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  Introduction


  Barbara Cardy


  It was an absolute thrill  in every sense  to put this book together and I sincerely thank everyone who took the time to send me their erotic confessions. I had
  to be ruthless to whittle it down to finally present you with this collection of well over 100 of them. Some will make you laugh, some will lift your brow, some you will find downright outrageous,
  but all unfailingly arousing.


  I have deliberately not ordered them into categories to seduce you into each confession with an open mind, perhaps into genres previously overlooked.


  Whatever your kink you will find it here from a good old-fashioned spanking to bondage, from solo to foursomes, from water sports to . . . well, I will leave that for you to find out.
  Lets just say that there are oodles of wonderful smutty themes!


  



  WINDOW ON LUST


  Sara, Sheffield


  The story Id like to tell you about took place on my honeymoon, and even though it all happened six years ago, I still get incredibly excited when I think about it
  now.


  Because neither my husband, Mark, nor I have got much in the way of close family to speak of, we decided to go off to Las Vegas to get married, just the two of us. We planned on the full works,
  with an Elvis lookalike performing the ceremony and a couple of people pulled in off the street to be our witnesses. We booked into a suite in one of the plushest hotels on the Strip, so we could
  spend time in the casinos and take in one of the shows. Mark even suggested that we visit one of the lap-dancing clubs there, so we could really find out why the town was known as Sin City.


  As it was, we had our moment of sweet sin without ever setting foot in a strip joint. Our suite was on the seventeenth floor of the hotel, and when we arrived we couldnt believe the view
  we had. It was night time, when the place really comes alive, and we stood looking out of the window, over the dazzling expanse of neon night below, and wondering what adventures we might be about
  to have.


  The following afternoon, we got back to the bedroom after the wedding, giggly and high with excitement. Mark had ordered a bottle of champagne, which was waiting for us in an ice bucket, and he
  popped the cork as I stood admiring the view of Vegas, spread out so far below us.


  Its beautiful, I said, taking a glass of champagne from him as he came to stand behind me.


  And so are you, Mrs Smith, he said, pulling me into his arms and kissing me. Especially with confetti in your hair.


  His hands moved lower, caressing my breasts through my clothing. I could feel his cock starting to stiffen and press against my buttocks, and I knew how much he wanted me. I was getting horny
  for him, too, so I didnt object when he began to unzip the short cream lace dress I had worn for the ceremony, letting it fall to the ground so I stood there in my skimpy and ultra-sexy
  bridal lingerie.


  My nipples peaked as he rolled them between his fingers, and I reached behind me to unzip his trousers and free his cock, then stroked the thick column of flesh to full hardness.


  Take me to bed, Mr Smith, I murmured.


  No, lets stay where we are, he said. Ive always wanted to fuck you up against a window and, after all, its not like anyone can see us all the way up
  here, can they?


  It sounded like a deliciously kinky idea, and I didnt object as he shuffled me forwards until my palms were pressing against the triple glazing. I have a good head for heights, and I
  stood there, gazing down, as Mark stripped me out of my bra and panties, leaving me in nothing but my wispy flesh-coloured stockings, suspender belt and three-inch heels. His hands were all over my
  body, squeezing my breasts together before delving between my legs to play with my juicy pussy. My clit pulsed, eager for his attention, and when he began to gently bite my neck, I closed my eyes
  and gave in to the sensation. When I opened them again, I couldnt believe it  I was staring straight at a man who stood on a window-cleaning cradle, looking right at me.


  What the ? I exclaimed, never expecting that someone would be riding up and down the side of the building. Mark, stop it! Weve got an audience.


  To my disbelief, my brand-new husband just carried on with what he was doing. Come on, Sara. The bloke obviously wants a show. Lets give him one.


  He had to be joking, I thought, but no. One of Marks hands went back to my tits while he used the other to frig me. The window cleaner, who could only have been in his early twenties,
  with bleached-blond hair and a muscly body beneath the faded dungarees which appeared to be all he was wearing, just stood there with a sly smile on his face, enjoying the sight of me being so
  brazenly played with. The fact that I was practically naked while my husband was still in his wedding suit made the whole thing look that little bit more dirty, and despite my initial reluctance I
  suddenly found myself becoming really turned on at the thought of being fucked in front of this stranger.


  I almost wished we could open the window between us, so our new friend could offer encouragement, or suggestions about what hed like to see Mark do to me. Perhaps he could even reach
  inside, to pinch my hard nipple or even stroke my pussy and discover just how wet I was.


  And then Mark was bending me forward, spreading my legs apart so he had better access to my cunt. Normally, he would spend a long time touching and teasing me, making sure I was ready to take
  his cock, but today we were in too much of a hurry for that and, anyway, the juices which were flooding my pussy showed I was more than ready.


  As Marks solid length began to slide into me, I saw that the window cleaner had got his own cock out and was stroking it as he watched us. It looked huge, with a red, swollen head which
  kept emerging from the tunnel formed by his fingers. I couldnt take my eyes off it and, as Mark began to plough into me with fast, fierce strokes, I snaked a finger down to my clit and began
  to rub myself, imagining what it would feel like to be filled by that monster.


  All too soon, Marks movements started to become jerkier, and I knew he was shooting his load inside me. I cried out and gave in to an orgasm so powerful it left my knees shaking as Mark
  sagged against my panting, sweating body. And then the window cleaner was coming, too, his white spunk spattering against the glass in tribute to us.


  By the time Mark and I had recovered, the cradle had moved down to the next floor and the man was gone. We took the rest of the champagne into the bathroom and had a bath together, playing with
  each other under the water as we talked about the incredible experience wed just had.


  I dont know if theres anyone else who has had the first fuck of their married life in front of an audience, but if they have, I hope they enjoyed it just as much as we did.


  



  ZIPPYS FIRST DESCENT


  Stephanie, Wiltshire


  Just looking at the dress in the shop window made me feel horny. It still comes out with me on special dates, particularly if I think I may wish to allow the guy quick and easy
  access to my flesh. Made from a charcoal grey linen fabric, it has a long zip that runs all the way down the front. A small silver budgie ring hangs from below the V-neck, a budgie ring that begs
  to be pulled downwards. I even gave the dress a nickname, Zippy.


  At the time I was teaching at a comprehensive school in a large market town. There was a fairly large group of us who liked to meet after work on a Friday for a drink, a good old gossip and some
  outrageous flirting. It was an ideal time to give Zippy her first outing. As I approached the pub entrance I lowered the budgie ring a few inches. A downward glance confirmed it was sufficiently
  low to let the men know I was wearing a push-em-high bra. The man I ended up having sex with that evening was Ronan. He worked in the technology department and he spoke with a lovely gentle
  Irish accent. He was not the most muscular guy you would want between your legs, but he kept himself fit by playing squash and his skin was almost as soft as a teenage girls. Needless to say
  I found him attractive and sometimes fantasized about him when there was no man in my bed to satisfy my needs.


  This particular Friday I had caught Ronan looking down my cleavage and up my dress much more than usual. Not that I was complaining, you understand. During one conversation about womens
  knickers he even went as far as asking if I wore thongs to work. He was definitely getting frisky. I started to get interested in his interest in me.


  Of course, I replied as casually as I could muster. Everyone laughed loudly.


  The topic of conversation eventually turned to prostitution. One thing led to another and us ladies enjoyed backing the men into a corner by forcing them to deny ever having paid for sex. A
  couple of them appeared to be lying, but Ronans negative response seemed to be genuine. It was payback time.


  Why not? I asked. I bet youve happily bought women drinks in an attempt to get your hand down their knickers, whats the difference?


  He blushed and took a gulp of his beer.


  I mirrored his action, smiled and looked into his eyes over the top of my glass.


  As the clock approached the time when people usually started to drift away I noticed Ronan was only sipping his beer. Aye, aye, I thought, is he trying to be the last to leave? I slowed down my
  own consumption to ensure we were the last two sitting. It worked a treat.


  Can I get you a drink? Ronans soft voice betrayed a little nervousness.


  I leaned forward and whispered, Does this mean youre hoping to put your hand in my knickers?


  Ive always wanted to do that, but no, Im just going to buy you a drink.


  Shame, I said, but Ill have a pineapple juice anyway.


  I think that was the moment I decided to take this as far as I could. I had no real plan but the little whore inside me wanted to continue down the paying for sex road. I shuffled
  my bum to raise the hem and expose a bit more thigh.


  After Ronan got back I leaned forwards to take a sip of my drink, knowing his eyes would be able to see my tits bulging above my bra. So how many drinks would you buy me to get a rummage
  up this dress? I asked.


  He gulped but then perked up and became noticeably braver. Five, he said firmly and then grinned.


  Mmm . . . Still leaning forwards I could just about see the crotch of his black trousers. I was unsure if the bulge was a natural fold or if he was stiffening up down there.


  He leaned forwards so close my nostrils were almost overpowered by the smell of his freshly applied aftershave. Do you want to do it? he asked quietly.


  Yearning to keep this going I got even bolder. Lets say twenty pounds then. We could both stop at that large lay-by on the way home. My intention was to turn him on, but
  whatever effect it was having on him, it was definitely getting my juices flowing.


  Lets go one better, he whispered. How about me getting a room at that new budget hotel by the motorway junction?


  I nodded and gulped down two large mouthfuls of my drink.


  Ronan flipped open his mobile and tapped a few keys. Enter your mobile number in there.


  I took the phone and Ronan continued with his on-the-hoof plan. You park up next to me and Ill go and see if theyve got a room. If they have, Ill call you when I want
  you.


  I didnt speak; I dont think I knew what to say. I just passed his phone back to him and then watched him get up to leave. It seemed like he was deliberately giving me enough time
  to back out if I wanted.


  Twenty minutes later I was parked up in the hotel car park waiting for his call. I felt so nervous my stomach was threatening to call a halt to the proceedings. I also felt excited. In my
  fantasies I had often imagined walking through a swanky hotel lobby, catching a lift and gently tapping on a strangers hotel room door. My make-believe client was always stinking rich and I
  always negotiated extra for anything more than a blow job. Somehow I also always ended up doing a striptease routine for the gentleman while he lay naked on the bed stroking his thick cock. This
  was not quite that dream scenario, but as I sat there, I definitely felt like a whore. It was time to apply some lipgloss; men like glistening lips.


  My mobile rang. An unnamed mobile number appeared on the screen.


  Hello, Stephanie Escorts, I said cheerfully.


  How much for a fuck? said a soft Irish voice.


  The vulgarity heightened my excitement. One hundred, I answered.


  How about anal?


  Not with this girl, but I can give you the number of a tart who does. I hoped that negotiating over my arse was all part of the game, but I have to know a guy really well before I
  allow him to push it into my delicate back passage.


  Not to worry, room two-one-five. He hung up.


  It was hard, very hard to walk through the small modern reception area without making guilty laden eye contact with the middle-aged woman at reception. Though to my credit, I did play the game;
  I courageously fought back the urge to raise my budgie ring up from the low position it had descended to back at the pub. I desperately tried to look like I knew where I was going. I was so pleased
  to see the lift sitting there with its doors open. As nonchalantly as I could, I stepped inside and pressed button two.


  Ronan was sitting on a chair with five twenty-pound notes in a pile on the desk to his left.


  I like the dress, he said.


  I hope you like whats inside it more, I quipped as I leaned over to take the money.


  His hand went straight up my dress and planted itself firmly on my crotch. This was not the way I usually liked sex, but then again, I had never got laid like this before. It felt scary and it
  felt exhilarating at the same time. As I stuffed the notes into my handbag I parted my legs a bit. The side of one finger pressed into my slit taking the thin strip of fabric with it. Now he knew I
  was not lying about wearing thongs for work; he also now knew how aroused I was. Suddenly two fingers hooked into the gusset and tugged them down to my ankles. He clearly felt he had bought the
  right to treat me badly. As long as he did not push it too far, that was fine with me. I had not gone there to be a good girl.


  With my thong stretched out between my ankles his right hand went back between my legs and his left forefinger hooked itself through the budgie ring. He tugged it all the way down to my navel.
  Quickly he opened up the resulting long gash to expose my chest. He then started to take a bit more time. He gently caressed my pussy, occasionally moving up to stroke the carefully trimmed strip
  of pubic hair. I like to keep a neat but substantial bush above my slit. Ronans fingers continued to caress and gently probe between my labia. His eyes drilled through my bra. I knew he
  wanted me to remove it but now we were moving into the stage where I took control. I made him wait; I wanted to be even wetter.


  When I was sure his fingers would be almost dripping with my juices I unhooked my bra and pulled it under my tits. I dropped my eyes to check my nipples. I always like to know how Im
  looking. They were nicely gorged. Ronan displayed his appreciation by slipping one finger deep inside me. While I was still standing there with my underwear displaced and my dress still on, he
  inserted a second finger and started to smoothly finger-fuck me. I indulged my client. Rarely did finger-fucking do much for me, I like to be fucked by cock, but I enjoyed the look of shear lust on
  Ronans face. After all, he was paying, so if he wanted to squelch his fingers in and out of my hole, I had to let him.


  I cajoled him into giving me what I love. Why dont you bury your face in my wet pussy?


  Get your kit off, lie on the bed and let me see it, he commanded.


  I obeyed. Ronan leaned back in his chair and watched.


  I shook my thong off my right foot.


  Next I slipped Zippy off my shoulders and allowed her to slip down to the floor.


  Fucking hell, you look gorgeous! exclaimed Ronan.


  That was a little flattering, but then thankfully, sex does blur ones vision.


  Leaning forwards I pointed my arms to the floor, my bra slid down and landed on my crumpled dress.


  I almost kicked off my heels but decided to leave them on. This was a hotel, I didnt cherish the bedcover like I cherished my own. So I stepped over to the bed and climbed on board. As I
  rolled over onto my back and spread my legs like a good whore would, Ronan stood up and slowly undressed. His eyes locked onto my slit. I reached down and parted my lips a little to give him a
  glimpse of glistening pink I know men love. When I finally saw it, his cock was of typical length but it pointed higher than most and looked very solid. Despite his erection pulling them up, his
  balls still looked big. I momentarily thought about asking him to straddle my face and lower them into my mouth. How hard would he let me suck them?


  In a flash his mouth was heading for my pussy.


  No fingers, I commanded as he nuzzled his head between my legs. He started slow and gentle in little circular motions around my clit. Only when I was even more aroused and my pussy
  was yearning to be mistreated did he start to firmly lick with the rough part of his tongue. Suddenly he started to alternate between delicately nibbling my labia and lapping at my juicy cunt. I
  hoisted my legs, took hold of my ankles and pulled them up towards my shoulders. His tongue responded to the invitation and pushed in as deep as a tongue can go. His nose ground into just the right
  spot.


  It was now time to utter those two words every man loves to hear from a womans mouth.


  Fuck me, I groaned.


  He raised his head and stared at where his tongue had just been probing. I kept my ankles tight in my hands. I felt exposed, in my imagination he was looking all the way up my cunt.


  As he climbed on top of me, I smelled that aftershave again. Then his cock pushed me open and drove in. It was just as hard and firm as it had looked. Ronan fucked me and he fucked me and he
  fucked me.


  Once again I played the whore, or was it the real me? Fuck me harder, I moaned loud enough to risk being heard in the next room. The thought of people listening to our humping
  added extra spice to the act. Straining to lift my head I watched Ronans cock thrusting into me. He started to withdraw further. That is a sight I have always loved. His cock was driving
  into me; his shaft was dripping wet with my juices. I yearned to let go of my ankles so I could rub my bud, but I was a whore, I had to resist such urges.


  Slam me, I said, desperate for some extra stimulation.


  He looked confused.


  Bang into me. Bang hard against my pussy.


  He got the message. The slapping of his balls against my arse was an unexpected bonus. Ronan was struggling to support himself. Eventually he solved the problem by grabbing hold of my shoulders.
  The weight of his body pushed my body into the mattress. He was getting rough. He was nailing me good and proper. I had no option but to drop my head back down and let my other senses take over. I
  closed my eyes and enjoyed every shove. I even enjoyed the pain of his nails digging into my shoulders.


  The tension built and then the floodgates of orgasm opened.


  Fucking gorgeous, I shouted as the waves ripped through my lower body.


  Fucking gorgeous, Ronan groaned as he spurted his come deep inside me.


  I could hold on to my ankles no longer so I let my legs drop down onto the bed with a thud.


  Shit, I was planning to come over your face, he laughed breathlessly.


  That would have been extra, I joked.


  As I left the room I sensed Ronan expected me to give him back the money. Of course, I didnt, that would have spoilt the memory. If you are going to live out a fantasy, do it as close to
  the real thing as you dare.


  



  LA VIEILLE FEMME


  Brian, Stittsville


  Im a mid-twenties, single male with a healthy libido and a vigorous sex life. Until a few weeks ago, I exclusively fucked only young nubile women. Then an unexpected
  encounter changed my sexual preferences.


  I was travelling on the TGV, the high-speed train, from Paris to Nice. After six months of intense work launching new internet software, I had a weeks vacation and I intended to spend it
  inspecting the topless girls on the Riviera beaches. I looked forward to a week of hot sex.


  The fragrance first alerted me to the woman. She checked the vacant seat opposite me then placed her shoulder bag on the table and tried to lift her heavy suitcase up to the luggage rack. At
  full stretch on her toes, she struggled with the case.


  Permit me, I murmured. Moving into the aisle behind the woman, I reached over her and pushed the suitcase onto the rack. Stretching up to reach the rack showed off her very
  provocative bottom and in the restricted space of the aisle I took the opportunity to rub myself firmly against it, feeling its ripe fullness through her skirt. The womans reaction to my
  uninvited touch could have been very hostile, but, as she slipped into her seat, she gave me a quizzical smile.


  Thank you, Monsieur, you are too kind, she murmured.


  The well-coiffed hair, impeccable make-up and manicured hands all signified an elegant woman. The scooped neckline of her top showed off generous breasts. I guessed her to be fortyish.


  She took out a magazine.


  Madame travels to Nice? I questioned innocently.


  No, Monsieur, to Lyons. I have been in Paris on business. And Monsieur? she asked.


  I have a weeks vacation in Nice.


  Alone? she queried. When I nodded she smiled knowingly. No doubt Monsieur hopes for some sexual encounters.


  I was disconcerted by the directness of her observation, but replied truthfully. Yes, Madame.


  She opened her magazine and I began to read a technical report. I had trouble concentrating. The womans perfume was seductive and I mused about her tempting rear. I glanced across at her.
  She was studying me, almost as if coming to some decision. Then she gave me a playful smile.


  I felt her leg brush against mine then, very discreetly, her foot was placed on my seat, nestling between my thighs. Madame had slipped off her shoe and, beneath the small table separating us,
  had stealthily stretched her leg across the space between our seats. I looked at the woman. Her lips parted in unmistakable invitation and gently she nudged my crotch with her stockinged foot.


  Our neighbouring passengers seemed to be dozing, so unobtrusively I stroked the sensuous arch of her instep and fondled the finely structured ankle. Beneath the table I stroked along her leg as
  far as I could reach, squeezing the well-toned calf. Furtively, through the sheer stockings, I massaged her manicured toes, separating and stretching them. Very deliberately, I pressed her foot
  against my crotch. With a knowing smile, Madame began to rub me. As her stimulation increased I pressed my burgeoning erection harder against her foot.


  Perhaps Monsieur would permit me to buy him coffee?


  I snapped back to reality, suddenly aware of my very obvious arousal. I would be delighted, Madame, I replied.


  She carefully withdrew her leg and slipped on her shoe. Sliding from her seat the woman proceeded towards the restaurant car. I followed.


  Madame stopped outside the vacant toilette of the second car. She murmured, I think this will do, then opened the door and stepped inside, pulling me after her. The
  toilette contained a toilet and a hand basin set in a vanity with a small mirror on the wall. The space was confined and we were squeezed together. Locking the door, Madame smiled at my
  bewildered expression.


  You appeared to appreciate my derrire, Monsieur, your foreplay with my foot was delightful and my foot massage has hardened your penis. So, Monsieur, are you willing to have sex
  with me . . . here, now? I am, of course, much older than you, une vieille femme, so if you find me too mature for your taste I shall understand.


  I was stunned, disbelieving. I hesitated, but the woman boldly unbuckled my belt, unzipped me, slid her hand into my briefs and extracted my cock. Abandoning all caution I seized her ass,
  squeezing and kneading the soft flesh through her skirt.


  You are alluring, Madame, and Id be delighted to fuck you. I hope I can perform to your satisfaction, I murmured.


  She fondled my cock and smiled. With such a fine penis, Monsieur, so big and strong, Im sure you can. Think of me as the hors doeuvre for your week in Nice.


  I pushed her against the door to grind my throbbing erection into the curve of her belly. Then, seizing her heavy breasts, I crushed the sumptuous mounds, feeling the pliant flesh through her
  top and bra. Madame played with my tumescent penis, caressing the shaft, fondling the glans with skilful fingers. In a frenzy, I pushed my hand up her skirt to probe between her legs. Madame
  gasped, pressing herself onto my fingers and I could feel the heat and dampness through her panties.


  As we tore off our clothes, the fondling and groping in the confined space made us supremely horny. Stripped to her garter belt, stockings and high heels, the generous curves of Madames
  voluptuous figure were fully displayed. She was sensuous and my hands roamed over her luscious body. I rolled her hardened nipples and then greedily sucked on them. Madame whimpered and responded
  by fondling my balls then began to pump my cock. When I probed between her legs and burrowed into her slit, she was already wet.


  I turned her, spread her buttocks and jammed the hard ridge of my erection between them, grinding it into her rear. Holding her tight against my cock, I cupped her mons, stroking the luxuriant
  pubic hair, then probed lower to massage the hidden bud of her clitoris. Madame cried out and as her hips jerked under my touch the lush bottom rubbed my penis. The sensation was wonderful and I
  realized I was close to coming. But first I had to make Madame climax.


  I sat her on the vanity and she had to hold on to the fixtures to steady herself. I put one of her legs over my shoulder and stretched the other along the vanity to spread her, so that by
  sitting on the toilet seat, I could study her private parts.


  Monsieur, you permit me no modesty, she protested.


  I inspected the intricate folds and hollows and crevices, the distended inner lips and the wet, inviting orifice. The sexual aromas of the woman were intoxicating.


  None, Madame, I replied. A woman as succulent as you has no need for modesty.


  I caressed the soft thighs and above the tops of her stockings traced intricate patterns on the sensitive skin. Madame whimpered. I brushed my face into her thick pubic hair, breathing in the
  smell of her sexual heat, then opened her wide. Slowly I licked the shaved labia then sucked on the slippery inner lips, savouring the moist, pink flesh. When my tongue rimmed her orifice then
  pushed into her hole to lap the juices, Madame moaned. I drew back the hood to expose her clitoris. The little floret clamoured for attention and I wet the tip of my finger in her orifice before
  playing with the swollen bud, teasing it, rubbing it then squeezing it hard. Madame cried out and tried to close her legs. But I held them open and leaned forward to lick the hard little nub,
  caressing it with my tongue then sucking on it. The juices flooded out of her.


  The flower between Madames legs was now in extravagant bloom and its aromas filled the room. I began a rhythm, sucking at her orifice with my mouth, eating her inner lips, then using my
  tongue to play with her clitoris. She moaned in time to my stimulation and I increased the tempo and the intensity.


  Her pelvis was rocking to my rhythm when slowly I inserted a finger into her vagina. Madame gasped and tried to seize my hand. But she could not retain her balance. I waited until she was steady
  again then eased two fingers into her. Madame cried out as I stretched the vagina, stirring parts deep inside her, exploring the moist walls of her passage to find her sensitive spot. When Madame
  gave a piercing shriek and her pelvis jerked off the vanity, I knew I had found it. I began to thrust my fingers rhythmically up her cunt. I alternated deep thrusts with stimulation of her G-spot
  and matched them to the tempo of my tongue on her clitoris. Madames cries grew louder as her pelvis thrashed wildly, her bottom thumping on the vanity. Her climax was near.


  Put it in, Monsieur, put it in, Madame shrieked.


  I stood up, raised her legs into the air, spread them as wide as possible and inserted my rock-hard penis into Madames opening. She groaned as I pushed deep into her.


  No, no. I want to ride you, she breathed hoarsely.


  She forced me down on to the toilet seat with my back against the wall. Then slipping down from the vanity she turned, presenting her luscious rear to me, straddled my thighs and positioned
  herself over my cock. Madame pushed its head into the mouth of her vagina and the juices flooding from her drenched us. I thought I would explode.


  In one smooth downward motion, Madame impaled herself on my throbbing erection. Her cry filled the room. Monsieur, you stretch me to the limit.


  For several seconds she writhed on my cock then leaned forward to grip the edge of the vanity for support. I felt her thighs tighten as she lifted herself. Sliding up and down my rigid shaft,
  Madame began to ride. I seized her trim waist to lift her high on the up stroke then plunge her down hard to the root of my shaft so the full length of my swollen cock was thrust up her vagina.


  After several slow, smooth strokes the tempo increased and Madames ride grew wilder and more intense. Her bottom jiggled wildly to the rhythm and slapped against me as I drove her down
  into my lap. In the mirror I could see her breasts bouncing frantically. Her cries became a cacophony that filled the small space as the ride became frenzied. Up and down, faster and faster she
  rode until, in a final spasm, Madame climaxed. Her orgasm surged through her, consuming her in a paroxysm of wild convulsions.


  Holding her above my lap, I plunged into her with all the power I had. My thrusts battered Madames body, making the soft, ripe buttocks oscillate wildly. My furious assault drove her into
  a shrieking crescendo and Madames cunt devoured my raging cock. Then, with a roar of release I exploded, erupting deep inside her, again and again and again. Like some feral animal we
  thrashed together in frenzied orgasm. I emptied myself into her.


  Spent and gasping, we rested. Madame sat in my lap, my cock still clenched inside her. I fondled her breasts, stroking and squeezing them, playing with the swollen nipples.


  Monsieur was extremely fierce, she murmured.


  I hope I didnt hurt you, Madame.


  Oh no, Monsieur. But you took me with admirable penetration and made me come with great intensity. I had a delightful orgasm.


  There was a knock on the door and a womans voice said, Have you finished?


  I now realized that the sounds of our lust must have been quite audible to anyone passing the toilette.


  Madame said, Oh, Monsieur, how embarrassing . . . to be discovered in flagrante delicto. We must leave at once. How disappointing, theres no time for post-coital play. She
  lifted herself off my cock and used the hand basin to wash off the juices splattered over her pussy and thighs. In the confined space I took every opportunity to again fondle her sensuous body as
  she dressed. Picking up her panties I said, May I keep them, Madame, as a memento?


  Oh no, Monsieur, it would not be respectable for a woman of my age to be without panties. Her reply was so incongruous that I burst into laughter.


  To my surprise, Madame washed off my wet cock and, as I dressed quickly, said smilingly, I hope it pleasures many ladies in Nice.


  As we unlocked the door Madame observed, The toilette will smell of our sex.


  When we emerged several people were clustered around the door. They smiled and giggled and some even applauded. Madame blushed scarlet.


  Was it as good as it sounded? one woman whispered.


  Madame glanced slyly at me and murmured, Oh yes, he performed outstandingly.


  I too blushed.


  Madame read her magazine, appearing serene and contented. I tried to concentrate on my report but it was difficult. Whenever I thought of our copulation, I became aroused again. As the train
  approached Lyons Madame slipped from her seat again and returned a few minutes later looking immaculately presented once more. When the train stopped I carried her case out to the platform.


  She smiled at me. Im a happily married woman with a husband who keeps me fully supplied. But occasionally I enjoy harder, rougher sex. Then I want to be serviced by a young man
  with a big, aggressive penis. When you rubbed yourself against my derrire I thought you might be a suitable young man.


  I was speechless. I had been seduced to service Madames sexual needs. But after such fabulous sex, I had no complaints.


  Thank you, Monsieur, your performance exceeded my wildest expectations. I hope I was not too disappointing for you.


  On the contrary, Madame, you were a sensational fuck.


  She blushed. You flatter me, Monsieur. Extending her clenched fist, she whispered, A gift, in remembrance.


  I closed my hand to take her offering and she turned and walked away, pulling the case behind her. Aroused again by the view of Madames provocative rear, I raised my hand to inhale the
  aromas from her panties.


  I spent a memorable week in Nice. The topless girls were delectable and my cock performed valiantly. But, good though it was, the sex did not compare with my fornication with Madame.


  I have Madames panties before me now, a flimsy wisp of black diaphanous lace . . . feminine, revealing, sensuous. I fantasize the smell of her sex still lingers on them. Madame introduced
  me to the carnal pleasures of older women and Ive fucked several more mature women since then. I revel in their softer, more voluptuous bodies and, although more demanding, I find their
  appetite for sex to be boundless. Im becoming addicted to the erotic delights of les vieilles femmes.


  



  SHARING MY WIFE THE BACK WAY


  Martin, Hertfordshire


  Not many men enjoy seeing their wives being screwed by another man  so I suppose I am a rarity, though I have to admit I do get something from this. Something I
  wouldnt have got unless I agreed to letting another man have her.


  When I married Jeanne eleven years ago we were pretty much a standard, suburban couple. We had careers and more or less agreed we wouldnt have kids, though it soon emerged that we
  didnt have a choice as Jeanne couldnt conceive. Anyway, like a lot of couples we had plenty of sex in the first two years of our marriage but the frequency, and with it the intensity,
  fell away. When we did have sex it tended to be quick and simple. We were usually too tired and too stressed to do anything else.


  After a few years I wanted to spice up our sex life though and I tried to persuade Jeanne to start wearing high heels and stockings when we had sex, but she was appalled at wearing shoes in bed
  so that more or less ended that idea. Jeanne also wasnt keen on stockings and her usual pale flesh-coloured tights werent my idea of a turn-on. Sex, I should tell you, has to be in
  bed as far as my wife is concerned.


  One day while surfing the net I came across a testimonial, if you can call it that, from a guy who had rejuvenated his sex life with anal intercourse. I was intrigued and the more I found out
  about it the more it appealed to me. Of course I reckoned Jeanne wouldnt be keen, but I had to try. And it was something we could do in bed. Introducing the subject however wasnt
  going to be easy, despite a mate of mine saying all he said to his partner was: Fancy it up the bum?


  It worked for him but I was certain that wouldnt work for me. Then, while I was wondering how to raise the subject, Jeanne sprang a surprise on me. She said our relationship wasnt
  going anywhere and we needed to sit down and have a heart-to-heart. At first I thought she was going to tell me she wanted a divorce but it soon emerged she too wanted something
  exciting to happen in bed. Taking this as a cue I immediately blundered out my anal-intercourse desire and she stared at me as if I was crazy.


  I meant to say, she snapped, I want another man. Once I got over the shock of that Jeanne added that while she loved me and didnt want our relationship to end,
  she did want to find out what it was like being fucked by another man.


  It emerged that it wasnt just any man. One of her colleagues, Simon, had been making eyes at her at the office where she worked. He was a good few years younger than me and as he was in
  Jeannes words hot and ready, she quite liked the idea of seeing what he was like in bed.


  For once I used my brain instead of refusing point-blank. I reasoned that she could just as easily have sex with Simon without me ever knowing and given her preference for sex under the sheets I
  said she had my permission to be screwed by him, but . . .


  In fact, I had several buts, which I patiently listed. First of all, any sex had to be in our house and no more than once a month if it was to become a regular event between them. Second, I had
  to be there to make sure she was OK (I had no idea she wouldnt be anything but OK with this Simon, as he was hardly a stranger to her). Third, anything between her and Simon took place in
  our bed with me there.


  You want to be in bed when Simon has me? Jeanne looked truly astonished. I think she was tempted to ask what kind of a pervert I was but I merely smiled, seeing the thought on her
  face but knowing she was unable to ask it given what she was wanting to do anyway.


  I then added the final two more conditions, the first of which was she would have to wear stockings and high heels when he had her and last, but by no means least, I was to be allowed to screw
  her arse while he fucked her the usual way.


  Jeanne looked thunderstruck. There was no doubt this matter she had raised with me wasnt a casual I wonder if? approach: she had very clear ideas that she wanted sex with
  Simon and had done for some time. Jeanne tends to let thoughts dwell for a while like that. I estimated that if she agreed to my conditions then it was a win-win situation. I didnt say that
  because she had to come to the thought herself.


  It was one personality trait I had noted in my wife over the years we were together. When Jeanne says no straight out she means no, but whenever she is in doubt about anything she
  says she needs time on her own to think, and when she does that she usually comes round to the point of view I have. So when she said she needed time on her own to think, all I had to do was sit
  back and let her have that time. As long as you want, I said.


  It was a big decision for her, giving way to me on three things and though the underwear and heels in bed I could have easily surrendered if pressed I was keen to be in bed with them if only so
  I could go up her rear. I wasnt sure how I felt about another, much younger, man fucking my wife but I was sure I was willing to put up with it to gain the anal intercourse. And Simon having
  my wife once a month wouldnt be too bad.


  This was a big thing for Jeanne to consider because she went to her mums for a long weekend to think. I guessed, though I couldnt know, that she was no doubt seeking the advice of
  an old friend of hers as she came to a decision. I just hoped that Shelly wouldnt prove to be such a prude and be so horrified at any of what Jeanne told her that none of my plan would
  happen. I also figured she would call Simon up and test the idea with him. After all, if he wasnt happy with my conditions there was every chance it wouldnt happen.


  I neednt have worried. Jeanne came home, dropped her suitcase in the hall and threw her arms around me. Shelly and me went shopping, for some underwear I can wear in bed with you
  and Simon, she said as she hugged me. And I have already spoken to Simon and he doesnt mind. In fact, he likes the idea a lot.


  Then she paused. But I have one request. If its good, can we do it more than once a month?


  Well see, I said. It depends how good you are between me and him.


  It turned out to be very good between us. Simon is a good-looking twenty-two-year-old, and in a way I can see why Jeanne is attracted to him as he works out regularly. Jeannes choice of
  underwear (or perhaps it was Shellys influence) was perfect  a black lace suspender belt, charcoal stockings and black patent leather high heels  and I felt pretty aroused as I
  clambered into bed with them. I felt a little embarrassed at being naked with another man in the room but as he didnt seem to mind I resolved not to mind either.


  Jeanne of course was in the middle and spent most of her time on her side facing Simon, alternating tender little pecks and longer, open-mouthed kisses with him having full access to all of her
  front. Jeannes back was all mine and I carefully lubricated her back passage while she was in the throes of a particularly engaging French kiss and I soon had my finger replaced by my hard
  cock. I slid up into her bum just as Simon pushed his way into her from the front and I marvelled at both the way I felt his thick cock through the thin wall separating Jeannes vagina and
  anal passage and the way my wife gasped. I really dont know if it was because of me in her rear or Simon in her front but she moaned like she had never done before as we fucked her
  simultaneously.


  From my point of view at the back I missed kissing Jeanne and I suppose I was just a little jealous, but then I had what I wanted. It is slightly impersonal screwing someone from the back when
  their attention isnt on you, but I knew part of my wifes gasping and moaning was because of my cock in her rear. Simon was no doubt good, and I was too. I also tried to time my climax
  to match Simons and though some practice is needed on that score I know we are going to get plenty of opportunity to try.


  Once a month? More like twice a week at the moment, and Jeanne and I have even been shopping for more underwear for her to wear when shes sandwiched between me and Simon.


  



  GETTING THE JOB


  Kitty, Los Angeles


  My name is Kitty Collins and Im a fantasy actress. That doesnt mean I work in porn. It means Im one of those girls who do phone sex at the
  numbers you see in the back of the magazines. Im really good at it, which is lucky since it doesnt look like Im going to get too many other acting jobs in Hollywood.


  Everything you think you know about Los Angeles is true, especially when it comes to the girls. Theyre all gorgeous, incredibly young and willing to do anything to anyone to get a part. I
  came out here when I was eighteen, but that made me almost too old already. And I was never beautiful; just cute. All my auditions were for the comic relief or the best
  friend or the waitress who spills coffee or something like that.


  Ive also got this voice. Its really deep. I like to call it husky and beg my agent to send me on auditions for sexy parts, but it doesnt work because, you know, cute.
  Ive even had casting directors ask me if Im really a man. That got me seriously pissed off.


  The best gig I could get was a voice-over for an insurance company, which lasted long enough to get a SAG card, but after that, nothing. I wasnt making any money and I had to pay the
  rent. I know everyone waits tables eventually, but I am totally not waitress material, and all that left was finding something at the Beverly Center. Great place to look for celebrities, not so
  great for becoming one.


  You can see where this is going. Id always told myself Id just give up the whole thing and go back to New Jersey before Id do anything as gross as being a hooker, but I knew
  a lot of girls who were working at the strip clubs, and somehow that didnt seem quite as bad, not like something I would actually do, just better than walking the streets.


  My friend Morgan mentioned an opening at Hot Stuff. I was like NO WAY! until she pulled out a wad of bills and showed me how much shed made that day in tips, so I
  asked if shed call her boss and get me an audition. I told myself it was just for fun. Even if I were offered the job, I wouldnt actually take it. I just needed to prove that the gym
  membership wasnt a total waste of money; that I could still compete with the newest wave of silicon tits.


  At least I could say Id finally been on a stage in LA. I just hadnt planned on being nearly naked when it happened, smelling stale beer and bleach that barely covered up previous
  nights puke. The walls around me were covered in red paint with zebra stripe stencils and the air vibrated with Bon Jovi singing You Give Love a Bad Name.


  I did my routine: dancing, swaying, strutting and performing unnatural acts with a pole, while desperately wishing that my personal trainer had been tougher about making me stretch and that
  Id asked Morgan exactly how I was supposed to get my leg into that position.


  Shed held my hand through the Brazilian and helped me pick out a G-string at Fredericks of Hollywood, but now I actually had to dance the dance. My sluttiest skirt and blouse were
  strewn about the stage and that G-string was the only thing between me and total nudity as I flaunted myself in front of an imaginary crowd of men, all of whom were dying to get their hands on
  me.


  Thats enough. Get your clothes on and come down here.


  It was better than Dont call us, well call you, or so I thought until I found myself sitting at a small table waiting for a judgment from this kid who paid more
  attention to his cigarette than he did to me, even though my shirt was barely covering my tits. He let out two long streams of smoke through his nose like he was daring me to choke.


  Jason Baron. He wasnt actually a kid, except I was old enough for twenty-two to seem pretty damn young. He definitely needed a shave and couldnt have gotten too much sleep before
  coming to see me. His hard grey eyes gave me the once-over, as if he hadnt been able to see enough when I was shaking my ass on the stage. Finally he shook his head and took a drink from the
  beer in front of him on the table.


  Youre an actress, right? His voice sounded like hed spent the night yelling over the high-decibel speakers and smoking.


  Yeah.


  You cant act this stuff, you know. If youre up there thinking youre too good for it, they can tell. Theyll either ignore you or try and drag you down to their
  level. Either way, I dont want you on my stage.


  Uh-huh, I muttered, trying not to show how much it hurt to be rejected for a job I didnt even want.


  Nice tits though. The bodys good.


  I actually considered thanking him.


  Have you thought about implants?


  Every time I didnt get a part.


  How old are you?


  Im legal.


  You were probably legal before I was born.


  He started putting out the cigarette in an ashtray and then stopped. The eyes suddenly focused and narrowed. Hed just heard my voice and for once in my career, it wasnt the end of
  the interview.


  Have you ever done phone sex?


  I shook my head.


  You still want a job?


  Hows the pay?


  Better than this. Make up a fantasy right now. You and me. Go!


  You can do this, I thought. Just like improv. class. Never mind the fact that hed just seen me naked. I looked him up and down. He was wearing tight jeans and a black T-shirt. Wiry body,
  sexy lips. Kind of hot-looking once you got past the stubble and dark circles under his eyes. He could probably have any of the dancers whenever he wanted, so what kind of fantasy could be kinky
  enough? He still looked like a kid to me . . . a kid making out in a car.


  Were in a car, I started. In the rain. Pouring rain. Pounding on the roof. Parked up in the Hollywood hills. The windows are already steamed up. I know the lights are
  out there, but theyre blurry. Front seats all the way back and youre on top of me and were . . . um, necking, you know? Really hot and heavy. Youve got your mouth
  on mine and youre just, just . . . devouring me. Mmmmmmm. Feels so good.


  I thought Id be embarrassed, saying that stuff out loud, making noises. I couldnt even understand why anyone would call those numbers. I thought it would be totally fake, but it
  didnt feel fake at all. It felt a little too real.


  Jason was looking at me, mouth half open, cigarette stuck in mid-air. He gestured for me to go on.


  So . . . um . . . youre on top of me. I can feel your cock through your jeans, wanting to get out, wanting to get inside me. Youve got your hands under my skirt, on my
  thighs. One hand in my panties. You slide a finger inside me, and Im so wet. You can tell how much I want you.


  I was panting now, feeling myself in the scene, right down to the sweat and the smell. My legs were starting to shake. I tried to pound a hand against the table to let out some of the tension,
  but I couldnt because Jason had grabbed my hand and was squeezing my fingers, his own hand trembling as he bit down on his lower lip and kept looking into my eyes.


  Oh my God . . . Please . . . I need more. Need you now. Please, put it in me. Please. Im begging for it, but you keep teasing. More rain coming down. Im breathing so hard I
  feel like Im gonna pass out. Youve got one finger all the way inside me. Oh my God. So close. I hear your zipper and youre moving up a little so you can . . . oh . . . oh .. .
  God! You push your cock into me. Oh God . . . so big . . . youre filling me up. Im squirming under you. I hear the thundering outside. Thunder and lightning and, oh God . . .
  Im screaming. Youre pumping into me, deep, harder, please, please, I, oh, oh, so good. Im coming . . .


  I couldnt take it any more and I didnt care if I got the job or what else happened. Jason was looking at me like one of us was crazy. I put my other hand between my legs, finding
  my own pussy so wet it was hard to get any traction. I needed to get three fingers inside just to feel anything. I noticed that Jason had reached down and opened his jeans. He was stroking himself,
  hard and fast. I kept talking, telling him how hard he was fucking me and how good it felt, until I saw his teeth clench and his nostrils flare and he finally had to close his eyes and that was
  when I pushed down hard around my fingers and clenched my muscles. Jason was grunting and groaning and still squeezing my hand so hard it should have hurt but all I could feel was the overload of
  pleasure hitting my cunt and making me scream so loudly I knew my throat was going to hurt for days.


  I opened my eyes to find Jason staring at me, his face flushed and beads of sweat on his upper lip. He slowly released my hand, leaving me to massage it back into feeling, while he zipped
  himself up and lit another cigarette.


  It was hard to tell if hed actually been affected by my performance or whether this was just a typical day at the office. He reached into his jacket pocket and handed me a business card
  with an address on La Cienega.


  He had to take a breath before he could speak.


  I think youre a natural.
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