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WHORE OR WIFE?


Rebecca, Cheshire


Whore or wife? Good question. Both, I guess.


Last night I had sex with eight men. I mean all at the same time. The maths worked out beautifully; the number eight was chosen to suit. Number One (I can’t remember their names): on his back on the carpet in the centre of the lounge, with me lying on top of him, his young erection about as deep in my rectum as it’s possible to be. Number Two: on top of us both, equally deep in my vagina. Number Three: standing astride us all, his cock held in his hand so he could slide it in and out of my mouth. Number Four: again, his cock in his hand, but both hand and penis wrapped in my long hair. Numbers Five and Six occupied my busy hands.


That left the final two, somewhat on the periphery, masturbating themselves with me as a target, specifically my breasts. Unless you’ve actually tried something like that, you won’t know how difficult it is to set up a steady rhythm. Just going at random does not work at all. For example, if I raise myself up off Number One (or in this case am raised by his helpful hands), Number Two goes deeper. And the men don’t like that – they both want to ram inside, shaking my rag-doll body at the same rather violent moment, maybe for the purpose of humiliating me. Similarly Number Three and Number Four like to work in harmony, so that Four, behind my head, prevents me backing off Three, who is deep in my throat. Five and Six have to be in rhythm for my own convenience, since my mind has too many simultaneous sensations to be distracted by syncopation. The Peripherals, sorry to say, can do their own things without affecting anyone else, but I notice from the corner of my eye that, during the initial reasonably calm stages, they too are following the timing of my hands.


All this co-ordination works very well until the men feel their orgasms building. Then they start to lose control (women are far better than men at retaining control). They are powered forward by the need to ejaculate; something of an irony since, for most men, ejaculation means an end, whereas a woman’s orgasm is just a peak in a longer path. This sequence of events cannot be controlled. There’s too much going on for me to even try to adjust things. It’s just...impossible, so I surrender to the inevitable. Que sera, sera. Perhaps, in the retelling, I’ve made myself sound rather detached and unaffected by this orgy. Far from it; I am lost in a sea of sensation. My breathing is as unpredictable as my racing pulse, not helped by having to try to take breaths around an erection whose owner seems to have become devoid of conscience. I am moaning – I know because I can hear a woman’s gasps and screams and I am the only woman in earshot.


I honestly can’t remember who came first and – to be candid – it doesn’t really matter. But when one did, it acted like a trigger, perhaps even permission, for the others to let go. No man wants to be accused of coming too quickly, and once one had let go it seemed the others felt safe to do so too. Semen blasted into my mouth. I was vaguely aware, more from the men’s reactions than anything I felt, that Number One and Number Two had filled their allocated channels. Semen ran down my arms. I felt it splash my breasts from the Peripherals. Finally I felt a vague sensation of a wet warmth stream down the back of my neck.


Eight men had come in and over me. Eight orgasms. Only eight. There needed to be ten before anything could be called complete. The eight men withdrew, in more ways than one. They left the room, headed for the bedrooms to recover their clothes, their work done. They would leave the house within minutes, no doubt discussing how good they each were and what a slut the whore was. That left me, messy and semen-covered, gasping on the carpet, the trickles turning cold and tickling as they ran down my skin. My hand automatically moved between my legs, finding plenty of lubrication – male and female – to assist my progress.


And that left Number Nine – my husband. All through the orgy he had been sitting quietly to one side, watching the events he had orchestrated. His purpose? My absolute subjugation and complete obedience. The final slur was to watch his whore complete the task none of the studs had managed – to bring on my own climax. He stood now, pulling down his zipper and taking out his erect cock. The subtle extra humiliation that I was not worth undressing for was a deliberate ploy and made me smile as my face contorted to reach my goal. My husband moved over me, kneeling down so his pumping hand could aim at my pumping hand.


“Now,” he gasped finally. “Come now.”


Easy enough; I’d been holding myself on the edge waiting for him. I crashed into my climax as he finished himself off, adding a final coating of man-juice to that already staining my battered body.


Afterwards he kissed me deeply and carried me to the shower.


I suppose I am what one would call a trophy wife. I’ve been well educated, having graduated from one of the better schools in the north east, and I have a degree in art. I’ve always taken great care of my appearance and I work out at the gym at least four times a week. In short, I take care of myself. My reason? So someone else will want to take care of me.


Time to introduce my husband. I’ll call him Charles, not because that’s his name but because the immediate mental picture of a Charles suits him – older, proper, and - in his case - very, very wealthy.


My parents were furious when I told them I was to be married. “Too early” and “you’ve not lived yet” were among their immediate reactions. When I introduced them to Charles they were even angrier, not least because he’s some thirty-five years my senior. They didn’t show their feelings to him, of course – he turned up in an Aston Martin and that sealed their lips. My parents are impressed by money and possessions above anything else. But I can’t criticise that – so am I!


Charles lavished money and gifts on me from day one. And he continues to do so. I have my own Aston Martin now – well, to be fair, it was his but he decided to get a Bentley. My car suits my self-image, namely fast, sleek and racy. From the start we went away to the best hotels, ate in the best restaurants, travelled first class, from flights to luxury cruises, and I shopped in the best shops.


But this didn’t all come free, and I was never naïve enough to think it would. Charles and I had that understanding from the second date. He made me an offer I didn’t want to refuse. I got every bit of luxury I could dream of; Charles got me. No rules – he insisted on that from the start. Complete obedience, that’s what I had to promise. That was the price I paid.


As a test, on that second date, he had me strip. Our first date had been an innocent affair, or relatively so – a plush Italian restaurant designed to impress me and to lay the groundwork for the second date. That was at his house, a vast barn conversion miles from the nearest neighbour. He likes to refer to it as “our house” but it’s not really. It’s his and he has me live there with him. Anyway, the second date. He employed some professional caterers – a husband and wife team – to make us a meal, a grand affair with probably eight courses from oysters through Kobe steak and finishing with the tastiest strawberries I’d ever had, each dipped in the finest chocolate and champagne cream.


I ate what I wanted – not too much because I never eat too much – and afterwards, before the coffee arrived, he asked me if I would undress.


“Now?” I asked, aware that the caterers could walk in.


“Now,” he asserted, smiling in that gentle, dark way he has. “You look fantastic in clothes and now I’d like to see what you look like without them.


Decision time. I knew why I was there, but with other people there too? Then again, I’ve always been proud of my body and never been afraid to show it off on beach holidays, when I often go topless. Easy decision. I stood and walked round to his side of the table, turning my back on him.


“The zip?” I suggested.


Moments later I heard and felt it slide down as he pulled unhurriedly. Of course I’d dressed to the nines. I had guessed what he’d like, using his age as a guide to what I imagined his tastes to be. Consequently my lilac satin dress was down to just below my knees, where the seams of my stockings pointed the way to my intimate self. The skirt hugged my figure, emphasising my hips and bottom, perhaps my best feature. From that angle anyway. The dress parted as he unzipped, and I could imagine him watching as my underwear was revealed – lilac to match the dress. Bra, lacy suspender belt, diaphanous French knickers.


When the zip was all the way down I turned to face him, waiting a dramatic moment before shrugging the dress forwards so that it fell down my arms and hung there at my elbows, showing him my upper torso and my well-stocked bra.


“Nice,” he said calmly.


Which was when Peter, the caterer, walked in.


I fought hard not to obey my instinct to cover up.


“Don’t stop,” Charles told me. This was a dare, to see how far I’d go, to see how brazen I could be.


I let the dress fall. It hung on my hips for a moment, but a quick shimmy and it was around my ankles as Peter put the coffee cups on the table.


“What do you think, Peter?” Charles asked him. “Be honest.”


“Stunning, Sir,” Peter breathed. I think Peter was actually more excited than Charles. “Anything else?”


Peter wanted to leave the room. His face was bright red. I got some comfort from that; for all I knew Charles had done this a hundred times before, with a hundred different women. But if he had, Peter wasn’t the one he tried it with.


“Yes, ask Elaine to come in, would you? I’d like her opinion too.”


Peter left the room quickly, calling his wife as he left.


“Sit on the table,” Charles told me.


He instructed me on exactly where and how he wanted me to sit. Following his directions, I positioned myself right in front of him, one leg on each of the arms of his chair, meaning he was looking right between.


This time Elaine walked in. She didn’t seem nearly as shocked as her husband had, though she shot me a strange glance I couldn’t quite decipher.


“Elaine, would you do me a favour please?” Charles asked her in his cultured tones.


“If I can, Sir,” she said quietly.


“Would you unfasten Rebecca’s bra for me please?”


Elaine hesitated, concerned she was about to be made a fool of, or perhaps worse.


“That’s all I want, Elaine; don’t look so worried,” he assured her. “Then you and Peter can leave, with our grateful thanks. Send me your bill as usual.”


That seemed to put Elaine at ease. Walking to my left side, she reached behind me and unfastened the bra. I felt the weight of my breasts drop as it released. They’re not huge, but they are definitely obvious.


“Anything else, Sir?” she said, her tone implying she expected his answer would be in the negative.


“Just put the bra on the back of my chair please.”


That meant I couldn’t keep it in place with my arms as I’d hoped. I relaxed, letting it fall, and Elaine’s left hand picked it up and took it from me, her eyes taking in my breasts. Womanly curiosity I would guess.


“Thank you, Elaine,” Charles said, effectively dismissing her.


“Thank you, Elaine,” I echoed, in a display of confidence that was little more than a veneer.


“You have lovely breasts, Rebecca,” Charles said before Elaine reached the door.


“Thank you,” I cooed. I like to be admired.


“I have a proposition for you, Rebecca,” he started, looking a little more serious than he had moments before. “I find you incredibly attractive. I know I’m a lot older than you but I sense you like the good things in life. I should therefore like to ask you to marry me.”


That floored me. I was expecting some affair, to be sure, but marriage?


“Marry you? But you hardly know me.”


“Rebecca, I am over sixty. I am diabetic. I can’t expect that long in my life but I have money enough to enjoy what time I do have. You would want for nothing and I intend to make a will leaving everything I have to you. I have no other relatives, so there’s no problem there.” He went on to tell me about his life and the fact he’d never married. I can’t remember his exact words and they’re not that relevant. But he was serious. I would inherit everything.


“I’m not expecting to love you or for you to love me. I can offer you a great life and a fantastic future.”


“And what do I have to do for all this?” I remember feeling so nervous, like I was part way through the worst ever job interview. I remember his answer very vividly, as if it were yesterday.


“Anything I tell you to.”


I asked him if I would have any power of veto and he just shook his head slowly, his eyes locked on mine, judging every nuance of my reactions. He did assure me that he wasn’t interested in anything involving minors or animals, and the thought of what he referred to as “scat” (I had to ask him what that was) disgusted him. On his wish list he had sex, oral sex, lingerie, clothing, other women, bondage and punishment. Probably there were a few other things, all of which he’s used since, but I forget the individual items he told me of that night. He asked me if I needed time to consider it.


I did. About two minutes. What had I to lose? Dignity? Freedom, maybe. Did it make me into a whore? When my mother found out about it – one of Charles’s first orders was that I tell her - she said I was no better than a common prostitute; her words, not my own. That convinced me I had made the correct decision. I have no problems with prostitutes; it’s possibly one of the most honest jobs there is. OK, they fake enthusiasm and orgasms, but every woman does that at one time or another. But, exploiters aside – and those are usually men anyway – I never view sex workers as in any way inferior.


From that moment forward I became Charles’s possession. When it’s written in black and white it looks as if I am some subservient wimp; I am not – I’m as strong-willed a woman as you could meet, able to hold my own in most situations. Yes, I do anything Charles tells me to do, but that doesn’t denigrate me because I have agreed to it; it was my choice. I’ve never regretted it. Over our time together, despite his initial assumptions, we have grown closer. In short, I love him.


Back to that moment of decision. He wanted proof of my commitment – a statement in actions, not just words, that would show I had agreed to his offer. I’d fully expected him to want sex in some form that nigh – after all, I’d dressed to thrill – but this was so much more. I wasn’t merely agreeing to sex; I was handing my whole existence over to him.


First of all he told me to masturbate. As I sat there directly in front of him, my feet (still in my stilettos) on each arm of his chair, he watched intently as I pulled the French knickers off and started to rub my favourite parts. I could not have denied how aroused I was; the noise, my scent and the very obvious lubrication betrayed that completely. I didn’t feel at all shy when he bent forward to get a good look; instead I made theatre from it, plunging my fingers deep inside and moaning with the pleasure of it all.


“Make yourself come,” he told me. No problem obeying that one.


While I was working my way towards my climax, Charles unzipped and fished out a very respectable looking penis, which pointed my way as if it had its own mind. He didn’t touch it in any way, so it just stood there, proud and erect. I remember shuffling forwards so that it was within a few centimetres of my entrance, dearly hoping he’d pull me onto it and impale me. Instead, he waited until I hit my peak and, after allowing me a few seconds to recover, pulled me down between his knees on the floor and pushing my head down onto it. I opened my mouth to accept it and sucked it in and out until he gushed into me.


Afterwards, his semen still drooling from the corners of my mouth – I left it there for its visual impact – he thanked me and asked whether he could assume I would accept. I told him I thought I just had, and that started our new life together.


Charles was as good as his word. The very next day he had people collect my things from home and move me into his place. He also bought me a car and arranged appointments at various high-class stores where they brought endless stocks of clothes and shoes. Whenever I asked the price they told me Charles had said it wasn’t my concern, so I stopped asking. All I know is I probably quadrupled my wardrobe in terms of quantity, and multiplied it several hundred times in terms of cost.


The amusing irony of collecting all my things is that most of them wouldn’t stand up against the “things” he bought me, so most of them had to go. When I arrived at the palace that I could now call home, I was instructed to give him a fashion show of all the things he had bought me. I changed in a separate room, at his insistence, so that each new outfit was revealed as the world would see it, not in stages as I slipped it on. While I was out of the room, he sorted through my “old” clothes (some of which were quite new) and tossed them in a heap on the floor. A few items he kept beside him on the bed, maybe, I thought, because he liked them.


I enjoyed modelling for him, relishing the way his eyes were filled with undisguised lust for me. I made the most of that, swaying in time with music I conjured up in my head, revealing myself yet hiding at the same time. After trying all the outer clothes, it was time to show off the swimwear – I had purchased something like ten or twelve indecently brief bikinis. Then, inevitably, it was time for the new underwear, a feast of silk, satin and lace, holding me, revealing me and making me feel like a million dollars. He got powerfully erect and when I came back in to model the next set, he had stripped off naked. He’s very fit and athletic for his age, and I actually like his body. Sex with him needs no pretence.


Finally I entered the room in the last set. He reached for my discarded old items and sent me out to put them on. Bra, G-string, suspenders and stockings under a short, bright-red cocktail dress. I’d bought them to look like a tart, and I did. When I came back in he had a few lengths of rope draped across his knees.


“Come here, Rebecca,” he growled, his voice all gravelly from his excitement. It’s strange how his face changes when he’s tying me up. It always happens, and only for the bondage, not for anything else he comes up with.


He had me turn my back to him while he tied my wrists together behind me, then sat me on the dining table to tie my ankles and knees. After that he lifted me to a standing position and told me to try to escape. Impossible. He obviously had some experience at tying knots because there was no way to wriggle free of them. But he wanted me to fight and I don’t give up lightly, so I jumped on both feet and made for the door, turning my back to it to turn the handle and open it. As I hopped down the hallway he slowly followed me, a grin on his face. I made it outside into the gravelled area where we park the cars, the crunch as I jumped doing unknown damage to my nice new shoes. He caught up with me with no effort, dragging me back towards the house by the hair. He stopped before we left the gravel and, still holding my hair with one hand, reached down into the garden bed in front of the house with the other hand. He pulled out a pair of scissors and set about cutting my clothes to shreds as I yelled at him. I was laughing too; I didn’t feel in any danger.


Of course he left my stockings and belt on for his voyeuristic delight, but he pushed me down onto my knees and rammed into me from behind, needing no pause or foreplay because I, like Charles, was fiercely aroused. I am not one to use four letter words all that freely, not because I have anything against them but because I like to hold them back, only releasing their power in moments such as this, and my description of it. This certainly needed the word “fuck”, both at the time and in this retelling. He fucked me, pure and simple. Softer expressions don’t do it justice; this wasn’t “making love”. My stockings got cut to shreds on the gravel and my knees, breasts and chin hurt from the stones. But it was one hell of a fuck. Out there in the open air, sufficiently far away from anyone else’s ears that we could let my screams and his grunts have full voice.


After a few minutes of powering in and out of me he went rigid and came deep inside me for the first time.


Afterwards he found the strength to carry me upstairs, still bound tight, and stand me in the shower, joining me there and washing the sweat and gravel from our bodies. It got me aroused again, but he was done for the night. He untied my legs before walking me to the bedroom, where I gave him another show as I followed his instructions to straddle the wooden knob on the end of his bed and bring myself to a deep and noisy climax. My hands were still tied behind me and I had no energy to raise myself off it afterwards, so Charles had to help me.


I could write a whole book about the things he’s made me do and continues to make me do, but there’s not enough space here. Forgive me if I include my own highlights.


Within a few days of me taking up residence at our house he arrived home with a beautiful-looking red-headed woman. My immediate thought was that he’d had his brief fun with me and she was to be my replacement. There was no legal agreement between us then so it would have been possible. These days I have a contract drawn up by his solicitor that states he will keep me in the way he promised or would settle half his estate on me should he default. (If I default I get nothing.) He had a new will drawn up at the same time which leaves it all to me on his death.


This woman was introduced to me as Crystal, though surely nobody has that as a real name. He didn’t say why she was there, but we all sat down and had a very good meal, thanks again to Peter and Elaine. She was an interesting talker and easy to get along with, and she certainly was a looker, to the extent that I began to guess Charles’s plan, namely that he would have her while I was forced to watch. Considering I imagined myself to be very worldly in those early days, I can’t believe how naïve I was.


After the meal, with our caterers dismissed, we retired to the lounge. Charles was fussing over drinks, so Crystal sat next to me on the huge leather couch. She was a very tactile person; she’d been putting her hand on mine or on my arm throughout the evening to emphasise her point, and this continued while Charles was fixing the drinks. Except now there was a change; her hand didn’t pull away again. Instead it stayed on my arm. It started to travel, her gentle touch raising the downy hairs I have there.


Still I didn’t realise what was going on. Charles called from the other room, asking if we wanted ice, and before I knew what had happened, Crystal was kissing me on the lips. And she wasn’t taking no for an answer, despite my trying to pull the situation back under my control.


When Charles came back in, grinning like an idiot, the penny dropped. She wasn’t there to make love to him; she was there to make love to me. I suddenly remembered the fact he’d had “other women” on his wish list. I’d imagined he meant him with other women, not me. So there I was, faced with a beautiful woman who had clearly been briefed a lot better than I had, and Charles’s implicit instructions to go along with it. Of course at that stage I had no idea what to do; since then I’ve learned a lot and become quite expert. More of that in a second.


I didn’t need to worry about what to do. Kissing Crystal was no great effort; she smelled clean and good and was a great kisser, probably the best kisser I’d ever experienced. I just went with the flow and closed my eyes as she got more intense, her tongue exploring the inside of my mouth and her hands moving all over my breasts. I almost ceased to be aware of Charles at all under her attentions. Most amazing of all, it didn’t feel even slightly unnatural. She had my mind swimming and it was easy to kiss her back. At one point she moved my hands to her breasts, which felt good to touch and hold. Before I knew it she’d tugged down my zip and dress, followed by my bra, and started feasting on my neck, breasts and – most incredibly – my nipples, which rose to meet her so beautifully. She directed my hands to her own zip and once she was out of her dress, I took her lead as inspiration and sucked her nipples between my lips eagerly.


Even when she slid her hand up my skirt I didn’t baulk – it just felt so good. At least part of the appeal of this was how forbidden it all was – I’d always been a rebel. She hauled up my skirt and tugged off my knickers before working her face down between my thighs. I knew what she was aiming for and I was more than happy, in my aroused state, for her to get there, even though a nagging part of my mind knew I’d have to reciprocate. If not just to repay the delight she was giving me, Charles would insist on it.


Her tongue was alive, turning me quickly into a shaking wreck as she slid it between my labia and licked up my lubrication, using just the tip to swirl around my clitoris and her teeth to gently tug at my inner lips. It was by far the best oral treatment I had ever had (not that I’d had very much by then) or have had since. While she occupied herself driving me to a climax, Charles moved across the room and gave me his erection to suck, sliding in and out of my mouth as he watched Crystal sucking me. He was taking it slowly; I suspect he didn’t want to come too soon, and I imagined the whole situation would be reversed as soon as she made me climax.


That didn’t take long. Her maddening tongue knew just where to lick and her lips just where to suck. Her hands were occupied, too, with various combinations of my breasts, her own breasts and her own genitalia, and at one point she corkscrewed a finger, lubricated with her juices, not mine, deep up my rectum. Who could help but come? Violently and very noisily.


Then, Charles decided, it was my turn. No point in fighting. I had made my pledge and was not about to back out. Actually, I am being stupid saying that. Being obliged removes one’s conscience – I wanted to do it, OK? I slid between her legs once she’d settled on the couch and I licked and sucked just as she had. Charles, meanwhile, occupied her mouth, pulling my hand to help him work his cock in and out. I did a reasonable job, I think, or she’s a good actress. She certainly had a noisy climax.


Charles, enjoying it to the end, arranged us kneeling on the carpet kissing while I finished him off between our kiss, sharing his tangy come.


I could go on for ages about my relationship with my wonderful, loving husband, but I’ve already confessed enough. Am I a whore? You make up your own mind. But allow me the same liberties, because, honestly, I don’t care what anyone thinks.




MY REAL FIRST TIME


April Toronto


I’ve never told anybody about my real first time. No one. Even my husband doesn’t know that the man I lost my virginity to was my grade twelve biology teacher, Mr Lindbeck. All these years, it’s been my sweet, shameful, piercing little secret.


Other girls had crushes on Mr Morny, who taught English Literature, and the boys would tease them by saying, “Mr Morny’s always horny.” The girls would turn red and say it wasn’t so. Nobody seemed to notice Mr Lindbeck, just like nobody noticed me. Maybe that’s why I went so gaga over him.


Mr Lindbeck wore a white lab coat, just like a doctor. Underneath that, he wore a suit, as most high school teachers did in those days. At the crest of his cheekbone, he had what my mother would call a “beauty spot”. He coiffed his wiry brown hair like Elvis. It was a constant struggle to pay attention in class with my heart pounding for my handsome teacher.


Even at eighteen, I was not a pretty girl. My hair was long and, at my mother’s insistence, I wore it in two braids, which was highly unfashionable – especially paired with a floral blouse and corduroy pants. The other girls wore jeans or mini-skirts, but my father would allow neither and I didn’t have the fight in me to argue. If I wanted Mr Lindbeck to notice me, my only hope was my mind.


Before long, I was hanging around after class, asking follow-up questions about the lessons Mr Lindbeck taught. Biology happened to be the period before lunch, so I started bringing my sack lunch along. My teacher wouldn’t allow me to eat in the science classroom, but he welcomed me into his little office.


His lunches always seemed mysterious and appealing to me, though they weren’t terribly different from my own. He would have grapes or oranges, and thick sandwiches on dark rye bread. His food seemed as foreign as he was, and not just because he spoke with a slight accent. He seemed foreign to me because he was older, he was a man, he had a penis.


I often thought about Mr Lindbeck’s penis, because I’d never seen one before. Exactly how large was it? I thought about his penis so much that the day my mother packed a banana in my lunch, my cheeks burned red. I couldn’t eat it, because what would my teacher think of me?


When he first mentioned his wife, I felt very testy about the topic. I hadn’t thought of him as being married, and it bothered me immensely. Suddenly, I felt harshly towards Mr Lindbeck’s rye sandwiches, because they were made by her, weren’t they? My jealousy and youthful possessiveness ushered me into a new era of making my own lunches, complete with an extra sandwich for Mr Lindbeck. I didn’t want him eating her food. Only mine.


Looking back, it was stupid of me to say “I love you” to my teacher. It just seemed romantic. We spent so much time together. It seemed the thing to do.


But Mr Lindbeck reacted badly. Anger flashed in his eyes, and then he went silent, pursing his lips, standing and opening the door to his office. He threw my sandwich in the trash before asking me to leave, and I spent the rest of lunch period crying in the bathroom.


I had no friends to talk to, so I suffered in silence. For three days after that, I told my mother I was quite ill and I stayed in bed, puffy-eyed, soaking my pillow with tears. How could he react that way? It was so cruel. I was sure he loved me too. I was convinced.


After the weekend had passed, my mother sent me back to school and I was forced to face Mr Lindbeck, though I couldn’t bring myself to look him in the eye.


When the bell sounded, I was surprised to hear him say, “Miss Andrews, would you stay a moment after class, please?”


Some of the girls made an “Ooooh” sound as they walked by me, and I realized for the first time how transparent I’d been, and how I’d put Mr Lindbeck in danger of losing his job. If the principle thought there was anything going on between my teacher and me, Mr Lindbeck would be fired for sure! It didn’t matter that I’d already turned eighteen and was officially an adult – I was a student and the relationship would be unacceptable.


Why had it taken me so long to realize that?


I approached the long podium from which Mr Lindbeck taught, and even before the class had cleared out I apologized for what I’d said the week before.


“Never mind,” he replied, in a way that made me think perhaps he wasn’t angry anymore. “You missed half a week’s work. There’s plenty of catching up to do if you don’t want your grades to slip.”


“Thank you,” I said. I still couldn’t bear to look him in the eye. “I’m sorry.”


He chuckled as the last students filtered out, and he closed the door after them. And locked it.


“You can stop apologizing,” he told me, which came as a relief. “I understand. Young girls like you often develop crushes on their teachers. It’s only natural.”


Even though I was humiliated by all this, I was glad he understood. I hopped up on the long, sturdy table in front of his teaching podium, and said, “All the other girls like Mr Morny.”


“Mr Morny, always horny?” Mr Lindbeck laughed.


It embarrassed me to hear him say that word, and I covered my mouth with both hands. His smile was so appealing. How could I not love him?


“I don’t like Mr Morny,” I told him, feeling stupidly bold again. “I only like you.”


Mr Lindbeck nodded slowly, then glanced at the clock. “Thank you, but you understand there can’t be anything between us, don’t you Miss Andrews?”


Usually I’d have cried at those words, but he was being so forthright that I found myself whining, “Why not? Nobody has to know that we love each other. I won’t tell.”


Stepping up on his podium, Mr Lindbeck came so close to me that his lab coat brushed my knees. “But I’m your teacher and you’re my student. And, what’s more, I’m married. I love my wife.”


“But you love me too,” I pleaded. I knew it was true. It had to be. “Or, you at least like me . . . don’t you?”


He grabbed my hands, squeezing them so hard my knuckles crunched together. “Of course I like you, Miss Andrews. You’re a very bright young woman, and very—” he cleared his throat, gazing across the empty classroom “—very attractive, as well. Have you ever had a boyfriend?”


“No,” I admitted.


“Well, you’d do any boy proud.”


“But not you?” I asked, pleading. “You’re the only one I want.”


He looked me in the eye, and I felt a blaze between my legs. My belly tingled, but I didn’t look away and neither did he.


And then he kissed me.


It wasn’t soft, wasn’t a sweet peck on the lips. All at once, his mouth was on mine and it was open, prying through my fused teeth until I gave in and let his tongue dance with mine. I’d never felt anything like it. His tongue was like a whip inside my mouth, but thick and full and hot.


I didn’t know what to do, so I copied his motions, chasing his tongue with mine, moving it in darting circles while he wrapped his arms around my body. He was so strong, much stronger than I’d have thought. When he clasped me to his chest, I could hardly breathe. He squeezed most of the air out of my lungs while he sucked the rest straight from my mouth. I couldn’t believe this was happening and, in truth, I didn’t really know what was happening.


When I felt Mr Lindbeck’s hand on my breast, my heart just about stopped. I couldn’t believe my teacher was touching me there. Part of me wanted to jerk away because that part of me was afraid of everything that was happening, but I made myself let him keep going. I didn’t want the man I loved thinking I was a baby. I didn’t know how far this would go, but I knew I’d let him do whatever he wanted. That’s how much I loved Mr Lindbeck.


The heat from his big hand blazed through my jumper, blouse and bra. He squeezed my breast roughly while he planted kisses all down my neck. Those felt very nice, and I moaned a little bit, hoping he’d keep at it.


There was fire in his eyes when he said, “Take off your clothes, Miss Andrews.”


My heart clenched, but I couldn’t say no. After all, this is what I’d begged him for, even if I didn’t realize it.


So I unzipped my jumper, trembling as I slid the straps down my shoulders. He watched me wolfishly as I slipped my blouse’s little buttons through the holes. I felt clumsy, felt like I was taking forever to do this one stupid thing, and I worried he’d get fed up or, worse yet, decide this was wrong.


When my blouse was finally undone, Mr Lindbeck helped me out of my jumper and I tossed my top behind me. It landed on one of the desks in the classroom. All I had on now was my brassiere and cotton panties, white socks and Mary Janes.


Sitting in my underwear on the raised desk, I felt like I was at the doctor’s office awaiting some sort of insidious examination. Mr Lindbeck must have seen the fear in my eyes because he wrapped his arms around me, saying, “Shhh, everything’s just fine.”


He looked up at the clock again before laying me down on the sleek black-top desk. Until I was flat on my back, I’d completely forgotten about the angled mirror above this huge desk. It was there so the whole class could see while the science teachers conducted experiments.


When I caught sight of myself nearly naked, I froze. What I felt was more than embarrassment, it was a deep shame that I would succumb to a man’s whims before marriage.


Even so, when Mr Lindbeck said, “Miss Andrews, will you please unfasten your brassiere?”, I arched my back and reached around, taking it off without imagining the repercussions.


He helped me off with my panties, and the moment I caught my image in the mirror, dressed in nothing but my clunky Mary Janes, a flush shot through my cheeks and halfway down my chest. I covered my breasts with one arm and cupped my other hand around my crotch. The idea of Mr Lindbeck seeing the unruly thatch of hair at the apex of my thighs was absolutely mortifying.


“It’s all right,” he said, chuckling warmly as he took hold of my wrist. “Are you embarrassed about your pussy, Miss Andrews?”


That naughty word, pussy, made my breath catch. I couldn’t believe he’d just said it, like he had no shame. Mr Lindbeck could have snapped me like a twig. That much I knew. So when he shifted my hand away from my crotch, I let him.


“Very good,” he said.


My heart filled with the honey-drizzle sweetness of his voice. When he took hold of my other hand and shifted my arm away from my breasts, I didn’t argue. He was right. I’d asked for this. I’d told him I loved him. This was love.


Leaning over me as he held both my wrists against the table, Mr Lindbeck smiled. He said, “My God, Miss Andrews, you have a very pretty pussy. Very pretty indeed.”


I struggled to swallow, and yet somehow managed to ask, “Is it nicer than your wife’s?”


He laughed and let go of my wrists, trusting me to stay put. “Oh yes,” he chuckled. “Oh, very much so.”


“What about my breasts?”


I watched him look at me, his eyes full of heat. He groaned as he took in the sight of my round breasts and nodded. “Oh yes.”


Then I felt proud, and the pride made me bold. I asked, “What do you want, Sir? I’ll let you do anything, doesn’t matter what. Anything you want.”


“That’s very generous,” he said, and then pointed to the mirror on the ceiling. “I want you to look at your reflection and tell me what you see.”


At first, I just saw me, red-faced, messy braids at my sides, sheet-white body naked and waiting. In the cold air, my nipples had gone from soft pink to hard peaks. Mr Lindbeck’s hand appeared on my thigh, stroking it. The proximity to my pussy, as he called it, made me seize, but it felt very nice, the way he traced his fingers up and down my skin.


“What do you see?” he asked again.


I gulped. “Your hand, Sir. It’s close to my . . . my . . .”


“Say it,” he encouraged.


I watched myself in the mirror, biting my lip. And then, bravely, “My pussy.”


“Very good, Miss Andrews.” He traced his fingers slowly up my thigh, over my pubic hair, and then down through it. His touch tickled until he met my folds, which had grown very wet in anticipation. With the pad of one finger, just one, he nudged that secret spot I’d found in the night. I gasped, arching up from the table. He laughed and said, “Yes, I thought that might please you.”


But the part that came next didn’t please me so much.


He moved down between my folds, searching for my hole, finding it wet and thinking I was ready. I wasn’t. I wasn’t ready. When he pressed his finger inside my pussy, I bit my tongue to stifle a scream, but I couldn’t help whining, whimpering. It hurt so much I wanted to cross my legs, but they wouldn’t move. My feet were weighed down by my clunky Mary Janes, and I was stuck like that, breathing heavily, breathing hard while my teacher entered that place no man had ever been.


“Not to worry,” he said as he pushed another finger inside of me. I whined again, but he said, “This might hurt a bit, but it’s a necessary step.”


And I believed him. Of course I believed him. Why wouldn’t I?


His fingers rested inside of me while I watched myself in the mirror. I hoped he wouldn’t notice the single tear tumbling down my temple and soaking my hair. Perhaps he did, though, because it was then that he bent towards my chest and sucked one of my nipples into his mouth.


Liquid heat poured through me, and the pain in my pussy evolved into something else altogether. When he suckled my breast, the secret pleasure of his mouth on my flesh sparked an unfamiliar arousal between my thighs. I’d played with myself before, but that felt more like scratching an itch. This? Oh, this was different. This was wonderful.


In the mirror, I watched Mr Lindbeck’s head hovering over my chest, his hand working between my legs. The unmistakeable scent of pomade struck me like a blow, and it was so much a part of him I had to chew the inside of my mouth to keep from crying out. I could hardly convince myself this was really happening – Mr Lindbeck was flicking my nipples with his hot, wet tongue. His fingers were lodged between my thighs, thrusting slowly in the aching wetness down there.


He bit me and I gasped, arching to gaze down at him. When I caught sight of my teacher’s face resting against the gentle curve of my breast, a winning smirk plastered to his lips, I felt strange in the bottom of my belly. I felt like he was plucking my insides, playing me like a guitar, and I didn’t know if I liked it or not. The way he looked at me in that moment made me feel terribly self-conscious, and terribly naked. I felt like my skin was a window and he could see my heart and all my insides right through it.


And then he started stroking me, and not on the outside. His fingers had been moving differently before, in and out, slowly but forcefully. Now they were rubbing some hidden place inside of me, and it felt so funny and strange I couldn’t look away from my puzzled expression in the mirror. My cheeks were red as roses, and the pinkness had spread all down my chest.


Mr Lindbeck went back to sucking my nipple, and I was glad he wasn’t staring at me anymore. His fingers worked inside of me, stroking, stroking, so knowledgeable, so experienced. Suddenly, I had to pee and the realization was so embarrassing I gasped.


“What’s wrong, Miss Andrews?” Mr Lindbeck asked without even letting go of my nipple. He had it between his teeth, and the sight was extraordinary.


“N-n-nothing,” I stammered. I couldn’t tell him, despite the intense pressure between my legs.


“Do you want me to stop?” he asked.


Of course I did, I was about to pee on him! But at the same time, what he was doing to me felt so warm and wonderful I couldn’t bear for him to stop. I couldn’t say yes, but I couldn’t say no, so I didn’t say anything.


“You want me to stop?” he prodded, at the same time pressing his thumb at the apex of my cleft.


I arched off the table, inadvertently shoving my breast into his mouth. Before I knew it, the words “No, don’t stop!” were tumbling out of my mouth. Everything he was doing down there felt so good that no matter how badly I had to pee I knew I’d never ask him to quit.


“Bite your lip,” he instructed when I started whimpering. “These doors might be locked, but they are not soundproof.”


Nodding my head, I did as he asked and silenced myself despite my arousal. I wanted to scream and shout, but I didn’t. I just focused on his mouth on my nipple and his fingers doing whatever they were doing in and around my pussy. When I closed my eyes, the pleasure swelled inside of me and I felt everything ten times more powerfully.


I still had to pee. The more he rubbed that spot inside my pussy, the more I had to go. My thighs started trembling as I resisted the urge. I bit my bottom lip and it felt fat between my teeth. I bit it harder and tasted blood.


I could hear my shoes banging as I shuddered against the long desk. It felt so good, the strain, the pressure. I was holding back, holding it in, and he just kept rubbing and sucking. My legs twitched and, I don’t know what came over me, I latched on to Mr Lindbeck’s greasy hair and smooshed his face down on my breast.


It happened all at once. The pleasure consumed me and I released the heavy burden in my belly. A squirt of liquid soared from my pussy, soaking Mr Lindbeck’s hand, and at once I felt relieved and deeply ashamed.


“Oh, I’m sorry!” I arched up on the desk so sharply I brought his head along for the ride. “I’m sorry, sir!”


Mr Lindbeck stumbled a touch, and I was mortified to see that I’d soaked his sleeve with my urine. Not just that, but there was blood on his fingers. He must have “popped the cherry,” as the other girls said. I just wanted to find a nice big rock and crawl under it.


“It’s all right,” Mr Lindbeck consoled. “It’s OK, Miss Andrews, it’s perfectly natural.”


I swung my legs over the side of the big desk. My Mary Janes hung heavily beneath me, pulling me down, but when I tried to jump off, Mr Lindbeck pressed his palms firmly against my bare thighs and held me in place.


“Miss Andrews,” he said, “there’s no reason to be upset. You’ve done nothing wrong, nothing at all.


I couldn’t look him in the eye. Instead, I stared down at his fingers, which were pressing into the flesh of my thighs, indenting them. I could feel him closing in on me, approaching, and the pressure on my chest was so vast I had to force air in and out of my lungs.


He kissed my neck, and the prickle of his stubble tickled, but I tried not to laugh. It took me by surprise when he licked me from my collarbone all the way up to behind my ear. That felt so good, my whole body throbbed for more. He feathered kisses up the other side of my neck, and then sucked hard. I worried I’d end up with a hickey, but it felt so good I couldn’t ask him to stop. I wanted him to suck my neck.


Setting his hot mouth against my ear, Mr Lindbeck asked, “Have you ever gone all the way, Miss Andrews?”


“No!” I gasped. “Of course I haven’t.”


That’s when he grabbed my wrist and pressed my palm flush to his crotch. I pulled away instinctively, but he held my hand there, forcing it against the thick bulge beneath his trousers. His chin was hooked over my shoulder and I couldn’t budge when he moved my palm up and down his length.


“Have you ever touched a man’s penis?” he asked me.


“N-n-no,” I stammered. He released my wrist, but I kept rubbing on my own. “Never.”


His breath was hot on my shoulder and his deep voice rumbled when he said, “You’re doing very well. Would you like to see what it looks like?”


I was too bashful to say yes, so I nodded my head against his shoulder. He must have felt the motion because all at once he arched away. He stood up straight, and I wondered if it was over, if he’d done all he wanted. Then Mr Lindbeck unzipped his pants, and that shriek of metal on metal told me exactly what was coming.


“Sit up straight, Miss Andrews.” When he reached inside his open fly and pulled out his penis, I gasped. It was so big, so big and veined with a bulging red tip, and it stuck straight out. I couldn’t fathom how he planned to fit that . . . to fit that . . . inside me?


Dazed, I sat on the desk with my legs open and stared at my teacher’s erection. He took my wrist again. This time I didn’t jerk away when he brought my hand close to his crotch. I brushed my fingers against the top of his shaft, and the skin was much softer than I’d expected.


Mr Lindbeck chuckled and a hot streak blazed through my belly. It was anger. How dare he laugh at me? It wasn’t my fault I didn’t know what I was doing!


“What?” I asked sharply.


He took hold of my hand and wrapped my fingers around the impressive girth of his shaft. The whole thing jumped in my hand when I stroked it, and I almost pulled away but he held my hand in place.


“That’s right,” he said, groaning. “Yes, firm. Hold it tightly, Miss Andrews. Confidence. Stroke it. That’s right.”


I watched the skin of his shaft pull up around his beet-red tip, and it fascinated me. I kept doing it, kept pulling his penis, and every time I did, he came closer to my body . . . my naked body. But I didn’t stop. In fact, I wrapped my other hand around the first and tugged so hard it made him wince.


“You’ve never had intercourse with a man?” Mr Lindbeck confirmed.


“No, Sir.”


He moaned as I pulled his penis closer and closer to my hot skin. “Oh, Miss Andrews . . . would you like to?”


“Yes, Sir.”


The cautious part of my brain told me not to, but I didn’t care. For once, I was going to do what I wanted, not what other people wanted, and I wanted Mr Lindbeck!


He told me to wrap my arms around his neck and I did, even though it meant letting go of his huge erection. He pulled me right to the edge of the black-topped desk, until my bum was barely teetering on it, and instructed me to wrap my feet around his waist. It wasn’t easy. My Mary Janes were heavy, pulling me towards the floor, but I did it, and as I did I felt the slick heat of his tip entering my wetness.


I winced and gasped and compressed all my muscles, but it was too late. He was already inside of me. It hurt, just like his fingers had, but I clung to his body because what else could I do?


Mr Lindbeck scooped me off the desk and turned us both around, pinning me to the blackboard. My bones rattled as my body met that hard, flat surface. He found my mouth with his, but I was too shocked to return his kisses. His tongue moved against mine and his erection throbbed inside of me. His arms cradled my back, my buttocks. He was everywhere in and around me, and I felt immobilized by the frenzy of his motions.


Pulling away from my mouth, he set his lips against my ear and asked, “Do you like it, Miss Andrews? Do you like feeling my cock in your pussy?”


I gasped, and he must have taken that as an answer.


“Yes,” he said. “You love it. Say you love it.”


I did. I whispered, “I love it, Sir.”


But that wasn’t enough. “Say you love my big cock inside your tight little pussy.”


Just hearing the word cock made my body tense, and Mr Lindbeck groaned because my pussy was squeezing his . . .


“Cock,” I said, barely audible. It made me feel naughty and bad and I said it again. “Cock. I love your big cock in my little pussy, Sir.”


“Yes!” he growled, thrusting, banging our hipbones together. Holding me up against the blackboard, he moved in me fast, and because my slit was so young and so blessedly tight, I could feel every motion, every slide, every pass.


I hugged him hard and repeated his word back to him: “Yes.” I said it as many times as he did while he ground his cock into my pussy. His breath warmed my shoulder as he grunted like an animal, and I thought it was terribly crude, but it made something inside me feel wild. Soon I was grunting too, arching my hips for him, welcoming the rapid intrusion.


He kissed me again, and this time I kissed him back, feeling his impassioned cries resonating inside my mouth. He held me tight, so tight I couldn’t breathe, my back pressed up against the blackboard, my breasts mashed against his clothed chest. He held me still. It felt like ages passed us by while he breathed hard in my ear, wheezing, whimpering as a dog would. Still. Perfectly still. We didn’t move, but I could feel my pussy muscles tightening around his pulsing erection. He was so huge inside of me I couldn’t believe it.


And then, all at once, he went slack and lowered me to the floor. My knees were so weak with arousal I nearly fell over, but I leaned naked against the board, waiting for what might happen next.


Mr Lindbeck glanced at the clock and tucked his penis back into his pants. He zipped his fly and then did up all the buttons on his lab coat.


“Quickly, Miss Andrews.” He pointed to my clothing, which had been tossed out in the classroom. “You may dress in my office. My next class starts in two minutes, so make haste.”


For a moment, I didn’t move. It was over? That was . . . everything?


And then I realized my next class was all the way on the second floor, and I rushed to put on my clothes. My heart pounded as I ran up the stairs. That’s when I felt a surge of warmth flooding my panties. I was so embarrassed that I wanted to stop off at the bathroom, but I’d never been late for a class before, so I sat for an hour with my underwear slick and full of fluid.


After what happened, I felt too bashful to even make eye contact with Mr Lindbeck. I didn’t stay after class. I didn’t raise my hand, and he didn’t call on me. At night, I would lie in bed touching myself as I thought about everything we’d done.


I wanted to show Mr Lindbeck that I could do better. In the girls’ washroom, I started joining conversations about sex. I pretended like I had a boyfriend at a different school, asking if there was anything special I could do to please my guy. The girls told me I should take his penis in my mouth and suck it. I couldn’t imagine doing such a thing, but I was willing to try.


One day, when my reticence had passed, I worked up the courage to stick around after class. I’d even made Mr Lindbeck a sandwich like I used to. I took my time packing up my books. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes and assured myself it would be okay. Just when I turned towards his office, I caught Mr Lindbeck escorting another girl inside. Melanie Lynn. I saw her sit down on his desk and cross her long legs one over the other.


When Mr Lindbeck caught me staring, he stood up and closed the door.


My stomach dropped into my shoes, and my throat burned with tears.


And, whether I liked it or not, that was the end of that.




VIBRATIONS


David, Ontario


Although she was a highly sexed woman, Claire was a difficult lay. When her lover Susan loaned her the latest vibrator, Claire did not see any use for it. But her boyfriend had other ideas. I used it on her in most unusual circumstances, with startling results.


It all began one day when Claire and I were visiting Susan. Susan for some reason decided to put her new toy on the kitchen table right in front of us. Claire looked at it, confused, and asked, “What on earth do you call that?”


Susan rolled her eyes. “It’s the latest rabbit vibrator. The shaft goes up your vagina and vibrates or pulsates while the head excites your G-spot and the band of pearls at the base gives your orifice a heavenly work-out. While all this is going on the rabbit arm works your clitoris into a frenzy. The stimulations are all independently controlled with this remote. The batteries and motors are hidden in these huge testicles that fit between your thighs and there’s a belt with straps to hold the vibrator in place so you can wear it all day.”


Claire looked dubious. “It’s huge,” she said. “I could never get it into my vagina, and why would I want to?”


Susan looked scornful. “Because it’s the greatest instrument for female sexual pleasure ever devised, except for David’s penis of course. If you take David’s cock all the way in you’ll have no problem with this vibrator – I remember the size of his erections!”


Claire scowled. It was a sore point that before I met Claire I had been one of Susan’s many boyfriends.


I was a science professor at the university and had heard my arts colleagues discussing Susan. She was a talented young painter and, apparently, a completely uninhibited woman. I was introduced to her at a party. On learning I was a scientist she remarked, “Shouldn’t you be wearing a white lab coat and have a shock of unruly hair?” I grinned and pointed out that not all scientists fitted that stereotype. She looked me over then said, “You seem like a normal, healthy male and I’ve never slept with a scientist, so why don’t we go back to my studio and see if that scientific brain makes you fuck better than normal men.”


I gaped at her. “Oh dear,” she said. “I’ve shocked you.”


“Yes,” I responded. “I’ve never had such an explicit invitation before.”


“Well,” Susan replied, “if I were a lady I’d be more discreet. But I’m a horny woman looking for sex. So, do you want to do it?”


I had a potent sexual appetite and, in a night of torrid sex, Susan showed me how to pleasure a woman in ways I had never dreamed of. I became one of the numerous men with whom she had frequent sex.


I was introduced to Claire while having afternoon sex with Susan in the apartment above her studio. I had Susan pinned against the wall, jeans and panties around her ankles, her vagina ready for penetration, when a woman burst into the room.


“I’ve brought some potential buyers to view your paintings in the studio, you should go and deal with them,” the woman said. She didn’t seem at all surprised to have found her friend in such a compromising position.


Susan hesitated then pulled up her panties and jeans. “Sorry David, I can’t miss out on a possible sale.” As she rushed downstairs she called over her shoulder, “This is Claire, my best friend. Do something with him Claire!”


I recognized Claire. She was the principal dancer with the city ballet company. In contrast to the voluptuous Susan, Claire was lithe and slender with magnificent dancer’s legs, long and shapely. They flowed seamlessly into a full, ripe rear that moved in mesmerizing ways. Her small, sculpted breasts were tipped with prominent nipples. I knew because I’d watched her dance many times. Claire’s dancing was overtly sensual and the company’s artistic director cast her in the most erotic roles, including several in which she had danced completely naked. I was infatuated with her.


Claire looked at my erection. “So you’re Susan’s horny scientist,” she said. “I do apologize for causing coitus interruptus.” She walked over to me and without further comment began thoughtfully caressing my throbbing penis. “I don’t know what Susan wants me to do with you but I think it’s a pity to waste such a splendid erection.”


Claire pushed me against the wall, went down on her knees, took my penis into her mouth and sucked me into a state of unimaginable bliss. When I came back to earth Claire was still swallowing cum. “That was good,” she said, scooping the stray splashes off her face into her mouth. She looked up at me thoughtfully. “Susan says you give awesome sex. Well, I’m a difficult lay, too tight for most men’s taste. But if you ever feel inclined to try me out I’ll be happy to go to bed with you.”


Go to bed with Claire! The mere thought left me breathless.


Claire was correct. Her vagina is exceedingly tight and even when fully aroused she has to be opened and stretched with extreme caution to avoid causing her discomfort. But if she’s pierced carefully I can bring her to mind-blowing orgasms and her vagina, hot and tight, gives scorching sex.


When Claire and I became lovers she insisted I give up copulating with Susan.


Susan was furious. “How can you be so selfish?” she raged at Claire. “We can share David, he has enough cock for both of us.” But Claire was adamant. The women reconciled but there was always tension if the subject arose.


Now, in Susan’s kitchen, the tension was as high as ever.


“We’ll try out the vibrator this week-end,” I said to soothe the situation.


“Yes, tie Claire to the bed and vibrate her senseless,” Susan said slyly. Grinning lasciviously, she kissed Claire, handed the remote to me and left for her studio. I’d already decided how to use the vibrator!


We were to attend a concert of classical music on Friday evening and when Claire emerged from the shower to dress for the event I was lubricating the vibrator. She stared in disbelief.


“You’re not going to stick that thing up my vagina and leave it in while we’re at the concert,” she said.


I nodded, smiling.


“You bastard,” she exclaimed.


But when I fitted the belt tightly around Claire’s slender waist and put her on her back, she spread her legs without objection. I worked her clitoris to make her wet enough for me to slide two fingers into her vagina, carefully stretching it. Opening her orifice wide, I eased in the head of the vibrator and slowly pushed it up Claire’s vagina. It took time but finally I had her fully penetrated, with the rabbit arm pressed firmly on her clitoris and the balls jammed against her labia. I clipped the front straps of the vibrator to the belt then ran the back strap between her buttocks, pulling it tight so the toy wouldn’t move inside her.


“How does it feel?” I asked as Claire paced around the bedroom.


“As though I have a giant pole stuck up me and two huge balls between my thighs,” she snapped irritably.
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