

  [image: ]




  





  A Walk on the Wild Side




  Copyright © 20 12 by J.E. George




  ISBN: 978-0-9873920-8-4




  




  Cover design by Jacqueline George




  All cover art and logo copyright © 20 12 by J.E. George




  Printed and bound in Australia.




  




  ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission.




  All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.




  




  PUBLISHER




  Q~Press Publishing




  





  E-Book Distribution: XinXii


  www.xinxii.com




  




  [image: img]




  




  





  A Walk on the Wild Side




  




  Jacqueline George




  




  Foreword




  Here are four stories that reflect modern women’s interest in all things gay. Now we are quite convinced that our gay friends are not set on the highway to Hell, of course we are curious about how it all works.




  In a surprising development, there has been a flurry of novel writing by women on gay romance. I don’t buy it. Most of the ones I have looked had have characters who might look like men, but are actually thinly disguised women at heart. Fine, if that’s what you enjoy. Walt Disney has its place in modern culture, but no-one takes it seriously.




  Still, I am as curious about gays and their attitudes as anyone else. Also about that playing field of sex where the straight and the gay slip and merge into each other. Here are four stories that I hope are exciting and fun to read, and are also The Real Thing.




  I hope you will write and let me know what you think...




  Jacqueline




  Cooktown, Queensland
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  Dogging, ...and Me?




  Dogging. Have you heard of it? Maybe not, because it is something we Brits have invented just for ourselves. It suits us very well, because it is dark and dirty and that is how we like our sex. Queen Victoria might be dead and long gone, but her influence lives on. Not for us to behave like those supremely self-confident Germans, striding naked across the beaches of Europe and not giving a toss who sees them. We want our sex to be secret and furtive, and to pretend it never happened. Sometimes I wonder how all the little baby Brits are born, but even Queen Victoria managed nine of them, so I suppose she must have been amused occasionally.




  Anyway, Rob started me off on the dogging road, and as it happens, it was on a sunny European beach, a hidden cove just off the main Limassol-Paphos road. It was not a popular spot. Difficult access down a rough dirt road, and it had no ramshackle bar selling freshly grilled fish and as much local beer and wine as you could manage. Instead there was just open sand and the timeless blue Mediterranean.




  Not many people lay on the beach, and not many of them were wearing any clothes. Why not? This part of Cyprus has an ancient Greek culture, and they were never big puritans. We trekked nearly to the far end of the beach before we spread our towels. I knew Rob had unpacked my bikini back at the hotel and I did not bother looking for it. We just lay on our tummies, slathered with sun cream, and watched the tiny waves lap against the beach.




  After a while, I realised that many single men, as nude as we were, had walked past us to the end of the beach and strolled back again. They looked at us discreetly, and passed by.




  “Turn over,” whispered Rob. “Give them something to look at.”




  I thought about it for a moment and – why not? It sounded like fun. We both turned around so we were lying on our backs with our feet towards the water. It felt naughty to be showing my breasts and naked pussy to the sun, and anyone else who cared to look.




  It excited Rob too. He started to watch cruising men, and




  speculating about them. “There’s one coming,” he would say. “Open your legs and let him have a good look.” Or “Hey, look at that cock. I bet that looks good when it’s standing up. He’s going to be dreaming about your pussy tonight.”




  Rob was enjoying himself. He liked showing me to other men, and I liked it too. I could see his cock had already plumped up. A little more of this, and it would swing around and stretch out on his stomach.




  “Look at these two,” he said. A couple of older men were approaching. Solid, a little bit of a tummy on each of them and some gray in their curly hair. Between their thighs swung attractive uncut cocks. Rob continued, “Wouldn’t you like to play with those two? Shall I call them over?”




  I had lifted one knee and spread myself out on view. Rob reached for my pussy, but I pushed his hand away, and he played with my breast instead. “Think you could suck on those two while I fucked you from behind?” I said nothing, but he was making me randy. The two stranger’s cocks looked very tasty. The two men stared openly as they passed.




  “Jesus,” whispered Rob, “They really wanted to come over. Wouldn’t you have liked that!” Again I said nothing, but lay back and opened my legs further. I let him tease my pussy when the men passed on their way back.




  “Suck me off,” asked Rob.




  He had surprised me. I looked down the beach. The two men were walking away and would not see us. Our nearest neighbours lay dozing under an umbrella. Far enough away not to see their faces clearly, but close enough to understand exactly what I was doing if they glanced our way. Rob’s cock was tempting, but I could not do it.




  Rob understood and said, “Come on, let’s go around the rocks and see what we can find.”




  The beach ended where cliffs came down to the sea. We rolled up our towels and began to clamber around the rocks. There was no beach around the corner, only boulders sheltering small patches of sand.




  Someone else had come here on the same errand. In front of us, two men lay in the sun. One of them, on his back, had his eyes half closed and an expression of luxurious delight on his face. His partner bent over him, languidly working his cock with one hand and sucking on the end of it.
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  As we came near, they both looked up at us and smiled. Now the passive man’s cock was out in the open, it shone wetly in the sunlight. I smiled back as we paddled past in the edge of the sea, uncomfortable at intruding on something so intimate. Rob was less concerned. He gave a little wave and called, “Hi.” The men waved back and returned to their fun.




  I had never seen two men having sex before, and it excited me. I would have liked to stop and stare. Rob chose a place to spread our towels and lay back, his cock stretched out on his stomach, expecting nice things.




  I knelt beside him and looked around. Our patch of sand was semi-private. I could see the feet of our neighbours, but no more. On the other hand, anyone following us round from the main beach would see us clearly. I did not care. I bent over Rob’s cock and began to suck.




  “Slowly,” said Rob. “Let’s make it last.” It would be a sin to hurry sex in such a beautiful place. I began to brush little kisses all over the head of his cock, and he pulled my hips towards him so he could finger me. I felt very wet.




  Beside us, the two gays had stood up. One of them lent back against a rock and the other knelt at his feet and swallowed his cock. Watching them was making me lose control. I had never seen anything so sexy and Rob’s fingers would soon push me over the edge. The man being sucked had thrown his head back and seemed ready to come.




  There was a movement behind him. “Christ, someone’s coming!” I said.




  “Never mind,” said Rob. “Who cares? Don’t stop.”




  It was a single man. Not young, not old, he looked fit and slim. He wore no clothes and carried nothing. His body was smooth and hairless, evenly brown with no tan lines. His cock was long and heavy, hanging half-hard on his thighs. He shaded his eyes and paused for a moment to watch the gays. Then he looked at me lent over Rob’s cock, and smiled. I smiled back automatically.
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