
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Devoted to Her Pleasure

        

        
        
          Cunnilingus

        

        
        
          True Stories

        

        
          Published by True stories, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DEVOTED TO HER PLEASURE

    

    
      First edition. January 3, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 True Stories.

    

    
    
      Written by True Stories.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by True Stories

	    

      
	    
          
	      BDSM

          
        
          
	          Under Control

          
        
          
	          Tied and Willing

          
        
          
	          Power Games

          
        
          
	          Discipline and Temptation

          
        
          
	          Down with Taboos!

          
        
          
	          1,2,3… Orgasms

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Bisexuality

          
        
          
	          Both Ways

          
        
          
	          Between Two Bodies

          
        
          
	          Threesome Games

          
        
          
	          The Geometry of Desire

          
        
          
	          Between Two Fires

          
        
          
	          Fucked by Everyone

          
        
          
	          Fucking Every Which Way

          
        
          
	          Long live polyamory!

          
        
          
	          Two Cocks are Better than One

          
        
          
	          Crazy About Sex

          
        
          
	          Girls and Guys, All In

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Candaulism

          
        
          
	          Watch Me

          
        
          
	          Watching to Feel

          
        
          
	          The Evening Guest

          
        
          
	          Shared Gazes

          
        
          
	          Exposed in Every Way

          
        
          
	          Unusual Swinging

          
        
          
	          Shared With Her Consent

          
        
          
	          Insatiable

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Cunnilingus

          
        
          
	          Goal Fuck

          
        
          
	          In Search of The Lost Apricot

          
        
          
	          Between her Lips

          
        
          
	          Devoted to Her Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fetichism

          
        
          
	          Fetichism In Five Movements

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Milf/Cougar

          
        
          
	          Milf Shake

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Milf Madness

          
        
          
	          Hotter Than Ever

          
        
          
	          The Mifs Next Door

          
        
          
	          The Pleasure of Experience

          
        
          
	          The Wardrobe of Fantasies

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Sexcapade

          
        
          
	          Thirty Shades of Desire

          
        
          
	          Fragments of Pleasure

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Ace of Hearts
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Fabien, 28, a rock fan with a rich and unbridled sexuality, tells us about his latest adventure with his favorite partner: the beautiful Beatrice.

Hello, my name is Fabien, I'm twenty-eight years old, I have a PhD in economics, brown hair, hazel eyes, long slender hands, an angelic face, a strong sexual appetite, lots of friends I chat with online, I'm passionate about the Renaissance period, and I still live with my parents. A "Tanguy," you might think? The story is actually a little more complicated than that. But we're here first and foremost to talk about sex, right? In this story about sex, I'm going to tell you, without further ado, about Beatrice's last visit to my house. Because, yes, I live with my parents, but at twenty-eight, I obviously have a sex life.

A very provocative lover

I even have several partners, each of whom knows about the others, and everything is going well. Far be it from me, for the moment, to think about any kind of commitment; I like this plurality in the sharing of the senses. So Beatrice arrived at my room last Friday at around 2 p.m., knocked on my door, and then slipped through the crack like a cat. I adore Béatrice. She's one of my favorite partners. She's a tall young woman, six feet tall, with very short blonde hair à la Pink, green eyes, adorable dimples, sublime and wonderfully opulent breasts, a nice round ass, and a smooth pussy with just a tuft of hair above it, a sort of certificate of blondness! Yes! A wasp waist topped by a pair of slender legs with skin as soft as silk and a light, heady perfume that's not too overpowering. That's Bea, kind, thoughtful, always attentive to my pleasure and well-being. A gentle woman and a sublime lover. I love the time I spend with her.

We have our rituals, she knows what I like and doesn't need to be asked twice to please me. It always starts with a striptease that drives me crazy, I feel my cock slowly numb with desire, she slowly strips off and as she does so I feel my member come to life and swell to the rhythm of her lascivious undulations.

Then, again, as is our custom, she approaches me, wearing nothing but stockings (white, my absolute favorite) and a white garter belt. She leans forward, one of my other "addictions" being to see her heavy but firm breasts hanging at right angles to her body. I find women's breasts in this position incredibly exciting. I love to see her already erect nipples pointing towards the floor, the softness of her breasts really coming into its own at this moment, and the gentle swaying movements are as erotic as can be for me.

Then she unfastens my belt and unbuttons my fly or unzips my pants. She slides her hand, which is always cool, and caresses my cock through the cotton of my underwear. I love it! It's somewhere between a massage and a caress. She slides down to my balls, plays with them a little before moving back up, "scratching" the underside of my shaft with her red nails, and finally gently touching my sensitive glans. At that moment, I always wet my boxers. She caresses me like this for a long time, and I love the sensual tension that binds us together.

When she feels me getting hard, she proceeds to undress me completely. She knows how much I love her soft, airy movements; she has long, nimble fingers that fascinate me. She always leaves my briefs or boxer shorts on until last. She looks at my package as if it were a Christmas present. I love seeing the desire in her eyes at the precise moment when she releases my cock from its soft covering. She says I have one of the most beautiful cocks she has ever seen. Well-proportioned, rather thick with a "little turtleneck" due to partial circumcision because of phimosis (a narrowing of the foreskin that prevents the glans from being exposed, or, for girls, it's the clitoral hood that can prevent the clitoris from being exposed). Beatrice then praises my cock and its grace, and I love these compliments about my virility! I know it's a little silly and that a man's pride shouldn't be limited to the glory of his penile appendage, but what can you do? Everyone has their little weaknesses, and I like it when people praise my little stick.

She then puts a condom on my fully erect cock and straddles me in a sixty-nine position. For a moment, we do nothing, she just continues to "talk" to my cock, as if a secret conversation were taking place between Bea and her, and I am entranced by her sex.

The scent of her body

It does it to me every time, I feel my excitement skyrocket. I love being able to examine her pussy in detail when it's just a few inches from my eyes. Above all, I love her scent, that subtle fragrance that some women have when they're aroused. Some vaginas don't stimulate you at all, while others completely overwhelm you, as is the case with Beatrice's vulva. She is always freshly waxed (except for her little tuft that glistens in the sun) and she arches her back in such a way that she opens up like an orchid. The petals of her sex open, as does the delicate eyelet of her anus. I inhale this carnal undergrowth with delight. I open my eyes wide and take in every detail. From her purple clitoris peeking out from under its protective cape to the delta of her labia minora flaring out towards her pretty fuchsia pussy, from her meatus, a small pink slit, to the pink and already dilated mouth of her vagina, already glistening with the dew of arousal. Béa wriggles slowly to make her beautiful little pussy close and open, she plays with her perineum, and I see her anus swell and then retract. It turns me on so much when she does that.

Lick

Then the dance begins. She slides a hand between her thighs and starts to caress herself. Just like a musician, Béatrice is good at doing several things at once. She starts sucking me off and doesn't limit herself to moving her head back and forth. She moves her whole body back and forth, creating a rocking effect on her opulent breasts, whose nipples rub against my stomach and pubis. Her fingers trace light arabesques on her rosebud. She always makes it a point of honor to offer me all of herself, so she spreads her nymphs and exposes her clitoris, which is as big as a beautiful Tahitian pearl. She then teases the edge of her vagina, her oily wetness clinging to her fingers and forming spidery threads. These threads of liquid silk sparkle and dazzle me. She taps her sex and the wet sound she makes makes me swell a little more. The sounds that seem incongruous or embarrassing to many during sex are another source of extreme arousal for me. I love the "music" of sex, bodies talking to each other, bodies liberating themselves, and their onomatopoeia or other rumblings are a melody that carries the harmony of two beings who are now one.
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