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 About This Erotic Bundle

She Wants Hot Group Sex brings together 10
Erotic Threesome, Moresome and Multiple Partner Stories in one
volume for your enjoyment. Mmf, ffm & fff ménage, gangbangs and
full-blown orgies – anything and everything goes, and she is hot,
wet and willing!

 


The She Wants… anthologies bring together the
best of Charlene Black’s short stories in Thematic Value Bundles.
This bundle contains the following ten stories:
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This book was
originally published in
2018 under the name of Threesomes & Multiple Partners: 8
Erotic Stories Bundle.
This fully revised second edition from 2020 includes 2 additional
stories + a bonus excerpt from the explicit erotic novel 'Free To
Play'.

 


This book is the length of a short novel (approx. 44
000 words).


 Smooth Tropical
Afternoon

An Erotic Short
Story

 


Standing by the open window, I look out over the
turquoise tropical waters and the golden sandy beach. A lazy breeze
is caressing the skin on my face, my lips and my neck. As the air
travels downwards, the sensation of the gentle sea breeze moves
over the rest of my naked body. My breasts react to the tender
touch and my nipples respond by a slight, pleasurable contraction.
The way I am standing, with my legs slightly parted, the warm
breath of the air also reaches the insides of my legs and
thighs.

The double bed
in the middle of the room is covered in white sheets. My husband is
taking an afternoon nap. His tanned, naked body, only partly
covered by a thin sheet does not leave me unaffected. I close my
eyes and inhale his presence. Something stirs between my legs. But
I will not wake him just yet. Instead, I wrap myself in a white
chiffon sarong by tying a knot between my breasts. The thin, partly
transparent fabric is like an airy cloud touching my skin, covering
the bare essentials, yet occasionally revealing a glimpse of what
is underneath. I open the door of our bungalow.

Burning
hot sand against the soles of my feet. Apart from a couple lying
down in two sun lounge chairs nearby, enjoying an afternoon siesta,
the beach is deserted. I walk over to a hammock tied between two
palm trees and lie down in the partial shade. Gently rocking back
and forth, I slowly doze off, while sun flecks dance on my
body.

I hear a faint
giggle and lazily open my eyes. From the corner of my eye, I can
see that the man and the woman are moving around. The woman is a
beautiful Latina, with long, wavy chestnut hair. The curves of her
bronze-golden body enhanced rather than covered by the apple green
Brazilian bikini she wears. She is standing up, looking for
something in her bag. Her man is a handsome Caribbean type, with
skin the colour of milk chocolate and black, short dreadlocks. He
sits with his legs straddled on either side of his flat sun
lounger.

The woman
hands over a bottle of sun tan oil to the man and then sits down in
front of him with her back towards him. Apparently not a shy type,
she too sits with her legs straddled, her bikini barely covering
the area between her legs…. or maybe it is just so quiet on the
beach today that she does not care?

He pours
some sun tan oil in his hand and slowly rubs it on her neck and
shoulders. I watch him continue with her back, under the bikini
strap, down to her lower back. He seems to tell her to stand up
while he squeezes the bottle for some more oil. She stands up with
her hands resting on the sun chair – legs wide apart – and her
behind right in front of his face.

With sensual
movements, he massages her exquisite buttocks and the back of her
upper thighs with the oil. His hands continue down the back of her
lower legs and then, with slow circular movements, he massages his
way all the way up the inside of her legs. As he reaches the inside
of her upper thighs, I see his fingers playfully explore that
sensitive piece of skin just inside the edges of her bikini
pants.

He rubs
some oil on the front of her legs and tells her to sit down again.
Her legs are still open wide. Continuing up, over her belly, his
hands slowly find their way to her breasts. At first he massages
around the fabric of the bikini top, but as her nipples harden, he
starts to play with them through the green material. I see him cast
a quick glance in my direction, then, with a sudden move, he pulls
the bikini top down, exposing his woman’s breasts to the kisses of
the sun and his own teasing fingers. She giggles. By now, my
nipples are hard as rocks as well and clearly visible through my
thin chiffon sarong. Casually, I bring my fingers up to my breasts,
brushing my nipples with my fingers. It feels really good;
discreetly I keep on massaging my breasts, while I continue to
watch.

The
woman is obviously enjoying herself. He pours more sun tan oil on
her breasts and continues to play with them. Her body reacting to
the touch of her man, she arches her back and throws her head
backwards, pushing her breasts against his hands. His hands are
fervently groping her breasts. Her hips begin to undulate and she
pushes her behind up against his crotch. Behind her, the man pulls
out his big, erect cock from his swim shorts. With a few swift
moves, he grabs his woman, pushes the fabric of the tiny bikini to
the side and sits her down on his cock – all the way. Holding on to
her hips he begins to rock her back and forth, sliding her up and
down on his cock. She is squirming with pleasure.

“Ah…
Aaah… Aaaaah”, I can hear her moans. The man puts one hand on her
mouth to keep her quiet, but her stifled sounds of pleasure are
still loud enough to reach my ears. Watching has made me so excited
that I have become all wet between my legs, longing to feel a man
inside as well. I look around, but for the three of us, the beach
is still empty. I sit up in the hammock – my feet on the ground –
and open my legs wide, facing the couple. The man throws me a quick
look, while he continues to fuck his woman.

Leaning
back, I fondle my breasts again and delicious pressure begins to
build up between my legs. My hands wander further down; pushing the
thin fabric aside, revealing what is underneath. At first I just
enjoy the sensation of the breath of tropical air on the sensitive
skin between my legs. Then I start stroking myself, up and down
from my ass to my clit and back, relishing in the pleasurable
tingle swirling around. My breath quickening, I rock my hips back
and forth, rubbing my hand between my legs. Oooh… it feels so good!
Almost too good… I notice the energy building up faster and faster
bringing me dangerously close the point of no return. I slow down
in order to stay energised and not lose my energy in a fast peak
orgasm. But I continue to touch myself and to watch the
couple.

The man
looks over more often now, still fucking his woman deep in her
pussy, while he watches me masturbating and enjoying myself. Him
watching me makes me even hornier and I start fingering myself –
thrusting my fingers deep inside, fucking myself hard, like a cock
would. With a quick flick of the head, he signals to me to get my
ass over there.

I look
around again, to check that we are still alone on the beach and I
walk over to the couple. Still with his cock inside her, the man
grabs the arms of his woman and holds them behind her back. I sit
down on my knees on the sun lounger, facing the couple. I open my
knees a bit. Even though I am not touching either of them yet, I
feel the energy of their fucking in my own pussy. I lean over, cup
the woman’s face in my hands and start exploring those full, soft
lips with my tongue. Mmmmh… I playfully bite her lips and continue
with deep tongue kissing, feeling her moaning breath in my
mouth.

My lips
lazily wander down her neck and to her magnificent breasts; her
skin shiny slippery with sun tan oil. She smells of coconut. I play
with her breasts with my tongue and hands, teasing her, getting
closer to her nipples and then backing away again.

I look up at
her. “You want me to suck those nipples of yours – don’t you?”, I
smile.

“Mmh…
mmmh…”, she pants, in reply.

Hovering with
my lips just above her nipple I say, “Then you are going to have to
say please.”

She
pushes her breasts towards my mouth. “Yes… suck my nipples…
please”, she whimpers in the cutest Spanish accent.

“I did not
quite hear you, what did you say?”, I tease, while breathing on one
of her erect nipples.

“Please,
please, I want you to suck my nipples”, she moans, louder this
time. “Please, I want to feel you suck them.”

I
squeeze her breasts together, bringing the nipples right next to
one another, two dark purple grapes ripe for the picking. I cannot
wait to taste them. At the same time, her man just keeps fucking
her in her wet pussy, holding her in a tight grip with her hands
behind her back. I take those delicious fruits into my mouth
simultaneously and suck on both of her nipples – hard. “Ooh… Ooooh…
Ooh… Oooooh…!” Screaming from pleasure the woman squirts in a wave
of fluid all over the sunbed and over my legs. The sensation of her
juicy squirt trickling down the inside of my thighs, nearly makes
me come as well.

The man
lifts her off his cock and she slides down on her back on the sun
lounger. He is now sitting behind her head. She pulls me on top of
her. My legs intertwined with her legs, my belly on her belly, my
breasts on hers. This time, she takes charge. She brings her hands
up under my flimsy sarong and puts her hands on my ass, sensuously
kneading my behind. Her lips on my lips. Her lips now firm,
demanding my surrender.

“I want to
taste you”, she says. “Get up on your hands and knees on top of
me.”

I obey
and position myself on my hands and knees with my breasts above her
face, my own face hovering over the crotch of her man. She opens
the knot between my breasts, and removes my sarong. I can feel the
sun burning on my naked skin. Her fingertips gliding over my neck.
The tip of her moist tongue drawing on my throat and my
breasts.

“Aaaaah…” I
sigh with pleasure, when her soft lips close around my stiff
nipples. Her tongue is like a flirty butterfly sending a delicious
flutter in between my legs.

She
moves downwards ever so slowly, kissing my upper belly… my navel…
my lower belly… eventually reaching the wetness between my legs.
Her soft lips now sucking my tingling labia.

“Mmmmh… Aaah…
Aaaah…” I moan from pleasure when her skilled tongue starts
flicking around, leisurely working its way inwards, making me
hornier and hornier.

In the
meantime, her man has been enjoying the show, playing with himself.
His delicious hard chocolate coloured cock is now right in front of
my mouth. He comes even closer and I begin to lick him. Repeatedly,
I lick him from the balls to the tip, his groans revealing how much
he enjoys it. I suck his shaft, licking and sucking on it on all
sides. I take my time playing with the tip of his cock, circling my
tongue around it until –finally – I start sucking him, bringing my
lips down to the shaft and up to the head again and again. All the
while his woman is kissing, licking and fingering me between my
legs. My pussy dancing on her face, I get hornier and hornier,
losing myself in pleasurable sensation.

A strange
sound.


Phhh-Pheeeeew!

It is a
wolf-whistle.

Oh no! I
hardly dare to look. Don’t tell me there’s somebody else here!

A small
group of young men is standing some twenty metres away. I would
guess they must be in their very late teens, eighteen, nineteen
years old, or something like that. With my ass and pussy on
display, I am still straddled over the face of the woman and my
mouth is hovering over the cock of her man. They young men are
grinning from ear to ear. I feel awkward. This is a bit too much,
even for me. Surely this is crossing the line…? I should get up now
and leave. Intending to get up I try to lift my head. Strong hands
stop me.

“It
seems we have some company…”, the man says casually with his hands
holding my head still.

This is the
first time I hear him speak. Oh my God! I fucking love his
accent!

“Well, we
don’t mind, do we?”, he continues, while he shoves his cock inside
my mouth again. “Keep going girls!”

As if
nothing has happened, his woman continues to lick and kiss me
between my legs. Her flickering tongue between my legs is sending
waves of pleasure up my spine. My body trembling with lust. The man
uses my head to pleasure himself, his cock fucking my mouth as if
it is a pussy.

Talking
to me in his sexy Caribbean accent, he says to me in a low voice, “You liked watching
us fuck, didn’t you? How does it feel to be the one who is being
watched? You like that too – don’t you?”

“Mmmmh”, I
moan against his cock. He is right. I do like it. A lot. I’m so
horny. And those guys watching us – it is making me even hornier. I
keep sucking him, his cock filling up my mouth and my throat; my
tits and my pussy on fire from excitement.

After a while
the man pushes my head away. The group of men is still watching us,
grinning and nudging each other.

“You
like watching us, guys?”, the man says to the group of
men.

They laugh
awkwardly.

“Well, you’re
in luck, because the lady here really likes to be watched”, the man
says. “And she wants you to see everything she has to offer…”

“Leonor”, he
continues, with a smile, addressing his woman, “Let’s give these
young men something to look at.”

She smiles,
“Si, I like that idea.”

Leonor
gets out from under me and moves to the other sun lounge chair.
This one has its back reclined. She leans with her back against the
back of the chair. Arching her back, she pushes her breasts up, her
dark nipples crowning the summit of her bronze-golden, oily
breasts. The eyes of the young men seem glued to her body. She
opens her legs. That narrow apple green strip of bikini between her
legs now the only thing protecting her naked pussy from the
hankering gazes of the men.

I sit
down in front of her, my back against her belly, my ass against her
pussy. I feel her breasts and her hard nipples against my upper
back. My back arching in pleasure, my breasts basking in the rays
of the sun. Leonor grabs me behind my knees and holds my legs up.
Without any clothing to protect me, I am bare and exposed. The eyes
of the young men are now nearly popping out of their sockets as
they stare at my pussy being displayed. It is exhilarating to have
them watch me. A surge of gleaming wetness seeps out between my
legs.

“Just look at
that… She really likes to be watched, doesn’t she?” the man
comments while he inserts two fingers into my slippery pussy. “She
is totally open and ready,” he pulls his fingers out and licks them
repeatedly, “… and she tastes so sweet… I can’t wait to dip my cock
in that!”

His cock is
big and hard like stone. He takes his rod and jams it into my
pussy. He fucks me fast and firm. My moist, juicy pussy just cannot
get enough. More, more, I want more! While I hold my legs up
myself, the woman grabs my breasts from behind, teasing my nipples.
“Oh… Oooh… Oooh”. My pussy becomes even hornier, throbbing with
lust – all swollen up from the raw fucking, still yearning for
more.

“Do you know
what my man really likes?”, Leonor whispers in my ear. “A nice and
tight hole for his cock.” She grabs my legs again, this time
exposing my ass to her man. I make my ass wet with some spit,
preparing to be entered. Her man holds his cock and slowly pushes
it into me. I gasp from the sudden pain his cock is causing me, but
soon enough the pain turns into pleasure. As he fucks me in the
ass, the horniness increases more and more. “Ah – Aaah… Aaaah… Ooh
– Oooh… Ooooh!” I moan louder and louder, the pleasure rising
through my body and I have a violent orgasm. With four strangers
watching, my body is twitching with pleasure as I come and come
again with another stranger’s cock inside my ass.

* * *

The couple heads for a horny swim in the tropical
sea and the group of young men move on. I pick up my sarong, shake
off the sand, knot it between my breasts and return to our
bungalow. My husband is still asleep on the bed. His mouth is
slightly open and he is breathing heavily. Judging by the bulge
under the sheet, he must be in the middle of a pleasurable dream.
His cock is big, erect and ready for action. After my little
interlude on the beach, my pussy is juicy, open and horny, also
ready for more action. My pussy is hungry for his cock. I want it
now!

Silently, I
approach the bed. Taking care not to wake my husband, I stand up on
the bed and get in position: my ass towards his face and my legs on
either side of his hips. I squat down with my own wetness right
above the tip of his cock. Slowly, slowly, with a quiet sigh of
pleasure, I slide him inside me, all the way. He is breathing more
heavily now, but is still asleep.

I ride his
cock, slowly at first, then faster, every time pressing the bottom
of his shaft against my g-spot. Ooooh, that feels good! The
pleasure is grows inside my pussy and I start panting. I hear him
grunt and suddenly his hands are on my hips. He takes charge of the
situation. As he rocks me more firmly against his cock, my g-spot
becomes juicier and juicier: every stroke increasing the sizzling
tension between my legs. Wetness seeping out now. The squishy sound
of his cock moving inside my wetness makes me even hornier.

He rides
me hard on his cock. The harder he makes me ride the more sounds I
make. “A-aaah… A-aaah… A-aaah… A-aaaaah…” My high-pitched moans of
pleasure bouncing off the walls. My body writhing in bliss on his
cock. My enjoyment just keeps getting more intense, my pussy
opening wider and wider, my insides becoming wetter and wetter...
until – with a gasp of pleasure – I squirt forcefully all over his
cock and his thighs. Sweet release as a gush of warm, watery liquid
is running down the side of his legs onto the sheets.

My pussy
dripping wet, my husband puts me on my elbow and knees, face pushed
into the bed. His cock is inside me again. The sensation of him
sliding in and out so delicious. The walls inside my pussy are
orgasmically charged. As if my pussy has a mind of its own, it is
massaging and caressing every inch of his cock. The head of his
cock now pounding against the opening of my womb. Pain and pleasure
all mixed up. Again and again he pounds into me with firm force. My
womb starting to open itself up, the energy expanding, moving
through my body. My body now shaking and trembling. Opening more
and more.

“Oh… Oh… Oh my
God… Oh my God…” The pleasure so vast. Blasting away any and all
resistance. My moaning turns into crying, tears streaming from my
eyes, the openness is unbearably painful in all its beauty. While
he continues to fuck me, I expand beyond myself, beyond the room,
beyond the beach and the sea. And while a lazy breeze caresses our
bodies, we dissolve into everything and nothing.


 Logger's Wood

From the Short Story
Collection Seven Days

 


My
husband and I own a cosy inn in the wilderness at the fringes of one of the
National Parks. Our log home is situated on top of a cliff by the
waterside. The spruce and pine forest grows dense behind the house,
while the front opens up to panoramic views of the lake.

We live quite
a bit off the main roads, so we tend to get visitors of the more
adventurous kind. We will do pretty much anything to make sure you
know just how much we appreciate having you as a guest in our home.
Why don't you drop in to find out what a typical week looks like at
the Forest Lodge?

* * *

Come Tuesday, I
am clearing out the tables in the dining room, and my husband is
stocking up the bar when a new guest arrives. He is wearing a
traditional red and black, flannel logger shirt tucked into his jeans and a pair of
sturdy black boots. His strong body is muscular and
well-proportioned, with broad shoulders and slender hips. His
sun-weathered face tells me he spends a lot of time outdoors. By
the looks of his stubble, he has been out in the woods for a
fortnight or so.

I am
wearing my usual attire: a black blouse and skirt with black
stockings and high heels. I can tell by the way his eyes sweep over
my body that he appreciates what he is seeing. I smile to myself,
thinking that he is not too bad looking himself. He asks if he
could have a meal and a room for the night and I tell him it would
be our pleasure to receive him as our guest for the evening. I ask
my husband if he also wants to eat together with our guest. My
husband likes that idea.

While I
prepare the meal in the kitchen, I can hear the guys talking about
what life is like as a logger. From what I am hearing, it is heavy
and hard work, a real man’s job. You might not think so, but it
takes a great deal of skill to do the job right; one slip, a
moment’s loss of focus and you might lose an arm or a leg – or
worse.

When I
bring in the plates, I am thinking that I might as well give the
guys a small treat. So I walk across the room with a bit of extra
sway in my step, showing the fullness of my hips at their best.
When I serve them their plates, I lean over just a bit closer than
what would be considered appropriate, offering them an intimate
close-up of my cleavage. When I walk away, I can feel their eyes
checking out my ass.

The logger is
paying my husband a compliment

“That’s a fine
wife you’ve got there, sir. I can sure appreciate a bit of feminine
form after all those weeks with only other guys for company.”

“I am a lucky
man indeed”, my husband replies. “She takes such good care of me,
don’t you babe?”, he calls out to me.

I look back
with a smile, “Oh, I certainly do. As a matter of fact I have no
clue how he survived before he married me. It was all work, work,
work and no fun.”

“She really
knows how to help me relax”, my husband says to the logger. “She’s
a trained massage therapist, you know. I think there’s magic in
those hands. If the opportunity ever arises, you should really ask
her to give you a massage.”

“I will keep
that in mind.”

The guys
continue to chat during the remainder of their meal. When they
finish I hear my husband asking the logger if he would perhaps like
to relax in the sauna after the meal. The logger likes the idea and
heads off to the sauna.

My husband
comes to me in the kitchen, kissing my neck, while hugging me from
behind.
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