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Chapter 1: Charlotte the Animal
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Maxime, 19

She slept with me the way girls our age sleep with boys: to prove to themselves that they are women. It may be rather cynical to put it that way, but Charlotte wasn't in love with me when she put her lips on my cock. She wanted me to be proud of her. She wanted me to see her as an adult, an expert in male sensuality, as the femme fatale she wasn't. Because deep down, Charlotte is sweet. She's fragile, unsure of herself and her future, a lost soul like the rest of us at this stage in our lives. And a lost soul who wants above all to pretend she isn't. I know this because I observe her a lot in class, this top student in an engineering prep program.

She hates the label of uptight nerd that sticks to her despite herself. So, as soon as a student party comes around at the end of the week, she can't help but show off her talents as a sexual vamp, finding a new prey at every student drinking party. In her dark, heavy gaze, in the sway of her hips, in the short, tight clothes she forced herself to wear, there was a silent cry: I'm not just a brain, I'm also this desirable "animal." And the frivolous jungle of the moment must know it.

Tonight, I am the victim

In short, I was the victim of the evening, and I was touched by it. I would have liked to have been chosen for other reasons: my humor, my intellect, my passion for French history. But she chose me to satisfy her ego, and that was enough for me.

The party was in full swing, the young people were smoking, lots of empty bottles littered the floor, and she sat down next to me on the sofa. 

"Can I talk to you in Paul's room? It's the tidiest one." It's true that this male roommate, who regularly served as our hangout for getting drunk after class, seriously lacked even the most basic hygiene.

Once the bedroom door was closed, she didn't really try to seduce me or make me want her. She just kissed me right away. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, timidly at first, to give me time to respond, then, after making sure I was enthusiastic and responsive, she went a little harder. She kissed me repeatedly on the corner of my mouth, then moved down to my neck. Her hot, ardent, slightly alcohol-tinged breath was starting to turn me on.

She clumsily pulled off my T-shirt, her movements hurried and jerky, so I firmly took both her wrists and raised them above her head. "Calm down, okay? Let me do this..." She smiled, delighted to see the situation reversed, that she was becoming a sex object, that she was finally in the place she had been seeking from the beginning. I undressed her tenderly, sensually. She wriggled happily as she felt the clothes slide down her body. From a roaring lioness, she turned into a joyful gazelle.

Once she was naked, I pinned her against the wall and kissed her. She melted with pleasure in my muscular embrace. I then asked her to suck me off, and she did so, looking me straight in the eyes. She made sure through my gaze that she was doing everything right. Her saliva dripped onto my glans, her suction was perfect. I caressed her at the same time to show her I was satisfied. Her little hairless pussy, freshly shaved, was already soaking wet. She shivered with every movement of my middle finger, trembling with pleasure that could not be feigned. I loved feeling her so receptive. I then licked her a little, to collect the sweet nectar that was escaping from her lips, and then I fucked her. She squealed loudly, probably to let the others who had stayed downstairs know that she was fucking. It was a little too theatrical for me, so I put my hand over her mouth and slowed down my movements.

She seemed surprised, but in the end, we continued like that. In a warm embrace, very sensual, very gentle, completely silent. Only our penetrating gazes screamed out loud that this moment was magical. 

When we came back downstairs, I sensed that Charlotte was more at peace. And when I look at her in class, I now find her more serene. I still don't dare tell her that I've always been interested in her, but I've promised myself that I'll ask her for another embrace at every student party.
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Chapter 2: The glory hole booth
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Pascale, 49, discovers the glory hole in a swingers' sauna. Being a greedy girl, she loves it and discovers a real passion.

I am a 49-year-old woman and this is my amateur erotic sex story. People tell me I'm quite attractive. I am a secretary. Our offices are located on a busy shopping street in Lyon, and I park my car on the street or in the parking lot. I have been married for many years, and everything is going well in my relationship, except for a routine that is sometimes difficult to bear. I often feel a strong desire to experience something exciting.

A steamy sauna

One evening, my car broke down as I was leaving the parking lot. It was quite late, and the few passersby watched me with amusement as I struggled with the starter. A man knocked on my window. He seemed quite nice. He offered to let me leave my car with him and drive me home. My naturally fearful nature made me refuse. However, I asked him to lend me his cell phone so I could let my husband know that I had broken down.

But he replied that he didn't have a cell phone. He told me I could make a call from the establishment he was delivering to, which was just one street behind. I didn't immediately realize what kind of place I was entering.

Once inside, he explained that we were in a swingers' sauna. Somewhat embarrassed by the situation, I kept my eyes on the floor. I called my husband, but he didn't answer. The man invited me to enjoy the facilities, adding that I had nothing to fear from him. All I had to do was undress in the changing room and put on a bathrobe if I wanted to; everything was designed for the comfort of the customers.

Strangely enough, this man I didn't know inspired confidence in me. He was very respectful and polite. I finally agreed, and we exchanged first names. His name was Michel.

Glorious holes?

Back from the changing rooms, we talked, and I explained that it was my first time in a place like this. He wanted to show me around. I passed several completely naked men, who were very courteous and smiling, as well as a young couple wearing nothing but towels tied around their waists. I felt comfortable, not at all embarrassed by the nudity around me. My curiosity seemed to amuse my guide. I followed him to a door. He opened it. It was a kind of changing room, except that the partitions had holes on both sides. Strangely, this excited me, and I asked him for a little more explanation.

He looked surprised: "You've never heard of this kind of booth? Well, come and see, you curious girl." " He explained that men inserted their penises into these holes so that the girl on the other side of the partition could suck them. He pointed out that the door of the
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