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Prologue
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I was getting 15; my butt was reaching 85, while my boobs were growing like two embarrassing magnets. They were so big when I returned from that Christmas vacay—she noticed my new bra, of course, and laser-tagged my butt with a red dot.

Christina was a German blonde, probably 5-foot-8 or even 5-foot-9, but she was also flat-chested and slender. While our school skirts were already above my knees, they looked like miniskirts on her. It gives me shivers just thinking about her long legs. On weekends, we were authorized to wear ladylike stockings and nude pantyhose — in contrast to long socks or gray wool tights on weekdays — and that freedom made us seriously horny.

She said she would return with a Christmas surprise for me, but I wasn’t sure what to expect. She had been very naughty with me in the past.

* * *
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WE ENDED UP IN EACH other’s bed countless times. In the beginning, the excuse was to practice kissing if a boy would attempt to kiss us, so our technique would not be too embarrassing.

She would teach me the French kiss, tongue on, of course, and deep, but soon enough she would start pinching and sucking my tits, and of course we got into each other’s pants. I could feel her fingers lingering around my privates and then suddenly, accidentally, finding their way on the fabric and beyond it, right inside my wet trench. I wasn’t shy, and I was wet all the time at this age, like dripping wet and lucky to be so. I returned the favor quickly, and then we went 69, sucking each other’s juices until we’d come and then laughing at each other for being such horny little brats.

Sometimes we were sleeping with pantyhose on, especially when our crotch had become so sticky with cum. We wouldn’t miss the arousing smell of them in the morning, and then we would fuck each other again like animals before breakfast. Sometimes, we could even keep them all day long under our pants.

We were so prone to do so many disgusting things with our butts back then.

Once I suggested using our electric toothbrush on our clits, we reached levels of pleasure that we never imagined possible.

Soon enough, my German devil introduced me to anal, and we discovered another type of pleasure with fingers and other things that we tried inserting in our holes until last summer, when she brought a real vibrator. “Borrowed from her mom,” she said.

“She had plenty; she wouldn’t notice if one went missing,” she insisted. That was probably true.

The vibrator opened up our holes even more and made us discover a vast array of nasty pleasure hiding inside our pussies and assholes.

* * *
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BUT THIS TIME SHE BROUGHT something different — much more surprising, I reckon — and I was a bit concerned when I saw this leather belt bearing a sizable dildo attached to it.

“Are you going to fuck me with that thing?” I asked.

“Yes, I will fuck you, but don’t worry, I will make your bottom hole ready.” She replied, emphasizing ‘bottom.’

I was a bit apprehensive since I was still considering myself a virgin—even after she put too many fingers in my pussy—but that was different.

She will introduce an object the size of an actual dick—and a big one, to be honest—a thing I had never received at that time in my life.

We were in a girl-only boarding school, honest doggies, and I had never dated a boy nor even seen a real cock.

Christina was my first love, and she knew it very well, although I wasn’t sure if I was her first girl or if she had tried boys before. She was definitely seasoned in sex and generous at sharing her experience with me.

“You can also fuck me; we could take turns if you see what I mean!” She added, laughing, naughty as ever.

I was possessed; definitely her bitch.

The next Saturday, we decided to stay in our room for the night, dressing slutty—that was the theme in our minds—and making up excessively for our age. She instructed me not to wear a bra. That was arousing to feel my titties in contact with the rough cotton of my shirt; without a bra, everything was feeling like freedom.

Christina had also brought us—and I had no clue how she passed the inspection with these, but I believe she put them inside herself—two small bottles of Peach Schnapps, something I never tried before and is supposed to boost our courage, she said.

It made us drunk and hornier for sure.

I put on black stockings hanging from a garter belt and a mini-thong; I thought she borrowed those from her mom too. I was used to imagining her mom like a grown-up slut of sorts until Christina told me that was normal in Germany; “Every woman loves sex here,” she repeated many times.

The red thong I was now wearing felt so small it could disappear inside my growing bottom and split my wet crack in two. And it did.

To the contrary, she was wearing comfortable panties and put her strap-on on them immediately. The proud dick was already pointing at me from her miniskirt; seeing it made me hornier. I was almost trembling.

She told me to sit on the bedside, and she came to me like a man would do, at least in a way I could imagine.

“Open your mouth and suck it!” She spoke to me like a mistress.

I didn’t know that sucking this would make me hornier than I was. My juices were now flowing freely on the bed; I touched myself while sucking her dick.

She pulled back, lifted my butt with my legs on her shoulders, and took off my thong, which was so sticky in my butt crack; I felt relieved. Then she gently spread my thighs open and started to insert while I was moaning like a little whore.

When she started pumping, I lost control. My pussy was like the center of my body, and I couldn’t think about anything but this slow ramming. Something was happening inside, and there it was: my belly contracted around the insert, and I screamed loudly.

The orgasm had arrived, stronger than ever.

“Turn around, slut.” She ordered me.

I obeyed like the ‘possessed animal’ I was. I flipped, and I felt her entering my pussy again, slowly then fast, and I came again; my feet were shaking. She laughed.

“Here you go, bitch; main course now.” She said.

She pulled at my shirt from both sides, and I heard the buttons pop, liberating my swollen boobs.

She was now using my pussy juices to enter my anus. It was hot in there and so sensitive. I wasn’t prepared at all.

I don’t know how many times I came, but after a while I asked her to withdraw, and I fell on my side. My body was shaking like I was having a seizure, and my boobs were so sore; I couldn’t help but massage them.

I think she detached the strap-on at that moment and started to lick my pussy. After I recovered, we moved to a 69. She had a vibrator doing its job inside her pussy; instead, I fingered her sticky anus. She was all juicy everywhere, and then she squirted in my face.

After a short rest, we licked each other’s twats and laughed at our ruined makeup.

“Let’s go clean up, joker.” She said, laughing.

We removed our makeup, but we didn’t shower entirely that night.

I had to poop and cleaned up my ass but not my pussy juices.

The next morning, I was feeling disgusting and smelly but also hot. We were horny again; we fucked again, and then we went for breakfast. All day long, we teased each other and pushed each other in every dark room and bathroom and came again and again.

* * *
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IN THE NEXT TWO YEARS, we did it again and again. I was in love, I think.

This adventure changed my life, and thinking about Christina or what she would do to me was taking all my attention. Sometimes I was so distracted I could finger my crotch in the classroom. I think people have noticed, but I was too horny to bother.

One day, Miss Pollart, our history teacher, reminded me to focus on the topic. I guessed teachers were aware of what girls of our age would do, but that was not their concern. They would rather focus on our success, because the reputation of the school was based on the outstanding results of their pupils, not their virginity.

That was a clear change from the States, and I can’t praise my parents enough these days for having sent me to Europe to learn something different about life. That was both educational and a relief.

My life, especially my sex life, would never be the same, and it has been as fulfilling as possible ever since.
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