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Most heterosexual men dream of women with
very large breast, and those women dream of having less to carry
around, especially if they are athletic in any way. Most
heterosexual women dream of men with over proportional penises, and
those men have problems keeping it standing without pharmaceutical
help, or fainting for lack of blood to their brains. That is why
our fantasies are full of fallacies, for adults know that only
small minorities of adults are built as is presented in
pornography, be it the soft, middle or explicitly hard form,
worded or visual.

But that is what material of sexual nature is
about, exciting our fantasy and getting the fires burning, so
hopefully this story does what it was written for. And if you
enjoyed it, please return to where it was purchased and leave a
review, for it’s not money that authors write for, rather
recognition and reviews.

D.J.


1.

 


Eileen had laid her bath towel on the sandy
beach when she had arrived here early in the morning. She loved
coming here on Mondays because she always had the whole beach to
herself, while others had to work during the day. The only way to
get to the little bay surrounded by high cliffs was going through
Peter’s yard, and if he was outside, getting past his Rottweiler.
The dog wasn't any meaner than a rabbit, but simply the sight of
him persuaded strangers to not take the chance and walk through the
yard. Sometimes Peter had the day off and they laid side by side on
the fine white sand, both naked and enjoying the rays of the sun on
their bodies. The first time she had snuck down her, he also came
down to the beach and stripped naked, and she had gotten pretty
frightened, because she was also laying naked there and she feared
he would rape her on the beach. He had seen the look of fear in her
eyes and had laughed heartily, saying; “Good lord woman, you don't
need to be afraid of me! Your body doesn't even turn me on because
you're missing something between your legs!” Since then they have
become almost like siblings, for only homosexuals can understand
how a woman thinks, and laying there naked next to each other, they
could talk for hours, even about their sexual preferences and
encounters. Sometimes when they were talking about their partners
and sex, she got very horny. She had finally had the courage one
day while he was talking about giving a blow-job to his boyfriend,
and her insides were on fire with desire, she had asked if it was
okay if she played with herself. He had loved the idea of watching
her as she slowly stroked herself, and it had really turned her on.
Although he preferred men, the sight of her masturbating had made
him hard, so he had stroked himself while watching her arch her
back and gasp as she exploded down below. She had then asked if she
should help him, but he said that would probably turn him off. So
she watched until he shot a huge load of sperm onto the sand
between them. Now feeling relieved and emotionally much closer to
each other, they stood up and moved away from the sperm covered
sand. After all these years, they still sometimes masturbated
together on the beach, because he knew she was one of those voyeur
types that love to be watched.

Now the sun was high enough and the warmth of
it was acceptable now to undress, and she stripped off her shorts
and t-shirt and made a pillow for her head to lie on. She lay on
her bath towel and closed her eyes against the sun, and felt its
warmth against her body. It was a wonderful day with nary a breeze
and she became relaxed as she started to dream about last weekend,
and her new sexual escapade she had experienced. It had started
with her girlfriend convincing her that they should go with the
boys to a new studio which had opened up a few weeks prior, and she
had two coupons for free admission. Eileen was skeptical because it
was a S&M studio, and had told her girlfriend that she didn't
have the wish to be beaten up while naked. But she hadn't let up,
so on Saturday afternoon the four of them went into the studio and
took a tour of the place. What was open for viewing was somewhat
harmless, and Eileen seen that her boyfriend was getting as turned
on as she was by fantasizing having sex on the sex-swing. He said
that they could try out one of the rooms and check the various toys
out, and if it wasn't to their taste then they could always have a
quickie and leave the place. Eileen was at first hesitant till she
seen her girlfriend paying for a room and dragging her boyfriend
down the hallway to it. So Eileen said that if he paid then she
would go with him, and they rented a room for two hours, more than
enough time to try everything out.
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Eileen walked into the room and straight over
to the sex-swing while her boyfriend closed and locked the door.
Staring at it now alone with him, she felt the moistness grow in
her panties. He was now really horny and started to lick and
lightly bite her on the side of her throat, and she started to
breathe heavily as he reached down and pushed his hands into the
front of her pants. “Let me open them up.” she said almost gasping.
“No, I want you to stand naked before me.” he ordered her. She
anyways wanted to feel his manhood inside of her now, so she
stripped off her clothes and stood there to be inspected by him. He
knelt down and started to lick her foot, running his tongue between
her toes, and she shuddered with excitement. He never did that
before and it felt as sensual as he licked her foot now and slowly
ran his tongue up her leg, to kiss and tickle his tongue on the
backside of her knee. She inhaled loudly and said; “More of that
and I'll cum standing here!” He ignored her and ran his tongue up
between her leg and the lips of her vagina, always licking as light
as a feather with the tip of his tongue. She turned and wanted to
push her love box into his face so he would eat her, but he stopped
and said; “Lay down on the swing.” She lay down and he took the
pink handcuffs and fastened her arms up high on the chains
supporting the swing; “Just so you know not to use your hands,” he
said. “That's my job to bring you to climaxing.” She trusted him
and let him live out his fantasy as he then bound her feet up to
the other chains. She was now helpless; her nipples hard as rocks
and hurting for desire, and her vaginal lips were swollen and in
need of his manhood to cool the fire inside her, so she begged him;
“Swing me on your cock!” He slowly undressed in front of her and
the sight of his hard cock springing out of his underwear was the
ultimate turn-on for her, and she wanted it so badly now. He leaned
forward and placed the head of his cock on her lips and stopped.
“I'm going to blindfold you and I want you to tell me when you had
the best sex in your life. She raised her head so he could tie the
red silk bandanna, and then she could only see red. He placed the
head of his penis at her vaginal hole again, and waited. “When was
your best sex?” he asked. “With you of course!” she gasped, and
wanted to will the swing to move in his direction, to impale his
manhood. “Liar!” he said. “First I will punish you for lying to me
and then I'll ask again.” He stood up and was not touching her
vagina no more and for a minute she got scared, for she was
helplessly bound to the swing, blind, and remembered all the whips,
nipple clamps and other perverted equipment she had seen hanging on
the wall. When he sucked her left big toe into his mouth without
warning, she gasped in shock, and as he sucked and licked her toes
and the bottom of her foot, her fear was relieved and the fire
inside burned even brighter. She lost track of time, being
blindfolded, and it seemed like hours as he slowly licked up and
down her legs. When he was flicking his tongue between her
quivering vagina lips and one of her legs, she had tried every time
to push her love nest towards his face, if only to feel his lips
for a second on her totally swollen clitoris. He had licked his way
up and down both legs three times, and she was about to explode if
he didn't do something. He had her left big toe again in his mouth,
sucking and tickling it softly with his tongue, and then sucked so
hard and pulled back, letting it plop loudly out of his mouth. What
she couldn't see was that the whole time he had caressed her with
his tongue, he had very slowly massaged his cock, and it was now
trembling with excitement and his balls were hurting, needing to
release their massive load of love juice. He placed the head
against her lips again, and she nearly had her orgasm. “So, are you
going to lie to me again?” he asked, himself hoping she wouldn't so
he could plant it slowly inside of her now red and swollen vagina
lips. She was now mentally unstable in her need for his manhood,
and said with no regard as to if it would hurt his feelings;
“Jimmy!”
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