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It Takes All Kinds


Sal, Milton Keynes


My name is Sal and I’m a working girl. If it sounds like a confession, that’s because it is. I’ve been a working girl, prostitute, whore, whatever you want to call me, for three weeks and two days, but that’s not what’s bothering me. What’s bothering me is that I’m beginning to enjoy it.


I’m in this situation because the bastard I was living with upped and left soon after our son was born. Six months after, to be precise. I had hardly any money and with no relatives nearby, no chance of earning any.


Francine, more an acquaintance than a friend, always seemed to be spending, despite never seeming to work for a living. One day I bumped into her in the supermarket. She had a trolley full of choice goods and I had a few budget items in a basket. I don’t usually bore people with my problems but I couldn’t help complaining about the situation I was in and lamenting that I didn’t know what I was going to do.


She studied me for a moment, pursing her lips as though coming to a decision, and asked me what 150 pounds sounded like for an hour’s work. I thought she was kidding me but, intrigued, I asked her what I would have to do. She told me and I shook my head. I was still staring at her in a state of shock when she gave me her card and said to call her if I changed my mind.


I let her go on her way and looked at my meagre shopping and baby Charlie, who was contentedly asleep in his pram. Already his clothes were growing too small for him and I’d little money for replacements. I called after her and asked her to tell me more.


That first time, I walked down the drive to the four-bedroomed detached house that was now going to be my place of work with a lump of fear in my throat.


Francine introduced me to the Boss, as she was called, who would be taking a cut of my earnings. When Francine took Charlie from me, my heart missed a beat. She told me not to worry, that she would keep an eye on him as she took a break. I took a deep breath and thought about what the money could buy us.


I sat down on the couch, waiting, and if I hadn’t been so desperate I would have turned tail and run away as fast as I could. All I knew was that the client was a regular and he was paying me fifty pounds over the going rate for something “extra” and that I wouldn’t have to go the whole way.


When Peggy, the Boss, walked up to me and told me that he was in the second room on the left, I bit my lip and could feel my eyes fill with tears. She rested a hand on my shoulder and reassured me that I would be fine. I wasn’t quite as confident as her but I nodded and gave her a weak smile.


Taking a deep breath, I climbed the stairs, got changed in the bathroom and walked into the bedroom. Sitting at a small desk was a rosy-cheeked, chubby man, dressed in tight shorts and an even tighter T-shirt. He looked like the kind of man who would be happier trainspotting than visiting a brothel.


He turned around to look at me, all the time sucking his thumb. “I’ve been a naughty boy.”


I shut the door behind me. “What have you done?”


“Knocked over my crayons and broke them. Please don’t punish me. Please don’t whack me with your slipper.”


As instructed I was wearing a pink negligee and pink fluffy kitten slippers. “You’re a very naughty boy, pull your shorts down and bend over.”


His lip quivered and his already semi-aroused cock began to stand to attention.


“Bend over,” I commanded.


He did as ordered.


I slipped off my slipper and hit him three times on each cheek.


“I’m sorry,” he called out. “I’m so sorry.”


I whacked his arse a couple more times for good measure. “Right, pull up your shorts and don’t make another sound while I have a nap.”


The cheeks on his face were equally as red as his buttocks. He bit his lip. “Please can I have a nap with you?” He gave me a bashful look and began sucking his thumb.


“Yes, I suppose so.”


I climbed into bed and he climbed in next to me.


“I’m hungry. Can I have a drink of your milk?”


“What’s the magic word?”


“Please.”


I exposed my breast and he latched onto it hungrily, sucking heavily on my breast milk.


“Touch me,” he murmured, momentarily taking his lips off my nipple.


I reached down and stroked his little rock-hard prick, sliding my hand up and down, relieved that he only took a minute to spurt out with a groan of satisfaction.


“Thank you,” he said, smiling sheepishly.


As instructed earlier, I climbed out of bed and walked out of the bedroom, leaving him to get changed and go back to his regular life; his strange longing satisfied for a while at least.


After a quick shower and back in my old jeans and top, I took Charlie from Francine, trying not to think of what I’d just done. She asked me how I felt and I told her it wasn’t too bad and she joked at least I hadn’t had to lie back and think of England.


As she walked me to the front door, Francine told me that he’d wanted to suck on “ripe breasts” for ages. When she asked me if I’d be up for it again, I hesitated and then nodded, thinking there were worse ways to earn money. Though, at that moment in time, I couldn’t think of any.


With the money tucked away and Charlie wearing a new outfit and the fridge stocked up for the week, I figured I’d be able to manage for a while, but four days later I got a phone call from Francine. This time it was for a hundred and it was a different client. She was doing something special or else she would have done it herself. It was easy money, Francine said.


I asked her if he wanted to fuck me, because it would be a firm no if that was the case.


She sighed audibly and said that’s why she was asking me, this client definitely didn’t want to fuck me. It was laughable really; I was a whore who didn’t open her legs.


With Charlie tucked up at a friend’s house, a bottle of wine to compensate for her time, I headed back to the house of shame, as I had named it.


Pulling on the uniform and mask and trying not to laugh out loud, I asked the Boss if she was kidding me. When she told me that, if I did it right, I’d be in and out in less than half an hour, it wiped the smile off my face. One hundred pounds for thirty minutes’ work, I’d wear whatever they asked me to.


The man was curled up in a corner of the room, fully dressed in a Star Trek uniform, his plastic pointy ears and pale face with a green hue looking more than comical.


“Please don’t hurt me.”


Putting on the deepest voice I could muster, I tried my best to act like a Klingon. Hands on hips, I strode towards him. “Stand up, you puny man.” I grabbed his shirt and pulled him to his feet. I wasn’t joking about puny either; he must have been nine stone, wet through.


I gripped his chin. Luckily, I’d been a Star Trek fan in my teenage years so could improvise, if nothing else. “You’ll make a good plaything for this Klingon warrior.”


He visibly shivered.


“Get ready to be boarded.” Grabbing his shirt, I threw him towards the bed. As he lay face down, I strapped on the black cock and picked up the lube. As I yanked down his trousers, he yelled out.


“No, please don’t do this, don’t rape me, you motherfucking Klingon.”


“Shut the fuck up,” I shouted back, beginning to enjoy the feeling of power I had over this man. I bent over and bit his arse cheek. He screamed out. I fell onto his back, pinning his hands to the bed. “Don’t make a sound and I won’t hurt you. Not much anyway. You’re going to be fucked, no matter what, so the more you accept that, the less painful it will be. Do you understand?”


He nodded.


I squirted some lube on his tight arsehole. I didn’t spend too much time on preparation, as that wasn’t what the client was looking for. A couple of minutes later, I positioned the latex monstrosity and slid in. He groaned and called out, “Someone, help me.”


I slid the cock out. “I’m going to fuck you good and proper.”


I’d been thrusting into him a few good strokes when I realized something else was happening. A bump on the strap-on was rubbing against my clit and it was turning me on and so was the feeling of total power I had over this feeble man. I growled and in response he thrust his arse up for more. I pushed in harder. I growled in his ear and ground into his body, delighting in the flutter of pleasure that ran through my body. We both groaned and I could feel the warm tingle of an approaching orgasm and, as it took hold of my body, I rammed into him and by the groan he let out I figured my work was done for the night.


As I changed, I looked at my watch. Less than thirty minutes, a hundred pounds in my purse and a bloody good orgasm to boot. On the way home, I treated myself to a glass of wine and promised myself that that was the last time. Now I’d got a bit of money, I would try to find another way of earning a living.


A week later came another call. This time, she’d got two clients lined up for me. Mummy’s boy was back and requesting a suck on my overflowing tits. She laughed as she told me that the Boss had said I was unavailable and he offered to pay an extra fifty. She told me that I would like the other client as he was a virgin.


I asked her if that meant the unthinkable. She laughed again and said that if I wanted to earn the money I’d have to open my legs but, as a first go, this client would be easy money. Before I could change my mind, I agreed.


He wanted someone sweet and innocent so I was wearing cream stockings with matching bra and panties and a floral dress that made me look like a Sunday school teacher. I knocked on the bedroom door.


I was expecting some fresh-faced kid but the man lying on the bed must have been late fifties, early sixties. He wasn’t bad-looking and still in shape but I had to hide my shock. I was curious about his story but already knew better than to ask.


He pulled back the bedclothes and patted the space beside him. I climbed in, not sure whether to touch him or just lie there and let him make the first move.


“I’ve never done this,” he said, his voice soft and gentle, with a bit of a Northern burr. “I’d like you to show me what to do. Please.”


I reached out and stroked his face. “Do you want to touch me?”


He nodded.


I picked up his hand and placed it on my breast. “Let’s just take it slow.”


His bottom lip quivered. I didn’t want him to spend too much time on my breasts as too much attention would set the milk flowing and I imagined that would kill the mood unless he had a suckling fetish.


“Do you want me to touch you?”


He nodded, swallowing loudly and licking his dry lips. I stroked his chest, taking time to play with his nipples. I leant down and teased them with my tongue.


“Stop a minute.”


I froze, not sure if I’d displeased him or if he was having second thoughts.


“I’m rather excited. I’m not going to last long and I was hoping my first time would be something special.”


What can I say, I liked the guy, felt sorry for him. “I can imagine, you’re nervous and eager. Whatever we do, you’re going to be quick, so how about I bring you off and then we can take our time, properly?”


He gave me a grateful smile. “OK.”


I reached down and took hold of his prick, a quite substantial one by the feel of it. “You’ve got a lovely cock there, shame to keep it to yourself,” I whispered in his ear, my hand stroking leisurely.


“Holy mother . . .” He groaned and fell limp. I handed him a tissue.


As he recovered his composure, he told me his story; turns out he was an ex-priest who had recently lost his faith and now wanted to experience all that life had to offer.


“I’ve always wanted to try something. May I?”


“What is it?” I asked, now wary.


He hesitated and took a deep breath. “I’d like to taste you.”


It was my turn to hesitate. I couldn’t imagine he’d know what to do so I would just have to let my inner actress take over and pretend I was enjoying the experience. Within a few minutes of his head between my thighs, I was groaning for real. His tongue was bringing forth shivers of excitement. Every few minutes he would break off and ask me if he was doing all right until I placed my hand on his head and pushed him back down.


“Don’t stop, you’re doing just great.” And he was and it helped that he looked like an eager puppy trying to please. As his tongue stimulated my clit, I felt the shudder of my impending orgasm and groaned out with real satisfaction.


He sat up with his engorged cock all ready for another round of attention. I tossed him a condom.


“I think you’re ready.”


“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked, closing his eyes as he said “fuck”, relishing the act of saying out loud a forbidden word.


I again stroked his face and he opened his eyes.


“Yes, I want you to fuck me.” I lay back and spread my legs.


He knelt between my knees, looking unsure.


I gave him an encouraging smile. “Just slide in, the rest will come naturally.”


As his cock inched its way in, he let out a long sigh of pleasure and a tear rolled down his cheek. “I never thought I would ever get the chance to experience this.” He smiled and leant in to nuzzle my neck.


If I closed my eyes, I could imagine that we were just a normal couple giving pleasure to each other. I wrapped my legs around his waist and he pushed in hard.


He kissed my neck, squeezed my breasts and fucked me as though he’d been doing it for years. Maybe he had, and his virginity and tales of priesthood were just part of the game. I didn’t climax again but it wasn’t unpleasant. He held me tight, almost squeezing the breath from my lungs. When he came his whole body shook with pleasure and emotion. He put his arm around me and I rested my head on his chest.


“I can’t thank you enough.”


I ran my hand through the blond curls on his chest. “You’ve nothing to worry about; you did just fine, more than fine.”


He picked up my hand and kissed it.


Fifteen minutes later, I was standing outside one of the bedrooms on my way to see “Mummy’s boy”. It was easy money but he gave me the creeps. I walked in. He was sitting on the bed in some kind of grown-up romper suit. I was wearing the same pink negligee and kitten slippers.


“Are you having a nap again?” he asked before sucking on his thumb.


“Yes and I don’t want disturbing.”


I climbed into bed and closed my eyes, squinting so I could keep an eye on him. It didn’t take him long before he was laid at the side of me. He reached over and pulled out one of my ripe tits. He sucked hard. “That’s a good boy, you’re a hungry little lad, aren’t you?” He suckled a little longer before climbing off the bed and walking around to the other side, his arousal plain to see in his powder-blue romper.


He lifted up the edge of my nightgown. I watched as he touched his little hard dick. He leant over and kissed my pussy before pulling down my hem. He began sucking on my other breast, lapping up all the milk. I could see he was getting sexually agitated.


“You have an awfully large swelling, do you want me to rub it better?”


“No!”


Before I could stop him, he was laid out on top of me, rubbing himself frantically against me, trying to get relief.


“Get off me now, before I tan your backside black and blue.”


At the sound of my stern voice, he shuddered, cried out and rolled off me, curling up into a ball and sucking his thumb.


I’ve never seen the virgin priest or the Mummy’s boy since but I’ve a few regulars that I’ve come to like, particularly the Star Trek fan. Strapping on the latex cock never fails to get me off. I’ve stopped beating myself up about my job; I figure I’m doing mankind a service. And if I get a bit of pleasure now and then, who am I to complain?




Two’s Company, Three’s A Crowd


Petra, London


My name’s Petra. I’m twenty-three, decidedly single, and I want to tell you about what went on one day while I was away on holiday with my mates Vicky and Liz.


The three of us work in advertising sales for a newspaper in London – although I’d better not tell you which one! We’d all been away together before: we get on really well and we’re all pretty much up for a laugh. So last summer we booked a fortnight in Hisonaru – or Turkey’s answer to Blackpool.


Four or five days in and things were going fairly well: the weather was good, the resort pretty and the nightlife lively. So the “sea” and “sun” were fine but the “sex” was quite frankly non-existent. I’d been chatted up – propositioned would have been a better way of putting it – a few times. But to be honest I wasn’t that drunk or desperate – although it was getting close – and the guys most definitely were.


Anyway we all went out for a BBQ night. Vicky and Liz got lucky and pulled a couple of guys – I guess they preferred bottle-blondes to natural “chestnut”. They got invited back to the boys’ hotel. Obviously they asked if I minded and if I’d be OK and equally obviously I said “no” and “yes”. And so, around midnight, I made my way home alone.


I had a really good night’s sleep and the girls were still gone when I got up. They eventually stumbled in around mid-morning, decidedly the worse for wear, and announced they had to get some sleep . . . and would probably be meeting up again later.


I wasn’t best pleased and damned if I was just going to sit around waiting for them so I packed a bag and headed off down to the beach. I wasn’t really in the mood for crowds so I walked around the headland and found a fairly quiet – though by no means deserted – spot, spread out my towel and lay down to do some serious work on my tan.


Although I’m auburn, I’ve got a good natural skin colour – which was already bronzing nicely – and, so long as I use some good lotion, I don’t really have to worry about burning. I’m five feet six inches in my stockinged feet and with a pretty curvy 36-26-38 figure. I know my boobs are my best features – guys tell me often enough.


While I was getting comfortable, I had a look round from behind my sunglasses: most of the women seemed to be topless and there were certainly some people who were nude. It’s not particularly my thing, but equally it doesn’t worry me unduly.


I’d been there about an hour and was just drifting off in the hot sun when I felt a shadow over me. Cross at being disturbed, I opened my eyes to see two young men silhouetted at my feet and staring down at me. “Nice tits,” said one, and whistled appreciatively.


“Yah. Great rack,” replied the other in decidedly plummy tones.


I know I was still feeling irritated with Vicky and Liz – for scoring when I hadn’t, if nothing else – and more than a little horny myself but to this day I don’t know what made me say it, but I did: “Boys, you’re in my sun but, if you don’t have anything better to do before you go back under whatever rock it was you crawled out from, then you can put some lotion on them for me . . . so long as you’re gentle.”


There was a stunned silence and they stood there looking sullen and stupid and open-mouthed until I broke it: “Well, I’m getting bored, so either get on with it or f**k off.”


“Look,” one of them began, “we’re really sorry and we didn’t mean to upset you . . .”


“Sorry’s not good enough,” I interrupted. “You’re either in or out. Three, two . . .”


“Wait, wait, wait,” the other one said. “You’re not going to call the police or anything?”


“Listen, I told you, all I want is some suntan lotion rubbed into my tits. Yes or no?”


They looked at each other and rather nervously knelt down on either side of me. I squeezed a large dollop of Ambre Solaire into their hands and just lay there. “Well, what are you waiting for?”


They finally took the hint and began massaging the thick cream into my boobs; and when I didn’t yell “rape” they actually started to enjoy themselves . . . so much so that I had to warn them not to venture any lower than my belly button. It was great feeling not one but two pairs of hands on my boobs. They hit some sort of rhythm, kneading each one with just the right amount of force, and pulling and stretching at my delicate nipples. It didn’t take long before I knew that enough was enough. “OK, thanks a lot, boys. On your way.”


And they immediately got up and started to walk off towards the town. “Try not to let everyone see what a good time you were having,” I called mockingly after them.


But as I settled back into the sun I had to admit that I had really enjoyed the experience; and the heat and the moisture between my legs told me that it had turned me on as well. I had another surreptitious look around and could see there were still a fair number of naked people on the beach, so I eased down my bikini bottoms and shimmied them over my ankles and feet. I’d had a Brazilian before I came away and so my pussy was bald save for a “runway strip” of neatly trimmed ginger hair that started at the top of my slit. I’ve also got a small gold ring through my clitoral hood that makes me very, very sensitive. I knew the very last thing I needed was to get sunburnt “down there” so I slathered on some more of the Ambre Solaire . . . which only made me feel even more randy. I slightly parted my legs and the feel of the sun caressing my totally naked body was decidedly erotic.


I dozed and drifted for I don’t know how long. Nor do I know what finally made me open my eyes when I did, but there they were. “Well, hello, boys; back, I see. Do you want to finish what you started?”


They gawped.


“The lotion, boys; the lotion,” I said, very slowly and distinctly. “You can finish what you started. You can do down between my legs but, I swear, if you actually touch my pussy I really will cry ‘rape’. Do you understand?”


They obviously did because they got down on their knees and did all over my front, and that felt really good. They also admired my clit-ring and both of them said they had never seen a girl with a piercing “down there”. So I rolled over and got them to do the other side – and feeling the warm oil trickling down between the cleft of my buttocks felt every bit as good.


So when they eventually asked if I’d like to come back to their hotel I couldn’t think of a single good reason to say no. I climbed back into my bikini, wrapped my sarong around my waist and we set off along the beach, away from town and around the headland. Their hotel was a real beachside surprise: one of those modern, terraced designs and very obviously much better than where we were staying.


It was cool enough in the air-conditioned lobby to bring up goose bumps on my arms and we caught the lift up to their room. It was nice, though not spectacular, but it did have a large, completely private balcony looking out over the beach. There was a good-sized stone table, sitting on a central plinth, with two matching benches. We’d been formally introduced by this stage: Kit and Seb were a little younger than me and at a decent redbrick uni together, studying Business Management. And, yes, they really were just a little “OK, yah” for me, but to be honest at that precise moment I really didn’t give a damn. Kit cracked open some very cold Efes beer from the well-stocked fridge and we all went out onto the balcony to enjoy the view.


There was an awkward silence.


I kind of realized that, if I didn’t do something, nothing much was likely to happen. So I took a slug of my beer, and my courage in both hands, and said, “I know, let’s play cards. Strip poker anyone?”


The boys were more than happy with this. Obviously none of us was wearing much to start with and so it didn’t take long for us all to end up naked . . . and I could tell the boys were pleased to see me. Neither of them was spectacularly well-endowed – I’ve had bigger and better. Kit’s cock was reasonably long and thin while Seb’s was shorter but quite impressively thick. Just having two cocks standing to attention in front of me was enough to get me even more turned on.


Sitting on one of the benches I picked up my beer glass, squeezed as much of my right tit into it as I could manage, then tipped the glass horizontal and just sort of swirled it. The shock of the cold and the feel of the beer fizzing against my sensitive skin was enough to make me gasp and my nipple certainly sprang to attention. I repeated the trick with my other boob, feeling like some sort of slutty lap dancer. “Don’t just sit there – lick it off,” I ordered.


Kit and Seb dropped to their knees on either side of me and began to lap enthusiastically all over my boobs: I have to admit it felt pretty good.


They played for a while and then I climbed up to sit on the table itself. I gave my boobs another cold shower, but this time making sure lots of the beer ran down my chest and between my thighs. The boys didn’t need telling a second time: they started off on my boobs but quickly worked their way down until they were lapping at my puffy outer lips.


I was already pretty hot and wet and my pussy soon opened up under this twin-tongued assault. The first time one of them touched my clit I shuddered as if a little electric shock had rippled through me. If it wasn’t an actual orgasm it was pretty damn close and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to last long . . . at least, not first time.


I’d been out on hen nights and seen a few blue movies. Yes, boys, we do watch porn too; just not the sort you do. I’d certainly never had a threesome – although I confess it is something I’ve thought about – but I had a few ideas about what was involved.


“Have you got something we can put on this table?” I asked. “It’s a bit cold and hard.” Seb very quickly produced the sort of thin mattress you have on camp beds and it seemed pretty much a perfect fit for the table. I wondered idly if they were quite as young and innocent as they made out.


I climbed back onto the table and got on my hands and knees, thrusting my butt up into the air. “Kit, fuck me; and, Seb, come round here at the front,” I ordered.


Kit slipped easily inside me and drove right up to the hilt. It felt good, fucking good. And I took as much of Seb’s cock into my mouth as I could and then began to flutter my cheeks around it in the way I know drives men mad.


It’s difficult to explain, but I know now there is something about anonymous sex that makes me feel incredibly wanton and, yes, aroused. I knew there was no chance of me ever seeing these two again; we’d only met a couple of hours earlier and I barely knew their names. Yet here we were, fucking, and I just felt that I could say or do anything I wanted, anything at all, and it wouldn’t matter. That’s a very sexy feeling.


Kit began ploughing in and out of me, each long stroke caressing the walls of my pussy. I could feel how rock-hard he was and guessed he probably wasn’t going to last long. Seb was trying to fuck my face but I grabbed hold of his balls and squeezed just hard enough to let him know he needed to keep still.


After just a couple more minutes Kit grabbed hold of my hips and drove himself into me up to the hilt. “I’m sorry, I can’t hold on anymore. I’m coming,” he moaned.


And as his hot spunk started to jet into me I could feel answering contractions from my pussy clenching and squeezing around his shaft. “Oh, Christ, yesss. That’s so goood,” I crooned.


Kit started to soften, slowly slipped out of me, and I gently pushed Seb away from me. “Half-time. Change ends,” I told the boys as I rolled over onto my back with my head just hanging over one edge of the table.


Seb climbed up onto the table and positioned himself between my parted thighs. Once he was inside I locked my ankles around his back – effectively stopping his thrusting. Kit came and stood behind me. I tipped my head back until I was able to take the whole of his now flaccid cock into my mouth . . . and I savoured the mixture of both our juices. I’d done this before and it’s a great way of deep-throating a guy.


I loosened my grip around Seb’s waist, just enough to allow a little movement but not too much, and enjoyed the feel of his fat shaft inside my well-lubed pussy as I swirled my tongue around Kit’s cock at the other end.


One of the great things about boys is that they have fast recovery time and when I could feel Kit getting hard again, and his cockhead just starting to nudge the back of my throat, I unhooked my ankles, spread my legs as wide as I could and gave Seb all the encouragement he needed: “Come on then, give it to me!. Fuck me, fuck me hard! I want to feel you come. Do it to me. Do it to me now,” I urged.


Seb pistoned frantically, banging into my pelvis and grunting with each stroke until he exploded inside me and collapsed on top. I just missed out, but didn’t mind because it still felt good and I knew we were all looking forward to “seconds”.


I gave them a couple of minutes while we were all collapsed in a sweaty heap and then told them: “Let’s go get a shower, boys.”


The bathroom turned out to be more of a wet-room: light, airy, fully tiled and more than big enough for three, with one of those spaceship showers that fires water from about half a dozen different nozzles. I grabbed a bottle of expensive-looking shower gel and hit the “On” button.


If you’ve ever showered with one partner you’ll know what fun it can be, but I discovered that with two it’s more than twice the fun. The needle-sharp water prickled my sun-sensitized skin. We all got lathered up and I ended up as the “meat” sandwiched between my two hunks. I could feel two hard cocks, one pressing up against my pussy and the other slithering between my buttocks. I also had my boobs squeezed hard up against Kit’s chest and that felt good too.


When I’d had enough I switched off the shower, got a couple of big, fluffy white towels off the rack and threw one each at the boys. I stood with legs apart and arms outstretched. “Dry me!”


The boys went to work, buffing me up with a will until I was all pink and tingly and feeling wonderful.


“OK, enough, enough. Now I’m all dry I want you to clean me up, with your tongues, down there, front and back,” I told them. “And it doesn’t matter who starts where because you’ll both be changing places.”


The boys sank to their knees and it was fantastic to feel two tongues, one in my pussy and the other rimming me – although I’d never thought of anilingus as “my thing” before. I knew there were traces of cum left in me, even after the shower, and they would be able to taste each other as well as me. I think it was Seb who discovered that he could flick my clit-ring up and down with his tongue. The feeling as the metal gently scrapes along the length of my bud is incredible, even on a bad day . . . and this was turning into a very good day.


Within a couple of minutes I was screaming into one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had. I was literally so far gone I would have collapsed onto the floor if the boys hadn’t held me until my legs stopped shaking. One of them was even sweet enough to ask me if I was all right.


When I’d recovered enough to walk we went back out onto the balcony, all still bare-naked. I got Seb to lie on his back on the table and then I climbed on top of him. Kneeling across his thighs I gently lowered myself onto his shaft and sank down until I was fully impaled.


“Don’t you dare move,” I warned him. “Just lie still while I get used to it or I’ll be coming again all over you.”


I rested my forearms and elbows on his chest – to help keep him still – and then crouched forward until my tits were barely touching his chest and we were just able to kiss. I concentrated on the fabulous feelings I was still getting from my pussy and just kind of wriggled around, squashing my lips against his pubic bone, until I was able to “find” my clit-ring and use that to tease my bud.


Barely moving, and with Seb’s stiff prick still filling me, I experimented with this novel form of auto-eroticism until I could feel another orgasm starting to build within me and began to drift off into that place where pleasure blots out everything else and feeling takes over from thinking.


“Kit, I want you to do something that no man has ever done to me before . . . and I’m guessing you haven’t done it either,” I told him. “Get some lube if you’ve got it – aftersun, extra-virgin fucking olive oil, I don’t really care. Just get really lubed up and then I want you to fuck my arse. And I want you to take it very slow and gentle, OK?”


Kit didn’t say anything but shot inside and came back a few seconds later with a bottle of something clutched in his hand. I didn’t know what it was and I didn’t really care – but it felt good when something cool and slick started to trickle down my crack and I could feel it start to pool around my pussy and Seb’s cock.


Kit climbed up onto the table and knelt behind me and it felt even better as he started to knead and spread my buttocks, working the oil into them. While still keeping glued to Seb I arched my back and tried to get my backside up as high and inviting as I could. Even so I still gasped when Kit slipped a finger past my sphincter and started working the lubrication inside me.


He withdrew his finger and a few seconds later I felt the tip of his cock nudging at me. He pulled my cheeks apart and pushed more insistently until, finally, just the head slipped in. I moaned, low and wordlessly, and he stopped immediately. “Are you OK?” he asked fearfully. “I’m not hurting you or anything?”


“No, no, it’s fine, you’re doing fine,” I reassured him. “It’s just I told you this is completely new for me too. So just take it very slow and easy.”


I kept very still, almost not breathing, and getting used to the incredible feelings and emotions welling up inside me. Kit did take his time and slid, almost imperceptibly, into me millimetre by millimetre until I felt his thighs buffer up against the back of mine. I felt fuller, more filled, than I ever had before. I’d read about people being able to orgasm solely from anal intercourse and now I’m sure it’s true.


Once we all started to relax into it, things just got better and better. I found that simply by tensing and untensing my thigh muscles I was able to pump myself up and down on Seb’s cock . . . not much to be sure but enough to do the job. Kit, having bottomed-out – forgive the pun – began working his prick backwards and forwards in my arse. It was a completely different feeling from having my pussy filled: hotter and definitely tighter, almost painful, but in a pleasant sort of way.


And then, suddenly, I could feel both pricks actually rubbing up against each other inside of me, separated by the little bit of me that divided my two holes. And I knew the boys could feel it too. And that was when everything went a little crazy.


That one amazing feeling was enough to send me climbing up to climax. A silky sheen of sweat was starting out all over my body, plastering my hair to my forehead and trickling down from under my arms, over my breasts and onto Seb’s chest. I was starting to get the shakes again and every inch of my skin was ultra-sensitive with nerve pulses like mini electric shocks, centred on my tits and cunt and arse but radiating out around the rest of my body.


And then I was begging and pleading and gabbling, “Just fuck me, for God’s sake, fuck me. Make me come. I need it now. Yessss, yesss. Ohhhh, God, yesss!” I hissed as a rolling tsunami of an orgasm threatened to sweep me away.


Kit was the first to come. I think my tightness and friction were just too much for him, and I felt him pump deep into my arse. Roughly I pushed him away from me so I could sit upright on Seb. Cowgirl-style I thrashed up and down on him, like I was having some sort of fit, over and over again, squeezing my breasts, savagely pinching my own nipples and squealing as I did so as the pain just drove me deeper and deeper.


And just when I thought I really couldn’t stand it anymore Seb arched his back like he was being electrocuted and exploded inside me.


It was early evening as I gingerly walked back to the hotel. I was feeling sore nearly everywhere, but particularly between my legs, and I could feel a pooling wet patch in my bikini bottoms where I was still “leaking”.


By the time I got in Vicky and Liz were up at last and getting ready to go out and meet up with their boys again. I could tell they were a bit miffed when I said I was planning an early night.


And I could tell they didn’t believe a word of it when I told them I’d just had a mind-blowing threesome with two rich guys. But when I showed them the picture on my camera phone they had to. You couldn’t see the guys’ faces but you could very clearly see mine – in fact you could see all of me – and the fact that I had a long, thick cock in one hand and a short, fat one in the other.




Clothes Encounters


Phil, Stratford-upon-Avon


Before I go any further, I want to tell you I’m not a knicker sniffer. That is to say, I don’t go raiding laundry baskets for soiled underwear or anything like that. I’m a bit of a stickler about that, to be honest. I love the smell and feel of freshly washed women’s clothes. And, before you ask, I have no idea where my fetish came from; I’ve always felt that way. It’s vital, too, that I can imagine the woman who wears them.


I do like to see women browsing and buying sexy underwear in stores. Not functional stuff, but sexy stuff. My favourites are when some girl or woman buys something sexy quite openly and brazenly; she’s proud of being so sexy; some lucky sod is going to benefit from what she’s bought. OK, with bras they tend to be quite functional in some ways – they’re as much about support and fit as anything, but the difference in my interest in a woman buying a sports bra versus one buying something black and plunging is great. Same with knickers – sports knickers, control garments, “big” knickers . . . ugh! Thongs, see-through panties and French knickers – fantastic. It shows attitude, you see, my favourites being the brazen “I don’t care who knows how fucking sexy I can be” types mentioned above and the “I’m buying this to turn on my guy but I don’t really want anyone to see” ones. Even better if you replace “girlfriend” with “guy” in that last one. In the first case there’s just a chance she’ll flash something when I happen to be watching and in the second I imagine myself either in the place of the guy or witnessing the two girls.


And don’t get me started on suspender belts and stockings. Can there possibly be anything more sexy than a woman who wears them for her partner? Answer, actually, is “yes” – a woman who wears them for herself.


So that’s me – kinky about sexy clothes. Not just underwear, but primarily that. I don’t want to wear them; that’s not my bag at all. Not quite “wear”, anyway, which I’ll get to.


My job is fixing computers. I work for a company fixing them in people’s businesses and I moonlight doing them in people’s homes. I’ve lost count of the number of times when both have given me opportunities. In offices girls feel at home, I guess, and skirts ride up and blouses flop open and I get glimpses of their underwear. So many times I’ve invented a reason for going under a desk so I can get a better view up their skirts. I’m sure they must figure out what I’m doing, but none of them ever freak out. The best one was a woman who was chatting to her mate on the phone about a night out and she was talking about her boyfriend getting so horny he tore off her knickers. Then she proceeded to hike up her skirt and demonstrate. All to get me blushing, I guess. It worked.


But in women’s homes, that’s the best. They trust me; maybe I’ve got a trustworthy face. More than once they’ve asked if I minded if they nipped to the local shop or picked up the kids. Mind? Hell, no. As soon as they’re out of the way I nip into the bedroom. Most women put the interesting stuff in top drawers, or the top two if they’ve got a lot. I take careful notice of where things are before I take a look. Some surprise you; they look dead respectable and they have all kinds of kinky clothes. I’ve found vibrators and handcuffs and sexy photos, you name it.


And I suppose you’ve already guessed I can’t resist holding the sexiest items, usually wrapping one round my cock and wanking with them. I’d like to come in them but that’s just too risky.


At other times I look on their computers and you’d be surprised how many have sexy pictures of themselves in underwear, naked and sometimes having sex. One married woman has lots of pictures of her with another woman, undressing, kissing and even fingering and licking each other. And they actually pay me for this. Maybe it’s an invasion of their privacy, but I can’t help it.


I need to tell you about a woman I’ll call Jo (not her real name in case she reads this and recognizes herself). I was recommended to her by one of her friends and when I arrived she asked if it was OK for her to nip to town. I still wonder if the friend knew my secrets and told her, because she explained she needed to return something that was faulty, before bringing a sexy little black suspender belt out of a carrier bag and showing me how the fastenings didn’t line up. You can imagine how hot that got me. Then when I checked her computer she had loads of pictures of herself decked out in all my dream clothing, like she could read my mind. Stockings, suspenders, bras, knickers, basques, you name it. All taken very professionally. She went as far as topless but that was it. Her computer was in the bedroom anyway, so a quick check of the top drawer allowed me to find some of the stuff she was wearing in the photos. So I sat there, my cock in one hand, with a pair of her knickers wrapped round it, and another pair in my hand against my face, feeling the soft scratch of the material and smelling the fresh-washed scents and watching her pictures on the computer screen.


I don’t recall ever having been so excited before and, sorry to say (or I was at the time), I just erupted into them without much warning. Well, I did feel it coming but it was just too sexy to pull away. Then afterwards I had wet, stained knickers to deal with. Washing them was not an option – she’d know. Hiding them at the bottom of her laundry basket would have been another, but when I found it, there was nothing in there – it was empty. All I could do was mop up my come and dry them as best I could, then put them back.


The next time she called me I guess I must have looked guilty. She’d not paid me from the last time because I’d had to leave (well, needed to get away) before she got back from the shops. This time she met me at the door, ready to go out, and reminded me she hadn’t paid me last time and had left me something on the computer keyboard. I was expecting a cheque or some cash, but right there on the keyboard was a pair of her knickers. She’d found me out and didn’t mind. How sexy is that? On top was a handwritten note saying enjoy. I did too. This time I knew where I was going to spurt, and I knew she wanted me to. It felt fantastic and even though I tried to make it last I couldn’t hold back.


That pattern went on for maybe six more visits. She never paid me cash and I never found any more faults on her computer. It was just a sexy game, with a different offering each time, and leaving her with wet knickers, a bra, a suspender belt and some stockings.


Then one day I arrived and rang the bell before I noticed a note on the door, one of those Post-it things, saying to go in and there was something on the computer for me.


I did go in, then called out hello but got no answer. I went upstairs, excited as to what today’s treat might be. There, her bum perched on the table top where the keyboard usually was, sat Jo, wearing a full-length slip, stockings, suspenders, a bra and some high-heeled shoes. She was holding the hem of the slip just above her crotch so her knickers were on view.


“Hello, Phil,” she said sexily. “I’ve decided on a different method of payment today.” She reached down and pulled her knickers aside before adding, “It’s called Access.”


As I watched her, she started to slide her finger up and down her opening, which was glistening under the lights.


Well, inexperienced as I am, there was no mistaking I was on a winner. I put down my case and went across to her, but she put out her other hand and stopped me.


“You have to earn it, Phil,” she said, then put a hand on my shoulder to push me down.


I realized what she wanted – I wasn’t that dumb – but I’d never done it before. But I did it. I tried licking and sucking and she told me what worked and what didn’t, pulling my face into her and moving her hips up and down, like she was fucking me. My hand had automatically gone to my cock but she noticed and said I had to stop. She didn’t want me to come too soon, she said. Good point.


I had no idea if I was doing well, but after a while she stopped me and took me over to the bed. She lay back on it and started masturbating again while, at her suggestion, I took off all my togs. I think she was impressed with my hard-on. It’s not huge or anything but it sure was hard. Then I had to go down on her some more, licking her while she used her fingers at the same time. She made herself come – OK, I was licking her, but she definitely brought herself off – and I thought that’d be the end of it, but she wasn’t that cruel.


“Stand up, Phil,” she told me, so I did, a bit embarrassed about my body because I could do with losing a bit of weight.


She looked me up and down and straightened her clothes.


“You really do like underwear, don’t you?” she asked, and I just nodded dumbly.


“So, if you could choose,” she said, “where would you come? On my thong? My stockings? Slip, bra, where?”


She never even offered to let me come inside her. I didn’t say anything because I wanted all of those, but no way could I manage all that in one day.


“Can’t decide?” she teased after a while. “OK, then, tell me your favourites.”


I swallowed my embarrassment and told her. I’d like to wrap my cock in her slip and wank with it. I’d like to come on her stockings and see it dribble down her legs. I’d like to do it into the crotch of her thong and then have her pull it back on, so she was wet from me. Same with her bra. Imagine my seed squashed on her tits by that bra.


In the end she decided for me. She slipped off her thong and had me straddle her, so I was just above her waist and my cock was pointing up her body. The sexy cow then licked the crotch of her thong before spreading the only real area of fabric it had over my cock and holding it in place with both hands while she slowly wanked me. It felt so good just watching her do it and I knew I’d never last long. She knew that too, moving faster and faster as I jerked and trembled. I was so close but what actually finished me was when she pulled me forwards and put her mouth over the end, so she was sucking me through her thong. I just erupted into it. She took her mouth off and watched as my white jism oozed through the black. When I finished jerking she did the sexiest thing ever; she just leaned forward and licked, getting my come all over her tongue then putting it back in her mouth and swallowing. Fucking amazing.


She’s never let me fuck her. She’s married, you see, but we still play games during the day when her guy’s at work. Sure I’d like to fuck her, but all the other things she does make that not as important. She’s a control freak, that’s for sure. She makes all the running and I do what she tells me, which is OK. Her favourite is to have me flat on the floor while she sits on my face and brings herself off. She always does more of the work than I do, like I’m some object she rubs herself off on. She always starts with knickers on and usually wears a slip or underskirt and she often wears stockings, either hold-ups or proper ones. After I’ve sucked her long enough she wraps something round my cock and brings me off.


Then one day when I turned up she wasn’t alone. She had another woman there, called Amy. Amy’s nothing like as attractive as Jo, and she’s a bit overweight. I was a bit annoyed she was there and I was going to miss out, but they invited me to have a glass of wine with them and it was obvious they’d had plenty already; they were giggly and noisy.


“Phil has an underwear fetish,” Jo suddenly announced.


Amy looked at me for a sec and then they just burst out laughing. I didn’t think it was funny.


“Would you like to see Amy’s knickers?” Jo asked. Well, she was taking the piss, I know, but I never miss an opportunity. Jo didn’t wait for an answer anyway. “Come on, Amy,” she said. “I will if you will.” And hiked her skirt up with the usual display of stockings and black knickers. Then she made a grab for Amy’s skirt and pulled it up. Amy wore light blue shiny pants, sort of bikini style.


“Phil prefers black,” Jo told her, then said, “Here, try mine on.”


So right there and then Jo took off her thong and Amy her knickers and Amy put the thong on, showing me plenty as she did.


“It’s damp,” Amy complained. Jo just reached over and rubbed the crotch, meaning she had her hand between Amy’s legs. “So it is,” she laughed.


Instead of putting on Amy’s panties, Jo called me across and unzipped me before wrapping the satin round my erection and doing her usual. I mean, this was seriously kinky: two women, one with a bare pussy, the other wearing someone else’s recently worn thong, and me being wanked with the spare pair. Not that Jo let that go on for long. After a minute or so she let go of me and put Amy’s panties on, pulling them up tight. She spread her legs as wide as the space on the sofa would allow.


“Come on, Phil,” she said. “You know what to do.”


Sure, I knew what she meant. I knelt down and moved in to lick her, but this time through another woman’s knickers. I felt some movement going on and when I opened my eyes and looked up, Jo and Amy were snogging and Amy was holding Jo’s tits. I just shut my eyes to stop myself coming there and then. Imagine my surprise when Amy joined me, sliding in between Jo’s legs next to me and licking her wet pussy alongside me. After a while she dragged her knickers down Jo’s legs and off, so we could get at her properly, but she wrapped her knickers round my cock and wanked me with them at the same time.


Unlike Jo, Amy did let me fuck her. I did it from behind while she took over sucking Jo off. She tried to organize it so that my cock was wrapped in her knickers as I pushed it in, but that just dried her up and I couldn’t get in properly. Instead she put her pants over my head, so the crotch was against my mouth and nose, then took off Jo’s thong and used it to tie her own knickers in place just under my nose.


OK, maybe I am a knicker sniffer.


Amy never said not to, and I doubt I could have stopped anyway, so I came right into her.


Jo made me go home after that, telling me before I went she was going to suck my come out of Amy. No idea whether she did; she probably said it to tease me. In fact the whole thing was to tease me, I guess. I never saw Amy again.


Jo gets ever more kinky and ever more controlling. A couple of weeks ago she invited me round then calmly announced her husband would be home for lunch. She was wearing some new bright red underwear – the whole set but with black stockings – and displayed them all to me by pulling up her skirt, asking if I thought he’d like them. Just before he arrived home she made me hide under their bed and she dragged him to bed almost as soon as he got in. I could hear and even smell them having sex, and the bed banged against my head as they bounced on it. She was very vocal – to cover any noise I made maybe, but I heard her say something about him waiting while she took her knickers off. Next thing I know there’s movement at my right side and she’s dangled the French knickers down so I could get them. It was obvious what she wanted and I was too worked up to do anything else. I unzipped and wanked off into them.


And, unlike me, he came right inside her. Lucky bastard. I wonder if it was a set-up and he knew I was there. Maybe he gets off on her being a slut.


Because she is a slut. We’ve been going out in her car recently. We go places neither of us would be recognized and she always wears sexy underwear. On the drive she yanks up her skirt so her stockings and knickers are on show and she toots at truck drivers so they see. She knows it makes me jealous. Only three days ago we went down the motorway and she took her knickers off while driving so she could wank me with them, right there in the fast lane at eighty.


She’s getting into bondage, too. Her husband went away overnight a while ago and she invited me to stay. I had visions of sleeping next to her all night but she had other ideas. I had to sleep in their spare room and she asked me if I trusted her. Of course I said yes and, to cut a long story short, she pretty much emptied her lingerie drawers out and took ages wrapping the contents all round me, fixing it all in place with tape and cling film. I must admit it felt great having all her stuff next to my skin but she cling-filmed me to the bed with my hands up at the top so I couldn’t touch my cock, then left me to stew all night.


In the morning she came in, totally nude, and made me watch while she wanked herself off using one of her thongs. She took ages at it and came many times. When she was done she ripped a hole in the cling film just enough to get my cock through and wanked me off with the same thong.


Where’s it all going? No idea, but I’m not after changing it. OK, I don’t get to fuck her, but I’ll trade that against her underwear games any day of the week. I come pretty much when she wants me to, then lots more at home, thanks to the regular supply of knickers she sends me home to wank with. I know she’ll get more kinky, more demanding and more controlling, but for a woman with a seemingly endless pot of ideas, I’ll do what she wants.


Is she a part-time lesbian? Is she a dominatrix? Does her husband know? Have I got a future?


No idea.




Sexier By The Dozen


Sarah, Waco


Eleven firefighters had stood in front of my camera lens, one a day for the previous eleven days, posing in various forms of undress for the charity calendar they were producing to benefit a paraplegic comrade injured during a four-alarm blaze a year earlier. The eleven men ranged in age from late twenties to early fifties, and most had posed shirtless, exposing bulging biceps, thick chests, and rock-hard six-packs. One had posed in fire-engine red boxers and a gas mask, and another had posed in nothing but a flesh-colored thong and the boot he was pulling on, his tight rear end exposed but the bulge of his personal fire hose hidden by a muscular thigh and the particular angle of the camera.


I had been roped into donating my photography by my friend Wendy, a graphic designer and wife of one of the three married men who posed for the calendar, and I was shooting the men, one each afternoon, working around their three-days-on, three-days-off schedule.


Seven months had passed since my previous non-solo sexual experience, an orgasm-free twenty minutes spent in the bed of a self-absorbed prosecuting attorney who tried to cross-examine me about his performance after he finished; and spending all that time alone with the first eleven firefighters had made me so hot I was afraid I would self-ignite if I didn’t take long, ice-cold showers each evening when I returned home.


Before firefighter number twelve – Brandt Chambers – walked into my studio, I didn’t know what to expect except that he would be at least as handsome as his predecessors. And he was: tall with short black hair, square jaw cleanly shaven, thick biceps, broad shoulders and barrel chest tapering down to six-pack abs, trim waist, tight buns, and muscular legs.


“You’re July,” I explained as he stripped, “the hottest month of the year. Think you’re up for it?”


My question was ironic because at that moment he pulled down and stepped out of his boxer briefs, revealing a long, thick cock standing at half-mast. I was about to tell Brandt that none of his fellow firefighters had gone full monty, but I hesitated, enjoying the view too much to have it disappear before I captured it with my camera.


I directed Brandt to the set, where I tried posing him in various positions with various clothing and props – turnout gear, boots, gloves, helmet, gas mask, fire extinguisher, extension ladder, a bit of fire hose – but his half-erect cock kept interfering with the shot, peeking out from behind his muscular thigh no matter how he posed.


“We’re going to have to do something about that,” I said from behind the camera as I straightened. “It keeps getting in the way.”


“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m trying to think about baseball, but you’re a beautiful woman and it has a mind of its own.”


Apparently our conversation pushed baseball completely out of Brandt’s mind because his cock lengthened and stiffened until it thrust upward, and I knew there would be no more photography until we dealt with his erection. I considered several options, from outwaiting it to filling a baggie with ice and making him hold it against his crotch, but the one thought I kept returning to – the one thought I’d had almost every night for the previous eleven days – dampened my panties and made my nipples dimple my blouse.


“You married?” I asked.


Brandt shook his head. “No. Why?”


“Seeing anyone?”


“Not in months.”


I stepped from behind my camera, crossed to where Brandt stood in front of the extension ladder wearing only a fire-engine-red presentation helmet, and dropped to my knees in front of him. I’d never been this forward with a man, but I’d never before had handsome, nearly naked firefighters parade in front of me for days on end, unintentionally tormenting me with their raw sexuality. After I wrapped my fist around the base of his erection, pushing back his wild tangle of black pubic hair, I took the spongy soft helmet head of his cock into my mouth and painted it with my tongue.


“I—” Brandt started to say something, but stopped as I took another inch of his cock into my mouth and cupped his heavy ball sac with my free hand.


As I slowly took his entire length into my mouth, I moved my fist out of the way, and his pubic hair tickled my nose until I drew back, stopping when my teeth caught the ridge of his glans. A drop of pre-cum oozed from the tip of his cock, and I licked it away before I took his entire length into my mouth a second time.


Brandt didn’t know what to do with his hands, finally resting them on the back of my head and entwining his thick fingers in my shoulder-length blonde hair.


As soon as his shaft was completely covered with my saliva, I again wrapped my fist around his thick cock, and I pumped hard and fast while I continued teasing his cockhead with my tongue. I knew he was about to come when his ball sac tightened in my palm, drawing upward, and his hips began pumping forward and back. His cock throbbed in my fist and then he came, firing a thick wad of hot cum against the back of my throat. I swallowed every drop and pulled away when his cock stopped spasming in my mouth.


Then I licked my lips to capture the last of his flavor, returned to my position behind the camera, and took several dozen photos while Brandt still had the sexy, satiated, postorgasm look in his dark eyes, his now limp cock safely hidden behind one thigh.


When I finished, I straightened and stretched, unintentionally thrusting my breasts forward and stretching my black T-shirt taut across my ample chest. My erect nipples dimpled the thin cotton even through my lacy bra. I said, “I think I have what I need.”


“Are you certain?” Brandt asked. By then his cock had begun to stiffen again and he was appraising me with half-lidded eyes.


“Still thinking about baseball?”


“Batter up, two balls, no strikes, will he go all the way?” Brandt said.


I laughed at his little joke as I stepped from behind my camera and approached the set. “That depends on the pitch.”


By the time I reached him, Brandt’s cock was again fully erect, a bit of my lipstick smeared on one side. He removed the presentation helmet and placed it on the fire extinguisher. Then he took my hand, pulled me close, and bent forward to cover my mouth with his. As our kiss lengthened and deepened, our tongues met, and then it seemed as if we couldn’t remove my clothes fast enough.


My T-shirt and lacy red bra were first to go, freeing my ample breasts from confinement. Then I kicked off my red sling-backs, slithered out of my form-fitting blue jeans and peeled off my red panties. As we continued kissing, Brandt’s hands explored my body, cupped my breasts, stroked my nipples, and then slipped downward to cup my pubic mound and stroke my swollen pussy lips with his fingers.


I couldn’t believe how much I wanted Brandt. I’d only met him a few hours earlier and I had already done more with him than I did with most men after a great many hours spent getting to know one another. There was no bed, no couch, no soft place to lie down, and the floor of my studio was hard concrete. I reached between us and took his cock in my hand, intending to press the spongy soft head against my pussy lips and have sex standing up, but our height difference was too great and his erection too rigid.


Brandt sensed what I was intending. He cupped the cheeks of my ass with his big hands and lifted me onto the metal extension ladder, which rested against the wall at a proper fifteen-degree angle, the rubber feet holding it firmly in place. I felt the cold metal rungs of the extension ladder against my back, and my ass rested on one of them.


As he stepped forward and pressed his cockhead against my slick slit, I spread my legs wide and wrapped them around his waist. I used my legs to pull Brandt to me as every inch of his long, thick cock filled me. I reached upward, grabbed one of the upper rungs with both hands, and arched my back as Brandt grabbed hold of the ladder on each side of me.


He drew back and pressed forward, his strokes firm and confident, and the ladder rattled with each of his powerful thrusts. Like a flash fire, I came quickly and unexpectedly, crying out as the heat of orgasm burned through me. I lost my grip on the ladder and would have fallen if Brandt hadn’t been pressing me against it, his cock continuing to pound into me.


And then, with one last, powerful thrust, Brandt came, filling me with cum, and the two of us remaining connected on the ladder trying to catch our breath until his cock finally stopped spasming inside me and softened enough to slip free. Without a word, he eased me down from the ladder.


I glanced around. While Brandt’s clothes were folded neatly on a chair behind my camera, mine were strewn all over the set. I collected my clothes and pulled them on.


By the time I was once again dressed, so was Brandt. I walked him to my studio’s lobby and stood with him at the front door, unsure what to say until I blurted, “I’m not like this. I just— You just— I couldn’t help myself.”


Brandt leaned forward and kissed my forehead. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”


In the heat of our coupling, I had forgotten about the final day of photography, and the next morning I took a long, ice-cold shower before I dressed. Then I carted my photography gear to the station house, a two-story brick building built back when they had real character. The calendar cover shot – the only one I was allowed to take on site – would feature all twelve of the sexy calendar models washing one of the fire trucks on the station house’s front drive, the only photo of the firefighters in action rather than studio-posed, and the six men who had the day off returned to the station for the shoot.


I tried not to pay any more attention to Brandt than I paid to the other men, but it was difficult. I couldn’t push the memory of our incendiary time together in my studio out of my mind. I needed to know how he felt about it, but I couldn’t very well ask him in front of the other men, who were laughing and joking, and stripping off their shirts. They sprayed as much water on each other as on the fire engine, and I took photos as fast as the camera would go, capturing the firefighters’ sexy bodies and easy camaraderie.


Afterward, when half the men had disappeared into the station and five others were headed home, Brandt helped me load my photography equipment into my SUV.


I had parked behind the station, where my SUV wasn’t visible from the street, nor was the area where I parked visible from any of the station’s windows. After I tucked the last camera bag into place, I reached up and closed the rear hatch.


Brandt captured my wrist and spun me around to face him. Then he pulled me close, covered my mouth with his, and kissed me. His kiss took my breath away, made my blood race, and turned my knees to gelatin. When the kissed ended, he said, “Tell me yesterday wasn’t a fluke.”


“It wasn’t,” I whispered hoarsely.


Then he kissed me again and, as he kissed me, one hand slid under my sweatshirt and cupped my breast through my bra. My nipple tightened and pressed against his palm through the lacy material.


I glanced around. We were as alone as we could be in the city. I unfastened Brandt’s belt, undid the front of his jeans, and released his erection from the confining material. His pants slid to his ankles. After stroking his cock several times, I told him that one in the hand is never as good as one in the bush, and that I was already wet with desire.


Brandt took the hint. After some quick work, my jeans and black thong dropped to my ankles. He spun me around and bent me forward. I braced myself on the rear bumper of my SUV as he grabbed my hips and pressed the fat head of his swollen cock against my pussy lips.


I braced myself as Brandt drove his cock deep inside me. When he drew back and drove forward again I had to help brace myself with my other arm, too, or his powerful thrusts would have bashed my head into the back of my SUV.


We were so turned on by the possibility that one of the other firefighters would round the corner and catch us in the act, that our sex was hard and fast. I came first, and I bit my lip to keep from crying out. My orgasm seemed to excite Brandt even more and his thrusts grew faster, harder, and deeper.


And then he came, hosing my spasming pussy with thick wads of hot cum.


After we finished and pulled our clothes back on, Brandt held my car door open and asked, “How about a proper date?”


Apparently, I’d been approaching my sex life all wrong, trying to get to know the men I dated before taking them to bed. “What did you have in mind?”


“Dinner, dancing, see what happens from there.”


What happened is that we wound up in my bed, where we’ve been spending quite a bit of time ever since.


As soon as Wendy and I selected the photos for the calendar, she dropped them into place in the layout she had waiting and delivered the electronic file to the printing company. The calendar sold out within two weeks and went back for a second and then a third printing, netting several thousand dollars for the injured firefighter. Four of the calendar models met their future spouses because of the calendar, and the other unattached single men easily filled their date books.


Brandt’s sexy, post-orgasmic photo for July turned out to be the hit of the calendar, and I know several women who tore it out when the year ended and now keep it magneted to their fridge, taped to the inside of their gym locker, or pinned to a bulletin board where they can lust after him regularly.


Me? I didn’t bother. I now have Brandt on a permanent three-days-on, three-days-off rotation. When he’s not putting out fires for other people, he’s putting out my fire as the first firefighter model to meet his future spouse because of the calendar.




Out With A Bang


Tim, San Jose


When I realized that I couldn’t talk her out of it, I relented and promised I’d rent some seedy dive bar for a night. Maybe some place over on ‘F’ street, where the winos and back-alley hookers hung out. Some place where nobody knows your name or gives a shit about what you’re up to. Some place anti-Cheers.


No, that isn’t what she wanted. She liked the sleazy nature of my suggestion, of course, but she wanted something with more risk and less predictability.


She wanted to do it at my job site.


Let me explain. I’m an ironworker, one of those beefy, goateed mugs you’ve probably noticed when you look up from your brown bag lunch in the plaza. That’s right, we’re the ones making all that racket and blocking million-dollar views. But nobody causes erections like we do. That’s a little ironworker humor. You’re welcome.


Now, I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking that ironworkers are a little rough around the edges. That our scruffy exteriors and unsophisticated ways make you nervous for your daughters. But ask yourself this: Who would you rather have backing you up in a bar fight? I thought so.


And something else: What is it about us that chicks can’t resist?


Take Janine, the pint-sized hellraiser I used to go with. I picked her up one night at Fast Eddy’s when she was playing eight-ball with some pasty-faced insurance guy. I showed her my trick of guzzling beer while whistling through my nose, and that’s when she noticed the shark tattoo on my sleeveless shoulder. Right away she knew that she’d found a soulmate – or at least another die-hard fan of the San Jose Sharks.


Janine moved into my trailer a week later. At first, like any new couple, we jockeyed for position. We drank too much and fought like we’d been married forever. But we soon settled into a nice domestic rhythm of fucking and eating Chinese takeout. Followed by more fucking. Sure, we butted heads over stuff like her excessive smoking and my carousing with my biker buddies. But these were usually abbreviated affairs and nearly always ended with me hoisting Janine up on the kitchen counter, ceremoniously lighting her a butt, then pulling down her sexy cut-offs so that I could eat her splendiferous snatch while she wriggled, giggled, and smoked like a chimney.


Man, those were good times.


They were particularly good because Janine liked to party as much as I did. Do. She had a high-octane sex drive, and could match every thrust of my johnson with a libidinous thrust of her own. Most nights when I slumped in from work Janine was in down-and-dirty mode and ripe for a sound screwing. Hell, she wouldn’t even wait for me to clean up before attacking me on the couch while Wheel of Fortune blared in the background. Then, for an encore, she’d shove something in the oven (usually mac and cheese or chicken pot pies) and jump me in the shower, and what we did in there would have gotten us arrested in Alabama and Tennessee.


(Just between you and me, I loved spreading Janine’s ass cheeks apart and watching the water sluice between them before burying my tongue as deep as I could up her pert little asshole. Hey, I’ve still got the blurry pics on my cellphone to prove it.)


But did our debaucherous shower play do anything to tamp down her fire? No, it did not. So, after dinner, bushed as I was, I’d roll out some premium homegrown, crack open a bottle of Jack, and instead of “talking about our day” like a couple of sitcom losers, we’d find interesting things to put into Janine’s pussy while I strummed her clit like a banjo.


I swear, if I hadn’t of quit her, I’d have ended up in some rehab clinic for guys addicted to chicks who never say no.


Janine was no one-man woman – I knew that going in. Oh, sometimes she’d drop hints about getting married and having babies, but an ex-den mother for the Mongols biker club doesn’t just quit the life overnight and start shopping for patio furniture. No, she was used to having men around, lots of them, and hooking up with me was her E-ticket to Testosterone Land. So many ironworkers, so little time, if you get my meaning.


So, realizing the tenuous nature of our partnership, one day I asked her to tell me her wildest unfulfilled fantasy. Maybe I could help her achieve it. Little did I know that I already had the answer cued up on the DVD player.


It was a fairly recent porno, one that I’d picked up for half price at Frenchy’s over on 14th Avenue. I’d happily discovered that watching smut with Janine was like offering a match to a girl already prone to spontaneous combustion. Nothing revved her engine like watching people fuck on hi-def video. And the raunchier the flick, the hotter she got, which meant that my overworked pecker was putting in for some serious overtime. But, hey, you never heard me complaining.


That Frenchy’s video – somehow it unlocked the vault where Janine kept her really prurient inclinations. I could see it in her eyes, the way her pupils blew up when she stared at the lewd photos plastered on the DVD cover.


“What’s Bakkake?” she asked in a choked whisper, and I laughed so hard I almost hurt myself.


“No, no. It’s pronounced ba-kaw-kay, not bake-a-cake. It’s Japanese. I think it means ‘Welcome to super-fantastic happy hour’.”


Janine told me to get serious. She wanted to know more. So I explained the premise. This particular movie was a homemade job shot in people’s living rooms and backyards, and every scene involved one woman – sometimes two – who hunkered down inside a circle of masturbating horndogs, sucked them off, and let them come on her face, her tits, wherever. It was, I said, kind of like the girl who has to keep a half-dozen plates spinning on skinny sticks without letting any of them fall.


It was a terrible analogy, but Janine got the picture. The look of fascination on her face said it all. Any other woman would have reacted with revulsion, but she was clearly intoxicated by the idea.


This made me wonder: Would she want to take it a decadent step further?


Is the sky blue? As soon as I pressed “play” and the first scene of carnal depravity filled up the screen, Janine had her hand inside my boxers and her tongue in my ear. “Can you make this happen for me, baby?” she whispered, pointing to the scurrilous image of a cute redhead with her mouth full of cock. As if to prove that she was serious and not just dirty talking, she placed my hand over a wet spot on her panties. “See? Your movie is making Janine all wet.”


That was the moment that I knew our relationship was almost over. I also knew just how it would end.


With a bang, not a whimper.


But to have our last blast at the place where I worked? No, that was impossible. The high-rise we were building in the heart of downtown was wide open, just a steel skeleton of columns and cross-beams, with temporary plywood floors. Too many things could go wrong. On the other hand, I knew that I wouldn’t have any problem rounding up volunteers. I’ve known ironworkers so horny from looking down the blouses of tight little office workers that they’d fuck a meatloaf sandwich.


Yeah, but this was Janine’s freak show, and I had to consider her wants and wishes. We’d been together for nearly three months, so I owed her for all those nights of non-connubial bliss and days of warmed-over grilled cheese sandwiches. Besides, if I wasn’t man enough to arrange a kinky rendezvous with some of my more virile co-workers, she’d seek out some other, maybe more dangerous, playground to get her ticket punched. I couldn’t let that happen.


Christ. It’s hard enough figuring out what women want. When you finally do, you have to move heaven and earth to get it for them.


Except, not this time. When I mentioned Janine’s fantasy to my red-white-and-blue brethren, hands shot up like they were attached to eager schoolkids. Pick me! Pick me! So I gathered up enough promising candidates to field a beer league softball team and told them we’d meet up on the following Sunday, when I knew the job site super would be attending a 49ers’ pre-season game. Bring old blankets, I told them. Bring beer. And leave your condoms at home, because Janine isn’t into sucking on foul-tasting petroleum products. In other words, I said, scrub your peckers with borax until even you would eat off of them.


And, most importantly, I instructed, don’t fucking jack off for at least three days before the big event. And no fooling around with wives or girlfriends, either. Make up some excuse. Tell them you accidentally caught your dick in the car door. Something.


Why?


“Because Janine wants to watch each and every one of you hobos milk a half-pint of hot, goopy spunk from your cocks and feed it to her like honey.”


Well, you never saw so many slackened jaws and glazed eyes staring at you in disbelief all at the same time. Janine had predicted this would be easy, because guys were so easy. Score one for Janine.


We all arrived as planned on the third Sunday of August just after 1 p.m., parking on busy Santa Clara Avenue to avoid suspicion. Janine came dressed in a wraparound denim skirt with nothing underneath, and a killer Motley Crüe T-shirt. The night before she’d told me that she was going to use the shirt as a come rag to mop up all the male spend. I shrugged. I don’t shock easily. But when she said that she was going to save the damn thing as an X-rated keepsake, I knew that whoever she did eventually marry would have to be the King of Kink, for surely she was the Queen.


We took the freight elevator up to the ninth floor, nine randy hardhats plus me and Janine. When we stepped out, the cross-breeze that greeted us felt surprisingly warm on our skin. Plus, the view was spectacular. Janine, she wasn’t exactly down with getting down above the treetops, but when Jimmy, an ex-con welder, pulled the tab on a beer for her and told her that he couldn’t wait to see her tits, she immediately relaxed. She knew that she was in good company.


Me, I was as keyed-up as a racehorse at the starting gate. After all, I’d lived up to my own demands and gone without nookie for three days. I was in quite a lather. Even so, I’d watched Janine closely that morning, trying to gauge her mood. Did she still want to go through with this? Watching other deviants perform indecent acts on a DVD was one thing, but to actually be the willing recipient of alien sperm was quite another.


There was no need for concern. From the get-go, right out of the sack, Janine was like a cat in heat, rubbing her ass up against me, clutching my cock when we squeezed past each other in the narrow hallway, practically singing anthems about how hot the whole idea was making her. Let’s get this party started, she kept repeating.


And so we did. Beers were passed around, and the guys huddled in twos and threes making pornographic small talk. I could see them undressing Janine with their eyes as she paced up and down one side of the room like a caged lioness. She looked fantastic in her sparkly make-up, and with her hair pulled back in a girlish ponytail. For an added touch of naughtiness, she had shaved the night before, and I mean everything. Plus, she’d made me violate my hands-off policy by convincing me to rub baby oil over her entire body.


That right there nearly broke my will.


Anyway, how to begin? All of us schmos knew how to work from blueprints, but there were no instructions for this kind of thing. Who starts? Who makes the first move? I finally decided that it was up to me to be the lead dog. If Janine was going to get butt naked for a bunch of unkempt rogues wearing steel-toed boots, it was only fair – and way more arousing – if we all stripped down to our birthday suits.


When I peeled off my snug black T and camo vest, the guys picked up on my cue and formed a lopsided circle around the patch of neatly folded blankets we’d laid down for Janine’s comfort. Boots and ball caps hit the deck first, followed by faded jeans, plaid shirts, yesterday’s grungy T-shirts, and a crazy assortment of shredded undies. Janine watched all this with detached amusement, but I could tell that her temperature had risen from simmer to boiling. She was ready to get busy. More than ready.


“You nasty, nasty boys,” she said, taking a slow-walking tour around the ring of naked men, smacking the occasional ass as she admired our work-toned physiques. “I hope you fellas have saved up plenty of love for Miss J.” She stepped into the center of our circle and quickly unwrapped her skirt, and I saw several guys react by grabbing their nuts, while others swore under their breaths. Frankly, I expected more hooting and hollering, but the sight of a bottomless gal tends to put you at a loss for words.


When Janine shucked her rock-and-roll shirt and stood naked before us, hands on her ample hips, nipples hard as cherry pits – the very nipples I’d rolled around on my tongue dozens of times – I knew that it was on.


So, yeah, I was a little miffed when Janine got down on her knees and approached Hank, the good-looking forklift driver, first. After all, this was supposed to be our going-our-separate-ways party. But when I saw how she greedily took the meat of Hank’s semi-hard cock into her mouth with a feral look in her eyes, my own cock responded, and I brought it firmly to life.


God, it was all so unreal! Suddenly the ninth floor hummed with a synched-up sexual energy, and the power of collective lust took over. Lucky Hank wore a mask of pure pleasure, while the rest of us jacked off with the nastiest of intentions, barely able to wait for our turn. When Janine finally moved off of Hank and onto Juan’s chocolate-brown cock, we all cheered like idiot sports fans. But no football game could ever hold our attention the way the spectacle in that erotic funhouse did.


Let me digress for a minute. There is something about the way a naked woman squats on her haunches that drives men crazy. Maybe it’s the smooth contour of her thighs, and how they seamlessly merge into her ass. Or the fact that the act itself naturally spreads her ass cheeks, revealing that delicious brown cookie that’s normally tucked away. The thing that really pushes my button is all that fleshy bottom! Makes a man want to sink his teeth into it and bite off a piece.


Anyway, I’m only guessing, but maybe that peep-show pose of Janine’s was the reason young Davey, only a pup among us big dogs, shot his load all over her tits the second she shifted over and took his cock in her hands. Poor kid. He barely had time to get acquainted. But that doesn’t mean he didn’t enjoy himself. When he popped his rivet his eyes rolled back in his head, and I almost lost it myself when Janine licked a warm smear of come from her nipple like it was vanilla frosting. Holy shit, it was like something out of a celibate’s wet dream!


But Janine was just getting started. Davey told me later that he’d felt his knees go wobbly while she kneaded every last drop from his dick. And when she took the last stringy remnants into her mouth, I knew she was going to get her nasty on in a big way. In one cat-like motion she side-stepped her way to Jimmy, swirled the cocktail of spit and sperm in her mouth, then spat the gooey mess onto Jimmy’s cock and used it as a bastardized lube to jerk him off.


Well, I’ve seen a lot of things, but this – it was an act of such depravity that you wouldn’t believe the commotion it caused. Jimmy growled, bucked his hips, and came like a freight train, fat dollops of his spunk splattering Janine’s thighs like bacon grease. This was too much for Tiny, the boulder of a man who was next in line. Before Janine could even sidle over to him, he unleashed a jet of ejaculate that gave her the pearl necklace she could never afford. I remember her laughing and saying to him, “How lovely. Now get that dick hard again, because I want to try on something more expensive.”


Jesus. Even our heated romps in the trailer couldn’t hold a candle to this. Janine was playing the title role of Slutty Degenerate for all she was worth, and probably should have been arrested for arson, because every guy there was burning up. One by one I watched her pick the locks of those horny bastards, making them shudder and spurt and howl like sex-starved nature boys. The ratty blankets cushioning her knees grew damp from all the male spend, but Janine wore most of it like a second skin. Her hair was matted with it. Her tits were painted gluey white.


But there were still two holdouts left besides myself – little Pete and big Joey, the munchkin and the giant. I figured they must have bitten through their tongues to keep their cocks from erupting. Not wanting to play favorites, Janine took both of them in her mouth at once, and as soon as she did these two supposedly grown men whimpered like little boys. Which just goes to show, never underestimate the power of pussy. When Janine closed her fists around their aching, vein-streaked cocks, I took a cautious step backward and marveled at how they spewed like firehoses, giving her a facial to die for.


Wow. Whew. Janine the show-stopper. Her face was flushed and she was understandably out of breath, but she was wearing a shit-eating grin that said, Fuck, yeah! I got mine! I was happy for her, of course – her fantasy had come to fruition. It was a hell of a closing act, and closure meant new beginnings for both of us.


But why had she deliberately left me off of her to-do list? She hadn’t given me any lusty come-ons, like she had with the others. She never even offered me so much as a farewell handjob, never mind pursing those pretty lips around my raging hard-on. Which, by the way, was as solid as a doorknob. Was she trying to punk me? Was she telling me that I was a lousy lover compared to those other stiffs?


Had she forgotten the best man she’s ever had since the last best man she’s ever had?

OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THE MAMMOTH BooOk oF

Urban Erotic
Confessions

Edited by Barbara Cardy






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





