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    Annabel Gold is a passionate lady living in a paradise, namely Tropical North Queensland, Australia. Does this contribute towards her interest in erotic stories? Maybe. It is only this last year that she had the urge to write these sexy, explicit phone-sex stories. It's very exciting how one thing leads to another. Meeting Jacqueline George online has led to a different style of presenting her work. She has also found new friends and contacts through "Twitter". It’s a wonderful era to develop new skills and shed inhibitions!!
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    Jacqueline George lives in Cooktown, Far North Queensland. She enjoys the relaxed lifestyle there, and finds plenty of time to write books, some of which are far too naughty for her own good.




    





    



  




  The Blue Bathers




  Lorelei surprised me. She came hurrying in from the car port where she had been rooting through the boxes of books, papers, mementos I had finally decided to throw out. She wanted castoff books, although she would find none of my old friends in those boxes. Just the disposable ones that were not worth a second read.




  She carried a large, brown envelope, torn open at the top. The envelope looked well used, soft, slightly grubby, with none of its officious stiffness left. I knew it, of course, although I had not seen it for some time. When had I last curled up in bed with that fat, rich envelope? I cannot remember.




  "Are you sure you want to throw this away, Titi?"




  I suppose I did not answer. She always called me Titi, all her baby tongue could make of auntie twenty something years ago. The smile on her face was wide and near to laughter. She looked quite merciless. I reached for the envelope, but she whisked it away.




  "Oh no - I'm taking these home. It's Uncle Shane, isn't it? He wrote them to you. I had no idea... You must have been a sexy lady. Oh no, I didn't mean that. You still are. I always thought you were special. I want to read these all very carefully."




  "They're private," I tried, but I knew immediately that would not work.




  "You don't mind, do you, Titi? It's only me, and I won't tell anyone. I promise. And I'll give them back."




  Did I mind? No. I didn't mind Lorelei reading them. I had often thought about publishing the stories. They were touching, and true. I could hear Shane's voice whenever I read them. They kept him and his insatiable, crazy appetite alive.




  “Give it to me,” I said. “They’re precious. I didn’t mean to throw those out.”




  “Aw-,” she pleaded. “Can’t I read them?” She was hard to resist. She had always got her way in the end, right from the time she was a toddler. Now as a confident, pretty student, with deep, dark eyes and long brown hair, she still charmed her way through life.




  I thought for a moment. I am old enough for love and sex not to bother me but... the stories are all I have. Shane did not like being photographed (although he took plenty of pictures of me), and we did not have little cameras hidden away in mobile phones then. I have no photos, no proper letters. No films or tape recordings. Once he had disappeared, that envelope was his only legacy for me. A record of some shared moments.




  “I’ll let you read one,” I said, “But you have to promise to bring it back. Soon.”




  She nodded, and I dug into the envelope. I would give her the first one, where it all started.




  Exactly where had it started? I first saw Shane at a barbie, the proper way for Aussies to meet. I can picture it clearly, even now. I led a different life then. I was the wife, servant and mother of The Rector of Kelly’s Hill, a scatter of houses way north of Melbourne. The parish was small, and only had an Anglican church by grace of a generous donation from the last century. Malcolm was superbly qualified for the living; well bred, well educated, dull and unambitious. The bishop must have been glad to hammer this particular square peg into the square, decaying hole called Kelly’s Hill.




  We had drifted apart, as they say. Being the wife of God’s representative on earth drove me to tears. The parish was fine, and I liked the people, but Malcolm the Rector... He became more and more self-satisfied and pompous by the week.




  I suppose I had loved him before we married, although I learned a lot more about love later from Shane. I took to keeping a private diary, and catalogued my frustrations day by day. I thought of it as My Life with the Rectum, and half-hoped he would find it one day.




  So that is why I was at the barbie. Melbourne Cup day and the bowls club was running a sweep. The Rectum felt we should appear, patronise the locals for half an hour, and go on to more important things.




  I was sitting with two farmers’ wives. I think they liked me, and I certainly respected them. Australian country women are a special breed. They can cook and manage kids, ride as stockmen, drive tractors and fix them too. One of them, Gwen, a stocky woman from a Maltese family, had spent the day under her Toyota, getting the gearbox ready to be dropped out. She had not managed to completely clean the grease from her nails. She was talking fencing grants with Sharon, something that went right over my head.




  Over at the barbie, the men were cremating the sausages. All had a beer in hand and did the cooking one-handed as a result. They were boisterous and boyish, as always, joshing each other mercilessly and laughing loudly.




  At the edge of the group but not joining in the fun, stood a small man. He had a beard, and I have never liked beards. It was dark, but already streaked with grey. I put his age at about thirty, perhaps nearer to forty. He wore what I later learned he always wore, a cotton drill shirt, khaki, with two button-down pockets. Similar shorts, with a wide black leather belt, and elastic sided boots. As it was late afternoon, he was not wearing his hat and his hair was thick, black and curly. He had a stubby in his hand, in a polystyrene cooler, and sipped at it occasionally.




  Just then, he sensed I was looking at him and looked at me. He had blue-grey eyes that looked me over, and turned away.




  

    The Blue Bathers


  




  Recently I came across an old photo album of about ten years ago. We were mid-twenties. Lots of happy, carefree shots, plenty of beach and boat photos, mainly with you in bikinis and bathers. These shots had me excited to see your part-naked young body again. Sadly not too many close-up shots, but some did give a hint of your sex when the bathers or bikini bottoms were tighter, clinging to the swell of your mound and bottom.




  My favourite photos were of you in your dark blue nylon Speedo bathers, as they clung to your body tight all over and I think at the time you weren‟t aware how much they did reveal, to me especially. The sexy way they fitted over your voluptuous, peachy buttocks, lifting and separating them as the nylon edging rounded perfectly beneath each cheek, showing them off in the best possible way. The blue nylon was taut over the provocative bulge of your mound. I remember distinctly how you would quickly and modestly ease the edge of your bathers with your fingers, so as to cover your dark pubic hair which escaped occasionally. I obviously enjoyed this privately, but didn‟t like others looking. I regarded your body as mine only to enjoy.




  I fantasised about your body in the blue Speedos, and finally I decided to ring you. I wanted you to buy another pair of Speedos. I wanted you to model them for me when we met next for an afternoon of sex. You liked the idea, as I thought you would, and agreed to buy them soon.




  You had changed from ten years earlier when you felt too embarrassed to expose your naked body to me. We were both innocent then, and shy as well.




  I remember the first time I asked if I could look at you with the lights on. You felt uneasy but agreed, maybe infected with my excited anticipation. You lay back on the bed with your thighs together, your secrets barely visible beneath your dark bush. With a bit of encouragement, you gradually spread your thighs further apart until you lay fully exposed. The sight of your exposed pussy excited me more than I expected. Your long, generous lips fascinated me. They were only slightly separated, hinting at more secrets inside. Compared to magazine pictures I had seen, your pussy seemed bigger, and so much more enticing.




  I wasn‟t brave enough to ask if you could spread your lips apart with your fingers. I did not understand you were enjoying your display as much as I was. I learned that in time. Later you delighted in exposing your body to me, watching my face and sharing my enjoyment.




  I asked you to buy the bathers a size smaller than you would normally so they would hug your body even tighter, like a second skin. I asked you to cut out the lining in the crotch, so the contour of your lips would be even more obvious. If there were cups in the bra, I wanted you to cut away the part covering your nipples, but leave the rest to make your breasts more prominent by supporting them. You thought the fantasy about the bathers was very naughty, but it excited you. You looked forward to our meeting in a couple of weeks. Your body, slightly fuller now, made my Speedo fantasy even more exciting and I masturbated frantically every night, visions of you driving me wild.




  I waited at your motel room two weeks later. I was excited, on edge, and could think only of your pussy both hidden and displayed in thin nylon. I knew moisture had already leaked from my prick and dampened my shorts.




  You opened the door wearing a short dress, not your bathers as I half expected. The blue Speedos hung from your hand, and you tossed them onto the bed. We sat together and talked, with you resting on my shoulder, and the scent of your hair surrounding me. I asked how the Speedos fitted, and you said there was no way you could wear them in public as they showed too much. Just what I had hoped for.




  You touched the tip of my penis through my shorts, saying you had noticed a damp spot there and I began to grow in earnest. This is probably a good time to slip on the bathers you said, and pulled on my hardening prick through my shorts.




  I stripped off my shorts as I waited for you to take the Speedos. My prick stood free, pointing upwards and pulsing, harder than it had ever been. You smiled atthestate I was in,saying you hadn‟t done anything yet.




  You slowly raised the dress up over your head, leaving just panties and bra. You turned towards me, and cupped and offered your breasts before reaching behind for the clasp. Your breasts fell free, and your nipples were already plump and firm. Slowly, just to tantalise, you slid your black knickers off your hips, down your thighs and left them on the carpet.




  Enjoying the effect your nakedness had on me, you slowed your little striptease. You spent a few minutes running your hands over your breasts, sliding them over your hips and around behind as you massaged your buttocks. Then you turned your back on me, placed both hands on the table and bent over, thrusting out your bottom and allowing your pussy to peep at me between the tops of your beautiful legs. My heart was in my throat as I watched your confident, shameless display.




  As you came to me, you ran a finger through your pussy, telling how wet and hungry you felt. Another pearl of excitement had escaped to run down my shaft.




  Now you were ready for the Speedos. Bunching them up, you pulled them up one leg, and then the other. Fitting them around your hips was a struggle, but finally you drew the suit up around your body and pulled the shoulder straps into place. The Speedos pressed tight against your pussy, and the sight took my breath away. The thin nylon showed the rise and fullness of your mound, and every beautiful, soft fold. Conscious of the effect you were having on me, you came to stand just beyond arms‟ reach, asking what I thought.




  You looked better than I remembered from ten years ago. I watched carefully as you moved, the swell of your belly, your breasts held high with the reduced bra cups, your nipples straining in the taut nylon, your mound swelling out in the Speedos clearly showing the parting of your lips. I wanted to touch your pussy through the nylon, to run my fingers back and forth along that tight furrow and feel your excitement. I gestured for you to turn and admired your broad hips, your voluptuous buttocks exaggerated by a tight waist. The Speedos shone a bright erotic light on you.
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