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Chapter 1: You don't get something for nothing!
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Determined to tone every muscle in his body, Gaultier treats himself to a little weightlifting session by the pool. Little does he know about the insatiable appetite of Deborah, his wife's best friend, who, when it comes to getting things more than just muscles aroused, is certainly not one to shy away from a little something extra. So, let's get those muscles pumping!

Married and a happy mother of two, I moved to a beautiful neighborhood on the French Riviera a few months ago after my husband received a promotion. I love our new life, filled with sunshine, great cocktails, and visits to our neighbors, who are so much more welcoming and warm than in our previous life in Paris. I've also quickly made a best friend, Cassie, whose house I regularly visit on Saturday afternoons.
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That Saturday, however, nothing went as planned! I ran into Gaultier, her husband, who was working out his chest with weights by the pool. This handsome brunette was turning all the heads of the neighbors; we called him, among ourselves and behind Cassie's back, "Mr. Sexy." And he deserved his title!

I approached him on tiptoe, admiring the strength of his arms. "Hi Gaultier, have you seen Cassie? She's not in the house," I asked in a small, naive voice.

He jumped before adopting his most soothing voice to explain that Cassie had gone out to meet her mother, a last-minute family problem. She had certainly forgotten to tell me.

He gave me a tender look, clearly very sorry that I had come all this way for nothing. "You can come with me to my workout if you want?" he then offered, with a mischievous little smile.

I then approached him sensually and ran a hand over his hard, bulging pecs, complimenting him on his physique. Cassie would have killed me if she'd known I was flirting so blatantly with her man. But since Gaultier had a look of panic in his eyes, I knew he wouldn't say anything. Cassie had a fiery temper; we both knew that not every topic of conversation was acceptable with her.

After a moment of hesitation, undoubtedly due to the wildness I wanted to unleash on him, Gaultier finally responded to my advances, taking my hand in his and guiding my movements. He led my hand over his nipples, his abs, his forearms. He possessed a surprising sensuality, one I would never have suspected beneath his rough exterior. A tenderness that had certainly helped him seduce the beautiful Cassie.

To show him that I too had convincing arguments, I dared to part the panels of my blouse to reveal the curve of my two lovely breasts. The animal immediately buried his nose in them with a loud and very ostentatious breath: "Hhhmmm... this all smells like a female in heat!" He wasn't wrong; I was very eager to get down to business.

Especially since I didn't know when Cassie would be back from her mother's, and I could well imagine her revenge would be terrible if she found me in her husband's arms. Sensing my impatience, Gaultier invited me inside, away from the prying eyes of the neighbors who would certainly have given us away at the next barbecue. I gently rubbed against him; his skin, so soft, so firm, was electric.

And much more attractive than my husband's! He sat me on the arm of the sofa and gently lifted my skirt near my hips. Then, with his teeth, he slowly pulled my panties aside to reveal my pussy. I could feel his warm breath between my thighs.

"You're mine now!" he exclaimed, beaming with pride, and launched into a very sensual cunnilingus. First, his small tongue; it was very timid, gently caressing my lips, teasing my hard clitoris, lovingly teasing my vaginal opening. Then, he began to lick frantically, with long, sweeping strokes of his tongue, and I started to moan with pleasure without any restraint.

"Oh yes! Gaultier! It feels so good to feel your lips! You're eating me out so well! Yes, please continue!" Ah, if all men could be as attentive as Gaultier, there would be far fewer frustrated women in the world.

I came like never before, and while his fingers lingered on my legs, he took my panties between his teeth and pulled the cotton down my thighs. Then, as he stood up, he tossed the underwear a few feet away. "Okay, my turn now!" Gaultier announced, letting his shorts fall to his ankles. The rascal wasn't wearing any underwear, and I discovered a penis of extraordinary size.

As impressive as his musculature! I decided not to be picky and swallowed it whole, right up to the entrance of my throat.

My husband wouldn't have distorted my lips like that. With Gaultier, I could feel my cheeks stretching with the movements of his thick glans. I couldn't hold back some of my saliva, which was now lubricating the floor. "Cassie would be happy to clean all this up!" I thought, remembering her meticulous side. I looked up at Gaultier's face.
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He put his hand on my shoulder to show his pleasure and appreciation. It made me proud! It was the perfect moment to finish getting to know each other on the sofa. Now on all fours above him, my pussy was freely accessible for his fingers to explore, while I sucked him with pleasure.

It was delicious to feel both powerful as I sucked his cock and at the same time succumbing to the expertise of his hand. "Can I replace my fingers with my penis?"

Gaultier was now begging me to fuck him; he must have been really on edge. He then spooned me, an ideal position to allow my fingers to freely touch my clit. His cock, still as hard and incredibly arousing as ever, was now stretching my flesh, which had never known such a large member.

What a pleasure to feel so fulfilled. My Cassie must have really enjoyed herself with her husband; I understand why she did everything to keep him away from the competition!

Then I sat astride him. I felt like a queen on her throne, controlling the movements, the twists and turns. Gaultier took the opportunity to slip a finger up my ass! A little bonus to the sensations! It sent me soaring very quickly; I was simultaneously stretched wide by his big cock and could feel his little finger teasing my anus in the most delicious way imaginable.

I was literally on the verge of orgasm. I was helping him explore the depths of my ass by pulling my buttocks as hard as I could to let him in. It felt so good! Gaultier was moaning loudly beneath me; I could feel him starting to lose himself too, losing his grip on reality.

So he laid me down on the sofa, almost apologetically: "I can't take it anymore, Deborah, I'm going to ejaculate on you." I raised my legs high and let him make his last thrusts inside me.

He was pounding into me like a madman, head down, focused on his movements and sensations. I pressed my breasts together, pointing them towards him, two swollen breasts just begging to excite him even more. With a loud "Aaaah," he pulled his enormous penis out of my pussy at the last moment, before spilling all his fluid onto my chest.
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He had an impressive amount of sperm; his two balls must have been quite full! Was he still sleeping with the beautiful Cassie regularly?

Did he manage to relieve himself as he pleased with his little wife? I had no idea... but somewhere deep down, if he found relief with his favorite neighbor, I, for one, was delighted to serve as his outlet!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: A penis part?!
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Aude returns from her tennis lesson with her handsome instructor, whose charms she can't stop raving about to Franck, her boyfriend. Full of an appetite, the bubbly blonde is going to take advantage of Franck's extra-large handle to review every tennis stroke in minute detail. Come on, let's go to the net!

I came home from my tennis lesson, my muscles aching and the sweat still fresh. It has to be said that my coach, with his fiery eyes, had me running back and forth all over the court, without giving me a single minute's rest!

When I arrived in my room to change, Franck was still engrossed in his book; he hadn't put it down since I left. I was the sporty one in the couple, he was the intellectual one.

We complemented each other perfectly, and since our first meeting, I have always seen our relationship as something that was meant to be.
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Overjoyed to see him again, I jumped into his arms, snuggling lovingly against his powerful chest, while I recounted my tennis lesson in detail. How my serve was improving. The position of my feet, my hips, my pelvis, on the baseline. My two-handed backhand, which was gaining power. I don't know why, but my voice deepened, my words took on playful double entendres with every breath, and my eyes brightened as I mentioned the compliments and encouragement from my coach.

Franck listened to me with his little smirk, my favorite, the one that often heralds a steamy sex session. My face moved closer to his as I told my story, until I felt his fingers gently lifting the folds of my white skirt.

That was it, in just a few seconds, he had unleashed an irresistible desire within me. We then kissed, for a long time, I took his head in my hands, as I had often done before, and I felt with great delight his short hair resisting the caresses of my fingertips.

He had a military-style haircut, with his neck exposed and his ear showing, and I loved it.

After our long kiss, Franck went for my polo shirt; very slowly, he lifted the thin fabric and exposed my stomach. I wanted things to move even faster. So, with a swift movement, I tossed my top somewhere in the room and pulled down his pants. His fly gave me a bit of trouble, but I quickly managed it. His penis was already hard, and I immediately started sucking it.

I loved starting our sex games with this little treat, this delicious appetizer, this intimate way of tasting it that sends shivers down my spine. People often say that fellatio is only enjoyable for the one receiving it. But I think that's completely wrong! I love feeling the strong, salty scent of my Franck on my tongue and against the roof of my mouth, being able to gauge the size of his erection by the parting of my lips.

It's one of the things that excites me the most... I wanted him so badly that I dared to ask him about a fantasy I'd never experienced before: anal sex. "What if you took care of my little hole for once, darling?"

Franck looked at me as if I had asked him for the moon (which was the case, by the way!). "But aren't you afraid of being hurt?" he asked me, a little worried.

“No, of course not! I’m so excited that it seems like any part of my body, if it’s with you, will be able to give me pleasure...” Surprised by my directness, Franck moved a finger close to my anus. He complimented me on my flexibility, my dilation, and my lubrication, too.
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"Your ass is all wet, darling. Is that normal?" It must have been my pussy overflowing near the lake of my ass. I was ready, and I fully intended to finally try this sexual practice I'd read about in all the women's magazines.

I felt that today, after my body had relaxed from my tennis performance, was the right day! Franck's finger became more and more insistent. While at first he simply caressed the texture of my little folds, he began to insert the first knuckle inside me and bend it, like a hook. The sensation was crazy: I wasn't expecting to receive pleasure at the entrance of my anus; it was very unsettling.

His finger continued with increasingly forceful, increasingly precise back-and-forth movements.

I couldn't help but moan with pleasure; it felt so good to feel his middle finger exploring my forbidden zone!

Luckily, it was with Franck, actually. It takes a lot of trust and a lot of intimacy to accept another human being exploring your anus. And a lot of open-mindedness to express pleasure in front of him at that moment! But, with time and married life, nothing seems strange anymore, the barriers fall, and exploration together becomes part of the bedroom experience!

As I writhed with pleasure under the skill of his fingers, I saw in Franck's eyes that he couldn't take it anymore. His cock, rock hard, was begging to be filled somewhere.

He then lay on his back and asked me to come on top of him: "That way, you're in control! You can gauge your progress and avoid any clumsiness on my part that could hurt you." So I lowered myself onto him, very slowly. I wanted to feel every inch of him penetrate my buttocks, to feel every nuance.

It was a strange sensation, again, feeling my passage widen for his member. Both pleasurable and, at the same time, incredibly draining for my body. As if I had to exert a superhuman effort to take him inside me. Finally, I managed to envelop him completely and paused briefly to collect myself. Between improving my tennis skills and my newfound sexual prowess, strong emotions were flooding my brain, and I needed to calm down. To catch my breath.
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Franck still wanted to spice things up. He grabbed my thighs and lifted me above him. He was now pounding into my pussy while I was levitating, held in a vice-like grip in his arms. It was sublime; my eyes, my head, my thoughts, everything soared to unknown realms, where everything is more intense – the emotions, the colors, the pleasure.

Then he turned me over and continued pounding my ass, but this time from above! I could feel him possessed by a new fever; the anal sex had clearly given him a taste for initiative and action. His arms were now transforming into mischievous handcuffs. He placed his heavy hand on my wrists, my shoulders, my hips, holding me captive with his thrusts. He wanted to fuck me; he didn't need to tell me, his whole body screamed it.

And I, like a happy victim of his desires, let myself be carried away, letting out ever louder cries.

It was partly to encourage him, but also because I was feeling sensations I needed to express. And then I started laughing... I don't really know why! Maybe to release all that tension? Maybe to free myself from his hold? Franck, between hiccups, asked me to come on top of him. He wanted to "admire my body, devour my small breasts." No problem! I straddled him and his cock found its way back into my tight ass. He was now caressing my entire front, his fingers expertly manipulating my small nipples, my taut stomach, the tops of my thighs. With the passing years, Franck knew how to touch me, which buttons to press to make me come.

And it worked! I could feel an orgasm was imminent. I touched my clitoris a little, right in front of him, and sure enough, it happened! A long, powerful, strong, deep orgasm swept me away and completely overwhelmed me. As soon as I came, I felt compelled to pull his cock out of my ass; it was hurting now. I could feel my sphincters tightening and relaxing, and I couldn't control it anymore.

It was good, so good.

Franck still had a good, big erection and didn't intend to stop there.
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He masturbated while watching me gradually regain my senses. I turned onto my stomach; I wanted him to see how much he had stretched my anus with his cock, how much my body still bore the mark of his presence.

He ran his left hand over all my curves, while his right hand continued to frantically rub his penis. Then all of a sudden, he ejaculated, with a loud groan that reeked of release.

His cum stuck right to my little hole; I even felt a few drops slowly slide inside. He really gave me a good dose, my Franck. No doubt this exploration won't be a one-off. And no doubt it will be etched in our memories!
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Chapter 3: We'll go wherever you want, whenever you want...
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What could be better for Paul and Virginie than to enjoy the Indian summer together, to love each other still, even when love is dead, as the song goes! More than in music, the rest is told in words and images, hoping that all of life will indeed be like this.

until this morning...

We have loved each other for six years now. Six beautiful years during which the waves of love, with their highs and lows, their swells, have tossed us about. But we have remained united, like two rocks, waiting for the storms to pass, marveling at the blue sky, cherishing each sunset knowing that tomorrow would be a wonderful adventure.

What do I like best about Paul? How did I know he was the one? It's simple, beyond all the qualities you expect from a man: thoughtful, intelligent, smiling, in a good mood... Paul is above all a generous man.
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I'm not saying this because I'm mercenary, nor because he showers me with lavish gifts. I'm saying this because in bed, there's never a moment when my pleasure isn't the focus of his attention.

Paul is a man who enjoys pleasure, especially his wife's. And therefore, especially mine.

But his generosity also overflows into our daily lives, into easy forgiveness, into forgetting bad times, into mutual support, into the playful little attentions we still have for each other, and into the time he gives me, every day.

Today, we went out for a picnic on the rocks
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