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To all the women who dared










Before You Dare . . .


 


Just about everyone has sexual fantasies – and there are lots of reasons why. What happens in our heads is completely private. If no-one can see or hear what we’re thinking, there are no rules. We’re free to be totally honest. No-one can read our minds, so we can’t be condemned for being slutty, immoral, ‘dirty’, depraved, kinky, degenerate, or horribly (delightedly) politically incorrect. Because we’re directing the films that play in our own ‘sexual cinemas’, everything runs exactly to plan. Our lovers are handsome, tall, muscular and sexually skilled. They’re able to predict exactly what type of kiss, touch, lick or thrust we’re longing for. We are perfect, air-brushed versions of ourselves: wildly desirable, impossible to resist. No matter where the fantasy takes place, real-life distractions disappear. Mortgage payments, cramped commutes, sickly children, sulking husbands, irate bosses, cellulite, stress – they’re all banished from fantasy land. Given these idyllic conditions, is it any wonder ninety per cent of women (and ninety-six per cent of men) have daily sexual fantasies? Or that some of us decide they’re just too delicious to be left in our imagination?


Most fantasies, we’d never want to try in reality. Many would have us not only running for the hills but calling the police along the way. But others . . . others stay with us long after the arousal and orgasm has faded. We can’t stop thinking about them and somewhere, somehow, they transform from erotic entertainment into possible real-life scenarios. The focus shifts from titillation to what might happen if we took them through to reality. They start to seem so appealing, so doable; ‘Could I get away with it?’ turns into ‘When and how can I get away with it?’ Before we know it, we are actually doing it and, almost inevitably, dealing with situations and consequences we didn’t quite bargain for.


Dare is about what happens when women take something that existed perfectly in their heads, into the stark and sometimes brutal reality of their beds. It is about what happened when they went that one step further and turned their wildest sex dreams into reality. Some of their stories are deliciously steamy and lustful, many are laugh-out-loud hilarious, and others are embarrassing, disappointing or plain disastrous. But all are endlessly fascinating – because they’re real.


This isn’t erotica, fiction or porn: it’s real life. The women who’ve dared to take a risk are just like you and me. (In some cases they are you and me, depending on who is reading!) The ages, professions and stories are true but everyone’s identity is protected. Any names, circumstances or identifying details have been changed for this reason, but the sense of the story remains true to life. The stories have been collected from friends, acquaintances and women who’ve contacted me via my website and columns, happy to share their secrets. All contributions are anonymous but my written versions of their fantasies and experiences have been approved.


Dare can be read on two levels. If you want a guaranteed raunchy read, go straight to the fantasy sections. Turn to the decision and reality parts and it’s a collection of fresh, original stories that will arouse, amuse and also entertain.


I loved writing this book so much, I didn’t want to finish it. I hope it gives you just as much pleasure.


 


Each story is written in three parts:


 


The fantasy is the glossy version of what each woman imagined the encounter would be like: electrifying, tantalising and risqué. It’s the idealised, perfect scenario. You’ll notice that the fantasies don’t always match the reality. But they all, in some way, inspired the real life event.


 


The decision is when the story switches from fantasy to reality. We get a sense of who the woman is – her personality, motivation, personal circumstances – and why she decided to act out the fantasy.


 


The reality details what actually happened when she brought her sexual dreams to life.










Why Do We Fantasise?


 


Think of your fantasies as a vibrator for the mind. There are a finite number of possible physical combinations of what we can do with our bodies, but our minds are limitless.


Your imagination is the single, most potent engine driving sexual desire. Tap into your imagination and you’ve turned on nature’s built-in aphrodisiac. Fantasies are what keep sex fizzy when your sex life – or your partner – goes temporarily pear-shaped. They’re what can make sex with someone we’ve slept with hundreds of times seem not only remotely appealing but exciting. One of the quickest ways to arouse yourself is to fantasise. Even better, fantasies are a form of foreplay we can access in an instant – anywhere, any time – because we carry them with us always.


Some fantasies are fleeting. Others start off small then develop over time into rich, complex formats. Often they’ll start the same or feature the same characters but have different endings, designed to suit the mood we’re in. They generally last as long as it takes us to orgasm and we become adept at timing them so the climax happens when we do. Just like sexual positions, most of us have three or four favourite fantasies we return to time and time again.


Our fantasies tend not to change in theme terribly much, though women’s tend to be more involved than men’s are. Women read more, are generally more imaginative and need more varied stimulation to arouse them. Our fantasies almost always have a plot. There is scene setting, character development, a narrative arc . . . Men go for instant action. They fast forward straight to the naughty bits – often sliding straight into bits in graphic detail. They’ll often have one simple image rather than a ‘video’ – usually of someone they could pull in real life. This is why amateur porn sites and live webcams with ‘normal’ looking girls are so popular with men. They like to think they’ve got a chance of the sex actually happening.


Women, on the other hand, have no problems picturing Bradley Cooper frothing at the mouth for the chance to slide a hand up our skirts. It’s one of the few times we allow our egos to run rampant and our self-esteem to soar!


Another significant difference between the two sexes is that women are more likely to fantasise when we’re having lots of sex. Men do it more when they’re not. Which backs up the ‘use it or lose it’ theory about female sexuality: we need stimulation, physical or mental, to kick start ourselves.


But for all the similarities about fantasies, there’s one thing that’s abundantly clear on reading Dare: they’re highly personalised. This is because our fantasies are influenced by everything from genetics, libido, childhood and parental upbringing to religious beliefs and the resulting moral codes and ‘erotic blueprints’ we form as a consequence. A desire to want to strip on stage might stem from something as simple as catching a glimpse of our mother undressing at a time when our sexual thoughts and feelings were first being formed. The act of taking clothes off, someone watching and our sexual arousal get, albeit innocently, linked.


Most of the time we’re not conscious of where our fantasies originate from and – somewhat wisely – don’t rummage around our subconscious searching for answers. This is mainly because most fantasies seem harmless and we’re aware of making them up, constructing them from things we know turn us on and adding a few fictional flourishes along the way to turn them into an even more appealing scenario. Scenes from books, films or porn are also great fantasy fodder, though even then we’ll tweak them to suit our individual preferences.


However we get there, the end result is rather marvellous when you think about it. Homemade movies, tailor-made for every single one of us, and we get a front row seat in all of them. If only we could customise the rest of our lives the same way!










 ‘I slept with a stranger from craigslist’


Claire, 38, works in real estate


THE FANTASY


In my fantasy, I’m younger than I am now and a tarted-up, perfect version of me. I’m having lunch on my own at a place I go to often. It’s a Japanese place in central London that has a counter for people eating solo, so attracts lots of stressed-looking businessmen. Most of the ‘suits’ don’t appeal: men with big egos and beer guts who I find repulsive and impossibly smug. As I’m eating my sashimi, I’m checking everyone out and thinking this but then a guy walks in who really gets my attention. He reminds me of Don Draper, a character from ‘Mad Men’ (played by Jon Hamm). Draper is classically good-looking and perfect on the outside but flawed and damaged on the inside. He’s the ultimate bad boy: cheats constantly but women forgive him everything. It’s not just his looks; it’s the combination of vulnerability and masculinity that I find fascinating. The man who sits down next to me for lunch reminds me so strongly of Draper that he morphs into him almost immediately and I find it hard to separate the two. This suits me just fine.


He’s tall, mid 30s, wearing an expensive suit that’s modern and sexy without looking like he is trying too hard. His eyes flick over me when he sits down and spend just that little bit too long travelling over my legs and breasts. I know he finds me attractive. I’m wearing a tight pencil skirt with a slit up the thigh, a white fitted shirt tucked in at my waist and unbuttoned to show cleavage, and towering high heels. I’m multi-tasking, reading the paper and news on my phone simultaneously, and I shift over slightly to give him space. He nods and smiles, saying ‘Thanks’. His voice is deep and friendly and he speaks to me the way men speak to attractive women. There’s direct eye contact that lingers. If I looked like a middle-aged frump, he wouldn’t even glance in my direction.


I watch him surreptitiously while adjusting my position on the stool. I push my breasts out, arch my back and cross my legs prettily, pressing them together to make them look thinner and more toned – all the stuff girls do to attract men. I do all this while still reading, frowning now and then to look as though I’m doing it subconsciously and I’m really engrossed in my paper. He notices and does the same. He takes some papers out of a smart, leather wallet and puts them on the counter. Then he loosens his tie and takes off his jacket to show broad shoulders. His eyes flick in my direction whenever I preen or move or flex so much as a muscle. A smile twitches at the corner of his mouth. His lips are thin, slightly cruel. Don Draper has lips like that which makes me want him more. Neither of us acknowledges it but we are flirting outrageously without even saying a word. He’s good at the game.


As the waitress gives him a menu, he sees an opening and starts a conversation.


‘So how’s the sashimi here? It looks good,’ he says. His eyes flick over my body rather than the raw fish on my plate, letting me know it’s me he finds scrumptious, not the food.


I haven’t had sex with a man for years (through choice – I had a bad break-up) and I suddenly long for the sheer physicality of having a big, well-hung penis inside me. There’s nothing like it and nothing can simulate that feeling. Dildos are great but I crave the rock-hard, hot, real thing. I am horny, short on time and brazen. I don’t want a relationship with this man. I don’t want a conversation. I just want to be pounded hard and preferably for at least 20 minutes by a man who looks like he would oblige without asking too many questions.


There’s a big, spacious disabled loo hidden around the corner from the main toilets in the restaurant. I know it’s there but not too many others do and the staff are being kept busy by the lunchtime crowd. I might have to make do with ten minutes instead of twenty, but it will do and I am now desperate to be fucked and am practically panting in public.


‘Do you want more than that? Because I do,’ I say simply. ‘Wait two minutes then follow me downstairs. Go past the toilets and you’ll find a disabled loo. I will be in there.’


I watch as shock, disbelief, some type of moral mental wrestle (a girlfriend/wife he’s going to cheat on?) play across his face, then – of course, he’s a man and men never say no to no-strings sex, never – he nods. A curt, no-nonsense nod. Perfect.


I slide off my seat as he pretends to study the papers in front of him. I consider taking my handbag with me but figure that’s too obvious. No-one’s going to steal it in full view of the staff and chefs in the restaurant. ‘Fuck it if they do’, I think. I leave it behind me and walk calmly downstairs. No-one’s lining up for the main toilets. Excellent. I walk around the corner, see the other loo is free – thank God – step inside and lock the door. I take off my thong underwear and wrap it around my wrist. There’s a knock on the door. I open it and he comes inside.


I knew he’d get what this is about and he does. There’s no talking. He grabs my hair and we kiss roughly but only for a second or two. I don’t want to kiss him. Kissing is intimate and this is lust, nothing else. I turn around to face the wall and yank my skirt up around my waist. He sucks in his breath at the sight of my bare ass. I push my bottom in the air and he puts his hand between my legs instantly. He knows I’m going to be soaking wet and ready for this and he slides his fingers between my lips, manipulates my clitoris expertly and goes for a quick grab of my breasts, squeezing my nipples hard. I like it. I don’t want tenderness. I hear rather than see him unzip himself, then turn around to see what I’m in for. This is the moment of truth. If he’s small or only semi-erect, I’m out of here!


I’m not disappointed. He’s perfect. Big and throbbing and it’s lying nearly flat against his stomach. He’s younger than I figured and so excited, it’s pointing to the sky. He’s circumcised and I can’t wait to have him inside me. He takes his hand away and I’m aching from the loss. Every nerve ending is on full alert, waiting and expectant. I want him so badly, what takes him a second feels like hours. He holds himself at the base and guides that incredible penis inside me. I am so wet and so ready for him, he slides in easily and his first thrust is so satisfyingly deep, I come immediately. I am highly orgasmic and so turned on by what I’ve done – picking up a stranger – the flirting at the bar was my foreplay. I feel myself contract around him, pulsing against the rigid, hardness buried so deep inside me.


‘Oh baby,’ he groans. I back my hips up to meet him and grind against him hungrily as he thrusts inside me, deep and slow, trying to control himself, pace himself. When he’s as deep as he can go, he circles his hips to make sure every part of me can feel him, that all areas are explored. I’m relishing the union of penis and pussy. He’s holding me by my hips and I have my hands on the wall in front of me. It’s hot and sexy and I know I am going to orgasm again and I can’t even see how good this must look, so he’ll be about a minute away if I’m lucky.


So I give into the feeling of being fucked. God, how I have missed this! I climax around him and have to stop myself shouting, it’s so bloody intense. I can feel him tense and then he’s ramming into me hard, fast, before he stops and holds still. He’s so hard and so deep inside me when he comes, my last few contractions get extra life and we’re both transported into a place where all we can feel is ecstatic, primitive pleasure.


When we’re both done, he collapses onto my back. I allow him to stay there for a minute while we both return to reality. Then I move and he instantly gets the message and straightens up.


‘That was . . . unexpected and extraordinary,’ he says.


It’s just the line Don Draper would have come out with which makes me smile. But even so, I’m bored with him now and want him to leave. We both busy ourselves with adjusting clothing. He wins the race and stands there, a little awkwardly. I say ‘You leave first’ and undo the door for him and he leaves, grateful I didn’t want anything else from him. I put my panties back on, smooth down my skirt, check my hair and emerge cool as a cucumber. I feel powerful, liberated but, best of all, sated.


THE DECISION


My long-term partner is much older than I am (by 20 years), and his sex drive isn’t high. I don’t think he’s bothered by the infrequency of our sex but I’m young and sexual and need an outlet. I’ve always fantasised about a whole heap of things while masturbating but one theme in particular is my favourite: picking up a stranger and having sex. After a particularly barren period with my partner, I decided to act on it.


I’d never have pursued this if I was having great sex at home and it would have been far more dangerous to my relationship if I’d chosen to cheat with a man I know or worked with. Choosing a stranger was my way of staying faithful, as well as getting to live out something I’d always wanted to do.


I read somewhere that craigslist ‘casual encounters’ was where people went if they wanted sex on the side, so I had a look online. There’s a lot of shit on there that you have to wade through and it took me days to find anyone remotely suitable. I was very specific in my search: I wanted a young guy, under 30, who was educated and of a certain class. I might just want sex but I still had standards! I wanted him young because I thought there’d be less chance of erection problems. When my partner does sleep with me, his erection is as half-hearted as he is about sex. I wanted a good, hard, long fuck with a man who really wanted me. I was desperate.


The guy’s ad said he was a musician, visiting from Boston, on tour with an orchestra and 29 years old. He said he enjoyed sex but had never met anyone who allowed his passion to be ‘unleashed’. This was a rather pleasant request, compared to the illiterate, vulgar stuff that I had seen on craigslist. There was a picture of him as well and he was very hot! He had a black suede jacket on and a hat – it doesn’t sound sexy but the way he wore it was. I was incredibly nervous answering the ad, let alone meeting up with him! I mean, how do you really know if the person’s going to turn out to be a nutter? I worried I’d be putting myself in danger but even answering the ad turned me on so much, I was typing with one hand and using my vibrator with the other.


I told one friend what I was doing for safety reasons. She seemed a bit surprised but was more worried about my safety than objecting morally. I agreed I’d text her once I’d met him in a public place and then also text details of wherever we ended up going onto (if he turned out to be ok). I’d do a further check-in one hour after that. This made me feel more secure but I was still absolutely terrified on the night. What if he didn’t fancy me? Would it feel erotic in real life or would I simply feel sleazy – and not in a good way?!


THE REALITY


We met in the bar of a hotel in Mayfair. He looked just like he had in the picture, which I was relieved about, except he was shyer and almost other-worldish. He looked out of place in London, like an Amish guy suddenly transported to a modern place. He had on a cream shirt with ruffles on the sleeves. Again, it sounds bonkers but it suited him and for some reason, made me feel safer. I couldn’t imagine someone dangerous choosing to wear something like that. I wanted to take off with him right then and there but we had a drink first and made small talk, then he asked if I’d like to hear him play the piano. I said yes and we got into my car and drove to where he and the orchestra were staying. At the lights, he took one of my hands inside two of his and moved his fingers over mine. It was like he was playing the piano on my hands. No-one had ever got me so aroused just by doing that, I was nearly sliding off the seat at this point. I really, really wanted him and would have done it in the car if he’d suggested it.


He was staying with all the other musicians in some halls of residence. It was really late, after midnight, and he took me to this big room that had a grand piano in it and lots of chairs. I guess it was the practice room. There was no-one inside – I guess everyone was in bed – but he locked the door behind us anyway. This snapped me back to reality quick smart. I suddenly felt panicked but he picked up on it and told me not to be worried and offered to unlock it. I calmed down and said no, it was fine. Then he got a chair and put it behind the piano stool and made me sit behind him while he played. I sat there with my knees pressing against his hips and undid his shirt, my hands moving all over his chest. He played Chopin faultlessly, didn’t miss a beat, even though I was pinching his nipples and kissing the back of his neck. God, it was all so erotic.


Then he told me to sit on top of the piano. I’m only tiny so figured why not? I took off my heels and he said, really quietly, ‘Take off your panties as well’. I swear I nearly came when he said that. So I did and I sat up there in front of him and crossed my legs, brazenly, so he could see everything. But he kept playing the piano the entire time. He’d stare intensely at my face, never smiling, and then he’d look at my legs spread wide in front of him, with everything on display. It was so intense, I was dripping wet. I felt like I was in a film, like in Pretty Woman, when Richard Gere lifts Julia Roberts up and shags her against the piano. I was absolutely entranced by the way he was looking at me, so seriously. Sitting there so exposed, I felt wanton and alive and couldn’t wait to be pushed further.


Which made what happened next so bloody disappointing . . .!


He stopped playing after about 10 minutes of this unbelievably arousing foreplay, stood up and half lifted, half pulled me off the piano onto the floor. This sounds a lot sexier than it was! It was much harder than I had hoped and what was meant to be masterful, ended up awkward. Once we were both lying on the floor, it was kind of like he didn’t really know what to do next. I think playing gave him confidence but without the piano as a distraction, he suddenly turned into a fumbling adolescent. So I took over, straddled him and unzipped his jeans. Within a second of me freeing and caressing his penis – which was beautifully hard and long, damn it! – he came all over my expensive dress, spurting what seemed like copious amounts of semen all over me. I was shocked and a bit pissed off because the dress was silk and possibly ruined. But I figured he was nervous and assumed he’d make me come with his fingers and tongue, get another erection and all would be fine. But he didn’t. He just sat up, zipped up his pants, muttered about having to get up early and that was my cue to leave.


I felt embarrassed for him: he’d come after only a second’s contact with my hand and didn’t seem interested in continuing, so I pulled on my knickers and got ready to leave. We said goodbye and at the door he gave me a huge cheeky grin which really annoyed me! He didn’t seem at all perturbed about his performance so I guess it happened to him all the time. It clearly hadn’t even occurred to him to look after my needs.


I don’t regret doing it because, up until the rather unfortunate ending, the whole experience was a huge turn on. But I did leave feeling unfulfilled and horny as hell. My tips for anyone wanting to try this would be don’t leave anything to chance and don’t assume people will behave the way you expect. If I did it again I would do it differently. I’d hire a hotel room so we had somewhere private to go back to – I assumed he would do that, but he didn’t. I also should have taken more control and told him no, the session wasn’t over until I’d had an orgasm as well.


I also forgot to keep my word to check in via text with my friend once we’d gone to his place and when I checked my phone, which I’d had on silent, there were increasingly worried calls from her. She was furious that I hadn’t rung her. I don’t know what it says about me, but I felt more guilt over that than I had over cheating on my partner. Was it cheating? All I did was touch the guy’s chest and penis for about a second and expose myself. It wasn’t even full sex. Personally, I don’t think it counts.










 ‘We joined the mile high club – and got caught’


Madison, 24, works in sales


THE FANTASY


I’m travelling with a work colleague who I have always lusted after. We’re both single and we travel together a lot for business. We get on really well but I’ve never been able to tell if he fancies me or just likes me as a friend. The night before our flight, we were up late schmoozing clients, so we’re both a bit hungover and in silly moods. He looks even hotter than usual because he hasn’t shaved and I love the stubble – his jaw line is square and the stubble just accentuates it. He’s got long, dark eyelashes and gorgeous blue eyes, and every time we work together half of me works while the other fantasises about the two of us getting it on. We both line up to board the plane and are delighted to find we’ve been bumped up from Business to First-Class. It’s an eight hour flight and we’re both looking forward to having a glass of wine and then passing out on the flat beds. We settle in, chat a bit, then both start watching movies while enjoying our wine.


In First-Class, there are about a zillion films to choose from and I end up watching an old movie: 8 Mile starring Eminem and Brittany Murphy. There’s an incredibly hot sex scene in it that’s explicit and looks really real, like they’re really having sex, not just acting for the cameras. The combination of the hangover (I’m always up for sex the day after drinking), the wine, the sexy luxury of being in First and my hot colleague sitting next to me, makes me feel really turned on. I surreptitiously play the same sex scene over and over, rewinding and replaying. My colleague is blissfully unaware of my high state of excitement because I’ve angled the screen so he can’t see what I’m watching. (Well, that’s what I think, anyway!)


Eventually, I get to the point where I’m desperate for release and it just so happens, I have a small bullet vibrator in my hand luggage. I discreetly get it out of my bag, pocket it and get up out of my seat, smiling at my friend and pointing to the loo to explain where I’m going. He looks at me intently and we lock eyes. I flush. For a moment, it feels like he’s reading my mind and knows exactly what I’m going to the loo to do . . .


As I move through the cabin, I see nearly all the passengers are asleep. Brilliant. I won’t have to rush and won’t be disturbed. The flight attendants are eating their meals and have the curtain pulled back. But I’ve barely had time to pull up my skirt and turn the vibe on, when there’s a discreet knock at the door. What the fuck? Annoyed, I say loudly ‘Someone’s in here’ and am astonished when I hear my work mate say, ‘I know. Let me in’. My stomach flips and I’m genuinely shocked. What does he want? Is something wrong? I don’t dare hope for what seems obvious: he wants to join in!


I get myself together and pocket the vibe. When I open the door he’s standing there with a huge naughty grin on his face. He looks directly into my eyes and says ‘I know what you’re up to. I could see what you were watching. Let me in.’


I’m tipsy enough not to be embarrassed and all those years of pent-up lust render me incapable of resisting him. I reach out with my arm, grab him around the neck and pull him inside. We’re kissing before I’ve even locked the door behind us and it feels glorious. We’re biting each other’s lips and there’s lots of tongue. He starts moving his tongue inside my mouth suggestively, mimicking oral sex, so I push his head down and he immediately moves to my breasts and pulls open my top, sucking and squeezing my nipples.


There’s not much room so I end up sitting on the closed loo seat with my skirt hiked up and him kneeling on the floor between my legs. He takes my panties off and then his deliciously slippery tongue is teasing me and I come in about two minutes. He pulls back and looks at me – his face is wet from licking me and he looks so aroused, it makes me crazy. I tell him to stand up then I unzip him and take his lovely erect penis into my mouth. It’s big and thick and exactly as I’d imagined. I’m great at giving head – all of my boyfriends have told me – so he doesn’t last very long either. The whole thing only takes about five minutes, so when he comes out of the loo, the coast is clear. I wait a few minutes then come out myself. There’s only one guy awake in the cabin and he either didn’t notice both of us missing or didn’t care. Back at our seats, my sexy colleague leans over and gives me a slow, sexy kiss and says ‘I’ve wanted to do that for years.’


THE DECISION


My boyfriend of two months and I went on our first dirty weekend and were at that ‘can’t keep our hands off each other’ stage. We arrived at the airport a bit early so went to a bar to have some celebratory champagne. Then the flight was delayed, so we had another glass and by the time we got on the flight, we were pretty tipsy. The plane was full up the front and empty down the back so once we’d taken off, we headed down the back for some privacy. The staff could see we were a bit away with the fairies but we were so obviously smitten with each other, I think they found it quite sweet. They more than happily gave us more alcohol, which made us even soppier and then more and more daring. We were snogging like mad and started getting quite het up: my boyfriend started fondling my breasts when the flight attendants were up the front of the plane serving drinks, and safe to say we were both up for anything.


THE REALITY


My boyfriend went to the loo, which was literally right next to our seats, and after he’d had a pee he opened the door and said ‘Quick, come inside here with me’. On the spur of the moment I went to join him, more as a bit of a laugh. It wasn’t premeditated but becoming a member of the ‘mile high club’ was a favourite fantasy of mine. He pulled me inside and locked the door and we were giggling away but then we started kissing and the mood changed. I unzipped him, knelt down and took him in my mouth, which wasn’t quite as sexy as it sounds because there’s no space in there and it’s bright as hell with the automatic lighting. It’s not exactly romantic or erotic and it smelt a bit! So I’ve got my mouth wrapped around his penis but am eyeballing the flush lever and tissue dispenser, and he was looking at a plastic door. It was a turn on but not as hot as everyone makes out!


His penis was as hard as rock though so I thought Sod it, we might as well go for it. We swapped positions (easier said than done in a tiny space), so he had his back to the door and I turned around so my bum faced him, held onto the toilet seat for balance, lifted up my skirt and pulled my knickers to the side so he could slip inside. That felt amazing and clearly it did for my boyfriend as well because he was groaning way too loud. I turned around to tell him to shhhh but he put his fingers in my mouth and made me suck them and we fucked for a few minutes, hard and intensely, both loving every second.


But then we heard voices outside the door. It was the flight attendants chatting away – our seats and the loo were right next to their station. He pulled out and we got ourselves together ready to exit (neither of us had orgasmed but I don’t think we really expected to – we figured it would be more of a tease than anything else) and waited for them to get whatever they’d come back for and then disappear back to the front of the plane. Except they didn’t disappear and it soon became obvious they weren’t going to because they were getting the trolley ready to serve the meal. Shit! We both stood there, locked inside the loo, our hands clapped over our mouths to stop us laughing, looking at each other with wide eyes because the realisation we probably weren’t going to get away with it was starting to hit.


After a few minutes, we heard two other voices that weren’t the flight attendants. A woman said ‘Have you knocked on the door? Maybe there’s no-one in there’. We froze. Next thing, there’s a knock and the flight attendant says ‘Is anyone in there?’ We both looked at each other, willing the other to deal with the situation. I felt horribly drunk and didn’t trust myself to speak because I knew I’d sound slurry. We hadn’t thought this through at all so it wasn’t like we had a back-up plan. My boyfriend finally said ‘Just a moment!’ I had a brain wave and said ‘Say you came in here with me because I felt sick’. We both thought that was amazingly inventive but apparently that’s the standard excuse every couple gives when caught.


Unlocking that door was the worst. My boyfriend opened it to see a queue of about three or four people, standing there with arms folded and looking really fed up. Our sense of time was obviously skewed from all the drink and I got the horrible feeling we’d been in there for a lot longer than we thought we had. They looked mighty pissed off when they saw my boyfriend and glared at him. Then they clocked that he wasn’t in there alone.


‘My girlfriend isn’t feeling well,’ he said, but absolutely no-one was buying it. The flight attendants kept stacking the trolley, pretending nothing untoward was happening but they looked highly amused. They’d obviously seen it all before! The woman at the front of the queue was stroppy and furious. ‘She’s drunk, not sick,’ she said and gave us a withering look as we slunk out of the loo and slid back into our seats. That was the other problem: we then had to sit there while the other three people waiting for the loo smirked and giggled and whispered to each other because our seats were right where they were standing!


Even worse, they all went back to their seats and spread the word because suddenly everyone was craning their necks and turning around to look at us. It was mortifying! When the flight finally landed, we waited until everyone else got off the plane before leaving. The flight stewardess said ‘That’ll teach you’ when she saw us hiding in our seats but at least she laughed. When we got off we hid until most of the people had got their luggage, then sheepishly went to get ours.


Despite the embarrassment, it was worth it. We laughed about it the whole weekend and although the actual sex was rubbish and we didn’t even orgasm, the thought that you’re having sex and there’s only a flimsy door separating you from the other passengers is undeniably erotic.










 ‘We hired a high-class hooker for some girl-on-girl action’


Michelle, 44, works in the media


THE FANTASY


The first time I see her, I’m lying by the pool, wearing a gorgeous blue mini-kaftan over my new Heidi Klein bikini. My hair is pinned up in a sexy, tumbly kind of way and my legs look toned and tanned, all stretched out on the sunbed. I’m in Morocco, at a five-star hotel that’s really worth six stars. It’s so luxurious, it’s bordering on ostentatious and I love it. The weather is hot and I’m drinking an ice-cold vodka tonic and lazily flicking through a magazine when I see a girl walk up to the edge of the pool, drop her towel and bag and strip off to her bikini. She has long dark hair, olive skin and the most glorious body I have ever seen: tall and athletic but with curves. I try to guess her age and decide she’s older than 17 but younger than 25. Maybe 19? 22? I stop looking at her face because her breasts are extraordinary. They’re definitely real, judging by the way they jiggle and move when she leans forward to unbuckle her sandals. I can’t decide if I want to be her or fancy her but judging by the way I’m getting wet just watching, it’s the latter.


The girl is wearing a Missoni string bikini that barely covers anything. It can’t contain her full, pert breasts that spill out of the sides of the tiny triangular top and I can clearly see the outline of her nipples. She feels my eyes on her and looks up, and I realise I am openly staring at her. I’ve dropped my magazine onto my lap and lifted my sunglasses for a better look, sitting up and leaning forward. Jesus! I couldn’t be more obviously checking her out! But instead of looking annoyed or self-conscious, she looks straight at me and locks eyes. She’s close enough for me to see hers are dark brown and sultry, lined with thick, black lustrous lashes. Mine are blue and I think just a little embarrassed, but I smile at her and she smiles back.


It’s not a friendly smile, not a girly ‘I know you’re looking at me and I bet you’re having body and bikini envy’ type of smile. This smile is blatant and sexual, spreading slowly and sexily across her face. Her lips part slightly and I see straight, white teeth and a little pink tongue as it flicks over her full lips. She continues to stare back at me, still leaning forward, one hand hovering near her ankle where she was unbuckling her sandals. Then she finishes the job and straightens up, still with her eyes fixed on mine, and lifts up her long hair with both hands, allowing me a full frontal view of those glorious breasts moving, lifting. As she gathers her hair up, she subtly caresses the sides of her breasts, but I know it’s deliberate and it’s all for me. She looks up to meet my eyes again. I couldn’t move my eyes even if I’d wanted to. And so I don’t – I could watch her forever. She smiles another secret smile that makes me wetter than I already am, and then her long fingers disappear under her bikini top briefly and graze her nipples which are now erect. She does it discreetly and no-one is watching but me.


And, perhaps, my boyfriend.


‘Do you want her, my darling?’ he says, having watched the whole thing in amusement, stretched out beside me and peering over his iPad. He lifts my top to expose my brown belly and bikini bottoms and trails his hand teasingly over my lower abdomen. I push it away because I don’t want the girl to know that I’m with him. I want her to think I’m here alone. Alone and available to her.


‘Because I can buy her for you,’ he continues, unabashed. ‘The hotel lets high-class escorts come to the pool during the day for free. The men like to look before they buy. I’m not certain she’s for sale but I’m guessing she’s too young to afford to be a guest. And if she’s here with her rich banker lover, where is he?’


My boyfriend, also rich and a CEO, looks at me enquiringly.


Well, that explains the Missoni bikini. They’re about £250.


‘Do you want me to find out?’ he says. ‘Discreetly of course. You always promised me you’d let me watch you with another woman. So prove you’re not just teasing. You know I won’t touch, just watch.’


I look at his handsome face and wonder how I’ll feel watching him look at another woman, naked. Will I like it or loathe it? He’s incredibly hot to look at: tall with a swimmer’s body and broad, muscled shoulders tapering down to a lean abdomen. He’s got just the right amount of hair on his chest, and his usual great tan in evidence. I can see him starting to spring to attention through his shorts, just by watching our little episode by the pool. I like him. He’s funny and we have brilliant sex. I don’t see myself with him long-term though. He’s too pretentious to settle with but perfect for play.


He whispers that he wants to see her lick me, touch me, and fuck me with her fingers. He tells me I’d be even sexier to him, watching her do that to me, if that’s possible. I squirm in my seat and his eyes sparkle with lust. He knows I’m considering doing it, sleeping with a woman for the very first time, and he leans forward, using his body to shield us from other people sunbathing near us, oblivious to the sexual tensions playing out around them. He kisses me, hard and full on the mouth and slides his fingers along the side of my bikini bottoms to feel me quickly, to see if I’m wet. I’m soaking.


‘Come on, you want to do this,’ he whispers huskily in my ear. ‘We’re on holiday. No-one knows us. She wants you as much as you want her. Come on baby. Do it. Give into it.’


One part of me is bitterly disappointed that she might be a prostitute. I wanted to believe the girl was flirting with me for no other reason than lust, connection, chemistry. But knowing she might be bought, that there was a real possibility of me kissing that mouth, putting my hands on those breasts, pushing her head down, means lust quickly overtakes disappointment.


The girl was now in the water, swimming strongly, lapping the pool easily. I see glimpses of her gorgeous muscled body, sleek and wet and exquisite, with water rivulets clinging to places I want my mouth to be. She pulls herself up out of the water, showing off her athletic arms, toned back muscles, pert little bottom and long thighs and then flips herself around at the last moment so she’s sitting on the side of the pool facing us. Water drips from her, she’s panting slightly and she’s looking straight at me. She’s ignoring my boyfriend but she knows what’s going on. The invitation is there. She smiles, I smile and my boyfriend seizes the moment and gets up, preparing to talk to her. He tells me to wait back in our room.


I walk back through the foyer, fast. The sooner I get to the room, the sooner she will join me. I have no doubt my boyfriend will persuade her to do as he wishes. He always gets what he wants. Inside the room, it’s cool. I quickly change out of my swimsuit and run a cool, wet facecloth under my arms, over my swollen lips – even the act of washing myself is unbearably arousing. I quickly riffle through my lingerie, looking for the latest purchase from Agent Provocateur. It’s a push-up bra in palest pink that’s demi-cupped, so my breasts and nipples are hiked high and on display. The panties are cut to flatter and I know I look good in them. I look in the mirror. The last time I wore this was for my boyfriend but today, it’s all for her.


There’s a knock at the door. My boyfriend enters carrying champagne. I hold my breath then see she’s following behind. She has her sundress on over her body and I want her to take it off immediately. No-one talks. Her eyes move from the room to my body and I can see her checking me out the way I was checking her out. She starts to speak, I guess to introduce herself but I go up to her and put my finger across her mouth, silencing her. I ask her to put her arms in the air and lift the sundress over her head. I expect the bikini but she’s changed into a transparent lacy bra and matching thong.


My boyfriend pours champagne and I lead her to the bed and we both lie down on our sides and look at each other. I run the back of my fingers along her skin. It’s weird, touching a woman sexually like this. I’m used to the thicker skin of a man but her skin and body feel so delicate and soft. My fingers glide across it. She reaches behind her and undoes her bra, and her breasts are free and just as I’d expected: full and sensual with big nipples. She’s lying back on the bed wearing nothing but those tiny, wispy panties, her mass of hair sprawling behind her.


I straddle her, grab her wrists and put her arms behind her, pinning them there. Then I lean forward and my breasts meet her breasts and rub against them and I kiss her for the first time. I hear a moan from my boyfriend, doing as he’s told and sitting in the corner, but I know he’s desperate to move closer, to see us. I know he can’t see anything at all with us lying here kissing like this but oh God, it feels amazing kissing her with our bare breasts rubbing together so I don’t care. Her mouth is soft but she kisses me back as passionately as I kiss her.


‘Please,’ I hear my boyfriend plead. ‘I want to watch. Can I come to stand next to you?’


I pull back and sit up, still straddling the girl. I like that I don’t know her name.


‘You can come and stand by the edge of the bed. No closer,’ I tell him.


He obeys. I can see he has stripped down to his Calvins and he roughly pulls them down, his hand wrapped around a massive erection, bigger and harder than I’ve ever seen before.


The girl looks at him, then back at me. She knows he’s an observer, not a participant, and I like to think she wants me, a woman, not him.


‘Let me undress you,’ she says. It’s the first time I’ve heard her voice and it’s low and delicious with an accent I can’t place. I nod and lie back on the bed. She takes off my bra, her hair brushing forward to caress my neck and breasts. I’m desperate for her to take off my panties. She crawls over me and I can’t resist grabbing her by the hair, grabbing fists of it, and kissing her again. Her breasts and nipples dangle invitingly, so I put first one then the other in my mouth. It feels so erotic. Now I know why men love sucking breasts so much. I can feel hers harden as I flick my tongue across them, lick them, nip them lightly. ‘Ahh,’ she says, ‘Mmmm.’ She might be acting but if she is, she’s doing a good job.
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