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Chapter 1: I want an XXL tail!
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Julie, as she does every year, returns to her beloved parents' childhood home, where the sun and sea reign supreme. Along the way, she catches the eye of Gilles, a stunning pool installer whose physique is exceptional in the region! All that was missing was a swimming pool for the spark between the two young lovebirds to ignite into a blazing fire...

For the holidays, like every summer, I took the train to the South of France, to Béziers, to return to my parents' large villa and their vast swimming pool shaded by lush vegetation. Some people spend their vacation weeks in Ibiza, but I cherish the peace and quiet that this timeless place offers. Especially since, with the frenetic pace of my classes and student parties that overwhelm me during the year, I need to reconnect with myself and focus on my own thoughts at least once a year.

Arriving at the villa, in my denim mini-shorts and tight tank top, with all the impatience of a young girl returning to her childhood home, I found a little note my parents had written for me, on a sheet torn from a notebook, pinned to the heavy, locked front door: "We've gone to the market, enjoy the pool before dinner! Kisses." I was locked out, great!

––––––––
[image: ]


When I arrived at the pool, I realized I wasn't alone; a young man was taking care of the chlorine settings and the cleanliness of the water.

I knew my parents' previous pool technician, Roger, a slightly senile but friendly old man who was used to managing 40 cubic meters of water, so I was very surprised to find myself face to face with the new technician.

I introduced myself, and he did the same: it was Gilles, originally from Haiti, with arms covered in tattoos, who had been taking care of my parents' pool for just a few weeks. "Roger's retired!" he explained, shrugging his shoulders. His charming smile and arms sculpted by long hours of work immediately warmed my heart, and I tried to calm myself down.

He was there to work, not to be harassed by a horny girl. I gently explained that my parents had locked me outside and that I intended to enjoy the pool, but... I didn't have a swimsuit!

He replied, with a loud laugh that shook his whole body, that it didn't bother him, that he was used to bare skin and that he himself was not very modest.

I then settled onto a sun lounger and took off my top, then my mini shorts. My two milky breasts were finally exposed to the sun, like two sunflowers seeking their annual dose of vitamin D. Very quickly, I felt the pleasant warmth of the rays on my areolas, my hips, and my buttocks. I then dipped one foot into the pool, then the other, and then, supporting my weight on my forearms, I submerged my legs up to my hips. As if electrified by the sudden change in temperature, all my senses went wild; my body had been dormant for many long months, and I felt it finally awakening to the sensations of nature.

I started swimming a length, noting with great satisfaction that my reflexes were returning naturally, that my movements were regaining a kind of fluidity, and that my body was recovering the lightness that intoxicated it when carried by the waves. Suddenly, a sharp, intense, painful sting seized my shoulder, and I screamed. I'm sure the whole village heard my cry of surprise and complaint, but—damn—it hurt! Some nasty wasp had ­clearly taken a dislike to me and given me a stinging sting!
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Not knowing whether I was drowning or had had a heart attack, Gilles quickly took off his t-shirt and shorts and dove headfirst into the water to rescue me.

In less than ten seconds he was at my level, holding me tightly in his arms, completely naked, asking me if I was alright. I then explained to him, between trembling, that I had just been bitten by those damned insects that swarmed around the pool in the middle of summer – but that it was more of a scare than anything else.

And that's when I felt another beast, bigger, softer, harder, rubbing against my thigh. Gilles had a massive erection, while I had almost died!

It made me laugh, and in a way, it also flattered me a little: I was afraid I wasn't to his liking, and now I had concrete proof that I wasn't indifferent to him. A little dazed by the adrenaline of the pain and the euphoria of the start of the holidays, I let myself be carried away by the moment: I kissed him passionately on the lips.

He had a powerful effect on me too, and I wanted to prove it to him. Our mouths devoured each other, then he lifted me slightly to taste my breasts, heading straight for my small, fully erect nipples. Voracious, his hungry tongue attacked my little currants, licking the areolas, the hollow between my mounds, wandering along the edges of my breasts. It roamed over every inch of my skin as if exploring new territory. I was on edge, every cell of my body yearning to connect with him. For my part, I felt like I was on fire and that only his embrace could lower my body temperature.

He got out of the water and sat on the edge, offering me his erect member at mouth level. I swallowed his gigantic, hot cock to quell my ardor.
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I have to admit I'd never tackled anything that size before; the head alone completely filled my mouth. I had to force it a bit to swallow the first five centimeters; even fast-food hamburgers are easier to swallow. I was polishing it with my lips until my jaw ached, like when you're at the dentist.

I was giving it my all! His penis seemed to appreciate it; he was getting harder and harder. He finally lifted me out of the water, took me in his arms, and carried me to the sofa. We were so consumed by desire that we didn't even feel the cool breeze. He gently placed me on the armrest, taking his time to admire my body. His penis naturally gravitated towards my open pussy; the invitation couldn't have been clearer.

Gilles moved towards me and I felt his glans tap against the entrance to my burrow. Luckily, I had lubricated his cock well with my saliva ­beforehand so it would slide in easily.

He entered me very gently, protecting my flesh from any sudden movement that could have been fatal. My whole being relaxed to receive him as deeply as possible; I felt my vagina soften, my fluids swell and gently encircle him. While this position perfectly satisfied our vision, it was somewhat acrobatic.

So I turned around and got on all fours, my backside offered to his advances. I think Gilles was used to showing off his big cock, and while its girth could have been a real additional difficulty in penetrating a woman, he managed to force his way inside me with great skill and tact. It reeked of experience. He gave a few thrusts, then flipped me over, like a pancake, so I was facing him. He tenderly caressed the contours of my face before gripping my ankles firmly, then lifting my pelvis completely to pound into me again.

My hands slipped on the fabric because of the dampness, but in Gilles's iron grip, and "plugged" onto his enormous cock, I felt perfectly secure. Like a big ball on his cup-and-ball toy. I think he'd planned everything: in that position, it was impossible for me to control the rhythm of the thrusts, the angle, or the depth; I let myself be used, like an object to be used for his pleasure. I became a little doll, I was his possession, and I wanted more.
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Gilles gave me a few smiles, as if to say, "How's it going? Not too hard, my cock?" I then fixed my gaze on his, like a lioness, and opened my mouth wide to let out a few sighs: I had never experienced a better fuck.

The harder Gilles pounded into me, the more my pelvis trembled with pleasure, in uncontrollable spasms. This pool attendant was definitely a fantastic starting point for my vacation. I decided to surrender completely, tilted my head back, and focused on his movements. I visualized his enormous cock inside me, hitting the wall, dripping his seminal fluid into my most intimate place.

Gilles was now going faster and faster, his pelvis vibrating like a jackhammer, and finally, I felt a shy orgasm awakening. I let it develop, take shape, without rushing it, without forcing it. I can have fleeting orgasms when I put too much pressure on myself, but we were on vacation and I had all the time in the world. That was it, I was on the verge.

Then I let go completely, all at once: my gaze went blank and my mind went foggy. Everything became blurrier and lighter. The colors of the pool now blended with the green of the trees. For a moment, I thought I was in paradise. And it was Gilles who brought me back down to earth.

Seeing that he had brought me to orgasm, he slowed down without withdrawing his penis from me. He simply embraced me in his strong arms to help me regain my composure.

I could smell his strong, distinctive scent, permeating my skin. And foolishly, I felt myself almost falling in love. It's a strange feeling, this sensation of knowing everything about a man who was a complete stranger just minutes before. He whispered a few sweet words, a few tender phrases, a few compliments I think, in my ear, then lifted me onto his shoulders. His hands roamed over my body as his penis slid firmly inside me.

All my senses were on edge, still raw from the pleasurable orgasm that had just shaken me. His enormous cock triggered waves of dizziness in my brain; I was drugged, unable to concentrate or have any semblance of lucidity—and this little cloud was named Gilles. As his penis cleaved between my legs, he took my head by the chin and forced his tongue into my mouth. He explored my cheeks and teeth, searching for mine, which was slipping away from this intense embrace, like a coy escape, to make a man chase after you. But the more I slipped away, the closer Gilles pulled my head to his, reveling in his hold on me.
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Suddenly, unable to contain himself any longer, he exclaimed, "I'm going to come, I'm going to come... can you take me in your mouth?" Yes, of course! It was better that he ejaculate between my upper lips than between my lower ones. What would my parents have said if their darling daughter had been pregnant by the very young pool attendant?

Kneeling again, close to his penis, he this time took my head in his hands and forcefully forced his erection, which had grown even larger with arousal, right down my throat. I almost choked, but I held on, letting a few tears fall onto my cheeks.

I could almost see his balls jiggle as he unloaded all his cum onto my chin and cheeks. It was almost as thick as caramel custard. Maybe the amount of sperm is proportional to the size of the dick?

At that moment, I heard a car pull up in the distance. My parents were coming home to their beloved daughter for the rest of the trip. Luckily, Gilles had exorcised the naughty girl that had been lurking inside me: all that remained was the adorable angel.
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Chapter 2: A Forbidden Thing So Good


[image: ]


It's summer, and vacation time has arrived for Cynthia. After months of lockdowns and all sorts of deprivations for the young law student, it's time to let loose. What better way to rediscover the joys of life than with her distant cousin? This young lady isn't going to hesitate to break the rules! Off she goes, into the water!

I think last year was difficult for everyone, but for me, a law student, it was particularly tough. No parties until the early hours, no nightclubs, no hazing, no fun, I was really bored and struggled to get my degree because I kept falling asleep in front of my tedious online lectures.

But thankfully, the holidays have arrived, my grades and classes are behind me, and it is in the south of France, at a distant aunt's house, that I have decided to spend a few weeks to forget these long rotten months locked up in my studio.

My aunt has a son who's almost the same age as me, and we managed to find a way to spend part of the holidays together. Raphaël is a handsome guy who didn't go to university and now works as a salesman in a provincial phone shop. He knows that with his good looks, he can sell anything to anyone. And he uses it to his advantage...

After a week, he started flirting with me a little. He'd throw in a few compliments about my clothes, my figure, or ask intrusive questions about my sex life in the middle of a conversation. At first, it felt really strange; he's my cousin, after all, right? Then, little by little, I relaxed. Very few guys as good-looking as him had ever shown any interest in me before, and I was flattered. But it was really by the pool that things got out of hand.
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Raphaël challenged me to a breath-holding contest. He claimed he could hold his breath for a minute and a half and was the regional champion. So I dove into the cold water to beat his record; I was really good at it. I don't know how long I lasted, but long enough for the anxiety to set in and for him to dive in after me, pulling me out like a mermaid from the depths.

"But you're crazy! You've gone over the minute! My aunt will kill me if anything happens to you..." I understood that behind the aunt's excuse, Raphael really cared about me.

Perhaps he even felt stronger feelings than I thought. So, I tenderly stroked his wet hair that clung to his pretty face, and I kissed him, without thinking any further.

I felt his hands under the water cling to my body, fondling my breasts and buttocks, and I let him. It had been over a year since any man had laid his hands on my skin, and I had forgotten how pleasant, how exciting that sensation could be.

Raphael continued to embrace me, pressing me against his chest tighter and tighter. It was a beautiful aquatic ballet, our two bodies floating in the water, searching for each other, exploring each other. Even though we were both struggling to stay afloat, kicking our feet and holding onto each other. Very quickly, I began to tire, and I think Raphael did too. We then got out of the water, hand in hand, shivering, but it wasn't from the cold.

Raphael, who was usually very talkative, suddenly became much calmer, much gentler. The bickering was over. We each went to take our showers separately, very sensiblely, as we usually did, to rinse off the chlorine. As I felt the water running over my body, a shiver of excitement ran through me from the top of my spine to my groin. I had a crazy desire for him; what had happened in that pool was the spark that had ignited a fire I couldn't extinguish without completely satisfying it.

Naturally, after getting out of the shower, dry and clean, we both really wanted to go further. Raphaël warned me that his mother had gone shopping in town a little while ago and that, if I wanted, we could go and be alone in his room, the only one that had a double bed!
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I was so horny that I didn't think twice and said a loud "yes," almost out of relief. We raced up the stairs and locked ourselves in my aunt's large, bright bedroom.

No sooner had the door closed than Raphael threw himself voraciously at my mouth. We were pressed against each other again, like two magnets attracted by the natural laws of physics.

This time, Raphaël ventured his hands under my swimsuit and I found myself completely naked in a flash. When he discovered me totally nude, he let out a little whistle of admiration, then lowered his head towards my little slit to perform cunnilingus on me.

His tongue traced alphabets in unknown dialects, and it felt incredibly good. I surrendered completely to his oral caresses, which quenched, at least a little, my thirst to be touched there.

So much so that a quick, fleeting orgasm swept over me, almost unexpectedly. I sat bolt upright with a soft "Ah," which made Raphaël laugh. He stood up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He'd taken good care of me, the rascal; I had to return the favor!

So I went and grabbed his fully erect penis, which was straining against the fabric of his swim trunks. Masturbation is like riding a bike; your reflexes come back pretty quickly, and after a few strokes, I was comfortable enough not to think about my "technique" anymore. We were both enjoying the moment. He was rock hard under the pads of my fingers.

Little by little, my mouth drew irresistibly closer to the forbidden fruit. The time had come to take it in my mouth, to taste it. It's my favorite part of sex.
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I love feeling the glans slide against the inside of my cheek, I love feeling the shaft bump against the roof of my mouth, I love the slightly salty taste of the fluids that escape from the meatus. It's my little cannibalistic pleasure; it makes me feel like I'm eating my partner, possessing him completely. Am I crazy?

Perhaps so, but in any case, Raphael certainly won't complain about my cannibalistic tendencies, given how eloquent and demonstrative his moans were. Fortunately, this year of sexual drought hasn't diminished my talents.

After sucking him for a while, I got really turned on again. So I pushed him onto the bed, his cock hard, and impaled myself on it. I was so wet he slid into me like butter.

I had an amazing time during my first few thrusts. I pulled my ass out so that my hole would widen a little and he could go in as far as possible, right down to my deepest recesses.

His hands came to encircle my slim waist, like a pretty belt, and he began to pound into me, with the force of his arms and his hip thrusts.

I felt like I was sitting on a washing machine, spinning at 1800 revolutions per minute, being tossed around. He was going at it without any gentleness. Without withdrawing, he managed to position me with my back to him, like a top spinning 180 degrees on his penis. It took me a few long seconds to



[image: ]










[image: ]





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
== = 2l AERE

SUCH i SW

i 4 4
YUVII A VITLLI T VIIDIVULIN

7N arnti AC
/. — \S BS
=N e e NN

SCANDAL COLLECTION
F 7 |

~ T






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





