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      Chapter One


      

      ‘So, what did you do then?’


      

      ‘I was very bold. I told him I thought he was gorgeous and asked him to take me to bed.’


      

      ‘Just like that?’


      

      ‘Of course. There’s no point beating about the bush is there?’


      

      ‘And?’


      

      ‘I told you, I’d got all dressed up like a dog’s dinner. I mean, I had this slinky black dress with a skirt split up to the

         thigh and one of those bras that make your cleavage look like the Panama Canal. So, as I got into the car the skirt fell open

         and he got a good look at my thighs. And my black stockings, the shiny ones with the lacy tops. His eyes nearly popped out

         of his head.’

      


      

      ‘I bet.’


      

      ‘Naturally, I didn’t bother to fold the skirt back. Actually I managed to work it up a bit so he could just see my panties.’


      

      ‘I’m surprised you were wearing any,’ Amanda Landseer said, laughing. Maggie O’Keefe never failed to amaze her.


      

      ‘I’d thought about it, but I decided on a more subtle approach.’


      

      Maggie was a tall, statuesque woman with a figure most women would die for, and a strong, slightly masculine face with a straight

         nose and high cheekbones. Her large sparkling brown eyes reflected her no-nonsense attitude to life. At the moment the ample

         curves of her body and her long legs were encased in bright yellow Lycra that clung to every contour, emphasising in particular her big breasts. Her thick, jet-black

         hair was cut to an equal length just above her shoulders, its healthy sheen catching the light.

      


      

      ‘And?’ Amanda asked impatiently.


      

      ‘Naturally, he had a great deal of trouble keeping his eyes on the road. He asked me if I always wore stockings. I asked him

         if he liked them and he sort of moaned. So I put my hand down between his legs.’

      


      

      ‘Christ, Maggie, you’d only known him an hour.’


      

      ‘So? I was very attracted to him.’ Maggie was a public-relations consultant for an advertising agency and had met the man

         at a party for one of their client companies who made swimwear. He was a designer.

      


      

      ‘What did he do?’


      

      ‘There wasn’t much he could do. He was driving. He had a hard-on, I’m delighted to say. So I asked him if he was uncomfortable

         then unzipped his fly and got it out.’

      


      

      ‘You didn’t?’


      

      ‘Well, I was creaming too. It was a nice one. Big and very thick. I asked him if he’d mind if I sucked it. He nearly crashed

         the car.’

      


      

      ‘I bet.’


      

      ‘So he pulled over. Fortunately it was a dark street. The controls for the electric seats were in between the armrests so

         I pressed the button and his seat started to recline. Perfect. There he was in all his glory. I slipped it into my mouth and

         gave him a really good suck. He was squirming and groaning like he was in pain. But he was hard. Like steel. Lovely. Unfortunately

         there were too many people about. I mean, we’d left the party early and there were a lot of people walking about and peering

         into the car.’

      


      

      ‘I didn’t think that would have stopped you.’


      

      ‘You’re right, I found it quite exciting. I’ve always liked being watched. If only I’d known.’


      

      ‘Known what?’


      

      

      ‘I’ll get to that later. Anyway it wasn’t very comfortable. So I let him up and promised I’d behave until he got me home.’


      

      With anyone else, Amanda might have suspected that Maggie was spicing the story up but they’d been friends since she moved

         in next door two years ago and she knew the woman was not one for exaggeration.

      


      

      ‘So he drove home, like a bat out of hell,’ Maggie continued. ‘with his cock hanging out of his trousers.’


      

      ‘And your legs still on display?’


      

      ‘Naturally. Do you want another glass of wine?’ They were curled up in big comfortable armchairs in the front room of Maggie’s

         large Victorian terraced house, a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon opened on the coffee table in front of them. It was a warm

         spring evening and the French windows were open on to the garden, a pleasant scent of flowers drifting in on a light breeze.

      


      

      ‘Thanks.’


      

      Maggie lent forward and refreshed their glasses.


      

      ‘Anyway, he’s got this beautiful penthouse apartment in Highgate. Fantastic views. Luckily there’s a garage in the basement

         and we went up in the lift.’

      


      

      ‘What, with his thingy still …?’


      

      ‘Sticking out of his trousers, yes. I don’t know why but that really turned me on. The moment we got inside his flat I just

         couldn’t contain myself. I practically threw him to the floor. Didn’t even bother to take my knickers off. Just hopped on

         top of him and pulled them aside. I was slicker than a jar of cold cream and I bounced up and down on him, like I was demented.

         He was so big. Filled me right up. Right here.’ She dug her fingers into her belly. ‘And you know me. Come at the drop of

         a sailor’s trousers. I think I came three times just in the hall.’

      


      

      ‘But he didn’t?’ Amanda asked.


      

      ‘No. It’s great. He didn’t. He was still as hard as a rock. When I’d calmed down a bit, he helped me up and lead me into the front room. Asked me if I wanted a drink. Believe me, I needed a brandy.’

      


      

      ‘And?’


      

      ‘He started to strip his clothes off. Very unselfconscious. He’s got a great body. Big broad chest covered in a mat of hair.

         Thick muscles like cords of rope. Lovely. When he was nude he poured two drinks and brought them over, his cock sticking out

         like a poker. Then he sat down and looked up at me, like it was my turn to strip. So I did. I had a big gulp of brandy, and

         it was really good stuff, then put the glass down and started unzipping my dress. I put one foot up on the coffee table right

         in front of him so my skirt fell open and he could see my stockings again, then I peeled my dress away. I saw his eyes moving

         from my thighs to my bra, like he couldn’t decide where to look next. When I slipped out of my bra – and you know I’m very

         well endowed in that department – I just stood there in my little black suspender belt and these thong cut panties and let

         him get a real eyeful.’

      


      

      ‘I don’t think I could ever do anything like that.’


      

      ‘Of course you could. It’s a turn-on.’


      

      ‘And he just sat there?’


      

      ‘Yes. He sipped his brandy and just looked at me. Funnily enough, I found that very sexy.’


      

      ‘You find everything sexy.’


      

      ‘True. Anyway, I slipped my panties off and knelt on the sofa, right on top of him. By that time I was really in the mood

         again. And he obviously was. I held his cheeks in my hands and kissed him on the mouth while I pressed myself down on that

         lovely big erection. God, it felt good. But that’s when it happened.’

      


      

      ‘What?’


      

      ‘I was, like, gone – I mean coming again. His tongue was in my mouth and his cock in my pussy. Wonderful. I had my eyes closed

         and I was quivering. I must have heard a noise. I opened my eyes and there was another guy standing in the doorway behind

         the sofa. He’d got this expression on his face that’s like mild interest, as if we were some diverting exhibit in a museum. I don’t know why but if he’d been drooling at

         the mouth it would have been a turn-off, but the way he was so cool about it just put me into orbit. My whole body seemed

         to clench and I had this incredible orgasm.’

      


      

      ‘Who was he?’


      

      ‘A friend staying for the weekend. An old schoolfriend.’


      

      ‘Did he apologise?’


      

      ‘No. When I came round, Robert, that’s the guy I’m sitting on, calmly introduced us, like it was perfectly normal for us to

         be copulating while I said hello to his friend. We actually shook hands! And then he sat down in a chair opposite, obviously

         not intending to leave.’

      


      

      ‘So, what then – you stormed out?’


      

      ‘I suppose I should have done. But to tell you the truth the thought of walking out never crossed my mind. I had Robert’s

         cock buried inside me and the fact that this guy was watching was an extra thrill. It was for Robert too. I swear he’d got

         harder and bigger. So I start riding him again. I thought I was turned on before but this was completely different. I was

         coming continuously. And I could feel Robert’s cock beginning to spasm. That and those cool eyes boring into me … well, I

         don’t think it’s ever been better.’

      


      

      ‘You always say that.’


      

      ‘It’s always true. Sex gets better and better as far as I’m concerned.’


      

      ‘I wish I could say the same. So did this other guy join in?’


      

      ‘What a suggestion!’ Maggie mimed shock.


      

      ‘Come on let’s have the whole sordid story.’


      

      ‘I felt as if I couldn’t take anymore. I sort of collapsed on the sofa, curled up into a ball of pleasure. I don’t know how

         long it was before I could be bothered to do anything but wallow in the aftermath of what he’d done to me. Eventually I rolled

         over and this guy, Tom he was called, was standing looking down at me. He was naked and he’d got his cock in his hand, wanking it up and down with his eyes a glued to my thighs. He was young, I mean only about twenty, and perhaps he’d never

         seen black stockings before. So I turned around and lay on my back and slowly opened my legs, you know, like an invitation.

         I could see his cock pulsing.’

      


      

      ‘And what was happening to Robert?’


      

      ‘He was still sitting at the end of the sofa, with his brandy glass in his hand. Tom looked a bit scared, like he was afraid

         to do anything. So I told Tom that it was perfectly all right. That I’d like it if he put his lovely big cock right up me.

         And he did. Naturally I was wetter than I’ve ever been but it didn’t put him off. He started hammering into me. Over his shoulder

         I could see Robert watching us. I wrapped my legs around Tom’s back. One of my suspenders popped. I knew it wasn’t going to

         take him long. But it wasn’t going to take me long either. The feeling of him against all that sticky wetness was incredible.

         But it was the thought of it that was the biggest turn-on. The idea of having these two men one after the other, and them

         both spunking me. Christ, just talking about it is making me wet again.’

      


      

      ‘Maggie!’


      

      ‘Well, it’s true. I’m going to have to go and change.’


      

      ‘And is that it?’


      

      ‘Not really. But let’s skip over the rest.’


      

      ‘Let’s not. I want to hear it all.’


      

      ‘Put it this way. The recovery rate of the young is remarkable. By the time Tom’s finished with me, or I’ve finished with

         him, Robert’s was hard as he was in the first place. So I suggested that maybe they’d like to take me somewhere more comfortable.

         We ended up on this king-sized bed with me in the middle. After Robert had another go, Tom got it up again. Wonderful. What

         more could any woman want?’

      


      

      ‘You’re incorrigible.’


      

      ‘Life’s not a rehearsal. And they took me to breakfast at the Savoy next morning.’


      

      ‘When was this?’


      

      

      ‘Last Saturday. I could hardly walk all weekend.’


      

      ‘I vaguely remember that feeling.’


      

      ‘Only vaguely?’


      

      ‘Greg’s not very enthusiastic anymore. Five years of marriage seems to have dulled his appetites. He used to be really good

         at it. But now he just doesn’t seem to find me attractive anymore. Sounds like a letter to an agony aunt doesn’t it?’

      


      

      ‘Have you tried to spice things up?’


      

      ‘God, yes. I spent a fortune on lingerie. Dressed up like a first-class whore. I even met him at the front door in a pair

         of red high heels and hold-ups and nothing else. Oh, he took me to bed, but it didn’t last long. Ten minutes and he’s downstairs

         watching his favourite soap. The trouble is, I really like sex. I always have. I used to be quite good at it too. Now I can’t

         remember the last time I had a really good orgasm, you know, the sort when the earth moves.’

      


      

      ‘Pity. Greg’s an attractive man.’


      

      ‘That only makes it worse.’


      

      Maggie leant forward and poured the remains of the wine into their glasses. She got up and went through into the kitchen to

         get another bottle.

      


      

      ‘Well there’re these counsellors now, for married couples.’


      

      She put the bottle back into the room and opened it, then topped up the glasses.


      

      ‘He’d never agree to that.’


      

      ‘In that case you’ve got two choices.’


      

      ‘Which are?’ Amanda picked up her glass and drank the wine. It had begun to taste a little sour.


      

      ‘Divorce or a fling.’


      

      ‘Basically, I like Greg. He’s a nice man.’


      

      ‘Then have a fling.’


      

      ‘What if he found out?’


      

      ‘Be careful.’


      

      ‘I’m not very good at lying.’


      

      ‘Get good at it. You can do anything if you try. It doesn’t have to be a serious affair, just sex.’ Maggie got up again and

         went to a small bookcase that was crammed with books. She extracted a small, thin magazine from between the tomes. ‘Here,

         look at this.’

      


      

      She handed it to Amanda. The cover was nondescript, plastered with cut-outs of small ads, its title, in large white lettering

         printed diagonally across the page: CONTACTS. Amanda flicked it open. Inside, the small ads were set in columns, each accompanied

         by a black-and-white photograph. She stared at them in amazement. They were pictures of singles and couples. Some were scantily

         clad in underwear, the men in posing pouches, the women in everything from basques with stockings and suspenders, to G-strings

         and lacy bodies and bras. Others were completely nude. More than that, most of the women were lying or bending over with their

         legs wide open so their vaginas were completely exposed. Some even held their labia open for the camera so the mouth of their

         sex was visible. Some had their breasts in their hands, squeezing them together or pushing them up towards their mouth intent

         on showing they were big enough for them to be able to suck their own nipples. The men were less obvious. Most were not erect

         and stood looking uncomfortable. One or two had large hard-ons and stood side on to the camera presumably in an effort to

         emphasise the length of their phalluses.

      


      

      ‘What’s this?’ Amanda asked, flicking through the pages.


      

      ‘What it says. It’s a way of contacting like-minded people. Ones who are interested in sex.’


      

      ‘Have you used this?’


      

      ‘That would be telling.’


      

      ‘Don’t be coy.’


      

      ‘Of course I’ve used it. Why do you think I’ve got it in the house?’


      

      ‘I didn’t think you had any trouble finding men.’


      

      ‘I don’t. But sometimes … well, sometimes this is easier. And more exciting. I see a man I fancy and that’s it. No emotional

         claptrap. No wondering what’s going to happen at the end of the evening. He knows all I want is sex. I know that’s all he wants too.’

      


      

      ‘Just like that.’


      

      ‘Just like that. It’s ideal for you, Mandy. You can get laid with no complications. You don’t even have to use your own name.

         And you can use my telephone number if you want. He doesn’t even have to know where you live, so there’s no risk.’

      


      

      ‘It’s still cheating. I’ve never cheated on Greg. And I’m pretty sure he’s never cheated on me.’


      

      ‘Come on, Mandy. Sex isn’t something you can just forget about. If you’re not getting it at home sooner or later you start

         looking around for it elsewhere. And if you want my advice it’s better to do it this way, with no involvement, than get so

         desperate that in a couple of years’ time you confuse lust with love. You could find yourself in bed with someone you start

         imagining you’re in love with just because he’s given you a good time.’

      


      

      Amanda thought about that. It made sense. She flicked through the pages of the booklet again. This time she noticed how many

         of the photographs were couples, though they were not often photographed together, two different pictures cropped to fit side

         by side, each, presumably, taken by the other partner.

      


      

      ‘I can’t,’ she said decisively, closing the booklet and putting it down on the coffee table.


      

      ‘Fine. But do me a favour would you?’


      

      ‘What?’


      

      ‘Just take it with you. Think about it. Read some of the ads. If you still don’t want to do anything about it there’s no problem.

         But at least think about it. I tell you, Mandy, if you feel sexually frustrated now, it’s only going to get worse. And the

         more desperate you get the more likely it is you’ll do something silly.’

      


      

      ‘Like what?’


      

      ‘Like getting involved with someone totally wrong for you just because he’s got a big dick.’


      

      

      Amanda laughed. ‘Sounds good to me.’


      

      ‘If all you want is sex then that’s the answer.’ Maggie picked up Contacts and handed it back to her friend.

      


      

      ‘So, what you’re saying, basically, is this little book can save my marriage.’


      

      ‘Exactly. If you’re frustrated. And you know you are or you wouldn’t have brought the matter up.’


      

      Amanda looked at her watch. ‘I’d better be going. I’ve got to think about dinner.’ She got to her feet, feeling the effect

         of the wine they had drunk. ‘I think I’ve had too much to drink.’

      


      

      ‘It helped loosen your tongue.’


      

      ‘Just between you and me, right?’


      

      ‘Of course.’ Maggie got to her feet, unfurling her long legs. The Lycra body was so tight it had folded itself into the lips

         of her sex.

      


      

      ‘When do you want this back?’ Amanda held up Contacts.

      


      

      ‘Keep it. There’s a new edition every month. I subscribe.’ Her face broke into a mischievous grin. ‘But don’t let Greg find

         it.’

      


      

      ‘I won’t.’


      

      They kissed at the front door and Amanda walked down the front path, out of the little wicket gate and up her own path to

         her front door.

      


      

      ‘Bye,’ she called as she opened the door.


      

      The phone rang five minutes later. Amanda answered it in the kitchen.


      

      ‘Sweetheart, I’m going to be late.’ It was her husband.


      

      ‘How late?’ Amanda was not annoyed. In fact she was delighted. It gave her a chance to sober up.


      

      ‘Couple of hours. I should be home by ten.’


      

      ‘Fine.’


      

      ‘We could go to the Italian, if you like.’


      

      ‘Let’s just have a salad and some cheese.’


      

      ‘Perfect. See you later. You are all right? You sound a bit odd.’


      

      

      ‘I’m fine. Just been in to see Maggie.’


      

      ‘That explains it.’


      

      ‘Does it?’


      

      ‘—Vino veritas. How many bottles this time?’

      


      

      ‘One,’ she lied.


      

      ‘I bet. See you later.’


      

      They exchanged goodbyes and Amanda put the phone down. She sat at the kitchen table, glad of the excuse not to have to do

         any cooking. She’d left Contacts on the table and the cover stared up at her. She picked it up and opened it at random.

      


      

      



         Young male, 23, good physique, well-endowed, seeks fulfilling sexual partnerships with women of any age and type. Loves lingerie,

               and high heels. Good at oral. 45 67 66.

         


      





      

      The photograph above the ad was of a slim, naked male with his hands held behind his back. His flaccid penis was not circumcised

         and his foreskin covered his glans. He had a thick thatch of curly black, pubic hair. Like most of the photographs in the

         magazine though by no means all, the picture was cropped at the neck so the head was not visible.

      


      

      As Amanda looked at the naked man she felt her clitoris flex. Maggie’s graphic description of her Saturday night encounter

         had given Amanda a sort of sickly feeling in the pit of her stomach that she was sure had translated itself into a wetness

         in her sex.

      


      

      She turned the page.


      

      



         Attractive couple, early thirties, seek friendly couple for swapping and mutual activities. Cleanliness and discretion assured.

               Can accommodate. Home counties area. 33 21 45.

         


      





      

      The picture above this ad was of a woman in a dark basque, its suspenders clipped onto grey stockings. She wore black stiletto heels and was half turned away from the camera so her

         face was hidden but her buttocks were not. They were fleshy and pert and, as she was not wearing panties, Amanda could see

         wisps of pubic hair between them. She had her hand on her hips and her wedding ring was prominent. There was no photograph

         of her husband.

      


      

      Amanda looked further down the page.


      

      



         Attractive, happily married couple into all sex games looking for like minded couples or singles of either sex. Party invitations

               welcome. 54 90 10.

         


      





      

      This was accompanied by two photographs, pasted together. There was a rather stout but muscular nude man, with a hairless,

         very smooth body, his hand covering his penis. Next to this was a photograph of a woman. She was sitting on the edge of a

         bed wearing a transparent white lacy negligee which fastened at the front with a single bow. Her small breasts and dark nipples

         were clearly visible through it. She wore lurex stockings and her legs were splayed apart to reveal her sex, her pubic hair

         completely covering her labia and her mons.

      


      

      



         Sexy blonde, 21, looking for well-endowed men for evenings of fun. Photographic sessions possible. Loves o. Husband approves

               and would like to watch. 34 11 56.

         


         Sensuous black man, 28, wishes to meet attractive women. I am proud of my body. Let me share it with you. Your place only.

               22 65 98.

         


      





      

      Amanda realised that each ad was provoking a reaction in her sex. She could feel a sticky wetness seeping into her panties,

         and her nipples were as hard as stone. She found herself examining each photograph carefully, imagining what it would be like to see the semi-naked or naked bodies in real life. How would it feel to be so blatant about sex? After all

         if she phoned the voice-mail system and arranged to meet one of the advertisers there could be no doubt what the agenda was

         going to be.

      


      

      She had been with several men before she married Greg but, though it had often been obvious that the evening would end in

         sex, it had never been as calculated and straightforward as it would be if she decided to call one of these numbers. Oddly,

         perhaps, the directness of it was exciting. She found herself wondering what she would say and how she would feel. She even

         started thinking about what she would wear.

      


      

      It was eight o’clock. Amanda decided she’d have a shower. She went up to the bedroom and the en suite bathroom at the back

         of it and stripped off her clothes. Naked she gazed at herself in the mirror, imagining how she would look in one of the small

         black and white photographs. She posed this way and that, mimicking the positions the advertisers had used. She had small

         but shapely breasts with very dark nipples and virtually no aureolae. Her pubic hair was short and sparse and her belly flat.

         Undoubtedly her legs were her best feature. They were long and contoured, the thighs moulded by the exercises she did religiously

         every morning. She stood on tip-toe and half turned, like the woman in the first photograph she had seen. The effort emphasised

         the crease under her buttocks and shaped her calf muscles.

      


      

      She stared at her face. She had short, flaxen blonde hair cut into layers, large blue eyes. Her mouth was small and she had

         very smooth lips. Her nose was slightly retroussé and she had sharp, high cheekbones and a small chin. It was a face that had won her many admirers.

      


      

      She showered quickly hoping to wash away her desire. She did not succeed. As she came back into the bedroom with a towel wrapped

         around her body she saw Contacts lying where she had dropped it on the counterpane. Like a magnet exerting an invisible attraction, it seemed to demand her

         attention.

      


      

      

      She lay on the bed and picked it up, turning on the bedside lamp.


      

      



         Attractive couple, m29/f22, seek females/couples/good looking men for sexy time. Both love oral and sexy undies. Travel or

               accommodate. London area. Wife very definitely AC/DC 75 08 32.

         


      





      

      Amanda felt her heart lurch as she read the last words. AC/DC. It had not occurred to her that the single females some of

         the couples were looking for were intended to satisfy the lesbian leanings of the wife, presumably while the husband looked

         on. She stared at the picture that accompanied the ad. Though the man appeared to be standing next to his wife it was obvious

         the two pictures had been pasted together and had been taken separately.

      


      

      The man was wearing a pair of black briefs, his hand posed rather awkwardly on his stomach. His body was not particularly

         muscular but he was not fat and his chest was covered in thin blond hair. His wife was wearing a plunge-fronted white bra

         pushing her big breasts together. Below it a white suspender belt cut across her waist, its suspenders extending down from

         triangular shaped wedges of lace. Bisecting the thin satin suspenders was the even thinner satin ribbon that held a lace panel

         over her bush. The welts of her black stockings were clipped into the suspenders, but only the tops of her thighs were visible,

         the photograph having been cropped well above the knee. Neither of the couples’s faces were exposed either but Amanda could

         see the woman’s rather sharp chin and the bob of black hair behind her neck.

      


      

      She stared at the woman’s body. Her breasts ballooned out of the bra. The lacy panel that covered her mons revealed a hint

         of dark pubic hair. The woman held her arms behind her back. It was not difficult to imagine her reaching up to unclip the

         bra.

      


      

      Amanda felt a pulse deep in her sex.


      

      

      Since Maggie had moved in next door, they had told each other everything about their lives without embarrassment, confident

         in the knowledge that it would go no further. As far as Amanda was concerned they had developed a firm and enduring friendship

         and one she valued highly. But there was something she had never told anyone about herself, not even Maggie.

      


      

      Her first job after leaving school had been at a travel agency, a one-woman business. One evening she had been waiting in

         the office with her boss for confirmation of a large block-booking in a Los Angeles hotel. It was nine o’clock by the time

         the confirmation came through. Her boss had asked if she would like to come out and eat and they’d gone to the local French

         restaurant. Monica Morris was an elegant, chestnut-haired woman in her late thirties. Amanda was eighteen. Over dinner they

         had talked easily and Monica invited her back to her flat for coffee. Amanda accepted the invitation with alacrity. Over coffee

         Monica asked her if she was a virgin. Amanda told her she was not. Then Monica asked her if she had ever been to bed with

         another woman. Again, Amanda told her she had not.

      


      

      She could remember exactly what happened next. If she was truthful with herself – which she wasn’t always when it came to

         sex – she had to admit she played through the whole experience in her mind quite often. Sometimes, though not always, she

         had allowed herself to dwell on the details when Greg and other men had been making love to her. Though she was loath to admit

         it, the memory never failed to excite her.

      


      

      Monica had leant over and touched her cheek.


      

      ‘You wouldn’t be frightened though, would you?’ she had said confidently. ‘You wouldn’t be frightened if I took you to my

         bed.’

      


      

      And she wasn’t.


      

      Monica had stood up and pulled her to her feet too. Very delicately she’d kissed her on the lips at exactly the same time

         as her hand moved over Amanda’s right breast.

      


      

      

      Amanda shuddered exactly as she had done that night.


      

      ‘No,’ she said to herself aloud. But it was too late. She could feel her clitoris throbbing. She shifted her bottom and felt

         a silky wetness spreading over her labia.

      


      

      She picked up the booklet again and turned the page to escape the AC/DC woman.


      

      



         Beautiful brunette looking for single women for sexy times. You don’t have to be experienced. Come here and let me seduce

               you. 76 52 89.

         


      





      

      Amanda turned that page quickly too, deliberately not looking at the picture above the ad.


      

      



         Girl, coffee-coloured, seeks woman to share a passion for sex. Large breasts and buttocks preferred. If you have a big, buxom

               body let me pamper you with pleasure. 31 11 76.

         


      





      

      The picture was of a dark-complexioned girl standing sideways to the camera, her mop of black hair covering every detail of

         her face but for the very tip of her nose. She had petite breasts crested by large nipples and her hand was stroking the wiry

         black hair that covered her pubis. She had long legs and a pert bottom.

      


      

      Amanda turned yet another page. This time it was the photograph that caught her eye. It was of a tall, frizzy-haired blonde.

         For once her whole face was in the photograph but with a white triangle plastered over the eyes and nose to protect her anonymity.

         She had a large mouth which was grinning to reveal very white teeth. She was naked but for a thin, grey-looking suspender

         belt supporting black stockings and a pair of black panties. Her legs were wide open and she was leaning back against a sofa

         so the gusset of the panties stretched to cover the whole width of her sex. A few wisps of blonde pubic hair escaped the panties

         at the sides and Amanda could see the distinct hollows in her thighs immediately under her labia. The girl’s breasts were heavy but she had small,

         puckered nipples. Her husband stood behind her in a pair of black G-string pants. Underneath them the outline of his penis

         was erect.

      


      

      



         Young couple. Experienced advertisers looking for females who are willing to try the ultimate. Inexperienced first timers

               are welcome. We have introduced many to consummate pleasure. You will not regret calling us if you are in need of satisfaction.

               Must be prepared for AC/DC 07 13 12.

         


      





      

      Amanda read the advertisement twice. Must be prepared for AC/DC. The words reverberated in her mind. Must be prepared for AC/DC. Must be prepared to kiss and stroke and caress a woman. Must be prepared to feel a woman’s breasts – the large breasts of

         the woman featured in the photograph – pressing into her own. Must be prepared to touch a woman’s sex, to part her labia and

         find her clitoris, and to finger it in the way only a woman knows how. Must be prepared to plunge her fingers into the sticky

         wet pit that was her vagina and feel again the silky velvet walls clenching around them.

      


      

      Unconsciously Amanda’s hand had worked its way under the towel, and up between her legs as she squeezed her thighs together

         to put pressure on her clit.

      


      

      ‘No,’ she said aloud, tossing the magazine aside. But it landed on the bed beside her and fell open at exactly the same page,

         the large mouth of the woman grinning up at her.

      


      

      Must be prepared to take hold of my black panties and pull them down over my thighs while my husband watches.

      


      

      ‘Blast,’ Amanda said pulling the towel away from her body.


      

      She did not masturbate that often these days. Oddly, perhaps, she had masturbated most when her sex life with Greg had been

         at its peak. In the beginning he could make her come exquisitely three or four times, while he held off himself, finally shooting into her or over her with an endless

         stream of spunk. This experience was so exciting that she would find herself wet the next day, and have to go upstairs to

         relieve the sexual tension by her own hand. But with the death of their sex life, her desire to masturbate had died too and

         she couldn’t remember the last time she’d played with herself.

      


      

      Like most women, she supposed, she had a set routine, a ritual she followed invariably. It always started by spreading her

         legs wide apart and thrusting two fingers, then three as deep into her sex as they would go, cramming them in until her fingers

         hurt and her labia were strained to the limit. And that is what she did now, sliding down on the bed and stretching across

         it.

      


      

      She was not surprised to find herself wet. It was a sticky wetness, like liquid honey. As she pushed her fingers up into her

         body, she used her other hand to find her clit, stroking gently, the brutality of one hand in contrast to the delicacy of

         the other. Her clit was already swollen. She brushed it with her finger, dragging it ever so slightly to one side, the feather-like

         touch making her body shudder.

      


      

      ‘Oh, that’s so good,’ she said aloud.


      

      She turned her head to look at the frizzy blonde, imagining what it would be like to feel her naked body pressing into her

         own, and that big, fleshy mouth opening for her as they kissed.

      


      

      She thought of Monica. She remembered the way the woman had slowly kissed her neck, working down to her breasts, as her hand

         freed them from her blouse and her bra. The shock of her lips fastening on her nipple had been extreme. She was sure it had

         made her come. Just the feeling of her lips and the touch of her tongue. She’d come again as the woman’s mouth had moved lower,

         as her tongue had parted her labia, and its heat and wetness had caressed her sex.

      


      

      And she was coming now. Hotly. Hard. Waves of throbbing pleasure pulsing through her with nothing to hold them back.

      


      

      ‘Oh God, this is wonderful,’ she moaned, as her first orgasm swelled into a second, one crescendo immediately giving way to

         another. She was completely out of control, only able to respond to the resonances the photographs and ads had stirred so

         effectively in her memory.

      


      

      ‘Darling, I’m home.’


      

      She hadn’t heard the car or the front door opening. She shot bolt upright and scrambled the magazine under the bed.


      

      ‘Got back earlier than I thought. Where are you?’


      

      She heard Greg’s footsteps going into the kitchen. Her face was flushed and she was sure the whole bedroom was redolent of

         the strong aroma of sex.

      


      

      ‘Just taking a shower,’ she shouted, grabbing the towel and reaching for her scent. A quick spray gave the room the smell

         of summer flowers. Amanda dashed into the bathroom and stood under the shower for the second time that evening.

      


      







      

      

      Chapter Two


      

      Amanda let herself into Maggie O’Keefe’s house. Maggie had given her a key months ago when she’d asked her friend to take

         delivery of a new sofa for her. After that Maggie had suggested she should keep the key in case of meter readers, parcel post

         and emergencies.

      


      

      Well, Amanda thought, this was an emergency of sorts.

      


      

      Not that she had any intention of deceiving Maggie. Tonight she would tell her what she’d done. She supposed she could have

         waited till tomorrow and talked it over with Maggie first, but she didn’t want to wait now her mind was made up. She had always

         been impatient.

      


      

      Maggie’s house was untidy. She kept the front room neat and reasonably respectable but the rest of the house, though clean,

         was a mess. Discarded newspapers and magazines were piled on a chair in the kitchen, boxes and carrier bags from department

         stores, cooking gadgets, jars and bottles of food and drink mixed with items of make-up littered every surface. Drying washing

         hung from every available promontory.

      


      

      Amanda used the phone on the kitchen wall. She had brought Contacts with her opened at the ad she had spent most of the morning selecting. She had gone through all the pages carefully but had

         decided on the one that had specially mentioned ‘first timers’. She didn’t want to have to pretend that she had done this

         sort of thing before, that she was more sophisticated than she in fact was. If she was going to go through with this at all

         – and that was very much a question that remained to be seen – she wanted to be herself.

      


      

      

      The fact that she found the frizzy haired blonde with the large mouth undeniably attractive was another factor in making her

         decision, of course. She’d decided on a couple rather than one of the single men because that gave her more options. If she

         were going to have a sexual fling, she reasoned, she might as well go the whole hog. Having sex with a strong, rampant man

         would certainly get rid of her frustrations, but the presence of a woman added another dimension to the experience and one,

         she had to admit, that aroused her profoundly.

      


      

      So profoundly she’d dreamt about it last night. She had found it hard to settle and when she had finally got to sleep she

         had a graphic and vivid dream. She had been lying in bed, unable to sleep when the doorbell had rung. Greg woke up and insisted

         she went down to answer it, saying he was too tired and rolling over and going back to sleep.

      


      

      Wearily, Amanda had got out of bed. When she got downstairs she realised she was wearing a black lurex body and little high-heeled

         slippers. That was odd, she thought, because she couldn’t remember ever having bought either of them. But what was worse was

         the body had been cut away to reveal her breasts. It also had no crotch.
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