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Three erotic
'cut to the chase' stories in the short-story series 3 Filthy Quickies about various sexual themes and
scenarios.

 


 


 


 


All characters
appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real
persons, living or dead, or to other works of fiction, is purely
coincidental. All sexual acts depicted are between consenting
adults aged eighteen and over.
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promiscuity or debauchery in any form.
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3 Filthy
Quickies: Lust After Samba

 


 


I had always
wanted to go to the Rio de Janeiro Carnival in Brazil and one year
I found I had enough money to afford such an expensive vacation.
I'd heard it was essentially a week long party that took place in
the streets and the pictures I'd seen of it always made it seem so
wild and exciting. When I arrived and the carnival got in motion it
was just as amazing as I'd imagined.



People had lined the streets dresses in the most exotic, colourful
clothes you can imagine, some not dressed much at all and music of
all kinds blared from seemingly everywhere. I really found myself
getting caught up in the spirit of things, but the night that
sticks in my mind was the last night of the carnival. That was when
I met Christiano.



I'd spent my final day making the most of it, dancing for hours in
the streets as the festival reached its climax. Eventually, I
decided it was time for a drink, and headed for one of the many
bars lined on the street. It was here that I saw him first, he was
sitting with a group of friends then came over as I was waiting to
order a drink. He smiled at me as he approached and I went weak at
the knees.



He looked over six feet, had jet black hair, handsome as hell, and
he knew it. His accent was sexy too (the Brazilian accent is the
sexiest I've ever heard), his voice rich and deep. I let him buy me
a pins collards and he asked if I'd been dancing. I said I had
hardly stopped all week as I loved to dance. He said he was going
to a samba club and asked if I'd like to go. It was all very
sudden, but I was so attracted to him that I found myself saying
yes.



After a few drinks we made our way to the samba club and were soon
dancing together. I knew how to samba pretty well, and we obviously
looked good together as a crowd started to gather round us and clap
us on. The dancing became more primal and sexual, our bodies
grinding and writhing against each other as the beat pounded on.
The chemistry was off the scale and I found myself getting very
aroused, especially when I felt his hardness against me.I could
tell he was hung as he rubbed up against my pert ass, one of my
best features.

 


After two hours
of dancing like that, we were on fire with passion and when we left
the dancefloor to a round of applause, I knew Christiano was going
to ask me to spend the night with him. He told me he was staying at
the Belmond, and my eyes lit up when he told me he had a penthouse
suite on the sixth floor. I knew that the Belmond Copacabana Palace
was one of the most luxurious hotels in Rio de Janeiro.



As we entered the hotel, it felt almost dreamlike, it looked
incredible. When we entered the penthouse suite, the walls were
full of paintings, the floor in the main suite had some exotic
design and the floor in the bathroom was marble. The height of
luxury. All this added to the mood, and as soon as we were in his
bedroom our hands were all over each other.



We began kissing with deep passion, his hands roaming my body and
mine his, having been building this tension between us all night. I
removed his shirt to reveal his muscular torso and began kissing
all the way down his chest and stomach. I unbuckled his belt on his
tight trousers and slid them down to reveal the huge bulge in his
briefs. I fell to my knees and slid them down too, his cock
springing out at me. It was huge.



I grappled it in my hand, wrapping it round his thick shaft and
brought the bulbous tip to my mouth. I looked up at him with
adoring eyes as I licked it, then closed my mouth round the head
and sank my lips down his long shaft. He sighed as I did, placing
his hand on the back of my head as I took his length as far as I
could to the back of my throat. He was longer and thicker than I
had taken before, my mouth stretched by his girth.



"Oh yes...oh yes... don't stop..." he groaned as I pleasured
him, the tip tickling the back of my throat and almost making me
gag, but I was able to relax and deep throat him, a technique I had
perfected in the past. I could tell he was fully erect by now and
was careful not to send him over the edge too soon. I felt the need
for his tongue between my legs and pulled his meat from my mouth,
precum sticking to my lips.



He read my mind and led me to his huge four-poster bed, pulling off
my light blue dress and unclasping my bra with dextrous ease. He
brought his mouth to my pert breasts and kissed each one softly, my
nipples hardening as he did so. I lay down on the bed on my back
with a slight encouragement of his hand, then felt him move his
kisses down to my stomach and then my thighs. My pussy tingled as I
awaited his mouth on it, but first he teased me by kissing round
it.



He then drove me wild by running his tongue over my pussy in one
long, slow lick and I moaned deeply with the pleasure. He then got
busy eating me out, lapping at my pussy lips and teasing my
throbbing clit with a flick of his tongue. His technique was
amazing and I was soon soaking wet, aching for his length inside
me. I was a little anxious though at the thought of taking such a
huge appendage.



I didn't have long to wait to find out, as once he'd got me
suitably wet and ready for his mammoth meat, he stood and lined
himself up. I gasped as he inserted the tip, trying to relax as he
then pushed inside, his girth stretching me but I could take it. He
seemed to put about three quarters inside before starting to pump
in and out of me. I lay my head back on the bed and let this
stallion make love to me, his rhythm of thrusting gradually
mounting in speed and intensity.



In the sultry Brazil heat I could see beads of perspiration on his
perfect torso and couldn't imagine a more prefect specimen of a
man, it was my fantasy figure made real. My nipples throbbed as he
began pounding into me with virile force, and I could tell he was
pumping his entire length into me by now, the tip of his cock even
kissing my cervix wall. I knew the passion we were sharing was
about to reach its climax.



He lay down on top of me on the bed, allowing me to wrap my legs
round his back as he continued fucking me with unrelenting vigour.
We kissed passionately, savagely, unable to satiate our deep desire
for one another, it seemed too intense. I could sense he was about
to explode inside me and knew my one orgasm was also imminent. I
wrapped my legs as tight as I could, my pussy walls gripping his
cock as if to encourage him to cum. 



This seemed to send him over the edge and suddenly he let out a
primal grunt, torrents of his hot semen shooting deep inside me.
This made me twinge hard, and our climaxes intertwined perfectly,
my own juices flowing over his cock and out of me onto the
bedsheets. We both moaned and groaned, my fingernails digging into
his back as passion overwhelmed me. Eventually, our orgasms abated
and we softly kissed as the dim noise of street celebrations
filtered through the open window. I'll never forget the last night
of the carnival...

 


 


 


 


3 Filthy
Quickies: How I Became A Whore

 


 


I was a
well-brought up middle class girl, the last person you'd expect to
become a call girl. But when I found myself struggling to pay my
college fees a friend suggested as a last resort I could try
advertising myself on the net offering my 'services'. I didn't take
her seriously at first, but when I found out how much she was
earning by doing it herself, I began contemplating it.



One night, I looked at my dwindling bank account and decided it was
time to take the plunge. I took some rather sexy pics of myself,
and set up an advert on a call girl website. I had to admit I
looked pretty good. Nineteen, blonde and pretty, and I still had a
very good body from my training as a ballerina in my youth. That
sounds kind of big headed but from the response I got, guys seemed
to agree.



My first experience with a client was one of the hottest I ever
had, I'll never forget it. I was excited, but nervous as hell,
wondering if I'd be able to go through with it when the moment
came. I knew nothing about my client except the name he gave and
I'd given him the hotel room number with a time to arrive. He had
already paid my fee of $250 online, so I knew I had to supply the
service as promised.



I'd spent an hour making myself look hot as hell, and I heard a
knock on the door right on time. I didn't really know what to
expect, but I wasn't expecting anyone attractive. I opened the door
tentatively to see a suave-looking mature man who had swept back
grey hair, looking about mid-fifties I guessed. He was surprisingly
handsome and debonair, in an expensive looking suit. I'd never been
with an older guy but I felt attracted to him immediately.



I invited him in and offered him a drink of red wine to relax him,
which he took politely. "You look even better than on the
website..." he said, sitting next to me on the bed. I felt I
could be open with him and said "This is actually my first
time....".

He smiled
warmly, helping me to relax and replied "Well, it's been my
first time for a while....". I smiled back and after we
finished our wine I moved close to him on the bed, letting my hand
roam near his crotch.



I felt it starting to harden and moved my mouth to his, and he
responded, our lips meeting and sharing soft, tentative kisses. I
rubbed his crotch, feeling his cock gradually harden and unfurl,
but there seemed to reach a point where he wasn't getting any
harder. This was made clear when he said under his breath "As I
said, it's been a while....". "It's fine....there's
no pressure to do anything..." I replied gently.



I was feeling like
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