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Turkish Delight


The luxurious black and gold
Egyptian cotton sheets crumpled beneath my body as I lay alone and
frustrated on the king-size bed in my hotel suite. It was only the
second night of my stay and I was already bored out of my mind,
impatiently flicking through the multitude of TV channels with the
remote control in one hand and a frosty glass of Chardonnay in the
other. I’d sampled the hotel bar earlier that evening, but found
the tranquil beauty of my room’s crystal clear ocean view to be far
better company. A nearly full moon hung high above the horizon,
casting a long silvery trail across the black, oily water. For some
reason, I’d always found staying in hotels to be strangely
exciting. There was something about the quiet anonymity of it all
that brought out a devilish side in me. I would often wonder about
how many of the people in the rooms surrounding mine were having
sex, or how many had done it on the very bed I was lying on. It was
an incredible turn-on and even though my company often had me
travelling to business conferences and staying in hotels, the
novelty never wore off. On a few occasions, I’d even succumbed to
my lusty feelings and ventured down to the bar to seduce some
nameless young man and take him back to my room. Knowing that I’d
never see him again made the sex that much more exhilarating and
needless to say, that evening, I found myself battling the same
sordid urges.

However,
the bar had been distinctly lacking in available talent – hence the
reason I lay alone on my bed, rather than beneath the rippling
muscles of a handsome stallion who could rattle my bones and make
me scream. I could feel the pressure mounting inside me, making my
skin crawl with anticipation that I knew wouldn’t be fulfilled. It
was torture, and with my trusty rabbit vibrator still resting in my
underwear drawer back home, I was left with little choice but to
take a shower and hope I could wash away the broiling sexual
tension. I slipped out of my sleek, waist high skirt and unbuttoned
my blouse, resting each item of clothing over the back of a nearby
chair. I’d become so horny, that as I took off my bra and knickers,
I began to fantasise about someone breaking into my room and
finding me in a state of undress. All I could think about was the
carnal instinct for gratification. I grabbed one of the plush white
towels from their wooden compartment on the wall and wedged it
under my arm as I walked through into the en-suite bathroom. Every
surface consisted of thick white marble with gleaming golden
fittings and enough space to house an entire family. The sheer
level of exuberant luxury on offer was exactly the kind of excess
that got my blood pumping and only fuelled the flames of my burning
libido. In the time it took me to step into the shower cubicle and
slide the large glass door shut, my intentions had shifted far away
from merely cleansing myself.

The
gentle sprinkle of hot water began to rain over my shoulder length
blonde hair and streamed down through the crevice of my large,
heaving breasts like a river carving out a canyon. I began to
lather myself in soapy suds as clouds of steam billowed around my
thighs and encapsulated my body. I wished more than anything that I
could have someone in there, standing behind me and cradling my
naked body in their arms. Every touch of my fingers left my skin
tingling like I was encased in a field of static electricity and
the persistent splash of the water only emphasised the sensation. I
took the shower head and lifted it off its hook, placing one hand
against the cold marble wall to support myself as I lowered it down
to my bare pussy. I parted my thighs just enough to angle the flow
of the water between them and adjusted the notch on the head to its
narrowest and most powerful setting. My breath began to waver as
the intense torrent of hot water gushed out and hit my clitoris,
making my thighs quiver beneath me. It felt so good, but even on
the highest setting, it wasn’t enough to get me anywhere close to
the level of satisfaction I craved. I stood in the shower for a few
minutes willing myself to cum, but with every second that passed, I
only found myself longing more and more for the physical company of
a real human being. I needed to touch the naked flesh of another
person, to feel the warmth of their body, to smell them and taste
them. A quick release wasn’t nearly enough to placate my rampant
sexual desire and I knew there remained only one option for me to
get what I truly wanted.

It was
something that I had done once before and had sworn myself never to
do again, not because it was a bad experience the first time
around, but because it felt so wrong and seedy. It was that sense
of danger and the illicit thrill that came with it that quickly
eliminated any trepidation from my mind, and after drying myself
off and slipping into one of the provided black silk robes, I
collected my laptop and lay on the bed with it. I remembered the
name of the website quite vividly – Imperial Escorts. My heart
began to thump beneath my chest as I typed it in and I could feel
my fingers becoming clammy as I clicked the button to confirm my
age. The site promptly loaded and presented me with a gallery of
their available escorts. I began to click on their profiles one by
one, feeling my fingers trembling with every muscular naked body I
gazed upon. The assortment of rugged men on offer was exceptionally
tantalising and I began to picture them lying on the bed beside me,
ready to take me and do with me however they wished. To my
increasing annoyance, every time I selected one I might like, I saw
that he wasn’t available that particular evening. It was like the
gods were conspiring against me, making it impossible for me to get
what I wanted. I’d almost given up, when out of nowhere, I was
struck with a sudden spark of curiosity. My eyes landed on the link
to the female section and as perverse as it seemed at the time, I
couldn’t resist clicking on it, if only for a quick
peek.

An
entirely different gallery appeared, this time showcasing the
agency’s female talent. There was an even greater choice of girls
than there were men and although most of them did nothing for me,
my eyes soon fixed on one strangely enticing profile picture. Her
name was Şule and as I clicked the link to find out more about her,
I saw that she was a Turkish immigrant in her mid-20s. Everything
about her was exotic, from her light mocha skin to the long,
shimmering mahogany locks pouring over her shoulders like molten
chocolate. She was tall and slim with perfectly proportioned B-cup
breasts and dark, perky nipples and a thin strip of pubic hair
descending between her thighs. I’d never so much as thought about
another woman in a romantic context, but I couldn’t deny that her
pictures alone were having a profound effect on me. Maybe it was
because I’d grown so horny that I wasn’t thinking straight, but as
I scanned each of her revealing photos, all I knew was that I
wanted her in my bed. I picked up the phone and started to dial the
number, anxiously tapping on the laptop’s plastic casing as I
waited for someone to pick up. A few minutes later, I placed the
phone back down lay back on the bed, having placed my order for the
girl like I was picking from a box of chocolates. A wave of fear
washed over me, leaving me light-headed and flushed as cold sweat
began to form on my skin. Doubt and regret began to cloud my mind,
battling with the constant throb of my aching loins. Her arrival
was inevitable and it both aroused and terrified me in equal
measure. Roughly half an hour passed by in an instant, every second
of which I spent physically shaking with nervous
anticipation.

Three
gentle knocks tapped at my hotel room door, signalling her arrival.
My heart sank to my stomach and began to do somersaults inside me
as I wobbled toward the door. I peered through the eye-hole and saw
the alluring figure of a beautiful young woman standing outside.
All I had to do was to open the door and let her in, yet it felt
like the most herculean task imaginable. It was as if the door
itself was the physical embodiment of my own sexual boundaries and
my fingers trembled vigorously as I reached out and gripped the
handle. As I opened the door and gazed out into the corridor, I was
immediately struck by how much more beautiful she appeared in
person. She wore a cream satin maxi dress, which clung to her body,
emphasising the slender curves of her hips and the modest mounds of
her breasts. It hung from a single strap over her left shoulder and
curled under beneath her right arm, showing off her delicious olive
skin and the elegant hint of cleavage. Her jet black eye liner
contrasted with the whites of her eyes and blended with her deep
hazel irises as her luscious crimson lipstick highlighted her
subtle pout. She was like some foreign delicacy that only the
wealthiest could ever hope to sample, and she was standing right at
my door.

“You
must be Şule...” I said, gulping back my nerves. “Did I get that
right? Şule?”

My usual
steely disposition began to wane in her presence and the prospect
of exploring a new side of my sexuality had left me with a dizzying
mixture of excitement and fear.

“Yes.”
she nodded with a radiant smile. Her eyes drifted south and admired
the silky black ripples of my robe before rising up to meet my
gaze.

“Please,
come inside.” I offered, holding the door open and waving for her
to enter.

“Much
obliged.” she purred in her exotic Turkish accent. I closed the
door behind her and guided her through into the main bedroom. She
moved over to the window and stared out across the inky black
expanse of the ocean twinkling with the reflection of the stars
above.

“Oh, my,
the view is spectacular!” she gasped.

“Isn’t
it just?” I muttered to myself with a wry smirk. Although my room
offered a stunning view of the ocean, it was the delectable form of
her body that held my sole attention. She saw my reflection in the
window and turned to face me.

“You
like what you see?” she asked, stepping back over to me beside the
bed. She placed her large leather hand bag on the floor by my feet
and gazed into my eyes. My instinct was to make small talk or offer
her a drink, but she knew exactly what I wanted. She was there for
only one reason and I could the look of fiery determination in her
eyes, effortlessly disarming me. For the first time in my life, I
was lost for words. All I could do was nod and smile back at her,
hoping she would make the first move. She cupped my cheek in her
hand and leaned in to kiss me, stroking her soft, velvety lips
across mine. Tiny strands of saliva extended between us as she
repeatedly drew away and came in for another taste, slithering her
tongue into my mouth with each electrifying embrace. My tense
muscles began to relax and the incessant trembling of my limbs
slowly faded away, though my heart continued to race. I placed my
fingers delicately on the sides of her hips, holding her as we
kissed. My clitoris throbbed more intensely than ever and I could
feel the slow trickle of moisture accumulating between my thighs.
Everything about her was making me insanely wet, from the notes of
violet in her perfume to the warmth of her body emanating through
the cream satin draped over her skin. Her lips tasted like honey
and were so much softer than those of any man. In an instant, my
sexuality had changed forever.

“May I?”
she asked, pulling herself away for a moment as she took the end of
my silk robe belt in her fingers. I nodded and watched as she
pulled on the belt, unravelling it from around my waist in a single
move. The belt dropped to the carpet, allowing the sides of my robe
to fall apart and hang loosely over the large mounds of my breasts
with my firm nipples protruding through the silk like bullets. A
nervous chill swept over me as she glanced down over my exposed
stomach to the thin tuft of pubic hair above my pussy. She reached
down and brushed the tip of her fore finger through the soft
bristles, making my clitoris tingle harder than ever just an inch
below. The soft murmur of laughter came from her lips as she saw
how much it turned me on. She raised her fingers up and gripped the
sides of my robe to peel it off over my shoulders. The silk slipped
from my flesh like rain from a bird’s feathers, gracefully landing
around my feet and leaving me completely naked before her. The pale
moonlight made my skin glow and cast a deep shadow between my
breasts, further emphasising their perfect roundness. I took her
hands in mine and guided her up onto the bed, lying back on the
black and gold bed sheets as she straddled by naked body and lay on
top of me. She leaned down and planted her lips against mine again,
kissing me with the passion of a lover that hadn’t seen me in
months.

My hands
roamed around her back, feeling every inch of the thin satin fabric
coating her flesh. I could detect no trace of underwear either on
her back or around her ass, which only turned me on even more. I
ran my fingers down her spine and clasped her cheeks between them,
kneading them in my hands as our tongues lashed together between
our mouths. She prised her lips away and kissed my cheek, followed
by the side of my neck and then beneath my collar bone. Inch by
inch, she began to work her way down over my body, pausing at my
breasts to take each one in her hands and squeeze them gently. She
wrapped her lips around my nipples and sucked on them, flicking my
erect teats with the tip of her tongue before continuing on over my
stomach. I shuddered as she kissed my belly button – a particularly
delicate area for me – and shook even more severely as she reached
the thin bush of pubic hair above my pussy. She ran her tongue
through it, weaving amongst the soft bristles from the top of the
patch to the bottom. I parted my thighs for her and watched as she
lowered her head between them, smiling briefly up at me before her
mouth descended beneath the horizon of my crotch. She clamped her
lips around my clitoris and began to thrash her tongue around it,
flicking the throbbing pink nub in every direction as I trembled on
the bed before her.

The
sound of her tongue lapping at my clit alone was enough to get my
juices flowing and she licked up every trace as it seeped from my
pussy. She ran the tip of her middle finger between my labia,
splitting them apart to run it around the opening of my pussy. She
could feel my vaginal muscles responding to the slightest touch and
slowly slid it inside me, expertly curling it back and hooking it
against my g-spot. The combined pressure of her tongue and her
finger working both of my most sensitive erogenous zones was the
most divine pleasure I’d ever experienced and my hips began to rise
off the bed almost automatically. I began to thrust against her
tongue, moaning softly amidst my wavering breath as I clutched the
bed sheets beside me tightly between my fingers. The sheer
intensity of it was overwhelming and my skin began to develop a
hot, sweaty sheen that glistened in the moonlight. She crept back
up and lay on top of me again, gently thrusting her hips between my
thighs as she sank her tongue into my mouth again. I could taste my
own juices laced on her tongue and the warmth of my pussy radiating
from it. It turned me on so much, I could barely keep hold of my
senses. I gripped the zip of her dress between my fingers and
rolled it down along the ridges of her spine, releasing the cream
satin from her body. It slipped from her back and fell from her
left shoulder, draping across my chest for a moment as she
discarded it. She tossed it aside and continued to kiss me,
squashing her small, perky tits against mine as the sweat on my
chest smeared onto her flesh.

Our
restless fingers explored each other’s naked flesh as she writhed
on top of me, moaning and panting wildly in the fleeting moments
that our lips drifted apart. I’d never known how good it would feel
to kiss another woman, but as our lips continuously smacked
together, I couldn’t imagine ever doing it with a man again. Her
skin was so supple and tender, and she knew exactly how to get my
pulse racing. I flipped her over onto her back and started to kiss
my way down over her naked body, just as she had done to me. She
lay back and watched as I enclosed by fingers around her breasts
and kneaded them, causing her nipples to distend slightly under the
pressure. I gripped each one between my teeth and nibbled on them,
causing her to shiver beneath me. Then, I wrapped my lips around
them and sucked on them one at a time, listening carefully to the
sound of her blissful moaning lingering on the warm air. The room
had become quite humid all of a sudden and the sticky heat left our
skin with a clammy layer of perspiration that highlighted every
curve and contour of our bodies. I continued to kiss her flesh,
making my way down to her pussy so I could get my first real taste
of another woman. The delicious pink petals of her labia peeled
apart as she spread her legs, revealing her dripping wet vulva and
the tiny little bead of her clitoris peeking out from beneath its
fleshy cover. Any hint of trepidation had long since escaped my
body, leaving me with only the desire to enjoy every inch of her
body.

I lay on
my stomach between her legs, wrapping my arms beneath her thighs to
clutch them as I leaned in to lick her pussy. She was clearly just
as horny as me and let out a long, deep sigh as I dabbed the tip of
my tongue against her clit. I could feel how firm it was and began
to circle my tongue around it, smothering it in a light coating of
my warm saliva. She responded to every slippery lash, moaning
noisily as my taste buds massaged her clit. My nose brushed against
the slim strip of dark pubic hair above her clitoris as I sucked on
it, sending her even wilder and causing her to thrust her hips up
against the heavenly pressure of my tongue. She wrapped her hand
around the back of my head and held me close, preventing me from
pulling away. I moved down and licked between her lips, lapping up
every drop of her sweet, sticky nectar as it leaked from her pussy.
At the same time, I brought my arm around her thigh and pressed my
thumb against her clit to rub it as I plunged my tongue inside her.
I wanted to see how deep I could go and began to work it around the
tight pink opening, feeling her muscles contracting against it as
my thumb circled around her clit. Every muscle in her body began to
twitch as I fucked her with my tongue, sliding it in and out with
as much force as I could muster. I snacked on her pussy for what
seemed like hours, holding her hips steady with my hands as I
buried my tongue inside her. Then, before I could push her any
closer to an orgasm, she gripped my head and compelled me up to
kiss her.

I lay on
top of her again, lathering her neck and cheeks with kisses before
slipping my tongue into her mouth once more. We kissed with such
unadulterated lust, it was as if we had become one single entity,
writhing on the bed in a sweaty heap of flesh and limbs. I
straddled her right thigh and thrust my clitoris against it,
pressing own thigh against her pussy so we could hump each other as
we kissed and fondled each other’s naked flesh. The immense swell
of arousal began to mount again, only this time, we could both feel
it rising up inside us. She clasped her fingers around my ass and
held me close, muttering an endless stream of dirty thoughts into
my ear. It was single most erotic moment of my life, and yet, she
had barely even started.


“Wait...” she gasped, reaching over the side of the bed to
collect her bulky leather handbag. She hoisted it up off the floor
and placed it next to us on the bed, sliding the zip open to reveal
what lay inside. It was a thick black rubber dildo, roughly 9
inches in length with realistic veiny ridges and a bulbous head. My
eyes bulged in shock and excitement as she fished it out and tossed
the bag aside, trailing a mass of straps and plastic buckles that
hung beneath it. She sorted them into a manageable formation and
nodded for me to climb off for a moment as she slipped the straps
on over her legs like a pair of panties. I watched intently as she
fastened them tightly around her crotch, leaving the hulking black
shaft sticking up into the air with a slight curve that aimed more
toward her head. Then, with it fully attached and ready for use,
she reclined on her elbows and waited for me to climb on. The
pervasive tremble of my muscles came back for a moment as I flipped
my leg over her body and backed up onto the smooth rubbery head. I
reached back and gripped it in my fingers so I could run the tip
between my labia and smear my sweet juices onto it. My mouth gaped
open in awe as I slowly began to push myself down onto it, feeling
its tremendous girth splitting my pussy wide open around the shaft.
I began to bob up and down on it, taking it an inch deeper inside
me every time. The entire length of the rubbery cock slowly became
smothered in my juices, lubricating it enough to slide myself all
the way down onto it. My labia clung tightly around the bottom of
the dildo, kissing the plastic base as the shaft filled up every
inch of my pussy.

It felt
so good, almost like she inside me herself. I began to ride on top
of it, thrusting my hips against her body and grinding my clitoris
on her pubic bone. The base of the shaft pressed directly over her
clit, giving her a surge of tingly pleasure with every vigorous
motion of my hips. I leaned over her and stared into her eyes,
feeling her sultry gaze penetrating me in an entirely different
way. She reached up and cupped both of her hands around my jiggling
breasts to play with them as I rode on top of her. Her fingers and
thumbs squeezed at my nipples, pinching them just enough to give me
a stimulating twinge of pain. I loved it and despite my brief
wince, she could see just how much it turned me on. She continued
to do it, pinching them a little harder each time while I panted
and moaned in a state of utter bliss. The pressure of the dildo as
it pushed out against the walls of my pussy was almost too intense
to bear. Its girth was thicker than any real cock I’d ever taken
and its length allowed it reach even deeper inside me as well. I
lowered myself down onto her chest so we could kiss again, clamping
our lips together in another sensual embrace as I ground my clit
against her. She moved her hands down to my ass and ran her middle
finger between my cheeks, feeling the excesses of moisture from my
pussy combined with her own saliva that had seeped over my
asshole.

I felt
her nudging the tip of her finger around the rim of my asshole and
lifted my lips away from her mouth for a moment. She flashed her
eyes, silently asking if I wanted it. I paused for a second, unsure
whether I liked the idea or not. I’d never experienced anal
penetration before, having always automatically shied away from it.
I couldn’t deny that it turned me on though, having her playing
with my asshole, and the thoughts of her penetrating both of my
holes was too hot to resist. I gave her a cautious nod and closed
my eyes, feeling the puckering ripples of flesh around my anus
spreading apart as she slid her finger inside. It felt so strange
and at first. I wanted her to stop, but then as I relaxed a little
and felt her finger sliding in and out of my asshole, I realised
how good it truly felt. She pushed her finger as deep as it would
go, wriggling it around inside me as her knuckle nudged at my anus.
The mild discomfort quickly faded as she fingered my ass and thrust
the dildo up inside me, double teaming my tight, wet holes in
unison. It was so intense, I could barely entertain a single
thought for more than a second. My whole body shivered and writhed
on top of her, feeling the blissful surges of orgasmic pleasure
threatening to envelope my body. I wanted to cum so hard, but then
she whispered another thought into my ear that was too arousing to
resist.

“Let me
fuck you from behind.” she purred, sucking on my ear lobe as her
words ruminated around my mind. I took a moment to catch my breath
and slid myself off the dildo, turning back to suck the warm juices
from the rubbery shaft as if it was a real cock. She grinned and
climbed to her knees, moving around behind me as I positioned
myself in the centre of the bed. I bent over on all fours and
spread my legs apart, presenting the moist slit of my pussy for her
to penetrate. She gripped the shaft of the dildo and held it
steady, aiming it between the quivering wet lips as my thighs
trembled beneath me. With a single powerful thrust, she plunged it
between them and began to fuck me. She grabbed me by the hips and
pulled me back onto the dildo as she pounded her hips against my
ass, sinking it as deep inside my pussy as it could reach. A couple
of times, I felt the sharp pang of the blunt head hitting my
cervix, but even the brief shot of pain turned me on. I could hear
her breathing becoming more aggressive behind me, clearly deriving
just as much enjoyment from it as I was. Ripples of flesh soared up
across the small of my back as her body collided with my bare ass,
filling the room with the sound of flesh smacking together and the
constant drone of our elated groaning. I clutched the bed sheets
between my fingers and held on for dear life. She spanked me a few
times, leaving a series of white hand prints plastered across my
cheeks that slowly faded to a vivid shade of pink. The impact marks
prickled in the wake of her hand, making the eternal throb of my
clitoris seem even more potent.

She
reached forward and scooped her hands beneath my chest, pulling me
back to kneel upright in front of her. I arched my back, foisting
my heaving breasts out in front of me as I wound my arms around
behind her neck. She continued to fuck me harder and faster with
every thrust, holding me close with one hand clasped across my
chest and the other clinging to my crotch. The angle of penetration
was so steep that the dildo glided directly over my g-spot. With
the additional pressure of her fingers circling around my clitoris
and her other hand squeezing my breasts, I knew it would only be a
matter of seconds before I began to cum. I wanted it to last
forever, for her to hold me in her arms and fuck me in every way
imaginable. Every thrust of her hips and every stroke of her
fingers pushed me closer and closer to the edge, leaving me panting
and moaning in ecstasy. I rested my head back against her shoulder,
allowing her to lean in and caress my neck with her lips. She
kissed me and nibbled on my ear lobe, making it impossible for me
to resist. She had only one thing on her mind and she knew exactly
what buttons to push and in which order.

A rash
of goose pimples soared across my back, raising every fine little
hair on my body to attention. My hips began to spasm as the tingly
build up in my groin exploded and radiated through every inch of my
body. It was the most powerful orgasm I’d ever felt and it kept
growing stronger and stronger with every thrust of the dildo inside
me. She clung to my body and groaned in my ear, feeling the base of
the dildo pressing against her own clitoris as she fucked me. She
was on the verge of cumming herself and the heat of her breath
pouring over my chest and seeping down between my breasts amplified
my own climax beyond anything I’d ever felt. She convulsed
violently behind me, crashing against my ass and sending the thick
rubbery shaft thundering in and out of my pussy until neither of us
could remain upright a moment longer. I collapsed forward onto the
bed and lay there with my thighs spread apart, twitching in the
throes of passion as she clenched her cheeks and ground herself
against my ass with the dildo still lodged deep between my dropping
wet labia. She lay on top of my back, pressing her naked breasts
against my sweaty flesh and kissing the side of my face as we came
together. I could feel her heart rumbling through my back,
dovetailing with my own percussive pulse. It felt too good for a
mere human to experience and for a moment, I wondered if I’d died
and ascended to the kingdom of heaven. We lay together on the bed
for a while afterward, kissing intimately and touching each
other.

“Şule...
that’s such a beautiful name.” I said. “What does it
mean?”

“Flame.”
She smiled. “Do you think it suits me?”

I nodded
with a wry smirk and leaned in for another kiss. The name was a
perfect match for both her fiery soul and the effect that she’d had
on me. She had lit a flame deep in my heart and had singlehandedly
altered the course of my sexuality. I suddenly found myself lusting
for the flesh of other women and couldn’t wait to explore my
newfound feelings further. Luckily, I had her for the rest of the
night and I wasn’t nearly finished with her.






THE
END
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