words.


    ‘Come into the bedroom,’ Lauren said. ‘Sam’s waiting there for you – for us. Follow me.’


    Lisa gasped in surprise and ill-concealed erotic pleasure when she was confronted by the sight of Sam in the bedroom, wrists bound to the headboard, blindfolded and gagged. Her eyes gleamed and her breathing became short and shallow. Lauren could see her excitement, could tell she was really turned on. This was going to be her kind of sex.


    ‘Take off your clothes,’ Lauren said.


    ‘Sure,’ Lisa smirked. She tried to present a cool exterior as she undressed, like she did this sort of thing all the time, it was no big deal. But her eyes were even shinier now, her breathing even shallower, and her face had become heavily flushed. She looked good naked, Lauren thought. She was well shaped and had high, small breasts with nipples as hard as bullets. Her sex was shaven clean.


    Lisa chewed at her lip and waited for Lauren to tell her what to do next. This was Lauren’s show, she’d clearly decided. And she was more than happy to be a part of it.


    ‘Time to play,’ Lauren said, gesturing to Lisa to come over to the bedside. ‘I want you to get onto your hands and knees on the bed and lick Sam out.’ Lisa obediently got onto all fours and brought her lips to Sam’s sex. She was soon sucking and licking her pussy voraciously, making her shiver and squirm in her bonds.


    Lauren buckled on a strap-on dildo and doused it with lube as Lisa continued to move her tongue hungrily over the slippery lips of Sam’s sex, lapping at her, drinking from her. Lauren admired the way Lisa wiggled her backside in the air, admired the straining hollow of her hips, as she worked so energetically on Sam’s pussy with her mouth and tongue.


    Lauren didn’t rush to start fucking Lisa but she didn’t waste any time either. She eased the strap-on dildo into Lisa’s tight, moist sex, causing her to issue a pussy-muffled groan of pleasure. Lauren started to slowly pump into her from behind. All the while Lisa continued to lick and lap at Sam, her face glistening with her juices.


    Lauren carried on fucking Lisa with the strap-on, thrusting in and out in a slow, rhythmic motion, her hands on her quivering thighs as Lisa continued to lick inside Sam. Finally Sam groaned deeply beneath her gag and shuddered and shook to an almighty climax.


    Lisa hadn’t climaxed, though, Lauren knew that. But then Lauren wasn’t finished either, not by a long chalk. She withdrew the strap-on from Lisa’s wet pussy and, pulling her head back by her hair roughly, began to push the dildo into the opening of her anus.


    Lisa squealed. ‘You’re hurting me,’ she whimpered.


    ‘Good,’ Lauren replied as she pushed the dildo through her tight sphincter and entered her fully.


    She started to move in and out, pushing the dildo right inside each time, and before long Lisa began to push herself back on it as her excitement grew and her pain turned to pleasure. She moaned with the movement, luxuriated in it. Lauren had started slowly but soon speeded up her thrusts, pushing hard, and Lisa started to masturbate, using her fingers on herself to the same rhythm as the dildo going in and out of her anus. Lauren went faster still, penetrated her further, hammered into her until her body was shaking to its very depths. Finally Lisa began a drawn out moan and climaxed convulsively.


    Lauren slowly withdrew the dildo and Lisa collapsed, panting, onto Sam. She was now lying on top of Sam, her erstwhile secret lover; Sam, who was still in bondage, her wrists tied as securely as ever to the headboard, her blindfold and makeshift gag still in place.


    Everything happened very quickly after that. Lauren unbuckled and removed the strap-on dildo. She climbed onto the bed and stood over Lisa and Sam with her legs apart. She unleashed a great golden stream of urine over the two women. The hot rain of piss saturated them. ‘Hey,’ protested Lisa, looking round and getting a burst of urine in the face for her trouble.


    ‘Fuck you,’ said Lauren.


    Lauren climbed off the bed. She dried her soaking thighs with Lisa’s blouse and threw it onto the two piss-sodden women. She put on her dress and shoes. She stared at Lisa and Sam with quiet contempt as she was dressing, her eyes as hard as rivets. Lauren strode over to stand next to the bed. She took in a deep breath and let it out. Then she lifted Sam’s piss-bespattered blindfold. Lauren looked for a long moment direct into Sam’s startled, panic-stricken eyes. They were so wide she could see the whites above and below the pupils.


    ‘I’m leaving you, Sam, you cunt,’ Lauren spat out finally, fixing her with her most withering gaze yet. ‘We are no longer friends. In fact, I don’t ever want to see your treacherous face again. I think you’re contemptible. I’ll leave you to the person you deserve, this sly-eyed bitch – your ever so dominant lover. What a fucking joke that is!’


    Sam’s eyes remained as wide as saucers. ‘Mnhhhhh,’ was all she could manage from beneath her gag.


    ‘That’s the most intelligent thing I’ve heard you say in a long time,’ Lauren said with a dry laugh. ‘Oh and Sam – my thong,’ she added, pushing the makeshift gag it was being used for further into her mouth. ‘You can keep it. Consider it a gift.’


    Lauren slung her handbag over her shoulder and took hold of the small suitcase she’d hastily packed earlier while she and the blindfolded, gagged and bound Sam had been awaiting Lisa’s arrival. As Lauren walked out of the front door of the apartment, she couldn’t stop herself smiling; thin, mirthless smile though it was. Revenge is sweet, she said to herself. And it’s sour too. As sour as piss.

  


  
    Showtime


    Carol and Peter Moore decided to rent a villa in the Provençal town of Dauge for their summer vacation. Dauge, steeped in antiquity and charm but at the same time very sophisticated, was a particular favourite of theirs. The place had so much going for it, the couple felt, with its ancient stone buildings and cobbled streets; its shaded squares and fishing piers; its excellent restaurants and buzzy clubs and bars.


    Carol and Peter were now halfway through the vacation and their days, each one as brilliantly sunny as the last, had settled into a familiar pattern. They would rise mid-morning and go straight outside to the villa’s pool that shimmered invitingly in the clear sunlight. They’d swim a few laps together, their nude bodies, warmly brown from the Mediterranean sun, glistening with rivulets of water.


    They’d towel off and, still naked, would seat themselves at a table on the lawn, in a spot shaded from the bright sunshine, and take a light, late breakfast of juice, croissants, and coffee. They were completely private in the garden as the neighbouring properties were screened from view by the high wall of the villa.


    As they sat together eating, the nearby pool sparkled and rippled and solid beds of flowers presented a bright swathe of colour around the well-kept grass. As they sipped their juice and drank their coffee and munched their pastries, Peter would flick through Le Monde, his mastery of written French more than serviceable, while Carol would read a bit more of her doorstopper of a novel.


    The couple would then go indoors to complete their ablutions, dress in cool, loose clothes, and go off together to do the tourist bit. Strolling side by side, they visited the resort’s museums and art galleries, shopped for gifts, and explored the maze of cobblestone streets and squares.


    They would, more often than not, end up at the same restaurant, one they especially liked. It was situated on the town’s main thoroughfare and was a short distance from their villa, a mere stroll. They’d take a seat at an outdoor table under a substantial awning, thankful for the shade it afforded at that time of day, and give their order to the friendly waiter when he arrived with the menu. The couple usually had one of the restaurant’s superb salads, accompanied by bottled water and a glass or two of rosé.


    Then, as the town drowsed lazily in its afternoon torpor under the burning Mediterranean sun, the air heavy and sultry, they’d go back to the villa for a nap. After that, they’d go out for another swim and to soak up some late-afternoon rays, the sun still high in the clear blue sky and reflecting off the ripples of the pool.


    Nearing sunset, when the sky was starting to glow pink and the air was becoming slightly cooler, the pair would go indoors. They would shower and dress – he casually, she seductively. Then they would go downstairs to have a light meal as they waited for the sun to go down completely. Waited for the cover of darkness.


    And when daylight had finally gone for good to be replaced by the thickness of night, by that darkness they had both been waiting for all day, truth be told, Carol would go her separate way. She would venture out into the warm evening air all on her own, to find a good bar, to find some good wine, to find a sexual partner to bring back with her to the villa.


    They never stayed till morning, these one-night stands of hers. That was one of the rules the couple had decided upon, as was their insistence on the man agreeing to wear a condom. One of their other rules was that, while Peter never had anything whatsoever to do with these fleeting guests, he did get to watch what they did with his wife.


    What fuelled this strange and obsessive surrogate ritual the pair had got into was the fact that Carol was an insatiable exhibitionist and Peter an equally insatiable voyeur. Her compulsion fired his, and vice versa. That was the way things were between the kinky couple and neither of them tried to fight it. Quite the reverse, in fact – they both revelled in it.


    It was a clear night and a full moon was shining in a star-filled sky. The air was slightly cooler than it had been during the day and a light breeze was making the living room curtains move slightly against the French windows.


    Peter was looking good. His handsome face was tanned a mahogany brown, as was the rest of him. He was dressed in loose-fitting denim cut-offs, a crisp white T-shirt, and espadrilles. Standing at the bar that was set up near the fireplace, he moved to fix himself a Scotch. He unscrewed the bottle cap and poured out a decent measure into his glass, adding some ice.


    He sipped his drink, ice cubes rattling, and thought about his wife. About how radiantly beautiful she was with her lustrous black hair, her high cheekbones, her large, dark eyes, and her wide, sensuous lips. And then there was that incredible body of hers: those full, ripe breasts, those jutting nipples, that narrow waist, those smooth, rounded hips, that hairless mons, those long, shapely legs.


    Carol was so drop-dead gorgeous it was enough to blow your mind, Peter said to himself excitedly. And what was that luscious wife of his doing right now? She was out on the prowl, was the answer. She was picking up some hunk to have sex with – that he could watch without the guy even knowing he was there.


    Or maybe she’d visit a lesbian club this time, bring back a girl. She didn’t do that often, it was true, but it was certainly not unknown. Just think of what Carol had got up to with that horny little redhead she’d brought home with her the other week back in London. His brain began to flood with the memory of what she and the flame-haired young woman had done, what he’d seen them do …


    Peter had been in his usual position: standing on his side of the one-way mirror he and Carol had had installed in the room next to their bedroom. He was naked and ready, cock in hand. He was semi-hard and stiffened further within his fist as he watched his wife and the other woman pad into the bedroom. Both were barefoot but otherwise still dressed – if you could call it that.


    As usual, Carol looked stunning, incredibly sexy. She was wearing a semi-transparent black blouse and a very short, tight skirt, in mauve leather. The other woman appeared to be in her early 20s, petite with short red hair and porcelain-perfect skin. She was clad in a body-hugging and almost obscenely short minidress, bottle-green in colour, which displayed to magnificent effect her slim but shapely figure. She had small, high breasts, her nipples stiff and sticking out against the thin fabric of her dress.


    Carol suddenly grabbed the redhead in her arms and kissed her full on the lips. She responded by wrapping her arms around Carol and kissing her right back. Showtime, Peter said to himself salaciously, squeezing his cock, which was now rock hard, and beginning to pull it up and down slowly. Its veins pulsed beneath his fingertips as he worked his palm over it, pressing it, teasing it. He brought his hand up to the swelling of its head and back down again, continuing to pleasure himself deftly.


    His heart beating faster, he gazed intently as Carol momentarily pulled free, only to grab the other woman’s head in her hands. She then pressed her mouth against the redhead’s again, kissing her even more passionately. She painted the girl’s lips with her tongue, then shoved it inside her open mouth, quick and tight. The two women kissed voraciously as Peter began to masturbate more vigorously. He pushed his fist up and down in a regular rhythm, all the while feasting his voyeuristic eyes on the developing action on the other side of the glass.


    Carol finally broke the kiss to lick her way up and down the girl’s slender neck, her tongue travelling all over her throat. The redhead responded by slowly removing Carol’s blouse to reveal her big breasts with their erect nipples. She wasted no time in going to work on those beautiful orbs, fondling them with her soft hands and teasing their swollen nipples with her tongue until they were stone-hard. Carol then unfastened her tiny leather skirt, beneath which she wore no panties, and shimmied out of it. At the same time, the redheaded girl pulled off her own micro-minidress and the flimsy G-string she’d had on under it.


    Peter felt a thrill run through his body like an electric current as, continuing to masturbate hard, he pressed his face to the glass and viewed the thrilling scenario unfolding before his eyes. He jacked away at his erection, stroking and pulling, as Carol and the redhead, both now gloriously naked, climbed onto the bed. They kissed some more, the redhead on her back, Carol on top of her, their breasts pushed heatedly together.


    Then Carol moved down the bed and fastened her bright lips to the girl’s pussy, drinking her thirstily. The redhead bucked and tried to move her sex more rapidly against the regular licking. She jerked her hips forward again and again towards the point of Carol’s tongue as the dark-haired woman continued to draw it slickly against the dewy folds of her sex lips. Carol then turned round and positioned herself so that hers and the other girl’s thighs were scissored together, their wet pussies rubbing up against each other excitingly.


    Peter stood back from the glass a little, his breathing heavy, his eyes bright and feverish with lust. Extremely aroused now, he felt as if all the blood in his body had rushed to his cock. It had become ragingly erect and was throbbing furiously within his pumping fist, its glans glistening with drops of precome. He stroked his swollen shaft even more forcefully, staring intently as Carol and the redhead ground their gleaming-wet slits together, their naked bodies entwined. The other girl trembled in delight, her milky-white thighs quivering, as Carol desperately fucked her with her pussy.


    Then it happened. Carol’s undulating body suddenly shook with orgasmic tremors, as the hot pussy friction built to boiling point and beyond. At the same time the redhead trembled, losing all control as she too was consumed by erotic ecstasy. That brought Peter to the boil as well and, breathing more heavily than ever and jerking frenziedly at his throbbing erection, he came to a climax so powerful that he coated the glass of the one-way mirror with spurt after spurt of creamy come.


    *               *               *


    Hell no, Peter said to himself with a shiver of excitement, Carol certainly wasn’t averse to a bit of girl-on-girl action from time to time. Nor girl-boy-girl action or boy-girl-boy action, for that matter. Admittedly, it was usually lone guys and the occasional lone girl she brought home for sex, but she wasn’t totally into one-on-one by any means. Some of her threesomes had been out of this world.


    Peter refreshed his drink at the bar, then sat down in a nearby leather armchair. Taking a sip from his Scotch, he let his mind wander again. He recalled another of Carol’s assignations back home in their house in London.


    Leslie had been the name of the statuesque beauty with shoulder-length blonde hair, he remembered Carol telling him after the event. And she’d been one half of an exceptionally attractive young married couple that his wife had hooked up with at a singles bar. Alan had been the husband’s name, she’d also told him afterwards.


    In her experience, Carol had said, you’d sometimes get couples like Alan and Leslie at singles bars: couples on the lookout for someone to prove that two’s company and three’s … a threesome.


    Peter looked across a space inside his head and started to remember what he’d watched his wife getting up to with Alan and Leslie on the other side of the one-way mirror. The images behind his eyes became more vivid as he pursued the memory further, driving his mind into an almost cinematic recollection of what had occurred.


    The three of them had been naked on the bed. Alan, well-built and good looking with short, dark brown hair, was lying on his back between the two women, his thick cock engorged and pulsing. He leant over to kiss his wife but she cupped his face and turned him towards Carol. As Alan kissed Carol’s mouth hard, Leslie slipped sinuously down the bed and between his legs. She then took his throbbing shaft inside her mouth and began working her lips and tongue over it greedily.


    With his wife’s mouth bobbing up and down on his stiff shaft, silvery precome trickling from the corners of her lips, Alan’s own lips continued to engage firmly with Carol’s. Then Leslie slid her mouth from Alan’s cock and slithered back up the bed. He in turn stopped kissing Carol and trailed his mouth down her shapely body. She spread her legs around his wide shoulders as he nuzzled her pussy and began to dart his tongue over her slippery clit – flick-flick-flick. She responded enthusiastically, squirming over his lips and pressing her quivering thighs against his cheeks as he carried on kissing and tonguing her sex energetically.


    From his vantage point behind the mirror, Peter, naked and stiffly erect within his own pistoning hand, saw Carol glance at Leslie who was herself gazing at what her husband was doing. Leslie was clearly intensely excited. Arousal shone in her eyes and her cheeks were flushed. As she watched Alan continue to lap insatiably at Carol’s wet pussy, his face now covered in her love juice, Leslie began to pleasure herself with a vengeance.


    Her fingers were like ramming rods as she slid them in and out of her vagina, rubbing herself all wet and sticky. She continued to masturbate feverishly until her palm and wrist were soaked. Before long, she tensed and clamped her thighs around her hand as she climaxed ecstatically.


    Once Leslie had come down from her orgasmic high and removed her fingers from her sodden pussy, she turned towards Carol and smiled wickedly at her. Then she kissed her softly on the mouth. This gentle contact, combined with Alan’s lips and tongue as they continued working tirelessly on her sex, caused Carol to tremble.


    In due course, the couple paused, and Alan put on a condom. Then he was above Carol, driving his forceful penis into her sex, his rhythm strong and fast. Over and over, he thrust into her slippery wetness, filling her as his body pinned her to the bed. Leslie was watching them again, and masturbating hard again too, her fingers working violently between her own labia.


    Peter was also lost in self-pleasure, as he watched the show. His heart was beating like a drum, his breathing was laboured, and his cock was a stiff, burning pole against his palm, hot from its friction.


    All the while, Carol and Alan continued to fuck like crazy, she now rocking her hips up to meet his thrusts. Her body trembled against his as he increased the pace more and more, thrusting in and out in a furious rhythm. Then he climaxed. And so did she. And so did Leslie, shuddering in unrestrained release.


    And as that stunning threesome reached its tumultuous crescendo, so too did Peter, the desire that coursed through him having built, by now, to fever pitch. Out-of-control spasms began to shake his body as he coaxed his raging-hard cock to a climax. Squirts of warm semen leapt out of his shaft and spilled in pools on the shiny hardwood floor beneath him.


    Peter was still all alone in the villa although he knew that wouldn’t be the case for much longer. He would be watching and wanking again very soon; he would be the complete voyeur. At the moment, however, he was listening, and very intently too, from the open door of the unlit bedroom on the first floor.


    There was not long to wait now, he was sure of it, and he was right. Peter could feel the excitement shivering through his body as he heard the rattle of a key being worked in the front door, followed by the creak of that door opening and then an emphatic bang as it was shut. Honey, I’m home!


    His pulse beat faster as he heard the click of Carol’s stiletto heels and the echo of male footsteps on the marble floor downstairs. Soon, soon. He heard the drinks cabinet behind the bar being opened. Indeed, you could have heard a pin drop at this time of night. As always, he’d have to make sure to be exceptionally quiet himself.


    ‘Vodka?’ he heard Carol say. There was perhaps a nodded assent from her companion, Peter surmised. Vodka had presumably been the man’s drink of choice in whichever busy club or bar Carol had picked him up in. He heard the metallic twist of a bottle top and the splash of liquid in a glass followed by the clink of ice cubes.


    Now Carol’s voice again. ‘Enjoy your drink, Pierre,’ she said huskily. ‘I’m going for a skinny dip.’


    ‘OK,’ the man said. The reply sounded deceptively flat. Peter could only imagine what lubricious thoughts must be racing through his French namesake’s mind.


    Such thoughts were certainly racing through his own head. Peter was naked and already fully aroused, blood pumping into his erection. He felt his cock harden even further as he inched his way gingerly through the inky blackness towards the bedroom window, which was wide open. He leant against the wall at its side, taking the weight of his body on his left arm and his stiff cock into his right hand.


    He looked down at the pool, illuminated first by its side-lights and then by the main external lights as Carol switched them on. Peter saw a breeze ruffle the still water, and then he only had eyes for his wife. His mouth was dry with excitement as he watched Carol, naked as nature intended, stride towards the pool, pausing only to place a towel and, he knew from experience, a pack of condoms on a sun lounger. He admired anew the seductive sway of her hips and the way her calves tapered to her slender ankles; watched as she walked, barefoot and bare-arsed, to the shallow end. Peter’s pulse beat faster still at the sight of her. He could feel it in his cheek, in his nose, in his eyes … in the veins of his rigid, straining cock.


    Peter watched Carol sit by the edge of the pool for a moment, watched her step into the rippling water and then begin swimming on her back. He watched as she kicked her feet and let her hands propel her body slowly along the pool to the deep end. He watched her turn again and, lifting her arms, swim back to the shallow end. He looked admiringly at her lovely face and beautiful breasts and shaven mons. She wants me to see everything, he thought. He watched her turn once more before standing up. He looked at the way her hair dropped down like shiny black satin when she did this. He watched as she stepped, graceful as a nymph, out of the pool.


    He watched her wring the excess water from her hair and bend down to pick up a towel from one of the sun loungers. He watched her fluff her hair with the towel then use it to dry her body too, rubbing at the back of her neck, under her arms and along her legs.


    Peter was looking down at Carol but she, his nymph, his nymphomaniac, was not looking up at him. She would not have been able to see him in that darkened bedroom even if she’d tried. No, she was looking at her companion, this Pierre guy, who had come to join her now in the pool area. He was, Peter noted, tall, dark, well-built and good looking, just the way his wife liked them. He could also not fail to notice that the man was buck naked and displaying an impressive hard-on – just the way she liked them too. Pierre had evidently taken a leaf out of Carol’s book and had shed his clothes before coming outside.


    Peter watched as that darkly handsome man took a step towards his wife, watched as he held her in his muscular arms, in a powerful embrace, her full breasts flattened against his chest. She lifted her face to his and Pierre began kissing her on the mouth, holding her even more tightly to him. Peter watched this too. He could only watch, watch as Carol took control now, watch as she got hold of Pierre’s right hand and pushed it between her legs, watch as he masturbated her. He watched too as his namesake took one of her engorged nipples first between the thumb and forefinger of his left hand and then into his mouth as he rubbed her harder and harder with his other hand, working it all over her hot pussy.


    Peter watched and was further inflamed, pure lust burning behind his eyes, as Carol dragged herself away from Pierre and moved over to the sun lounger. ‘I want you to fuck me now,’ he heard her say. She then lay back, splaying her legs wantonly wide. The Frenchman slipped a condom on to his cock with practised ease then moved on top of her. He pushed himself inside as she arched her back and wrapped her thighs around him.


    While he thrust his shaft rhythmically in and out, Carol held him tightly and looked over his shoulder and … yes, she did look upwards then. She looked up into the dark, right into what she knew would be her husband’s line of sight. And he knew that she knew just what he was doing, knew that he was watching, watching it all and pumping his cock frenziedly in his hand as he did so.


    Trembling, Peter felt the waves of his sexual excitement rise ever higher at what he was watching and wanking over. He pulled furiously at his erection as he watched his exhibitionist wife being fucked ever more energetically by this stranger while she in turn looked, or appeared to look, straight back at him, her voyeuristic husband.


    And that voyeuristic husband was now in a state of the most intense sexual arousal. His tongue flicked lasciviously in his mouth, his heart beat wildly, and his hard cock flexed and throbbed within his pounding fist, ejecting spurts of precome from its tip. Peter felt giddy with desire, light-headed with his own aching, burning need for release. He could feel the determined thrust of his own imminent eruption. He was on the verge of ejaculating, right on the very brink. But don’t let that happen yet, he told himself urgently – please, not yet.


    He stilled his hand, wanting to hold back his orgasm before it was too late. But then it was too late. He watched Carol climax, heard her animal-like moan carry into the night, joined almost at once by the strangled cry of her companion – and joined almost at once too, by his own stifled gasps. Peter closed his eyes and convulsions shook his body as warm, liquid seed burst from his shaft.


    Peter made his way quietly to bed and, soon after that, he felt Carol slip in beside him. She brought with her an aroma of chlorine and sex.


    Pierre had been sent on his way, of course. Like they all were. Carol always made it clear that this was going to be a once-only experience. That was the deal, take it or leave it. Pierre, like all the others before him, had taken it.


    ‘You awake, darling?’ Carol asked softly.


    ‘Uh-huh.’


    Carol cuddled into him, her body warm. ‘How did you enjoy the show tonight?’ she asked.


    ‘It was fantastic,’ he replied. ‘You were fantastic.’


    ‘How do you feel now?’


    ‘Thoroughly sated,’ Peter replied with a yawn.


    ‘Me too – at least for now,’ Carol said, letting out a throaty chuckle. ‘But tomorrow is another day.’

  


  
    The Best Laid Plans


    Jacqui was running out of time. Right from the start there had been a strong spark of mutual attraction between the oversexed young brunette and Anne, the woman she was temporarily lodging with while her rooms in the university hall of residence were being renovated. Jacqui had firmly resolved to fully ignite that spark before leaving Anne’s home. However she was due to move back to the hall of residence the next morning and had already packed most of the few belongings she had with her at Anne’s place. So it was now or never.


    It was easy to understand why Jacqui was so attracted to Anne, an agelessly beautiful woman with short ash-blonde hair, high cheekbones, and a wide, sensuous mouth. Anne’s eyes were perhaps her most striking feature. They were pale blue like a tropical lagoon; you could fall into her eyes they were so blue. She had a well-shaped figure as well: soft and full, slim but rounded. Jacqui could tell Anne was lonely, though. She had a husband she clearly adored but he made his living as a musician and was constantly on the road.


    Jacqui seriously had the hots for Anne, who had an air of control about her that really turned the young woman on. She had spent every night since moving into Anne’s home pleasuring herself in bed while fantasising about having sex with her. She had found herself increasingly yearning for the real thing, though, and had finally determined to make that happen before she moved out. But she was cutting it very fine. It had to be today or it wasn’t going to happen at all.


    Jacqui’s first manoeuvre on that now-or-never day was to go into her bedroom in the mid-afternoon, strip naked, and lie on top of the bed masturbating energetically, having first “accidentally” left her bedroom door half open. When Anne walked by her bedroom as Jacqui had known she eventually would, she couldn’t help but look her way. Seeing that Jacqui was stark naked and masturbating vigorously, her fingers working like fury between the lips of her sex, Anne averted her gaze straight away and quietly shut the door.


    It was enough, Jacqui was sure of it. As she continued masturbating hard, her pussy now dripping with wetness, she kept replaying that moment. She could see again Anne’s blue eyes flashing over her and widening with excitement as she took in what she was doing to herself so eagerly with her busy fingers. In that short moment Anne had registered unmistakable sexual desire before regaining her composure, averting her gaze, and silently shutting Jacqui’s bedroom door.


    The thought of what she’d just orchestrated was incredibly arousing to Jacqui, causing a surge of desire to run through her like electricity. She plunged her fingers into her dripping pussy again and brought herself to a powerful orgasm, gasping and moaning, all the time thinking of the look of desire she’d seen on Anne’s face.


    Jacqui then showered, brushed her hair, applied a little make-up and slipped her silk robe on over her naked form. It was time to take things to the next stage, which she knew she needed to do quickly. She had to strike while the iron was hot. Jacqui adjusted her shimmering robe to ensure it was loose at the top, leaving the swell of her breasts enticingly exposed, and pressed on with her mission to seduce the lovely Anne.


    Jacqui padded bare-footed downstairs and into the living room. The windows were curtained in dark patterned linen and heavy net. There were several throw rugs on the parquet floor, black-lacquered furniture, a black leather suite.


    Anne was seated on the couch, leafing through a glossy magazine. She looked up and gave Jacqui a pleasant smile that gave nothing away. There was not even a glint in the eye to say that she had been affected by what she’d seen her doing, nothing to acknowledge the desire that Jacqui was now sure she felt for her.


    ‘Anything I can do for you?’ Jacqui asked meaningfully, raising a sculptured eyebrow. Her body was tingling with anticipation.


    ‘You could get dressed,’ Anne suggested, barely looking up from her magazine. It was not an encouraging response.


    Jacqui however was undeterred. She was determined, come what may, to have sex with Anne before the day was out. ‘I’ll go and put some clothes on,’ she said.


    ‘Fine,’ Anne replied, flicking onto the next page of the magazine. She appeared to be indifference personified but she couldn’t fool Jacqui. She had seen that look in Anne’s eyes when was outside her bedroom earlier.


    When Jacqui returned to the living room she was still bare footed but was otherwise dressed … sort of. She had on a red singlet that was very tight, her beautiful breasts pressed against the thin cotton, her erect nipples plainly visible. She was also wearing an extremely tight pair of soft black leather shorts. They were cut very high indeed, exposing smooth bare thighs, the cleft of her sex, and much of the curves of her shapely backside.


    Jacqui felt very aroused by the shameless way she was exposing her body to Anne. ‘I must have put on weight recently,’ she said giving her a wicked grin. ‘I could barely squeeze into these leather shorts.’


    Jacqui certainly had put on weight lately but only in the sense that she’d regained all the pounds she’d lost a few months ago when she’d dieted with unduly excessive zeal. She’d bought the tight leather shorts when her weight had been at its lowest. They’d looked incredibly sexy and provocative then. They looked more than that now: they looked positively obscene.


    Anne put her magazine onto the coffee table. ‘I can well imagine you had difficulty squeezing into your shorts,’ she said, hardly taking her eyes off her this time. ‘I’m surprised you can even move in them.’


    ‘Oh, I can do that all right,’ Jacqui said, giving Anne a sexy, full-face smile, a challenging smile. She did a seductive little walk, sashaying back and forth in front of Anne, her unbound breasts swaying and jiggling and her thighs quivering and rubbing together as she moved.


    Nothing could disguise the desire she saw in Anne’s eyes as she flaunted herself in front of her. Jacqui was wearing no underwear and the thin strip of black leather was pulled up tight between her pussy lips, rubbing against the wetness of her sex. It aroused her even more, making her nipples poke even more insistently against the scanty red cotton top.


    ‘I think you’ve made your point – or should I say points.’ Anne smiled, eyeing her rigidly erect nipples as they strained against the tight material of her singlet. Rising gracefully to her feet, she stood in front of Jacqui. She then reached out for her, took her by the waist and pulled her close. The two women looked at each other for a long moment and then Anne put her warm lips to Jacqui’s and kissed her hard. The women kissed deeply, Anne exploring Jacqui’s mouth with her wet tongue, letting her breathe her hot breath. ‘This is what you want, isn’t it,’ she whispered.


    ‘Yes,’ Jacqui replied urgently. ‘And a lot more besides.’


    ‘You want to go all the way?’


    ‘I’d love to go all the way.’


    ‘Even though you know that I’m a happily married woman?’


    ‘That just makes you all the more appealing to me,’ Jacqui said, ‘all the more tempting.’


    ‘And that makes you a bad girl, doesn’t it?’ Anne’s impossibly blue eyes were shining brightly.


    ‘That makes me a bad girl,’ Jacqui agreed.


    ‘Let’s sit together on the couch and take things from there,’ Anne suggested huskily.


    ‘Yes, let’s,’ Jacqui replied, her own voice hoarse with excitement, and they sat down side by side. Things were really going Jacqui’s way, she thought. She felt in control of the situation.


    Then all of a sudden she didn’t. ‘As far as I’m concerned bad girls like you need to be punished,’ Anne said, her voice suddenly cold. She took Jacqui firmly by the hands and pulled her across her lap. Jacqui turned and looked over her shoulder at Anne, catching the gleam of determination in her eye. Jacqui may not have been in control any more but she as sure as hell knew what was coming next and it made her shiver with excitement, made her heart race wildly in her chest. She was about to get rather more than she’d planned for today – and that was just fine by her.


    Jacqui cried out when the first stinging blow came down, the flat of Anne’s hand slapping firmly down on her rear cheeks. It was an explosion of pain, a raw livid sensation that turned her skin red. Then the second stroke came down and it was as sharp as the first, the sound reverberating around the room. Anne held Jacqui down, keeping her in place across her lap. She spanked her three more times in quick succession. The pain escalated with each blow, a fire building on her flesh.


    But those few blows were only the beginning. Anne continued unremittingly, cracking her hand down onto Jacqui’s backside with relentless vigour, following one smack after another in swift succession. The cheeks of her rear smarted with a heat that made her tense and squirm and, with each slap, her tensing and squirming increased.


    The robust spanking went on and on, the living room continuing to echo with the sound of hand on naked flesh. Anne simply did not let up and the pain burnt hotly on Jacqui’s backside, sinking ever deeper. But with the pain came pleasure and throughout the beating Jacqui could feel its heat build up in her sex, which rubbed excitingly against the thin strip of leather pressing tightly against it.


    Jacqui wanted, no, craved more. She arched her back, lifting herself, offering the reddened cheeks of her arse to Anne’s fiery strokes. The pain was intense. So was the pleasure. When the smacks landed now it was almost as if her pussy had been caressed. She was slick with her juices. She was soaking, dribbles of love juice smearing her thighs. Her clitoris throbbed with pleasure as she lifted herself, opening her thighs so that Anne’s fingers landed on the soaked leather between the lips of her pussy, landed too on the lips themselves.


    At last the thrashing stopped and Jacqui twisted round to see the curves of her cruelly spanked backside. They were dark red against the black of the ultra-brief leather shorts, the imprint of Anne’s fingers on her flesh merging into a deep flush of pain. Jacqui tried to get up but Anne kept her in place. She began to run her hand over the soreness of Jacqui’s rear, feeling the burning heat that she had inflicted on her skin. Jacqui sighed as Anne went on to stroke her fingers between her wet thighs. She pushed the leather deeper between her pussy lips, making her shudder with desire.


    Jacqui sighed again and shuddered even more as Anne’s fingers pressed harder against the wet material. She arched her back, on the verge of orgasm as Anne pressed her fingers harder still against the love juice-soaked leather. Then Anne stopped, pushing Jacqui off her lap. ‘Bend over the edge of the couch and wait,’ she ordered, getting to her feet.


    Jacqui was soon in position, breathing heavily with sexual arousal. The blood pounded in her veins and her throat was dry. She closed her eyes, wondering excitedly what form of chastisement Anne was going to subject her to next. She also wondered, as she listened to her leaving the room, how long she’d make her wait for it.


    Anne was not gone long. Jacqui’s eyes flew open and she cried out loudly as the crop came down in a swift trajectory, striking a line of fire across her backside. ‘I gave up riding years ago,’ Anne said. ‘But I hung on to this. I always knew it would come in handy one day.’ Jacqui let out another loud cry of pain as Anne brought the crop down again, further inflaming her backside as it bit into her flesh. Then she sliced the crop through the air a third time and a further red-hot strike landed across Jacqui’s rear cheeks. It was followed by another harsh stroke, and then another.


    Anne began to beat Jacqui with even greater ferocity, slicing more and more red heat through her body. The crop struck her bum in a regular harsh rhythm, and each time it cracked against her skin it planted a flame-hot line on her flesh. Jacqui responded to each sharp strike with a cry of pain … and pleasure. A red heat seemed to be burning into her skin, sinking deeper and deeper.


    Anne started to strike more quickly, inflicting even more excruciating pain on her, which brought with it even more intoxicating pleasure too, and Jacqui’s cries came faster and faster. Tremors of pleasure-pain ran through her body and she could feel the heat blazing on the cheeks of her backside, the skin raised and imprinted with the pattern of the crop.


    Jacqui lost count of the number of times Anne used the riding crop on her, but when the beating was finally over and she was allowed to stand up, her flesh was quivering and burning with both great pain and great pleasure.


    Jacqui suddenly felt conscious of the passage of time. The light outside the window had faded and the colours in the room had dimmed and were tinged with shadows. It was evident that afternoon had morphed into evening during the course of her prolonged punishment.


    And that punishment had left her feeling incredibly randy, horny beyond belief, the heat of desire sweeping through her body. Her clit was buzzing, burning. She was ripe, ready. Now for what she’d actually planned for, Jacqui smiled to herself salaciously. Now for some pure – correction, impure sex with Anne.


    But Anne had other ideas altogether. ‘That’s all you’re getting out of me,’ she said with grim finality, her voice cold. Her beautiful face had hardened into a mask. ‘I want you to go to your bedroom now, shut the door, strip off your little fuck-me outfit and spend the rest of your time under this roof lying on the bed and playing with yourself – like you were doing this afternoon for my benefit.’ She went on: ‘I want you to leave my home at the crack of dawn and never return. You might have been determined to seduce me today, Jacqui, but I was even more determined that you wouldn’t. I told you I’m a happily married woman. I’m also monogamous, and that’s the way I’m going to stay.’


    Jacqui did as she’d been told, climaxing time and again as she masturbated deliriously for hours on end, her skin marked deeply by the heavy chastisement Anne had inflicted on her. As her fingers pressed into her sex over and over, penetrating hard and fast, she luxuriated in her own sticky wetness, the heat of her pussy, the pulse of her clit. The sensations were exquisite, racking her body with spasms of erotic delight.


    The pain Jacqui was still suffering as a result of her earlier beatings – the bruises and lacerations from which she knew would take days to fade – and the knowledge of what had caused that pain in the first place made her epic masturbation session and the multiple orgasms that went with it a hundred times more intense. She climaxed repeatedly, wanting the waves of ecstasy to go on and on until she could do no more. Her sex was drenched from her frantic self-ministrations. The bedspread was wet with juice.


    Jacqui’s night of onanistic excess did finally come to an end, though. It
had

    to come to an end because Anne had been very specific in her instructions. There was nothing else for it, nothing that could be done; it was over. Jacqui left Anne’s home when dawn’s early light had dimmed all but the brightest stars, closing the front door behind her as quietly as Anne had closed her bedroom door the day before.

  


  
    Into The Dark Woods


    I used to love going into the woods when I was a young man. They were somewhere I could be perfectly alone, a place where I wouldn’t encounter another soul. But I needed to venture deep into those dark woods to find the solitude I sought: through the depthless ranks of trees where all was quiet except for the occasional shuffle of fallen leaves; then deeper still, through a part of the woods that seemed preternaturally silent, inert, devoid of life. A curtain of trees surrounded me, loomed over me. They pressed in from every side before miraculously opening out to that lovely secluded spot – a sun-dappled clearing with a pebbled stream and a seductively secretive atmosphere. It was the ideal place to have a wank.


    I was sexually confused back then, though not perhaps for the most obvious reason. I knew I was strongly attracted to my own sex and was as certain as I could be that it wasn’t a “phase” I’d grow out of. That wasn’t the problem. I didn’t feel uncomfortable with being gay, but I did with some of the darker desires I’d begun to have. You see, I’d started to fantasise frequently about being tied up and beaten. I’d no idea where these thoughts were coming from. I hadn’t been abused as a child or anything like that, never been subjected to any form of corporal punishment at all. So, I found these fantasies mystifying and disturbing. But I also found them powerfully erotic, and masturbated constantly to the mental images I was conjuring up from … well … who knows where?


    I was a chronic masturbator in those days, there’s no doubt about it, taking every conceivable opportunity I could find to pleasure myself. I liked nothing better on a fine day than to go off on my own to the woods at the edge of town. I’d wear as little as I could get away with. That was usually a T-shirt, tight jeans with no underwear, and sneakers. Getting as well off the beaten track as possible, I’d venture into the very heart of the woods to my favourite spot: that clearing by the edge of a pebbled brook.


    Just before I got there I’d remove my clothes and leave them by a fallen log, always the same one. I’d then make my horny way to the clearing, my hard cock throbbing in my hand. Once there, enveloped again in blissful seclusion, I’d wank myself senseless.


    Afterwards, I’d wash off in the stream, dry myself in the sunshine, get back into my clothes and set off home. The thrilling recollection of what I’d just been doing combined with the rough feel of my tight denim jeans on my cock meant that by the time I got home I was ready to jerk myself off again. And that’s invariably exactly what I did.


    Then one day everything changed. I’d gone off into the woods alone once more, full of the horny joys of spring. The air was mild and sunlight filtered through the branches overhead. There were clumps of wild flowers rising through the carpet of leaves and the trees were in bud. The sap was rising in me as well and I was looking forward no end to indulging in a major bout of masturbation, my penis becoming increasingly stimulated in anticipation by the tight denim of my jeans.


    As soon as I got to the fallen log, I stripped off and had already started rubbing my stiff shaft as I made my way to the clearing. But I was brought up short when, nearly there, I heard the sound of voices.


    I stopped for a moment, then crept forward and peaked cautiously through some foliage into the clearing. What I saw before me really got my cock pulsing, I can tell you. There were half a dozen guys of about my age, all naked, standing in a circle and masturbating.


    I was thoroughly enjoying the sight of those six young guys jerking off and was jacking away myself as I watched them, when all of a sudden … ‘Well now, someone’s obviously enjoying the show,’ said a voice from behind me, startling me out of my lustful reverie.


    I turned round to see the most gorgeous looking guy I’d ever seen. Dark-haired with piercing blue eyes and high cheekbones, he too was naked. And he was displaying an enormous erection, his shaft as thick and strong as his body was athletic. He put a friendly arm around my shoulder and an even friendlier hand on my own hard cock, gesturing for me to reciprocate.


    ‘Let’s watch together for a bit,’ he said, his blue eyes shining, and that’s what we did as we continued masturbating one another.


    ‘I’m the ringleader of that little wanking club,’ he announced after a while. ‘Would you like to join?’


    ‘Yes, please,’ I replied eagerly.


    ‘I feel I ought to warn you, though,’ he said, ‘there’s an initiation ceremony you have to go through to join. You may not enjoy that. On the other hand,’ he added with a wicked grin, ‘you may enjoy it a lot.’


    He led me into the clearing and interrupted his masturbating friends, who all gathered around me, clutching their erections – and several of them clutching at mine.


    ‘We’ve got a potential member of the club here,’ said the ringleader. ‘Come on guys, you know what to do.’


    At this instruction, they hurried over to their discarded clothes and removed the leather belts from their jeans. They used these to tie my wrists together in front of me before stretching my arms up and tying my wrists to the overhanging branch of an oak tree. They also belted my ankles together.


    At a signal from the ringleader each took it in turns to whip my backside with a leather belt, their lashes sharp and stinging. The heat of the punishment they were inflicting on me burned more and more intensely on my flesh. I found this increasingly painful but also immensely exciting as was obvious by my rock-hard cock and the rivulet of precome trailing from its head.


    But enough is enough. When the fierce red pain burning across my backside was starting to become unbearable they stopped beating me, thank goodness, and untied my wrists from the branch of the tree and also untied my ankles. I thought that was the end of the initiation ceremony, but no. Because they then re-tied the belt around my wrists, this time behind my back.


    ‘Have you ever sucked cock?’ the ringleader asked.


    ‘No,’ I replied truthfully.


    ‘That’s the last time you’ll ever be able to say that,’ he laughed. ‘Kneel down and suck every one of the guys’ cocks in turn, until in each case I tell you to move on to the next one. If one of them climaxes while you’re sucking him, you must swallow his come – understand?’


    I nodded my head, yes. And what is there to say? I sucked all six guys’ cocks and one of them – the sixth – did indeed ejaculate in my mouth and I swallowed all of the creamy come that spilled from his shaft, every last drop.


    ‘Good boy,’ said the ringleader. ‘Now for the last part of the initiation ceremony.’ On saying that, he pushed me roughly to the ground, where I lay on my back. The mud underneath me felt tepid and soft against my naked skin.


    ‘Let’s baptise him with boy juice,’ he said to his companions and they all masturbated feverishly until one after the other of them squirted their hot seed over my torso and face. Even the guy who’d already come in my mouth managed another load. The ringleader then wanked himself with one hand and me with the other until we both spurted out thick gobs of pearly come onto my stomach.


    My wrists were untied then and they all just picked up their clothes and disappeared into the thick woods without a word, leaving me on my back in the dirt, my nostrils suffused with the odour of moss and mud and come.


    God, how I yearned to see the ringleader and the others again after they’d initiated me so sadistically, so deliciously into their club. The problem was that I didn’t know a single one of those guys and therefore didn’t have any means of making contact with them. I’d no way of knowing when, if ever, they’d turn up in the woods again. I’d never seen them before that time, after all. Would I ever see them again? All I could do was go there as often as I was able to, in my usual horny state, and just hope for the best. Apart from giving me a real taste for mutual masturbation and oral sex, they’d fuelled my innate masochism, so I was ever hopeful. But nothing, no sign of them at all.


    Then I fell in lust. His name was Paul. Actually, we’d known each other for ages – since we were kids, when we’d often played together. One particular incident had stuck in my mind from that time. We were having one of those playful wrestles that young pals have, when all of a sudden I became acutely aware of a kind of electrical charge between us, an exciting tingling feeling in my loins. I’m certain Paul had the same sensation and it was with a sort of bewildered reluctance on both our parts that we managed to prise our bodies apart.


    I didn’t understand at the time what that electric sensation was but the memory of it stayed with me and as we both grew into adolescence so did our mutual sexual attraction. To cut a long story short, our friendship kept developing in that direction and we became “jack-off buddies”. Our first mutual masturbation session took place a couple of weeks after that amazing, cathartic incident with the wanking club and was one of its direct results. The experience had emboldened me to make the suggestion to Paul the next time we were alone together in his room that we wank each other off. He was, as it transpired, all too willing to go along with the idea. And it didn’t stop at just one mutual masturbation session. In fact it didn’t stop at just mutual masturbation, far from it.


    From that time onwards I carried on venturing off into the dark woods very much with sex on my mind, but was no longer going on my own. I told Paul all about my experiences with the ringleader and the other guys, including the sadistic initiation ceremony I’d been put through so that I could join their club.


    Paul knew it would be just a matter of chance if we did come upon them. He freely admitted that he was turned on by the idea of having a mass wank but not at all attracted by the thought of having to endure a painful initiation ceremony to achieve it. Basically, though, he just wanted to get it on with me in the woods, so we decided to go ahead.


    It was a relief to be away from prying eyes in those quiet woods, with nobody else about and the only sounds the murmurings and stirrings of nature, the occasional creaking of a bough. We made our way hand in hand towards that clearing by a pebbled stream deep in the woods where I’d pleasured myself so often in the past and where I’d been initiated with such exquisite cruelty into the wanking club.


    The closer Paul and I got, the more excited we became and as we walked along we fondled the bulges in one another’s tight jeans. We arrived at the fallen log near the clearing, where I’d always left my clothes before, and we did the same now. Both stark naked, we rushed excitedly into the clearing, our erect cocks bobbing ahead of us. Once there, we stood in each other’s arms, caressing and kissing as our engorged shafts rubbed together, mingling their precome.


    Paul then got onto his knees and stroked my cock while sucking its head, before taking its length into his mouth. I began pinching my nipples and the harder he licked and sucked at my cock the harder I squeezed them, luxuriating in the pleasure and pain I was experiencing. He pulled on the smooth hardness of his own shaft at the same time as blowing me and when I came into his mouth, this pushed him over the edge. As he swallowed my jism, he climaxed convulsively as well, spilling out ropes of pearly come onto the grass beneath him.


    Paul, it turned out, had quite a bit more experience of gay sex than I had at the time. How so? Well, let’s just say that he’d an uncle he was very close to, and leave it there. Except to say that his uncle would’ve been pushing against an open door with Paul, who was gay through and through, I’ve no doubt about it. It takes one to know one, as the saying goes.


    It was a splendid day, that second time we went into the woods together, the air lazy and mild and the trees speckled with sunlight. There was a freshwater pool not far from the clearing and Paul had suggested we go skinny dipping in it. He came prepared with a backpack containing a couple of towels.


    When we got into the water we were both sporting gigantic hard-ons and happily played with one another’s cocks as we splashed around in the sparkling water. At one point Paul took me into his arms and we kissed passionately, his hard cock pressing against mine as he gently caressed my back and rear.


    Then he opened up my anus with one, two fingers. That was a new experience for me and it felt really good, but the best was yet to come. After we’d got out of the water and towelled ourselves dry, Paul asked me to bend forward with my legs apart. He knelt behind me and burrowed his face between the cheeks of my backside. I felt his sinuous tongue begin to probe my anus and I squeezed and relaxed my hole as his tongue flicked in and out. That was another first for me, getting rimmed, and it felt great.


    ‘Get onto all fours, I want to fuck you,’ he said next. ‘Don’t worry,’ he added, taking a tube of lubricant from his bag. ‘I know what I’m doing.’


    Once I was in position he smeared lube onto his cock and eased it into my virgin anus until its head pushed through my sphincter. It hurt at first but, like Paul had said, he knew what he was doing and the pain soon turned to delirious pleasure as I savoured the throbbing hardness of his cock pressing deep inside me. As he expertly fucked me he also pulled at my hard shaft. When he finally climaxed, pumping his hot seed into my anal hole, I couldn’t contain myself any longer and came violently, spilling out one thick spurt of come after another as I yielded to the ecstasy of release.


    That had been the first time I’d ever been sodomised and I loved it. The next occasion Paul and I ventured into the woods together I was really looking forward to repeating the experience, I could hardly wait. But once we’d stripped off and got almost to our destination we were stopped in our tracks. There was a dry crack of wood and the careless rustle of undergrowth coming from where we were headed. It quickly became evident from the voices we heard next that others had beaten us to it. That’s right – the wanking club had returned.


    I asked Paul whether he wanted to go back but of course by then not only were we both well and truly naked but also well and truly horny as well. Also it was obvious to me that Paul was as aching with curiosity about those guys as he was with erection-throbbing lust.


    We crept gingerly towards the clearing and, peering through a canopy of leaves, saw that same half-a-dozen naked guys sat on a slope by the stream, stroking their erections. They seemed to be waiting for someone, the ringleader I assumed. There was also another guy there, a beautiful blond-haired Adonis. He was sitting on a rock slightly apart from the others, playing with himself like them but with a noticeably pensive expression on his face. Then the person they’d evidently been waiting for arrived.


    Yes, it was the ringleader. Like the others he was buck naked and erect; the glans of his cock was wet with precome. He walked straight over to the beautiful blond who stood up so that they could caress. However no sooner were they in each other’s arms than Blondie broke their clinch and squeezed the ringleader’s nipples hard, causing him to gasp in pain.


    Blondie gestured for him to get onto his knees and blow him. He pulled at the ringleader’s hair as he sucked his cock and fondled his balls. The ringleader, alternately licking the head of Blondie’s cock and sucking his balls, seemed to relish his uncharacteristically submissive role. But I quickly realised that it was all an act.


    He got up from his knees and began to regain control in this brief power struggle (if he’d ever truly lost it, which I now very much doubted). He spun Blondie round, bent him over, and spread the cheeks of his backside. He tongued Blondie’s anus greedily while his lover/rival pulled on his own cock with brusque, short strokes.


    The ringleader then began spanking Blondie’s backside vigorously, each smack a sharp explosion of sound as he followed one stinging blow with another in rapid succession. By the time he spat into Blondie’s open anus to lubricate it for entry, his rear was a fierce red from the spanking it had received.


    The ringleader pounded his cock in and out of Blondie’s anal hole, fucking him hard to the rhythm of his groans of pleasure. He obviously decided not to come, though, as I heard him say, ‘Let’s save the best until last.’ At this point he withdrew his cock, which was as dripping with precome as was that of the blond.


    All the other guys then got into a huddle and began masturbating one another. By this time Paul and I were beside ourselves with lust. It was time to reveal ourselves, we decided, whatever the consequences of doing that might turn out to be. So, into the clearing we both went to join the rest of the wankers.


    ‘Well, hello!’ exclaimed the ringleader in evident pleasure at seeing me. ‘We wondered when we’d come across you again – excuse the pun! – and I see you’ve brought along a horny friend.’


    ‘That’s right,’ I replied, ‘and he’d like to join your wanking club.’


    ‘I’ll bet he would and we’d love to have him,’ replied the ringleader. ‘But does he know about the initiation ceremony for joining this select little group?’


    ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘but the trouble is that he’s not into pain at all. Is there any way you could waive the requirement in his case, do you think?’


    ‘You present us with a quandary,’ the ringleader drawled. ‘We’d love to include this beautiful young man in our perverted circle. In fact, looking at his big, hard cock, I can hardly bear to keep my hands off him. But it’d be unthinkable not to have an initiation ceremony.’


    I’m sure my look of disappointment matched the one I saw on Paul’s handsome face.


    ‘But wait,’ the ringleader added, giving me that wicked smile of his. ‘There might be a way. Tell me: would you be willing to take his place even if it involved your being on the receiving end of twice the amount of pain and humiliation that you had to endure in your own initiation ceremony? If you were, I think we’d be able to stretch a point and let your friend join.’


    ‘Yes,’ I replied unhesitatingly, ‘I’d be only too willing to do that.’


    ‘No, don’t,’ Paul said, his voice pleading, ‘not for me, please. I’d never ask that of you.’


    ‘You don’t understand. I want to,’ I responded firmly. ‘You see, Paul, I really get off on it.’


    And so the extreme version of their initiation ceremony began in earnest as they used leather belts to first tie my wrists together and then upraise them and secure them to the same branch of that same oak tree. They also used a belt to tie my ankles together as they’d done before. The ringleader told Blondie to go and get his rucksack, and from that he took a jism-caked handkerchief. He handed it round to all the guys to use to wipe off the precome from their cocks until the cloth was soaked with boy juice. He then gagged me by stuffing my mouth with it.


    The ringleader delved into his rucksack again and this time brought out six wooden clothes pegs. He attached two of these to my nipples and the other four to my ball sack, causing me to shudder with pain. He told Paul to kneel in front of me and suck my cock for all he was worth, instructing me that under no circumstances was I to allow myself to come. Paul wrapped his lips round my shaft and obediently began to give me the four-star blowjob that had been required of him. He swirled his tongue around the head of my cock, flicked it round my come-slit, and then moved it up and down my shaft, tasting every throbbing inch of it. It was pleasure, pure pleasure.


    ‘Now – pain,’ the ringleader announced and the beating started. All the guys took it in turns to whip my backside with leather belts, stroke after searing stroke as I struggled uselessly against my bonds. The ringleader took over next and beat me with a bamboo cane he’d just cut. Each of his swishing blows smarted vividly, until the pain I was enduring had become a fury that burned agonisingly into my flesh and my eyes were awash with tears.


    The ringleader appeared to relent at this point and ceased caning me. He also told Paul to stop blowing me but to remain on his knees. He removed my sodden gag and the pegs from my nipples and ball sack, and lowered the belt that held my wrists to the branch, although leaving them tied. He removed the belt from my ankles and passed it to Blondie. He told him to use it to tie Paul’s wrists behind his back.


    The ringleader ordered the kneeling Paul to suck off Blondie and swallow his come. He also instructed the rest of the guys to come all over Paul’s face. He made me bend forward and spread my legs. He knelt behind me, prised the cheeks of my backside apart and licked my anus, my anal muscles contracting around his sinuous tongue. Then he took some lubricant from his rucksack, rubbed it on his hard cock, and pushed it into my rear. The thrill of penetration edged with the pain I felt in my anus, and he started to fuck me, the strokes of his cock slow at first but building steadily in pace.


    I panted with desire as the ringleader fucked me ever harder while pulling on my aching tumescence. I watched an ecstatic Paul gulping down Blondie’s come, and then have all the other guys – now masturbating feverishly – each build themselves to a climax and ejaculate over his face in great juddering spasms.


    Finally, the ringleader reached his own powerful climax, sending copious amounts of come deep into my punished rear. At the same time he took me with him with his pumping hand around my cock, making me shudder to orgasm, right there in the middle of the deep, dark woods.

  


  
    Last Slave Standing


    Kate and Jay were a kinky young couple, heavily into BDSM and female domination. If their lifestyle was out of the ordinary to say the least, their modern red-brick box of a house was anything but. They decided to buy a place with a bit more character but found this easier said than done. All the houses they looked at were wrong in one way or another: too small, too big, too expensive, or too threadbare. The couple were on the point of giving up the hunt when their luck suddenly turned. They came across a property that was a real find and snapped it up.


    The house, which originally dated back to the 19th century, stood in a tree-shaded street in one of the more cosmopolitan parts of town. It was set back behind cast-iron railings and its solid front door was approached by wide stone steps. The house was self-contained and spacious, with tall, arched windows. Inside there were high ceilings and good-sized, well-proportioned rooms. Oh, and it had a large basement. Now, what on earth could a pervy pair like them possibly do with that?


    Kate and Jay had played many times in the dungeon of Kate’s best friend, Chloe, a highly experienced dominatrix. They were invariably joined there by Chloe’s house slave, Mark, and often by another slightly older but equally attractive fem dom couple, Carol and Paul, who had also become close friends of theirs.


    Chloe, a raven-haired beauty like Kate herself, had hosted some fantastically raunchy play parties in her dungeon that the friends had all attended. Kate and Jay found it wonderful to think that they’d soon be able to reciprocate. But, first things first: they had to create their own dungeon, which would be no mean feat if they were to make a good job of it. And Kate was determined to make an excellent job of it.


    Jay was at the time off-the-chart busy at work. Kate therefore decided that it would be best to leave him out of this particular equation and made the creation of a dungeon her own personal project. She had the basement fitted out with all they would need for their BDSM games. For this she employed the same specialist firm that had helped create Chloe and Mark’s dungeon.


    The work Kate had carried out included the fitting of subdued lighting that focused on various pieces of equipment. Most of this was made of or was partially covered in soft black leather, like the horse, the horizontal torture chair, the whipping bench and the St Andrew’s cross. She had an open cabinet of dark wood fitted that was panelled up to the ceiling and extended the length of one of the walls. Upon the polished wood she hung her large collection of disciplinary instruments. They ranged from simple straps to tawses, crops, whips, paddles, canes, gags, chains, handcuffs and nipple clamps.


    Once completed to Kate’s exacting standards, the whole play space gave off the wonderful aroma of leather and screamed out sadomasochistic sex. It was time for her and Jay to give their brand “spanking” new dungeon a proper christening.


    Joining the couple for this eagerly awaited event were Chloe and Mark, and Carol and Paul. Jay and the other two slaves, all entirely naked, were kneeling in a row against one of the dungeon walls. They were all sporting impressive erections, their cocks rock hard and throbbing, in anticipation of what was in store for them – whatever that might prove to be.


    Their respective mistresses stood together nearby. Carol, her short ash-blonde hair brushed back from a face that was agelessly beautiful, was naked but for a tight corset that cinched her waist and pushed her breasts up enticingly, and knee-length boots with sharp stiletto heels. Both the corset and the boots were of dark red leather. Chloe and Kate were also virtually naked and both looked as seductive as Carol. Chloe was wearing only a black leather bra that left her shapely breasts exposed, merely framing them; and very high heeled shoes. Kate wore a black leather waistcoat, which she had left undone, and knee-length boots, which were also of black leather and were polished like black ice.


    Kate was holding two objects, one in each hand. In her left she held a leather flogger that was the same dark shade of red as Carol’s minimal outfit, and in her right, of all things, a cheap plastic battery-operated clock. It was black in colour and carried out its function of ticking the present into the past with noisy insistence. She strode over, her high heeled boots clicking decisively against the dungeon floor, and placed this last eccentric item on top of the whipping bench. Kate performed this act with exaggerated ceremony, as if it were the crown jewels themselves she was handling.


    ‘What have we here?’ Chloe asked, her emerald green eyes narrowing with amusement.


    ‘I’ve had an idea for a game we can play to christen this new dungeon,’ Kate said. ‘I’ve called it “Last slave standing”.’


    ‘Tell us more,’ Carol said, running a hand through her short blonde hair.


    ‘The idea is that we three dommes all swap subs and then, each in turn, do our damnedest to make our assigned slave climax, using a devilish mixture of pain and pleasure,’ Kate replied. ‘The slaves must do their best to resist and the one who manages to retain his erection the longest, as timed on that clock over there, will be the winner. What do you think?’


    ‘I like it,’ Carol said.


    ‘Me too,’ Chloe added, a crooked gleam in her eye. ‘I couldn’t have dreamed up anything more diabolical myself if I’d tried. Are there any particular ground rules?’


    ‘No gags or blindfolds allowed,’ Kate replied. ‘And we all start our turn in the same place – with our slave’s up-stretched arms attached by the wrists to the cuffs at the end of those two ceiling chains.’ She pointed to the centre of the dungeon where two adjacent chains with leather cuff attachments were hanging, approximately two feet apart. ‘Also, the only disciplinary implement we can use is this one.’ She held up the dark red whip. ‘Beyond that, anything goes. We’ll determine who gets which slave and so on with a quick game of dice.’


    The first roll of the dice gave Chloe her choice of slave. She chose Jay, leaving Carol with Mark, and Kate with Paul. Another roll of the dice made Kate the clock watcher except when it was her turn to torment Paul, and a final couple of shakes of the dice determined that Carol and Mark would go first, then Kate and Paul, and last but not least, Chloe and Jay.


    Only at this point did it occur to Kate – too late to do anything about it – that she might unwittingly have set Jay up to fail in this game, and she regretted that. It was true that she and he had been on the local fetish scene for about four years by then and were thus by no means novices. The other two couples, however, had been on that scene well before they’d arrived and were arguably its most experienced players. Added to that, both couples were in 24/7 fem dom relationships whereas Kate and Jay were “part-timers”.


    There were other problems for Jay too: that final roll of the dice had determined he’d be the last of the slaves to be tormented, which psychologically was the worst place to be in this particular game because he would know what time he had to exceed in order to win. Also, Chloe was notoriously relentless when tormenting a sub and Jay was the least experienced of the three slaves. Things didn’t look good for him, Kate thought. He was between a rock and a hard place, you might say. Correction, he was between his cock and a hard place. But, hell, it was only a game, wasn’t it?


    Anyway, while it was certainly the case that Jay was deeply masochistic and submissive, that didn’t make him a weakling; far from it. There was a strain of dogged determination in his character that Kate had always found admirable and which had already paid major dividends in his career. She thought it could perhaps work to his advantage on this occasion too. So, on reflection, she told herself, there was still everything to play for, as far as Jay was concerned, in this sadistic game of her own devising.


    Kate watched Carol stride with measured steps over to Mark and take him to the centre of the dungeon. She was struck anew by Carol’s great beauty, her lovely face pale and luminous in the half light of the dungeon. She was similarly struck by what a fantastic body she had, with her full, firm breasts tipped with dark nipples that seemed always to be aroused, her shapely thighs and her prominent, hairless mound. Kate had developed a real liking for giving and receiving cunnilingus ever since Chloe and she had started having regular sex together. And she’d become especially partial to Carol’s delicious pussy as soon as she and Paul had begun joining them regularly in Chloe’s dungeon for their outrageously full-on BDSM sex sessions.


    Kate greatly respected Carol as a dominatrix too, because of her exceptionally practiced skills. There was also a real aura she carried with her, a sadistic sensuality, which she communicated with her big piercing blue eyes that managed to be both sultry and cruel. She was a force to be reckoned with, there was no doubt about that.


    Mark put his arms above his head and Carol attached his wrists to the cuffs on the ends of the two ceiling chains. She stood to his front and masturbated him for a while, her fingers expertly playing the length of his pulsing shaft, before suddenly moving her hands to his chest. She squeezed both of his nipples at the same time, tightening fingers and thumbs over them so hard that it made his handsome face grimace with pain.


    Carol then walked round to position herself behind Mark, her unbound breasts jiggling above her tight corset and her shapely thighs rubbing together as she moved. She told him to bend forward as far as the chains would allow. ‘Time for a spanking,’ she said gleefully before raising her hand high and bringing it down with a hard slap on his taut, curved backside. She raised it again and brought it down a second time as swiftly and as hard as the first stroke and then kept on spanking him. Each of Carol’s smacks landed like an explosion and smarted vividly. They steadily accumulated, becoming an angry red heat that suffused Mark’s backside.


    Next Carol switched to the leather flogger, which she used remorselessly on his already punished rear. The flogger hissed noisily when she swung it through the air before landing with a sharp crack that resounded around the dark dungeon. Mark felt the harsh sting of the flogger time and time again as Carol swung it through the air faster and faster. Tremors of pleasure-pain began to run through him, his backside now crimson from its punishment. By the time Carol stopped, he was trembling with searing pain that also felt like the most exquisite pleasure.


    Carol detached Mark from the ceiling chains and told him to get onto his knees. His erection hung stiffly between his thighs as he knelt down. He was breathing fast and trembling noticeably. ‘Lick the stiletto heeled boot I am pointing at, slave,’ Carol said brusquely, gesturing with an elegant hand towards her right foot. ‘Worship it with your mouth.’ Mark obeyed without hesitation, bending his head forward and pressing his lips against the pointed toe of the red boot. He slid his eager tongue along the leather, his lips caressing the smoothness of it.


    ‘Lie on your back,’ Carol ordered next, her blue eyes glittering like cut glass. ‘Suck the heels of my boots.’ Again, Mark obeyed instantly, his now hugely engorged shaft rearing obscenely in the air. Mark sucked first one and then the other of the long, shiny red daggers that were Carol’s stiletto heels as she presented them to him in turn. He was utterly absorbed in this ritual, concentrating intently on worshipping her high heels.


    Mark’s climax came all of sudden, taking him unawares, Carol quickly moved her boot away from his face to his crotch and dug its heel against his erection. The sharp pain combined straight away with the delirious pleasure of orgasm. Mark called out, a wordless explosion of anguish and desire, as he spurted his climax across her heel. She brought the heel back to his lips. There was no need to wait for her command; he took the hard point of her heel in his mouth, sucking off his come and swallowing it down as his erection began to subside.


    ‘Thirty minutes, give or take a second or two,’ Kate announced and asked Chloe if she would monitor the clock. She added with undisguised relish, ‘It’s my turn now and I can hardly wait.’ Kate’s sleek, exquisitely shaped body, flawless in its near-nudity, moved with feline grace as she led Paul on his knees to the centre of the dungeon.


    Kate really liked Paul. She thought he was as beautiful in his own way as his Mistress Carol. He turned her on as much as she did, as well, and she loved sodomising him with one or other of her strap-ons during their dungeon games or having him lick her pussy, something at which he was particularly skilled.


    Paul’s body was lithe and lean, his physique smooth, and there was a sparkle in his dark eyes that was very sexy. He had a lovely boyish grin too, one that belied his years – not that she intended to give him anything to smile about on this occasion.


    Kate secured Paul’s wrists to the ceiling chains above his head. She took hold of the dark red flogger and whipped his chest first, each blow stinging and sharp. It made him squirm and cringe in his bonds. She whipped his backside after that. Every skilfully aimed lash struck his rear in a regular rhythm and the pain bit deep. She showered him with blows until his backside was covered in vivid welts and the pain – and pleasure – he felt had become intense.


    Kate detached Paul from the ceiling chains and told him to get on his knees. ‘Lick me to orgasm while pulling on your cock,’ she told him. At the same time that Paul grasped his erection and began masturbating, he buried his face in Kate’s sex, which was wet with passion. Paul snaked out his tongue and began moving it around her clitoris, licking it and licking it, while continuing to tug on the hardness of his shaft in smooth, regular movements. Kate opened her quivering thighs to let his sinuous tongue enter her sex more fully. Paul sucked Kate’s juices, plunging his tongue into her pussy as far as it would go, setting the fire raging in her, as he continued to pull rhythmically at his shaft. She let out a low moan of release as he brought her cresting to a shuddering climax.


    Kate allowed herself the briefest of moments to compose herself – time was of the essence in this game, after all – before leading Paul over to the horizontal torture chair and telling him to get on it, flat on his back. She swiftly buckled his wrists behind his head, his knees right up and his legs wide apart. His throbbing shaft and the puckered opening of his anus, all pink and clean and ready for her, both looked extremely inviting to Kate in that position.


    Kate put on a strap-on dildo and coated it liberally with lubricant. She eased it into Paul’s anus skilfully, going deep into his rear. He let out a groan of anguished delight and his cock spurted out a throb of precome as his sphincter tightened and relaxed around the large intruder. Kate began to fuck him hard, grinding her hips over and over, plunging into the depths of his anal hole.


    Kate’s rhythm was fast and strong, each thrust going deeper into Paul’s anus, filling him, penetrating him, exciting him beyond belief. As she built up even greater momentum, really pounding into him, she also started pulling his cock hard, her fist working up and down on it like a jack-hammer.


    Paul’s body was shaking in its bondage as though electric shocks were coursing through his veins, and he was panting uncontrollably with desire. His wrists and ankles were straining against the leather straps that held them tightly in place, his body bucking desperately as his pleasure mounted perilously close to the point of no return. Eventually he could take no more and, letting out an animal-like moan, he ejaculated voluminously. The come leapt out of his aching cock in spurts, warm and silky, spilling in pools across his stomach.


    ‘Well done, Paul. Thirty-three minutes,’ Chloe proclaimed as she watched Kate release him from the torture chair. Chloe was more than a little impatient to get started by this stage and added, a flash of fire in her eyes, ‘At long last it’s my turn to do some serious tormenting.’


    ‘And it’s back to clock-watching duties for me,’ said Kate, moving back to her former position as she unbuckled her well used strap-on. So, she thought, Jay would have to keep going for more than 33 minutes to win this game. That was a very tall order, a very tall order indeed.


    Chloe grasped a handful of Jay’s hair and pulled him up off his knees. She then strode purposefully across the dungeon, still pulling him by his hair. She looked like a woman who definitely meant business. Chloe attached Jay’s wrists to the ceiling chain cuffs in double-quick time and immediately launched in, setting to with the flogger like some kind of whirling dervish. She whipped his chest, back and rear in an onslaught of fury that was unrelentingly cruel and seemed to him to go on for ever. On and relentlessly on she flogged him, each lashing blow more agonising than the last, until his body was thoroughly striped with the marks of the whip and he was enveloped in pain.


    His shiny-wet cock was ragingly erect, though, and Chloe began to masturbate him. She worked her hand up and down his hard shaft that became increasingly smeared with precome until her fingers were covered with copious amounts of the fluid. Jay could feel lust swilling right up to bursting point and knew that, despite his best efforts, he was on the verge of climaxing. Then, thank God, Chloe stopped masturbating him. ‘Lick my fingers clean,’ she demanded crisply. Jay opened his mouth and closed his lips around Chloe’s fingers, sucking feverishly while desperately willing his impending orgasm to subside.


    He then did something he instantly regretted: He looked over at the clock. He couldn’t believe it. Only twenty minutes had passed since the start of his torment. He could have sworn it had been longer than that – at least half an hour, surely. Christ, it had felt like an eternity. Jay didn’t look again, but from that point on he couldn’t get the clock’s insistent ticking out of his head. It ticked with excruciating slowness and seemed to him to become ever more audible.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    That noise was like water torture to Jay. It was a constant reminder of how much longer he’d have to hold out if he had any hope at all of winning this game. And he very much wanted to win. It would make Kate really proud of him, he felt sure of that, and would be the perfect way to christen the dungeon she’d worked so hard to create. It would be his special way of saying thank you to her for all her efforts in creating such a superb play space for them.


    But who was he trying to kid? He’d almost ejaculated a moment ago. Time was most definitely not on his side. He was between a rock and a hard place. Correction, he was between a clock and a hard place.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Hard cock.


    Hard cock.


    Chloe began to whip his painfully hard cock. Each blow to his aching shaft brought a white flash of pain that made him flinch convulsively.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Whip cock.


    Whip cock.


    Chloe then detached Jay from the ceiling chains and led him roughly over to the horizontal torture chair where she told him to lie on his back. Her fingers working very quickly indeed, she strapped his wrists behind his head and his legs wide apart.


    His whole body now ached with pain yet was suffused as well with intense erotic pleasure as this highly experienced, deeply sadistic dominatrix continued to do her very worst. She masturbated him again, her fingers pulling on the length of his stiffness as it throbbed and flexed in her hand. She smeared her fingers with the tears that cried from its tip as she pulled it ever harder.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Pull cock.


    Pull cock.


    Next Chloe leant forward so that she could suck Jay’s cock. She rounded her lips and closed them around his hardness, taking it into her mouth, pressing against its mushroom head with her tongue. She pushed herself further forward so that she could pull more of his length into her mouth. The up-and-down movement of her head went ever faster as she sucked his cock harder and harder.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Suck cock.


    Suck cock.


    While continuing to suck violently on Jay’s erection, Chloe squeezed his nipples savagely hard. They throbbed painfully, sending spasms of sensation to his shaft. He felt great pain; he felt great pleasure. The clock was ticking; her mouth was sucking.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Suck cock.


    Suck cock.


    Jay’s body writhed with agony and sensation, ached with pain and lust. If he could just hold out, he told himself desperately, if he could just hold out, if he could … but he couldn’t any more and finally reached the absolute end of his tether. Jay climaxed convulsively, pumping out great surging waves of come deep into Chloe’s throat, the sound of that accursed clock even then still ticking in his head.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    But had he made it? He looked enquiringly over at Kate. She looked at the clock and back at Jay, flashing him the most brilliant of smiles. ‘Thirty-five minutes,’ she said. He’d made it all right – just. He was the winner, the last slave standing.


    A long moment passed. Then …‘I wonder if I could ask you to do me a real favour, mistress,’ Jay said, his voice panting, his breathing still very laboured.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    ‘Anything you like, champ.’ Kate beamed.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    ‘Could you please, please, please take the battery out of that fucking clock!’


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.


    Kill clock.


    Kill clock.


    Tick tock.


    Tick tock.
Ki …
  


  
    Transformation


    Sam was padding naked around the bedroom, having just had a shower and washed and dried his hair. He let out a long frustrated breath. “See you later, darling”. Those had been Kate’s parting words to him hours earlier. She’d had to rush out to see one of her suppliers after getting an urgent phone call from them. Sam wouldn’t have minded but this was supposed to have been one of Kate’s rare days off.


    This sort of thing was the price of success, though, Sam reflected philosophically, and Kate was certainly successful. His flame-haired dynamo of a partner had brains as well as beauty; there was no doubt about that. Sam, a freelance journalist of no great distinction, was very much an also-ran by comparison. Not that he was resentful of Kate’s success in the slightest. He was tremendously proud of her and what she’d been able to achieve in such a short time.


    Four years ago she’d inherited the family business, an upmarket but by then seriously ailing leather clothing company. At first Kate had been at a loss about what to do with the company and had thought she might sell it. Then she’d had her brainwave.


    Kate had taken the struggling company in a completely different direction, hoping to carve out a successful new niche market for it. And it had been Kate too. Sam was her devoted partner but not her business partner in any way. He had no head for business whatsoever. This had all been down to her. As things turned out, Kate’s initiative had succeeded beyond either of their wildest dreams and the fetish clothing line she’d built had just exploded.


    Within a couple of years it had become a global brand in its own specialist but expanding market and virtually anyone who was into fetish wear and not short of cash – whether they lived in London, Berlin, New York, Paris, Rome, Tokyo, wherever – had at least one of Kate’s classy leather items in their wardrobe. Kate was therefore now a rich woman. And a busy one.


    ‘ See you later, darling.’ Sam repeated Kate’s words to himself. But how much later was later? he wondered. Hour after hour had gone by and she still hadn’t returned. To make matters worse, Sam couldn’t remember the name of the supplier she’d said she was going to see. Also when she’d rushed out she’d forgotten to take her mobile phone with her. So he’d no means of getting hold of her to find out how much longer she was likely to be.


    Turning slightly as he continued to mooch around the bedroom, Sam caught sight of his naked form in the full-length freestanding mirror. Not bad, he couldn’t help thinking. He was right. Sam wasn’t bad at all. He was well formed, with a lithe lean body, and a good looking, delicate-featured face. He had long fair hair that was naturally wavy, fine pale skin, arched brows, and straight white teeth. Yes, he wasn’t bad at all. Actually, though, he was a lot more than “not bad”. He was outstandingly attractive; no he was more even than that: he was impossibly beautiful.


    Sam’s beauty was more than vaguely feminine, though, his appearance not so much boyish as girlish. This effect was accentuated by his wide, long-lashed eyes that were brown but could look like honey in a certain light. It was accentuated further by his small nose and full, sensuous lips and the fact that he wore his blond hair long. He was devoid of any body hair to speak of, had slim arms and legs, and his smooth hands and feet were light and small. By contrast he had a big cock. So in that respect at least he broke the pattern.


    Absently Sam opened the laundry basket, finding it empty. But wait, what was this? Right at the bottom, all scrumpled together in a silken bundle, he found a pair of black stockings with elasticated tops, and a pair of high-cut black panties. Sam held one of the stockings against his cheek, enjoying the smooth, sensuous feel of the silk against the softness of his skin.


    Then he rubbed the panties over his nose, sniffing the musky smell of Kate’s sex. He pressed the panties to his nose again, closed his eyes, and breathed in more of the scent of her pussy. Sam shuddered excitedly as the memory nudged into his consciousness of the rampant sex he’d enjoyed with Kate yesterday night during which he’d done something he’d actually never done before – fantasised that the pair of them were passionate lesbian lovers.


    Sam let his mind drift as he remembered what Kate and he had been doing together in bed last night, what he’d ended up imagining they’d been doing together as two beautiful young women …


    Kate climbed onto the bed and stood over Sam’s face. She looked down at him for a moment, her emerald-green eyes shining. She then squatted down over Sam’s mouth, squirming herself into position so that her sex and his lips were pressed together. Sam could hardly breathe as the wonderful aroma of her pussy engulfed him. He moved his lips and tongue over the wet folds of Kate’s pussy lips and lapped at the entrance to her sex, pressing his tongue inside. Kate began to wriggle, moving down hard on the mouth clamped between her thighs. Sam was probing with his sinuous tongue, lapping at her pussy juices, beside himself with excitement.


    As Kate began to ride his face wildly, bucking her hips back and forth, Sam started to see himself as if in a dream. It was a strange, dissociated vision that at the same time felt completely real. It was as if he’d taken a step outside himself and in the process become someone else – the person he really was deep down inside, the real Sam. He felt as if he’d actually changed, transformed somehow. It was as if something beyond him had taken control of his body and the old Sam – the male Sam – was merely a passive observer.


    And this passive observer could see the real Sam, the female Sam, urgently licking deep into Kate’s pussy, licking and licking and licking … And then Kate shifted position, lifting herself for a moment and swinging her hips back over Sam’s face so that her lesbian lover could eat her pussy again while she leant forward and lapped at her hard cock. It was so urgent that precome moistness was leaking constantly from its tip. Kate licked at that moistness as Sam continued to rapidly tongue her sex.


    Next Kate rounded her lips and closed them around Sam’s hardness, taking it into her mouth, pressing against its head with her tongue. The up-and-down movement of her head went ever faster as she sucked Sam’s cock harder and harder. While continuing to suck violently on Sam’s erection, Kate pressed her thighs down extra-hard over her face and trembled to a blissful orgasm.


    But Kate hadn’t finished with her lesbian lover. Sam’s nose and mouth became slick with her wetness once more as she again used the lips and tongue beneath her quivering thighs for her pleasure. Kate leant forward again, this time taking Sam’s shaft in her hand. She stroked and pulled at it as she rocked forward and back, rubbing her crotch over her lover’s mouth.


    Kate then began stroking her clit and her wet pussy, her fingers smacking against Sam’s chin. And she kept on stroking herself, her pussy squelching wetly against her fingers, until she climaxed again in spasms. Then Sam climaxed too, warm come spraying out of her cock in liquid bursts.


    Sam had become very aroused as he’d recalled that fantasy, that epiphany. He felt as if all the blood in his body had rushed to his cock, which had become ragingly erect. With Kate’s panties in the same hand, he squeezed his shaft gently, turned on further by the silken feel of the underwear against the hardness of his cock.


    Sam knew what he wanted to do next, what he had to do next. And it was something the like of which he’d never done before. He sat on the edge of the bed as if in a trance. Then he rolled one leg of Kate’s stockings up into a little black doughnut and, squeezing his toes together, slipped it on. Slowly, luxuriously, he pulled the dark silk up over his leg. Next he smoothed it out with his hands, pointing his toes. He turned his leg sideways to straighten the seam with his fingers. He did this from the reinforced heel to the base of the stocking and all the way to the elasticated top. Next he put on the other black stocking in the same meticulous but sensuous manner. Sam delighted in the smooth feel of the stockings against his legs and the way their elasticated tops clung to his thighs.


    He stood up, turned, and looked over his shoulder to admire the back view of himself in the full-length mirror. The black stockings brought out the creamy softness of his skin. Likewise the tops of the stockings clinging to his thighs accentuated the contours of his pert backside as well as the length of his shapely legs. There was no question about it: from behind he looked like a blonde girl, buck-naked but for black nylon stockings.


    Sam took a few moments to revel some more in the sensation before turning away from the mirror and putting on the panties as well, pulling them up high. This, he found, was even more of a turn-on than donning the stockings. The thin, tight material could barely contain his shaft, which was rock-hard, its glans glistening with drops of precome.


    His erection held upright by the black panties, Sam turned once more to scrutinise the rear view of himself in the mirror. The panties were pulled up tight between his rear cheeks, emphasising the gently alluring curve of his backside. He felt great. This felt great.


    Sam trembled with desire, feeling more alive than he ever had before. For the first time in his life he actually felt as beautiful as he looked. He admired himself in the full-length mirror, flicking his golden locks and arching his back seductively. His shaft throbbed with excitement and he caressed it softly through the black silk panties. Then he sashayed to and fro in front of the mirror, head held high, shiny tresses bouncing lightly. Sam moved with a feminine grace, feeling like some sexy lingerie model, strutting her sensuous stuff on the catwalk.


    But he could improve on this, Sam felt. This first cross-dressing experience of his had fuelled a burning hunger for more. Sam glided gracefully across the room and sat down at Kate’s vanity table, where he gazed at his face in the mirror above it. He looked undeniably feminine, with his smooth skin and delicate features, his full lips and long, wavy hair and slender neck. No surprises there. But he wanted to look even more feminine. Hell, he wanted to be a female.


    He opened Kate’s make-up box, which was on top of the vanity table, and picked out two lipsticks, one of which was of a shade of pink he thought might suit him. Leaning in close to the mirror above the vanity table and puckering his lips, he applied the lipstick. It looked great. Then on went a black line of mascara and some eye shadow; not overdone, all very subtle.


    Sam looked at his new face in the mirror and adored what he saw. He felt euphoric. He was overwhelmed by the sensation. It was the most exhilarating feeling he’d ever experienced, and he didn’t want it to end. Sam knew what was happening to him – what he’d sublimated so deeply for so long; knew what he was at last accepting about himself. The transformation felt natural, as if he’d been this way for a long time, maybe all his life at some deep-seated level. He let himself go, abandoned himself to the experience.


    Sam put the lipstick, mascara, and eye shadow back in the make-up box and snapped the lid closed. A moment after that the bedroom door opened and he turned to see the long-awaited Kate. See you later, darling. She looked ravishing: that lovely, strong-featured face framed by glossy short red hair, those sparkling emerald-green eyes, that luminous pale skin; that voluptuous body, which was enhanced by the short black dress and high-heeled shoes she had on. Sam thought Kate looked perfect at that moment but also inscrutable. He had no idea what she was thinking as she looked at him. From her straight-faced expression there was no way to tell whether she was shocked or surprised or simply couldn’t care less.


    ‘You came back at last,’ Sam said quietly.


    ‘Yeah, I came back at last,’ Kate replied, still looking at him deadpan. ‘And look what I found.’ Her voice was coolly neutral but the words sounded ominous.


    Sam took a deep breath and held it, bracing himself for the verbal assault he feared was coming next.


    Instead Kate broke into a radiant smile. ‘I have to say, it makes a very arousing sight,’ she said, her voice dipping an octave. ‘Stand up and let me have a proper look at you.’


    Sam let out his breath in small gasps, physically experiencing his relief at her reaction. ‘Yes, darling,’ he said and got to his feet.


    ‘Very nice,’ Kate said.


    ‘Thank you so much,’ Sam said, his pulse pounding.


    ‘Have you ever cross-dressed before?’ Kate asked.


    ‘Never,’ he said.


    ‘Not even in secret?’ She raised an eyebrow. ‘Come on, ’fess up. You know what they say: “confession is good for the soul”.’


    ‘Never,’ he repeated.


    ‘So, wearing my underwear and putting on my make-up like this is a first for you?’


    ‘Yes, it is,’ Sam said. ‘And I’m sorry for doing it without asking permission. That was wrong of me. It’s just that I got thoroughly carried away.’


    ‘I don’t mind,’ Kate told him. ‘It’s not a problem.’


    ‘Are you sure?’ Sam asked, his voice uncertain.


    ‘Think nothing of it,’ Kate said. ‘I don’t mind at all, honestly. You can use any clothing or make-up of mine any time you like, as far as I’m concerned. Do you know why I say that, my love?’


    ‘No, I don’t,’ Sam admitted.


    ‘Because I really, really like the new you,’ she said. ‘It’s as simple as that.’


    Kate then put her hand behind Sam’s neck. She pulled him towards her and kissed him passionately, her full lips pressed firmly against his. Her mouth was warm and her tongue probing as it searched for his. Sam delighted in the kiss, which seemed to last for a blissful age.


    Eventually Kate let go of his neck and pulled away from the kiss. ‘How do you feel now you’ve discovered your inner woman?’ she said.


    ‘Wonderful,’ he replied, his eyes shining.


    ‘And you’re very excited, aren’t you?’ she said. ‘Sexually excited.’


    ‘Very,’ Sam gasped.


    ‘Let’s see what we can do about that,’ Kate said, reaching out and touching his shaft through the tight, black panties. Its head was dripping with sticky fluid that had soaked through the shiny material. She rubbed along the length of Sam’s erection through the panties for a while before pulling them to one side of it. The feel of her fingers on his erection through the black silk panties had been exquisite but the feel of them directly on his hard flesh was ecstasy. She began to rub slowly up and down. ‘You like that?’ she asked huskily.


    ‘Yes,’ he panted.


    Next Kate eased Sam onto his back on the bed with one hand, the other still caressing his shaft. Sam propped himself up on his elbows, watching as Kate sat beside him and continued to work on his erection.


    The sight of his gorgeous partner masturbating him so skilfully and of himself wearing her panties and stockings inflamed him as much as the rhythmic touch of her fingers on his hardness.


    ‘Take off your panties,’ Kate then said. ‘And I’ll take off my panties too – and everything else beside.’


    Once they’d both done this, Kate said, ‘I’m going to call you Samantha from now on. How do you feel about that?’


    ‘Overwhelmed,’ Sam – correction, Samantha replied. ‘I’m so thrilled and delighted I think I might burst with happiness.’


    ‘I want to make you even happier,’ Kate said.


    She then got up onto the bed and squatted down over Samantha with one bare foot on either side of her head. She was looking directly at Samantha’s aching erection standing up so proud and throbbing so insistently. Still gazing at that arousing sight, Kate pressed her naked crotch onto Samantha’s face.


    ‘Lick my pussy,’ she said and Samantha began to play her tongue back and forth over the warm wet flesh of her sex, searching out her clit. As she flicked at her hard, pink clitoris with her tongue, Kate’s oozing love juice filled her mouth. Samantha swallowed Kate’s delicious juices with a shiver of delight, feeling her hard cock throbbing even more with excitement.


    Kate began to really ride Samantha’s mouth after that, pressing down hard. She moaned with pleasure, feeling Samantha’s tongue working deeper into her sex. ‘That’s absolute bliss,’ she said, shifting position slightly. ‘Now do the same to my arsehole. Work on it with your tongue while I masturbate.’


    As Kate’s anus closed around the tip of her tongue, Samantha began to slowly press in and out, each stroke of her sinuous tongue probing deeper. At the same time Kate started masturbating, pushing her fingers into the warm wetness of her pussy. Raising her arms and taking hold of Kate’s backside, Samantha very gently splayed her rear cheeks further apart, gaining even deeper entry. Samantha was in seventh heaven, consumed with the delirious pleasure of working on Kate’s anus with her tongue while she in turn masturbated hard.


    Masturbating harder still, Kate rose and fell over Samantha’s mouth as her tongue energetically explored her anal hole. Kate could feel her orgasm building in her until she had almost reached the peak of pleasure. And then it came. Kate screamed out her climax, pressing down on her clit and riding wildly on Samantha’s face as she carried on tonguing her anus for all she was worth. She only stopped when Kate told her to.


    ‘Your turn for some oral attention now,’ Kate said, lifting her backside from Samantha’s face and removing her fingers from her own sodden sex. She began to take Samantha’s shaft into her mouth, sucking at it its smooth, glistening surface and sliding her tongue over its throbbing length.


    Kate rose and fell rhythmically, drawing in her cheeks so that her mouth was warm and tight over Samantha’s pulsing erection. Samantha was conscious of layer upon layer of sensation building up within her, taking her inexorably to the point of no return and beyond. Her whole body stiffened as she climaxed, pumping spurt after spurt of creamy come down Kate’s throat.


    When Kate had drawn down the last drops of sperm from Samantha’s shaft she climbed off her prone body, turned around, and snuggled into her arms. ‘You know what I’d like to see you in next, darling?’ she said.


    ‘What’s that?’ Samantha asked.


    ‘Leather fetish wear,’ Kate replied, adding with a chuckle, ‘from my own company, needless to say.’


    ‘Sounds fantastic,’ Samantha said. ‘I’ll leave myself in your capable hands.’


    ‘Know what I’m going to do to you once I’ve got you into all that sexy leather gear?’ Samantha said. ‘It would complete your transformation in my view.’


    ‘I’ve no idea,’ Samantha said. ‘Please tell me.’


    So she did.


    Samantha was very taken with the items of leather fetish wear Kate had selected for her when she saw them, even more so once she’d put them on in the bedroom. They were all of tight, black leather and she loved everything about them: the new leather smell of them, the soft feel of them, the seductive look of them.


    She loved the ultra-short flared skirt that hugged her hips so sensuously and, beneath it, the high-cut leather panties holding her shaft upright. She gave a shiver of excitement as she felt her tumescence strain against the tight leather of the panties. The feel of the constricting garment was tantalizing on the sensitive flesh of her cock.


    Above all she loved the leather top. The shiny material clung to her curves, covering her from the waist up to the neck in a glossy second skin. The top also had little breast pads subtly built in, which was a thrilling addition. The garment left her slender arms totally uncovered, but was finished with a tight collar that extended high up the neck.


    The spike-heeled ankle boots finished off the outfit beautifully in her view. She found that their high heels caused the muscles in her backside, thighs, and calves to tauten and gave her a delightfully feminine gait.


    Samantha stood in front of the freestanding mirror and surveyed with unconditional approval the blonde girl reflected in the glass before her. She was a long-limbed, smooth-skinned, leather-clad beauty, and no mistake. The porcelain-white face looked lovely – the eyebrows were fine lines, the sparkling honey-brown eyes were subtly rimmed with mascara and eyeliner, and the full, sensuous lips were outlined in glistening pink lipstick of a shade most becoming to her.


    Samantha ran her dainty hands, their well-manicured nails painted red, over her seductive black leather outfit as she posed for herself in the mirror. She was in love with her own body as it appeared before her. The high collar made her neck look even more slender. The tight top not only gave her a beautifully shaped little bust but also cinched in her waist to perfection. And the extreme miniskirt showed off the glimmering paleness of her thighs and helped give the illusion that most of her height was in her nicely curved legs, an effect that was further enhanced by her spike-heeled ankle boots.


    Breathing deep of the perfume-scented air in the bedroom – a little of which she’d sprayed on herself – she undulated back and forth in front of the tall mirror, delighting in her own reflection. Her face was model-girl beautiful. Her well-shaped body moved with sleek, polished grace and easy fluidity, a natural sway to the hips. Samantha looked marvellous and felt marvellous too.


    ‘I adore that outfit on you,’ Kate said as she entered the bedroom. She was stark naked apart from stiletto heeled black leather boots – oh, and one other item: the well-lubricated strap-on dildo jutting from her crotch.


    ‘Take your panties off and get onto your hands and knees,’ she said. ‘I am, as you already know, going to pop your cherry.’


    Samantha took off the leather panties and knelt down on all fours. Kate then got into position behind Samantha and began to penetrate her, pressing her dildo slowly and carefully deep into her opening. Samantha’s hole tightened and relaxed with the slow movements of Kate’s strap-on, in and out. The fingers of both Kate’s hands pressed firmly on Samantha’s backside, as she carried on fucking her in a regular rhythm.


    Samantha felt a fierce thrill of erotic pleasure course through her at every touch, whether on her quivering behind or inside her. She could feel the heat emanating off her backside with the touch of Kate’s hands and each of her rhythmic thrusts as she subtly built up momentum.


    Eventually Kate was fucking Samantha fast and hard, the lubed-up dildo easing entry into and out of her. The ache in Samantha’s erection grew more intense, charged by the frantic pumping of Kate’s strap-on. Samantha’s backside rose and fell to meet her lover’s escalating thrusts as she penetrated her faster, harder.


    Kate then reached underneath Samantha and took her throbbing shaft in her hand. She masturbated her deftly, the smooth caress of her fingers complementing the pumping in-and-out motion of her strap-on.


    Samantha was breathing short, gasping breaths and thrusting her backside up and down, her shaft flexing within Kate’s fist as she luxuriated in the euphoric sensation of being fucked and masturbated at the same time. She was very close to climaxing. And then she did, ejaculating thick wads of creamy-white come in one ecstatic spasm after another. It was the best orgasm she’d ever had in her entire life.


    ‘How do you feel now that I’ve deflowered you, my darling?’ Kate asked, leaving the dildo within her but removing her fingers from her now-spent shaft.


    Samantha didn’t have to think for even a moment before replying. ‘Complete,’ she said happily. ‘I feel complete.’

  


  
    Anita and Angie Get Wet


    The creamy stuccoed Georgian terraced house was in a residential street just north of High Street Kensington in central London. The property had been converted at some stage into three solid, high-ceilinged apartments, and Anita and her lover, a submissive blonde called Angie, occupied the one on the ground floor.


    It was early evening and the two beautiful young women were in the living room. Anita sat in a black leather armchair and was as naked as Angie, who knelt at her feet. Angie, whose backside was rosy-red from the robust spanking Anita had recently given it, was gazing out of the full-length, net-curtained window at the dark, wet dusk outside.


    ‘You’d never know it was the middle of summer,’ Angie said, looking at a sky stacked with clouds like black mountains. Rain crackled in the street and cars edged by slowly, water spilling out from their tyres, their windscreen wipers swishing. ‘I wish I didn’t have to go out this evening in such filthy weather,’ she continued, still looking out at the relentless, dreary rain. She turned her blue-eyed gaze away from the window and looked up at Anita. ‘And I especially wish I didn’t have to visit my stepmother, of all people. I never could see what my dear father – God rest his soul – ever saw in that bloody woman. She’s awful, you know, Anita: a snob, a bore, a prude …’


    ‘I can well understand your reluctance to visit her,’ Anita interrupted, running her fingers through her lustrous auburn hair. ‘I’ll bet you’d much rather be here having great sex with me.’


    ‘That’s for sure,’ Angie replied, her clitoris twitching at the thought. ‘But needs must, I guess.’


    ‘If you say so.’ Anita smirked. There was a wicked glint in her hazel-green eyes.


    ‘I need to make my way over to her place soon,’ Angie said resignedly, glancing again out of the rain-splattered window. ‘So I’d better get dressed.’


    ‘I hope you won’t be wearing any underwear,’ Anita cautioned.


    ‘I never do, not since you told me to stop wearing it,’ Angie said, feeling another twinge between her legs. ‘I’m very obedient to you, aren’t I?’


    ‘You are indeed,’ Anita agreed.


    Angie, despite her resigned statement a few moments earlier, had made no move so far to get up from her knees, never mind put any clothes on. ‘Hey,’ she said. ‘Just think how disapproving my puritanical stepmother would be if she knew you and I are lovers rather than innocent “flat-mates”.’ She made quotation marks in the air with her fingers.


    ‘Not to mention how she’d feel if she knew about all the other things we get up to.’ A suggestive smile curled the corners of Anita’s lips. ‘Think how shocked she’d be during your visit if she knew you had nothing on under your dress, your wet pussy completely shaved, and your backside still aglow from the spanking yours truly gave it earlier. The thought of that should make a potentially very tedious evening a bit more interesting for you, wouldn’t you agree?’


    ‘I would.’ Angie felt a real ache between her legs now. ‘I’ll be on my best behaviour with her, as I always am. But I’m afraid she’s going to find me very distracted as company this time, the state you’ve got me into.’


    ‘I’m sure she will,’ Anita said. And I haven’t even gone beyond first base yet, my sweet, she thought mischievously; just you wait and see. ‘Then of course there’ll be all those trips to the bathroom you’ll have to make when you’ll be returning all flushed.’


    ‘I will?’


    ‘Oh yes. You’ll be wanking yourself stupid every time you go there. You’re a horny little slut, Angie, what are you?’


    ‘A horny little slut,’ Angie agreed cheerfully. ‘And what are you going to be doing while I’m away?’


    ‘I think I’ll just take myself in hand.’


    ‘Take yourself in hand?’


    ‘Yes,’ Anita replied, spreading her thighs and rubbing her pussy ostentatiously. ‘Read my hips: take myself in hand.’ She teased the folds of her sex wide open and ran her fingertips against the pink flesh, concentrating on the hooded pearl of pleasure.


    ‘What, you’ll be masturbating for the whole time I’m away?’ Angie asked, the idea of it – and the sight of what Anita was now doing – exciting her even more. It made her own clitoris pulse more insistently and her pussy dampen further.


    ‘That’s right. I’m going to have a real wankathon,’ Anita said, continuing to roll her fingers actively over the stiffness of her clit before dipping them right into her wet pussy, plunging them in and out rhythmically. Then she stopped herself. Not yet, not yet.


    She took her hand from her sex and pushed it into Angie’s mouth. Angie sucked at her lover’s sticky fingers until Anita pulled them away and ran them languorously up over her own erect nipples.


    ‘Your fingers were nice and wet when you put them in my mouth,’ Angie said, still savouring the taste of her lover’s juices. ‘Will you allow yourself to squirt when you wank?’


    Anita could do that sometimes, but the circumstances had to be just right. She could only ejaculate by her own hand – nobody else’s –and she had to get the pressure on her G-spot just so.


    ‘I might squirt, I might not,’ Anita said with a shrug. ‘That’s for me to know.’


    ‘I suppose, one way or another, I’ll find you in a state of complete sexual exhaustion on my return,’ Angie said.


    ‘More than likely, yes.’ Anita returned her fingers to her sex and began to pleasure herself again, rubbing gently. ‘Basically I’m going to wank and wank and wank until I’m all wanked out.’


    ‘Will you be watching lesbian porno movies while you’re jilling yourself off time and time again like that?’ Angie and Anita had between them acquired quite a collection of such films, some with a BDSM theme, some without; all of them hot and steamy.


    ‘I’ll only be watching the lesbian porno movies in my head,’ Anita replied, still slowly masturbating.


    ‘Meaning?’


    ‘One word,’ Anita said. ‘Memories.’


    ‘Memories?’


    ‘Uh-huh.’


    ‘What sort?’


    ‘Amazingly erotic ones,’ Anita gently worked her fingers over her sex. ‘That’s because I’ll be concentrating on my “first times”. The first female to make love to me, to give you just one example, was a lovely porcelain-skinned redhead at college. Claire, her name was.’


    ‘So what about this Claire?’ asked Angie. Her pussy felt very slippery now.


    ‘She was a year older than me, drop-dead gorgeous, and I had a huge crush on her. I’d an even bigger crush on her once she’d gone down on me. That was an incredible experience, I can tell you.’


    ‘I’ll bet!’ Angie exclaimed. What are you trying to do to me, Anita? she thought. God, she felt horny.


    ‘But I’ve so many sexy first time memories,’ Anita went on as she continued slowly masturbating. ‘Finger-fucking you up against that dark wall about half an hour after we’d met at that oh-so-respectable party. Remember that, do you, by any chance?’ She took her hand away from her sex again; didn’t want to have an orgasm yet, wanted to stay in control.


    ‘Need you ask?’ Angie replied breathlessly. Anita was making her so sexually excited she was now soaked. She could feel trickles of wetness running down the inside of her legs. ‘I mean, do you really need to ask whether I remember that particular experience? For me it was mind-blowing, life changing.’


    ‘No,’ Anita replied, her eyes gleaming, ‘I guess I don’t need to ask.’


    ‘Here’s another memory for you,’ Angie said. ‘What about the time in that smart Italian restaurant in Old Compton Street when you told me to go into the ladies’, remove my underwear, bin it, and never wear any again?’


    ‘That’s a good one,’ said Anita. ‘OK, what about the first time I spanked that tight, round butt of yours? Remember that? I’m sure you do.’


    ‘I’ll say I do,’ Angie replied with a faraway look. It had been the first time she’d realised that Anita, the woman with whom she was already head over heels in love, could also give her what she wanted sexually, what she craved. Angie’s clit was positively buzzing now and her pussy was so wet.


    ‘It all came to me in a flash, I recall,’ Anita said. ‘You’d come out with some comment or other I’d found particularly irritating – can’t for the life of me even remember what it was now – and I decided right there and then to punish you for it.’


    Angie picked up the story. ‘I can remember like it was yesterday what you did to me.’ Her blue eyes shone. ‘All of a sudden you told me to bend over the kitchen table, flicked up my short skirt to reveal my bare bottom, and started to spank me. And you didn’t hold back. I mean, you really thrashed the living daylights out of me.’


    ‘And, boy, did it have an effect,’ Anita said. ‘It made you climax so violently I thought you were having a fit.’


    ‘I thought I was as well,’ Angie replied, her heart beating faster at the vivid memory of that first spanking she’d received from her lover. Her body let out a little shiver, she was so excited. And all the while her clit throb-throb-throbbed and her pussy got wetter still.


    ‘Anything else you recall about the experience?’


    ‘Only that I’d so much love juice running down my thighs you told me you thought I’d wet myself,’ Angie replied. ‘And, while we’re on the subject, Anita, what sort of effect do you think you’ve been having on me now with all this juicy first time stuff? You’ve got me so wet and horny I’m going out of my mind. Do I have to go and visit my God-awful stepmother this evening?’ She briefly glanced out of the window. The rain had decreased somewhat but was still falling steadily.


    ‘You’re the one who said you had to go and see her, not me,’ Anita reminded her, bringing her fingers back to her pussy and starting to masturbate again.


    ‘Yeah, I know. She’s expecting me, so I guess I’d better go.’


    ‘It’s up to you.’ Anita shrugged, continuing to stroke her wet sex.


    ‘If only there was some way I could get out of the visit without lying to her. You know what a lousy liar I am. I’m absolutely hopeless at it, couldn’t fool anyone. I wish there was some way I could stay here with you instead, so you could fuck me senseless with your strap-on dildo.’


    ‘Always assuming that’s what I feel like doing,’ Anita said, a slight edge to her voice. But still she kept masturbating, her fingers moving in tight, slippery circles.


    ‘Oh yes,’ Angie assured her respectfully. ‘Only if that’s what you want too, of course. What I’m really trying to say is that you could do anything you wanted to me – put me into bondage, beat me again and even harder this time – anything.’ Her blonde hair was damp against her neck and her breathing was ragged as she stared imploringly into her lover’s gleaming eyes.


    ‘Well.’ Anita pursed her lips as if in deep thought. ‘There might be a way.’ She removed her fingers from the dripping wetness of her pussy.


    ‘Just say the word,’ Angie replied, her own juicy sex pulsing at the possibility.


    ‘Stand up,’ Anita said, as she also got to her feet.


    ‘Now what?’ Angie asked, her heart beating rapidly. She could feel a thrill running through her body like an electric current. ‘I’ll do anything you say.’


    Anita’s eyebrows lifted eloquently. ‘Will you indeed?’


    ‘Yes, oh yes.’ Angie’s breath was coming quicker, her pulse racing wildly in her breast, her clit pulsing wildly in her sex.


    ‘OK, what I want you to do is pick up the phone and call your stepmother.’ Anita brought the hand with which she’d been masturbating to Angie’s crotch and started to push upwards into her pussy. She found that it was sopping wet – as she’d known very well it would be. ‘You’re to tell her something has come up. In fact, you’re to tell her,’ she continued, pushing her fingers in and out of her lover’s wetness with ever more vigour, ‘that what’s come up is very urgent.’ Her fingers were like ramming rods now, sliding furiously in and out of Angie’s sodden vagina. Then she started to grind them hard against her stiff clit.


    ‘I’ll do that.’ Angie gasped, her whole body shaking. She was this close to orgasm, but she mustn’t let that happen, she simply mustn’t. ‘I’ll ph-phone straight away.’


    ‘Tell her you’ll be tied up for the next few hours,’ Anita added. ‘You won’t be lying about that either.’
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