A WELCOME GIFT
One of my friends gave me a set of silver duo balls at my bachelorette party and I used them once as an experiment. It had felt pleasant but on the whole had not done very much for me, so I'd put them away and quite forgot about them until I discovered them at the bottom of a drawer, one evening, just before I was due to go out to a disco with my female friends.

It had been some time since I'd made love, my husband seeming to have gone off having sex with me, and I'd seriously began to wonder whether my pussy would shrivel up before I made love again. I was very frustrated and was in a quandary about what I should do about it as trying to get my husband to talk about it was impossible.

That evening I got ready to go out. I’d stepped out of the bath and was naked and rummaging in my undies drawer when I came across the comic gift and, acting on impulse, I used some oil to grease them, parted my pussy lips and inserted the balls as deep as I could inside my sex. At first they felt cold but they soon warmed up as my pussy closed round them and then I couldn’t feel them at all. I slipped a thong on followed by my sheerest hold-up stockings topped by a clinging red dress which showed off my full breasts to their full advantage. As I dressed the weight of the balls shifted making me pleasantly aware that they were there every time I moved. It made me pleasantly tingle but didn't turn me into a raving nympho needing sex there and then.
My friends and I arrived at the club early and it wasn't very crowded. A good looking guy came up to me and asked me to dance. The music had a throbbing beat and, each time I moved my hips, the balls jolted inside my sex sheath and started to generate a powerful erotic sensation. I felt my nipples become hard and I realised that the guy couldn't seem to take his eyes off my chest and, looking down, I saw how my large breasts poked against the material of my dress clearly outlined by the clinging fabric and my nipples looked like organ stops.

As I continued dancing I felt moistness begin to seep from my pussy and cling to my thong as the balls joggled inside my sheath.  With every sudden movement it made me feel as if they would fly out of my sex sheath which caused me to tighten my vaginal muscles which in turn made my pussy throb like crazy. My mouth felt dry and I was licking my bottom lip as my pussy throbbed more and more powerfully as the balls insidiously worked their magic. My partner seemed to catch something of my arousal because he was looking at me through heavy-lidded eyes as if he wanted to jump me and shove his penis inside my pussy right there on the dance floor. It made me feel very wicked that I had a naughty secret hidden inside my sex.
My arousal took over my mind and body and I began to move my bottom in a lewd, lascivious way as the growing pleasure in my pussy drove me to excess. The strain of holding the silver balls, wedged inside my pussy, intensified my growing pleasure. My eyes were half closed as I wiggled and my short skirt flared up giving everyone a glimpse of my naked bottom and the tiny red triangle barely hiding my sex. The loose bobbling of my breasts added to my sensual pleasure as the material of my dress rubbed against the tips of my erect nipples. I was sinking into a swamp of sexual arousal which made me feel very vulnerable and very raunchy and I realised that if any half-way decent guy had asked me to go with him to be screwed I would have without hesitation.

My pulsing pussy was constantly contracting around the balls causing wave after waves of pleasure to surge through my pelvis and rock through the rest of my gyrating body. It felt like a tight knot of ecstasy swelling then bursting inside me as I began to climax in the dance floor in front of everybody. I shook, from head to toe, just barely containing my scream as my love juice soaked through my thong and started meandering down my inner thighs. I bit my lips to contain my moans of ecstasy as my legs went all rubbery as the huge climax whipped through my body. It felt so wonderful after so many weeks of frustration that it made me want to cry.
My partner, probably thinking that I was going to faint because of the heat, grabbed me and helped me off the floor and back to our table. I had a short rest but I wanted to experience that incredible feeling again so I continued dancing and had two more orgasms induced by the silver balls joggling inside my pussy. I was prepared those times and managed to handle them much better than the first one. My girl friends told me that my eyes were glittering and that my cheeks were glowing and that for the first time in a long time I looked well and happy. I almost told them why but decided to keep it a secret.

Now I always wear my silver balls when we go out dancing and it is not surprising that I'm no longer frustrated!      

