Origin
I’ve been asked to do an intro. So here it is - a bit disjointed, but here it is!

Suzie SleaZe. 

Who am I? 

Where do I come from? 

How could a girl write sex like I write it?

Well, for a start the name’s not SleaZe! It’s is Suzie and SleaZe is Mick’s kid name for me!  

Where do I come from? Geographically - my secret! Mentally - you’re about to find out. 

How could a girl write such raunchy sex? Because it’s in her blood  - don’t know why.

Let’s start with the ‘how could’...

I’ve been writing sex for pleasure since age sixteen. I remember it was sixteen because Mom found two large lined sheets of my pencilled scrawl hidden in my bedroom. I’d actually written it several weeks previously, I hadn’t forgotten it was there - I used it near every day to get horny on, before I’d fuck myself  bristle-deep with my favorite hairbrush. (You guys out there ever take a quiet sniff at your girl’s hairbrush handles?) 

Anyway, in the piece that Mom found I was a stripper in a mens club and I did anything my men wanted me to. That included dancing on a table, lying on my back and letting men fuck my mouth and cum all over me, culminating in me using a bottle on myself, pissing into the bottle and onto my men beneath. 

Imagine BibleBaptist Mom’s reaction? 

My sobbing excuse (because I’d had a good thrashing!) was one of my better ones considering it came almost instantly -  I’d found ‘a magazine’ hidden in the woods and I’d copied it out before returning the mag. to its hiding place. No, I didn’t know why I’d done it - it was just one of those things. I think she swallowed the tale. 

But Suzie even long before that... memories...

I was the girl you remember at school? The one who’d show her panties whenever asked by the boys? The one who loved to be chased by the boys? 

I don’t know what age I was when I used to play the ‘Rudey Queen’ who forced her ‘subjects’ to watch as she writhed and gyrated naked in front of them. In fact, the subjects were bits of  furniture and the only one watching me was me - in the mirror! Those ‘performances’ have continued except now I’m partially clothed and the subjects are the drooling men around the dancefloor in nightclubs! I fuck them in dance. If it doesn’t feel like that to them - it does to me. I could cum off just dancing for men. I think it was Tina Turner who said that she orgasmed while performing and I dare say it’s the same for my icon - Madonna! It’s happened to me - just once.

Another memory is me aged about ten, standing on my bedroom window ledge (inside), hands up on the curtain rail - stark staring bare. The boy I was showing off to loved it. So much so he brought some friends on bikes the next night. The next night there were more. I’d just stand and let them stare - I wasn’t horny as such - I hadn’t hit puberty - I just knew it felt nice to do it.  (One night I remember one lad turning up late. He came thundering up the track staring at me in the window. He didn’t see whatever it was he hit - a stone or a branch or something - until he hit it. He was airborne for about ten yards before a big tree root stopped him and his friends had to carry him off. If  that was you - I’ve always wanted say - sorry! I hope I made up for it another night!)

Then, later on - after puberty - there were the daily gropings at school - mostly in the boys’ toilets. The first time I was dragged in, the next I positioned myself and  allowed my self to be ‘dragged’ in. They used to get as many as possible into a cublicle and the rest hung over the tops of the adjoining ones (see DiscoSlut! story), watching the lucky ones. By that time I had something upstairs to grope and they were willingly groped. I got groped under my skirt as well and I groped them back through their uniform pants, loving the feel of the hard little (sometimes not so little) stalks. But know something? Not ONE ever let me get his cock out, even though I got bared-naked all down my front bits! There was this other girl, Shelley. She was ugly as sin but loved it too. She always wore her stuff sexy, showing her body which was nice. She hid her face with her hair. Once we were at a party, it turned out it was organised for me and Shelley. We were the only girls anyway. The boys got us drunk. She took ker clothes off, lay down in the middle of the carpet and told them all to fuck her.  She had them all, I had about ten. She was knackered and all messed up and one of the boys suggested I should plant my scummy cunt on her face. I did and that was the first time I had girl-girl contact. And with all the boys watching too.

That’s when the girls stuck the ‘slut’ label on me - on us in fact. Did I care? Fuck them! Those giggling, cheeky, ugly bitches with tiny tits were just jealous! I wondered how they got their kicks, I certainly got mine from sex. I mean what was life about if it wasn’t feeling like ... like .... that! I was then and am now a down-and-out-proud-of-it slut and I’m very luck to have an equally-sexed husband who loves me for it. My actions excite him as much as they excite me. We knew each other at school, we fucked around till we were twenty, off and on, usually as one-night-stands. (Mick could then - still can - stand all night!). At twenty we got hitched. Everything is sex to us. The first thing I look at in a guy is his crotch (hate men in baggy stuff - give me a man in tight jeans, shorts etc and that’s it for me, my eyes are never off his crotch).  And the first thing Mick looks at in a girl is how much of herself she’s revealing by her clothes, or how sexy her clothes are.

Getting a bit out of sequence here but I’m unloading my thoughts as I was asked to do and they’re coming thick and fast! 

I don’t know how I lasted so long, but I was sixteen before I actually got fucked.
He was a fairground worker and I wooed him on the Waltzers with flashed smile, flashed tit and flashed crotch.  He was a typical fairground worker at that - unkempt, smelly - wearing tight, faded Levi’s - his cock-bulge showing clear through worn-thin, oily denim. 

I layed eyes on him and knew that he was the one I wanted to make me normal. My tits did it for me. He was tits mad and I was wearing a thin yellow T shirt so they showed through. My shorts were pink, nylon-satin things, tight and showing all  - no panties and it was obvious. (I’d worn jeans out of the house, taken them off and hidden them in a wood). Back to the tits - all the boys wanted them - I had the biggest tits in my year then and I was only fairly small - still am. (I’ve always wondered if my daily gropings did that to them - sort of stimulated growth?) Anyway, around the back of the burger van he got his hand up my T-shirt and groped me. He kissed me too, his breath rank and beery. But getting ‘titting-up’ (as the boys used to call it) wasn’t what I wanted - I’d had plenty of that!

I snaked a hand down over his hard, muscled belly and squeezed his cock through the tight denim. I wanted that cock! How I wanted that cock in me! He grunted when he felt me groping him, took his hands off of my tits, called me a ‘randy bitch’ and unzipped, producing  ... what I wanted producing. I felt REAL cock for the first time. And smelled it too. It was uncut, thick and stubby and about the size of my hairbrush handle so I wasn’t worried. 
‘Suck on this, slut,’ he said and I was glad I’d worn shorts because only my knees got muddy when he pushed me down. His cock smelled and he must have known it because he thrust it into my mouth before I could complain (I wouldn’t have, there’s always been something about a horny-smelly cock), held my head and started mouth-fucking me like there was no tomorrow.

I enjoyed that - being used like that. But tonight that wasn’t enough. I’d done this before too - sucked or wanked off dozens of boys. Lovely though tha taste and feel of a spurting cock in my hand or mouth was (accompanied by wheezing grunts) - tonight I wanted the real thing.

So I managed to stand up and stammer-out would he fuck me please - proper? He did.  And I found that proper fucking was heaven. He pushed me up against the burger bar shoved up me and fucked me straight - his cock sticking out of  his jeans’ flies. 

When I got home I felt wonderful though my tits hurt, because he’d pinched them that hard when he shot his load up my cock-starved cunt. I undressed and stood in front of the mirror and had my (up to then) best-ever wank, standing naked, frigging myself, feeling and seeing for the first time all that lovely man-cum sliding out of my newly-fed cunt. I did it slow, pausing ofen to play with the stuff, to wipe that lovely man-slime over my tits, belly and thighs. The smell of it rising in the heat, the smell of my cunt, the memory of being filled with cock, of feeling him spunk inside me. And I thought about what he’d done after he fucked me...

He stood there - right next to me - grinning at me as he pissed up against the side of the trailer. And the sight of him standing holding his cock, the sight and sound of his piss hosing the trailer made me almost as hot as the fucking itself

I think that’s why I like now - watching men piss. Why I like to play dirty piss-games. Pissing became syninymous with fucking. Which brings me to Lover, Mick and our first holiday...

Which brings me to Lover Mick and our first holiday. After the little episode I am about to relate I knew Mick had to be mine forever and he felt the same. After this night we knew we had EVERYTHING in common.

We’d been out to a night club. I was all fired-up-horny because I’d been sexy-dancing in a crotch-high black leather mini-skirt and little white T-shirt. My sexy white satin panties and tits had been flashing all night and I had a load of men horny on me (which makes me really juice). Mick said we’d better leave before I got raped. So we did. Walking home he said that he needed to piss and the hornyness, the drink, and my fantasy, all went bang in my head. In a flash I saw us fucking in the public toilets on the beach just down from the hotel. (I’d had this fantasy about fucking in men’s toilets for a while - never shared with Mick - too scared). So Lover was surprised when I followed him in. 

There were no lights, just a street-light glimmer coming in through a high-up window. The place stank of man-piss which really got me horned - this was my fantasy venue in every detail. Dark. Dangerous. Reeking of men.

He was even more surprised when I pinned him against a wall, lifted my mini-skirt and rubbed my sexy panties against the bulge in his tight denim shorts. ‘Suzie, I have to piss - all that lager,’ he said and I moaned into his mouth - just him saying it got to me - still does. I love to hear men talk about pissing.

‘I know Lover,’ I kissed back, ‘and I want to watch you.’ Then I was really daring.

‘I need a piss too, Lover,’ I said, stepping back, taking his hand and pressing it on my silky-white panties, under the excuse for a skirt. I ground my crotch into his hand, pressing it into me, staring at him through the gloom, my eyes pleading silently.

He knew. He pulled me against him, still with his hand down there and whispered softly, ‘do it Suzie. Go ahead. Piss in  your panties ... do it.’ My heart pounded, I let go a little and he groaned as he felt it on his hand. As his fingers pressed the wet-white into my cunt I loosed some more.

‘Mmm Suzie, piss for me, piss for your horny Lover,’ he crooned and I groped the rock in his shorts as I groaned, loosing - pissing freely over his hand and down my thighs.

That got me really catting for a fuck and I knew where I wanted it. I lifted my skirt and pressed back into the stall, feeling the cold, wet wall on my satin-pantied ass. I hiked the crotch of my soaked panties to one side and ran my fingers up and down my horny slit.

‘Piss on my cunt first, Lover,’ I pleaded. He stared at me standing there in the dark, my ass against the urinal wall and my fingers in my cunt. He looked around as if to see if there was anyone watching, unzipped his shorts and took out his cock (our cock now). He pressed up to me, holding his cock against my hand and cunt but I pushed him back. 

‘No, Lover I want to see,’ I said, spreading my legs and sliding down a little. I hooked my panties down with my thumbs - my fingers stroking my cunt. I looked down - watching, panting - as he pissed into my lowered panties. Though burning to be fucked, I wanted to suck him, to taste the piss off of his cock.

On my knees then - on the dirty, stone floor - surrounded by the reek of men. His uncut cock, thick and heavy, reared from the shorts zipper. I skinned it, the pent-up prize... the slut’s caviar... that wondrous, glisteningly-thick and shiny cock-slime - held in by the foreskin... The stuff that smells so deliciously horny and which fires me like no other. I touched it to my lips, and for the first time he watched what has become my party-piece. He watched in the gloom as I played with the pre-cum, making bridges with it between lips and cock. Between teeth and lips. Between lips. 

He grunted, watching. His hips moving with tiny twitches, involuntarily fucking. I looked up at him from the gloom, And sucked the slime from his cock. Then, still looking up, took his hands and put them behind my head in silent plea. He fucked my mouth and came - thick, jerking wads to roll around in my mouth, suck on. I opened my mouth wide to show him then t turned and doggied. He pushed the skirt up my ass, pulled my panties to my knees and fucked me from behind, slow, unhurried strokes despite where we were, and groping and pulling at my tits through my t-shirt. 

That fuck was wondrous. The taste of cock in my mouth, the feel of his hands on my tits, the scraping of my knees on the rough stone floor - the feel as my lover’s cock reamed and thrust deep inside me. My first cum was in seconds. I shook my ass and screamed as it ripped me. My second came as I looked at the door through the gloom and imagined a man coming in - cock in hand to piss - and found us there, fucking on the floor.

I made Mick cum then too... ‘Lover, I want your spunk and piss in my cunt ... put out the fire in me...’

His second load, but I still felt it go. Then he leant on me, reached under and wanked me, flicking

dribbling spunk over my clit. He was gasping for breath from the hard fucking but he did it for me.

I came again as I felt my lover’s piss-stream, hot and hard, deep in my cunt. 

‘Horny, fucking-lovely, gorgeous slut,’ he told me when we got back to our hotel room and stood kissing.  That’s when I knew my Lover was for me and I was for him. And we’ve been that way five years now. Since then we’ve fantasised many times about that night, usually when we’ve been fucking and want to get back horny. I lie in bed stroking my spunky cunt. Mick sucks my tits or cunt and in between tells me stories - fantasises about that night. It can take many turns and has involved many different men.

Like this...

‘He DOES come in Suzie. An old guy comes in to piss and stops when he sees us there - you with your  mini-skirt pulled up, your horny cunt exposed and your tits hanging out. In the dark he stands and stares, stroking his dick, wondering what to do.

You push me away, kneel on the dirty floor in front of him. You hold up your tits to him, offering them, look up at him, pleading with him to piss on you. You’re frigging yourself off as he pisses but you still haven’t cum. You shuffle forward and take his wet horny-smelling cock in your mouth, looking up at him, pleading with him to piss in your mouth.  He does ... you cum.

You lie back on the floor - writhing - fingers churning your cunt. The old guy lies on top of you and thrusts into your cunt.  He fucks you. I kneel astride your face and push my cock into your mouth, doing my best to fuck your mouth as he fucks your cunt. When he’s finished, when he’s shot his wad up your sticky cunt, he stands over you and pisses as you writhe and buck - frigging yourself madly, whipping the man-scum between your legs into a white mess that you wipe up over your tits and belly, over your mouth. Then I stand astride, cock hanging out of my jeans, dripping spunk on your face and tits. ‘Piss on me Lover,’ you plead. I do. I piss all over these beautiful tits, like this ...’

By this time I’m well-ready for it and with my hands feeling the wet between my tits and puddling on my belly I take him in my mouth. He does it slowly, squirting bit by bit. I look up at him, my horny Lover ...  

Then it’s his turn. He lies back and I straddle his chest and give him a bit, mopping his chest with my soaked bush before doing the same all over his face with his tongue licking wildly, trying to get in my cunt. Then I settle on his mouth and let go. He takes it, along with the taste of spunk from my well-fucked cunt...  Then, back to plain ole fucking again, our bodies smeared with spunk and piss - fucking each other senseless... 

Our great love is sexy and fetish dressing - shiny, lycra-spandex, rubber, leather, satin. I love Mick to wear tight jeans, lycra-spandex bike shorts or bright, sexy swimpants to get other girl’s going!  We’re just a horny, ever-fucking, loving couple who live for the buzzz of sex...

And - (fortunately for you!) I get off on writing it! Before I write I prepare, wearing sexy spandex workouts and top, or maybe just panties. I get hornier and hornier and cum off lots while writing. When Mick gets home the first thing he does is sniff my shorts or panties. ‘You’ve been writing a lot today, Suz!’ he’ll say, pulling my shorts down to get a noseful of cunt! 

What about ‘ParkSlut!’ ‘BeachSlut! ‘DiscoSlut!’ and the rest of the stories? Are they true? They are born out of truth. That’s not to say one hundred percent TRUE!

We love to fuck in public - lovers’ lanes with the internal lights on, knowing that through the glass men are watching, wanking. And in parks, knowing voyeurs are nearby, watching, wanking and sometimes photographing. By in public I mean for voyeurs who want to find us. 

Luv and kisses

Suzie

xxxxxx

(Suzie SleaZe ... Writes to PleaZe!)

mandsuz@hotmail.com

