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A Girl’s Best Friend

Isn’t it strange the way that girls can go to the bathroom together and no-one gives it a second thought? If boys did that, everyone would immediately label them as gay. That’s why I think that girls tend to have a lot more ‘flings’ with their friends than boys ever do. At least I know that’s true of my group of girlfriends. Out of the ten of us who are close and hang around together most of the time we are not in college, at least six of them have had sex with another girl. For a long time I wondered what they got out of it, and always thought that it couldn’t be anything like doing it with a boy, could it?

As time went on though, I found myself wondering more and more about what it would be like to do it with a girl. I found myself watching girls when they got changed and admiring the shape and size of their breasts, and wondered what it would be like to take a nipple into my mouth and suck on it.  Even found myself waking up masturbating after I had been dreaming about one of my best friends, Sarah. She is nineteen, the same as me, and neither of us have ever had sex with a boy and up until last week, neither of us had done it with a girl either.

We had been to one of our friend’s birthday parties. Stella had celebrated her twentieth birthday at a club in town and her parents had generously supplied loads of champagne for us all. I have to say that Sarah and I had probably more than our fair share of the freebies and we ended up standing around the back of the club, drawing in huge lungfuls of fresh air. We had been giggling at some of the guys and the way they had been dancing. It seemed that they were all trying to impress us girls, but unfortunately it hadn’t been working.

As well as getting some fresh air, we were also sharing a sneaky cigarette which was something neither of us usually did but we thought it made us grown up and sophisticated. (I know, I know!) Anyway, we decided to go for a walk away from the noise. Luckily the club backs onto some grassland which leads on down to the beach and we thought it would be nice to go and paddle in the water in the moonlight. We climbed over the hedge that separated the path from the club grounds and I literally fell over it and into Sarah’s arms, which luckily caught me and saved me from flying headlong into some bushes.

Sarah helped me to regain my balance and she pulled me to her. I could feel the swell of her breasts against mine. I drew my breath in sharply, surprised at the bolt of lust which ran through my body and looked up into Sarah’s face to see if she was feeling the same. Her eyes were shining and I realized that I wanted to kiss her. I was glad that she must have been feeling the same way as me because she leaned in to kiss me first.

It was strange, feeling a girl’s tongue swirling around my own, and I sucked on it greedily. It was sensual and sexual all at once, and I wanted more. We moved away from the path towards a hidden wooden bench that we used to his behind when we were kids. We sat down and carried on kissing. I could feel Sarah’s hand traveling up the inside of my thigh and I was glad that I had worn a short dress. I only had a G-string on underneath and Sarah pulled it to one side and slid her fingers inside. I opened my legs willingly to let her get inside and wriggled my bottom towards the edge of the seat. She rubbed my clit a couple of times and I gasped inside her mouth. “God that feels so good,” I whispered.

“Let me taste you,” she replied, and got onto her knees on the grass. “Pick your bottom up,” she said. I did so and she pulled my panties down my legs and pushed them into her pocket. “I want to eat your pussy,” she whispered, leaning in and spreading my pussy lips with her hands. She licked my clit and I felt electricity run through me.

God I like this, I thought, wriggling as she sucked my clit into her mouth. A dim thought crossed my mind, and I wondered how she knew exactly what to do, but when she pushed a finger inside my tight tunnel, I lost the ability to think about anything apart from what she was doing and how good it was feeling. Her tongue was flicking over my clit and she was finger-fucking me with what felt like two fingers. I looked down and held her head close to my pussy because I never wanted that wonderful feeling to end. I knew I was gonna cum and didn’t want to make too much noise and so I tried to warn her. “I’m gonna cum,” I gasped and she looked up at me and smiled. Her face was shiny with my love juice, and she smiled and said, “I know,” and went back to eating my cunt.

I was writhing against her face, and pushing myself onto her to get even closer contact. That was it, I came, and God did I cover her face! I couldn’t help myself; it was the horniest thing I have ever encountered. Her fingers were working in and out of me like lightning and I would have given anything at that moment to be able to have a dick and fuck her. I wanted her to feel as good as I was feeling and I almost cried at the intensity.

“Did you enjoy that honey?” she asked, standing up beside me.

“Oh yes,” I said.

“Good,” she smiled. “And now it’s my turn.”

Three’s Company Tonight

Christopher and Jennifer Groves had been married for almost thirteen years when the unthinkable happened. Chris had an affair which left Jen broken-hearted. They did not split up however and vowed to try and reconcile their differences as neither of them wanted to divorce.

“Why did you do it Chris?” Jen had asked through her mask of tears.

“Do you want the honest answer to that honey, or do you want me to say what you would like to hear?”

“The honest answer of course, otherwise I don’t think we will be able to get through this and I so desperately want to baby. You know I still love you. Just tell me what went wrong, please.”

“Okay honey, and please believe me I am not saying this to hurt you. I got bored with our sex life and I wanted a bit of excitement.”

“But why didn’t you talk to me about it instead of sleeping with someone else? I could have tried to make you happy. We could have tried different positions or something.”

“To be honest baby, it had nothing to do with doing it in the same position or anything like that. I think it had a lot to do with the fact that neither of us had ever had sex with anyone else, and I wanted to see what it would be like.”

They had been virgins when they had met at fifteen and it had remained that way until they got married at twenty one. At first things had been good with the sex life, but as time went on, Chris had got bored. He had tried to get Jen to try different things, but there had always been some excuse or another. When a new receptionist had started at his office and begun to flirt and smile sexily whenever he was near to her, his resolve to be faithful had gradually gotten weaker until he had given in to the urge and fucked her in the staff room after a celebration regarding a new contract they had been awarded.

The affair had carried on for a couple of months and Chris now knew that he had no feelings for the other woman, and he felt guilty about that but he honestly loved his wife. If she would be willing to try new things, then probably none of this would ever have happened. He knew he couldn’t blame her entirely and that he had broken their marriage vows, but really did feel that she had to shoulder some of the responsibility. At least they were talking and not splitting up and that had to mean something surely.

“So what can I do to make things right?” Jen asked him. She was determined to try her utmost to keep her husband happy, and was prepared to listen to whatever he wanted.As long as it’s not something kinky to do with animals or whatever, then I’m determined to give it a go, she told herself. “What do you want me to try? And now’s not the time for lying honey; I need to know the truth.”

“If you are really willing to try honey, then I’ll tell you. What I would like to try is for you to have sex with another woman and let me watch and maybe join in. I know that’s something we talked about years ago and I wondered how you would feel about it now.”

Many years ago Jen had said she wondered what it would be like to make love with another woman, but hadn’t given it a thought for ages. “I had forgotten all about that,” she laughed, and the sound of her laughter was music to Chris’ ears. The strange thing for Jen was that the more she thought about it, the more turned on she became. She closed her eyes trying to picture what it would be like to feel another woman’s soft breasts and to lick their pussy and see what they tasted like. She opened her eyes and said, “Do you know something honey? I think I would like to try that! The only question is, who would I do it with?”

Chris had already been thinking about that. He knew that Jen was very close to her best friend Charlie (Charlotte,) Brookes and that they shared a lot of things. They never seemed to have any awkwardness getting changed in front of each other and would often go off on spa days etc. together. “What about Charlie?” Chris asked, and left Jen to think about it. “I’m gonna get us a coffee honey.”

The more Jen thought about it, the more she realized that Charlie was the ideal person. Back in the day when she had thought about another woman, Charlie would have been exactly the sort she would have gone for. She was only about five feet five and had a figure like Marilyn Monroe, all curves and oozing sex appeal. She also had very large breasts which was probably the main thing that had attracted Jen to the idea of another woman in the first place.

“I’ll talk to her,” she called through to the kitchen.

Charlie had recently broken from her long-term boyfriend and was a highly sexed woman who was always looking for her next thrill. She readily agreed when Jen mentioned the idea to her. “Honey I can’t think of anyone else I would rather lose my lesbian cherry to than you,” she had smiled. “So when do we do it?”

They had made arrangements for the following weekend at Jen and Chris’s house and Jen was now ready for her friend to come round, the butterflies doing a dance in her tummy.

“You look stunning babe,” Chris said when he saw her in her underwear. “You’re not going to put anything else on are you? You look fabulous just like that.”

“Nope, this is it,” she smiled. “Charlie knows what to expect, but you’re going to have to answer the door.”

Charlie came in wearing a long coat and when she slipped it off, Chris could already feel himself getting hard. She was only wearing lingerie as well, and unknown to Chris the girls had arranged to put on a ‘show’ for him. They sat together on the couch, sipping wine and laughing and joking, until the atmosphere changed to one which was charged with sexual tension. Chris could feel it in the air and was in a constant state already of semi-arousal. When Charlie leaned in to kiss Jen, he thought he would burst with excitement.

Charlie wound her arms around Jen and undid the clasp on her bra, freeing her tits which she promptly began sucking on. Chris’ erection grew harder by the second. Jen then did the same to Charlie and freed her massive tits which swung gently on her softly rounded and oh so sexy tummy.

Chris stood up and quietly removed his trousers as he didn’t want to break the spell. Charlie seemed to take charge of the situation and kneeled between Jen’s legs and pulled her panties down and then threw them over her shoulder. She leaned in and spread Jen’s pussy lips with her hands and then leaned in to suck on her clit.

“Can I come a bit closer?” Chris whispered. Jen nodded and he kneeled on the floor to the side of the couch, watching but not touching. Charlie stiffened two fingers and pushed them into Jen’s wet cunt and Chris could not resist slowly stroking his hard cock as he watched his wife being finger-fucked by another woman. Jen was moaning and groaning as Charlie’s fingers and tongue worked their magic and she came, gasping, “Oh God that’s so good.” She bucked and writhed and held Charlie’s head as close to her cunt as she could.

Chris came quietly, streaming hot jism over his hand and wrist and just enjoying the show. He hoped that next time he would be allowed to join in.

From Friends to Lovers

Michael and I had been friends for years, ever since kindergarten to be honest. We used to spend hours together when our families would take a drive to the beach on the weekends. Michael was the boy who showed me how to build sand-castles; it was him who terrorized me with a crab and it had been him whose shoulder I had cried on when I first felt the heartache of a boy dumping me. Granted, we had only been eight years old at the time, but he had been my comfort through so many things since then. We have buoyed each other up and commiserated with each other when things have gone wrong.

I had always thought that Michael was the best thing that had ever happened to me and that nothing would ever be able to spoil our friendship that was until last summer when he went and got himself a girlfriend. I hated Jenna at first sight. I refused to acknowledge the fact that was I was feeling was jealousy. I didn’t like the way she dressed; I didn’t like the way she spoke. As far as I was concerned, there was nothing about her to like, and I couldn’t understand how come Michael wanted to spend so much time with her. It was my friend Anna who actually made me sit down and think about my feelings.

She pulled me aside one day after I had been ranting about Jenna. “Stop it Marie,” she told me. “Can’t you see what’s going on here?”

“That bitch will hurt him, just you mark my words,” I said. In all honesty, I had no reason to think that, but knew I had a gut feeling that I just didn’t like the way things were going.

“Marie, just stop talking and listen to me,” Anna said. “Can you not see that you’re jealous, and if you don’t stop this, you are going to lose his friendship for ever? There’s only so many times you can tell him he’s being a freakin’ idiot hanging around with her before he tells you to butt out and mind your own business. Give her a chance to mess it up on her own. If she is the kind of girl you think she is, then she won’t need any help from you, will she?”

I stopped and thought about what Anna was saying, and suddenly realized that sometime over the last year my feelings for Michael had changed. My face must have shown what I was thinking because Anna looked at me shrewdly and said, “Ahh, now we finally get there. You’re in love with him aren’t you?”

“Oh my God. Do you know what, I think you’re right? Why the hell didn’t I see it myself? All this time I’ve been going on about her and it’s because I’m jealous. What must he think of me? We’ve been such good friends all this time and now he must think that I hate him. Shit, I’ve been such a bitch haven’t I?”

“Just a bit,” she smiled. “But I think he’ll forgive you. But what you have to do now is put him out of your mind, and be there as a friend if things do go wrong with Jenna. You can show him that you care then, but in the meanwhile, you have to leave him to it.”

I knew that was going to be easier to say than to do. The more I thought about things, the more I realized that I must have been feeling like this for more than a year. No wonder no other boyfriend of mine had ever lasted more than a couple of weeks; I was unconsciously comparing them to Michael, and none of them had matched up. But I did manage to keep my mouth shut, and it irritated the hell out of Jenna. The fact that I had gone from a screaming banshee, to someone who was as nice as pie, had her confused as hell. She couldn’t understand why I was trying to be her friend now, but it paid off. It meant that I could now hear her arguing with Michael about how jealous she was of me!

“Just bide your time,” Anna told me. “And be there for him when it all goes wrong.”

And it did do, a month ago. Michael and Jenna had apparently argued about me. She had been saying that I was interfering and Michael had told her he had enough of the arguments. He had stuck up for me, telling her that we had known each other for years and that he valued my opinion. The result of it was that we have now been seeing each other for the last two weeks, and although it had been difficult at first to go from being friends to more than that, I am happier than I have ever been.

And I have made a decision about tonight; I am going to lose my virginity. I always knew I wanted it to be special and so I’m glad that I waited for it to be Michael. We have been getting closer over the last few days and yesterday I let him make me cum with his fingers. Oh my God, it was amazing! So much better than doing it yourself. Tonight, mom and dad are going out to my Aunt’s at six o’clock and Michael is coming over straight after college. I’m off from work for a couple of days, so I’ve got loads of time to get ready for him.

I’ve put on my new bra and panties and can’t wait for Michael to get here. To say I’m excited is an understatement. There’s the doorbell; he’s here! I run to the door to answer it, butterflies doing a dance in my tummy. As soon as he comes in, we kiss passionately and his hand is already kneading my breast through my shirt I pull the buttons open impatiently, wanting to feel him against my naked skin. His mouth drops to my nipple to suck on it and I can feel how wet I’m getting already.

I pull at his clothes, wanting him naked and somehow we make it up to my room where we fall onto the bed, Michael’s knee spreading my legs open. His fingers have tugged my panties to the side and he is slipping them all round my clit. I pull them down, wanting more this time, and we are both naked. Michael kneels between my legs and kisses my pussy and it is wonderful. He slips his fingers inside me and uses them to fuck me and I can feel my hips moving to his rhythm.

“Please fuck me,” I beg. “I need you inside me.”

He rolls a condom on and asks if I’m sure. “Yes,” I whisper. I can feel a slight resistance as he pushes his hard cock into me, but it feels sooo good. “More,” I beg, “all the way.” He doesn’t need me to say it again. He pushes his erection all the way in and I feel so full up and happy as he moves it in and out.

“Baby, I can’t help it. I’m gonna cum,” he says. Feeling bold, I slip my hand between my legs and rub my clit until I’m cumming too.

We both gasp at the delicious feeling of orgasm and I hold Michael tightly in my arms. “I’m glad it was you,” I whisper. “It always had to be you.”

The Night we Picked up a Stranger

Hi there. My name is Dawn Williams and my husband Steve and I decided we wanted to see what it would be like for me to make out with a female stranger. We enjoy what I would call an ‘alternative’ sexual lifestyle already and we are very open with each other. Many times now Steve has brought another woman home for us to share, but up to now I have never had sex with a woman without Steve joining in.

I’ve always found this a huge turn-on, but now want to know what it will be like when Steve is not involved and instigating things. I want to know what it would be like for me to be in charge and in control. Steve and I are also into BDSM and bondage and so he thinks it is going to be a huge turn-on for him to be handcuffed, unable to join in, but able to watch the action. What he doesn’t know at the moment though is that I plan on making him into my slave for the night as well, and he will have to fetch and carry everything for me when I decide that I want him to.

So where do we go from here to pick a suitable candidate up? I asked myself. “What do you think honey?” I asked Steve. “I don’t want us to just pick someone up from a street corner, but I also want the turn-on of it being someone that I have never met before that night.”

“Well how about we go to Jimmy’s Bar and see who’s in there?” Steve suggested. Jimmy’s Bar is an upmarket establishment in our town and the cost of drinks is such that there tends to be quite a select set of clientele who frequent the bar. Let’s put it this way, you’re normal average office worker wouldn’t be able to afford to drink there. Now I’m not being a snob, and I do know that sexual health is not a representation of how much money you have, but I also am willing to acknowledge that in general, (in my experience,) that women with more disposable income tend to look after themselves better and are far more likely to have been screened for anything nasty.

And let’s face it, considering what I am going to be doing with them, I am at far less risk of catching anything than if I were going to be having sex with a strange man.

“Jimmy’s it is then,” I smiled and went to get ready. Without being conceited, I know I’m attractive and I think I must give off some kind of aura that makes women realize that I’m attracted to them as well as men. Steve doesn’t call me ‘bi,’ he calls me greedy! I tied the belt of my red silk wrap-dress around my slim waist and stood back to get the full effect in the mirror. As it was a wrap dress, it made my massive tits look even bigger. I placed my feet in my new Louboutin’s which Steve had treated me to, picked up my purse, and I was good to go. “Are you ready babe?” I asked, going through to pick up a jacket.

Steve let out a long, low whistle. “Fucking hell babe; you are gonna knock ‘em dead in that outfit. You look stunning,” he smiled. “Come on then, let’s see who you can have some fun with tonight.”

I made my decision within half an hour of being in the bar and fortunately Maria was as interested in me as I was in her. She was out with her husband as well and so all of us went back to our house for some fun. Her husband Bryan had agreed to watch as well so it was going to be just us girls together.

When we got back I wanted to waste no time and to enjoy as much as I could, so I made Bryan and Jimmy strip off immediately and sat them down with their hands behind their back and cuffed them so they wouldn’t be able to touch themselves. I wanted to try out being Dom and Maria seemed happy enough to go along with whatever I suggested. I had given up on the idea of treating Jimmy as my slave for the night as Bryan was there as well but maybe that would be something for another night?

Maria and I had taken the chance to have a quick chat about the things she wanted to try and I was literally already dripping with excitement. Jimmy and I had already experimented with some quite severe pain play and I had discovered I really enjoyed inflicting pain, so when Maria told me she wanted to try some needle play, I couldn’t get her home fast enough.

I have some sterilized needles and all the necessary medical knowledge as I used to be a nurse and so wasn’t concerned about doing this. “Strip,” I ordered Maria and she quickly obeyed. When I saw her underwear I decided that I wanted her to leave her panties on for the time being. They were PVC and open crotch and I was pleased to see that she had no evidence at all of body hair. I love a smooth snatch especially when I am going to be eating it.

I wanted the guys to see what I was doing so I got her to lean sideways on to them over the back of a chair with her legs spread wide open and her tits hanging over the back of the chair, her arms behind her back and wrists cuffed together, and then blindfolded her. I got my trusty paddle out and spanked her ass hard and then shoved a butt plug up her ass. She screamed when I did that and so I put a ball gag on her to shut her up.

I moved around to the front of the chair and put my surgical gloves on as I know how careful I need to be when messing around with blood. For starters, I pinched her nipples harshly and was gratified to hear her grunt of pain from behind the gag. I felt her pussy and it was already soaking and so I continued.

I pinched a nipple between forefinger and thumb and got my needle at the ready. I glanced over to the guys and they were both fully erect; I could tell from the sparkle in Jimmy’s eyes that he wished he could jerk off as he watched. As I pushed the needle through Maria’s nipple, she squirmed but did not try to pull away. I pushed it right the way through until the bloody head appeared at the other side and left it in place while I put another one in the other nipple.

Leaving them both there I moved behind her and stepped into my strap-on so that I could fuck her naked little pussy. I grabbed her hips and pushed my huge bad boy into her and again she grunted with pain. I slammed into her and kept on thrusting while grabbing a handful of hair for purchase.

The guys were looking as though they were about to cum without any assistance, so I left them to it and concentrated on what I was doing. I wrapped my arm around her as I fucked her and gave the needles a little twist, and that was that for her. She came, bucking and writhing against the strap on and moaning and groaning.

We’ve agreed to meet up again next week, and I for one cannot wait.

Wedding Day Firsts

By nature Shelley Thomas was a shy girl. She had been brought up in a very traditional family who believed in maintaining certain standards in life, including be good to others, attend church on Sunday’s and holy days and remain a virgin until your wedding day. Shelley tried her best to follow the stringent rules set by her parents and family but the one rule she had the most difficulty with was remaining a virgin.

She had been seeing Grant Phillips for almost four years, since they had met in high school. They were both now twenty one and Grant was getting impatient to say the least. He wanted sex, and he wanted it NOW! He felt that Shelley could not love him as much as he loved her if she could not bring herself to commit to this act of love with him. Consequently they argued a lot, and Shelley became scared that Grant would end things with her if she did not give him some sort of relief soon.

And so they had come to a compromise. They would start to have oral sex, and privately Grant thought that if he could get to stick his dick anywhere, it would be a bonus compared to what he had been having up until then. They were due to be married in two months anyway, and so Grant really could not see why they needed to wait any longer.

“Grant you know how much I love you,” Shelley tried to explain after another argument had left her in tears. “It’s just that I’m scared of taking it to that level until we get married. What if I was to get pregnant before the wedding for goodness sake?”

“For God’s sake, Shelley, enough is enough! Haven’t you heard of contraception? I can wear a rubber for crying out loud. There is no need for you to worry about stuff like that.”

But Shelley was probably more scared of what her father would say of he knew that his ‘little girl’ had let him down. The other thing was, Shelley was actually getting more frustrated herself. She had discovered masturbation and would spend many nights alone in her bedroom, rubbing her clit and sticking her fingers into her tight vagina, just to see what it felt like.

When she had first orgasmed, she had really thought that there was something wrong with her.How can something that feels so good be so wrong? she had asked herself, time and again as another massive climax took her breath away. That had been a few months ago and since then she had allowed Grant to make her cum with his fingers, but he was desperate now for far more.

He wanted to taste her pussy; he wanted to plunge his hard cock inside her tight virginal tunnel and make them both cum at the same time. Grant was also a virgin and would masturbate up to five or six times a day. He couldn’t wait until they could fuck whenever they wanted to, but for the time being would be happy for Shelley to give him a blow job.

And that is what they had started doing a couple of weeks ago. Shelley had been really nervous at first and didn’t know what to do, but Grant had shown her how to wrap her lips around her teeth so that she didn’t hurt him, and he had been thrilled when she had actually taken his cock to the back of her throat. The first time it happened, he came almost immediately, taking them both by surprise. Shelley had instinctively swallowed, and as he had been so far back in her throat, she hadn’t tasted anything. The next time it happened, Grant wanted it to take longer so that he could enjoy it and so he had pulled out of her mouth for a moment to try and stop himself. But it was too late, he came, splashing great arcs of creamy cum all over her face and neck and he thought that he had never seen anything as horny as her beautiful face, covered in his cum.

If she would have let him, he would have taken a picture of her so that he could jerk off over it in private. But Shelley had been mortified. “Don’t be scared honey,” he begged. “You look like the sexiest woman I have ever seen in my life. Would you let me do it again?”

And as she was so desperate to please, given the fact that they weren’t actually fucking, she had let him do it again and had actually enjoyed watching him cum. She had taken to finishing him off with her mouth open so that she could catch some and swallow, while letting the rest cover her face. Grant had also started cumming over her large tits and would take great pleasure in rubbing the end of his sticky knob over her nipples when he finished.

“Let me try something,” she had whispered when she was jerking him off one day. She had tucked his erection between her breasts and wrapped them around him, holding onto her own nipples and rubbing her breasts against his dick. Grant had ground himself into her as with his eyes closed, it had almost seemed as if he was fucking her.

And so things went on, each of them getting more adventurous and now Grant was having something of a ‘sex life,’ he didn’t push her to make that one last move. The day of the wedding finally arrived, and Shelley looked beautiful as she walked down the aisle in her virgin white dress. Both of their families were thrilled that their special day had arrived, but none more so than Grant and Shelley who were all too aware of what they would be doing that night.

“The sooner this is over the better,” Grant whispered as they were having the traditional first dance. “I want to get you upstairs and get that dress off you and…”

“I know honey,” she replied. “And I can’t wait either. Not long now.”

Their parents had paid for them to spend the night in the bridal suite of the hotel where the reception was being held and when the last guest left at twelve thirty, Grant and Shelley virtually ran up the stairs where at last they could do what they had waited so long to do.

Grant helped Shelley out of her dress, carefully untying the long criss-cross laces that held the elegant back together. As he turned her around to kiss her, they both grew impatient and they quickly removed each other’s clothing. They were soon naked and standing looking at each other, almost breathless with anticipation. Grant pushed Shelley onto the bed on her back and buried his tongue between her pink pussy lips, finger-fucking her at the same time.

“That’s so good,” she breathed. “Oh yes, there, THERE!” she came in his mouth, squirting into it with pleasure. Grant had found her G-spot and regularly would rub it so that she could ejaculate into his mouth. He kneeled up between her legs, his face wet and shiny with her juices and his cock springing up between his legs. He held on to it and gently pushed it into her slippery tunnel gasping as he went in. He had never felt anything as warm and tight as she was and when she instinctively wrapped her legs around his back, he was in so far that his balls slapped against her ass cheeks as he thrust.

It was only to be expected that he wouldn’t last too long, given how long they had waited for that moment and Grant was pleased that he had made sure she had cum first. “Oh God baby, this is where I’ve wanted to be for so long,” he groaned. “But I’m sorry I can’t make it last any longer. I’m gonna cum honey; I can’t help it.”

He pounded into her, relishing the feel of his hot cum landing high inside her cunt and dribbling down around the sides as he gradually slowed down.

“That’s okay honey,” she whispered. “There’s always next time, isn’t there?”

The Book Store

I’m Chantelle Williams and I own a book store in Manhattan. Although it is a modest-looking store, I may as well be honest with you and tell you that on the side I actually launder money for some very big Italian guys, if you catch my drift! As a consequence of this, I have managed to get myself a very nice nest egg set aside for the future, and to be honest, I could probably give up work now, but when you are working with those kind of guys, you’re not the one who decides when to quit.

So I have a nice clientele built up over the years and to all intents and purposes as far as the IRS is concerned, it’s all kosher. The Italians visit me once a month and we take things from there. They are really nice guys to be honest, we do what we have to do and then I could just shut up shop, but I have grown to love what I do. I adore books and even if I had no customers on a particular day, I could still busy myself with them.

Well something different happened last month which has left me wondering where we go from here. One of the Italians stayed after the others had gone and asked me if I was up for making some extra money. Of course I said yes; if it gets me one step closer to retiring to Florida, then I’m up for anything. What I wasn’t expecting though, was what he asked me to do.

“Chantelle, you know I admire you and think you are a strong woman?” he began.

I nodded.

“Well I would be willing to pay you a lot of money if you could show me just how strong you could be.”

I must have looked puzzled because he continued to explain.

“There’s no point me beating around the bush here Chantelle, so I’m just gonna tell you, okay?”

Again, I nodded.

“I want you to dominate me. I want you to put on high heels and crush my balls with their spikes. I want you to beat my ass and fuck me with a dildo.” He stood there waiting for my reaction. When I had stopped opening and closing my mouth like a goldfish, I managed to say, “So you don’t want to fuck me? There would be none of that?”

“No way,” he laughed. “Sorry honey, I didn’t mean it to sound like that. No if I wanna fuck anyone, I fuck my wife, but she doesn’t give me what I need in other ways and I thought you might be the perfect person for the job. How does two thousand a month sound to you? It would be between you and me of course, but I already know I can trust you to be discreet don’t I? Otherwise we wouldn’t be doing the other business would we?”

Two grand a month? I thought to myself.Honey, for that you could fuck me any which way you wanted. Keeping a straight face somehow, I managed to splutter, “Umm, yeah honey, sure. So when do you want to start?”

“There’s no time like the present is there? Shall I lock the front door?”

There were no customers in and I was already about to close anyway, so again I just nodded, dumbfounded.

Lenny locked the door and said, “So shall we go upstairs then?”

“I haven’t got anything prepared,” I said, suddenly a bit nervous.

“You don’t need anything except for those pretty shoes you already have on,” he replied. “So come on, let’s give it a go shall we? If you don’t like it, I will understand and say no more about it.”

That sounded fair enough to me so I carried on up the stairs to my little apartment where my husband Geoff was watching TV. He knows what the Italians are like, and also acts as a runner for them. He looked at Lenny and didn’t question why he was there. I gave him a look which said,I’ll explain everything later. He nodded imperceptibly and went back to watching TV.

Lenny followed me into the bedroom and said, “Would you mind taking your clothes off honey? I like to watch tits jiggle, but I promise I won’t touch.”

“I thought the idea was that I would be in charge,” I replied.

“You are from now on in; I just wanna see your tits while you do it. You can’t blame a guy for that can you?”

I smiled, at two grand a month, no I couldn’t! I quickly stripped off, keeping my stockings and spike heels on and by the time I turned back round, Lenny was already naked and lying on his back on the floor. I hesitated for a moment and watched as Lenny scooped his soft dick out of the way and said, “Put those pretty heels on my balls honey, and don’t be scared, put all your weight on me. That’s how I like it.”

I wobbled a bit at first and then managed to get my balance. I was the one that winced when my heel dug into his soft ball-sac but he just groaned. “Ahh, that’s good baby. Now give me more; grind your heel in, like this.” He grabbed my ankle and twisted it slightly, pulling it further into his balls. By then he had a massive erection and was stroking it with one hand.

Once I could see that he was enjoying it, I began to get into it, after all it’s not every day you get the chance to earn that kind of money for that kind of work, is it? He was red in the face and looking as if he was about to cum when he said, “Let me turn over now. I want you to hit my ass and fuck it if you have a dildo handy.”

“Umm, I have a vibrator,” I said hesitantly.

“That will do just fine baby; go get it.”

When I got back across to him he was on all fours with his ass in the air and his dick touching the patterned carpet. He was slowly jerking off. I thought I would surprise him and just went for it, sticking the vibrator straight into his ass-hole. It took him all of ten seconds to cum and then he was splashing it all over my bedroom carpet, moaning and groaning and murmuring something in Italian.

When he had calmed down, he rolled over and said. “Pass my wallet honey. It’s in my pants pocket.” I gave it to him; he pulled out a roll of notes and handed them to me. “You’re a natural at this honey. Shall we say same time next week?”
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