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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.
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