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We Beg For It

By Floria Valentina

‘You’re sure the couch is fine. I wouldn’t want to put you out.’ | ‘Trust me, the couch isn’t great for your back.’ | ‘Both of our backs would do better on the bed.’ | He rarely took these types of chances. Sensing, however unlikely, there was more to this comment, he had a bold move: invite her in the shower. For just that, a shower; cleaning, soaping and washing their hair. He had talked a big game of it they could save on time. Yes, he was definitely only thinking of time management and not wanting to gauge her reaction for such an audacious suggestion. She could easily reject it, and he was sure she would. No hard feelings, they’d get on with the evening. The play, some drinks, a few laughs. The dildo rumour had flicked a switch inside of him. He now, desperately, wanted to fuck her. He felt guilty, she was a friend, but he couldn’t just turn off this ‘switch’. Things were confusing and now, looking back to that look after the blowjob confession on Hogmanay, and asking to stay at his house to have ‘lots of fun’, he started to look at this night and Jane differently. | The shower was a Godsend, perfect force, perfect temperature. The pressure pummeled his stiff and sore back. As he grabbed his favourite cock and ball moisturiser and started lathering his limp shaft, getting it smooth and his balls soft like velvet, he heard the door creak open. Jane peered in, asking how the pressure was. He could sense nerves but also excitement. This was a shy Jane, not the combative reporter.

Eddie sat down on the edge of the bath, still rubbing the cream on his cock (harder with each stroke), as she shyly stepped over the tub’s edge, covering her mound and tits. Busy soaping up his cock, still soft, he could feel movement. Her mere presence was all it took.
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In Edinburgh,

We Beg For It 

Book One
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This book contains graphic scenes of cum swallowing, 

Master and submissive, 

Rules and Begging, Panty Fetish, Pussy licking 

and fingering, Praise Kink, multiple female orgasms, 

cum shot over body and facial

​Chapter 1: Jane’s Choice

Eddie gave English political reporter Jane a blunt choice: either he’d shove another woman’s used thong in her mouth, to silence her quivering moans, or her own damp bright red lace G-string - currently soaking in her sweet English cream - in it instead. Without flinching, she immediately chose the other woman’s – he was proud of her, she was slowly learning, she was a good girl. It was his rules and when in Edinburgh there was only one thing she had to do to get what she wants. 

Her eyes glued shut, she couldn’t see it, and didn’t know who it belonged to, how used it was, or how damp and musky it was. Whether this mysterious girl had been fucked hard while wearing it or sucked Eddie’s massive prick while wearing it. All he advised her, as he lay closely behind her with her arms held tight, was that the dark purple lace thong which was owned by someone she worked with. Someone she knew and he had only one condition. An important condition, which she absolutely had to do.

‘What do we do in Edinburgh Jane when we want something?

‘We ask nicely for it?’

‘Incorrect.’

‘In Edinburgh, we beg for it. You want these panties in your mouth? You want me to shove them up your nose so you can breathe in her scent? You want my thick, warm, creamy cum and you want my hard, pulsating cock? What do we do in Edinburgh?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Jane, I won’t say it again.’

‘We fucking beg for it.’

​CHapter 2: 

One day before Jane starts her begging

Chef Eddie had known Jane, a journalist from England in her late 30s, for a couple of years. White in complexion, she was a girl-next door brunette with white died streaks, and one of the top political reporters in Scotland, scooping major awards and breaking some of the country’s biggest stories. She had a formidable reputation, now working at the country’s top national newspaper. Would never take crap from anyone, certainly not politicians, and known for her combative and upfront questioning.

She had first eaten at one of his lowkey restaurants in Edinburgh; they caught each other’s eyes and talked for a good hour after her meal with friends, before exchanging numbers, the offer of a friendly drink. It turned out she was reviewing the restaurant for the weekend edition and arranged a follow up interview. Normally, he’d say a quick no, hated any publicity, and especially never one to brag, but there was something different about her. He agreed to it, did it, and never once regretted it. He never even looked at it, embarrassed by his photo, despite her insistence he looked, her words, hot. At worst, it added a few eyeballs to his restaurant. At best, he gained a valuable friend. 

He had heard the odd murmurings about himself, a NZ Paul Rudd - from his Clueless days - with shorter shaved hair and more of a tan. A swimmer’s body, a flat tight and ironlike stomach, but modest, laidback, and could cook a decent meal, one of Scotland’s top chefs and charity supporters. Big geek too, who surfed. Clumsy as anything.

He was genuinely sad when she was abruptly relocated to London to cover Westminster, a tough gig but a promotion and one she was born for. Then came the message, which was an easy yes.

Can I stay at your house for the charity event? 

We could have lots of fun xxx

​CHAPTER 3: 

HOGMANAY CONFESSION

He was excited at her pending trip to Scotland’s capital. Her newspaper was sponsoring a charity row in Portobello, which his restaurant also supported. Their relationship, always friendly, never crossed any barriers. 

However, he soon learned a year into their friendship that there was another side to her – an adventurous side. It was Hogmanay. She had asked if he was keen for a drink; they ended up with a random group of Australians. After a few drinks, they played the Three Facts game – say three facts, only one is true and others have to guess which one. Hers were:

I’ve given a blowjob at a movie theatre

Had sex in the office

Fucked on a rollercoaster

The blowjob in the movie theatre was the true thing. Remarkable. This had blindsided him. The first inkling of her life in the sheets and she had also admitted it in front of a group of strangers. He tried to keep a blank expression but failed. He noticed (out the corner of his eyes) she had glanced at him after the reveal, possibly wanting to see his reaction. He thought nothing of it at the time, he just hoped she didn’t feel bad about sharing. His ‘facts’ were mind numbingly boring. He’d love to have these conversations with her about sex in general, or blowjobs (he’d love her opinion on swallowing and facials), and this particular blowjob in particular at the movies. Did she swallow? Spit it on popcorn, then eat the popcorn? (okay, that was taking his thoughts too far). Should he have taken the chance and given three of his own lucid facts? Licked his own semen up? Rimmed a girl? Received oral while driving? Nothing further happened, no sex was further discussed.
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THE NIGHT BEFORE JANE arrived, Eddie, nervous with excitement for his political pal (she was a good laugh), met up with Nicola, a fellow reporter and friend of Jane’s, also friends with Eddie. She had been with Jane – ‘drinking loads’, her words - in London the weekend before. The night had been going well, standard chat about work and holidays, before Nicola spilled a wicked story about their weekend. With the drinks flowing, she had blurted out Jane had sucked a dildo after fucking herself with it. He tried to contain his excitement, also not sure how or why she knew this, but to him there was nothing sexier than a woman tasting herself, he loved the confidence it ushered. Nicola also hinted that Jane was keen for a large cock in bed. Jane didn’t know his size, but she had probably heard rumours from Nicola, who had seen him naked. It was a brief second while he stayed the night at her house, but still a good glimpse. Nicola, from Ireland, was away seeing her parents this weekend, so wouldn’t catch up with Jane or Eddie. She was looking forward to seeing how things went. Please keep me updated.

​Chapter 4: 

Save Time in the Shower

Jane arrived in the morning, and after a quick stop at the house, they headed for the beach. The summer sun was out in force. The row had gone well. They hadn’t won, not anywhere close, but had a decent showing. Tough and draining, Eddie could feel his bones aching. Jane, physically fit (also a marathon runner), agreed. Before today, he had never thought of Jane as anything other than a friend. The revelations by Nicola had changed things and he couldn’t shake this dirty thought off his back. There was something more to this ‘leak’ of information. It was strange. Nicola had never talked sex to him, and this ‘dildo story’ was high level kink, right up his alley, but also out of left field. 

In hindsight, he looked at the message and wasn’t sure what she meant by this: we could have LOTS of fun xxx. What did she mean by ‘the lots’. The thought of her sucking a dildo dry after it had been inside her, cleaning her own juices, had got him fully aroused; Nicola assured him he was the only one she had told, still not confirming where she had heard it. He assumed Jane had told her, a confession during one of their heavy drinking sessions. 

The sun was hot, as he took a quick cold shower at the beach, likewise for her, before stepping out in his tight blue swimming shorts. Despite the ice-cold temperature of the beach shower, it didn’t impact his size below. A few minutes after, Jane tapped him on the shoulder. 

‘How was the shower?’

‘Horrible. Hope you have a better one at home.’

‘Not one to brag, but you’re going to love it.’ 

He didn’t mean anything by this, or at least he thought he didn’t. 

She smiled.
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ARRIVING BACK TO THE house late in the afternoon, he offered – insisted – she have his king bed, the gentlemanly thing to do, while he slept on the couch. No ulterior motive. This was being polite, a good friend, which he valued above all else. 
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‘You’re sure the couch is fine. I wouldn’t want to put you out.’

‘Trust me, the couch isn’t great for your back.’

‘Both of our backs would do better on the bed.’

He rarely took these types of chances. Sensing, however unlikely, there was more to this comment, he had a bold move: invite her in the shower. For just that, a shower; cleaning, soaping and washing their hair. He had talked a big game of it they could save on time. Yes, he was definitely only thinking of time management and not wanting to gauge her reaction for such an audacious suggestion. She could easily reject it, and he was sure she would. No hard feelings, they’d get on with the evening. The play, some drinks, a few laughs. The dildo rumour had flicked a switch inside of him. He now, desperately, wanted to fuck her. He felt guilty, she was a friend, but he couldn’t just turn off this ‘switch’. Things were confusing and now, looking back to that look after the blowjob confession on Hogmanay, and asking to stay at his house to have ‘lots of fun’, he started to look at this night and Jane differently. 
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The shower was a Godsend, perfect force, perfect temperature. The pressure pummeled his stiff and sore back. As he grabbed his favourite cock and ball moisturiser and started lathering his limp shaft, getting it smooth and his balls soft like velvet, he heard the door creak open. Jane peered in, asking how the pressure was. He could sense nerves but also excitement. This was a shy Jane, not the combative reporter.

‘All okay Jane?’

‘I looked at the time and agree, we might save some time if we shared.’

This didn’t seem real, as he cleared water from his eyes. 

Interesting, it was a playful jibe or so he thought. After his invite, he expected nothing. A silly laugh to joke about later, or even worse, she’d blab to Nicola. 

‘Agree, plenty of room if you want to jump in,’ he said, as his ‘other side’ took over. He expected her to step back out, realise she had made a mistake, but she didn’t. She closed the door. He ducked back inside, allowing her time to take off her clothes but also pull out if she didn’t feel comfortable. If he sensed any of this, the smallest hint, he’d cancel this - whatever this was - straight away.

​Chapter 5:

Turn Around, Face the Wall
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