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 BUNKER
DOWN PANDA BOY

Bob was an Albanian body builder. He
lived in an old machine gun bunker made of concrete in a forest.
He’s a ghost from a blood feud. Once he had been a hard bastard and
body builder, now he was a randy spectre. Pito was Bob’s
girlfriend; she lived in an abandoned red Fiat Panda hidden in a
forest. The car would never run again but that didn’t matter; it
was a knocking shop for ghostly fun, frolics and fucking. Like the
couple, the car was a strange thing. Was it real?

Come on sweet soul
mother fucker; come on sweet soul mother fucker! Come and sit on my
face, let your pussy juice run over my lips and down my throat. Do
it now my baby, my sweet soul mother fucker...
Bob sang to himself, in his mind. He wasn’t alone
in hearing this.

“Yo! Bob you big turtle; stop singing
that lewd sexual song. I know it’s about me!” remonstrated Pito,
frowning.

“Hey sis! I aint singing out
loud. Am I?” replied Bob, looking hurt. Shit, she heard my thoughts!

“Damn right I did! My psychic link is
strong, don’t forget,” shouted the girl, still annoyed.

“Well... okay, yes, I was singing about
you, in my mind. I know you can hear my thoughts but some things
are meant to be private. Like my thoughts, you know?”

“Your admission doesn’t make it okay to
think and then sing about doing rude things to me. Yes, I can read
your mind but that I can’t help. I am a psychic ghost, aren’t
I?”

“I have my own mind and if I want to
sing, in my head, I will. So deal with it okay?” grumbled the large
Albanian body builder, reaching down to scratch his
balls.

“Okay... look maybe I overreacted.
Being dead aint too much fun you know?” said Pito, frowning
again.

“I know. Look, we’re both dead, so
let’s get used to it. We can’t change it, can we? In fact...” he
answered.

“That’s obvious. I still remember very
clearly, my death. I know we can’t change it,” replied the girl.
“What were you about to ad, ‘In fact,’ what?”

“I remember my end also,” said Bob,
looking into Pito’s eyes. “I meant this, ‘In fact come and sit on
my face!’” explained the eighteen stone power lifter, flexing his
upper body and smiling.

“You cunt! You really are a bastard,
aren’t you Bob!” screamed Pito, going red in the face. Suddenly her
anger slackened. She showed another side. “Okay, I’ll sit on your
face. Even though we’re ghosts. We’ve fuck all else to do, have
we?”

“Eh? You will?” stammered
Bob, taken in by Pito’s sudden mood swing. Is she fucking with me? I better play along before she changes
her mind.

“Lie down then, put your head there and
your legs there,” indicated the red haired girl, pointing to the
slope where they stood. Trees shielded them from the
sun.

“Right then, I’m on it. Head at the
top, legs facing down hill.”

“Get on with it then, before I change
my mind!”

“Okay, okay! It does seem a bit
bizarre, ghost sex!” he guffawed, kneeling and then lying
down.

“Bizarre? I’ll give you bizarre, now
get down!” Pito shouted, taking off her silver hot
pants.

“Whoa! You’ve got no panties
on!”

“That’s right, what did you think I
wore? Huge granny knickers?”

“Erm... no, bareback commando is
fine.”

Pito sat on Bob’s face. In
his mind he started singing his ridiculous song,
Come on sweet soul mother fucker; come on
sweet soul mother fucker! Come and sit on my face, let your pussy
juice run over my lips and down my throat. Do it now my baby, my
sweet soul mother fucker...

It would be quite hard for
him to sing with a nice peach shaped butt on his face, with a pussy
over his mouth. Never mind licking pussy juice, from a ghost! Good
job he could sing in his mond. Come on
sweet soul mother fucker; come on sweet soul mother fucker! Come
and sit on my face, let your pussy juice run over my lips and down
my throat. Do it now my baby, my sweet soul mother
fucker...

---

Bob met his end in an Albanian blood
feud with a neighbouring family. A brother in the enemy family had
an affair with Bob’s sister, Puna. Bob didn’t approve of this and
put a stop to it; the man who Puna was seeing was married. A word
with his sister only made her more stubborn, digging her heels in
and seeing the married man on the sly. Bob knew about this, he
followed his sister when she went out on her forays to the married
man. Her sneakiness wasn’t enough to keep the affair
secret.

Bob waited behind a stone
wall, hiding in the shadows. In his hand he carried a big twelve
inch kitchen knife. Before him was a small house, where the married
man and his sister were inside. What were they doing? Leaving his
hiding place, Bob crept over to the front window. Very carefully he
looked through a gap in the curtains. Fuck! I don’t believe it! Look what they’re
doing!

A sight of upmost pleasure
greeted the body builder. His hand tightened upon the knife as he
watched. Squinting against the bright light, he spied his sister
sucking the married man’s cock. Her head was moving up and down,
making the man moan. The moans were faintly audible through the
glass. I’m going to kill you, you enemy
cunt! Just you wait!

And sat next to the enemy was his wife!
It looked like she was in on the hideous affair! How was this
possible? She was naked, like Puna was. Both ladies were giving
pleasure to the man; this was obvious with the look of pleasure on
his face and his moaning. His wife was grinning and tickling his
balls!

“Fuck waiting, I’m going to
do this now. I’ll kill that greasy fucker who de-flowers my
sister!” muttered Bob, slowly standing up and making his way to the
small wooden front door. Bob was going to kick the door in but he
tried the brass handle first. It opened! The thick cunt hadn’t locked the door in his haste to get his
rocks off! Silently opening the door,
Bob went inside, into the dark hallway and shut the door.
Controlling his breath, he listened for signs of discovery. There
were none, the man kept moaning and one of the girls was laughing.
It was now or never!

Locating the door, that led into the
main room where the sex was taking place, Bob burst in and
committed war. He screamed curses in Albanian, damning both his own
sister and the married couple she was involved with. Knife at the
ready, he swung into action. The surprise was total, no defence
stopped him.

Pushing his sister aside, Bob aimed a
knife blow at the man. His blow missed its intended target, the
man’s throat but caught him in the chest. The blade sunk in three
inches. Pulling it out, Bob stabbed him again. Falling on to the
couch, the man was out cold. Slapping the wife, Bob was in control
of the situation. “I asked you to stop this affair, what did you
do? You continued to come here, didn’t you Puna?” whispered Bob. He
was deadly serious. He said it again when Puna didn’t answer, she
looked down at the wounded man who had been her lover.

“What do you care about me? You don’t
even know me, Bob. Do you? What do you care?” Puna challenged, not
caring she could be next.

Bob was silent now. He looked down at
the bleeding man and at his sister. Anger filled his entire body
and he couldn’t stop himself from acting. A red mist enveloped him;
it was like a river of molten lava. He shouted and screamed, tears
of rage ran down his face and his hands moved like a robot. In one
hand he held a huge knife.

Puna held up her arms before her face
to try and ward off the attack from her brother. It only delayed
the inevitable. Her screams added to the confusion and bloodshed,
for two minutes she vainly tried to fight back and defend her life.
It was hopeless. Her brother knifed her twenty eight times and
murdered her outright. Turning to the unconscious husband Bob
kicked him to see if he was alive. Seeing him move and groan in
pain, he finished him off with five knife thrusts to the chest.
Blood flowed like a fountain. It was carnage.

The wife had been quietly
crying while two people were butchered right next to her. It was
she who stopped the last act, the murder of herself. She had a gold
six inch hair pin holding her hair in place. Quickly reaching for
it, she took Bob by surprise as he gloated over his main victim –
her slain husband. His wife had her revenge. A single deep prick
into Bob’s heart finished him. He was dead before he hit the
floor. You evil man! That’s what you
get for killing my husband and my friend. I hope you go to
hell! thought the wife, anger
engulfing her. Her name was Marsha. Now she was a widow, who took
revenge upon her husband’s killer. A blood feud had been settled,
old skool Albania way.

---

Bob never went to hell. He haunted the
earth, being stuck in the village where he lived his life till that
fateful evil day. Pito was earthbound too, her story was a little
different but just as bad.

Pito was a strong willed lady and
always got her way. Until she met a man who was her match; this
could only end badly, in trouble. Pito was born in a village over
the hill from Bob, the fiery companion who she spent her time with.
They were a good match; if a mortal person could see them they
would think the body builder was the fiery aggressive one. In fact
Bob was normally very placid but with a temper when riled. Both
abided by their country’s blood feud rule, if a wrong was done it
had to be avenged.

One day after her twenty-third
birthday, Pito was hung over and making her way back from a
friend’s house. Her head was heavy with alcohol and a huge banging
headache, clouding her vision. She stumbled into an old man selling
wooden carvings of churches and the Virgin Mary, upending his stall
and contents. Small intricate carvings scattered this way and that.
Pito tripped over one and fell. She landed heavily upon the man; he
fell off his stool and ended up on the dirt roadside.

The old man cursed and pulled out an
ornate knife. Looking down at his damaged carvings and then over at
the girl, he acted. He gruffly said, “Now you’ll pay for that,
ruining my business. Do you know how long it took to make those
carvings? Do you, you fucking bitch?”

“Hey man, just chill out. I’m sorry. It
was an accident,” replied Pito, trying to get up. She was on all
fours when the man stabbed her in the leg. The blade bit deep. She
fell back down and whimpered in pain, before recovering and kicked
the old bastard in the face.

Her kick was enough; it propelled the
man head first into a brick wall. With a thud, his head split open
and he fell to the ground, with vacant eyes staring up to the sky,
dead. His knife was by his side.

“Ah fuck! Look what you made me do, you
old get. And you stabbed me, you actually stabbed me! Fuck!”
shouted Pito, reaching over and picking up the knife. She kicked
out again, this time sending half a dozen delicate carvings into
the road, where a passing Audi gangster car drove over them and
reduced them to splinters. Finally standing up, Pito fled the scene
leaving a trail of blood from her leg wound. She wouldn’t be hard
to find.

It was the wood carver’s son who found
Pito. He heard about the death of his father, tried to track the
blood trail but it petered out in the forest. This was no trouble;
he was a trained tracker from his Albanian army training and knew
how to do a grid search, till he got his quarry. Creeping up on
Pito’s wooden shack that was her humble abode, he was prepared and
ready for action. It was over in thirty minutes.

A Molotov cocktail tossed through the
single dirty window was enough. The untreated old wooden structure
went up like a bonfire, with her leg wound slowing her down the
girl never got out. She burnt alive, ending another Albanian blood
feud and evening up the scales. The normal exchange rate in this
age old tradition of settling old scores in blood, one dead from
each family to keep a tradition going, stretched back to medieval
times. It was called a blood feud and was an evil thing.

---

Pito was sprawled out in her old
abandoned Fiat Panda MK1 car in the forest. Bob was on top of her
making love to his bad tempered bitch. She was a bit pissed off due
to being dead. The front passenger seat was adjusted flat to allow
the two ghosts to enjoy dead flesh pleasures.

Bob sang a song into Pito’s ear. “Come
on sweet soul mother fucker; come on sweet soul mother fucker! Come
and make love to me, let your tight pussy swallow my big cock. Do
it now my baby, my sweet soul mother fucker...”

“If you sing that song again I swear,
I’ll fucking kill you!” spat Pito, annoyed. She tried to bite Bob
on the chin but missed.

“Nice try love,” he laughed. The song
came again, “Come on sweet soul mother fucker; come on sweet soul
mother fucker! Come and make love to me, let your tight pussy
swallow my big cock. Do it now my baby, my sweet soul mother
fucker...”

He thrust deep into Pito’s cunt, again
and again. The car’s suspension rocked in this ghostly action. Was
the car also a ghost? What was its history?

“You’re a real bastard Bob. Oh my, that
feels so fucking good,” she whispered, enjoying the
action.

“I know you love it bitch, I’m the
best. The joys of being dead!”

“Yes, you cunt. You bound me to your
side in that magic ritual and put a spell on me, damn you Bob! But
you fuck so well.”

“I know, I know, Pito my bitch,” he
grinned.

“Bastard!”

“Come on sweet soul mother fucker; come
on sweet soul mother fucker! Come and make love to me, let your
tight pussy swallow my big cock. Do it now my baby, my sweet soul
mother fucker...” On and on shagging went, in a rusty red car in a
forest in the Albanian wilderness. A quaint forest
scene.

“Come on sweet soul mother fucker; come
on sweet soul mother fucker! Come and make love to me, let your
tight pussy swallow my big cock. Do it now my baby, my sweet soul
mother fucker...” echoed through the car.

A man and his hunting dog walked past
the rocking car. He didn’t stop to watch the steamy action or to
listen to the bad song or female groans; nor did he laugh at the
small car, rocking on its suspension due to the rampant pussy
pumping. Zando the huntsman carried on walking, watching his dog
and alert for any wild bore that would make a nice roast meal. His
gun rested upon his shoulder. These two ghosts, three including the
car, were stealth ghosts. Nothing and no one could see or sense
them.

---

Back in 1986, the red 750cc Fiat Panda
was involved in a bad crash. Driving conditions on Albania’s roads
were amongst the worst in Europe and five people died that awful
day. Hitting a lorry head on and spinning off the road into the
forest, the car was a ghost! Strangely, none of the five people
killed in the Fiat were ghosts. It was the actual car that haunted
the forest.

Pito was a ghost with no home except
her run down wooden shack, which was now a burnt out shell. The
nearby village was full of ghosts, from other blood feuds, gang
wars or accidents. She didn’t want to fight them or even be near
them, no the forest was her haunt and the car her home.

One day when exploring the forest, she
saw something shimmering in the trees. Thinking it was the sun, she
rubbed her eyes. At first she saw nothing. On walking closer, she
saw more shimmering and then a car appeared! Wide eyed and swearing
in disbelief, Pito knew what it was. A ghost car! She guessed
correctly that it had crashed off the distant road and rolled down
the hillside, into the tree lined valley and a very remote area. Up
above on the hill ran the Adriatic Highway. Did she know the real
smashed car and bodies had been lifted out by
helicopter?

Trying the driver’s door,
she found it opened easily. She sat inside and immediately felt at
home. This is so cool! It can be my new
home; I can sleep and live in here. A ghost car, no mortal will see
it and the ghost from the town won’t be interested in this little
car. They’ll want German gangster cars, like Audis and
Mercs, she happily thought.

No more roaming the forest with no home
other than sleeping under trees, for this blue eyed Albanian
lady!

---

Bob lived in one of the old machine gun
bunkers that dotted the countryside. There were over one and a half
million small gun bunkers in Albaia, each made to accommodate two
men with a machine gun and ammo. A firing slit gave good fire and
each town or city was surrounded by these concrete
emplacements.

Built at huge cost in labour and money,
the bunkers were now a part of the natural landscape, still waiting
for a war with Serbia that never came. A monument to the past and
what was before.

After he had been killed, Bob haunted
the town for three months but he was forced out of his new home by
a local gangster mob. They took over his small one bedroom
apartment in the centre of town. The human inhabitants of the
apartment never even knew it was haunted. He still frequented the
town because he liked it and missed the action. Who was fighting or
fucking who. The gangsters couldn’t force him out of the town, just
his home, they weren’t strong enough to banish him permanently and
he couldn’t be killed, Bob was already dead!

Finding the dozen or so abandoned
bunkers in the forest, he picked one that was furthest into the
trees. No one cared for them now, the trees weren’t cut back to
give a clear field of fire and people weren’t bothered about a war
with Serbia anymore.

There was something about the rough
concrete, natural setting and aura of a war that never came which
Bob liked. It reminded him of the ghosts, stuck on earth and
unwanted by anyone. He, himself, was unwanted. That is, until he
found Pito asleep in her Panda car in the trees.

---

“What the fuck?” muttered the muscled
body builder. Walking closer, he saw a girl asleep in the
car.

He never realised she was a ghost, in a
ghost car. He tapped on the window. When nothing happened, he
knocked harder. This time she woke up. And screamed, then mouthed
every obscenity there was in the Albanian language, at the intruder
who woke her up.

“Hi, I’m sorry to wake you. Please
don’t be mad at me,” Bob commented. He was aware how silly he
sounded and looked. Eighteen stone of prime muscle, being
humble.

The girl was suddenly silent and stared
at Bob, now seeing him for the first time. Really seeing
him.

“Hell, you’re a ghost. A real ghost
just like me,” Pito said. Unsure if he could hear him, she opened
the door and allowed him to come closer. She said it
again.

“Hi. I just saw you asleep in your car
and wondered who you were. How did you drive all this way into the
forest? The road is hundreds of yards away, up the mountain,” he
said.

“Hi... did you not hear me? I’m a
ghost. I’m dead, like you are. I never drove this little car into
the forest, it’s a ghost car too,” explained the girl, as if she
was talking to a child.

“Oh, right. I didn’t realise, I’m
sorry. Yes, I guess I am a ghost. I’m Bob anyhow.”

“Right. Nice to meet you. I’m Pito.
This car is my home and I live in the forest, as you can
see.”

“Alright. You must like the solitude
and being out in nature. I live in a small machine gun bunker,
about a mile north of here,” Bob commented, pointing into the
trees.

Pito thought for a bit. “Yes, being
here is nice and no one bothers me. Not even the local hunters can
see me, nor their gun dogs sense me. I find that odd but its fine
for me.”

“So you don’t ever go into the town
then? Myself, I like to go cos I like the place,” muttered Bob,
thinking. “You know, it’s strange why the dogs can’t sense us, you
know, cos we’re ghosts. We must be stealth ghosts!”

“No, I hate the town. I died near
there, I never want to go near that fucking shithole again!”
shouted Pito, angry now. “And who gives a fuck about dogs?” she
added.

“Okay, I’m sorry for reminding you.
Please be calm. May I join you? I get very lonely, out here alone,”
Bob honestly said looking down at the leaf littered
ground.

Sighing, Pito leant over and
opened the passenger door. She watched Bob walk round the car and
get in. I wonder what he’s like at
fucking? He sure is a big guy, must’ve been a body builder when he
was alive. He seems quite nice actually...

Bob struggled to fit his huge body into
the small front passenger seat. With difficulty, he closed the door
and looked over to Pito. He sensed her thoughts and knew she liked
him but also that she had a temper to be feared. That made him
wary.

“Don’t piss me off!” she said,
confirming his suspicions. Obviously, she could read his
mind!

“I won’t, I promise,” Bob
lied.

“Okay, you better not. I’m serious!”
she growled.

Come on sweet soul
mother fucker; come on sweet soul mother fucker! Come and sit on my
face, let your pussy juice run over my lips and down my throat. Do
it now my baby, my sweet soul mother fucker...
Bob sang to himself, in his mind. He wasn’t alone
in hearing this and he prepared for the storm to come. What the
hell had he gotten himself into? I’ll
have to use a magic spell to bind her to my side...

---

 

 

 HELL
FIRE FAIRIES 

Stacy was a girl who was just like any
other; she had nice long light brown hair and grey eyes that were
full of intelligence and life. She was a tall captivating lady with
a full figure and ample assets, not too big. She caught the
attention of a guy quite early on in her life. His name was Nigel;
he was only two inches taller than her and of equal intelligence
and creativity. He was an author matching her career as an artist;
both were the best in their fields and had made considerable money
from their endeavours. Neither was materialistic both lived for one
another and the simple joy of being together and of their
unconditional love. For five years they had been together and they
were planning a pagan hand fasting wedding the next summer, it had
to be right and just for them. Something very special to remember
that day bringing them closer together, the start of the rest of
their young lives as a couple, joined as one. Both had the same
tattoos on their left arms, a dark fairy with the words “Hell Fire
Fairies” delicately inked on by their local
tattooist.

---

Stacy’s grey eyes sparkled when she
greeted Nigel when she came home from teaching part time at the
local college, Stacy smiled holding Nigel’s gaze. She walked over
and embraced her lover, kissing him slow and passionately on his
lips. He didn’t mind this break in writing his new gothic
horror story on the computer, a follow up to his two earlier best
selling books. His hand found her waste pulling her closer towards
him. Slowly he moved it down the back of her light weight summer
skirt feeling her firm backside under the delicate expensive
material. Onto her thighs, which were seductively visible in the
bright daylight in an inviting outline, quickly he ran his hand
lower up to her lower legs and lifted the skirt like a spring
breeze. He smiled and kissed his bride again enjoying the timeless
moment, bringing his hand up the smooth flawless flesh of her upper
legs. He groaned in ecstasy, this was his most favourite place
leading to somewhere even better but Nigel was a legs man first and
foremost. And Stacy had superb legs; she moaned gently leaning on
him as he caressed her legs in gentle circles turning her on. For
minutes he did this, she leaned into him kissing him and then she
sat down on top of him on the computer chair. His hand remained
where it was between her luscious legs. Getting comfy she kissed
her man deeply with tongues hers meeting his, exchanging spit as
Nigel called it!

No words had been spoken since she
returned from teaching; none needed to be, love crossed all
boundaries especially unconditional love. And this is what this
couple had in abundance. Both were very alternative, not just in
their creative careers, being tattooed and into gothic/alternative
music, they were pagans and absolutely worshipped nature and her
environment, one hundred percent. Their passion for earth based
matters was only exceeded by their love and commitment for one
another. It was nice to know some things in their lives were
permanent. She joked their love was more permanent than the tallest
mountain, even nature would wear the same mountain down to grains
of sand one day and then mounting building would start all over
again. Their love would endure long after their mere mortal bodies
had turned to dust. It was black and white, he loved her and she
loved him, unconditionally. He knew this when his hand found her
warm pussy; quickly flicking her white virgin panties aside he
inserted two fingers up her beautiful erotic fanny revelling in the
warmth and wetness of his lady. She squirmed and wriggled in
absolute anticipation just loving it, eagerly ready for what would
come, love making in the most special and intimate way. Slowly
Nigel moved his fingers up and down Stacy’s pussy enjoying the
feeling of her tightness though she was fully moist. The material
of her panties was soaked, part of her skirt would be but that
didn’t matter, soon she would be naked not needing any second skin
to hide her beauty for they had no secrets or inhibitions. With his
thumb he tickled her clit in a difficult action only few men could
do accurately. She let out a huge groan and kissed him deeper. He
matched her passion and turned her on even more bringing her up the
path that led to the summit. Here she would orgasm in the most
stunning display of enjoyment she knew possible – total heaven
brought on by her pagan lover and soulmate Nigel.

Those cool grey eyes were shut and her
head moved in unison with his while they kissed, he briefly opened
his green eyes getting a snap shot of his lady doing her thing,
surrendering to him totally. He increased the pressure on her clit
and watched the ecstatic expression on her face as he moved his
thumb. Her hand moved to his black jeans and found his cock. It was
bulging through the thick material. Nigel closed his eyes while she
rubbed his dick. It wouldn’t be long till he spunked up in his
pants and not the 1st time. His lady was close to orgasm now she
arced her back and pulled away from kissing, him letting out a huge
scream and rapid breaths moaning in pleasure, “Oh yes, oh yes, oh
yes!”

Wetness covered Nigel’s hand; his lady
was so moist it was unreal. He brought her to orgasm, not letting
up in his effort or technique; he knew just where to touch and what
to do with his darling. Her cum cascaded over his hand, she nearly
fell off his knee. Nigel hurriedly held onto her with his free hand
and satisfied his woman. Stacy’s efforts to make him cum never
stopped, she traced slow circles on his denim where his cock thrust
through. A gradual wetness of pre-cum seeped through the fabric.
His orgasm started rapidly catching Stacy’s so they both came
together, he held his breath groaning and shouting her name when
exotic eroticism overtook him like a rampaging storm tide drowning
everything else out of their world. She screamed and collapsed onto
him, her hair hanging loose from her stormy orgasm. For a timeless
moment they remained in each other’s arms, exhausted by a simple
joint orgasm. Later would come the real lovemaking, both would take
their bodies on an unbelievable trip into sensory
stimulation.

---

In bed Stacy was totally naked with
nothing except a single white satin sheet over her form like a veil
over a gothic princess. She was ‘that’ woman waiting for her knight
to protect her from the evils of the world and bring bliss into her
bedchamber. He walked into the room and stopped a metre from the
bed looking down at his lovely future pagan bride she was really
something. He wanted no one else only her, he belonged to this
woman before him one hundred and ten percent. He wore a simple red
silk robe draped over his shoulders, hanging down to his ankles and
open revealing his hard twitching cock, eight inches of throbbing
gristle pumped full of blood to do his bidding. A smile and chuckle
escaped his lady’s lips. She knew what was to come in the following
minutes, absolute heaven. His jackhammer would pound her pussy into
submission and bring a new chapter in their lovemaking and being
together. He planned to say his pagan wedding vow to his lady while
he made love to her, she would say hers to him? Both had talked and
agreed on this but each kept their verse and words secret till the
time was right, making love. Who would go first? Her because she
was a lady or him due to him taking the initiative? Fate held the
answers. He let his robe fall to the floor and stood totally naked
before his woman. Her eyes took in his well-toned body and firm
figure, almost athletic. She lingered on his cock, that powerhouse
of muscle that brought so much happiness and feeling. All eight
inches of it waiting to be used, she saw it twitch once. With one
hand she beckoned him over to join her in their marriage bed, pagan
man and wife together in idea. In their hearts they were already
married and nothing could ever change that, nothing. He walked over
to the bed and joined his lady, gently removing the single sheet
that hardly covered her and looked at her. Her body was like ivory
and perfect in everyway. Yes, she had a vein on her right leg that
was a slight imperfection but this added to her beauty, like her
neurosis from her breakdown when she was eighteen, half her life
ago now. She would never be right but perfect in his eyes, a lovely
gothic artist of amazing skill.

Nigel’s cock twitched and he gently
wanked himself to stimulate his senses, never taking her eyes off
Stacy. She smiled and opened her legs so he could see her pussy. It
was nicely shaved with pretty nice lips. Parting these with a
finger and gently playing with herself to do her bit, Stacy showed
she had no inhibitions. Her man wanked before her. They watched one
another in a display of voyeurism. Nigel’s big cock throbbed and
pulsed like a live thing when he wanked himself off, quickly
bringing himself to orgasm. He focused his gaze on her cunt, at her
fingers probing into her most secret sacred place. She inserted two
fingers inside to finger fucked herself and then concentrated on
her clitoris, the special nub where all the nerves met bringing
unreal pleasure. Her fingers played a steady rhythm on this area
moving with her body, moaning and groaning coming up to her orgasm.
It started to wash over her, invigorating her body with a feeling
of lust and happiness. She screamed when she came, her eyes swam
unfocused unable to keep her gaze on her lover who came himself.
Nigel’s spunk shot onto the bed sheets and her leg with violence,
such was the power of his orgasm. His gasps filled the room. With
cum dripping from his dick he leapt onto the bed and kissed his
pagan bride to be, whispering, “I love you my Stacy! That was
awesome to watch, it really was.”

“I enjoyed watching you play with
yourself, my dear. And I love you too my darling,” Stacy
replied, kissing her man passionately like it was their last day on
earth. Little did they know what fate had in store for
them?

Grasping his still hard cock, Stacy put
him inside her feeling his eight inch member enter its home; the
snake was in its lair where it belonged. Gently he thrust up into
her using his muscles to propel his thrusts all the way up her lush
tight cunt. How it remained like this, when Stacy was in her mid
thirties was a mystery. Was it because she was a goddess? She
matched his rhythm, enjoying the feeling of having already cum and
working towards that second even more powerful orgasm, what joy!
Missionary style, they made love till Nigel tapped her leg and
indicated he wanted Stace on top. He rolled off her and she
positioned herself on top, guiding his wet missile into the
launcher ready for love. She rocked back and forth. He held her
hips when she found her speed; he traced her toned muscles with his
fingers and closed his eyes, thinking totally of Stacy remembering
this time forever. On and on they fucked doing the oldest human act
of enjoyment that there was, both lovers groaned and moaned in
unison united by heir love and their intimate act. Nigel was in a
reverie when he spoke his pagan hymn wedding verse, struggling to
focus because his orgasm was near:  

“My pagan bride my Stacy, you’re the
one for me and I want to spend the rest of my life with you, only
you. I want you to be my wife, please say yes. And when we’re
together in the world of spirit I want us to be together forever,
as pagan man and wife, hand fasted together from this moment on.
You’re my rose quartz crystal so full of unconditional love, for
our world and me. Do you take me as your husband my pagan
bride?” 

“Yes my pagan husband,” came
Stacy’s reply. “Yes I will be your pagan wife! So mote it
be!”

“Thank you my queen, my pagan bride. I
love you my Stacy,” Nigel replied almost a hostage of his
orgasm and his wife’s beauty. Now it was her turn to say her
vows: 

“Nigel my pagan husband, how I have
loved you since the day we met. I will love you for the rest of our
lives here on earth and in spirit. I want you to be my pagan
husband to be with me through all of the hard times and good times.
You accept me and my disability for what it is and for that I’m
eternally grateful. Will you Nigel be my pagan husband? You’re my
silver cloud and I love you to bits!” 

“Yes my wife, my pagan wife my answer
is yes!” agreed Nigel. “Now we are together as one, nothing will
ever part us, nothing my wife.” Now they were together in
union, it only needed to be made official at the hand fasting
ceremony in the near future by their pagan high
priestess.

Stacy came first the first of many
orgasms, screaming and scratching his chest with her fingernails
drawing blood. This drove him wild and he doubled his effort
thrusting up into her. She screamed and shrieked like a demon
possessed her, the demon of love and orgasm filling her body with
stunning desire and feeling. Her orgasm lessened and faded to a
background sensation, his started slowly coming to him from the
distant horizon like an old friend that gave the portent of a good
time, the lovemaking of his woman. He gasped and breathed heavily
such was his exertion, sweat covered his face and a huge smile
covered his face – Nigel was in heaven. When he spunked up
into his woman it took him by surprise, boom! His cum shot up Stacy
and she screamed in delight, startling her lover who grinned like
an idiot as his orgasm whooshed through him. This was good fun!
What a shame it was over so fast but not before she had another two
orgasms, a good result. Her staying power was excellent. No other
woman was like Stacy; maybe it was what happened to her all those
years ago when the chemistry of her brain had changed forever. One
benefit was that she was a nymphomaniac! 

---

Later in the evening the couple went
out for a bottle of wine and a takeaway to chill in their evening.
Stacy wore a nice blue dress and a light jacket; Nigel had his
trusted leather bike jacket and black jeans on for the ten-minute
walk to the local shops. Neither knew they were being followed by
three young teenagers’ intent on trouble; the dark evening hid the
darkly dressed kids. It also hid the gothic couple.  The lads
spotted them leave their house and planned their assault. Not in
the dark but under the street lamps near the shops, not caring who
saw them. Each punch and kick would be on target in the light. They
watched the couple like a hawk watching a mouse and increased their
speed bearing down on the duo. The tall leader of the lads called
the girl a name, a sentence of insults and swears words. Her
boyfriend heard these and ignored the lads, putting his arm around
his wife. When the first punch came he wasn’t expecting it and he
shouted in surprise, turning round to meet his attacker. He was
just in time for a single left in the face, knocking the daylights
out of him and sending Nigel to the floor. Stacy screamed and
started to run but the two smaller lads were on her before she got
two yards. They kicked her and tripped her up. She fell to the
ground ripping her dress and cutting her knees. Nigel tried to get
up but a well aimed series of kicks pinned him down. The leader
used his dirty skilled street fighting skills, mercilessly kicking
the bigger man in the chest to wind him and cracking his ribs,
wearing him down so he wouldn’t resist. He attempted to kick back
and bring the youth down but his kick missed and only made things
worse. The leader booted the gothic guy in the head like you would
a football. A horrible sound of sports trainer on bone echoed down
the street. Stacy saw this and screamed, “Nigel! Nigel! Oh you
bastards leave him alone, leave him alone! Somebody please help!
Help us!”

Her screams for help went unanswered.
The two ****teen year olds dragged the tall lady down an alleyway
next to the shops so they could rape her. They weren’t bothered
that their mothers were the same age or that it was wrong, the lads
behaved like feral animals ruling the streets in broken Britain.
One of the guys shoved the woman onto the dirty paving stones while
his accomplice lifted her dress up past her knees revealing nice
bare legs and cut knees that bled slightly. He took up position
between her legs and got his small cock out, already hard for the
rape that was coming. The girl screamed and tried to get up. The
other black clothed chav teenager slapped her twice to make her
quiet, he was ready to punch her and break her face if she
struggled anymore. She tried to move but the wall stopped her and
the other boy pinned her down, his mate ripped Stacy’s panties off
and felt her shaved cunt. Even now it was wet with the violence of
the sex attack, having an affect on her body at its most
animalistic level. She stopped struggling and waited what was to
come, her mind collapsed as it did eighteen years before when the
first rape had occurred by her so called best friend. In her mind
she was back in his flat again and eighteen years old.

On the street the tall lad was kicking
Nigel to death, a man over twice the thug’s age and size, beaten
senseless and now dying hovering in unconsciousness. One final kick
and Nigel was out cold, his breathing stopped and he started to
die. If medical aid wasn’t given immediately a murder would occur.
The youth rifled through Nigel’s pockets, finding the ten pounds
for the wine and some spare change and a cheap mobile phone. He
pocketed these and dragged Nigel into the alleyway where his two
pals was raping the man’s wife.

Muffled sounds of sex came from the
dark alley. The first youth was fucking the Goth girl and loving
raping her. He slapped her and scratched her face, marring her
lovely pale looks. He didn’t last long such was his arousal, he
spunked up his victim and wiped his cock on her dress, moving aside
so his friend could take his turn. Undoing his tracksuit the boy
was ready, his mate changed places so the girl couldn’t escape and
to keep an eye out. Slipping his cock up Stacy, the teen grunted as
he thrust raggedly away on her wet sperm filled pussy. The leader
was homosexual so he fucked the corpse he had just produced, what
had once been a fit man in his 30s was now a body. He wasn’t
bothered for the pretty lady being raped; no he took the dead man’s
trousers down and buggered the body. The murderous teens weren’t
alone. While this was going on a crowd gathered at the alleyway to
watch the macabre scene, someone muttered that the Devil was at
work and walking the streets. Another person called and the cops
and ambulance before the single youth on guard chased the snoopers
off so his friends could finish their crime in peace.

Distant sirens echoed over the
rooftops, finished the three youths ran off and left two bodies on
the floor. Nigel and his disabled soon to be pagan bride were dead,
murdered by three feral teenagers who showed no mercy. The cops
arrived too late as did the ambulance, all they found was two warm
bodies brutally beaten and assaulted. The crime scene was cordoned
off and the search went on for any witnesses. Those found were very
hesitant on doing statements, in case they were targeted next. All
knew who the youths were but this went both ways. Criminals ruled
the streets. And so died a gothic couple called Nigel and Stacy,
shocking the community. Why did two harmless alternative people
have to die for no reason? 

---

Weeks after the joint funeral, three
youths had been brought in for questioning. Four witnesses declined
to testify against the youths for fear of reprisals. It was only
due to blurry CCTV film footage of the assault that charges were
brought, not for murder but manslaughter and rape. Sentences were
duly handed out and people, especially the couple’s relatives,
thought it was a travesty of justice and that the culprits would be
out in a few years, unrepentant to kill and mug again.

Strange lights were seen in the
incident area, what was it? Ghostly earthbound spirits trapped
unable to leave the horrific area where they were brutally
murdered? No one knew something odd was happening when people
reported a feeling of coldness on the street near the shops and
alleyway. Nobody believed in ghosts but a rumour was slowly going
around. These ghosts would have their revenge, no matter how long
it took… 

---

 

 

 BANANA
NANA

Janice worked in the catering industry.
She had ten years experience and her own business now. She was a
hard worker who previously had a boyfriend but they recently split
up. Janice wanted to try lesbian lovemaking and she often wondered
if she was bisexual. A plan came to her and it involved some of her
female clients and bananas. When Janice had been with her ex she
had a drunken sex session with his sister. She really enjoyed it
but didn’t remember much of that night and they’d never talked of
it again. It opened up a whole new world for Janice. She
desperately wanted to go there again. So she planned and came up
with this.

While doing catering jobs for her
multitude of contracts, Janice decided to use her flirty charm and
bananas to win the nice ladies over. She made her sandwiches for
Emma who worked at a small bakery. The shop where Emma worked
wasn’t far from Janice’s—a mere two minute walk in the nice market
town of Roxboro. Emma had ordered a ham and cheese roll and a fresh
orange juice. She would get a free banana too, a nice gift for a
loyal customer and good friend. Would Jan get the chance to have
some fun with her banana?

“Hey Emma here's your lunch. Enjoy your
sandwich and drink. I’ve popped in a free banana, it's just ripe,”
announced Janice to her mate at the bakers' shop.

“Oh thanks Janice. I love bananas,”
Emma commented.

“Quite erotic don’t you think?” replied
Janice smiling.  “I’ll pop another in tomorrow.”

“We can have lunch together my dear,”
commented Emma winking.

Laughing at her friend Janice joked,
“We can have some fun if you bring two bananas Emma, would you like
that?”

“Yes two it is. I would love to have
some banana fun. What a good idea! See you tomorrow my dear,”
Janice replied in a flirty tone, surprised her friend took the
initiative. What good luck!

---

The next day Janice went to
work with relish. She so looked forward to a session with
Emma. I bet she shaves that tight pussy
and has small nipples like bullets, she fantasised lustfully.

The morning passed quickly with food
orders for a dozen local places and customers. Soon Janice got to
Emma’s order, a chicken tikka bread roll, juice and a free
banana.

I hope she likes
it, Jan thought wrapping the sandwich
and heading out to the bakery.

Janice's staff covered when she was on
an errand or when she took her lunch break. In a brown paper bag
she carried two bananas, two juice drinks and two rolls. Jan really
liked Emma in a girly sexy way and she wondered what Em thought of
her. She was sure it was mutual but time would tell!

Walking breezily into the bakery Janice
waved at her mate and held the bag up. Emma smiled and went bright
red. Jan knew she was up for it now and she waited till Emma had
her break. The two gals went to the park to find a quiet spot. They
chatted quietly on the weather, men they liked, on music they'd
downloaded and on bananas.

“Did you bring it then?” asked Emma.
Janice opened the bag and took out a large yellow
banana.

“There you go, all yours,” Janice
smirked, winking.

“I can’t wait,” replied Emma
quietly.

“Me neither. I’ve never done this
before. I’m so looking forward to it Emma.”

At the park the gals lazily strolled
over the grass. Janice pointed to a quiet spot under the trees out
of sight, ideal for them. Under the green leafy canopy the two
ladies walked into the dark welcoming privacy of the shade. Many
different size trees grew there, but a nice oak tree provided the
best privacy. Fallen leaves crunched underfoot from last
autumn.

“Yes here we go. We can sit on my denim
jacket by the tree,” explained Janice taking her jacket off and
placing it down on the ground. She carefully sat down leaving room
for Emma.

“It's a nice spot. Hey I’m hungry
where's my lunch,” enquired Emma taking her spot next to Jan.
Opening the bag, Janice passed Emma her roll and drink, taking her
own out too. Emma ate a huge bite, nodding and speaking at the same
time. Jan smiled while eating her own lunch, opening her drink.
Neither gal spoke for ten minutes; they were so caught up in their
meal. Then it was playtime!

“Here we go, my dear. Your banana,”
explained Janice to Emma. Both gals smiled wickedly and laughed
cheekily. Janice took her own out of the bag and held it next to
Emma’s, “Your banana is bigger than mine, Emma! Do you want to peel
it and put it up my pussy?”

“What do you think, sister?” Emma’s
voice was breathless.

Janice slowly peeled the fruit, making
each action a story. Soon the shaft of the banana was exposed. Emma
lifted up her summer dress over her shapely legs and pulled her
panties down.

“I’m all yours babe. Do your worst,”
she said. Emma’s darkly tanned thighs were smooth and lovely.
Slowly she opened her legs, allowing the banana entry to her most
secret place. Jan threw the skin over her left shoulder for good
luck. Janice took in the view of Emma’s fully shaved pussy with
lovely lips. What an invitation! Onwards went the
banana.

“You've got a nice pussy. Very pretty,”
complimented Jan stroking Emma’s inner leg with the
banana.

“Why thank you Janice. I want to see
your pussy later,” whispered Emma. Slowly Jan moved the banana up
Em's inner thigh, tickling it very gently and then moving to her
fanny where she ran the fruit delicately between her silken folds,
grazing lightly over her clit. Janice felt her own arousal heighten
when Emma let out a low moan of pleasure. With a tickle Janice
swirled the banana on Emma’s clit. Another gasp escaped
her.

“Ah, my babe, that's great. I never
knew bananas could do that!” moaned Emma while her best mate
brought her to orgasm with a piece of fruit. Emma moved slowly,
raising her body to move with the smooth rhythm.

Stimulation flowed through
her lower body leading to her clit and rising in intensity.
Emma’s orgasm came down upon her quite unlike anything she had
experienced before, a very natural feeling. Jan
wondered, holy cow is that
normal?

Em bucked like a bronco,
groaning and stifling a scream. Her orgasm receded, leaving her
tingling and numb. Jan put the soft banana up Emma’s pussy. Being
so soft a little broke off onto Em's clit. It went into her shaved
fanny quite easily, an ideal fit. In and out Janice fucked her
friend with the fruit. She moved with it just in time so not to
break the wet banana. Pussy juice was like sticky sweet syrup,
the fruit a sex toy.
Janice's nana was becoming squelchy, a bit of a bog monster,
slurping, slipping and sliding up Emma’s lush vibrant
pussy.

“Oh yes my friend just look at that
banana slide up your lush pussy,” Jan spoke her thoughts, her brown
eyes smiling. The banana wouldn’t last much longer; pussy juice at
body temperature warmed the fruit, making it pliable.

“I think that's about it, Emma. The
banana is all squidgy!” Janice laughed pulling the shortened fruit
out to show Emma.

“Kinda reminds me of my ex's cock. It
was a bit of a stump!” chortled Emma adding, “That was great Jan.
Especially when I came it felt really strange at first doing it
with a banana. Here I’ll play with you when I’ve wiped my
pussy.”

She picked up her bag and removed a
large hanky and cleaned herself off.

“Knew you'd like it. What the heck is
that?” laughed Janice pointing at the banana and pussy juice
covered handkerchief.

“It belongs to Lee who works with us at
the bakery. I said I had a cold! Can’t wait to see his face after
when I return it!” Emma mischievously grinned, her red hair getting
in her eyes. She made herself decent, pulling up her panties and
smoothing her dress. Janice exchanged places on the jacket, lifting
her knee length skirt a bit to show her hidden bits. She wore
yellow knickers! She pulled them down to show Emma, both gals
laughed till they cried.

“Had to make an effort my dear!” Janice
explained wiping a tear away.

“I’d say you took the biscuit or
banana! Yea you stole the show,” congratulated Emma taking the
other banana from the bag to peel it in quick effervescent
movements, like she had done this a thousand, no ten thousand times
before.

Janice didn’t query this; she just
anticipated forbidden pleasures in her mind now to be enacted on
the ground in a nice park in town. Here we go, the banana now bare
and naked almost indecent in the curved phallic shape of it. Emma
got ready, licking her lips and bringing the fruit into position,
slowly moving her hands up Jan’s legs and finding her molten
centre. A full bush greeted her.

“Here we go my friend, up into your
most erotic exotic place!” Emma smiled, blinking seductively and
holding her head so her hair fell over one eye giving her a goddess
look.

“Oh Emma don’t hold me an erotic
hostage! Make love to me with the banana! Please, my dear. Do it!”
Janice begged almost pleading holding her friends gaze.

“Okay, my love, you asked for
it!”

Emma advanced her banana to the edge of
Jan’s hot, swollen flesh. It hovered at the edge, tickling the
periphery with the very pointed tip of the nana bringing a sigh of
utter delight from the horny young lady. Up it went!

Guiding it by two fingers, Em didn’t
mess around. She slowly shoved the full length of the nine-inch
banana up her friend’s vagina then fucked her with it in and out.
Jan’s pussy was wet with juice anticipating the full penetration of
the phallic fruit. If the nana could speak now what would it
say?

“Nice Janice just the
right size and tightness.”

“Oh sweet Lord Jesus Christ! I love the
feeling of that Emma! Don’t stop! Fuck me with my banana!” begged
Janice, not bothered she was blaspheming. If anything it made the
raunchy sex act even more intimate and special.

“May I kiss you, my love, as well as
make love to you?” innocently enquired Emma knowing the answer
would be yes.

“Yes,” replied Janice almost
whispering.

Emma kissed her friend once full on the
lips, Janice welcomed the wet kiss, not resisting or fighting it.
She felt her friend’s tongue and locked onto it with hers and
didn’t let go. The banana didn’t stop pumping in and out of
Janice’s pussy, her moist labia moved up and down the banana shaft
very slowly. What a nice fit the two were – banana and Janice’s
fanny. A match made in heaven. Seconds turned into minutes and
still the two ladies kissed.

One was hovering on the edge of orgasm,
the other kissed like she had never done before, oh the passion of
it! There was something special about being shagged by a piece of
innocent fruit that one would normally eat with sugar on that
really turned Janice on. Emma never even tickled Jan’s clit; she
just kissed her face and thrust the fruit in and out in a nice
steady rhythm. No need to rush this, most of their lunch break was
over but time wasn’t welcome in the equation of two young lovely
ladies and some bananas in this lavish moment. Trust was total and
honesty pure.

Both ladies knew this would stay with
them forever. Although, it could be repeated or it could be a one
off. Time and body chemistry with a bit of lust would hold the
answer in sway to that little question.

Janice came full on, covering the
banana with female cum. Some of it shot out past the fruit that was
up her cunt and went on Emma’s hand. Em smiled devilishly and
licked the fanny juice like it was runny chocolate on a summer’s
day. A nice event in summer under clear blue skies with two
innocent women sharing a moment that lasted forever, never
ending.

After the fun in the park, both ladies
walked a little unsteadily back to where they worked on the
shopping street in town, half an hour over their normal break but
it was okay. Both young ladies could talk their way out of anything
and this they did, Emma gave Lee his fanny stained hanky back it
was still damp and he took it and stared in disbelief at his
co-worker.

“What the?”

“Oh  Lee, it’s just a little bit
of pussy juice, I hope you don’t mind?” soothed Emma standing as
close as she dared to the young man, his breathing increased and he
started to sweat. Rumour had it he was a virgin.

“No, no it’s okay, really Emma. What
did you do?” He didn’t want to ask but he couldn’t stop himself. Oh
what had he said?

“Well that’s fine then Lee
we don’t want any problems now do we? If you’re a good boy and stay
behind after work I’ll show you what I did. Is that okay?” Emma
promised the blushing boy, he nodded a reply.
Would this fun never
end? smiled Emma.

---

Janice got back to her business and
thanked her staff for covering, one girl smiled and wondered why
her boss looked a bit flustered and her hair was somewhat out of
place. Janice saw this look and smiled, whispering to the girl who
was a new member of staff, “Do you want me to show you tonight? It
was wonderful really; I can bring such pleasure to you.”

“Yes. Yes I want you too,” whispered
the eighteen-year-old girl not knowing what she had agreed to but
her body telling her it was daring erotic fun. What on Earth was
happening in Roxboro on that hot summer afternoon? Had a lustful
witch cast a spell over the young people there?

--- 

It was an epic banana day. Emma
finished her working shift and she was good on her word. She let
Lee put a banana someplace special. Do you know where that special
place is? Up her pussy, right up inside it. After work Janice
closed up the business and made the excuse Lee was helping her
clean up.

She stripped him naked and sucked his
little four inch penis, his blond pubes were hardly visible but she
liked the way it twitched in her mouth, he spunked up immediately
inside her gob. She sucked him dry and almost made him cum again
but stopped short of it. He stayed hard all through it. It was
banana time now. Emma stripped off in front of the young teenager.
He blushed and almost looked away.

“Please don’t be shy, Lee. Look at me
if you want. I’m just a naked girl. I’m nothing to be afraid
of.”

Curiosity got the better of him and he
looked with wide eyes – holy cow! A naked woman right there before
him and what was that she held in her hand? A banana? Yes it was.
She peeled it seductively, each peeling action held so much more
than a mere action. It told a story of what was to come. She
beckoned the young man to sit in front of her and she opened her
legs and leaned against the wall. He saw her sex and almost shouted
in glee! Lee had only seen pussies in women’s mags before and
online on rude adult sites.

She reached out for his hand and gently
but firmly placed the banana in his palm and closed his fingers
around it, then guided him to her pussy nice and slowly so he got
the location right in case there was a next time.

Up the banana went to the edge of the
cave and nuzzled the entrance, wanting to come inside. With one
hand Emma opened her piss flaps to show Lee what the inside of a
lady’s pussy was like. It looked different than the biology books
he had studied at school two years ago. How could a line drawing in
pen compare to this? It looked amazing. Slowly the fruit pierced
the outer defences. Still with two hands on it, his and hers, she
guided him inside and let go, nodding and giving
instructions.

“Now in and out very gently. Get a feel
for it, for my pussy in regards the size of the banana. If it pops
out you’ll struggle getting it in so don’t go all of the way in and
out okay? I’ll teach you that another time. You’ve got enough to be
going on with, yes?”

Lee nodded and held onto the banana
with all his might almost damaging it. She sighed and tapped his
hand. He understood what she meant and relaxed his grip then he
began his slow thrusts into her pussy; a new and scary act for him,
a big adventure.

How he’d wanked over this fantasy but
now it was real. His cocked twitched once. Nice and slowly Lee
thrust the banana up Em’s cunt just the way she told him to. Yes he
was getting the hang of this. His thrusts were just right, bringing
a good degree of satisfaction to the young girl. She reached a
heightened state of climax and told Lee to remove the banana from
her cunt and tickle her clit.

Guiding his hand she placed it on her
clit and moved his it in a circular motion. He did this in an
attempt to get the right rhythm. At first, he moved his fingers too
much but he calmed down when she tutted at him and held his
hand.

“Like this nice and gentle
it’s not a race.” Now
then, she thought,
he’ll get the hang of this if I teach him
slowly like a child. Hell he’s not much more than a
child, she chuckled.

He took this as a distraction and
almost lost his rhythm. The woman needed satisfying right now. Emma
was on the edge of a cliff. Her orgasm hung just out of reach,
threatening to topple her into freefall. Her gasps came more
rapidly. She moved her hips in slow motion with Lee’s gentle
thrusts of the banana. The movements continued until she finally
came. She screamed out her pleasure.  Lee seemed off put by
her shuddering release, wondering if it always like this. Finally
it was over.

“Oh Lee that was wonderful. You did it
just right! A bit more practice and you’ll be very good. I’ll
continue to teach you if you want me to, but please, don’t feel
like I’m forcing you.”

“Thanks. I did my best. I’m very new to
this you know. I’m a virgin too,” admitted the shy teen, blushing
and looking down.

Emma stroked his hair and smiled warmly
at him. He looked up and briefly returned it. She was winning him
over and he trusted her now, a good result.

“Well, my friend, if you want to stay
after work tomorrow we’ll relieve you of your virginity. I promise
to take it slow and not shout or be mad at you if you don’t get the
hang of it. I’ll teach you to be a great lover,” offered Em, one
little step at a time.

“Yes please, that would be wonderful.
Yes I accept your offer. No more bananas though,” he laughed
completely at ease now.

“Yes no more bananas,” replied Emma
moving forward kissing Lee on the lips.

---

Janice casually strolled up to Sophie
after work and smiled. “You still want to play? Remember our
previous chat?”

“Erm… yes I do. When?” replied Sophie
quietly, only holding her colleagues gaze for a second before
blushing and looking away.

“How about now? It would be nice and
not take too long. I’d like you to.”

“Well go on then, I should go home but
I can say the bus was late.”

“Fine, a little white lie is all right
now and again,” smiled Janice pleasantly.

She reached up to a shelf and withdrew
a fresh banana from a box. It was a nice yellow one just the right
firmness. Expertly, she peeled it and threw the skin in the waste
bin. Janice embraced her friend and kissed her once then took her
hand, leading her to the rest room where an old settee gave a great
location to have some fun with the girl. Sophie sat down and Janice
lifted up Sophie’s skirt to show smooth freshly shaved legs and
silk underwear. Very posh! Gently taking them down, Janice saw
Sophie had shaved her pubes in a sort of vee shape, leaving the
middle bush but removing the sides, very stylish.

“I like your style, Sophie. Silk
underwear and an expertly shaved bush, very nice,” complimented Jan
to relax her now lover. It worked.

“Oh I did it myself. You know I’m
thinking of starting my own business in it,” replied Sophie
breezily.

“I think you should, I’d be a
customer,” commended Janice positively.

Sophie didn’t resist. If anything, she
egged the older girl on by smiling and pouting her lips in an
erotic fashion. Jan placed a finger up her friend’s pussy, getting
the leverage. It didn’t take much. Her slick skin way made for the
nana to go up, one of many on this exotic day.

Like many times before a woman was made
love to by a banana, enjoying every single thrust and movement. Her
gentle groans filled the room. No one was around to notice but even
if there were, she wouldn’t stop. There was no price upon this lush
enjoyment. The banana was the queen of fruit, especially when it
came to forbidden, erotic, penetrative sex with a bit of Mother
Nature.

All the way in the fruit went, not
stopping until it was well up that pussy then slowly withdrawing to
the outer edge until the cycle continued. In human history how many
people had done this, how many bananas had been up young womens’
shapely lovely pussies?

This seductive, erotic act would never
stop. In a drunken stupor Sophie groaned, moaned, panted and
screamed – she came, bearing her teeth like some wild beast from
time immemorial. The question was – who was next to have a banana
up them? Anal penetration seemed nice but who would dare agree to
such a controversial act?

---
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A series of short erotic
stories

ONE

Reanna walked down to the
beach in the early hours of a new day. She had some things on her
mind, troubling her from the previous few days. Her long standing
boyfriend of four years had walked out on her, with her own sister!
She wasn’t close to her sis but that was no excuse for her to do
this, ruin her life and go gallivanting off with her man. A sad
state of events and that was life, Reanna’s life. She wanted some
fun, not to mope around hoping that her boyfriend would come
back. No I’m going to be strong and
have a little fun thought Reanna. Above her clouds wafted over the sky hiding the stars and the
surf washed onto the sand before her. It was then she saw the man,
naked walking slowly on his own, by the shore. He was just visible
in the twilight; his naked toned body was dark from either a heavy
tan or his complexion, walking with confidence. Reanna kept her
eyes on him and covered the ten metres that separated them both in
slow steady steps, sand giving way between her
toes. 

Looking nonchalantly over
his shoulder the man spotted the twenty something woman coming
towards him, he stopped walking and turned and greeted her with a
friendly wave. In his mind he thought who is this then? I haven’t seen her before. She has a nice
figure in the morning light, just right!

“Good morning young lady how are you?”
said the man smiling.

“Hi there... I’m ok thanks. How are
you?” replied Reanna calmly.

“Oh you know, I’m good. I’m just
enjoying a nice stroll before the sun comes up,” answered the toned
guy, his eyes tracking up and down his companions’ body.

“What’s your name? I’m Reanna. As in
the singer but spelt differently,” Reanna commented. She noticed
his eyes looking at her and held his gaze when they met her own.
His were dark coloured maybe brown or dark green.

“My name is Neo. I was christened
Neovenna now everyone calls me Neo. It’s much easier on the
tongue,” laughed Neo smirking, “my Mother was one for
names.”

“Yes, Neo that’s quite a mouthful.
Anyhow I’m Reanna a local soldier based in the barracks over the
hills up there,” pointed Reanna with her thumb over the
trees.

“Really Reanna, you’re a soldier? How
interesting...”

“Yes, I am and have got three years
service behind me, six months of which is in Hawaii. I’m due to fly
out in two months back to the mainland for a course on advanced
martial arts skills.”

“May I say that you look like you can
handle yourself because you have a perfect body? I think you will
be able to kick my ass!” commented Neo, wondering if Reanna would
be annoyed.

“Really? You like my body? Thank you
for your compliment. I work out two hours a day to be like this, so
my hard work is appreciated then. Fancy a sparing contest?”
explained the soldier.

“Yes, I would like to spar with you,
please be gentle though. I don’t have any fighting skills like
martial arts.”
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