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Toy Story
by Lynn Lake

Wanna hang out at my place after work? Talia asked.

Uh, yeah, sure, whatever, I replied, handing a cute guy his change. He smiled at me, sort of stroked my fingers as I dumped the coins into his hand.

Talia rolled her eyes and shouted, Next!

Id been working at the gas station-restaurant for about a month, and despite our obvious differences, Talia and I had really hit it off. Shes a funky sort of goth/punk girl, skinny, with long, straight black hair and real pale skin. She has a stud in her nose and a broken heart tattoo on her left shoulder. And her dark eyes are rimmed with enough liner to make Ashlee Simpson jealous. Im a bit of a girly-girl, myself, petite, with shoulder-length blonde hair, green eyes, and what my mom calls an utterly adorable smile.

Talia normally worked the front cash register and pumped gas, while I waitressed in the restaurant. I was earning extra spending money for college in the fall. Talia was working fulltime to support herself.

Whats the address again? I asked, when wed hopped in my car at quitting time. The gas station was way on the outskirts of town. Talia normally took the bus to and from work.

Just drive, Daisy, she said. Ill steer you in the right direction.

I giggled. My dad wouldve had a fit if hed seen me hanging around with a girl like Talia. I started the car up and Talia punched on the radio. Hillary Duff came tinkling over the loudspeakers.

Talia stuck a finger in her throat and pretended to barf. You listen to this shit?

I blushed, checked both ways for traffic before pulling out onto the highway. Uh  sometimes, I mumbled, as Talia laughed.

She fiddled around with the radio until she got a heavy metal station, then amped it up so loud I thought my head would explode. It didnt, and half-an-hour later I pulled up in front of a row of townhouses in a kind of crummy area of town. Looks nice, I said.

Looks like shit, Talia said. She pointed a purple-tipped finger at the last townhouse in line. I live in number six.

I glanced around, at the rusty cars lining the street, the group of skuzzy guys hanging around outside the convenience store on the corner. Um, maybe I better be gettin home, Talia. I have to 

Cmon, she interrupted, turning off the car and pulling out the key. Dont go chicken-shit on me. Theres some stuff I wanna show you.

I followed her into the house. It wasnt too bad, I guess, but it was awfully small. Are your parents at work? I asked.

Talia tossed me my car keys, slammed and bolted the door shut. I just live with my mom. Shes at work, yeah. Shes got the night shift at the hospital. Wanna beer?

I shook my head, and Talia grinned. Then she grabbed my hand and pulled me into a bedroom. Theres some stuff I wanna show you, she said again.

I sat on the edge of the bed while she pulled a box out from underneath it  a box full of magazines. She threw one at me. Take a look at that shit, she said.

I caught the magazine and stared at the glossy front cover. There were two naked women on the cover, a blonde and a brunette; their tongues were touching and their big boobs were pressed together. The magazine was called Lesbian Lickers.

Uh  huh, I said, feeling kind of scared. I put the magazine down next to me.

Weird, huh? Talia said, plopping onto the bed and picking up the dirty magazine. Think maybe my mom has gone lezzy or somethin? She hasnt had a date with a guy since Dad dumped her, like, two years ago.

Talia scooched closer, and her leg touched my leg. We were still both in our uniforms  mine a tan blouse and skirt, Talias a blouse and pair of jeans. She flipped the magazine open. The dark-haired woman was licking and sucking and biting the blondes big, pink nipples in a series of pictures on one page, sticking her tongue right in the womans spread-open pink cunny on the next page. My face got all red and my hands damp.

Crazy, huh? Talia said. And take a look at this.

She dropped the open magazine in my lap and clicked on the TV that stood in a corner of the room, the DVD player on top of it. The screen filled up with a naked blonde and brunette. Yup, the same two from the magazine. The blonde was sprawled out on her back on a bed, the brunette working a pink dildo in and out of her cunny.

My moms gotta be a lez, huh, Daisy? Talia said.

I swallowed real hard, my eyes shifting back and forth between the magazine and the TV. I hadnt seen so much porno since Mom and I spring-cleaned my older brothers room one time. Um, I-I dont know, I mumbled. Maybe your mother is just, you know, cu-curious or whatever  experimenting. I sounded really dumb, but thats what you sound like when youre tongues all thick and stuff.

Talia laughed. Cmon, Dais, shes forty-five, for Christs sake. Shes not eighteen like you and me.

I was shaking a little, feeling the warmth of Talias leg against my bare skin, feasting my eyes on all that porno, listening to all the rude things the brunette woman was saying to the blonde woman. And I just about jumped out of my skin when Talia suddenly put her arm around my shoulder.

She stared into my eyes and breathed, You ever get curious, Daisy?

I gulped. Talia rubbed my bare arm, and my body got all hot and tingly, a little lightning bolt shooting through my cunny. Um, uh, well, I-

She kissed me, all soft and warm and a little wet, right on the lips. I felt like I was melting. And when she pulled her head back, I sat there like a lovestruck dweeb, my eyes and mouth half-open.

Talia laughed, like it didnt mean anything. Then she pushed me away and jumped to her feet and said, Take a look at this other shit I found.

I almost fell off the bed, but I held onto the magazine. Talia rummaged around in the closet, dragged out another box. I kept one eye on her and one on the magazine and one on the TV. The blonde was squeezing her big boobs and twisting her head from side-to-side, thrashing around on the bed and moaning and groaning while her girlfriend pumped her with the pink dildo, licked at her clitty.

Talia pulled a pink dildo out of the box and waved it under my nose. Theres all kinds of dildos and vibrators and junk like that in here, she said.

I nodded vaguely. Talia dropped onto the bed and playfully pushed the tip of the dildo against my lips. I opened up my big mouth and kind of sucked on the pink plastic.

And that changed everything. Everything got all serious all-of-a-sudden. I got real scared then  scared and excited, actually  realising what Id done, and what Id never done before.

I mean, Id practice-kissed with a couple of girlfriends before  you know, just getting ready for the big moment with boys  but that was all just giggly, girly, innocent stuff. Id never, ever gone seriously lezzy with a girl before. Never even really thought about it. But now, with those two beautiful women going at it right in front of me, and with beautiful Talia breathing down my neck, I wanted to experiment  like now!

I stared openly into Talias dark, sparkling eyes, and she fed more of the dildo into my mouth. I sort of bobbed my head back and forth on it like I was sucking a boys cock. Then Talia pulled the dildo out of my mouth, all wet and glistening, and stuck it in her mouth.

I could hardly breathe. Talia put her arm around my shoulder again. She slid the dildo out of her mouth, swirled her pink tongue all around it, and then slid it back into my mouth. I kind of quivered with excitement, feeling the incredible heat of the girl, her softness, my cunny gone so damp and squishy I thought I was going to wet the bed.

Talia glanced at the TV, and I followed her eyes, still sucking on the dildo. We both watched what the brunette was doing to the whimpering blonde with her pink dildo. Then Talia shoved me back on the bed. She pushed my skirt up to my tummy, exposing my soaked panties, and I knew what she was going to do to me.

I held my breath, the blood pounding in my ears. Talia pushed my legs apart and touched my panty-covered cun with the dildo. Yes! I yelped, my body jumping. I grabbed on to the bedspread, shaking all over.

Talia rubbed the dildo against my electrified cunny, sending blazing sparks arcing all through me, setting me on fire, turning me wetter and juicier than Id ever been before. Then she slipped a hand inside my blouse and grabbed onto one of my titties.

Fuck, yes! I hollered.

Talia grinned at me. She expertly popped my bra open at the front and covered one of my naked boobies with her warm hand, squeezed. I absolutely flooded with joy. I bit my lip and squeezed my eyes shut and let the wicked heat wash all over me. Talia stroked my pantied cunny with the dildo over and over, groping my boobs and rolling my blossomed buds between her fingers. And I took it and loved it, shivering with delight.

Im-Im gonna cum, Talia! I wailed.

Nope, not yet, you arent, she said. She pulled her hand out of my blouse, the dildo away from my smouldering cunny.

I scrambled up onto my elbows, squirmed higher onto the bed, as Talia gripped my sodden, heart-dotted panties on either side and yanked them down my legs. My face burned even brighter when I felt the warm air and Talias eyes on my exposed coochie. My blonde fur was all shiny with moisture, my lips red and puffy with excitement.

Talia tossed my panties aside, then climbed on the bed and touched my bare cooch with the dildo. I jumped. The blonde on TV hissed, Fuck me! at her girlfriend, and I hissed, Fuck me! at Talia.

She plunged the dildo into my slit.

Ohmigod! I squealed.

Talia shoved the dildo all the way into my steaming cun. And that cocky pink thing was at least ten inches long! I almost squirted right then and there, but I managed to control myself  barely. Talia eased the dildo out of my slit, then plunged it all the way back in again. She started pumping me with the sex toy, grabbing one of my boobs and really pounding my slit.

I stared at her, all wild-eyed, my body rocking back and forth, my head spinning, my cunny buzzing with a warm, wet sensation Id never gotten going solo. The blonde on TV suddenly screamed at the top of her lungs, her body jerking, girl juice actually jetting out of her cunny and into her lovers face.

I trembled out-of-control, a way-serious tingling building up in my cunny, pumping higher and higher with every stroke of the dildo. Talia fucked me faster, pulled on my buds. And when she lowered her head and licked at my clitty, it was so too much for me.

Mmmm, yes! I shrieked, tensing, then exploding. A humungous orgasm went off in my dildo-stuffed cunny and crashed through me. Quickly followed by a second, and then a third!

I gushed hot girly juice all over Talias flying hand, onto her outstretched tongue, shaking like shed Tazered my cunny. I totally lost it for a solid minute or so, fucked to the most awesome ecstasy ever by my wicked girlfriend, Talia.

I dont know if I passed out or what, but it seemed like a long, long time later that I felt someone kissing me  kissing my boobs, nibbling on my nips. My eyes flickered open. It was Talia.

I pushed myself up onto my elbows and my head spun and I saw stars. I was all groggy-like, still glowing with the warmth of multiple orgasms. I licked my lips and was about to thank Talia for the truly wonderful experience when she said, My turn.

I tried to focus, figure out just what she meant. Things got a whole lot clearer when she stood up and took off her blouse, peeled off her jeans. The girl didnt believe in underwear; she was totally naked!

I blinked my eyes and stared at Talias skinny bod. Her titties were way smaller than mine, hardly more than a pair of bumps and a pair of cherry-red nipples. But those nipples were something, long and hard and pointing straight at me. Her cunny was shaved completely bare, her lips all pouty and slick-looking. She had a silver barbell in her bellybutton and a black butterfly tattooed on her lower tummy.

Um, what do you want me 

She pointed at the TV. The porno movie was amazingly still going, the blonde giving it to the brunette from behind with a strap-on dildo now.

I gulped. Talia grinned. Then the crazy chick lifted a black belt with a big, red dildo attached to it out of the box of goodies next to the bed. Id never even seen a strap-on in-person before, let alone knew how to use one. Talia showed me.

She pulled me off the bed and fastened the belts around my hips and bum, the bright, red dildo sticking out ludicrously from my cunny. It felt weird wearing that thing, and a little loose. Talia cinched me tighter, and the dildo part pressed firmly against my cun. Then she dropped to her knees and started sucking on the foot-long cock.

Yeah, um  suck me, I mumbled, totally unsure of myself. I kind of grabbed onto Talias shiny hair and pulled her head closer.

She liked that. Make me suck you off, bitch! she hissed, staring up at me.

I jerked her head forward, and she gagged on the dildo, coughing and spluttering when I quickly pushed her head back. She attacked the dildo again, and I yanked her head forward again, forcing her to swallow my cock. I planted my feet and gritted my teeth and held her there, her cheeks bulging, her eyes watering and nose running. When I finally pushed her head back, she gulped and choked, the dildo popping out of her mouth all drippy and slimy with spit.

She sucked me some more, as I watched the women on TV, how the blonde gripped her girlfriends waist and pumped her hips, pumped the brunette. My cunny got all tingly with the sight of those sexy women, with the friction of the strap-on rubbing me the right way as Talia sucked.

I pulled the girls head up. Im gonna fuck you! I growled, sounding all tough and experienced. I hadnt even had full-on sex with a boy yet, for gosh sakes, let alone with a girl.

Talia jumped to her feet and kissed me, stuck her tongue in my mouth and swirled it around. I got all warm and fuzzy, and I tried to grab her, french her back, but she wriggled out of my hands and dived onto the bed. She got up on all-fours and shook her skinny butt at me, daring me to do her.

I followed her onto the bed, my prick bouncing up and down like it had a life of its own. I kneed in behind her, put my hands on her bum, then stopped and tried to catch my breath. It was totally nuts  sweet little Daddys girl Daisy getting ready to screw another girl with a strap-on dildo while hardcore lesbian porno played in the background. It was wild and crazy and absolutely wicked, and I went for it.

I gripped Big Red and shoved the tip of it into Talias glistening cunny lips. I had to kind of feel around for her girl-hole for a second, but I found it. And when I did, Talia impatiently shoved back, burying the plastic prick to the hilt inside her.

The impact of her slamming ass-backwards against me sort of stunned me, rocked my cunny and my brain. Her smooth skin was hot against my skin, and I could smell her dripping cun. The strap-on moved against my own cunny as Talia wiggled her bum, and I got all damp and dizzy like before. Was I really, seriously going to have full-on sex with another girl? Yup, you bet I was! I started moving my hips, sliding my cock back and forth in Talias stretched-out slit.

Yeah, fuck me, bitch! Talia yelled, twisting her head around and glaring at me.

I grabbed onto her waist like the woman in the movie and really pumped my hips. I got a smooth, fast rhythm going, slamming plastic cock into Talias cunny, her lips gripping the pistoning dildo, my thighs smacking loudly against her rippling butt cheeks.

Harder! Faster! she screamed.

I went as fast as I could, digging my fingernails into her flesh. The dildo flew back and forth in her coochie, the bed creaking and banging the wall. Talia clawed at the bedspread, moaning, matching the ecstatic moans of the brunette on TV. Then she suddenly tensed up, muscles locking on her back and arms. I pounded her even harder, and she was jolted by orgasm.

Fuck almighty! she wailed, shuddering with ecstasy.

I kept right on fucking her  fucking her and fucking myself  the wicked friction on my clitty sending me sailing all over again. We came together, both of us totally blown away by the wet and wild ride.

It was when we were cleaning things up a bit that bad-girl Talia fessed up to the fact that she actually lived with her father, not her lesbian mother. The porno magazines and DVDs were his, the many, many sex toys hers.





Come Dressed Up 
by Kitty Meadows

Youd be surprised if you saw me in my underwear. I dont seem the sort of girl whod love garter belts and silky camisoles, shamelessly low-cut bras and frilly knickers. People might look at me and think, Hmm, matching white M&S cotton. But theyd be wrong. Its my one indulgence. I rarely drink and never smoke, Im never overdrawn, I always remember birthdays and yes, even have a fully paid-up pension plan. I know to the outside world I seem pretty dull, but, secretly, I spend hundreds on my lingerie addiction and almost no one knows.

My ex-boyfriend and I used to plan mini-breaks around designer lingerie stores; wed travel to Bath and Brighton, to Prague and Paris. Id stock up on jewel-coloured negligees, G-strings and balcony bras with ruffles. I adored the little dressing rooms the shops always had and felt fearless inside their brocade-curtained cocoons. Id boldly parade in front of him in soft little wisps of silk and lace knowing that when we got back to the hotel with the expensive bag with its expensive tassels swinging from my hand, Id put it all on again and then hed take it all off, very slowly and wed have hard, hot, fast sex that would made me gasp and feel so good. Oh  and once we bought a waspie-waisted under-bust corset; and the sex! It was more passionate and exciting than ever. It was sex-in-the-movies sex! Head thrown back, eyes tight shut, mouth wide open and my whole body shaking with the kind of orgasm you only ever read about in books.

I love that corset.

I loved how it nipped in my waist, held my curves like an embrace, its shiny black satin cupping just under my breasts, pushing them up and scooping them juicily together. I loved the reckless girl I became in my corset, sexy, freed by the restriction of its severe cut, I was hyper-aware of the generous curves of my body reshaped into a cartoonish figure of eight and my breath was shallow when I was tightly laced into it. Best of all, I loved how powerful I felt when I wore it. Powerful but a little helpless too, which I guess was what made it so sexy.

As you can imagine, Im on a lot of mailing lists and that night Id been invited to the opening of a new lingerie store in the next town. I wasnt going to go. I was sad after the break-up, it had been a few months and I was in that stage where youre convinced youll never have sex like that again; I went to my wardrobe and pulled out the corset. I closed my eyes and fingered its stiff satin, stroked the silvery clasps which fasted at the front and shivered at the memory. My eyes snapped open; sod it! Id been so focused on work and I hadnt treated myself for months  a different town, going alone. Maybe this could be fun.

The invite said to  come dressed up! so I tried something Id seen in a magazine. I wore one of my crisp short-sleeved white cotton blouses teamed with a nipped-in pencil skirt and fastened the corset over the top. I couldnt lace it too tight on my own but it looked great. I rifled through the hat box where I kept all my boudoir bits and bobs and secured a jewelled fascinator in my hair and finally slicked a bright scarlet lipstick, which Id never dared wear out of the house, across my lips.

I looked in the mirror, could I really go out like this? I shrugged. Maybe this wasnt really me, I told myself, maybe it was the corset, making me behave badly!

In darkness I arrived at the shop, I could see it, all pinky lit, its windows festooned with gorgeous goodies. I parked nearby and in the shadow of a tree tugged my outfit together, re-applied my lipstick and then walked towards the shop. I tried the handle. Locked! I gingerly tapped at the door, waited a second and then walked away. I knew I should have stayed at home.

There you are! So you could make it after all, but youre late! cried a voice.

I turned around and in the doorway was an impatient-looking woman with the smallest waist Id ever seen and the most amazing cleavage. She too, was wearing a white blouse with a black skirt and a jet black sequined bustier corset! But unlike me, shed unbuttoned the blouse way past what I considered decent. I couldnt help gaping at her breasts. They were incredible, so creamily pale spilling out from her shirt. I looked down; maybe I could stand to undo just one button? At least I wouldnt look out of place. I smiled and walked towards her.

Thanks so much for asking me, am I really late? I said as I walked inside, I thought it began at 8 p.m.

Guests arrive at 9 p.m. she snapped. Im Nadine, you were meant to be here at 7 p.m., why did you say you couldnt come?

I didnt! Im  I am a guest! I told her, but shed turned her back on me and was racing down the stairs. Hello?

Come ON! she shouted, Down here!

I sighed and took a quick look around the shop, it was incredible, rack after rack of lacy bras and panties, a whole wall of spangled corsets and bustiers  oh, I couldnt leave, not without buying something.

Are you coming? the voice from downstairs shouted, so I cried out, Yes! and walked slowly down the stairs. I knew I should have stayed at home. I hated to draw attention to other peoples mistakes, it always really embarrassed me.

I swiftly scanned the downstairs area, it was where they kept their toys; vibrators and butt plugs, anal beads and lube, my eyes whipped around the room and I could feel myself blushing. I tried to gather my courage together to explain to Nadine her mistake but stopped when I focused on what she was saying,

 so as a new girl, you do, of course, get 50% off anything you want at the end of the night. Is that OK?

Half off? I looked at her. OK, what do I do? Clearly whoever she thought I was wasnt coming, so I could get twice as much as I wanted upstairs. A bit of light shop work for an hour or two had to be worth it.

Coat off, please. She held her hand out to me and then tutted and shook her head. Who laced you into that? Its falling off! Turn around.

I meekly spun around and submitted to her ministrations. She began by loosening my corset and then she started to fasten me into it, far tighter than I was used to. I could feel my waist getting smaller and smaller but my tits were being jacked up absurdly, they were almost under my chin! They strained perilously under my buttons, I felt a little faint.

Isnt that a bit tight? I asked.

She laughed at me, Funny girl, were only half way there! and she continued pulling the laces tighter and tighter. My hands fluttered down to feel my new shape. I was incredibly curvy, my waist just tiny, my hips swelled out sensuously and my breasts, oh God, I had no idea I could look like this at all. I was so entranced by myself that I barely uttered a word of protest as she swiftly undid three buttons so my cleavage too, was a voluptuous work of wonderment, just like hers.

There. She nodded, Now youll do.

I turned around and looked at myself in the mirror. I didnt know the girl who looked back. She was sexy; she was so at ease with her body that she flaunted it to its best advantage, showing off her boobs, her bum and her hips. She was incredible. I took as deep a breath as I could manage. She was me!

So, Lily, youre on toys tonight, have you tried the Excelsior range?

I shook my head. Lily. That was a good name, certainly far more exotic than my own. Lily. I liked it. Nadine was now beckoning me over to a lavish display of vibrators, instead of the usual plasticky pinks and purples these were actually quite beautiful. They seemed to be made of glass with flower petals and gem stones captured inside. Curious, I picked one up; its end was gently curved, I hefted it, really  it was the width of a perfect cock  not too big, not too small. It was cool to the touch but quickly warmed from the heat in my hand.

Gorgeous, arent they? she smiled. She leaned over and took it from my hand and turned the base, I could hear a buzzing sound. They are unlike any others on the market, they look like glass but theyre not, which is how come they can have a vibrating function too. Try it! She passed it over.

I quickly held it to the back of my palm. Um, lovely. I said. I was embarrassed; I didnt know how you were meant to try out a vibrator! Maybe this wasnt a great idea after all. I knew I should have stayed at home.

She laughed, Not like that! she took it from me and looked at me quizzically. You havent worked with me before, have you?

I shook my head. Then you really need to have a quick training session, weve got half an hour. She smiled impishly and boldly rubbed the tip of the vibrator across my shirt, teasing my breasts, I could feel my nipples instantly spring to life. Hugely embarrassed, I stepped away but backed into the wall.

I dont, I mean, Im not  I trailed off. I didnt know where to go with that sentence. If I admitted who I was, how bad would that look? Hi, Im here to get cheap stuff? Better to try and pretend this wasnt happening, especially as my body seemed to have an agenda of its own. I could feel a familiar squirming inside; this was really turning me on. She began to circle my breasts with the vibrator, softly then harder, soft then hard, flicking at my erect nipples which were shamefully poking through my satin half-cup bra and pushing at my shirt.

You can see that its really a very fine product, you need to remember all this for when the customers arrive, she continued, and, of course, thats just the start of the range. You carry on with that and Ill show you one of the others. She took my hand and placed the buzzing vibrator in it, mutely I carried on stroking my breasts with it. My face was on fire, I was probably the same shade as my lipstick, but she looked pleased.

I think youd be more comfortable if you sit down, dont you? She gestured towards the ornate day bed in the corner of the room. It was covered in bras and half slips, camisoles and garter belts. I awkwardly cleared a space and sat down and gasped when I looked at what sitting in the corset did to my breasts. Oh God, even bigger, straining even more against my shirt!

In fact, she continued, youd probably be more comfortable if this was a bit looser, wouldnt you? I assumed she meant my corset and nodded, but was amazed when she deftly unbuttoned my shirt and pushed my bra down so my nipples were fully exposed. She pulled the shirt down across my arms so it held them to my side.

Trapped!

I closed my eyes, if only I wasnt so turned on! I should just walk away but I couldnt. Id fantasised about being with another girl but Id never, you know, done anything. This was like a dream, a very wet dream, I could feel my best Myla panties getting increasingly damp and in a trance I deliberately flicked the vibrator across my bullet hard nipple and let out a small whimper.

It hurt.

It felt good.

What next?

She was now perched at my knees with three other vibrators. I felt like Goldilocks, one was far too big, one was too small and yes, there was one that looked just right.

Well start with the Excelsior Mini! she said brightly, Try to remember everything so you can tell customers later. Matter of fact, she pushed up my skirt and slipped an exploratory hand between my legs. Youre very wet, she observed, Im glad the agency sent me such a quick study. Some girls, she carried on in a confiding manner, cant even get this wet no matter what you do. Im very pleased that you can, it makes it all a bit easier, dont you think?

I was stunned into silence and hopelessly turned on; I could feel a snail trail of desire stickily dribbling through my panties. I didnt care what happened now, just so long as she touched my pussy, I was aching to be touched, to be filled up. I squirmed on the couch, eyes wide, waiting to see what she would do next. She took the smallest vibrator, pulled my legs apart and zipped it across the soaking crotch of my knickers and then she pushed it against my clit, slipped it under my pants so it rested directly against me. I cried out and she smartly pushed my legs together again, securing it buzzing away against me. I couldnt help but rock against it. I wanted more.

This is the mini, she said, its perfect for playing with the clit and has three different speeds operating from this remote. She waved a slim box at me. Slow  medium  and fast. The pulse between my legs throbbed harder, harder and then unbearably hard, I leaned back, unable to carry on stroking my breasts, I wriggled to get to the best position, I could feel an orgasm near but it kept slipping out of reach, I straightened my legs, crossed them, shifted desperately on the couch to try and pin it down.

She laughed, Youre going to work out great, Nadine beamed, but youre a bit restless, arent you? Let me help you with that. She got up and pulled my arms out of my shirt, then reached behind the couch and pulled out a pair of fluffy handcuffs, Hands out! she said. I was utterly her slave now; Id do anything, anything at all, as long as she didnt stop. Mutely I reached my wrists towards her. She cuffed my right then tugged it behind my back, securing the left one too. Now I really was helpless, my breasts thrust out in front of me, rising and falling rapidly as my breath grew more and more shallow thanks to the mini buzzing away busily between my legs. I didnt see how this was helping and was about to say so and beg for release when she pulled my legs apart again and, helping me stand up, tugged my knickers down. I shakily stepped out of them and then fell back on the bed as she reached up and laughingly pushed me over, I cried out in surprise and was stunned when she stuffed my pants in my mouth.

Thats better; I dont want you disturbing anyone. She winked and picked up the two other vibrators, looked at them both as she discarded just right in favour of too big. I pulled my knees together with trepidation but she just caught my left ankle in her hand and snapped a cuff on that too, linking the other end to the bed head board. I was now splayed open, vulnerable, arms caught behind my back and unable to protest as my mouth was stuffed with my muskily wet panties.

She picked up the mini from the floor where it had fallen and held it against my clit, my hips bucked as I finally got closer and closer to coming. I could feel the bigger vibrator in her hand now, stroking across my right thigh which I couldnt help but let fall, giving her complete access. I was focused completely on what would happen next. Surely it was too big? I could feel the tip nuzzling at my entrance, I was so wet, so swollen with desire that it easily slipped inside. I tensed and was amazed to feel it slide easily in and out, slowly and then faster.

You see the maxi isnt as big as it seems if its used in tandem with the mini, she intoned, it does, however, have quite a strong vibrating pulse  she turned it on and my hips shot towards the ceiling, I screamed with pleasure and felt a wave of the hardest deepest orgasm crash over me, reducing me to mumbling, wriggling wetness.  and its shaped perfectly to hit that elusive G spot, she added.

That had to be it. I couldnt move, shackled to the couch, I was exhausted with pleasure. But no, she hadnt finished with me yet.

Do you think you can persuasively sell those? she asked. Youve seen their benefits?

I nodded, coughing a little on my gag.

Well, just one more to show you then and were through. She picked up Just right and grabbed a tube of lube too.

Now, I know some girls like their asses played with, but Id never dared, it seemed too dirty, too rude to even think about. But I could see her lubing it up, a smile playing across her perfect lips.

Lets untie you, make things a little easier, she said and undid my ankle. She gave it a thoughtful rub and then pulled me on to the floor beside her. I crashed down and she rolled me over, so I was on my side, cuffed wrists at my back with my skirt rolled around my waist, my knickers still stuffed in my mouth. I let out a squeal of protest and she stroked my hair.

I dont believe in inflicting pain. She reassured me as I lay bound and gagged at her knees. She slipped a hand between my thighs and I felt the mini buzz into life again, Not without enough pleasure to make it interesting, anyway. She added as an afterthought and reached behind me. I felt something cold and wet poke between my cheeks, oh God, I really wished Id stayed at home. No discount could be worth this humiliation.

Lily, this is the midi, you can use it alone or for best benefit, team it with the mini or maxi. You can probably tell by now that everything is easier, far less challenging if you just make everything else pleasurable enough. Oh and relax!

I felt my whole world boil down to just this: the essence of pure pleasure. My knees locked to hold the mini in place. It teased an exquisite and intense sensation from my clit which pulsed in waves around my whole body. I understood that if I relaxed, then the midi would slowly, insistently, slide inside my untouched ass and it wouldnt hurt. I could feel myself becoming full. So full. It felt unbearably humiliating but it was already impossible to contemplate ending it, I was alive with new sensations. The woollen rug rough against my face on the floor, the lace, soaked now, in my mouth, the feeling of the midi, in and out and in and out, I began pushing against it. I wanted more, I could feel myself losing control, I was shaking with the orgasm that was building and then there it was, I screamed and bucked, I felt my arse tighten, my thighs rigid I rolled on the rug and then, when it had shaken every part of me, it left me dizzy with unimagined pleasure.

She gently pulled the maxi out and stopped the mini. Flicked the panties from my mouth and uncuffed my wrists.

Ill just give you 5 minutes to pull yourself together and then you can join the others upstairs. Just try and remember everything Ive shown you and Im sure youll be fine. She looked at her perfect figure in the mirror, made some minute adjustment and then picked her way up the stairs without another word.

I lay bewildered, dishevelled and utterly satisfied on the floor. Every one of my prejudices had been shattered. I had experienced the most intense orgasm of my life at the hands of another woman who had explored parts of my body I had not even dared explore myself.

Come dressed up? I certainly had.

I groaned with pleasure. All this and 50% off. Thank God I hadnt stayed at home!
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