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She slid my dick out of
her pussy and we slithered effortlessly into a snug sixty-nine, my
face beneath her. I gripped her gorgeous plump ass cheeks with my
hands, then kissed and licked her cunt and asshole with vigour as I
felt her juicy lips close around the head of my prick and suck down
on its girth skilfully once more. I threw myself passionately into
my task, burying my whole face into her cunt, soaking my nose, chin
and most of my face with her juices. We hungrily ate each other out
and I slobbered all over her soaking cunt whilst she sucked and
licked my cock with abandon.


The most beautiful girl
I have ever known is called Lauren Pincela, but it pains me to even
mention her name. It had been twelve years ago now that I had
gotten to know her and I still hadn’t been able to shake her out of
my mind. Even all these years later, married and successful – (I am
the Managing Director of my own multi-million pound internet-based
company), I still wonder what might have happened to my life, if
only I had taken a much braver course of action when I’d had the
chance. Despite the fortune I had earned in the last few years, I
still think I should probably be with her. My life would have taken
a completely different course and therefore probably not one full
of such notable financial riches – but who’s to say I wouldn’t have
been happier?

A little over
three years ago I married my girlfriend Samantha, around two and a
half years after I had started my business. For the first year it
was a pretty regular marriage, with the usual ups and downs, but
then the company had really boomed and to my astonishment, before I
had even reached thirty, I found myself financially set up for
life. But oddly, since the success – since my bank balance hit that
magical seven-figure mark – I had found myself remembering Lauren
once more. If I’m honest, myself and Sam have never really had
that spark – that sizzling
chemistry I’ve often dreamt about but never found. But I do love
her and that’s what has always stopped me from leaving her; that
and the hefty costs that I would no doubt be forced to pay out in
the event of divorce.

But let’s go back
to twelve years ago, or actually way before then, for I had known
Lauren since my schooldays – well, knew of her – and I had always had a thing for her
even back then. She’d had a string of boyfriends at school and to
my frustration she always seemed to go for a certain type – good
looking, macho, usually arrogant, and often fairly aggressive. I
didn’t fit into any of these categories. I was well spoken, largely
kept myself to myself and would run a mile before getting in a
fight; hence, she had never paid me the slightest attention. After
we had left school and ventured to different colleges, I saw her
much less often, but still on occasion – in pubs or walking in town
– and she continued to have a grip on me. She was, and still is,
very easily the most perfect girl I’ve ever laid eyes on. She’s
around 5-5 tall with long straight dark hair and has the most
gorgeous deep set brown eyes, with sexy fluttering eyelashes. Her
breasts are smallish, but extremely pert and she has the most
astonishingly slim waist, which makes the curve of her full round
ass all the more staggering and head-turning.

When I was
nineteen years old I moved out of the family home and rented a
small flat in Brighton, a diverse and colourful city on the South
Coast of England. It was nearly twenty-five miles away from where I
had grown up, and at the time I had no idea that Lauren was living
in the same city. One day looking for a change of job, I found
myself in a Casino – on the first day of a training school for
prospective Croupiers. I had the notion that I could travel and get
away from it all – get a position on a cruise ship or something.
Anyway, I had been practicing my “chipping” skills and
chatting to another lad, Neil, who I had instantly hit it off with.
What I always remember is Neil whispering to me: ‘who is
that?’ and I had looked up, not
seeing anything at first, but then just as I’d been about to ask
him, ‘where?’ I did an amazed
double-take as my eyes fell on the most beautiful creature I had
ever seen in my life. It took me around two seconds to realise who
it was – Lauren – for I hadn’t seen her for over a year, and like I
said – I had not the slightest inclination that she was in
Brighton. I gawped at her as she stood there, looking into our
training area. I had never seen her looking so completely stunning
before. Even though she had always seemed arrogant to me and too
full of herself, my deep feelings of attraction for her had never
wavered. I’ve asked myself why a number of times, but I don’t have
an answer, other than that – to me – she is quite simply
perfection; almost on a different plain to every other girl I’ve
known.

She was wearing a
nicely-tight pale pink top, showing a perfectly smooth and milky
cleavage, with a short black jacket around her shoulders and a
tight-fitting black skirt that accentuated the curve of the single
best thing about Lauren: her ass. I’m a man who has always loved
ass (a woman’s that is!) and I had never seen another to match
Lauren’s. It was big, but it was so unbelievably curvaceous and
round that it was perfect. In my opinion, even since school, she
had always been fully aware of her allure, her attractiveness to
men. And with that derriere she had always had boys trailing in her
wake – including me of course – and she knew how to use it to its
fullest.

I got a lump in my
throat on first seeing her – unable to quite believe she was here.
One thing that struck me straight away was that this wasn’t just a
pretty girl anymore; this was a very attractive young woman. The
transformation was immediately obvious to me and incredibly
pleasing. She looked absolutely stunning and her beauty had even
gone up a notch since I’d last seen her; something I wouldn’t have
thought possible.

Our Training
Officer, Bernadette – a forty-something divorcee with a dark brown
perm that belonged in the 1980’s – wandered over to her and I
listened to their brief exchange. Lauren apologised for being late,
but was told not to worry and to join one of the tables. To my
annoyance, our table was full, so she joined the one adjacent to
us. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her as she removed her jacket
and said hi to the others on
her table. She hadn’t noticed me yet and I wondered how she would
react when she did – or whether she would react at all. In the
event, our paths didn’t cross until the end of that initial
two-hour session and I still remember the arrogant and
almost dead way that she’d
looked at me. I knew she surely must’ve recognised me and that she
probably didn’t know anybody else there, and yet she still acted
with so much arrogance, as though she had never seen me before and
didn’t want to know
me.

But it still
didn’t put me off. I was a gullible fool of course, but I wasn’t
about to give up hope despite my lack of even the slightest inkling
of success after all this time. She was the first girl that had
ever had this effect on me and as I sat on my bed that night
thinking constantly about her – running various moments from that
day over and over in my head – I determinedly tried to convince
myself: ‘This is where it starts. This is
where I make her mine.’

But I couldn’t make
myself believe it for a second.

*

There were sixteen of
us that began the six-week training school, mostly teenagers like
myself, learning the basics about Blackjack, Roulette and the
various Poker variants that the Casino ran. It was all new and
exciting to me. I didn’t know then what a horrible job it would
turn out to be and that I would want to quit almost immediately
after starting for real. But before I knew about any of that, the
training school was great fun and our group really hit it off
together, so I was more than happy to go with the flow; and of
course, there was Lauren. She was very much accepted by the other
members of the group, although not universally popular by any
means. The males on the course, of which there were ten, seemed to
look at her in awe or tread carefully around her, thinking
presumably that she was well out of their league. A few of the
females either bitched about her behind her back, or had little to
do with her; at least, they did to begin with, but a couple of
weeks into the course she seemed to open up and become much more
friendly and sociable.

Nearly every day,
most of us would go to lunch together at a nearby pub. Almost two
weeks into the course I still hadn’t exchanged more than two words
with Lauren, but one such lunch time, things suddenly changed
between us. It started when another girl on the course, a livewire
called Carly – who was very funny and frequently kept us
entertained – delivered a hilarious rant about the senselessness of
a well-known TV advert. Most of us had seen the advert and were
laughing along with her, including myself and Lauren. A talent that
I have always had is an ability to mimic voices and accents pretty
well, and so on the spur of the moment I broke into an impression
of the main protagonist from the advert: an irritating upper-class
thirty-something guy who was far too sure of himself. Usually these
impressions seemed to go over people’s heads, as I invariably got
carried away and tried to be too clever with them. I would often
garner funny looks as if I was being asked: “what on earth are you talking about?” But on this
occasion I hit the impression bang on and it gave me a buzz to see
the whole table in fits of hysterical laughter, even amongst those
who had never seen the advert. Carly and Lauren particularly, much
to my delight, were shrieking and almost in tears. For the rest of
that lunch break I couldn’t help noticing that Lauren was showing
an interest in whatever I had to say all of a sudden, when she
certainly hadn’t been before. Half an hour later, as we walked back
to the Casino for the afternoon session (after at least a couple of
alcoholic drinks as per usual) there was a moment when we were
crossing a busy road, and Lauren, standing between myself and
Carly, linked a hand through each of our arms. I looked down
briefly at her hand in astonishment, my heart pumping, but then
acted dead cool like it was completely natural. Even though she had
put a hand through mine and
Carly’s arms, and you could argue it was merely a friendly
gesture after a lively lunch, I was of the opinion that –
considering what Lauren’s attitude had been towards me up until
that point – it was most definitely a significant
moment.
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