
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





Free To
Love


The
Exchange Student: Book
2


 



An
Explicit Erotic
Novel


 


by

Charlene Black

 



 Copyright Notice

Free To
Love

The Exchange
Student: Book 2

An Explicit Erotic
Novel by Charlene Black

Copyright
2019 Charlene
Black

Stock images:
Depositphotos and Pixabay

Individuals depicted in
the images are models and used solely for illustrative purposes

Cover Art by Tantric
Candy

Published 2019 by
Charlene Black at Smashwords

 


 


Smashwords Edition
License Notes

This ebook is licensed
for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or
given away to other people. If you would like to share this book
with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to
Smashwords.com or your favourite retailer and purchase your own
copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 


This is a work of
fiction. All characters are fictional and any resemblance with real
persons, living or dead, is unintentional. This ebook contains
sexually explicit scenes and adult language. This ebook is for sale
to an adult audience only. Always practice safe sex.

 



Table of
Contents

Copyright
Notice

About This
Book

Acknowledgements

Chapter
1

Chapter
2

Chapter
3

Chapter
4

Chapter
5

Chapter
6

Chapter
7

Chapter
8

Chapter
9

Chapter
10

Chapter
11

Chapter
12

Chapter
13

Chapter
14

Chapter
15

Chapter
16

Chapter
17

Chapter
18

Chapter
19

Chapter
20

Chapter
21

Chapter
22

Chapter
23

Chapter
24

Chapter
25

Chapter
26

Chapter
27

Chapter
28

Chapter
29

Chapter
30

Free
Erotica

About
Charlene Black

Other Books by Charlene Black

Connect With Charlene Black

Tantric
Candy

 



 About This Book

She is ready to Love.
Are you?

 


Helena Ekberg is back
for her second semester as a university exchange student at
Stonemoor College in London. No longer single – she now faces the
challenges of being in a tantric relationship, spiced up with a
fair dose of Crazy Wisdom. How will her new relationship fare when
the normal, socially acceptable rules of relationships no longer
apply? How open can she be? Can she learn to trust her man? And
what happens when an old rival returns to the scene?

 


Dive into a
different kind of erotica with Free to Love. This book is a mind-blowing tantric erotic novel
– packed with the best Conscious Sex has to offer and where
ecstatic bodily experiences cross over into mystical and spiritual
realms. This book offers you everything from multiple orgasms,
g-spot, womb, heart and full body orgasms to explosive Satori- and
no mind experiences – where the sky no longer is the
limit.

 


This Explicit Romantic
Erotic Novel contains anything and everything from sensual couples
sex to outrageous orgies and it comes with an Explosive Blaze
Tantric Candy Heat rating (4 out of 5 – graphic sex and explicit
adult language, may contain elements of violence). Special sexual
interests include oral and anal sex, striptease, sexy lingerie, sex
toys, solo and straight sex, bisexual, lesbian and gay encounters,
threesomes, group sex, food play, exhibitionism, voyeurism and BDSM
play.

 


Whether you are a
tantric practitioner, explorer of open relationships or a fan of
intelligent erotica with a real storyline and lots of sex – this
book will keep you reading and get your juices flowing over and
over again.

 


Free
to Love is the second
book in The
Exchange Student series
and it can be read as a separate volume. However, in order to fully
appreciate the emotional and spiritual transformation of the
characters – and to avoid spoilers – we recommend you start
with Free to
Play, the first book in
this series.

 


This book is a novel
of approx. 100 000 words.
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 Chapter 1

The buckle closes with
a loud click. I pull the strap tighter, until the belt hugs my
belly with a snug fit. Outside, wet snow keeps falling from the
sky, enveloping the whole airport in a gloomy light. The slushy
snow covers the ground again almost as quickly as the snowplough is
able to get the snow away. Large snowflakes eagerly attach
themselves to any and every surface, turning the airplane into a
snow sculpture – and the men, who are loading the last suitcases
into the cargo hold, into snowmen. The pilot is announcing that,
after a delay of one and a half hours, we will finally be able to
take off within the next fifteen minutes, once the airplane has
been de-iced.

With a loud
whirring noise, the air-conditioning starts blowing down cold air.
The effect on the quality of stale air in the cabin is negligible,
at best. I wrap my shawl tighter around my shoulders and pull my
skirt a bit further down over my black leggings. Before I put my
phone on airplane mode I still send one last text message to Steve,
giving him the latest update on my estimated time of arrival.

Having spent
the last two weeks back home in Sweden with my parents and my
younger sister, I cannot wait to get back to London again. Do not
get me wrong. It was nice to be back – sleeping in my own bed
again, eating all my favourite foods, visiting my friends and
spending Christmas with my family. At the same time, home felt
different from before. I do not think I had quite expected that. I
mean, I only spent a little over three months as an exchange
student at Stonemoor College in London in the autumn. What’s three
months? How much could my hometown and my family possibly have
changed in that short amount of time? Not a lot, I would imagine,
which meant that I must have been the one who had changed instead.
For one, I suppose that the nature of my encounters and the
intensity of my experiences at Stonemoor were bound to make quite
an impression. The other thing I noticed was that – although
everything was foreign and new and probably very little short of
crazy in London – still, on some deep level, it all made perfect
sense to me. Back home things now felt familiar, but somehow made
less sense. If that makes any sense.

It also did
not take me long to realize that, while certain aspects of my
exchange student autumn were okay to share with my family, other
subjects were an absolute no-go zone. Talking about my studies in
English language and literature, the friends I had made, what
museums I had been to – that was all fine. But when I tried to
bring up the subject open-minded people and alternative lifestyles
in general, it was as if my mum and my dad did not get it at all.
My dad just mumbled something about the dangers of the big cities
of the world and my mum started talking about her sister’s winter
trip to Gran Canaria and urged me to have some more pancakes.

I did tell
them about Steve, though. I know, I know, it is all still very new
and fresh. Officially, I suppose we only started going out together
a week before I left for Sweden again at the end of the first
semester. But before that we did spend a lot of time together
getting to know each other as friends. And again, it is hard to
explain, but it is almost as if time was somehow stretched out –
and that those weeks in London when we got to know each other
equalled several months in normal time, or real time, or however
you prefer to call it.

The airplane
is taxying towards the runway now. I reach down, take my earphones
out of my handbag and plug them into my phone. Steve made me a
playlist for Christmas where he plays some of his favourite songs
on the guitar. He has been playing since he was – seven, I think it
was he said? I put the earphones into my ears, close my eyes and
lean back against the seat. The airplane is accelerating, the
wheels rolling faster and faster over the frozen ground underneath
us – the plane gathering momentum, my back is pressed harder and
harder against the seat. The entire plane is trembling and shaking.
A sudden gust of wind tries to push us off course. My body tenses
up. I take a deep breath – inhaling all the way down into my belly
and exhaling with a deep, long sigh. My body relaxes into the seat,
surrendering to the forces at play. As if I actually have a choice
in the matter anyway.

While we take
off, I turn my attention to the music. Soon enough harmonious
melodies are swirling inside my head. Chords full of longing are
reaching for my heart. Inside my mind, I can almost see Steve’s
fingers moving over the strings, his grip and his touch firm and
relaxed at the same time. I remember those fingers moving over my
face, gently travelling down my neckline, slowly exploring the
curves of my breasts, moving further down to the roundness of my
behind, lightly touching the silkiness of my inner thighs… His
music now caressing me instead, I drift away into pleasant
thoughts.

While I was in
Sweden, Steve and I still kept in touch, talking on Skype almost
every day. We would usually meet up and connect in the evening. A
few nights ago, Steve had been performing with his band at a music
pub in London and by the time I heard the familiar Skype-tune, I
had already fallen asleep. I reached for the laptop and put it down
in front of me on the bed. Then I propped some pillows up against
the wall behind and sat down against them, with one leg folded
underneath me.

“Hi gorgeous!”
Steve’s smile and the look in his light-green eyes brightened up my
screen. He was sitting behind the computer at his desk in his
student room.

“Hi Steve”, I
said, while I ran my fingers through my long, blond curls, and
adjusted the straps on my pink, stretchy cotton nightdress, using
the small window of the camera view as my mirror. I tried to hide a
yawn behind the back of my hand.

“You weren’t
sleeping already, were you?”

“Well, it is
half twelve here.”

“Damn – I keep
forgetting about the time difference. Sorry.” Steve gave me an
apologetic smile.

“It doesn’t
matter. I’m just happy to see you”, I said, smiling. “How did the
gig go?”

“It was great.
Leroy and I switched instruments from time to time, so I played
both the bass as well as the guitar tonight. We had a lot of fun.
And it was a good crowd – maybe two hundred people or so. Good
atmosphere.”

“I wish I
could have seen you play.”

“I really
would have liked for you to be there as well.”

“No party
afterwards? I mean, if you are home already.”

“No, not this
time. The guys and I just grabbed a beer. Maybe next time, though.
We’ll be playing at a larger venue in a few weeks time. That place
has a nice backstage dressing room, so we will probably hang around
longer then. I hope you can come. I’d like for you to meet the guys
and get to know them.”

“Sounds
great!”

“What about
you? What have you been up to today?”

“Oh, nothing
much… Relaxing on the couch with a novel and a box of chocolates.
And later my sister and I went to the movies to see the newest Star
Wars film.”

“I didn’t know
you were into Star Wars.”

“Isn’t
everybody?”

“What about
Star Trek?”


“Absolutely!”

The cutest
smile emerged on Steve’s face. “Wow, I think you just made me fall
even more in love with you.” Then his look intensified and he said
in a lower voice, “I so wish you were here right now!”

His tone of
voice was quite enough to evoke a pleasant tingle in my body. “My
thoughts exactly.” I brought my hand up to the strap of my
nightdress and let my fingers play with it a little. “It’s been far
too long.”

“I like that”,
Steve said with his eyes following every move my hand made. “Go
on.”

“Whatever
could you mean?”, I said, with a coy smile, while I let my fingers
play with the neckline, sliding under the rim, pulling the stretchy
material down ever so slightly, offering him a glimpse of my
cleavage. “Surely you are not suggesting…”

“Oh, I’m
suggesting all right!”

“How very
inappropriate”, I said, bringing my other hand up to my neckline as
well, pulling the fabric down even further, but stopping just
before I revealed my nipples. Instead, I started playing with my
nipples through the fabric, my nipples tightening in response to my
touch. There was a pleasurable sensation travelling down in between
my legs. As I continued to rub my nipples, my labia started to
swell up. I could feel that I was becoming moist between my legs.
The urge to touch myself was growing. Steve’s appetite for more
appeared to be growing as well.

“Come on,
Helena. Show me a bit more. I know you want to.”

I slipped the
straps off my shoulders and, slowly, I pulled down the neckline of
my nightdress all the way, gradually exposing my breasts to Steve.
As I was doing it, I was able to watch myself in the small camera
view window as well. I continued to fondle my breasts and watched
my nipples get hard between my fingers – the pleasurable feeling
between my thighs increasing the harder my nipples became.

“Get in
closer, Helena”, Steve said.

I leaned
closer to webcam and treated Steve to a close-up of my breasts,
while I continued to play with them. My hands caressing their
rounded softness; my light strawberry coloured nipples standing out
against the milky whiteness of my skin. I grabbed my breasts with
both hands and pushed them upwards. Then I reached down with my
mouth and flicked my tongue over those juicy wild strawberries.
Ooooh… that felt really good!

I could hear
Steve breathing faster, “Jeez, Helena – that is so fucking
horny!”

I continued to
lick and play with my breasts, while Steve kept watching me. Then I
leaned back against my pillow, with my breasts still out in the
open and I lazily began to stroke my arms. “Your turn, Steve.”

“You want to
watch me lick my nipples?”, Steve said with a grin. “That might be
a bit of a challenge.”

“Aren’t we
being funny?”, I said dryly. “No – I want to see how horny you
are!”

“You so do not
need to worry about that. I’m horny all right”, Steve said and
pushed his chair back so I had a full body view of him. He was
wearing a t-shirt and jeans and he put his hand in his crotch. I
saw a sizeable bulge underneath his hand. He began to stroke
himself on top of his jeans and said, “Is this what you had in
mind?”

“It’s a
start.”

One by
one, Steve opened the buttons on his jeans and then he pushed his
jeans halfway down his upper thighs. He made a funny face, “Okay,
this feels a bit awkward, but here we go.” He then put his hands
into his black, tight-fitting boxer shorts and pulled out his cock
and his balls, resting his balls on the edge of his underwear. One
hand now cupped around his balls, he began to massage them and at
the same time stroke his cock with his other hand. His thick cock
so big and hard in his hand. As he went on massaging the shaft, his
cock became even bigger.

Ooooh… The
thought of that cock inside me… My hands found their way back to my
naked breasts and from there they started to wander downwards.
Down, down, over the soft material still covering my belly, to my
thighs and the hem of my nightdress. While I was sliding the fabric
up over my thighs, I slowly I opened my legs, with my feet flat on
the bed and my knees bent – offering Steve an enticing full body
perspective with a front row view in between my legs. Still wearing
a pair of pink lace panties, I began to stroke myself – first on
top of the fabric, and then I put my hand inside my underwear. My
fingers following the delicious curves of my lips, finding the wet
opening, I flirted with the thought of letting my fingers go
inside. “Mmmmh….”, I moaned. Then I remembered that my parents were
sleeping just across the hall, so I bit my lip to keep my moans
inside, while my fingers kept on teasing the opening of my pussy. I
looked at Steve and his hard cock and I imagined him entering me.
My juices began to flow even more. “Aah… Mmmmh… I’m becoming so
wet.”

Steve right
there in front of me, watching my every move and touching himself
as well. His cock still hard and ready. “Show me, Helena. Show me
how wet you are. I want to see everything.”

Leaning back
further against the pillows behind me, I closed my legs, lifted
them up towards the ceiling and slowly teased my panties off. Then
I grabbed my legs by the knees and opened my legs up wide for
Steve. All this time, I was still also watching myself in the small
camera view window. I could see my uncovered breasts, my hard
nipples, my wet pussy wide open and bared – and almost completely
shaved, save a small landing strip on the top of my pubic mound.
The energy was now building up fast inside my pussy. This was far
too horny to watch. “Fuck, Steve”, I pant, doing my best to keep my
voice down, “I want to feel you inside me. I want to feel your cock
inside my pussy now!”

While he
continued to masturbate, Steve brought his cock closer to the
screen, making his cock look huge. I could practically feel his
intention and his presence radiating through the screen. “Is this
want you want, Helena? Is this what you want to feel inside
you?”

“Fuck yes!”, I
panted, while I brought my hands in between my legs and started to
pleasure myself. My fingers massaging my moist labia, sliding over
my clit, down to the opening of my vagina, back to the clit again,
down to the wet hole between my legs - and again, and again…

I could hear
Steve’s voice, “Put your fingers inside, Helena and imagine that I
am there with you.” His hand stroking his enormous cock on the
screen. “I am fucking you with this, right now, Helena. Feel this
in your pussy!”

I pulled the
computer closer with my feet, my camera-view now filled up with a
close-up of my inner thighs and my wet, pulsating pussy. My hips
rocking on the bed. I began to fuck myself with my fingers. “Mmmh,
mmmh, mmmh…” I kept on biting my lips, struggling to keep my moans
inside. My legs wide open: one hand on my breast, my tight nipple
rubbing against the palm of my hand, the other hand moving in and
out of that juicy hole between my thighs. The energy going wild
inside my pussy. “Oh My God, Steve, I can’t hold back, it feels too
nice… Ah…”, I moaned. His hard cock on the screen so close to my
pussy. “Yes, yes, yes… fuck me, Steve, fuck me!” My pussy began to
push the pleasure outwards. “Oh, Oh, Oh… I can’t hold back; I think
I’m going to squirt. Ah – Aah – Aaaah…” The intense feeling growing
between my legs. “I’m coming, I’m coming… Aah… Aaaah… Aaaaaaaah…”
Waves of squirt gushing out of my pussy, soaking the sheets
underneath me. The very last drop captured by the webcam for Steve
– and for me – to see.

“Miss…
Miss…?”

Disoriented I
open my eyes. My heart is beating a bit faster than normal. A
pleasurable tingle lingering inside my body.

A smiling
flight attendant in a dark blue uniform is addressing me. “Miss…
Would you like to purchase a snack or something to drink?”

“Ahem… Yes, I
would like to buy a bottle of water, please”, I say, acutely aware
of pleasantly slippery moistness between my legs. The flight
attendant hands me my bottle. I pay her, unscrew the top and drink
half the bottle in one go. Then I look at my watch. One and a half
hours to go.

 



 Chapter 2

As one might expect
with everybody coming back from their holiday travels, the baggage
reclaim area is busy – but at the moment not overly so. Still, when
I find my luggage carousel, I almost cannot see the suitcases for
all the people who are practically glued to the conveyer belt. I
frown: Why do people insist on standing so close to it? I catch a
glimpse of my royal blue, hard shell suitcase and – apologising
profusely – I wedge myself in between an overweight businessman in
a wrinkled suit and a stressed-out mum with frizzy hair, with a
baby in a sling on her hip and two toddlers pulling her by the
hands in opposite directions. I grab my suitcase, drag it off the
conveyer belt, hurl it up on the luggage trolley and make my way
towards the exit. Suddenly feeling a bit nervous, I take a deep
breath as the doors slide open in front of me.

Looking
around, I try to find Steve amongst all the faces waiting behind
the retractable belt barrier. There he is! He is wearing black
jeans with sturdy dark brown leather boots, a short, navy blue down
jacket with a striped polo shirt underneath it and a beaming smile
on his face. He has had a haircut. His dark sand-coloured hair is
now shorter than before in the back and on the sides, but still
with more weight on top. Just looking at him makes me feel all warm
and fuzzy inside.

Wheeling my
luggage trolley in front of me I approach him. Then I feel his
strong arms around me, squeezing me hard. My head is leaning
against his chest. His warm breath is in my hair. I inhale the
subtle scent of his after-shave. With his whole body pressed up
against mine, he holds me tight for a long time, pressing himself
into me, entering me with his solid presence. My body unwinding.
Then his grip relaxes and I look up. His lips find mine and he
gives me a long kiss. A faint taste of peppermint lingers in my
mouth.

He then looks
deeply into my blue eyes and says: “God how I’ve missed you,
Helena.”

My heart wide
open, I drown in the sea of his light-green gaze. I put my arms up
around his neck and then we kiss again.

“That was
nice”, Steve says after a while with a small smile. “Perhaps we
should get going. Are you hungry?”

The mere
mention of food makes my stomach rumble and I nod.

“There’s a
decent pub just around the corner”, Steve says. “Let’s have a bite
there.” Steve takes my luggage trolley and skilfully manoeuvres it
through the crowd. Outside the pub he grabs my suitcase by the
handle and carries it inside. The walls are covered in dark wood
panelling. The bar counter and the furniture are also made from
dark wood. Part of the floor is made from mixed wood parquet and
another part is overlaid with a burgundy red and black carpet.

Steve puts the
suitcase down next to one of the free tables. I hang up my coat on
a hook on the wall. Steve hangs his down jacket on the same hook
and we sit down. A waitress approaches us with two menu cards and
asks us if we would like something to drink. I ask for some tea and
Steve orders a Coke. I look at the menu, decide what I want to eat.
Then I take my handbag and say I need to visit the ladies’ room.
Having washed my hands and checked my eye make-up, I add some more
lipstick and ruffle my hair to make my blond curls fluffier. Taking
one last look at my outfit in the mirror, I still adjust my
anthracite-grey, pleated skater skirt and straighten my new
lavender-coloured, cashmere pullover that my mum gave me for
Christmas.

Soon enough
our meal arrives and Steve sinks his teeth into something called
‘The Ultimate Burger’, while I put my fork into a fish pie. We do
not talk that much. Mostly we just keep looking at each other.
Every time I look at him, I feel this excited flutter in my belly
and I just cannot stop myself from smiling. As it would appear,
neither can he. Steve then asks for the bill and pays the
waitress.

I reach for my
wallet in my handbag and say, “How much do I owe you?”

Steve just
looks at me, almost as if he does not quite understand what I mean
and says, “Don’t worry about it, it’s been taken care of.”

“But, I should
pay my part!”, I insist with my wallet in my hand.

Steve has an
amused expression on his face, “No, you really shouldn’t.”

“Really?”, I
say. “Back home we always split the bill.”

Steve laughs a
bit. “Well, lucky for me, we are in England now.”

“But…”

“No buts”, he
says while he gently – but decisively – pushes my hand and the
wallet towards my bag again.

I open my
mouth to say something, but then I close it again. Instead I make a
submissive gesture with my fingers spread and my palms facing
upwards as I yield to his wishes. “Thank you. I will think of a way
to repay you properly later.”

“There’s no
need,” Steve laughs, “but I am, of course, always open to
suggestions.”

We get up and
Steve puts on his down jacket. I reach for my wool coat on the
wall, but Steve beats me to it and holds my coat open for me.

“Wow, you
really are a gentleman, aren’t you?”, I say.

“It’s just
normal manners”, Steve says with a small frown.

“Not where I
come from”, I say. “But don’t worry, I could totally get used to
this!”

“Good”, he
says, grabs my suitcase with one hand and puts his other arm around
my shoulders. “Let’s go.”

* * *

Five minutes later we
enter the parking garage. Steve inserts his cash card into the blue
and grey ticket paying machine and types in his code. While we wait
for the transaction to take place, we still have some time for a
delicious kiss. After he gets his ticket back, we take the stairs
two flights up. Steve’s arm is around my shoulders again while we
walk towards his car. It is quite cold in the open garage, and I
would imagine that the temperature is just above freezing here in
London. The sun has set by now and the concrete floor, walls and
pillars are illuminated at regular intervals by hard, fluorescent
strip lights. Steve has parked his car at the far end of the
garage. It is a small red car, quite affordable on a standard
university student budget, I would imagine.

Steve walks
around to the back of the car and puts my suitcase into the trunk.
He then opens the door to the passenger seat, but before I get into
the car, I get up close to him, drape my arms around his neck and
look up at him expectantly. “Just one more kiss before we go.”

“I won’t say
no to that”, Steve says, leans against the back door of the car and
pulls me even closer, our bodies pressed together.

I feel his
warm breath against my lips. Then our lips meet again. Our kisses
are soft and gentle at first, but the longer we kiss the hungrier I
get for him. My lips demanding more, his kisses become hotter and
more passionate. I feel something hard growing against lower belly,
and my body responds with a pleasurable tingle. His warm tongue
inside my mouth, I feel the urge to suck it. I want to feel his
tongue deep inside me, but deciding that his tongue is not enough,
I slide down onto my knees in front of him, on the cold concrete
floor instead.

“What are you
doing, Helena?”

“I thought
this would be a great opportunity to pay you back”, I say with a
naughty smile, while I reach for his belt, open the buckle and
start unbuttoning the buttons of his jeans, one at a time. A pair
of tight, black boxer shorts is now all that is standing in my
way.

“Here? Now?”,
Steve says while he raises his eyebrows. “Don’t you think it’s a
bit very much out in the open?”

I look over my
shoulder, but as far as I can tell we are alone on this garage
floor. In any case, the open door to front seat and a concrete
pillar are blocking any obvious view. Still, there is always a
risk… That thought turns me on even more and I begin to feel warm
between my thighs. “That’s the whole point, isn’t it?”, I say,
while I open the buttons of his jeans, one at a time.

“You’re going
to be the death of me”, Steve says with a small laugh.

“I’m certainly
going to try”, I say, reaching into his underwear and pulling out
his cock and his balls. Not a very hairy person by nature, Steve
has left most of his natural hair as it is. His balls, however, are
clean-shaven and smooth. The faint scent of shaving cream still
lingers in his crotch. I reach with my tongue for his balls and
start to lick them, lapping them like a cat drinking milk. His
cock, which was getting hard to begin with already, is now showing
a most definite interest.

Grabbing his
cock by the root of the shaft, I hold it, while I continue to lick
his balls. Slowly, I then move on to his shaft, licking and kissing
all sides of his cock until his cock is dripping with my saliva. My
nipples tighten and I feel them rubbing against the fabric of my
bra. His cock is now hard and firm, standing straight out,
completely ready for action. I grab his shaft with both hands and
start giving him a hand job, focusing on the root and shaft,
pumping the energy higher and higher. Steve’s breathing is getting
heavier. My nipples are getting harder; a juicy feeling is building
up between my legs. My lips are hovering over the head of his cock
and – looking up into his eyes – I bring the head closer and closer
to my mouth, occasionally touching it with my lips, only to back
away again, pretending that I am not going to take things that far.
The truth is that his cock is getting harder and harder for me to
resist.

As it would
seem, Steve is having a hard time resisting himself. All of a
sudden, I feel Steve’s hands in my hair as he grabs my head with
both hands and then he pushes my head down on his cock, sliding it
all the way into my mouth in one fell swoop. A low, pleasurable
groan emerges from his throat. He pulls me off and then he pushes
me back again and again. His cock so virile and full of energy, it
is practically vibrating in my mouth.

“Mmmmmh…”, I
moan as his cock keeps going in and out of my mouth, filling me up,
penetrating me deeper and deeper.

Abruptly he
pulls me off his cock and takes a few deep breaths. “Pheeeew… we
need to be a bit careful now.”

Still holding
on to his shaft, I look up into his eyes while I slowly let my
tongue circle around the head of his cock. Then, testing his
resolve, I tease his cock by licking it from the root of the shaft
all the way to the head with long, lingering strokes.

Steve gently
pushes my head and my hands away and says, “We had better stop now.
I’d rather save my energy so that I can fuck you properly when we
get home.”

“Than sounds
like a plan”, I say with an expectant smile.

“Besides”, he
says with a grin, “as great as this is, I am slowly freezing my
nuts off here.”


 Chapter 3

We did not make it all
the way home. Without fucking, that is. When I sat down in the car,
I was so horny I could not help myself. By the time we had reached
the M25, I had opened my coat and started to caress my breasts –
first on top of my pullover, then underneath it. Before long, my
hands had meandered underneath my skirt and inside my leggings. Two
weeks without a cock – my pussy was more than ready. My panties
were soaked through, wet and slippery to the touch on the outside
of the fabric. I pushed my leggings and my panties down to my
knees.

“Feel how wet
I am”, I said breathlessly as I took Steve’s hand and guided it in
between my legs. His fingers slid into my juicy pussy and I started
to rub myself against his hand, moaning with longing for more.

“Right – that
settles it”, Steve said and took the nearest exit off the
motorway.

After a few
minutes we entered into a forested area and Steve turned down a
narrow road and parked the car at the roadside. We pulled our shoes
off and scrambled in between the seats into the back of car. I
ended up on my back underneath Steve. He pushed my top up and
pulled my bra down, exposing my breasts. His hungry lips closed
around one nipple, while his thumb was rubbing the other one.
Switching sides, his moist tongue started to make circles around my
other nipple.

“Oooh, Fuck,
Steve, I’m so horny!”, I panted, while he continued to play with my
breasts. My leggings and panties already halfway down, Steve now
impatiently yanked them down over my feet and told me to spread my
legs. He quickly opened his belt and the buttons of his jeans and
pulled his jeans and his boxer shorts down to his upper thighs.
Without any further ado, he took his hard cock into his hand and
guided it straight into my pussy; his big, solid cock gliding in
effortlessly on my juices and filling me up all the way. My hips
eagerly rocking underneath him with my horny pussy dancing around
his cock while he penetrated me again and again and again.

The rest of
the week is still a blur. The weather was grey and drizzly, not
that it would have made any difference even if a tropical heat wave
had hit London. We probably would not have noticed anyway. We just
could not get enough of one another. Fucking for hours and hours –
whenever, wherever.

The two of us
on my narrow, single bed in my student room at Stonemoor College –
his cock in my pussy, fucking me over and over again… Leaning back
on the two-seater sofa in his student room, with my legs open wide
– and Steve’s head buried between my thighs while he was eating my
pussy… Taking long and hot baths together in the bathtub in the
bathroom at my college with his fingers softly arousing my nipples
– and my juices mixing with the water… Bending over my desk,
bending over his desk, bending over the kitchen table in the flat
he shares with three other students – with his cock gliding in and
out of my throbbing pussy… My breasts pressed up against the cold
tiles of his small ensuite bathroom wall – with his cock gently,
but firmly entering my ass… His hand going in under my skirt behind
the isle with breakfast cereals in the super market – with his
fingers sliding back and forth between my legs, until my wetness
was seeping though my panties and sheer tights… Steve sitting on
the lime-green lounge armchair from the sixties by the window in my
student room – while I straddled him naked and rode his cock like
an Amazon…

After five
days of pretty much non-stop fucking, it is now Sunday evening and
we are lying down naked next to one another under the blankets on
Steve’s double bed in his student room. My body feels juicy and
open; my skin is glowing, I feel totally relaxed. I let out a
contented sigh. “Jeez, Steve, these last few days have been so
amazing!

“Although I
have been practicing for two years now, it is still pretty amazing
to me too”, Steve says with a laugh. “I was so close to coming
quite a few times, but I’m glad I could avoid it – otherwise it
would have been pretty hard to keep fucking as much as we did.”

I turn to
Steve and snuggle up against him. “What I still can’t figure out,
though, is what it is like for a guy to have this kind of sex. I
mean, for me, as a a woman there is just no end to the different
orgasms I can have and they only seem to become deeper and better
the more I practice. Sometimes it feels as if my body is simply
going to explode from the enormous pleasure I feel in my body” My
fingers are playing with his nipples and the hair on his chest.
“But what do you get out of it, since you are not coming anymore –
or trying not to? I mean, how is it pleasurable for you?”

“It’s not that
I don’t come at all – sometimes I go into full body orgasms, just
like you. And although I didn’t have them with you yet, I can also
have ass orgasms”, Steve says. “But for me a lot of the pleasure
actually comes from the total emptiness I feel in my head when I am
fucking a woman. It’s almost like, the wilder you get – the calmer
and more focused I become.”

“Well, I’m
glad you like it”, I say and I give Steve a kiss. “But I think I
prefer to be a woman…”

“Actually, in
order for me not to come it is important for me to stay in touch
with my feminine side as well – and especially to keep my ass open.
Whenever I am having trouble coming too often, it is usually
because I haven’t done enough ass work.”

“How often do
you do ass work then?”, I say while I continue to play with Steve’s
nipples and chest hair. His nipples are getting aroused under my
fingers.

“I try to do
it about three times a week.”

I let my
tongue circle around Steve’s nipple and I slide my hand down over
his belly and into his crotch. His cock is becoming hard again and
he lets out a pleasurable sigh.

“So… why don’t
we do it now, then?”, I say, while cupping my hand around his
balls.

“Only if you
really want to”, Steve says.

“Yes, I want
to”, I say. Then I suddenly feel a bit self-conscious. “It’s just –
I have never actually played with someone’s ass before… So you
might need to help me a bit.”

“Of course”,
Steve says. “Just let me go to the bathroom first.”

After some
time, he comes back with a bottle of lubricant and puts it down on
the bedside table. He then lies down on his back on the bed. I look
down into his crotch while I wonder whether I should just go
straight for his ass, or whether he would he like me to do
something else first.

Steve seems to
sense my hesitation, because says, “Why don’t we just start with a
cock massage and then take it from there.”

I take the
bottle of lubricant and pour a generous amount into his crotch.
Spreading it out with my hands, I cover his lower belly, his cock,
his balls, his ass and his thighs with the lube. Sitting down on my
knees between his legs, I start to massage him, beginning with his
upper legs and inner thighs and then slowly moving upwards to his
groin. His cock is starting to show a definite interest now. Taking
my time, I pay special attention to the area around his balls and I
massage his perineum with rhythmic strokes. Continuing with his
balls, I then gently stroke and massage them as well. Steve is
breathing heavily now.

“You like
this, don’t you?”, I say in a low voice.

“Mmmh…”, Steve
makes an affirmative noise.

While his cock
is becoming harder all the time, I purposefully avoid his cock and
focus all my attention on his balls. After a while, I say
teasingly, “I guess this is it… I really can’t think of anything
else to do.”

Steve looks
down on his own erect cock, “Yes, it really is a mystery – what
possible options would you have now?”

I laugh a bit
and then I pour some more lubricant on Steve’s cock. Grabbing his
cock by the shaft, I lean down with my breasts in his crotch and
use the slippery head of his cock to arouse myself, relishing in
the feeling of his smooth cock sliding over my nipples. Then I
bring his cock into my cleavage, after which I begin to slide back
and forth on top of him, massaging his cock between my breasts.

“Uhhhh…”,
Steve lets out a low, satisfied moan and his cock becomes harder
and harder in between my softness of round breasts.

“Mmmmh… That’s
so horny. I just love feeling your big, hard cock rubbing against
me”, I say with a smile. “How about you – do you like it as
well?”

Steve looks
down at his stone hard cock sliding between my breasts and says,
“What do you think?”

“Show me how
much you like it!”

Steve spreads
his legs some more and begins to make a small thrusting motion with
his pelvis, using my tits for his own pleasure. His cock now super
charged, all I actually want to do is to start riding him and feel
that cock in my wet pussy, but instead I sit up on my knees again
and slide my hands down to his perineum and his ass.

I begin by
gently massaging the muscles around his ass with my thumbs,
gradually working my way to the opening. The thrusting movement
intensifies and Steve bends his legs and puts his feet on the bed,
offering me better access to his ass.

“Looks like
somebody might be ready for some more. Let’s just make it nice and
juicy first”, I say and I trickle some lube on the opening. My
index finger is now at the lubricated opening and I let my finger
slide into his ass. Although his ass feels a bit tight around the
opening, my finger slides in without any resistance. His ass feels
warm on the inside. “Is this okay?”, I say.

“Yes – no
complaints from me”, Steve says with a smile.

I leave my
finger in and begin to make a small thrusting motion inside his
ass.

“Mmmmh…. That
feels really good, Helena”, Steve says with another low moan.

I continue to
fuck him in the ass with my finger. His ass relaxes more and more
around my finger, and I can feel that there is room for more.

“Would you
like me to put in more fingers?”

“Yes, two or
three should be totally fine.”

Adding one
more finger, I begin to fuck him in the ass, using my fingers as a
cock.

Steve is now
pushing his ass up against my hand and makes a guttural groan. “Oh
yes, that feels really good, Helena!”

I add another
finger while I continue to fuck him and then I bend down and take
his cock into my mouth. I fuck him and I suck him and he loves
it.

“Yes, Helena.
Fuck – yes, just like that… Uuuuh…”, Steve panting. “Not too fast,
not too slow. Just like that.”

I go on
sucking his cock and fucking him in the ass for a long time.
Gradually, his breathing becomes heavier and he comes closer and
closer to a climax. I stop sucking his cock and focus on his ass,
his pleasure right there at my fingertips. His ass becomes hornier
and hornier – it almost feels like a pussy around my fingers.

“Uh – Uuuh –Uh
– Uh – UUUH…”

I begin to
feel rhythmical contractions around my fingers. And with few drops
of liquid slowly seeping out from his cock he lets himself go into
the orgasm in his ass.

 



 Chapter 4

Monday morning marks
the beginning of the second assessment week and Steve and I are
having breakfast in the joint kitchen of his student flat. We are
both lucky in the way that neither of us has to take any exams
during this assessment period. I will only have my exams at the end
of May. All I still need to do before the start of the second
semester, one week from now, is to hand in an essay on Late
Medieval English Literature. Steve, in his turn, finished his
internship at IKEA just before Christmas and will spend the second
semester writing his master’s thesis in Industrial Design.

After
breakfast Steve needs to get started on some research. Since I need
to get cracking on that essay anyway, I decide to head back to
Stonemoor College. The college is only a fifteen-minute walk from
Steve’s flat. No matter how many times I walk through those black
iron gates, the view never ceases to impress me. A straight asphalt
road leads up to the striking, old Georgian fine brick building
with sash windows, the road then veering off towards the newer
additions to the original manor. The buildings are surrounded by
historic parkland – cream limestone gravel paths crossing the vast,
perfectly groomed grass lawns. A large pond extends from behind the
manor, with two white Swans majestically cruising along in the icy
winter waters. The lawn is interrupted here and there by clumps of
broadleaved trees and ornamental shrubs – most of them now stripped
of their green foliage and waiting for spring to arrive. The
Commons take over where the parkland ends.

I enter the
building and walk up via the dark wood grand staircase leading up
to the second and third floor. At the top I turn left, entering the
carpeted corridor leading to the twenty student rooms in my wing.
When I put the key in the lock of my door, I notice that the door
opposite mine is open. There is a suitcase standing in the doorway
with a white and green airport bag tag wrapped around the handle.
Last semester a Spanish girl was staying in that room, but she left
at Christmas. As a matter of fact most of the other exchange
students left after the first term, including my newly found friend
Lizzy from the States. It would seem that new exchange students
have started to arrive.

A
cheerful-looking girl with a bounce in her step comes out of our
joint kitchen. The girl has light brown, over the shoulders hair
with blond highlights, styled in an out-of-bed look fashion. She is
dressed in black and grey trainers, skintight sports leggings in
turquoise and green, and a black hoodie with a big YES printed on
the chest. She approaches me with her hand stretched out and says,
“Let me introduce myself. Hi, I’m Sanne – from Amsterdam.” She
speaks with a typical Dutch accent, pronouncing her vowels and her
R’s quite deep in her throat.

I take her
hand and I say in my own singing accent, “Hello Sanne. I’m Helena.
I’m from Sweden.”

“Ah, another
exchange student. Great to meet you! Did you also just arrive?”

“No, I’m
studying here for the whole year, so this will be my second
semester.”

“Oh, good.
Then you know the ins and outs of this place?”

“Yes, I
suppose so. If you want to, I could show you around the college and
I could also show you the nearest place to get all the
necessities.”

“That would be
really nice! Is it all right if I unpack first?”

“Of course.
Shall we up for lunch and then we can do the grand tour after
that?”

“Yes – let’s
do that.”

* * *

At noon, Sanne and I
make our way to the dining hall on the ground floor. All residents
on campus have a pre-paid meal allowance. The arrangement comes
with quite a set of rules and restrictions. Standing in the middle
of the food court I do my best to explain the system to Sanne,
pointing to the different counters and telling het which items can
or cannot be combined into a single meal.

“So let me get
this straight”, Sanne says, “ I could now take any one of these
main dishes together with potatoes, vegetable and salad from here”,
Sanne says.

“No, you are
not allowed to take hot vegetables with a salad bowl. And you are
also not allowed to take a jacket potato with your hot vegetables.
But you can take a main dish with potatoes and two types of hot
vegetables. ”

Sanne looks at
me with an incredulous expression on her face. “Who on earth made
up all these rules? I mean, a person can only eat so much, I would
have thought?”

I shrug and
then I say in a low voice in her ear, “I have no idea, but it is
pretty vital that you follow the rules – the women from the
catering service will be watching you like hawk, and you do not
want to get on the wrong side of them.”

“You are
joking”, Sanne says.

“Well, only
partially”, I say with a laugh. “Don’t worry, you will know how it
works by the end of the semester.”

We both then
make our choice of the day and have our lunch in the dining hall.
After that, I show her around college – the gym, the student bar,
the linen room, the washing room… “So we don’t need to wash our own
linen, but we take our dirty sheets and pillow cases to the linen
lady and she will give you a clean set. If you need to wash your
clothes and towels, you can use these coin-operated machines. The
washing machine is two pounds, the dryer costs one pound for twenty
minutes.”

After I have
shown her everything there is to see on campus, we walk together to
the closest shopping area and I show her the nearest tube station,
the most popular pub amongst the students at Stonemoor College, the
nearest super market and the best place to get fish & chips
after a night out. By the time we get back to college, we have
discovered that we have something in common. Just like me, Sanne is
a student of English language and literature, so we will be taking
quite a few classes together.

Which reminds
me of the essay I still have to write and I decide that it is best
to take the bull by the horns and just get it over with. So I spend
the evening and the best part of the following day finishing my
essay. The rest of the week new exchange students keep arriving and
gradually we all get to know each other better. I am also finding
out that Steve is pretty diligent about his studies – he totally
intends to graduate this summer – so he keeps to a strict study
routine during the day. After dinner I usually head out to his
place, though, and most of the time I hardly make it inside his
room, before we start kissing and I can feel his hands all over my
body again – his hands grabbing my ass, moving up under my top, his
fingers finding their way inside my panties…

The following
week the second semester begins and teaching starts again. Sanne
and I naturally gravitate more and more towards one another. She
also asks me if I would like to go sightseeing with her and we
decide to start by going to Madame Tussauds. On Wednesdays we only
have one class early in the morning, so after that we head off to
the wax museum. Exiting Baker Street tube station, we turn left and
within a minute the green dome of the old London Planetarium and
the entrance to the museum is right there in front of us. With the
tickets we bought online, we do not have to queue up for very long.
Inside it is busy, but not as bad as I am sure it can get during
holiday times.

We spend about
two hours at the museum, taking lots of pictures with all of our
favourite celebrities. Then we take the tube to Piccadilly Circus,
and walk past Leicester Square to Covent Garden. After having a
bite in a pub along the way, we stroll around in Soho for a while.
We probably pass three sex shops in five minutes, so when we
encounter yet another one, Sanne stops in front of it, laughs and
says, “They sure know how to make a girl feel at home in this town.
This is almost like Amsterdam.”

“I bet it is”,
I say, laughing as well.

“Let’s go
inside”, Sanne says.

“Really?”, I
say.

Sanne nods,
“Yes, it will be fun.”

“Sure, why
not?” I say with a small shrug, suddenly aware of how much I have
changed. If someone had told me when I first came to London, that
four months later I would feel comfortable browsing the selection
of an adult store with a girl I just met a week earlier, I would
have told them that they were crazy. When I pull open the door to
the shop now, not only do I feel at ease – I actually feel
excited.

This shop is
tastefully decorated with a cherry wood floor, cream and dark red
walls, and black and metal shelves, display racks and tables. Every
available space in the shop is filled with toys, sexy lingerie and
erotic DVDs. There are dildos and vibrators in every size, material
and colour imaginable. A good looking, well-trained guy, wearing
leather trousers and a close-fitting, black long-sleeved t-shirt,
is hanging up more butt plugs on one of the displays on the wall.
He looks up and gives welcoming smile, but gives us space to
explore on our own. I like that. There is an abundant selection of
enticing lingerie in the shop – corsets, catsuits, baby dolls,
chemises and bodies in black, red, pink, white, leopard, silver and
more. I also see anal beads, cock rings, prostate massagers and
penis pumps. A staircase is leading down to the basement, a sign on
the wall next to it says: BDSM & Fetish wear.

I feel like a
kid in a candy store. “I wouldn’t know where to begin”, I say to
Sanne as I run my hands over a lace and half-transparent satin
chemise.

Sanne walks
over to the dildos, “Well, I sure like their selection of dildos!”
She picks up a twelve-inch pink, jellylike double-ended dong and
tests its suppleness by waving it back and forth in the air. “Isn’t
this one cute?” Then she takes huge black dildo down from the wall
and starts reading on the package, “Jeez, Helena look at the size
of this one! It says here that it has been modelled on some famous
porn star.”

“Wow”, I
laugh. “I think I would prefer something just a bit smaller inside
me.” I reach for a vanilla coloured, eight-inch, realistic cock
with balls and the text ‘Real Skin Feel’ on the package. “This one
seems nice. “Oh, they have it in different colours. I like this
chocolate one. Or this clear one.”

Sanne looks at
my dildo, “Yes, that’s a good quality brand. Their products hardly
smell at all either. I can’t stand it when dildos smell like a
cheap plastic factory.”

There are
several masturbators hanging next to the dildos. One of them says
‘Try me!’. I reach out and touch the opening and push my finger in.
“Hm… interesting”, I say. “Not really the same as the real thing,
but I suppose it might provide some variation.”

“Never tried
one of those”, Sanne laughs. The she gives me a quick glance, “I
much prefer the real thing.”

I give her a
small smile, “Yes, real is definitely better.”

We continue to
walk around in the shop, looking and commenting as we browse. I
love their lingerie selection. My gaze falls on a hot pink chemise
and a beautiful black lace teddy. I am pretty sure Steve would love
them both. Sanne falls for a fishnet body stocking with
strategically placed openings.

We ask the
salesperson if it is okay to try on the lingerie. “Of course”, he
says, “as long as you keep your panties on – for hygienic reasons.”
He casts a glance towards the back of the shop. “It looks like our
fitting rooms are occupied at the moment, but feel free to use the
ones downstairs. My colleague is usually down there, but she’s on a
break now, so just give us a shout if you need anything.”

Sanne and I
descend the stairs. There is a distinct smell of leather and rubber
in the basement. The whole room has been decorated in the style of
a dungeon, complete with stone walls, a bondage table, a spanking
bench and a gynaecological examination chair. There is a whole
range of BDSM equipment for sale on the walls: the usual hand
cuffs, ropes, whips, paddles, hoods, harnesses and gags, and a
special section with instruments that look like they could inflict
a lot of pain. I also see several racks with PVC, latex, wetlook
and leather clothes – mostly in black, red and purple.

“Let’s see
what else they have!”, I say to Sanne, and I begin to browse
through the clothes. I love the feel of soft leather under my
fingers. I bring a stunning leather corset to my face and inhale
the scent. Then I catch a glimpse of the price tag and decide I had
better look for something else. In the leather-look section I come
across a cupless strappy body harness, including a collar with a
leash. Decidedly more affordable, I add it to the growing pile of
clothes on my arm.

In the
meantime, Sanne has found a rack with role-play costumes. She seems
to like them, and to know what she is looking for, because she
quickly selects two outfits she would like to try. I also spot an
outfit that I like, so I take it with me as well.
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