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Corinna happily sang a pop song in the bathroom and carefully put the finishing touches to her make-up. Even though her husband had often said that at twenty-three, her natural beauty surpassed everything, she knew exactly how to make herself even more attractive. On this day, she wanted to be particularly beautiful. A reunion with her best friend after more than a year was imminent.She had to stop applying eyeliner. Her hand was shaking because her lower abdomen was also vibrating. She had been tumbling around stark naked in front of the large mirror for too long. And yet she knew exactly how it turned her on when she looked intently at her beautiful body. She was incredibly proud of her firm breasts, which stood against her body as if someone had constructed two almost geometric hemispheres. 
The large, dark brown areolas, which were covered with many fine nipples around the large one, had a mysterious effect. Corinna was always jealous of her beautiful, flat stomach and her exciting wasp hips. She had already received many compliments for her figure. Of course, she was also deeply in love with herself. She ended her contemplation with a light pat on her pubic bone. She called down: "Nothing to be done, little beggar. No more time. We don't want to keep Birgit waiting." She should have saved herself the pat with the flat of her hand. Her hand seemed to be drawn to the longing flesh as if by a magnet. She instinctively stroked the fluffy tufts. That was enough to send a powerful shiver down the woman's spine. Corinna didn't dare look at the clock. "It won't take a minute either," she grumbled to herself and put one leg on the edge of the bathtub. Excited, she pushed two fingers into her pussy. A feeling of incredible relief and at the same time powerful lust overwhelmed her. With her thumb she aimed at her clitoris. It seemed to have been waiting for the slightest touch. It sent its signals to her loins and deep into her body. Corinna must have meant that by the minute. 
Not even a minute had passed when the well-known feeling of elation overcame her. She threw her head back with pleasure and panted out her pleasure unchecked. She couldn't help it. She simply had to kiss the fingers that had given her the orgasm. In such situations, she always felt compelled to savour her scent and to suck it in with her nostrils. Of course, now she had to take a shower again and at least rinse her lower abdomen. At least it was an additional pleasure for her to see the sharp jets of water lashing her labia. She pulled them open wide. It seemed to her as if hundreds of tiny tongues were darting over the sensitive areas. She used the bath towel to avoid the seat of her strongest feelings. She knew full well that she would never find an end if she had allowed herself to be persuaded to have a second round at that moment by the friction of the terry cloth.Corinna was used to people turning to look at her on the street, and to men sometimes stopping in their tracks when they saw her. That day, too, she had to grin because a young man was so focused on her that he bumped into another man on the sidewalk. Immediately afterwards, she was shocked. A couple was walking hand in hand on the other side of the street. 
The man was the man who had stolen her virginity almost five years ago. Apparently he didn't see her. Strange: a woman somehow becomes attached to the guy she first spread her legs for. That's how Corinna felt too. It gave her a pang in her heart that he was now strolling with someone else - and probably sleeping too. She walked to the tram stop almost as if in a trance. The memories of her first hot night filled her head.It had been after his graduation party. The whole crowd had been drinking quite a bit. That was relative, of course. At that time, none of them could tolerate anything. On the way home, Volker had taken her arm without fuss. Without a doubt, he had taken the route to his parents' house. Corinna only found out on the doorstep that they were on holiday abroad at the time. She remembered very clearly that she had not been at all shocked by this news. Quite the opposite! It had probably been the wine mood that had sent swarms of butterflies into her body on his doorstep. The minutes had passed like a daze until she was lying in his arms in his room, kissing hotly. It hadn't taken long either before she was lying stark naked in front of his eyes and feeling his soft lips on her pubic area. She had only tried to push the cheeky guy away once. 
The next kiss on her labia had completely smothered her resistance.At the tram stop, Corinna had a few minutes to think. She had to take a deep breath because she was thinking about everything she had experienced on her first hot night. For the first time, she had been kissed and devoured between her legs until she was shaking. For the first time, she had put her lips over such a stiff male member and immediately found great pleasure in it because the man had reacted so incredibly well. It had been her first time with a man, and she had had the rare pleasure of experiencing an orgasm during the first time. The long French foreplay had probably played a part in that.The tram almost drove past. Corinna managed to jump up at the last moment. She stood at the very back - with her back to the other passengers. Mechanically she spread her legs a little. Her recollection had wet her panties. Pussy hadn't left the bathroom feeling completely satisfied anyway. Now she was thinking about her younger years! As if by itself, Corinna's right hand slipped into her lap. She had long had experience of secretly getting a little satisfaction when the little one rebelled too much. She kept pressing her pubic bone with her knuckles. 
She was quite sure that no one could follow the minimal movements. It wasn't as fast as in the bathroom, but she still came very gently after a few minutes. A stranger would only have been concerned if he had noticed her faster breathing. At that moment she didn't mind that her panties were getting even wetter, especially since it was still pleasantly warm. Her knuckles pressed against the excited ground a few more times, then she forced herself to think about other things.On the street, Corinna found the wet panties quite uncomfortable. But that was not the only thing. She could feel cool lines on her thighs and couldn't help but feel that they were running even further down. She literally fled to the department store opposite and bought a pair of naughty black panties. She didn't want to take another step in the wet garment. In the toilet of the department store, she rubbed the annoying fabric over her feet. It also had to be used to dry her labia and free her thighs from the lines. When she wanted to put the soaked lace in her handbag, she stopped. Pussy's call for more was unmistakable. She wasn't in the mood for fresh, modest packaging yet. That didn't surprise Corinna. She knew how lascivious her sweet throat was once it got going. 
With a nimble thumb, she reacted vigorously while standing. Then she stepped into the new panties.Corinna only had to walk across the market square to get to the cafe where the friends had agreed to meet. A glance at the clock calmed her down. She was only ten minutes late. Birgit must have been there, because she was nowhere to be seen. Corinna looked for a free table and after a few minutes was happy that it was Birgit who had to apologize for being late. Without considering the other guests, the old friends fell into each other's arms and kissed each other's faces.Birgit had just completed a year of studying in the USA. "Wow, you've become so much more beautiful," she exclaimed, pushing Corinna into her seat. "You look incredibly happy. Is it your young marriage?"If she only knew, thought Corinna, why I look so happy at the moment. She replied out loud. "Well, the honeymoon is already over. We've been married for almost half a year.""You must introduce him to me soon. What does he look like? What is he like?" She pushed her head far over the table and added: "What is he like in bed?"Somehow Corinna didn't feel like answering her friend's questions. 
She started by asking her own questions, which got Birgit talking about her experiences in the USA for quite a while. She obviously enjoyed doing this and did it in detail. At one point Corinna interrupted: "You only ever talk about cities, about the university and the professors? Did you just study and do adventure tourism? Were there no guys?"Birgit seemed to be thinking. Apparently determined, she said: "Why should I deceive you? Nothing happened with men. I had a wonderful girlfriend for the last six months. I shared a table and bed with her in a shared apartment." It soon became clear that Corinna had deliberately stayed away from men. She wanted to avoid falling in love in America. On the other hand, she had been terrified of having an unwanted child. She still had almost two years of study to go.When the conversation turned to 'America', Birgit thought again about her friend's young marriage. "Hey," she returned to her questions, "how are you finding happiness in your youth? Have you found a lustful man?"The friend replied quite monosyllabically: "Oh yes, I haven't regretted it for a minute.""Well, listen, that doesn't sound very euphoric. 
 
I've heard you talk more enthusiastically about men before, even if they only played a role in your life for two weeks."Lost in thought, Corinna stirred her coffee. She murmured: "No, really, I have a very nice husband. He tries to read my every wish from my lips." A little more quietly, she added: "But he's just trying.""But that's something. Or what does that mean: He's at least trying?"The first tear rolled down Corinna's cheek. Birgit noticed it immediately. She didn't press her friend, but waited patiently until she would speak of her own accord about the cause of her tears. First, Corinna spoke to the waiter. She waved him over in a friendly manner and ordered two cognacs in a hoarse voice. Too late, she asked across the table: "You too?" The question was unnecessary because the waiter had left after a slight bow.Although Corinna had not yet had enough to give herself courage, she spoke of her own accord: "Birgit, I am very worried about my marriage."Frightened, the girlfriend asked: "Is he cheating on you?"Corinna laughed sarcastically and said, to the astonishment of her counterpart: "He probably doesn't have the strength for that. I want to confess it to you. I have become extremely addicted to sex. 
We have never talked about it. But I was like that even before your trip to America. My husband has growled more than once in the past few months because I was overwhelming him with my desires.""But he's a young guy. You told me that he's madly in love with you. It must make him happy if he can really let off steam with you.""But not as often...as I want...as I need."After Corinna had confessed her sex addiction to her best friend, the conversation slowly petered out. Everyone was lost in their own thoughts. Birgit couldn't imagine that a twenty-three-year-old woman could have such insatiable desires that a man of almost the same age couldn't fulfill. She thought about her own sex, especially the one with her friend in America. Yes, she could cuddle and snuggle for a long time. But then it was sometimes enough for days if she was allowed to experience one or two orgasms.They left the cafe without saying a word. Arm in arm, the friends strolled towards the city park. Birgit returned to the topic of 'sex addiction' around five corners. She wanted to know in more detail what her friend meant by that."I want to tell you exactly," Corinna said rather harshly. "In the morning, I let my husband really fuck me before he went to work. 
He's now happily got used to me using his morning erection to my heart's content. Hardly a day goes by when I don't wake up before him and curiously feel under his bed covers. A few touches are enough and the whole man is all fired up, and the little one too, of course. After waking up, he is always so persistent that I can come at least twice. The second time sometimes together with him. I have my own technique for the morning number. I usually squat over his thighs and wipe the bold erection through my labia for a long time. I rub the cartilage over my clit so often that I can come from it. When he really thrusts, I always want it to never stop. My whole body is filled with tingling and crawling. I usually do it again in the shower with my own hand because I'm so excited that I can't could have breakfast in peace.Yes, my love, that's just the beginning of the day. As I was getting ready for our meeting today, one leg suddenly stood on the edge of the bathtub and my fingers disappeared into my pussy, as deep as they could go. I had another orgasm on the tram.""In der Strassenbahn?""Yes, I read that in a book once
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