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Chapter 1: Destination... the Moon
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Caro had sworn she’d never fall for Ludo, a camera junkie with the strange habit of secretly filming his sexual encounters without his partners’ knowledge. And yet...

Ludo—every girl knows his reputation! He’s super cute, really smart, with a dry sense of humor that can be a little unsettling at first... A total angel face with a twisted mind! I say this because you should know that this guy’s biggest thrill is filming his sexual encounters, with or without the consent of his “prey,” as he calls them to his friends! Personally, I’d sworn I’d never fall into the clutches of this very hipster-ish predator who threw parties with his buddies for movie screenings of a rather special kind...

That day, however, when I found myself at his door, I really wanted him—his body, his thrusts—which so many girls (especially my best friend) had raved about... As usual, he was playing with his HD camera, his “baby” as he called it, his third eye with built-in memory! Torn between desire and caution, my heart wavered. But when the cat pretended to turn off his digital toy right in front of me, I, like a fool, believed him and thought that, for once, he was going to honor his commitments and respect his partner’s choice. Unfortunately, you can’t change what you are... When his hands touched my body, my thoughts were already completely clouded. The camera was nothing more than a vague memory that desire was only blurring...

The hunk had traded his feline persona for that of a reptile capable of hypnotizing its prey. His gaze locked onto mine. I now let myself be guided by his gestures, his desires...

We found ourselves completely naked on his sofa, and there, legs spread, I gave myself to him without any further resistance. Ludo knew how to use his fingers like no one else! He explored my most intimate places while massaging my clit. I was nothing more than an easy catch who had wandered into the lair of this image addict. In fact, without me realizing it, my seducer had placed his camera in a strategic spot, allowing him to capture every detail of our lovemaking. That thought didn’t cross my mind, and I threw myself on his hard shaft to savor it again and again.

Ludo must have had a collection overflowing with blowjob scenes because he quickly wanted to move on to the next step.

He positioned me on all fours on the sofa and entered me, drawing a cry of pleasure from me.

In the back of my mind, I knew full well that this fuck session with this guy would hold an unpleasant surprise for me, but in the heat of the moment, I didn’t care about the consequences of my actions.

With my hands pressed against the armrest, I pushed back to make his cock disappear between my thighs. Glancing behind me, I noticed that my lover of the moment was standing in a strange position, a bit like a porn actor making sure his member is clearly visible in action inside his partner’s sex.

But Ludo looked at me tenderly, and I couldn’t bring myself to ask him about the infamous camera! I turned around anyway to impale myself on his shaft and, in passing, glanced around the room to see if a digital eye was watching our lovemaking. My lover redoubled the force of his thrusts. Gripping my hips tightly, he pounded so hard and so deep inside me that an orgasm coursed through every inch of my skin with incredible force. I came and screamed my pleasure without restraint.

Visibly aroused by my cries of pleasure, my attacker chimed in with his little line: “So, you like it after all, you little slut! You like getting fucked like this!” Yes, I liked it; I was getting off on it; I felt free and completely at the mercy of this man with a well-deserved reputation.

And then, all of a sudden, I spotted it... It was so obvious that my gaze had wandered everywhere except onto that table! Barely concealed, the digital eye was in the room, watching not Cain but me—me getting fucked like a little bitch, a far cry from the image of a good girl everyone was so eager to ascribe to me! Yet, instead of running away, of grabbing the camera to erase what it contained, I let it happen. I think deep down, the idea of being spied on like that turned me on. I wanted a memento of this lovemaking too, of this moment of intense pleasure Ludo was giving me.

So, if I was going to be provocative, I might as well go all the way! On all fours on the couch, I spread my pussy wide, right in the frame, like a real pro!

I moaned, I screamed, I howled... Clearly, my moans made his excitement even more intense. He gave me light slaps on the butt, not hard enough for my taste. “Come on, punish me, slap my slutty ass...” Though the handsome man seemed surprised at first, he didn’t need to be asked twice to meet my expectations. His left hand came crashing down hard on my round ass. For a moment, the pain mingled with the pleasure, and I have to admit the sensation was simply divine.

Ludo pulled his cock out of my pussy and left a long trail of cum on my ass cheeks. Mmm, it trickled down my crack, over my asshole, before reaching my open pussy. I thought the stud was going to want to take my little hole, but alas, no! His restraint was clearly starting to be put to the test, and it was between my lips, coated in wetness and drool, that he resumed his thrusts. As his breathing grew heavier and faster, I could tell he wouldn’t be long in treating me to his cum.

Cuming inside me—a bit cliché for a movie, isn’t it?

So, before he came, I spun around like a whirlwind to grab his cock, red with desire, and swallow it deep into my mouth. My lover seemed surprised by my enthusiasm.

But when I looked him straight in the eyes and told him, “I want you to cum all over my face,” I thought he was going to choke.

A few strokes deep in my mouth were enough to finish him off. So, when I felt his body stiffen, I pulled his cock out from between my lips to receive my liquid reward. My face covered in cum, I stared at him and demanded in a firm voice, “Don’t forget to give me a copy!”
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Chapter 2: Such a Violent Desire
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Mélanie loves to come and relax in a little corner of paradise. There she meets Greg, a bit of a misfit and a bit of a voyeur. Our two Robinson Crusoes will quickly turn this magical place into an island of pleasure where their bodies become one.

I’d gotten into the habit of going to soak up the sun and be alone under that bridge, right near my family home. While the place might seem seedy and even creepy to some, I found it so calm, so far from the city surrounding us that, without understanding why, I felt at ease there.

People in the neighborhood hinted that a young, somewhat voyeuristic outsider hung around the area. I found the idea romantic and even regretted never having had the chance to meet this boy.

That day, I was lost in my thoughts when I heard footsteps behind me. Without a hint of fear, I turned around and knew it was him! The young man was clearly more nervous than I was about the situation. He was as handsome as Apollo, and his timid demeanor gave him an irresistible charm.

I think I’d always had a deep-seated desire to meet this outsider I’d heard so much about, but my fantasy didn’t stop there! I suspected that, in his solitary life, this handsome young man surely rarely had the chance to meet young women capable of bringing him a little human warmth. For the moment, he stood there, silent, a few feet away from me, clearly admiring my figure. I invited him to come closer. “Don’t be afraid. Do you like me? Come on, I’m not going to eat you!” Still skeptical, my handsome stranger finally approached with a hesitant step. I was touched by his awkwardness, his innocence... It was such a change from all those heavy-handed guys who come up to you on the street as if, the next minute, you were going to suck them off between two cars!

––––––––
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Such a violent desire

Faced with the boy’s silence, I found myself grabbing his hand and guiding it toward my panties. When, through the thin fabric, his skin pressed against my pubis, I felt a strange, intense, irresistible arousal—an emotion I’d never experienced before. Visibly moved, he dared not move, his hand as if magnetized to my lower abdomen. His breathing became loud and ragged, making it clear just how exciting the situation was for him, too...

“What’s your name?” I whispered in his ear. “Greg!” the young man replied, a wave of pleasure in his eyes. “Do you like me, Greg? Do you like my body? Do you want to touch it, lick it, penetrate it?” Before my handsome blond had time to answer, I pulled down my panties and guided his soft face toward my private parts, which were already begging for a mouth to quench their desire.

Greg inhaled the scent of my pussy several times, then, with force, he slid his tongue between my lips to devour me from the inside.

It was just delicious! For once, I—who usually love letting myself be guided sexually—wanted to take control of the lovemaking. I truly wanted to give Greg all the pleasure he must have been deprived of for so long.

I removed his clothes one by one, and when I saw his stiff cock appear—wide and thick, just the way I like them—I couldn’t help but eagerly pounce on it.

Mmm, that magnificent cock gave off a musky scent that went straight to my head and only heightened the excitement that was more than palpable in my every move.

Like a good little slut, I licked that cock, I gobbled those balls, seized by a veritable sexual frenzy.

I wasn’t the type to sleep with just anyone, but in this case, the fantasy of the mysterious stranger was so powerful that I felt transformed, as if my sex-starved body had taken control of my mind—that of a well-behaved young girl. Now I had to take it further, to discover that beautiful cock somewhere other than deep in my mouth. In my pussy, yes—I now wanted Greg to lose himself inside me, to thrust his big cock between my thighs, slick with wetness.

To keep our bodies locked together, I sat down on my playmate, thrusting my hips hard so his entire shaft would disappear deep inside me.

Exposed to his virile thrusts, I felt like a slut; I was ready for any excess. For the first time, I felt a wild desire to be seen, to have men watch me get fucked out in the open. I wanted cocks all around me and firm hands sliding over them, while Greg thrust deep between my thighs. With my eyes closed, focused on the pleasure rising in my lower belly, I imagined big cocks getting hard for me—cocks that would have taken possession of my pussy, too.

I’d thought Greg’s endurance would be put to the test by the constant swaying of my hips, but my partner showed remarkable stamina. Deep inside my pussy, he was now pounding me with real, hard thrusts, each of his back-and-forth movements drawing increasingly violent screams and increasingly crude words from me. It’s true that deep down, I felt I belonged entirely to this man who was, after all, just a stranger.

I gave myself to him as I had rarely given myself before...

I loved his kisses on my back, his hands caressing my thighs, his warm breath on my neck, his huge cock giving me so much pleasure. It’s strange to realize sometimes just how much bodies seem to recognize each other. They discover each other, and yet it’s almost as if they already knew each other, so perfect is the chemistry from the very start.

Right then, in that moment, with Greg, that was exactly how I felt. I was fully satisfying my desires, without fear of being judged. Living on the fringes of our society, Greg certainly had a freer spirit, less conformist than all those cheap pick-up artists I used to meet at the club.

My sweet partner exuded a sense of freedom that did me good. In his arms and beneath his thrusts, as powerful as ever, I felt like I was truly alive, like a woman in every sense of the word. All those obligations we imposed on ourselves every day without really knowing why, to fit into some sort of societal mold that everyone is expected to conform to, seemed light-years away from the Miltonian “lost paradise” that Greg and I had just built. “Better to reign in hell than serve in paradise,” said the poet, and we were both determined to agree with him. Sweat was now beading on our bodies, cooled by a gentle breeze. Lost in our bliss, Greg and I locked eyes, expending our last reserves of strength in this sun-drenched duet of two bodies.

“I’m going to come,” my divine outsider whispered gently to me. His words acted as a trigger for me, and no sooner had he finished his sentence than my entire body was seized by spasms and a wave of unprecedented pleasure washed over me. I came without restraint, screaming my joy to a world that had forgotten the meaning of that word a little too well. Moments later, Greg joined me, spilling his seed onto my lower belly with a long groan.

Now, Greg and I often find ourselves in this lost paradise dedicated to pleasure, to which we hold the keys.
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Chapter 3: Straight to the Point
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The beautiful Olympique de Marseille fan Lana, visiting the capital, has only one thing on her mind: watching tonight’s OM vs. PSG game. She runs into Tony, a Parisian who gladly agrees to make room for her on his couch. Between free kicks, penalty shots, and extra time... You could say things clicked between them!

I walked into his place with a twinge of apprehension tugging at my stomach, just like before every kickoff. I’ve been a die-hard OM fan since I was a kid, so I’m always nervous before every game! Tony had kindly agreed to let me watch the match at his apartment.

When I asked him if he knew of any bars in the area showing the game—back when he was still a stranger to me—he immediately invited me up to watch it at his place. I was pleasantly surprised by this Parisian’s hospitality; I’d imagined they were all rude and self-centered, but I have to admit I was wrong!

Tony flopped down on his couch, a big bag of popcorn serving as an armrest between us, and turned on the TV, all excited.

We both jumped at the first whistle signaling kickoff; we were each rooting for our own team. He was yelling at his players to cheer them on, and I was yelling even louder. It was the first time I’d watched a Classico with a fan of the opposing team, and I have to admit the
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