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Chapter 1: Astrid's erotic adventures
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In the next instalment of her erotic tales, the beautiful 28-year-old Astrid tells us about her passion for sex and the joys of lesbian pleasures.

Underneath my calm, wise exterior of a beautiful, curvaceous blonde from a top business school, I inherited several traits from my parents... including the one we're dealing with today: a heightened libido.

I love sex, always have. I jerked off when I was very young, with a teddy bear (which I still have, but which has been retired as a sextoy!) wedged between my thighs, its ear pressed firmly against my pussy. I exerted regular pressure on my button and my lower abdomen miraculously filled with butterflies. Later, I explored my sex with some friends at summer camp. From the gentle touch of my middle-school years, I moved on to dormitories with four girls during courses organized by UCPA from my junior to senior year. And there was no question of just looking at each other's apricots to discover that the other chicks had the same model as you between their thighs! We were naked almost all the time, except for the actual sporting activities, in the showers, in the bedrooms, in the corridors and, of course, in bed.

That's when I started classifying girls according to several criteria. First, of course, the breasts. The first visible and quantifiable thing, a bit like what guys do with their penises. There are, in truth, a few main types of tits. From undeveloped (or not at all) to head-sized nipples (hello, easy to run, jump or even ride!), the varied shapes of the varieties of a beautiful orchard, apples, pears, melons, mangoes, watermelons, the variegated coloration of the areolas, from pale pink to almost ebony brown, as well as their diameter, the nipples big, small, highly erectile and sensitive or, on the contrary, asleep and impassive. There was something for everyone.

Buttocks were also an important marker. The fashion was for "little butts", a far cry from today's Kim Kardashian or Nicki Minaj, but here too, there was something for everyone. The fleshy but muscular globes of horsewomen, the tight little domes of athletes, those where you didn't know where the thigh ended and the buttock began. Few of my peers, in truth, had soft buttocks or washcloths ... some already had a few pecks of cellulite, but nothing substantial.

I discovered pussies, pussy, mussels, apricots and all kinds of cracks! What a shock! I'd never imagined that there was so much diversity in the vulvas of these ladies! For one thing, the hunt for pubic hair had already begun, especially among our gymnast, swimmer and dancer friends. It's not very aesthetic to have frizz sticking out of your swimsuit or bodysuit. As a result, the sexes were exposed much more intimately than when they were hidden away, well sheltered under a carpet of blackout foam. So I took a look at all the "models". From the smooth little girl's pussy, a groove and nothing else, to the exuberant little lips, a crazy explosion of pink, red and brown coral. I found asymmetries that made a pussy identifiable at first glance, overflowing on one side and nothing on the other, almost umbilicated sexes, scowling, as if rolled inwards. An anthology, a representative panel of our intimacies was on show, the origin of the world declined ad infinitum, variations on the same theme. Even more surprising, but obviously natural, was the fact that there was no gender stereotyping in relation to the social status of the family from which the owner came. The daughters of working-class men had smooth, "well-behaved" sexes, while the offspring of some aristocrat had extravagant pussy and pubic fleece worthy of an inextricable jungle. Sex and nudity made everyone equal.

Perhaps I was forgetting the main thing, even though we were largely indifferent to the color of our skin, but there was of course representation of every ethnic group, skin tone and hair color. I remember in particular two cousins of Senegalese origin, as beautiful as African hunting goddesses, slender with breasts so perfect they looked artificial, and three "beurettes" (that was the fashionable name). Rather small (they were doing Gymnastique Rythmique et Sportive, now known as GR), they were slim in stature, their caramel skin literally transporting me, they had the same high, firm tits, but their areolas and nipples each marked the breasts of one or the other. There was only one Asian girl in our group, "representative" of the stereotype we have of them (I've since been to Japan, Vietnam and Thailand, and that's not really the case today), petite, hyperlaxed, with few breasts, very black, shaggy pubic hair and overflowing sensuality.

Finally, although I'd never felt any particular lesbian attraction before, summer, sport, nudity, the bringing together of bodies and festive evenings laced with alcohol and other light but recreational products led me down Sapho's path. The very first time, I was baffled, disgusted even, finding this gaping, smelly wound rather unappetizing. But as one of my grandmothers used to tell me, "You don't know if you don't like it until you taste it". So I plunged a timid tongue into the slit of Chloé, a brunette with magnificent breasts, and I loved her taste on the spot, as if you should never say never. Her cunt flowed gently into the hollow of my tongue, it was a bit of everything at once, iodized, salty, a slight aftertaste of her latest pissou, with musky almost spicy notes dispensed to me by her neighboring anus. I loved smelling her, savoring her. In sixty-nine she was licking my bud with a mastery that quickly made me realize this wasn't her first time. The game quickly turned to "testing" as many cunts as possible, it must be said that the offer was plethoric and that there wasn't a single boy to be found between the teeth or thighs!

I sucked on tits of all shapes and sizes, tasted lips that were hemmed, pinched and soft, and licked pussies and asses to the point of collapse. Every night, we changed dormitories and bunks, and of course we developed sexual affinities, but other discoveries always awaited us.
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Chapter 2: Dong crazies
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Gaëlle, 23, who hadn't had sex in a while, finally succumbs to her desire to give in to lesbian pleasures.

I'm 23 and, since losing my partner three years ago in a motorcycle accident, I've been living with my aunt, Karine, a divorced woman twenty years my senior. After my boyfriend died, I didn't have sex for a long time. I wasn't really interested in boys anymore, and I even wondered if I'd become a lesbian. I'd never dared try it, but I did experience a few fleeting touches and kisses at parties, which only confirmed my desire to try love with a woman. Here's my sex story. 

One night when I was caressing myself alone in bed before going to sleep, I don't know why, I started fantasizing about Karine. I even came when I thought she was licking me. My aunt is a very pretty, attractive woman with sensual curves. At dinner one evening, the conversation turned to sex toys. I asked her if she'd ever used one. She replied that it had happened to her with former lovers, but never on her own. I just told her I'd like to give it a try. Days went by, but I couldn't forget that conversation.

I went on websites selling sexy gadgets, and found one that made me fantasize a lot, because you could use it alone or in pairs: a double dong. I ordered it and, as soon as I received it, I wrapped it in a nice gift box, with a little message: "In memory of a pleasant conversation. From a woman so near and yet so far...". Then I mailed it to Karine. Two days later, the letter carrier rang to deliver a parcel. I shouted that I couldn't open it, that I was in the shower, so that Karine would receive it.

That day, she seemed a little nervous. The next day, she was distant, almost absent. It wasn't until three days later that she asked me at the end of dinner: "Tell me, Annabelle, you haven't played a joke on me this week, have you?" I felt myself blush. I stammered: "Uh, no... Why?" From the look she gave me, I knew I'd just been found out. My stomach was on fire. I looked down, and when I looked back up, she was as red as I was. Then we both burst out laughing. "So it was you?" I couldn't move back. My legs were shaking.
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