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THE AUTHOR

	Susan Cailand is an author in her early twenties and early fifties who compiles and writes her friends' stories and her own. They are all stories about sex: group sex, lesbians, gays, straights, sadomasochism...

	All the stories are true (although she has changed the places and names).

	These are stories to relax and enjoy until you reach orgasm.

	They are also stories to read as a couple or in a group.

	You'll love them.

	Put them into practice and you'll enjoy it like never before.

	 


INTRODUCTION

	

	Are you looking for the ultimate moment of relaxation and intimate pleasure?

	Keep reading these true stories!

	A trip so sexually intense that it's hard to forget.

	Get excited and give yourself all the pleasure you deserve.

	Whether you're a man or a woman, gay, lesbian or straight, these stories will take you to the climax.

	In “Confessions of a Married Woman 1 and 2” you will learn about the experiences of a married woman, whose husband does not fully satisfy her.

	You will continue with an unforgettable couple swap, whose main couple accompanies us in the next three chapters, in which they go on vacation with a couple of friends on the coast, where they will practice exhibitionism and have very intense sexual relations in the house and even have an orgy on a nudist beach.

	You will continue with the story of a girl who sexually humiliates her boyfriend, enjoying it, but who also wants to feel that humiliation and for him to enjoy it.

	You'll continue with the morbid experience a guy had with his girlfriend when he had sex with strangers on a beach; you'll discover the bisexual desires of a company boss; and you'll have a very exciting lesbian story in a park, which you'll follow with intense situations at the university, with a good number of female and male university students, who will have threesomes, orgies, swaps…

	And you'll end up with several different stories, in which Laura, Clara, Sofia, Lucas, have sex, lesbian encounters, threesomes, orgies... An endless array of situations and pleasures that will turn you on more than ever, and you'll wish you were the star in any of them.

	As you read, these stories will unleash your imagination, allowing you to feel their breasts, their penises, and experience yourself penetrating or tasting men and women, and feeling them do the same to you. You'll even find yourself incredibly aroused by imagining and watching the scenes.

	

	With this first book in the “S.C. Fantasy of Pleasure” collection, you will once again have the opportunity for what you have always wanted but that no one has ever given you.

	Let yourself be carried away by passion, provocation, the forbidden fantasies you've always wanted, release your inhibitions and start dreaming and enjoying the emotions.

	Uncensored, 100% pleasure.

	Relax, get comfortable if you're a man, or comfortable if you're a woman, and immerse yourself in this beautiful journey of pleasure.

	You'll have many orgasms!

	

	 


CONFESSIONS OF A MARRIED WOMAN 1

	

	I'm 45 years old and married to a wonderful man, but in bed he's always been quick and I'm never completely satisfied. Like many of us, I think, just when you want to start enjoying yourself, he's already turned his back on you and asleep. That wore me down for a long time.

	The thing is, about two years ago, the possibility of a trip came up with some colleagues from work. My husband was fine with it, and honestly, when I traveled, I had no idea what was going to happen. The trip was to a beach resort in Brazil. When we arrived, we all felt a bit more uninhibited, and some of them shared stories about their experiences at dinner, but I… I had nothing to say. In a way, I envied that other people could have such exuberant intimacy, which for me was just a story and nothing more. The envy turned into a desire for something different to happen to me too, something that would truly leave me satisfied and exhausted, even…

	A night out at a local club was planned. I felt such a strong urge to go out… I instinctively sought the company of the most serious person in the group, a woman who was about fifty at the time. But the magic of the night won her over, and thanks to her, we started talking to some guys who looked to be around thirty. We talked and talked and talked, and finally, each of us with one of them, we started dancing. The others had completely disappeared; the place was quite large. As the hour passed, and the drinks took effect, I began to feel like I was floating on air, as if I were experiencing it from the outside, from afar… I felt accompanied and supported by this friend, but at a certain point, she signaled for me to leave. I followed them. So as not to lose sight of the guy who was following them ahead of me, I let her take his hand and didn't let go. The feeling was electrifying. As we left the bar, even though it wasn't necessary, I continued walking hand in hand with the guy, who immediately put his arm around my shoulders and I around his waist. I felt exhilarated. My friend was walking ahead with the other guy, holding hands. Even so, still on cloud nine, I realized they weren't taking us to our hotel, but to an apartment building. We went up in the elevator and entered a small but comfortable apartment, which I later learned was rented by one of the guys. I remember looking toward the bedroom, whose door was open, and seeing a large bed frame, about the size of a queen.

	My friend had gone to the kitchen with the guy to make some drinks. My casual friend sat down on the couch, and I said, "Wait, I'll go to the kitchen and help." But when I went in, I saw that my friend didn't need any help. She was standing on her tiptoes, kissing him on the mouth, pressing herself against him. I realized that my friend had deliberately gone looking for that opportunity, and in a moment, I understood that not only was the same thing going to happen to me, but I didn't even have an excuse to avoid it, nor did I want it to. I went back, smiled at the guy, and said, "You're both very busy." I sat down next to him, a first sweet moan of acceptance came from the kitchen, and I let him kiss me.

	After that came a feverish, searching moment. When we went to the bedroom, I was already half-naked, and my friend was riding her man wildly. There was no way I couldn't look at her. She was completely soaked with sweat from the exertion and the heat of the moment. She looked at me with half-closed eyes and managed to whisper, "Do it, do it." And do it I did. I suddenly unleashed all the desire I'd held back for years, without even realizing it, offering myself in every possible position. I was on all fours, like a dog in heat, and my hair was the reins… I felt like I was spending much more time than I ever had making love with my husband, and the guy was pounding against my buttocks as if he hadn't had sex in years. My friend moaned, and so did I. I wanted to make that man, who seemed tireless… how could he control himself so much? My friend shifted positions and I felt her vibrate… I looked at her and saw her belly contract rhythmically up to her navel… her lover was enjoying it too. I pointed this out to mine, and then, yes, I thrust my hips against him like a slut, and had an amazing first orgasm. He felt it and enjoyed it too.

	The other man left the bedroom, but this guy wanted more. He took me again passionately, and this time I came almost immediately. Then, predictably, he turned on my friend…

	After that intense experience, everything seemed to return to normal. Some of the other girls asked us how the dance had been, how late it had lasted, and we made up a more believable story.

	But having those feelings so raw was too much for me. Soon I started looking for a man, or men, in my city. I knew exactly what I wanted, and I got it pretty quickly. I had several encounters with different men. In the first one, I gave myself completely, including that orifice that, according to my husband, could be damaged forever during penetration… in other words, I asked a casual lover to break it… I don't know if it was damaged or not, but my moans made the walls vibrate… I liked the ones who could repeat two or three times, and in the end, I settled down with someone about ten years younger than me, and he's an extraordinary lover. I'm not interested in humiliating my husband; in fact, I don't even talk about him with the others. My current lover knows I'm married, but that's all. Some others thought I was divorced, and one even asked me to be his girlfriend… which made me feel good, but of course, I didn't agree.

	 


CONFESSIONS OF A MARRIED WOMAN 2

	Recently, in a conversation with my friend, the topic of that intense sexual experience we had came up, which we had never spoken about again.

	Then, we reminisced about that exciting trip…

	My friend, I think, took it quite differently than I did; it happened like this. She looked at me and told me that the scene of me being naked and getting on top of the man to be penetrated was etched in her mind, that she felt a lot of desire… This is what she told me: “I saw you so soft and yet so strong, with so much energy… it was the first time I’d ever seen another woman like that, in front of me, in a sexual act, it was devastating for me… I couldn’t believe I was watching my friend being penetrated, it was like a dream… but that night I knew I could be attracted to a woman, I wanted… I don’t know, to kiss you…”

	I smiled and looked at her. You never know how you're going to react the moment you hear that from another woman… My friend seemed tense, waiting, looking at me, trying to find an answer behind my gaze. I think I did what I had to do. A conversation wasn't appropriate at that moment… not even another question. Although I hadn't seen it that way, I also had a memory of her from that crazy time we shared, and I didn't dislike what I remembered. Here I am, I said, closing my eyes… let's go back to that moment if you want. It's not good to be left wondering…

	I felt her warm breath on my face… she moved closer and closer, as if my closed eyes gave her confidence. I barely opened my eyes, for just a moment. Her face was almost pressed against mine, and her mouth was searching for mine. I closed my eyes and felt the soft touch of her still-closed lips in a little kiss that made me shudder. "How delightful!" I said softly, and parted my lips slightly. We kissed again. This time it was warmer and wetter, and before we knew it, we were kissing with wide-open mouths, seeking each other with growing desire. I opened my eyes; I needed to see her. She looked at me, and her gaze was a plea of longing. I waited for her to kiss me, but then I took her hands and placed them on my breasts… and I licked her lips and kissed her… after that, we couldn't stop. We ended up in bed, slowly and deliberately searching for the best way to please each other… and we found each other, we enjoyed each other several times.

	I stopped thinking about anything else. I simply liked that naked woman who trembled with my caresses. We became very passionate, we started to verbally provoke each other, saying things that outside of that moment would embarrass us…

	The thing is, now, going to my friend's house when she's alone always ends up in bed again. We've already tested it…

	 


MY FIRST SWAPPING PARTNER
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