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 About This Erotic Bundle

She Wants Amazing Sex is a collection of 10
Explicit Tantric Orgasmic Erotic Stories. This volume is a mix of
sensuous encounters and more daring adventures, culminating in a
variety of tantric orgasms, including squirting, cervical, womb and
full body orgasms. Also a great bundle for couples looking for
inspiration in the bedroom!

 


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
2019 under the name of She Wants Amazing Tantric Sex: 10 Orgasmic
Erotic Stories Bundle. In this fully revised second edition
from 2020, the selection of stories has been altered and the bundle
also includes a new bonus excerpt from the Explicit Erotic Novel
‘Free To Play’.

 


This is a novella-length book of approx. 34 000
words including additional bonus content.

 



 Daily Grind

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.

* * *

It is just another
Monday at the Forest Inn. Mondays tend to be slow and uneventful
out here in the wilderness. After the last weekend guests have left
in the morning, I usually spend most of the day cleaning up and
preparing the Inn for the week ahead.

I am the
one running most of the day-to-day business of the inn. I take care
of the practical things: making and serving food, changing the
beds, cleaning and stuff like that. My husband runs his own online
business, so he often works from home. In the evenings, he likes to
stand behind the bar and socialize with our guests. Other times he
has to go away on business trips, but thankfully, he usually does
not need to stay away for more than one or two nights at a
time.

When my
husband is working from home, he likes to take a short break every
once in a while. He quite enjoys sneaking up on me from behind.
While I am doing the dishes, I might suddenly hear his voice in my
ear – “Hi babe, how are you doing?” – and feel his lips in my neck
while he caresses my breasts for a brief moment. Other times, while
I am making a bed, bending over to tuck the bed sheet under the
mattress, I might hear him entering the room behind me. Knowing
exactly where his eyes are lingering, I just might arch my back a
little more, in anticipation of the moment when I will feel his
hand slide up under my skirt.

I never
know quite when to expect him but since I like the thought of giving him something
pleasant to look at when he takes a break from his work, I usually
wear a black blouse and skirt with stockings. And high heels – just
because they make me feel so feminine. Sometimes I wear underwear,
other times I go without. That way he never knows what he will
find. I have to admit it also makes me horny to know that I am
accessible and ready at a moment’s notice, should we feel in the
mood.

Tonight
we are both at home. When I am done cleaning up in the kitchen, I
switch off the lights and head for our bedroom. There I find my
husband leaning back comfortably in the armchair we have in the
corner of the room, a glass of whisky in his hand. The lights are
dimmed… laid-back music is playing in the background… I hear my
husband’s voice, “Hey babe, why don’t you strip for me tonight.
Take off those clothes really slowly and show me that stunning body
of yours.”

How can
I refuse? Smiling, I allow the mellow rhythms of the music to enter
my body and begin to move my hips. He is already undressing me with
his eyes, reminding me of how it feels to he held and touched by
him. A ripple of excitement moves through my body. My eyes and my
hips are communicating my growing desire to feel him
again.

I bring
my hands up, and begin to caress myself, unhurriedly sliding my
fingers down my neck and into the valley between my breasts. Next,
I am moving my hands down to my shirt, slowly unfastening it – one…
button… at… a time. I turn my back to him show him a bit of
shoulder, change my mind and cover it again, before sliding the
shirt off my shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. I place my
hands on my behind, moving my hips to the music, showing him what
is coming next. Gradually pushing my skirt down over my hips, I
reveal more and more skin, until he has full view of my ass, for
the moment still partly covered by my lace underwear. Ever so
slowly I then bend down, offering him an enticing view, before
pushing the skirt all the way down to my ankles and stepping out of
it.

Now dancing
for him in high heels wearing only stockings, underwear and my bra,
I am just about to kick off my shoes, when he stops me.

“No,
babe, keep the heels and stockings”, he says, “but lose the rest.”
He takes a sip of whisky from his glass.

So I play with
my bra-straps, slipping them off my shoulders, unfastening the bra
in the back, and then removing it in one swift move, exposing my
breasts for him. Leaning over him, offering a close-up of my
nipples, bringing them tantalizingly close to his mouth. His lips
part, but I back away again before he has a chance to taste me.
Standing in front of him, I play with my underwear, sliding it down
a bit, pulling it back up and down again. Again, turning my back to
him, I slide it all the way down, step out with one foot and kick
it away with the other.

Still in
stockings and high heels, I sit down on the edge of the bed with my
legs crossed. Keeping eye contact with my husband, I start touching
my body, first with my fingertips – up and down my arms, my legs,
in between my breasts, fingers circling my nipples. More aroused
now, my caresses become more vigorous; my hands are squeezing my
arms, my breasts… my fingers playing with my nipples. My nipples
become hard, delicious energy swirling in my breasts. I part my
legs and massage the inside of my thighs.

Leaning back
with my feet still on the floor my fingers move in between my legs.
My husband’s eyes follow my every move.

“Oh
babe, I love watching you enjoy yourself.” His deep voice from the
armchair. “Come on, let me watch you make that pussy nice and wet
for me”.

My legs
open wide now and I massage myself, showing myself to my man. My
breath quickens. I am already wet. My playful fingers are spreading
the wetness out from the inside to the outer folds of my baby
smooth pussy. My mouth half open, I bring two wet fingers to my
lips and stroke my lips with my fingertips. “Mmmmmh”, I insert my
fingers into my mouth and start sucking on them. All the while my
other hand is playing between my legs, fingers flicking in and out.
I look at my husband. My breathing becomes heavier, my legs start
opening and closing as my hips are pushing upwards in
pleasure.

My hands
– dripping wet from my own juices – begin to wander all over my
body. My heavy breathing turns into moaning. I close my eyes and
bite my lower lip, trying to keep my sounds of pleasure inside, but
it is to no avail. “Ah – Aaah… Oh – Oooh – Ooooh”, my delight is
there to be heard. My ecstatically moving body is there to be seen.
His eyes are watching and following my every move, his penetrating
gaze is entering me. But it is not enough – I want more! I want to
feel his flesh deep inside me. I want him to take me, ravish my
body and blast me open.

Opening
my eyes again, my gaze locks into his. My hips now dancing around –
tempting him. My legs spread wide open – enticing him to come
closer. My pussy, moist and juicy – inviting him in. The squishy,
squirting sounds of my horny wetness – my body longing to be
entered, begging for merger. But he keeps on taunting me. Only
watching, yet keeping me spellbound by his unwavering
presence.

At last,
when he decides it is time, he approaches me. Big and hard, ready
to take me, he brings the tip of his cock to the opening of my
hungry, wet slit. I open my legs wider, I push my hips upwards. I
want him inside me. I need him inside me. But he stays put.
Patiently waiting. Feeling into me. Waiting for the moment when it
is impossible to wait any longer. That perfect moment when my
hunger for his cock must be satisfied. Then – and only then – does
he press himself into me, filling me up completely with his total
presence.

With
perfect control, he begins to slide his hard cock in and out of my
pussy, going over my g-spot – again and again and again. “Oh… Oh…
Oooh yes… Oh, oh yes!”, I moan as his thrusts become more and more
intense. Fluids seeping out of me now, lubricating my insides, his
cock, dripping down his balls, over my ass and onto the
bed.

Thrusting with even more resolve, he begins to fuck me
harder. “Uh – uh – uh”, he rhythmically pushes into me, his cock
knowing exactly what pace to keep, to keep me on the edge, wanting
more and more… and more. “Ah – ah – ah”, my moans follow his
rhythm. My hips undulating around his cock, my pussy grinding
against his crotch. Those sensuous, peachy folds and my clit
rubbing against his pubic hair. The pleasure riding my
body.

 


He is fully in
charge now.

Entering me
with his total presence.

Penetrating me
deep.

Again and
again.

Through my
womb.

Through my
solar plexus.

Going straight
for my heart.

Relentless
pressure.

Making me
surrender.

Forcing me to
open –

to him.

Blasting my
heart open –

to the
divine.


 Lunch With Benefits

From the Short Story
Collection The Good Wife

 


A sparkle catches my
eye; I look down at my own left hand. That exquisite diamond ring
has been securely wrapped around my finger for – what? – twelve
years now. We have a good life. You see so many couples that do not
make it… Come to think of it, I believe that more than half of our
friends, who got married around the same time as we did, are
divorced now. It makes me sad. Still, I believe I can honestly say
we have a good thing going. I am aware that it looks pretty
conventional from the outside: a wealthy businessman and his wife
supporting him with his life’s purpose, taking care of the home and
helping him relax after all his hard work. But it works for us,
probably also because…

* * *

As
a businessman, my husband
spends a lot of his time in the office. He has this tendency to get
so wrapped up in his visions and goals, his tasks and projects,
that he forgets to eat or take any breaks. That is why I like to
swing by his office every so often, bringing him lunch, reminding
him to get out of his head and take a moment to relax.

Although
I could easily pick something up from the deli, I often also like
to prepare a home-cooked lunch for him. Today, I have prepared some
quiche with salmon, Italian meatballs, simple cucumber bites and
Greek potato salad with olives, sundried tomatoes and feta cheese,
dripping with premium quality olive oil. Adding to that – a small
bottle of wine and some fresh raspberries for dessert. Dressed in a
tight-fitting, white summer dress and matching high-heeled sandals,
I head into town.

I enter the
office building carrying my lunch basket and stop for a small chat
with my husband’s secretary. She is a somewhat robust woman in her
50’s, wearing the characteristic posture of somebody who is used to
pull not only their own weight in this world, but who is accustomed
to carrying a large part of the world on their shoulders as well.
She greets me with a warm smile.

“Hello Mrs
Hartfield! I see you are coming with lunch again. That is so nice,
you looking out for your husband like that! You know how he can
just go on and on working and working. So I am always reminding him
of how important it is that he takes care of himself… but you know
how men are.” Rolling her eyes, she sighs theatrically.

This
woman has been my husband’s secretary for years and from what I
gather she is doing an excellent job. Recently she became a
grandmother for the first time and she is now proudly showing me
the most recent pictures. I take my time admiring the little
miracle and also compliment her on the good job she is doing taking
care of my husband. Beaming with pride, she tells me that my
husband is in his room and that I can just go in. I thank her and
ask her to make sure we are not disturbed. With a conspiratorial
wink and conviction in her voice, she pledges that nobody will get
past her. We are – after all – sisters joined in the same cause:
looking out for my husband’s welfare.

I enter
the room, locking the door behind me. At the sound of the click, my
husband, who is sitting behind his desk, looks up from the computer
screen. A big, bright grin emerges on his face.

“Hi there
gorgeous! Did Rosaleen have you come in here to put me in my place
for not taking care of myself?”

“Oh yes,
darling”, I laugh, “that’s exactly why I‘m here, because we both
know how utterly incapable you are of managing yourself.” I give
him a kiss. “Are you hungry?’ I thought you might like some
lunch.”

“Yes, that
would be nice”, he says and I unpack the lunch basket.

We enjoy our
meal together, complete with a glass of wine each to sip on. While
we eat, we are chatting about this and that, reminiscing about the
wedding we attended recently and – especially – the fun we had in
the car coming from the reception. At that moment, my husband’s
mobile phone starts ringing. He picks up the phone and looks at the
screen. “Sorry babe, this is really important, I’ve got to take
this. Just hold on a moment; it will only take a few minutes.”

While he is
talking, I am still enjoying my glass of wine. I eat a few
raspberries while I wait for the phone call to end, but the call
just seems to go on and on. In an attempt to regain his attention,
I take a raspberry and put it into his mouth using my fingers. He
looks into my eyes while his lips are sensuously closing around my
fingers, but for all intents and purposes he is still absorbed in
his conversation. It is time for some heavier artillery. After all,
I am here to help take his mind off work and to help him relax.

Kneeling in
front of him on the floor, I unbuckle his belt and open the zipper
of his trousers. Reaching into his underpants, I pull out his cock.
It is already showing some interest, but I am confident I can
persuade it – and thereby him – to become fully engaged in what is
going on here and now. So I begin by licking his balls and take
them into my mouth, sucking ever so gently on them, massaging his
groin and perineum at the same time. His cock firmer now, he is
ready for the next step. With a firm grip around the base of his
cock, I begin to massage the shaft, sensuously pulling and
stretching, my hand moving up and down the shaft – purposefully
avoiding the tip – while my other hand gently massages his balls. I
love the feeling of his cock growing in my hands.

With my
hands resting on his inner thighs, I then lean in and start licking
him like a yummy lollipop, with long, repetitive strokes from the
base of the shaft and all the way to the head. His cock hard now, I
lick it over and over again, from all sides until it is completely
erect and ready for action. I then rest the head of his cock
against my lips, playing gently with it for a while, teasing him.
With a subtle movement, he begins to push his hips upwards. I know
what this means, but I just continue to tease him, hovering above
the head of his cock, knowing that he can feel my warm breath on
his skin.

His
movements intensify. His potent cock is vibrating with presence. I
imagine and can almost already feel that cock inside me, inside my
mouth, inside my pussy. The thought of his hard cock sliding into
my mouth makes my mouth water. I feel a pleasurable contraction
between my legs as my pussy starts to become moist. Mmmmh… Such a
delicious cock, just waiting there, right in front of my face. I
wet my lips and open my mouth…

With a
pleasurable moan I give in to my own desire to feel his cock fill
up my mouth and I begin to suck on it. His vigorous firmness slides
into my wet mouth. I take him in deep. My lips move up the shaft
again. My tongue is circling the head. My juicy lips slide down
again and up and down. I feel his solid presence in my mouth –
almost as if he is inside my pussy as well. My pussy becomes even
wetter.

He leans
back in the chair, closes his eyes and enjoys the feeling of my
tongue on his balls, my lips around his cock and his cock deep in
my throat. Yet, much to my surprise, he continues to have a
business conversation at the same time. Well, he can try, I think
to myself. Standing up in front of him, I slip the dress off my
shoulders and peel it off my body like as snake shedding its skin.
I then unfasten my bra and drop it to the floor. Bringing my tits
right up to his face, I start massaging and playing with them,
bringing my hard nipples to his lips. His interest in the phone
call is wavering. I turn around with my back against him and bend
over, taking off my underwear at the same time, calling his
attention to my round, curvy ass. I open my legs a bit and bend
even deeper. The call comes to an abrupt end.
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