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            All about hands
      

         

         “Hands,” I stated bluntly.

         “Hands?” Jim asked. I detected both amusement and surprise in his voice.

         “Hands are sexy as hell.”

         “Are you serious?”

         “Totally. Especially pianists’ hands. Long slim fingers. Heavenly. Ah,” I sighed and for a split second retorted to my all-time favourite fantasy including a piano and a damn good fingerfuck, preferably performed by the man whose hands I had just imagined and described.

         “Like these?” Andy pressed on, holding up his chubby fists.

         “Come on Andy. You’re no pianist!” I exclaimed

         “I can play.”

         “You’re a drummer for crying out loud. I’m sure you have other talents – like keeping a steady pounding beat – but those hands do not fit my description at all.”

         My remark about a steady beat drew some laughter. I was always cheeky, sober as well as drunk, but with rum flowing in my veins my jokes occasionally went below the waistline so to speak. I think the guys appreciate that about me. That I’m one of them. That I go for a drink after work with them as if I was the sixth lad in the gang.

         “Well give me an example then, because I sure as hell don’t get it,” Andy said.

         “Miller,” I simply stated, the image of the more than hot composer with the more than sexy hands once again popping up before my eyes.

         “Miller? As in the guy who wrote the score for the play we’re putting on next month? What’s he got to do with anything?”

         “Andy, are you thick? Handporn. Pure fucking handporn. His hands are absolute sexy perfection and I swear to God Andy, I would let him do pretty much anything to me with those hands. Those. Fucking. Amazing. Hands.” I nodded dreamily, knocked back the rest of my drink and slammed the glass back down on the table to further emphasize my point.

         “You mean these?” a voice said from behind me, and mere seconds later the man whose hands I’d just been talking rather dirtily about placed said limbs next to mine on the table. Where the hell did he come from creeping up on us like that? I had just finished my fourth Tortuga cocktail and most of the common sense I am otherwise known to possess had gone out the window. I wouldn’t say that I was drunk, not yet, but I was well on my way. My cheeks were already slightly flushed and my demeanour more than a wee bit sassy.

         “There you go, Andy. You asked for an example. Why don’t you examine the finest specimen around while I go over to the bar and hide for a while?” I said, leaving five, no six, men smirking at my obvious embarrassment. “Handporn Ellie? Seriously? Are you insane?” I scolded myself whilst making my way over to the bar. I would order a fifth Tortuga for good measure and down it in order to build up enough courage to go back to the table and pick up my coat. Then I would head home and try to figure out how to pull a sickie at work tomorrow.

          
      

         The bar was crowded and it took me a while to squeeze through to the counter. Unfortunately, I found myself standing in a rather dusky corner and the bartenders kept rushing by without noticing me. I feared I would never be able to order. The scene that had just taken place over by the table was playing on repeat in my head. “Oh Christ!” I exclaimed to myself. How horribly embarrassing it all was. I was so preoccupied with my shame that I hardly noticed the person coming up behind me. My mind registered the presence of a body fairly close to mine but I just assumed it to be another poor bastard who would wait here forever to be served. I leaned closer to the counter when all of a sudden two arms snaked around my shoulders and a pair of hands were placed on the counter, either side of mine. Two large hands with long slim fingers. Someone leaned in really close and whispered in my ear.

         “Handporn, you say?”

         There was no mistaking who those hands and that voiced belonged to. I started blabbering away nervously, my head facing the rows of bottles on the wall behind the bar and my eyes still sneakily looking down at his hands.

         “Mr Miller, sir, I am so sorry. I was way out of line back there. It’s so embarrassing. I don’t know how I can ever apologise for my inappropriate behaviour. I am so so…”

         “Paul. Please. And enough with the apologising. You truly have nothing to be ashamed of.” He cut me short, his smooth voice whispering straight into my ear. I felt shivers all the way up and down my spine. “Paul… really I am…”

         “Stop it.” Once again he interrupted my ramblings. “What you said back there…”

         “Was out of line, I know.”

         “Quite the opposite. I found it all very flattering.” He leaned even closer, his lips practically touching my earlobe. “And a bit of a turn on to be honest with you.”

         I jerked my head around and stared at him.

         “Eleanor, right?” he asked. Dumbfounded, I nodded. The fact that he had noticed, registered and remembered my name was rather mind blowing.

         “Well, Eleanor, what about another drink?”

         Once again I nodded before turning around to try – probably in vain – to catch the attention of one of the bartenders. Paul – was I really supposed to call this absolute God of a man by his first name? – didn’t move an inch away from me. He just stood there, arms still around me, hands still placed flat on the counter.

         “What shall I order then?” I asked hesitantly.

         “Whatever you’re having, you obviously have great taste.” He was teasing me now. It was becoming blatantly clear to me that he would not let what had just happened over by the table go. Fine. Two can play that game.

         “Tortuga cocktails then. But beware Paul, they make you say the silliest things,” I said sounding far more confident than I felt.

         “Do they now?”

         “They do, Paul. As you very well know after overhearing – or should I say eavesdropping on – our conversation back there.” My oh my, Mary Eleanor Parker, don’t you sound cocky, I thought to myself. And then smiled at the word cock. Silly cow.

         “So, handporn you say?” He said.

         “Yeah…”

         “And you would let me do pretty much anything to you with my hands?”

         Another slow affirmative nod of my head was all I could muster.

         “Interesting. Very interesting,” he mused.

         I didn’t know what to say so I just stared over at the bartender who seemed to ignore me completely. Paul slowly lifted his left hand and with his slim index finger drew an invisible line from my wrist up to the crook of my arm. All the hairs on my body immediately stood straight and the skin where he had drawn his little trail went prickly.

         “Something like that maybe… Or like this?” He moved his hand up to my cheek and tenderly stroked it, took my earlobe between his thumb and index finger and slowly caressed it. I was rooted to the ground where I stood. Couldn’t move a muscle even if I wanted to. My entire body stiffened when he moved his fingers from my ear and traced them along my jawline down to my chin, down the side of my neck and, after a brief pause caressing my collarbones, followed the buttons down my shirt.

         With surprising force, he tugged the hem of my shirt out from inside my jeans and slid his hand beneath the silky fabric.

         “Paul?” I whispered. “What are you doing?”

         He ignored my question completely, and instead of ending his oncoming– like any normal man would do – he started circling my belly button with his middle finger. His soft fingertip felt smooth and warm against my skin. A familiar sensation of more than slight arousal started to build inside my body and I couldn’t help but clenching my core muscles tight.

         “Anything?” he said again, moving his hand downwards in order to reach the button of my jeans. God! This couldn’t be happening. Was he really doing this? The second he undid the button of my jeans a bartender finally caught my eye and came over. I instantly froze but Paul seemed completely unfazed by the fact that he was ordering cocktails and at the same time stroking the lace of my underwear inside my jeans. As soon as the bartender turned his back on us to start mixing, Paul palmed my sex and took a step closer, pressing his body against mine. I thanked God for the dusky lights in the room, for the corner we were stuck in and for Paul fucking Miller’s hand fucking me.

         Through the delicate lace of my underwear, he traced the outline of my outer labia almost making me come on the spot. He must have felt the shock of current that went through my system when he caressed me, he just must have, because mere seconds later he pushed my underwear aside. He stroked the short tufts of hair framing my entrance slowly, eventually parting the hair enough to reach the swollen bundle of nerves just above it. The instant his fingertip made contact with my throbbing clit, my whole body shivered again. The intense pleasure was almost too much to bear. He slipped his finger away as quickly as he had placed it there. I tried to squirm to make him touch my sweet spot again but to no avail.

         “Tell me,” he said.

         “Paul,” I cried out way to loudly for my own good, once again thanking god for the music blasting from the bar’s state of the art music system, drowning out my exited moans.

         “Tell me.”

         “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop,” I moaned.

         “Then tell me.”

         “Anything Paul. You can do anything to me with those hands.”

         “And what do you want me to do with them?”

         “Fuck me.”

         And so he did.

          
      

         While calling over to the bartender for two hefty tequila shots, he once again pushed my by now drenched knickers aside and with ease let his index finger slip inside me.

         “Wet,” he murmured in my ear. Painstakingly slowly, he slid his finger almost all the way out before pushing it back in. Out, in, out, in, out, in – a slow, steady thrusting. All the while circling my clit with his thumb. The intricate pattern of movements was so arousing that the inevitable ending seemed to approach full steam ahead. All of a sudden he stopped. As if he wanted to prolong this highly erotic experience by pushing me almost to the edge, then stopping to let the orgasm slide away from my reach so he could build it up again. Because he did. After removing his thumb and holding his finger still for what felt like an eternity, a moment that in reality probably only lasted a few seconds, he added his middle finger to the mix. Pushed it deep inside. Twisting and turning, bending and flexing, twirling his fingers around deep within me, every now and again hitting my g-spot with the tip of his middle finger. Once again I was nearing my eagerly awaited release. Once again, he stopped.

         The bartender approached with the shots and as soon as he turned away – amazingly enough without noticing what was going on mere inches away from him – Paul whispered in my ear again. “Here’s what I want you to do, baby. When I say go you lick the salt from your hand knock back the tequila and let me sort out the lemon, alright?”

         I didn’t answer. He was fingering me. In public. I couldn’t get a word out. I just bit my lower lip and moaned again. Realising I was close to the edge, he pushed even closer to me and pretty much pinned me against the counter. Even though my legs felt like jelly and I thought I would collapse any second my tight grip on the counter and him pinning me against it held me up. Paul must have sensed that and quickly breathed “Go” in my ear. So I did. I licked the salt off my hand, managed to pour the tequila into my mouth and then I let go. Paul’s thumb resumed it’s rubbing of my clit and he bent the two finger inside me upwards to reach for that lovely g spot. The instant the muscles in my vagina started clenching around his fingers he shoved the lemon slice in my mouth effectively silencing my loud moans when I came. And I came hard. As hard as I ever have and ever will. The rolling waves of orgasm seemed to go on forever. Forever and ever and ever.

         “Button up baby,” he said after slipping his fingers out of me, out of my knickers and out of my jeans. “Then have a sip of your drink and stroll on back to the others. Don’t worry if your legs feel wobbly. Let them wobble. The lads will just think that you’re drunk. Come to think of it, you are.” Paul smirked at me while I quickly closed my jeans and pushed my shirt back inside the waistband. “There you go,” he said, stepped to the side, and handed me my Tortuga. “See you in a minute.”

         When he finally came back over to the table, Paul took a seat on the empty chair next to mine. He set his drink down on the table and began to meticulously lick all five fingers on his left hand.

         “You been eating over there Miller?” Jim asked.

         “Oh, I indulged in a rather delicious treat, I did.” He looked at me, winked and – as if he hadn’t just fingerfucked me by the bar – started talking production shop with Tom the stagehand.
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Sex on Show



Hannah and Fabian are very happy in their apartment on the Cote d’Azur. Its south-facing terrace is always bathed in sunlight. On lazy Saturday mornings, they love relaxing there, savouring their morning coffee.

This Saturday started like any other, except for being a little hotter than the previous days, thanks to the fast-approaching summer. As they always did, Hannah and Fabian woke up at a reasonable time and had gentle morning sex, before settling onto their sun-drenched terrace.

Enjoying a post-orgasm high, they start their slow Saturday morning by glancing around at their neighbours’ apartments. In the apartment opposite, on the 3rd floor, something catches Fabian’s eye. He nudges Hannah, and she turns to look at the window about 50 metres away from them, where a woman is faintly visible. She is wearing nothing but underwear, and from the way she is moving, she seems to be dancing to music. Fabian and Hannah are entranced by her curvaceous body as she twirls, lost in the moment. Then another figure enters the room.

‘Look, there’s a man!’ Hannah points out enthusiastically, ‘He looks hot… Do you think they’re going to start their morning like we did?’

‘It looks like it,’ replies Fabian, ‘It doesn’t look like he’s in a hurry to get dressed.’

‘Definitely not!’ Laughs Hannah.

They continue to sip their coffee as the scene unfolds in the apartment opposite. Thanks to the gentle breeze, the curtains open further, and they get a full view of the beautiful couple as their bodies intertwine. Both Hannah and Fabian feel shivers of excitement as they drink in the scene before them. The man, wearing nothing but a towel around his waist, is pressed against the woman’s back. His hands stroke her hair and make their way down her long neck and onto her breasts.

‘I love it when you do that,’ says Hannah.

‘I love it when I’m behind you,’ replied Fabian. ‘I love smelling your neck, and kissing it until I can’t control myself any longer. I love playing with your breasts and pressing you against me until I’m inside you.’

They continue to watch the couple as they kiss and caress each other, their eyes following every move and their ears imagining their sighs and moans.

The woman stops dancing and starts to grind slowly against her lover, who is still behind her. He unhooks her bra, freeing her full breasts and grabbing them with both hands. She arches her back as he pinches her nipples hard, and then bends over, resting her arms on a table in front of her. The man crouches down and buries his face in her bottom, making her writhe and squirm in pleasure. After a few moments, he stands up again, takes off the towel around his waist and forces himself inside her. Her mouth opens wider as she lets out a cry, inaudible to her audience.

‘Wow,’ breathes Hannah in admiration, running her hands over her floaty dress. Inspired by the caffeine running through her body, and the show in the apartment opposite, she slides the lace straps of her dress off her shoulders. Partly hidden from view by the sunshade over the terrace, she shudders at the warm breeze on her now-exposed breasts, her eyes still glued to the neighbours’ window. She gently touches her skin with the very tips of her fingers, trying to stop herself from sighing, forgetting that the neighbours are 50 metres away on the other side of a window, instead of right next to her.

 

Fabian doesn’t know where to look, his eyes darting between the couple in the window and his half-naked girlfriend, groaning and murmuring under her breath. As the couple continue their show, Hannah grasps her ample, enhanced breasts with their faint tan lines. The pale skin around her dark red nipples shines in the sunlight. The heat spurs Hannah on; her fingers pinch her now-hard nipples and she bites her lip, totally lost in the moment and unable to contain her moans of pleasure as she watches the neighbours continue their sensual dance. What started as a gentle waltz has become a passionate tango as they thrust furiously. They are so graceful and poised, and it is as if they somehow know they are being watched.

Her eyes wide, Hannah is in a trance, feeling the couple’s pleasure as if it were her own. Turning to Fabian, she smiles at him invitingly, still playing with her bare breasts. She holds his gaze with her seductive eyes, her hands exploring her body, making herself shudder. Now excited both by Fabian’s eyes on her and the couple’s passionate display, she lets her instincts take over. Pulling her dress up to the very tops of her thighs, she lets the warm June sun caress her soft skin, as her impatient fingers make their way between her legs.

Fabian watches in awe, his gaze alternating between the couple in the window and Hannah’s brazen display of arousal. Unable to resist her any longer, he comes to sit between her splayed legs and begins to lick, gently at first, and then more enthusiastically, letting his tongue explore inside her. Encouraged by her groans and spasms, he opens his mouth to taste her completely. Hannah is in heaven as she watches the couple continue their show as Fabian’s tongue works its magic. Her pupils dilate, her chest heaves her vagina throbs. For a moment, she tears her eyes away from the neighbours to focus on Fabian, his face buried between her legs, and to appreciate the warm sunlight on her tingling breasts.

But when she looks back to the window opposite, she realizes that the couple has stopped, and that they have spotted Hannah and Fabian. Hannah can see them clearly now – the man is standing just in front of the woman, who is looking straight at Hannah, playing with her lover’s huge, erect penis. Normally, seeing them looking at her would stop Hannah in her tracks, but today something is different. The combination of the sun’s warm caress, Fabian’s tongue between her legs, and the neighbours’ admiring looks just increase her pleasure.

Her brain and all her senses are on fire. As she becomes more and more excited, she realizes that now it’s her turn to be observed, and her turn to tease the neighbours. She grips her breasts, raising them to her mouth and licking them enticingly, knowing the effect she must be having on her audience as her tongue touches her hard nipples, her whole body trembles. She is the dancer now; it’s her show.

‘Oh, God!’ Breathes Hannah, as Fabian, totally unaware of the fact they are being observed, slides two fingers inside her dripping vagina. Hannah writhes uncontrollably, throwing her head back, still under the voracious gaze of her neighbours. The woman starts roughly stroking the man’s penis with one hand while touching herself with the other, clearly enjoying the performance. Hannah feels an orgasm racing towards her. Her vision blurs, her hand pulls Fabian’s hair, and a howl of ecstasy escapes from her lips. Convulsions grip her body, lasting for what seems like forever.

Afterwards, totally exhausted, she manages to smile at Fabian as he looks up at her, and then at the neighbours, who disappear into their apartment with a knowing nod and wink.

‘Wow!’ Laughs Hannah, still trembling. ‘What a way to start the morning!’

 

That afternoon isn’t too hot, so Hannah and Fabian make their way to the little beach 5 minutes from their apartment.

They relax on their towels, their arms touching, listening to the gentle waves lapping at the shore. The sun beats down on them, warming their bodies.

‘You know,’ begins Hannah. ‘I knew I had a bit of a voyeuristic side, but I didn’t realize how good it could feel to be watched like that.’

‘What do you mean?’ Asks Fabian.

‘When you were going down on me on the terrace this morning, the neighbours were watching us,’ reveals Hannah. ‘My first instinct was to tell you to stop and cover myself up. But then I realized I liked the fact that they could see me like that.’

‘What?!’Exclaims Fabian, who has no idea that they were on show.

‘Yes, they saw us,’ confirms Hannah, ‘And what you were doing felt so good that I didn’t want to interrupt you. In fact, it turned me on even more that they could see how much pleasure you were giving me. And we had been watching them, so it was only fair.’

‘Do you think they liked what they saw?’ Asks Fabian.

‘Definitely. I can safely say that they loved it!’ Replies Hannah, laughing.

‘Wow! I love this cheeky side of you,’ he teases.

‘You make me like this,’ she replies, moving closer to him. ‘When you make me cum with that tongue of yours, it’s incredible. But I want to feel you inside me, and I want to make you cum as well.’

She kisses him passionately.

The couple loves to express their desires and turn each other on like this in their own little bubble, shutting the outside world out.

Turning to Hannah, Fabian’s face stretches into a wide grin.

‘You’re up to something…’ Hannah says suspiciously.

‘Well, yes,’ he admits. Since there aren’t many people around, why don’t you sunbathe topless? I know you’ve always wanted to, and maybe today is the perfect time to try.’

Hannah sits up and glances around the beach, seeing that Fabian is right – the beach isn’t busy. There are no families nearby and the other sunbathers seem to be more or less their age. In fact, on closer inspection, Hannah notices that most of the women aren’t wearing bikini tops, no matter what their shape or size. She remarks to herself that the beach is the only outdoor place where it’s acceptable to be topless, without worrying about unwanted comments or looks. Lying on her stomach, Hannah unties her purple bikini top as Fabian watches. He gently strokes the pale, soft skin underneath as she reveals herself.

‘That feels good,’ says Hannah. ‘Keep going.’

He continues to massage her, moving his hands to her back, shoulders and the very base of her spine. She relaxes, basking in the feeling of his warm hands on her skin until she feels a cold squirt of sunscreen in the middle of her back. As he rubs it in, she enjoys the contrast of the cold cream on her sun-warmed body. After a few minutes, Fabian asks her to turn over.

Slowly and almost clumsily, Hannah turns to lie on her back, keeping her eyes closed, not wanting to know if anyone is watching them. Breathing deeply, she concentrates on the sensations in her body, the warm breeze on her bare breasts and the faint smell of the nearby pine trees. A burning desire spreads down through her body into her stomach.

‘Oh, look!’ Says Fabian, pulling Hannah out of her stupor. ‘That looks like the neighbours over there.’

‘Yes, you’re right,’ agrees Hannah, pushing herself up on her elbows to get a better look. ‘I feel a little embarrassed – do you think they’ll recognize us?’

Nervous, yet intrigued, they watch as the couple settles into a spot not far from them.

Sitting on her towel in a one-piece, the woman starts rubbing sunscreen all over her body while chatting to the man, totally unaware of people around her. Hannah watches intently, hypnotized by the elegant way she applies the cream, and her large, full breasts.

‘You know,’ she begins. ‘I’ve never been attracted to women, but if I was, she would be exactly my type.’

Continuing to rub in the cream, the woman glances around the small beach. Her eyes meet Hannah’s and her face breaks into a confident smile. The two women gaze at each other, looking at each other’s bodies and noticing their differences and similarities. Hannah has a sudden urge to tell her how beautiful she is, how radiant her face is and how perfect her breasts are. She sits up, facing the mysterious neighbour, and starts slowly rubbing sunscreen onto her stomach, legs and arms. For some reason that she doesn’t understand, she wants the woman to find her beautiful as well. As she continues to seductively apply the cream, her hands explore her curves, inviting the woman to look at her. Pausing on her breasts, she sees that she has got her neighbour’s attention.

Sitting next to her, Fabian has been watching his lover’s display and starts to join in. He strokes her shoulder and kisses her neck, making Hannah shiver and tighten the grip on her breasts. Despite the surgery she has had, her nipples are very sensitive, which she takes advantage of as she plays with them, softly at first, and then more roughly, pinching and rolling them between her fingers. As she does so, a soft sigh escapes from her open lips. She smiles again at the woman, who is now lying on her stomach with one hand between her legs, gently stroking herself as she watches Hannah.

Fabian tells Hannah to lie down again, and he applies some cream to her back. It runs down over her breasts and he takes his time rubbing it in as Hannah bites her lip in a rush of pleasure. She parts her legs a little to continue looking at the neighbour, who is now sitting up, clearly not wanting to miss a second of the show.

Hannah feels the pleasure go to her head and she stops resisting the wonderful feeling of being desired and desirable. She sighs more loudly, letting a multitude of delicious sensations take over her body. Her body twists and turns under the delicate fingers of her lover, and her skin tingles under the admiring gaze of the enticing stranger. She reaches out her hand to touch Fabian’s skin, which is warm with sunlight and excitement. She strokes his muscular chest and flat stomach. She feels a twist of pleasure between her legs when she realizes how hard he is for her. She grips his erection, straining inside his shorts, and squeezes it gently.
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