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Chapter 1: A stranger under the starry sky
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I am a fulfilled woman in her forties, married to Alban, a wonderful man, and I wrote this letter in tribute to another man who has spiced up our sex life. Perhaps he will recognize himself. I don't even know his name. Alban and I were in the car, coming back from a party. As usual, we were rushing home to have sex, because we had been getting turned on all evening. We love doing that. I was wearing a little dress with a thong underneath, fishnet stockings, a garter belt, and stiletto heels. I love wearing this outfit all day long, knowing that my husband will enjoy it when night comes, especially after an evening where he's the only one who knows what's hiding under my clothes. My name is Claire, I'm 40 years old, and here is my steamy amateur sex story.

The Hitchhiker

And there he was, the handsome stranger, standing by the side of the road. I want to address him directly in these lines. You were there, a little scary I must say, a tall, square-built man in a khaki green shirt, hard to make out in the night. You were hitchhiking. Intrigued, we looked at you for a moment and I don't know, I sensed something gentle in you and I trusted you. I looked at Alban to tell him to stop.

We took you with us. You smelled of cologne and you had a body that attracted me despite your gruff demeanor. A fifty-something with gray hair and an amused smile on your face, at least in the night, you looked handsome. You had left a party in the countryside, had drunk too much to drive, and wanted to go home to rest. Adventurous as you were, you tried hitchhiking, and we were your saviors.

Alban and I laughed at your jokes. It was a long drive to your house, so we got to know each other. We smoked cigarettes with the windows open in the middle of the countryside, blasting music. We even stopped in a clearing away from everything to look at the starry sky. The night was ours, and you weren't in a hurry to get home either. With the doors open, I lounged in the cool night air, my dress pulled up over my thighs, my legs outside the car, listening to the music.

Isolated in the countryside

You saw the edge of my stockings and came closer to look at me. You took a drag on my cigarette while dancing close to my legs. Alban, behind you, pushed you slightly against me. I grabbed you between my open legs to hold you close. You blew your cigarette smoke into my mouth. I offered you mine. You saw right through our game. Alban loved to see me against another man's skin, and I liked you.

I got out of the car to be able to move more freely. I took off my dress because I was hot. Naked, wearing only a thong, enveloped by the night, I crouched down in the grass. You pulled down your pants and gave me your cock to eat. I was very hot, and I warmed myself up even more by caressing my breasts with both hands. The crouching position allowed me to touch myself while I sucked you off.

Alban photographed us with love in his eyes. The night was open to our moans, and we offered our cries to the silence. I grabbed your cock to jerk it off and make it hard to my liking. The tall grass caressed my ankles and my heart pulsed in my clitoris. My husband watched us, still, his camera flying here and there, capturing images of us. Carried away by your passion, you pulled me against the car body, pressed your back against the door, and took me against you.

I lifted my leg, which you held under the knee to keep me spread apart and ready to receive your turgid cock. I was elated to be so close to you, one leg suspended in the air and the other with my stiletto heel digging into the ground. I was filled with you as you slid into my pussy, tamed by your enticing caresses. We held a precarious balance, me half spread and standing against you, and you with your pants down around your ankles. Your cock sought me out, and mine went to meet it.

Clumsily, you pushed yourself into me and I felt the warmth of your living organ. Your penis, unknown just seconds before, felt familiar inside me, caressing and warming me from within, full of sensuality. It swelled inside me at the same time as my own pleasure. I looked at Alban, who was enjoying himself, and it was a moment of complete abandon. We never thought we would experience something like this when we picked up a hitchhiker on the side of the road! I never thought I would be filled with you barely an hour later. Caught up in the moment, I turned to face away from you, my hands flat on the rear hood, my breasts freed from all restraint, squatting, my buttocks facing you so that you could hold me in that position.

Once again, your penis inside me was infinitely tender, even in its most forceful thrusts. You held my hips and you fucked me with a stubbornness driven by your desire for me, your desire to fuck me, to cum inside me and spread yourself over my body. I moved to the front seat, the door was still open, and I turned to face you. You rubbed your cock against mine before releasing your pleasure onto my stomach. You withdrew and I was there, lying on the seat, still in my high heels, leaning back, sated, devoured by your prying eyes.

Alban kissed my stomach and we took you home, my dress sticky with cum and a feeling of gratitude in my heart.
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Chapter 2: Master of sodomy!


[image: ]




I am very fond of sodomy, which is undoubtedly a flaw, but this penchant recently led me to have an unforgettable experience.

Orgasmic foreplay

A couple called on me, much like one would consult a specialist, to deflower the lady's little hole. Christelle is exactly the type of woman I adore: blonde, with shapely pear-shaped breasts and an ass to die for! Her husband, Theo, wanted to take pictures of this “passage.” I was a little uncomfortable at first, but I finally found it very exciting to have a student and to take on the role of a sodomy maestro!

After an evening at a restaurant, where a bottle of Burgundy wine had loosened us all up, we went to their bedroom. A little intimidated to find myself in their intimate space, I quickly gained confidence when Christelle gave me a striptease, unzipped my pants, and crouched down in front of me to suck me off. Divine! What a mouth! She took care not to miss a thing, from my balls to the shaft of my penis to the arabesques of my glans. She loved to indulge in the joys of fellatio, and it showed.

With her panties around her knees, she lay down, spread her thighs, and looked at her photographer husband. It was my turn. I tried to live up to my lover's performance and licked her absolutely everywhere, from her anus, which released peppery and musky flavors, to the soft groove of her hairless pussy, in order to nestle my tongue deep inside her vaginal opening and pick her hypersensitive clitoris.

I must not have done too badly, because Christelle suddenly had an orgasm. I was surprised at how easily she came, but it promised a delicious continuation. And it was. I removed her thong and had the idea of tying her wrists with it. Already docile, Christelle became my thing, always smiling and willing to give me all her charms, including her little hole. After all, that's what I was there for, wasn't it?

I still took things step by step, starting with her slit, which tempted me more than anything else. Her anus would have to wait, and if I had correctly assessed this woman's profile, she was going to have multiple orgasms. I was not mistaken. The knowing look she gave me when I penetrated her immediately confirmed that I was on the right track.

A master of sodomy

Curled up on her side, she relaxed her buttocks to give me access, and my stake slid into the crevice, which was lubricated by abundant wetness. Her sex smelled good, and I enjoyed fucking her like this, my hands still tied by her damp panties. With a series of energetic thrusts, my wild playmate reached the heights of ecstasy once again. She didn't stop there, but flipped me over and straddled me. Free to move, she wiggled her firm butt and fucked me as if I were a dildo. Facing her husband, her pussy stretched by my stake, she brought herself to ecstasy. I could feel her juices dripping down my thighs. I was delighted, but I had a mission. It was time to get down to business.

With one hand, I jerked off to keep my erection as hard as possible, and with the other, I started working on her sacred ring. One finger drilled into the bronze eye, then two and even three. I turned slowly to loosen the sphincter, which proved to be much less resistant than I had feared. The logical next step was to try a first approach with my cock. To my surprise, Christelle let me do it from start to finish. My glans appeared at the entrance to the cave and slipped effortlessly into the hole, which absorbed it easily. I was about to push with my hips, but I didn't need to. Christelle moved back, impaling herself on my cock all the way to the hilt!

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
UNE JOURNEE EN CANDAULIE

20 histoires érotiques
HISTOIRES VRAIES






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





