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The Elegant Exit – sliding out from an awkward situation


Life had been getting rather tricky down on the Riviera. Not that it was all bad, because I’d managed to persuade my French filly, Giselle, that the reason I’d tied up my English filly, Jasmine, and stuck the handle of my clothes brush up her bottom was that she, Giselle not Jasmine, wasn’t fulfilling my needs. All rather complicated, I’m sure you’ll agree, and it took a bit of fine tuning to get Giselle back into bed.


Then there was Davy, whose flat I was staying in while he worked his passage back from South Georgia, on a tramp steamer apparently, and having to fight off the advances of the Bulgarian third mate, who wanted to bugger him. For some reason Davy blamed me for this, and while I don’t really see how I can be responsible for the sexual predilections of Bulgarian seamen, things were sure to be awkward when he got back. Lastly there was the appalling Aldo, Giselle’s fiancé, but he was so damn cocksure I don’t suppose he’d even considered the possibility that his faithful little darling was having the occasional portion of English sausage.


In fact she was getting rather more than just that. Having got over her little Gallic tantrum about Jasmine she’d taken to kink like a duck to water. That’s why I was teaching her the benefits of a good, old fashioned English spanking one sunny afternoon. She was over my knee, her pretty red summer dress turned right up over her titties and the little white panties I’d persuaded her to wear pulled well down.


She was enjoying herself so much she kept asking for more, although her bottom was already as red as a cherry. I’m not completely incapable of self control, and I was thinking of how she’s explain the colour of her bum to Aldo, but it was rather a juicy session. I had my arm curled around her so that I could play with her pussy while I smacked her bottom, and once I’d got her there she made hardly any fuss at all about being lubed for a buggering. So up I went, with Giselle kneeling on the bed and my cock in to my balls.
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