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Chapter 1 –
Turning the Garden

Jerome stands in the kitchen watching Lucia open the
tool shed and get to work on the back garden. She's got that look.
She's had it all day; the line of her jaw, the set of her
shoulders, all say the same thing. Frustration. Not the frustration
of having to walk half the parking lot because there are no spaces
near the store. Not the frustration of being unable to find
something to wear. This is the frustration of
I-need-to-get-laid.

Jerome grins. Not laid, fucked.

He knows he's partly blame. Scratch that. Not partly
– completely. Things at work have been crazy busy. That's a good
thing because it means business is good. But he's come home every
night this past week and fallen into bed exhausted. No time for
himself and no time for Lucia. But now it's Saturday and that's
going to change.

He dumps the last few swallows of cold coffee down
the kitchen sink, making sure to wash the mug and put it away.
Grabs a couple of sodas out of the cabinet and pops them in the
freezer. By the time he and Lucia are finished they'll be nice and
cold.

She's turning the garden in the backyard, driving
the spade into summer-hard dirt with a vengeance. Turning each
rocky clod over and chopping it into pieces with the blade of the
shovel. Definitely frustrated.

“You're doing that all wrong,” Jerome says.

Lucia turns, fire in her eyes and mouth open to chew
him a new one, but before the first syllables spill from her lips,
he's got her wrapped up in his arms.

Her mouth is hot, like sunlight on his lips, and
hungry. Hell, all of her is hungry; curling around him all legs and
arms and strong fingers tangling in his hair. Her warm, soft tongue
slips into his mouth, and his whole body responds – breath coming
fast, nerves tingling in anticipation, cock swelling inside the
confines of his jeans.

He pushes her back across the yard, a slow and
shuffling dance that intensifies with every step. She bumps and
grinds against him as they move and he holds her ass tight – a soft
and tantalizing weight against his hands.

They bump against the side of the tool shed. Her
hair – dark and thick – smells of sun and sweat and dirt. It's
heady and Jerome breathes it in deep. It's hard not to tear her
clothes off and slide inside her, but this is about her.

He pulls his belt off and loops it around her
wrists, then over the hook on the shed wall and buckles it tight.
Lucia likes to give as good as she gets; her hands have been
exploring his body just as he's been exploring hers. When he cups
her tits, she's got a hand pressed against his crotch – palm
rubbing the hard column of his cock through his jeans, fingers
teasing the sensitive swell of his balls. Much as he loves her
touch, this isn't about his needs. Keeping her hands out of the way
will keep her from getting distracted.

Her breath starts to come faster as she tugs at the
belt. Cheeks flush with arousal as the leather pulls snug against
her skin and she realizes whatever is coming next her hands won't
be needed. Leaning back against the wall of the shed for support,
Lucia spreads her feet a little further apart. Her eyes say
Double-dog-dare-you-to-finish-this. To finish me.

Jerome pops open the snap on her jeans, slides the
zipper down slow. The pale triangle of skin on her belly is
tantalizing and he presses his lips against it. She tastes of salt.
Gripping the waistband of her pants, he eases them down past her
hips.

Oh my god.

She's wearing the pair of silk boy-shorts he gave
her a few weeks again in the hope she might start wearing something
other than those little cotton panties. Those are sexy in their own
right, of course. He loves the way they hug the tight curve of her
ass, the way her hair peeks out over the waistband sometimes.
Everyone needs variety though, and these are everything he hoped
they would be.

His hands shake with anticipation as he presses his
lips against the light fabric. It's smooth as cream and soft as the
skin between her breasts.

She whimpers a little as he nuzzles deeper into the
slippery folds in search of the heat and wetness he knows is under
there. Under the knit fabric of her t-shirt, her nipples get hard –
forming taut peaks that just beg to be sucked. Not yet.

Jerome lifts one of her legs up to rest on his
shoulder and the silk ripples and falls in suggestive folds across
her mound. He turns his head and kisses the smooth skin of her
thigh.

“Please,” she says.

“Not yet.” He lets his lips travel a little further
up her leg, touching silk now with soft flesh underneath.

She moans and tries to rock forward, trying to shove
her cunt against his mouth. Another inch or two of explorations
brings him right to the edge of her delicate pussy.

“Oh, god.” Lucia tugs at the belt holding her arms
in place, keeping her from knotting her hands in his hair and
pushing him face first into her sweet folds. “Please, Jerome.”

He's salivating with the desire to taste her, so he
kisses her slow and with lots of tongue through the fabric. It's
like having sex blindfolded – every curve, every crevice is new
territory. From the way she's mewling and rocking against his mouth
– slow but deliberate – she finds it just as arousing.

His cock is throbbing and he unzips and eases it out
of his jeans to get some relief from the tension. The tip is
already sticky, weeping cloudy drops of pre-cum in anticipation.
Just a little longer.

He slides the boy-shorts down her legs, letting his
hands glide over her hips, down the backs of her legs 'til he
reaches her ankles and pulls them off leaving her bare.

The sunlight catches in the neatly trimmed hair on
her mound, glinting with red highlights. Her pussy lips are
glistening too. Wet and slick and ready for him to taste. He
strokes her clit with his tongue and delicious tremors run all
through her.

“Please,” she says.

Not yet. She's so sweet in his mouth. He teases and
licks and delves while she moans and writhes above. He can't help
but enjoy watching her body respond to the pressure of his lips and
tongue. Her tits quiver and her thighs shake against his shoulders.
He could almost stay like this for hours, worshiping her
uninhibited display of pleasure.

“Jerome.” She's almost growling with desire.

He shakes his head with a grin and slides his hands
up under her shirt. It presses his hand tight against her skin. He
creeps his fingers up and up until he has one tight little tit in
each hand. Amazing. He teases her hard nipples with his teeth,
gentle. Feels her heart skip a beat as his breath warms the shirt
and her skin.

She leans against the warm pressure of his palms and
again he sees that dare-you-to-finish gleam in her eyes.

Jerome shoves his leg between her thighs and she
moans. She's so wet he can feel it soaking through his jeans. Easy,
baby. Time to slow things down for a minute.

Lucia tangles her tongue around his fiercely, but he
responds slow and gentle and she takes a deep breath and the
trembling fades. Not the hunger. It's still there but now she's
savoring it. Eyes closed, lips parted, she mewls softly as he pulls
her shirt up and sucks her breasts.

He always takes his time with her tits. She
expressed dismay before about how small they are and he found the
best way to reassure her they are just want he wants is to give
them attention. A win-win situation for certain.

First one and then the other. Making sure to leave a
small love-tat on her soft skin, just to remind her – he was there.
Her nipples are fantastically hard and he curls his tongue against
them just to hear her whimper.

“Please,” she murmurs. “Now.”

He agrees; his cock is so hard it almost hurts.

Jerome cups her ass and lifts her off the ground. As
he thrusts deep into the heat of her pussy, she wraps her legs
tight around his waist. Oh, god. That's so good. He leans against
her, trying to touch all of her body with all of his and she
shivers into an intense orgasm. So wet and tight.

He grits his teeth and tries to hold off. His balls
are aching and his dick is just begging to release the heat that's
burning toward the tip but she's been waiting all week for this.
He's not letting her down.

He braces his feet on the ground and gets a solid
grip on her ass. In and out. In. And. Out. She's getting louder
now, every stroke of his cock driving her closer to the edge of a
second climax. Jesus, that's hot. He teases her asshole with his
fingertip and her whole body shakes.

“Yes. Yes!”

He works it in a couple knuckles deep, matching the
thrusts to the rhythm of his cock.

“Oh, yes. Oh. God.”

Lucia comes fucking wild.

“Don't stop,” she begs.

Easier said than done. Her cunt is gripping him
hard, all hot and shivering , and he can feel the ecstasy pouring
through her in wave after wave. He's grunting with every thrust,
desire and frustration building 'til sweat trickles down his
back.

She shifts and rocks in rhythm with him. In and out.
In. And. Out. Jerome presses his lips against the tender skin on
her neck, sucking hard. Lucia moans, shoving down on his cock and
he spills into climax.

So good. Damn. She's so good. Why don't I do this
every hour on the hour?

His legs tremble with the thought. Oh. Right. At
some point sleep becomes necessary.

He wobbles to his knees and rests his head against
her belly, still shivering with the aftershocks of orgasm.

A door slams and she chuckles. “I think she's going
to call the police again.”

He shakes his head with a grin. “Just pissed we put
that fence up and she can’t watch any more.” He kisses his way up
her body, leaning tight against her as he pushes his tongue between
her firm lips.

She murmurs something into his mouth and he leans
back. “Let me loose,” she says more clearly and pulls against the
belt holding her wrists.

He cocks his head to one side and slides a couple
fingers into her slit. She trembles, instinctively rocking against
his hand.

“Oh, god. Jerome,” she moans. The heat is stirring
in her eyes again. “If the police come,” she says.

“You’re going to come first.”
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Chapter 2 – When Worlds
Collide

Professors Joyce Harrington and Samuel Eukubu
were exhausted. And mildly exhilarated.

After a year-and-a-half of mindbending work,
they had at last reached the stage where they could fully test out
their program. They looked up from their mainframe computers and
stared at one another, two sets of weary eyes behind thick lenses
set in black frames now slightly glittering with excitement. They
nodded at one another, no need to speak after so many days and
nights together, and simultaneously pressed ‘Enter’.

The huge plexiglass/Kevlar-walled and ceilinged
aquarium bolted onto the concrete floor of the laboratory flickered
with light, then was flooded with the blinding white flash of
creation. A world had suddenly formed inside the transparent walls;
more specifically, and to scale, a chain of lush, green islands
skirted by white-grain beaches set in an aquamarine sea and
overshone by a bright yellow sun hanging in a clear blue sky. A
tropical paradise.

The two professors stood up and walked over to
the massive aquarium, gazed down at the beautiful landscape they’d
created. They turned to each other, allowed two brief smiles, and
then Professor Harrington, as senior head of the project, stuck out
her hand to her young assistant. Professor Eukubu gripped the pale
hand with his dark one, and the two shook.

As down below, miniature creatures appeared on
the beaches and tiny dots of birds flew through the air and fishes
rippled the surface of the waters. The professors could almost
smell the sweet tropical scents, feel the warm tropical breezes,
taste the juicy tropical fruits, hear the gently rolling tropical
waves.

“Well, it appears the experiment has proven
successful,” Professor Harrington stated soberly. “Your computer
expertise and my natural sciences and quantum physics expertise
combined to create – this.” She waved her hand over the land and
sea laid out before them.

“Yes,” Professor Eukubu responded in clinical
tones. “I am glad to be part of it.”

Professor Harrington smoothed her slender hands
over her white labcoat. “And now the final test. We’ve created this
artificial world, populated it with artificial animals, but-”

“Can we project real people, and things, into
it?” Professor Eukubu completed her thought. “Shall we give it a
try?”

Professor Harrington nodded her head. “Of
course.” A flicker of a smile touched her lips. “What have we got
to lose, after all? Other than our lives and more grant money.”

They returned to their computers. Fingers flew
and keys popped. A shimmering blue light suddenly fanned out from
the four walls of the giant aquarium in the middle of the lab. The
wave of light widened out six feet in every direction, then
stopped.

Professors Harrington and Eukubu rose from their
swivel chairs again and walked towards the edge of the shimmering
force field.

“We’ll be gone a week – a well-deserved
vacation,” Professor Harrington stated. “The lab is locked up
tight. I’ve notified the administration that it’s not to be
disturbed.”

Silence followed. Except for the slight buzzing
of the force field, what sounded like a distant splash in the
contained tropical world below.

“See you in seven days, then,” Professor Eukubu
said.

Professor Harrington nodded.

And they walked, together, into the force
field.

***

Joyce took a long sip from the coconut
half-shell and then stretched out further in the bamboo and palm
frond lounger. Her normally institutionally-pale skin was burnished
a gleaming copper colour, her nipples on her small breasts a deeper
brown still. Her nude, slender body shimmered with heat and oil,
her shaven pussy glistening with moisture on its tan lips. She
snapped her fingers, and the young islander standing behind her
dyed-blonde head smoothed his strong hands over her shoulders and
down onto her chest, cupped and gently squeezed her tingling
breasts. As the young islander sitting at her feet on the lounger
smoothed his strong hands up her legs and onto her spread inner
thighs, brushed Joyce’s buzzing pussy lips with his long
fingers.

She sighed, and sipped, hardly believing it was
really real – or, at least, as real as an artificially created
world could be. A world where even the most reserved could let
their hair down, take off their labcoats, with no fears of
recrimination or unplanned pregnancies. Macaws cawed in the
towering palm trees overhead, the blue-green surf lapped at the
sugar-sand beach, and the golden sun beamed down over everything.
The young man she’d christened ‘Adam’ rolled Joyce’s engorged
nipples between his fingers, making her moan with pleasure; while
the young man she’d named ‘Steve’ slid two of his fingers into her
pussy and pumped, making Joyce arch with delight. The two men
could’ve been twins, what with their dark skins and brown eyes and
wiry bodies and inch-high afros, long, hard cocks.

For a woman dedicated to rational thought and
cold equations, all this was a new and wonderful experience for
Joyce. Her body and brain floated languidly in a sea of arousing
sensations, engendered both by the willing young men and her
thoughts of what such artificially created worlds could do for the
rest of humanity. The applications were endless.

Joyce nodded her head, her eyelashes fluttering.
Adam bent over her shoulder and swirled his wet, bright-pink tongue
around Joyce’s rigid nipple, bobbed his head over to her other
upraised breast and tongued her other blossomed bud. Her entire
chest simmered with feeling. As Steve pumped her pussy with his two
fingers, bent his head down and tickled Joyce’s swollen clit with
the tip of his wet tongue.

“Oh … my!” Joyce exhaled unabashedly.

Truly, this was Eden, without the snakes and
shame.

She snapped her fingers again. More young men
gathered around. Tall, strong, nude men, their huge, dark cocks
jutting out from their pube-pebbled loins. At Joyce’s leisurely
nod, they started stroking their erections, watching Steve and Adam
administer sexual pleasure to their creator; as she watched them
through her hooded eyelids, basking in the adulation and
eroticism.

Joyce glanced down at Steve licking her clit and
pumping her slit, and the man instantly pulled his tongue and
fingers back and lithely crawled over top of her, gripped his cock
and slowly and surely and sensuously plunged it into her pussy. She
rippled with joy, the humid heat spreading up from her stuffed
tunnel in waves, Steve’s hot, buff physique draping over her
brimming body. She signalled at Adam, and he swung around, offered
his swollen cock to her open mouth. She flowed her lips over the
bulbous tip and down the smooth, ebony shaft, taking the throbbing
tool deep into her mouth; almost as deep as Steve’s pulsating cock
in her cunt.

Here, in created reality, almost anything was
possible; subject to the standard laws of physics for the real
people involved, of course.

***

One island over, Samuel was lying on his
seawater bed inside his spacious frond hut. Presently, five other
women shared the bed with the young man. They were all almost
identical – slender and blonde, mature, with penetrating blue eyes
and glowing ivory skin, small breasts. Two were sprawled out in
between Samuel’s spread legs, squeezing and licking and sucking on
his balls, stroking and licking and sucking on his cock. While two
others were kneeling on the huge warm water bed licking and sucking
on Samuel’s dark nipples, caressing the ebony skin of his chest and
stomach. While another woman straddled the young man’s head and
gently rocked her wet, blonde pussy back and forth over his
stuck-out, bright-pink tongue.

Samuel groaned with contentment, and lust,
gripping the woman’s pert butt cheeks and licking her undulating
pussy. He gently pumped his own hips, thrusting his cock into one
warm, wet, sucking mouth, a soft, hot, stroking hand, his balls
getting basted and tugged.

More naked women lined the walls of the hut,
beautiful, dark and light-skinned women with black and brown and
ginger-coloured hair, squeezing their breasts and fingering their
pussies, watching Samuel and his chosen five on the bed. He’d had
them all over the last four languorous days, repeatedly and in
every conceivable position and combination. But the five on the bed
with him now were his favourites. He’d fucked them most of all.

Samuel dug his fingers into the woman’s buttocks
above him, stopping her rocking. Then he dug his long tongue into
her juicy pussy, writhed it around inside of her. He set her to
bouncing up and down on his face, riding his tongue; as he thrust
his glistening black dong hard into the mouth of the woman
presently cocksucking. He grunted into cunt, pumping into mouth and
bending up throat, his gleaming body and cock surging with
sensation.

Then he pushed the woman off his head and licked
his lips. He gestured at one of the women down below, and she
quickly mounted his cock, plunging the pulsating appendage deep
into her molten cunt and bounding up and down on it. Samuel gripped
the hair of the two women sucking and biting into his nipples,
watching the riding woman’s tits bounce up and down. He flailed his
tongue against the woman’s wet, twisting tongue at his head, while
the remaining woman squeezed and sucked on his balls, helped his
cock piston pussy. As the women all around pumped their slits and
groped their breasts.

***

Dieter Kunitz rattled the doorknob to the lab.
“What the fuck’s going on!?” he cursed, not for the first time.

The former East German spy and now top-rated
janitor at the university, was furious at finding the laboratory
locked for the fourth night in a row. The explanation from the
physical plant manager that Professors Harrington and Eukubu had
gone on a one-week scientific retreat didn’t sit well with Kunitz.
In fact, he flat-out didn’t believe it.

He knew Joyce Harrington – he’d had a late-night
tryst with her one-and-a-half years earlier – and he knew she
wasn’t the type to run off to a conference when she was in the
middle of hot and heavy research. Something was going on – with her
and that smart, nerdy, young punk, Professor Eukubu. Kunitz bet
they were in the lab right now, doing who knows what kind of
experimentation on one another.

“The frigid frau likes her dark chocolate, huh?”
the man growled, tearing his hand off the doorknob and plunging it
into his overalls pocket.

He glanced around the gleaming, deserted hallway
he’d just buffed. Then nursing a hard-on and hate-on for his
beloved Joyce, he pulled a gun out of his pocket and blasted a shot
at the door, splintering the lock. He burst into the lab.

***

Joyce’s Eukubu-modified smartphone suddenly
buzzed. The handheld device was connected with the cameras inside
of the laboratory, was programmed to warn the professor if the
cameras detected any motion in the lab. Among it’s many other
uses.

Joyce hardly heard its buzzing, however, her
hands full of Steve’s clenching buttocks, her pussy full of the
young man’s thrusting cock, her mouth full of Adam’s pumping
erection. She was so close to coming, her body ablaze with passion,
dewed with perspiration, her pussy seething with sexual sensation.
The nude men all around her and her chosen lovers were already
jerking and jetting with their own orgasms, fisting semen out of
their hard cocks, milking their balls with their fingers, pulling
on their puffed-up nipples – acting on her signal for wanton
eruption.

She rocked to the thumping rhythm of Steve’s
churning cock in her burning pussy, her head locked in Adam’s
clenching hands, vaccing his gliding cock; getting stroked and
stoked pussy and mouth. Her smartphone buzzed even louder.

Joyce pulled her fingernails out of Steve’s left
buttock and tapped the clutching cheek with her trembling fingers.
The man exploded inside her, searing her pussy with semen, spurt
after spurt after spurt. She bit into Adam’s pulsing dong, and he
jerked and flooded her mouth with his hot, sweet semen.

She was caught between the two hard-coming men,
men coming all around her. She heard her smartphone and she didn’t
hear her smartphone. And then she heard and saw nothing. Because
blinding, blistering, wickedly blissful orgasm burst up from her
chuffed pussy and firestormed through her wildly shaking body,
incinerating her sexual soul in an inferno of ecstasy.

When she finally simmered down, Joyce scooped up
the now dancing and klaxoning smartphone and looked at the screen,
blinking her blurry blue eyes to focus. She saw Dieter Kunitz
advancing towards the force field surrounding the aquarium with a
gun in his hand. She gasped, watching the crazed man with the
smoking weapon walk right into the force field and then
disappear.

***

Samuel had stacked up three women one on top of
the other, was fucking them pussy and ass top to bottom and back up
again. He gritted his teeth, sweat gleaming all over his body, his
cock numbed come-hard, as he plowed into the bottom woman’s ass and
pumped in a frenzy. The two other almost identical women kneeled on
the bed next to him, fingering his pumping buttocks and fondling
his licorice-hard nipples, entwining their tongues with his
whenever he turned his head their way. The women standing all
around the hut were finger-fucking their pussies and kneading their
breasts and pulling or sucking on their nipples, moaning with
passion.

Samuel clamped his damp hands onto the middle
woman’s thighs and plunged his cock back and forth in the tight,
hot, wet, pink tunnel of her pussy. His thighs smacked against the
trembling tower, rocking the pile of pale flesh. Then he ripped his
shining dong out of that woman’s cunt and jumped up higher on his
knees and plowed into the top woman’s ass. He managed only a few
frantic strokes this time, then jerked his head back and howled,
his slamming cock in the woman’s sucking anus cutting loose.

Samuel was jolted with utter joy, repeatedly,
his body spasming and cock spraying, his mind blown. But he still
managed to yank his spouting dong out of the one ass and drive it
into another, then into the another one, flooding the three
shuddering, squealing women with his hot, shooting lust. Women
rocked and cried out with their ecstasy all around.

Kunitz burst into the hut. He stared at the
stunning scene of mass orgy, at the five fucked and fondling women
on the bed who bore a striking resemblance to his beloved. He
brought up his gun and snarled, “You slut!” And then he blazed
away, at the three women on top of each other, then the two women
kneeling to the side.

Samuel tumbled backwards off of the bed, just as
the six-shooter, now aimed at him, clicked on spent shell after
spent shell.

Joyce ran into the hut. She’d left the
artificial world and returned to the real, then re-entered again at
Samuel’s coordinates, which were the last ones programmed. It was
faster than taking a boat rowed by twelve lusty men.

She chopped Dieter Kunitz neatly on the side of
his vein-bulged red neck. The gun tumbled out of the man’s hand and
he crumpled down to the sand.

Joyce looked from him to her sprawled-out
colleague, then to the five naked women on the bed. She gasped in
recognition – of herself. A very flattering self, to be sure. Her
eyes traveled back to Eukubu’s appealingly nude body, his softened
but still lengthy cock. “I’m … flattered, Samuel,” the woman
breathed.

He looked up at her heaving breasts, her pointed
nipples, down to the slick lips of her pussy. “And I’m saved. Thank
you … Joyce.”

***

They cut their ‘vacation’ short and returned to
the real world via Joyce’s smartphone. Leaving Dieter Kunitz behind
in the tropical paradise, however.

“A few days down there, and he’ll forget all
about … me,” Professor Harrington stated dispassionately.

“Rehabilitation and reclamation,” Professor
Eukubu clinically agreed, “another benefit of your successful
artificial world experiment, Professor.”

The pair looked down at the miniature world in
the aquarium. Then Joyce turned to her colleague and grasped his
hand, squeezed it. “Our successful experiment,” she husked.

Samuel squeezed back.

Their eyes glittered behind their thick lenses.
Then they abruptly embraced, kissed, began tearing off their
labcoats and clothing; turning their backs on the artificial and
engaging in a mutual lust that was as raw and real as human beings
have been experiencing since the beginning of creation.
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Chapter 3 – Our Successful
Relationship






I have the best wife ever. Sounds corny I know
but it’s true. There’s nothing she wouldn’t do for me, nor I for
her. We’d married young, both virgins and I sometimes wondered if
she wished she’d married someone who was more, well, you know, well
hung.

She’s never complained so I thought for her 30th
Birthday I’d do something wild and outrageous. We always talk dirty
to each other when we’re making love so I know that one of her
fantasies is to have a black guy, a big black guy.

One with a big cock.

So I made a few calls and hired one, it was as
simple as that.

As the day drew nearer she wanted to know what I
was getting her for her birthday. Usually I give her a hint, tease
her a little, tempt her with something else but ultimately she
guesses correctly. She begged and pleaded for me to tell her but I
was adamant that this surprise was going to be just that. A
surprise.

Finally the day arrived. She was animated as we
sat to have dinner at her favorite restaurant. She looked
magnificent, just like the first day I laid eyes on her. I allowed
her to order whatever she wished. Lobster, champagne, chocolate
soufflé anything her heart desired.

Over a glass of Moet I handed her a gaily
wrapped present. She tore at the paper, her eyes sparkling with
excitement when she saw what was nestled inside on a bed of crushed
velvet. A pendant, bracelet and ring. Gold and studded with her
favorite stones, emerald cut diamonds. She adored them, thanking me
profusely but eyed me mischievously when I told her there was
more.

“Darling no, you’ve already given me too much.
These must have cost a fortune,” she gushed.

“Nothing’s too much for you. I have a surprise.
I promised you something outrageous and I think it will blow your
mind.”

“Oh, really. What is it?”

“You”ll have to wait until after dinner to
see.”

“Hmm, I’m intrigued. This is the first time you
haven’t let it slip. Can I guess?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t want to spoil it. I want you to
be totally blown away.”

“Oh, come on. Please, what is it?” she
begged.

“I said you’d get it after dinner. When we’re
home,” I added cautiously, watching as she arched her eyebrows
inquisitively.

It did flash through my mind that perhaps she
wouldn’t go for it, that she’d be disgusted or outraged, but I had
to take that chance. It was I know something many men would not do
for their wives but I trusted her not to think that this would be
the beginning of anything more than a one time encounter.

On the drive home I was nervous. I found it hard
to make conversation, deep in thought with how it would all play
out. She placed her hand high on my thigh, admiring her bejeweled
hand, the ring and bracelet both twinkling as we drove under street
lamps.

My heart was beating madly as we walked up the
steps to the front door. I grabbed her, kissed her passionately and
held her tightly.

“You know how much I love you, don’t you?” I
whispered.

“Darling, of course I do,” she laughed.

“Nothing is too much for you. Whatever you want
is yours, you only have to ask.”

“I know.”

“I’ve always wanted the best for you, for you to
be happy.”

“Are you okay?” she said, pulling back a
bit.

“Yes, why?”

“You seem strange,” she said. “You”re not sick
or anything are you?”

“No, darling, I’m not. I just want you to know
before you get this surprise that I thought it was something you
deserved, for your love and loyalty all these years.”

“Love and loyalty. You sound so serious.”

“I am.”

She didn’t say anymore as I opened the door and
ushered her inside.

“Well,” she asked, after I”d seated her on the
lounge.

“Just a few more minutes.”

The doorbell pealed loudly throughout the house,
startling her. She glanced at me inquisitively and I was hoping she
had absolutely no idea what was coming her way.

After a few minutes of discussion I came back
into the room, place a CD in the stereo, sat back in my armchair
and watched her eyes open wide as the music began to echo through
the room and the most handsome black man sauntered in, devoting all
his attention to her.

He stood before her slowing swaying to the
music. Her face stained scarlet as she stared at me for an
explanation. I put my fingers to my lips indicating I wanted her to
be quiet and mouthed, “Happy Birthday.”

He began to strip, slowly unbuttoning his shirt
before slipping out of it and dropping it to the floor. He pranced
around the room, flexing his magnificent torso rippling with
muscles. Then he kicked off his shoes and inched his way out of his
skin tight leather trousers, his thighs thick and sleek, hairless
and smooth.

Sheila was riveted, couldn’t keep her eyes off
him. I must admit a pang of jealousy swept through me, but then I
remembered how devoted she was to me so sat back to watch her enjoy
this special gift.

The guy was now only in his skimpy g-string. His
buttocks firm, leading up to a well defined back. He pulled her off
the couch and into his hard body, pushing his pelvis into her as
they swayed to the music. I noticed his cock had begun to grow
straining against the fabric. Sheila in the meantime, oblivious of
anything else, only had eyes for him.

With delft fingers he unzipped her silk dress
and it fell rustling at her feet. Helping her step over it he
kicked the expensive garment away. He gently guided her away from
him, admiring her, touching her face with his hand before trailing
it down her neck, his fingers dancing lightly over her arms.

With her blond hair and fair skin, she looked
magnificent standing close to his dark shiny body, dressed in only
her stilettos, bra and panties. His large dark hands roamed over
her voluptuous body, down over her bra strap and into the small of
her back, where his fingers stretched downwards pushing her pelvis
into his.

She gasped when he unclipped her bra and dropped
that to the floor too, her breast grazing his bare chest. Her eyes
now searched out wildly for mine, her mouth forming a reluctant
“no.”

I nodded. Wide eyed, she slowly shook her head,
but I nodded and mouthed a firm, “yes”, and then she smiled at me,
her beautiful face lighting up as the guy’s mouth came down to
nuzzle into her neck while his hands slipped inside her panties to
massage her arse.

I was throbbing at the sight of them. I shifted
uncomfortably in my chair as he began to inch her panties down
while his mouth found the swell of her breasts, his head bent,
tongue flickering quickly over a nipple as he dropped to his knees
before his mouth continued down her belly, smothering her with
kisses as he made his way towards her mound while peeling her
panties off her feet.

Naked except for her stilettos I watched as his
tongue lapped at her slit. She held his dark head firmly, her own
head falling back, her long blond hair cascading down to caress the
cleft of her arse. Her eyes were closed, but her mouth open, her
tongue peeking out between her lips. I heard the faintest of moans
escape as he pushed her legs further apart.

I’ve never seen her look more magnificent.

His eyes glanced over in my direction and I
nodded for him to continue. With one quick movement he picked her
up in his strong muscular arms and lay her on our couch. Opening
her legs wide he placed one over the top of the couch and the other
foot on the floor.

She was splayed open for him and I shifted in my
seat wanting to get a better view. My cock ached, desperately
wanting release, wanting to be touched, but this was all for her,
for her enjoyment, not mine.

Dropping his g-string, he kneeled between her
open thighs and I finally saw the size of his enormous cock. Even
my eyes bulged at the sight of it. I wondered if it would fit as
she’d never had anything that big near her.

With is black knob probing her pussy lips and
his hands roaming over her gorgeous breasts I stood and moved
closer, much closer so I was standing more in the shadows. Her eyes
were glazed with passion, her nipples rigid with pleasure. Even
though I promised myself I wouldn’t, I undid my zip and pulled out
my cock.

Looking down at my small but firm cock I wished
fervently that I could have been born with one the size of this
guy’s but unfortunately that had not been the case. I pulled at my
shaft lovingly, enjoying the scene unfolding before me, the
pleasure my wife was receiving, not only from me for giving her
this gift but for what this amazing man was doing to her.

I watched his arse cheeks clench as he began to
inch himself inside. His fingers gently opened up her flaps, her
engorged clit, glistening as he touched it lightly. Excited, she
wiggled her arse around, the leg on top of the couch coming forward
to wrap around his back, pulling him into her, her stiletto kicking
at his cheek to spur him on.

Only he didn’t need any encouragement.

Within seconds his shaft disappeared completely
into her hot pussy. He thrust deep into her, slamming in, then
dragging it slowly out, to tease and rub over her clit before
plunging back in. She began to moan and my cock began to pulsate,
desperate for some action as precome oozed from my slit.

“Oh God, yes,” she screamed.

He fucked harder while she grabbed at her own
breasts which jiggled about beneath his pounding. She was wild,
pulling at the nipples, stretching them out, to tweak between her
fingers. His dark back rippled as he bent over, his mouth picking
up a nipple, while his other hand crushed her breast cruelly.

“Oh yeah, fuck me, fuck me harder,” she
begged.

I stroked my shaft, milking it, while watching
this man fuck my wife and within seconds I came all over the place,
my spunk shooting out over the carpet while my wife continued to
thrash about the couch.

Picking her up by the waist, he bent her
sideways, one leg still on the floor while the other leg now hung
over his shoulder. Sweat was pouring off him, dropping on her tits
as he fucked her mercilessly.

“I”m coming, oh God, fuck yes, I’m coming,” she
screamed hysterically.

I watched enviously as her body slick with
sweat, contracted and spasmed as the most mighty of orgasms ripped
through her. He came then too, came in gallons before pulling out
of her, his cock dripping with their juices.

She lay back against the couch, her legs still
splayed open, their juices dribbling onto our couch. I couldn’t
wait for him to leave and hurried him up, pushed him out the door
and stripped off my clothes and threw myself into her naked
snatch.

I nuzzled in, lapping and licking her cunt clean
and then fucked her slowly, lovingly. She kissed me passionately,
muttering her love in my open mouth as her tongue lashed against my
own.

I smothered her breasts with kisses, licking and
nibbling at her erect nipples as my fingers found their way down to
her clit and rubbed it as I knew she liked it, slow and in circular
motions, building up the tempo as her passion rose.

Thrusting her breasts forward, she arched her
back as another orgasm ripped through her and I slammed into her,
fucking her with every ounce of my being until I too exploded
inside her.

Later, as I lay against her gorgeous breasts she
stroked my hair and thanked me, telling me what a wonderful husband
I was.

“That was the most wonderful thing you’ve ever
done for me. I don’t know how to thank you,” she said.

“Just seeing the surprise on your face was
thanks enough,” I laughed.

“I had no idea you’d do something like that for
me,” she said.

“I told you. Nothing is too much trouble for
you. I love you with all my heart and soul.”

We hugged, holding each other tightly.

“And I you. Now what on earth will I do to top
that?”

I didn’t know but I was certainly going to be
looking forward to whatever she’d plan. That’s what made our
marriage successful, pleasing each other, honesty and trust.
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Chapter 4 – Time Changes
Things

It seemed like there had always been tension
between them. It had started out as unfamiliarity bordering on
mutual disdain. But over time it had changed. Pushing each other
away had become pushing each other’s buttons and frustration had
become flirtation. Jake was her husband’s best friend and her
husband, Dave, liked to share.






At first, Katie thought the idea of a threesome
was absurd; people didn’t do those things, did they? It was her
husband’s fantasy, not hers … not at first. They talked about it,
as foreplay, and eventually as a real possibility. It became
intriguing to her, something worth considering.






One night, after a few drinks at a local
Oktoberfest Jake kissed Katie goodbye. Maybe it was more than a
kiss; maybe it was a preview of what could be. Pressed up against a
car, Jake’s hand gripped the back of her neck. His tongue probed
her mouth and her body responded in all the right ways. He left her
breathless and she liked it.

Over the next several months the three of them
got together occasionally. Jake and Katie would flirt openly;
subtle touches, kisses, glances and lots of sexual innuendo. Dave
enjoyed it all. He watched them together and it turned him on. It
turned him on even more that it was turning Katie on. And it did
turn Katie on. She had never felt like a desirable or sexual being
but, together, these two men brought out something in her that she
hadn’t even known existed. She felt hot, sexy and wanted; the way a
woman should feel. She loved Dave, but now she wanted Jake too.

Finally all the flirting and button pushing
pushed the three of them right where they all wanted to go.

After a nice evening out they went back to
Jake’s house and settled around the living room talking over
drinks. They were all comfortable but none of them were drunk. Jake
was teasing Katie, challenging her. He offered to go upstairs to
the bedroom and light some candles. Katie accepted the challenge
and told him to go ahead. He strode out of the room, just a little
too triumphantly.

Katie rose a moment later. She kissed Dave and
told him to stay in the living room for a while, and then she
headed up the stairs. Her confidence was fading quickly and her
heart was pounding. As promised, Jake was in the bedroom with the
candles glowing. Now Katie fumbled and the doubt crept in. Did Jake
really want this? What if she wasn’t good enough? She was pretty
sure she would enjoy it, but would he?

She sat on the bed and he leaned on the dresser
across from her. They talked quietly for a few minutes, Jake
teasing and pushing her. It seemed like he still thought she was
going to back down. He left the room for more candles and wondered
aloud why she wasn’t naked when he got back. She moved to stand in
front of him.

“What do you want?” she asked; her voice
low.

She desperately wanted him to make the first
move. She wanted to be sure that he really wanted her and that this
wasn’t some crazy, mixed-up game he’d been playing with her. He did
not give her the satisfaction. He drew things out and turned the
question back on her. She started to unbutton her shirt.

“Is this what you want?” she whispered.

He leaned back and looked down at her. “If you
ask me that again, I’m going back downstairs.”

In the next instant several thoughts swirled
through her head. Was that a test? Was it a dare? Was he hoping
she’d continue or was he hoping she’d back down? Did he want to go
back downstairs? Despite the nerves and confusion Katie was sure of
one thing. She did not want him to leave that room.

Whether the decision was made in that moment or
whether it had been made months beforehand she would never know.
Katie pressed herself against Jake and kissed him deeply. There in
the candlelight, between kisses and gentle touches they slowly
removed each other’s clothes. She had expected it to feel more
awkward than it did. Although she wasn’t totally relaxed, Katie was
more comfortable with him than she realized. She felt safe with him
which helped increase her desire.

Jake’s hands were on her. Stroking her arms and
down her back. His hand slid across her hip and lower. His fingers
found her clit, circled it lightly and then slipped into her. Katie
moaned and gripped his shoulders. When he removed his fingers, she
sank to her knees in front of him. She took his erection in her
mouth and sucked it gently. He was thicker than Dave but not quite
as long, she was able to take almost all of him and he felt
amazing. She enjoyed doing this for him, but he wanted more.

Jake lightly grasped her arms and helped her
rise to her feet. They didn’t need long drawn out moments of
foreplay. The past several months had been enough foreplay for the
both of them. He eased her down on the bed, parted her thighs and
slid two fingers deep inside her. Katie closed her eyes and arched
her hips to meet his hand. He withdrew his fingers again and leaned
toward her, brushing her pussy with the tip of his cock.

And then he stopped … right at the edge. Katie
opened her eyes and looked at him. He was looking down at her. He
asked, “Are you sure?”

“Yes.” Before she could finish that one syllable
he was inside her. His first stroke was firm and complete and her
body stretched to take his width. Months of anticipation, combined
with the thrill of being a little naughty and Jake’s deep, even
thrusts brought Katie to orgasm quickly. She came so hard her pussy
pushed Jake out and her warm, wetness dripped onto the bed. He was
surprised by the intensity but Katie assured him it had been a very
good thing.

For the next few minutes the earth moved just
for Jake and Katie. He was very good, but she had known he would
be. She could only hope that he was enjoying it as much as she was.
Together, they found a rhythm. Every kiss, every touch was the
perfect complement to Jake’s continuous strokes. Katie was
breathless with pleasure. Jake brought her to orgasm twice more
before Dave entered the room.

Dave was smiling when he saw Jake and Katie
together. Katie was clearly enjoying herself and Dave could not
contain his excitement. He’d read naughty “hot” wife stories but
this was real, this was his wife and it was very erotic to see her
with another man. Dave knew Katie would never fully understand why
he thought sharing her was so hot. In fact, Jake would probably
never fully understand it either.

“Oh well,” he thought, “maybe it wasn’t
something to be explained.” Maybe it was just a part of Dave’s
sexual appetite. He knew it would never be an open lifestyle choice
for Katie but he was glad she could now accept it within their
secure and trusting friendship with Jake.

Dave undressed slowly while he watched Jake and
Katie having sex. Being watched by Dave brought a new thrill to
Katie. Although she didn’t think it was possible, she became even
more aroused. Dave joined them on the bed and Jake helped Katie
flip over onto her hands and knees. She took Dave’s hard cock in
her mouth and began to pleasure him with her tongue. Jake rose to
his knees behind her and buried himself deep in her pussy once
more. Katie’s world exploded in orgasm, the waves of pleasure
making her weak. Her hips sank to the bed, but Jake wasn’t done
with her. He pulled her back up to him and continued to thrust
inside her until she came again.

Now Dave took control and helped Katie turn to
face Jake. Still on her hands and knees, Dave was presented with
Katie’s dripping pussy. He gladly slipped inside and enjoyed the
new stretched feeling of his wife’s familiar pussy. He began to
move in and out with vigor.

Jake knew from prior experiences that Katie
liked to have her hair pulled. He grabbed a handful and drew her
mouth down onto his shaft. Still holding her head he moved her up
and down in rhythm with Dave’s thrusts. Katie tasted her own cum on
Jake’s cock, and felt another orgasm begin to build deep within
her. The whole experience was so naughty and so unlike anything
Katie thought she was capable of, she couldn’t help but cum from
the sheer excitement of it all.

Katie had never cum so much. She continued to
flip back and forth between the two men; one in her mouth, one in
her cunt, always full. She was once again sucking Dave’s cock when
he decided to switch things up a bit. He pulled Katie up to
straddle him and kissed her as he slid his shaft inside her. They
were still kissing when Katie felt Jake’s hands at her hips. She
shifted slightly, not releasing Dave’s cock. In the next moment,
Jake pressed his own erection inside her. The feeling was
unbelievable, almost exquisite. Two good-sized cocks stretching and
filling Katie’s pussy. When the men began to move, Katie knew she
would not be able to withhold her orgasm for long. When she came,
she pushed them both out and, once again, her cum soaked the
sheets.

Katie’s mouth found Dave’s cock again and again
Jake claimed her cunt. When Jake could hold out no longer, he
pulled out and came hard. Dave immediately flipped Katie and buried
himself in her hole. As he drove into her Jake moved to stand at
the side of the bed. He now watched Dave and Katie but he was not
content to just watch. Jake slipped a hand under Katie and found
her clit. He rubbed it in delicious circles until Katie and Dave
came together.

Katie fell flat to the bed, exhausted but happy.
She lay there as Dave got dressed and Jake went to shower. When
Dave and Katie were alone he asked if she was okay.

“Yeah,” she said, “better than okay. I thought
that would be weirder than it was. I’m actually, really,
surprisingly okay with it. It was great,”

Dave smiled. “Good.”

Katie was dressed and in the living room with
Dave by the time Jake got out of the shower. Jake walked them to
the door. Just before she stepped outside, Jake caught Katie’s head
in his hand and pulled her close for another deep, passionate kiss.
And despite all of the activity that evening, her body still
thoroughly responded to his touch.

That night Dave and Katie made love again when
they got home. The time spent with Jake had been fantastic but
their time together was just as intense.

It would not be the last time Katie would be
with Jake. For Katie, the two men were perfection, each bringing
something different to the sexual experience. The time spent with
Jake was purely for fun and it was always excellent. They cared
about each other but the sex was about physical gratification. It
was slightly naughty and that made it all the more exciting. The
connection with Dave was full of love and held the promise of
forever. The sex was comfortable; just as likely to be gentle and
lazy as hot and vigorous. And no matter what, Dave was always the
last man on Katie’s mind as she drifted off to sleep in his
arms.
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Chapter 5 – Friday Morning

She was Allana. She’d always been Allana, and
she loved her name. It fit, it felt good. It slipped around her,
floating, like the blue silk robe she was wearing this morning.
Long and tissue thin, the hem tickled her ankles as she walked.
There was a belt in the loops in the back, but she hadn’t tied it.
She never tied the robe she wore for Mike, knowing that he would
come down for breakfast, see flashes of her skin contrasting with
the dark fabric, and she would feel his eyes on her. Allana loved
his eyes on her, and just the thought made her nipples crinkle. She
knew that Mike would like the way they looked under the silk. The
dream she had had last night put her in a morning mood of
anticipation. She drew a short breath when she heard his footsteps
on the stairs. And he might just need to pull that belt from its
loops…

“Morning, babe... Wow Allie! look at you! Whatta
you trying to do, kill me? I swear you are the most glorious
looking creature I’ve ever laid eyes on. C’mere.”

Mike was in just his PJ bottoms and barefoot. He
stepped up to Allana and slipped one arm around her waist, under
that robe, and felt her warm skin on the inside of it and cool silk
on the outside. He pulled her in for a morning kiss.

“Why, hello, stranger”, she said, “how did you
get into my kitchen?”

“Found a key under the back door mat,” he said.
His other arm slipped under her robe and she threatened to call the
cops if the didn’t leave at once! Giggles all round.

“Oh, no, babe,” he said, leaning back and
knowing what his girl had on her mind. “Oh, no, I can’t. Oh God,
believe me, all I want right now is to tweak those pretty treats
you’re hiding - almost hiding- under that robe. But it’s work this
morning, remember?”

Shit. She almost said it out loud. Mike was
usually off on Fridays, but she forgotten he’d said he’d have to go
in today. Shit. Damn. Fuck.

“Oh yeah, nuts. I forgot, hon.” She forced her
sweetest smile, moved his hand up under the silk to help him cuddle
her breast, and whispered, sort of weakly, “well, you’ll hurry home
then, ‘cause you owe me one.”

“Like lightning”, he stammered, and cursed the
day’s work to come. But, his Allie made it okay, and fed him bacon
and eggs and coffee-kisses before he went back up to shower and
dress. He was running a little late for the train. She looked at
him as he flew out in his dark suit and bright tie. Man, she
thought, he’s a good guy. Not bad too look at, either. Worth
waiting for for a few more hours, I know. But still…

***

The robe on a hook on the bathroom wall, Allana
steamed up the shower doors. She spread perfumed silky body wash
along her arms and legs, then stood rinsing under the hot water.
She trimmed a bit “down there” and shaved her legs. She liked to
keep herself pretty, not just for Mike, but for herself, too. And
if she collected an admiring glance from another guy or two while
she was out and about, she liked that, too.

Her big, warm terry towel, tucked at the top,
covered her almost to her knees as she walked out of the bathroom
and sat on the edge of the bed. She unwrapped the towel, dried her
feet, and sighed. Sitting on the soft sky blue sheets, she
remembered the dream from last night. She shook out her dark, damp
hair. Mike will be nice, later... But Allana knew she wasn’t going
to be able to wait. She spread the towel out over the sheets and
curled up on her side. The rough texture of the terry cloth
appealed to her this morning.

***

Mike stood on the train platform. The other
people waiting looked up the tracks for the approaching train, but
Mike just stared into the middle distance. Her skin was so white
next to that midnight blue silk. Her red painted toenails kept
peeking out from underneath. The train came and went; only Mike was
left at the station when it pulled away. He began to walk back to
the car. He’d call the office and make some excuse – and sneak in
the back door with that “key under the mat”. He’d go back home and
surprise Allana.

He slipped into the kitchen through the back
door. The house was quiet, and for a moment he swore to himself.
She must have gone out. Then he heard a small sound, a squeak he
knew, and it was the squeak the bed made when they moved at night.
He snuck quietly up the stairs and down the carpeted hall, curious.
The bedroom door was open just a bit. He heard her rhythm, and he
felt a rush, and he felt that old stirring and stiffened just a
bit. He stayed very quiet as he peeked around the door.

Allie was naked, on her right side on the bed. A
bath towel was twisted up around her. Her eyes were closed, tightly
closed, and her left hand was between her legs. It was backward,
turned at the wrist, so the knuckle of her thumb was pressed into
her body. She was rocking up and down, rubbing up against her
knuckles, hard. What he could see of her fingers and hand were
shiny and wet almost up to her wrist. She pumped. The skin on her
underside was damp and dimpled from the terrycloth. Where her hand
disappeared, her thighs were shiny and wet, too. For a moment, he
though he’d leave, and let her play. After all, he was supposed to
be at work! But, he couldn’t help but look and watch, and grow very
hard indeed.

Allana had played with herself for him, and he
for her during lovemaking from time to time. It turned them both
on, and he liked to learn how she touched herself, so he could
please her more when it was his turn to touch. But this was
different. This wasn’t just happy-giggle touch-me touch-you lover’s
play. This was Allie, animal and uncensored, pure pleasure without
the need to worry about pleasing him. He was amazed at the pressure
she used, and how wet she was, and how her scent in the air was
different, somehow more female. Her other hand tugged at her wet
hair, and she brushed a cold, damp swirl of it away from her nipple
as if it was distracting her. Moving faster, she rolled onto her
stomach, arched her back, and pressed upwards, now with the palm of
her right hand. Her face was buried in her pillow, as a finger,
then two slipped inside, just before the first orgasm.

She had recognized his cologne as she drew in
deep breaths. She had heard the familiar slam of his car door in
the drive. She knew he was watching, but the man in the dream
hadn’t been Mike. And she was showing a stranger just what a nasty
girl she was inside her own head. She’d pretend he didn’t have a
name, and that she’d never seen him before, and before she was
finished with him, he might not know who he’d been with in his own
bed this time.

It was time to start a story…

“Who’s there!” She gasped. “What are you doing
in my house! In my room! Mike! Mike! Help Mike! There’s a man in
the house, a burglar! Mike!”

“Shut up,” she heard him say. Familiar yes, but
deeper, huskier, harder. Not like his usual nicer tone. It would
do. She kept her back to him, seeing his face would ruin
everything.

She was upright on her knees in the middle of
the bed, her back to him, dark tangles of hair over her shoulders
and down her back.

“Quiet! Don’t make a sound!” he near
grunted.

She heard him unfasten his belt, and a shirt
button, torn loose, plinked off the wood of the headboard. She felt
him take both of her wrists in his hands and hold them tight. But
the right one was still slippery, and she pulled free.

He took them again, holding tighter this time,
and she struggled a bit less. He pulled her back and put his face
next to her ear. “Be quiet and no one gets hurt, you hear me?” he
said in a growling whisper.

He must not have shaved this morning, his beard
was rough on her neck. Not like Mike, she thought. But, he couldn’t
have known about the unshaven guy in the dream. Right?

For just a second, she was afraid. Yet she felt
herself getting wetter.

She imagined hands rougher than his, but yet
they knew her places. His free hand pressed into her breasts,
kneading their soft undersides, and being almost too rough with her
nipples.

This was different, she thought. His hands were
cool from the outside air, and her nipples responded. She didn’t
mean to moan quite so loudly.

“Enjoying it, eh bitch.” It wasn’t really a
question.

“Leave me alone,”, she half pleaded. “I’m
frightened.”

“No,” was all he said.

Then, “No fucking way.”

She felt his hand on the inside of her thigh. He
moved it upwards. His thumb explored inside her. She opened to him.
Just a bit.

“Just don’t hurt me,” she purred a bit too
much.

Mike picked it up, but answered only by pressing
into her harder. “I saw you, girlie. I saw you doin’ ya self. You
can take it, I saw you. Get your head in that pillow and don’t look
up. I don’t want you ID’ing me in some lineup, lady.”

He held her ankles down, and she felt his tongue
on her inner lips. Any struggle, acting or not, ended. He tugged
roughly with his lips, sucking and pulling. Warm probing, sideways
licks. She felt his fingers in her, pushing against the walls of
her pussy, up against her swollen g-spot. His tongue circled the
rosebud of her ass. Mike had never done that before. Mmmm. He
pulled her around her waist the edge of the bed, and she knew what
was coming.

“No! No!” she renewed her struggling.

“Quit fighting,” Mike growled.

He held her pussy open as he pushed in, and he
felt her tighten inside. The same muscles she used to please him in
the past, but this time they were automatic and almost resisting.
He moaned and she clenched tighter.

God, she though, he’s never been this big. He
felt bigger than the man in the dream. She pushed harder, pumping
him, panting softly, “No! No! No!” with each thrust. Then he
surprised her by doing something he’d never done before: pulling
out, and placing a wet kiss on her asshole, using his fingers to
spread some of her own silky cum there. She groaned, and pawed at
her clit as he entered her ass for the first time. First small
strokes, then longer ones as she relaxed, and she imagined a face
that wasn’t Mike’s but could have fit her faceless Mister Dream. He
pulled away, and entered again, and she squeezed him tight. Away
and back again.

She felt him tighten, and start to come as he
slipped out just in time to squirt hot semen on her ass and between
her cheeks, and felt it run down her lips and she moaned with the
new pleasure.

She loved the smell of his cum, as she rubbed it
into her clit and came and came as if she’d never stop.

“Allie, Allie,” was all he could manage as he
turned her around and kissed her deeply. He held her tight and
rocked her until the quaking orgasms stopped. He kissed her sticky
fingers.

###

As she slept, her back to him, naked and spent,
he admired the curve of her hips. He had to touch himself once more
when he saw the shiny line of wetness that had run down the back of
her thigh, marbled with the cream-color of his own cum, and the
dark, sweet spot it left where it hit the sheets. “I’m one freaking
lucky guy,” he whispered. She didn’t stir.

He pulled the covers over them both. “Guess I’ll
have to work overtime on Monday,” was his last thought before he
drifted off. The late morning sun sifted through the half-closed
blinds.
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Chapter 6 – Afternoon Tryst

Edmund sat at his desk, fingers steepled over a
circus of paperwork. He checked the digital clock over his wall
calendar: his wife was precisely five minutes late.

He was getting impatient. And hard. Anticipating
what he would do to Trudy’s vulnerable, naked torso always put his
cock on the qui vive.

Today, he would have to spank her for being
tardy of course, but would he have time to fuck her before his 2:00
appointment with that curmudgeonly O’Donnell character?

He smiled at his own predicament. He had a wife
who loved to give head and he loved to receive it. Any good tryst
requires a plan. First, he’d bend her over his desk for a brisk
walloping. Then he’d command her – before she could act on her own
accord – to sink to her knees. He enjoyed looking down at Trudy’s
blond scalp, like a bobbing bowl of sunshine, as he cupped the back
of her head and leaned into the delicious pull of deep throat.

Yes, after the morning’s chock-a-block meetings
with zoning drones and city council serfs, a blow job would help
clear his roll-top for sure. After that, maybe he’d take her
standing up in the supply room or simply have Trudy sit on his
cock, twist that sweet pussy of hers round and round like a swivel
chair with freshly oiled springs.

His penis jumped, constricting what was already
a pop-up tent in his trousers. If his sexy woman didn’t arrive
soon, he’d have to go to the men’s room and get off. He’d done that
on a number of occasions when thoughts of Tru drove him past the
brink of distraction. After informing his secretary to hold all
calls, he’d duck into the nearest restroom and get busy in a stall.
Quickly unzipping his fly, he’d stroke his cock to its full length,
imagining it was Tru’s fingers wrapped round his shaft. Then he’d
picture her replacing fluttering fingertips with that lush eager
mouth of hers. Oh, she was gorgeous, especially when she sucked him
off.

A kaleidoscope of images imploded in his head,
scenes from long-used fantasies such as taking her shopping so he
could surprise her in a dressing room. He’d take a seat on a
banquette and make her pivot her moist mound over the tip of his
penis. She wouldn’t need lube because she was always wet for him
and her pussy would glide right down to the root of his cock. He’d
grip her by the waist, pull her up for a kiss then plunge that
sweet quim again.

After a much needed release, grateful he could
come with quietude, Edmund cleaned himself off and returned to his
office.

He lifted the 5 x 7 photo he kept on his
leather-trimmed blotter, gazing intently at the image of a
beautiful blond. He’d had eyes for no one else since he met and
married her ten years ago. What they had was truly special: never a
dull routine.

Sex games helped. Trudy embraced the role of
submissive with glee. She relished not knowing what would happen at
an assignation with her own husband. She only knew that the more
she submitted to Edmund’s will, the greater her own pleasure.

There was a light tapping at the door,
finally.

“You’re here,” Edmund breathed huskily.

Before his wife could respond, he pulled her
into his office and locked the door. He immediately slipped his
hand beneath the waistband of her skirt, kissing her fervently on
the lips and throat.

He twirled her round and took a loving appraisal
of what would always be his. “You look fantastic Tru, as
always.”

Trudy touched the row of pearl buttons on her
cashmere sweater, coquettishly unbuttoning her top just enough to
reveal her delectable décolletage.

 

“Sorry I’m late,” she murmured, licking her lips
with anticipation.

Edmund unhooked his belt and swiftly removed his
trousers. “Sorry is not good enough. You know that. Now, take off
your skirt and sweater.”

The blond sub did as she was told. She was
wearing black bikini underwear with no stockings.

“Bend over for a spanking,” her husband said,
brusquely. “Grip the edge of my desk. Get a good grip because
you’re in for a paddling.”

“Yes, darling.”

Again, Trudy meekly obeyed, her palms already
beginning to sweat; she knew what was in store for her bare ass.
And she knew it would make her wet, wet, wet.

Edmund quickly opened the bottom drawer of a
nearby filing cabinet and placed a paddle at one corner of his
desk.

With one swift yank he tore off his wife’s
panties, twisting them down past her ankles.

“Spread your legs so I can get your thighs,
too.”

Not a word of protest. Bent over and
spread-eagled, she braced herself for the inevitable.

It was unusual for Edmund to employ a paddle; he
usually spanked her with the flat of his hand. Well, lateness was
one of his pet peeves.

The first few swats were almost pleasant with
their swiping sensations. Then he hooked an arm over the small of
her back, raising her toes off the floor in the process. His tool
of command – like a truncated padded oar – rained over her backside
in a concentrated rhythm.

It was almost more than she could bear as the
rhythm broke and the blows scattered pell-mell across her hips and
down to her inner thighs where her skin was so soft and tender.

There was a brief focus on her tush again, a
volley of thwacks directed immediately over the crack of her bum
and then the paddle was gone. He never spanked her for long even
when she wanted him to. It was just a game and he was always
careful not to take it too far. He would sooner sever one of his
own limbs than hurt her for real.

He was a good man.

Edmund was twisting his elegant fingers through
her tresses, lifting his wife by the hair so she could gaze
directly at his handsome face.

“Now, you’re going to thank me for that spanking
by sucking my cock. You’re going to give me the best deep throat
ever. I want everything you can give me. If I get the sense you’re
holding back, and believe me, I’ll know… you can anticipate more
discipline. Understood?”

Trudy blinked with happiness while trying not to
chuckle. She knew how much effort it took for him to play the
martinet; he never even used words like “deep throat” before he met
her. He sure got used to her favorite proclivity! He was not one to
complain about too much fellatio. And she relished any opportunity
to go down on his magnificent cock. It was so elegant and
resolute…just like the rest of him.

Edmund tossed his chambray shirt on the ottoman
he purchased for this specific purpose. He wanted the satisfaction
of knowing he could lure Trudy to his office with nothing more than
his cock as bait. There were times when he’d call her at home (she
was self-employed and hence, always malleable in terms of schedule)
and say, “Come to my office: now.” In a very short time, she’d
arrive, suck him off and be on her merry way. Given how much she
truly enjoyed pampering his penis, it seemed like a fair
arrangement.

She plopped down at his feet, eager to
please.

“Start at the tip,” he instructed. Sometimes she
liked to plant kisses along the length of his shaft down to his
scrotum but today her lover was obviously intent on full-throttle
motion.

She leveled her lips loosely at the crest,
letting her tongue lap and lick repeatedly giving the desired
effect of panting for head.

Edmund placed his palm at the nape of her neck
and that’s when she took him down whole. She never did hold
anything back, not once. She lived to love him; that’s why she was
curled in his lap on a weekday, plunging his cock down her throat
until a close-up of his groin was all she could see. It was her
favorite view.

“Yes, baby, keep going. Make love to your man’s
cock.”

She anchored her mouth at the base of his
erection wanting nothing more than to be marooned on this
island.

Edmund unsnapped his wife’s bra. As he cupped
her breasts and stroked her areolae, Trudy took some long, languid
pulls on his cock, grabbing the side of his leg to help with
traction. She would give him deep throat until he exploded with
fireworks of satisfaction.

He wasn’t ready to come, not yet. He wanted to
fuck her back ten years to the day they met, fuck her to the moon,
even.

Reluctantly, he pulled away from her luscious
mouth.

“You’re really good at that,” he said, stroking
the side of her face. He kissed her, really kissed her until every
cell of her body wanted to permeate the room like motes of
love.

“I don’t want to stop.”

Suddenly, he stood. “I think I should fuck
you.”

He reached between her legs and probed the
infinite wetness he found there.

“Yes, I should definitely fuck you. The way that
feels best for both of us.”

Trudy got down on all fours and once again, she
was clinging to the edge of a piece of furniture.

Edmund pinched and squeezed her derriere, each
buttock still a light pink from the spanking.

“Trudy,” he whispered, almost to himself.
“Trudy, my love.”

Overtaken with lust, he pushed right in, pumping
hard from the start. Ten years of marriage and her pussy was still
a drawn curtain, her tight wet folds opening only for him.

He was so turned on; he didn’t know how long he
could hang on.

He tugged her hair back so he could speak in her
ear. He was gripping her mane so tightly, her scalp tingled.

“I don’t want to come yet,” he said. “I want you
there on all fours thinking about what it’s like to get fucked
right now. Let my cock inform every cell of your body you belong to
me.”

He let his hands range over her breasts and
belly before releasing her scalp. His cock moved incrementally at a
maddeningly slow pace, until Trudy thought she’d cry. She wanted to
be ridden not saddled and stalled.

Enough with the teasing, Edmund thought,
securing her hips with all the strength in his hands, thrusting to
the hilt, pumping her with every bit of his love.

“Oh, Edmund.” After they had both climaxed,
Trudy straddled her husband’s lap and kissed his sweet, handsome
face. His thick black hair needed a comb. “Guess I should let you
get back to work.”

No sooner had she said that, a rapping at the
door startled them out of their reverie.

“Mr. Toole? Your 2:00 arrived early. What shall
I tell him?” Edna Graves had been Edmund’s receptionist for fifteen
years. She hoped to remain his receptionist for another fifteen
years until she could take early retirement and move to
Florida.

“Tell him I’m not done fucking my wife.”

“What was that?” a panicky voice asked behind
the closed door.

“Business is my life! Tell him I’ll be right
with him.”

Trudy giggled, kissing her man one last time
before getting dressed. As she slipped into her skirt and pulled
the cashmere over her head, she realized a button was missing.

“Darn, I lost a pearl. And of course the gap is
right where my bra shows.”

Edmund promised to look for it later; he had to
prepare for his client.

“See you at the house, love.”

Trudy grabbed her purse and was about to leave
when Edmund touched her shoulder.

“Hey,” he said, softly. “I’m glad I married
you.”

“I’m glad you married me, too.”

She left and walked toward the elevator,
forgetting to clutch her sweater. Edna’s steely gray eyes
reproached the sated blond for her current state of dishabille.

That woman and I will never be friends, Trudy
mused as she pushed the ‘Down’ button.

It was a shame because Trudy would like to have
more female friends. Having a sexy husband was a bit of a dilemma
that way.

On the way home, she stopped at the grocery to
pick up some items for the perfect meal. Being a sub wasn’t just
about great blow jobs and pretty lingerie. It was about
anticipating what your man wanted for dinner and making sure his
favorite snacks were stored in the cupboard.

Not complaining if he asked you to pick up his
dry cleaning. In fact: no whining allowed, period. Speaking to him
in mellifluous tones was important, too. Nothing kills romance in a
relationship faster than sarcasm. Sure, it was retro, but when it
came to important decisions, like how to dodge the in-laws, they
always took each other’s options into account.

Be nice to his friends, even the ones you
consider bad influences. Edmund had a buddy named Mason who liked
to frequent cigar bars. Trudy couldn’t stand the sot, but she was
polite and convivial, knowing Edmund appreciated it.

Trudy placed the grocery bags on the kitchen
counter and set the table for two. She uncorked a bottle of red
wine, hoping it was one her husband would be in the mood for.

The smell of roast chicken filled the dining
room and her mouth began to water. She was famished but of course
she would wait until her sweetheart came home before assuaging her
empty stomach.

She went to the bedroom to find something to
wear. Not finding anything appropriate for greeting the perfect
husband, she decided to answer the door naked.

As she brushed out her long, blond hair she
asked herself why a woman in the twenty-first century would find a
submissive lifestyle appealing. Was there something wrong with
her?

The phone rang and she jumped. Please let it be
Edmund, she thought.

“Hi, sweetheart. Just want to let you know I’ll
be a few minutes late. Have to pick up something to go with
dinner.”

“Oh. I bought the wine.”

“This is something else. See you soon.”

Ten minutes later, she opened the door to a
fragrant bouquet of flowers.

“Maybe we can use some petals to cover your
breasts, like pasties,” Edmund chuckled.

“Sorry, darling. I’ll put something on; tell me
what to wear.”

Edmund stroked his chin thoughtfully. “That
satin kimono I bought you on our last vacation to San Francisco
would be a nice start.”

“Done.”

When she bent down to one of her lower dresser
drawers to find the robe, a ghost of sensation boomeranged from her
bum to her crotch, leftover feedback from the paddling she received
hours earlier. Trudy didn’t mind: the sensation was a pleasant
reminder of her afternoon tryst.
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Chapter 7 – Lady
Vi

In the bedroom I pull out the box of tricks I've
collected over the years we've been together. It's an old suitcase
with its own place under our bed, and its own place in the life we
share. As I tug on the zip and hear the familiar sound I feel the
first gentle spasms in my lower belly. I think about which things
I'm going to need tonight and which things to leave for another
time.

Variety.

The spice of life.

It's not like I haven't enough to choose from:
vibrators, various sizes, dildos, cock rings, whips and paddles,
handcuffs, nipple clamps, all of these things and so much more. I
lift them from the suitcase one by one, feel them in my palms, run
my fingers along the lengths of some, gently caress others. I check
which of the vibrators are running well and which might need a new
set of batteries. I feel myself grinning mischievously. I'm getting
nicely charged for the evening ahead.

I'm already dressed for the occasion, everything
pulled tightly in place by an exquisite leather corset we bought on
our recent sojourn to Amsterdam, crotchless black fishnet stockings
and thigh high boots with vicious heels. The kind he likes, the
kind I like him to like.

The final touch involves choosing the right
hairpiece to wear. I've collected half a dozen over the years,
differing colours, textures and lengths. They each represent a
character or several characters in our role play routine. There's
Sophie the innocent au-pair, who often needs a spanking, perfect
for when I want to be on the receiving end. There's Cheryl, the
hooker who likes it cheap and easy and then there's the lady, Lady
Vi to be precise, the dominatrix, the madame, the one he texts when
he's in the mood to be put in his place. She's also a huge
exhibitionist, just perfect for when his voyeuristic urges are
running out of control.

I know what he wants tonight. His text said it
all.

I want to watch.

I want to be disciplined.

I know why the voyeurism has been re-ignited. It
was Amsterdam. It was all of those windows containing those
incredibly beautiful prostitutes. It was the live sex show that he
dragged me to, the one I didn't want to leave, the one that filled
me with heat before the walk home in sub-zero temperatures, beside
frozen canals, the clouds of vapour emerging from our open mouths,
my hand brushing his hard cock as we traced our way back to the
hotel, into the lift where he pushed his tongue inside my mouth and
his fingers inside my knickers, where he fucked me from behind in
the hallway of our hotel room, pulling my knickers to one side and
lifting my skirt over my exposed bottom...



The living room is empty, the TV on a music
channel. I switch it off. I don't need any of that tonight. The
curtain that sits in front of the French doors is open. Beyond is
the conservatory. The lights are off in there. There's just a slab
of darkness beyond the window. Somewhere in that darkness he is
waiting but I can't see him, only the reflection of Lady Vi, my
creation.

Lady of the night.

I walk up to the window and stand with my hands
on my hips, mirroring the behaviour of the prostitutes in
Amsterdam, staring at my reflection, displaying myself. In the
darkness beyond I can just make out the vague shape of my man.
Perhaps he has one hand over his crotch. It's hard to tell. I
gyrate my hips. I push my tits forward and press my cleavage
against the glass. I open my mouth and run my tongue over my
teeth.

I turn around and stand with my bottom thrust
towards the window, bend forward to display myself, imagine him
staring at my rounded cheeks enmeshed in the fishnet stockings. I
imagine him pulling his cock from the confines of his jeans and
stroking it for me.

I walk into the room and begin the show, moving
to some imaginary music in my head, manoeuvring my hips in a
circular motion, walking as if on a catwalk with my toes pointed
forwards, throwing my head back, performing for him. I take a sip
of the champagne he's poured for me before making his retreat, let
the heady scent of it work its way into my synapses. I remove the
red jacket and turn my back to him once more, shimmy my way out of
the skirt. I glance over my shoulder to see him standing beyond the
glass but closer now, almost against the window. His hand is inside
his jeans. His eyes are boring right into my rear.

The art here is to tease, to reveal myself
little by little, to make him wait. It's a little difficult because
I can feel the heat between my legs, a growing wetness. I'm
desperate to touch myself, to move a step closer to my first orgasm
of the evening but I know it will be more intense if I hold out,
more explosive when I finally give in to my cravings if I deny
myself the thrill at this moment.

I reach down into the little bag, fish around in
there for a time. I know what I'm looking for, can already feel it
in my fist but I don't want to reveal it yet. I want him to wait. I
want him to not know. I turn around and look at him. His eyes are
fixed on the bag, wide and staring. He's freed his cock from its
confines. He's hard, stroking himself. When he presses himself
against the glass he leaves a small smear of pre-cum on the
windowpane. Very slowly I reveal the first toy of the evening.

It's a vibrator, my favourite vibrator, the one
with the curved tip that rubs perfectly against my g-spot when I
insert it. I bring it to my mouth, make a show of taking it into my
mouth, let it run very slowly across my tongue. I lick the
underside how he likes to be licked. The next part of the show is
for both of us. I drop on my haunches so that my arse is on my
heels but so that I'm still on my feet, I thrust my crotch forward,
reach down and spread my knees as wide as I can manage. I rest my
right hand on the doorway to steady myself and let my left hand
snake its way down across my tits and stomach to my crotch. I use
my fingers to spread my soaking labia, pushing myself forward some
more to show him my engorged clit. And it is engorged. When I take
the vibrator in my right hand and touch it against the hood I
shudder and almost lose my balance. I look up at him. He's staring
down at me, trying to watch the ecstatic look on my face and the
thing the vibrator is doing to my clit at the same time. Poor love,
he doesn't know where to look. I add to his dilemma by staring
straight at his cock which is right at my eye level now, no more
than three or four inches away from my mouth but obstructed by the
glass panel that separates Lady Vi from her punter.

This is how she earns her living.

I shift the nub of the vibrator away from my
clit (I have to, I'm just seconds away from coming) and run it over
my inner lips, feeling it slip easily along the channel from which
my juices are flowing. I press it against me and then hold it
there, almost inserted but not quite. I wait, on the threshold, on
the edge of some precipice, then when I'm sure he's looking
directly at that spot and nowhere else, I very slowly insert the
vibrator inside of me, pushing the nub upwards towards my g-spot. I
gasp 'oh', ensuring it's loud enough for him to hear through the
glass and close my eyes, reach down with my free hand to nudge
gently at my clit, and then I let the vibrator move in and out of
me in gentle motions, feeling my orgasm build almost
simultaneously, something that starts deep inside of me, something
that soon has me quivering in my exposed and physically challenging
position. It only takes three or four more small thrusts of the
vibrator and then I'm away with it, collapsing backwards onto the
rug, my legs wide apart, one hand busy at my clit, the other hand
gripping the vibrator and pushing it in deep, working the nub
against my g-spot, drawing the whole thing out for as long as
possible. For a few moments I'm so deeply internalised I forget
about my watcher, the man beyond the glass. When I open my eyes
again he's massaging his cock, that's glistening now with his own
saliva. I know he wants in, but he knows he's only allowed to enter
when I say so. That's one of the rules of the game we like to
play.

I get to my feet and throw, yes throw, the
vibrator to one side. It's a deliberate ploy, a move that shows I'm
done with the fakery, that I'm ready for the real thing. I walk up
to the glass and press my engorged nipples against it. It feels
cold to the touch but the cold just makes them stand out more, two
solid buttons pointing at him as his cock points at my crotch and
his eyes bore into mine.

It's time for stage two of Lady Vi's
routine.

I open the door deliciously slowly and invite
him in. He stands before me. I take off his shirt. He goes to kiss
me. I shake my head. I've done my research. There'll be no kisses
on the lips during this transaction. I kiss him instead, on the
neck, letting my teeth nip at his flesh. I kiss his chest, take a
nipple in my mouth and bite it. He groans. It urges me on. I kiss
down his belly to the waist band of his jeans, unbuckle the belt,
pull it free. As I lower his jeans his cock springs out. He's not
wearing any boxers. I spit on his cock, telling him how fine it is,
how big, how utterly beautiful and he groans again in his
throat.

I wank his cock (when I'm Lady Vi 'wank' is
exactly what I do. I do not play or fondle or caress…), feeling its
hardness. I take a mouthful of champagne, hold it in my mouth and
then place my mouth on his cock. It slips inside. I swallow the
champagne, lick the shaft, lick the tip of his cock, take it into
my mouth again. I place my hands on his arse and let him fuck my
mouth. I take a hand from his arse and touch my engorged cunt lips,
push two fingers inside myself.

"Lady Vi is soaking wet," I tell him.

He groans again. I look up. He's staring down at
me. As I take his cock in my mouth once again he closes his eyes
and rocks on his heels.

I move away from him. He moans with frustration
but I'm in control and I know what I want. I know what he wants
too. I really do. I reach behind me and into the leather bag, take
out a black dildo and ball gag. I stand before him, my nipples
brushing against his chest hair, sending little crackles of
anticipation right to my core and tell him to open his mouth. He
obliges, frustration replaced by a wild look. He loves this toy. He
loves that I love this toy. I tighten the strap behind his head so
that he's standing before me, six inches of thick black cock
jutting from his mouth. I take the cock into my mouth and lick the
end suggestively. Then I order him to kneel. Now I lie on the floor
and expose myself to him, no window between us now. I reach down
and pull myself open, shove my ass upward. He is staring at my
opening, at my engorged lips and pulsing clit, devouring me with
his eyes.

"Fuck me with that black cock," I tell him and I
think about what's going through his head, about how different this
woman is from his wife, how she tells it as she likes it.

He inches forward and I lay back, closing my
eyes. I feel the nub of the cock against my clit. Tiny jolts of
pleasure cause miniature spasms in the pit of my stomach and on any
other night I'd allow him to tease me for hours. But he's not in
control tonight. Lady Vi is in control, of both of us.

"Don't fuck about," I hear myself saying. "Give
it to me."

He issues another guttural groan. He has never
known me like this. In one slick movement the head of the cock
finds my opening and fills me. I look down. His eyes are staring at
the sight of the black cock entering my cunt, at my puffed up clit.
He doesn't even know I'm looking at him.

"Come on," I say through clenched teeth. "Fuck
me."

He pulls his head back and plunges again,
filling me up, drawing away, filling me once more. My pussy muscles
contract with each stroke. I hear myself moaning and this drives
him on, quickening his pace. I reach down and pull on his hair
until he grunts in pain. I let go and press my middle finger
against my clit, roll it gently from side to side. The feeling is
exquisite.

"Okay," I say. "Enough."

I draw back and the black cock slides out of me.
I can see the disappointment in his eyes. But it's not over. I take
the ball gag out of his mouth. A thin trail of saliva comes away
with it. His mouth is wet, his tongue hanging down.

"Lick my pussy," I tell him. "Lick it with that
tongue. Nice and easy…"

He dips his head and starts to lick at me with
long, strong strokes. He's groaning again. He has always been
enthusiastic when it comes to giving head but tonight he's
ravenous. I feel his tongue licking up and down my labia, licking
the outside of my lips. And then I feel it working its way inside
until it’s a solid chunk of meat penetrating my cunt. I gasp. It
drives him on. He works his way up to my clit and focusses on the
pearly redness for a while. I can feel it dancing to and from
beneath his tongue. Then he opens his mouth and takes my baby
inside, sucking on it, working it between his lips.

"Yes," I hiss. "Like that."

My breathing is heavier now. I can feel it all
building inside of me. Each time he tugs on my clit I feel another
deep pulse of pleasure run through me. My legs tremble
involuntarily. I hear myself gasping and issuing tiny mewling
sounds. I've never made sounds like that before, nothing so
uninhibited, so separate from myself. He's moaning too, urging me
on. I imagine his cock between his legs, how hard it must be, how
desperate he must be to fuck me. But Lady Vi doesn't want fucking
yet. Lady Vi wants to get off.

I could let him go on with tonguing me all
night. I could come two or three times here and still want more.
Instead I push him off me, order him to sit back. I reach across
for the rabbit, switch it on. I mess around with the settings,
trying to get it just right. I get the head rotating, the
ball-bearings whirring, the tiny rabbit ears vibrating at a
thousand miles an hour and then, right in front of him I stuff the
delicious purple beast deep inside myself.

"Fuck," I say, to nobody.

"Fuck," he says, in a world of his own.

He's playing with his cock now, wanking off in
front of me. I can see its bulging, engorged redness, the pre-come
at the tip. I can smell his lust. But I don't want it, not yet. I
want the rabbit to tip me over the edge. I push it deeper inside
until the rabbit ears are dancing lightly against my clit and then,
after only a few seconds, I feel it all happening. My pussy starts
to clench, the muscles in my belly do the same. I hear myself
issuing throaty moans. I grit my teeth.

"Grrrrrrnnnnnnnnnnrrrrrrrr. Ugh ugh ugh ugh.
Grrrnnnnnnrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr."

And then I'm coming, coming, coming on the
vibrating rabbit while he watches me and wanks his cock and I'm
calling out.

"God I'm coming. Oh god, Oh god."

Still in the throes of it all I reach across and
throw a condom in his direction. For a second he looks stunned and
then a dawning realisation appears in his eyes. When you fuck a
prostitute you wear a condom. Period.

"Do it now," I say to him. "She's all wet and
open for you."

He slips the condom on with trembling fingers
and poises himself above me and then in an instant he's inside me,
plunging onto me from above. Another orgasm wells up within me, a
second wave. I pull him into me and thrust my buttocks forward,
eager to have him take me now, eager to feel the full force of him.
He's eager too, all animal grunts and forceful lunges. It doesn’t
take him long. He starts to shake, shake and judder as his orgasm
rips through him. He presses forward as deep as possible, until
he's completely and utterly within me, part of me, until we're
conjoined in one beautiful and synonymous moment.






When it's over, when his breathing is settling
down, when the sweat on our bodies starts to feel cool, I push him
off me. I don't kiss him. I leave him there on his back in the
middle of the floor, his bronzed skin bathed in red lamplight. As I
exit the room I turn the light off.

He opens his mouth to speak.

"Don't," says Lady Vi. "I didn't tell you to say
a thing."

In the bedroom I take the wig off and place it
back in the suitcase, folding it neatly into place. I discard the
boots and pull the crotchless tights off too. I stand naked before
the mirror for thirty seconds, reminding myself of the real me
beneath the outfit, the married woman with a good husband. I slip
into bed and rest my head on the pillow. I can hear him on the
stairs, making his way to bed. I reach over and switch off the
bedroom lamp, close my eyes and pretend to be asleep. I feel him
climb into bed beside me. He rests one hand on my thigh for a
second or two and then takes it away again. He knows not to speak
until morning.
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Chapter 8 – The Principal’s Office

I’m waiting in the secretary’s office, wearing a
high ponytail—covered in a pretty white satin ribbon—and my
standard Catholic schoolgirl uniform (a white button-down oxford
shirt and khaki pleated skirt, white knee socks, and shiny black
penny loafers). I’m very nervous, biting my fingernails as I’m
trying to flip through a pamphlet about underage drinking, but it’s
useless. My hands are shaking so badly that I can’t even turn the
pages and the information isn’t anything I don’t already know.

The secretary looks up, casting me a bored,
what-are-we-going-to-do-with-you? glance. I’ve been in here before,
too many times to count. “The principal will see you now, Miss
Sullivan.”

I gather up my backpack and purse and head
towards Mr. Bailey, who’s waiting for me in the doorway of his
office. He’s striking, as usual, with sharp, definite features and
a lean yet sturdy body. He’s wearing one of his many expensive,
elegant suits that looks as if it was tailor-made to fit his
body.

“How nice to see you, again, Miss Sullivan,” he
greets me sarcastically, closing the door behind us. “Have a seat.”
He motions towards the chair across from his desk. “And spit out
that gum,” he says sternly, bringing over a trashcan. I comply,
smiling sweetly at him. “Very good. I don’t like that sarcasm in
your smile, but we’ll work on that later.”

He takes his own seat and glances down at my
file before him. He looks up at me. “If you weren’t such a
brilliant student, I would’ve expelled your ass a long time ago.
But I can’t and I won’t. Your grades are impeccable and your
extracurricular involvement with the school is admirable, filled
with heart and dedication.”

He stands up and begins pacing, glancing out the
window every now and then. “For ages, I was at a loss as to what to
do with you. I mean, Christ, you’ve got a list of transgressions as
long as my dick.”

I start laughing, turning crimson.

“Oh, you think that’s funny, Cassie?” he
inquires, whipping around to face me, his expression an annoyed and
serious one. “It’s a compliment for me—not for you. Besides, since
when did such a mature 18-year-old, such as yourself, start finding
things like that so hilarious?”

“I’m sorry. Your statement just shocked me.
That’s all.”

“Yeah? Well, stop getting so shocked so easily,”
he says wearily. “Anyways, before I was so rudely interrupted by
your sudden outburst of immaturity,” he continues, clenching his
jaw in anger as he circles me, “I was stumped for the longest time
as to what to do with you, when it hit me this morning on the way
over here. Your punishment hasn’t been strict enough, strict enough
to scare you from screwing up again.” His tone is menacing and I
feel my stomach knotting up.

He goes over to his desk, rummages through the
top drawer, and pulls out a wooden ruler. I shrink back in horror.
He smiles, amused by my fear. “Perhaps this,” he says, waving the
ruler in the air, “will help you with your discipline problem.”

“You’re joking,” I say, staring at him in
disbelief. “Hasn’t this kind of thing been outlawed since the ‘50s
or ‘60s?”

“Not here.”

I scoff at him. “I don’t believe you. You’re
lying.”

“What if I am?” He shrugs. “It doesn’t matter
because I’m the principal and you will do as I say.”

“Go to hell,” I tell him, furious.

“The more you defy me, the harder I’ll be on
you.” He gives me a smug smile.

Grabbing me gently by the arm, he leads me over
to the desk. “You leave me no other choice, Cassie. We must put an
end to your rebelliousness. Now, lean over the desk, place both
hands flat down in front of you, and spread your legs apart.” I
obey. He rubs my back soothingly. “Trust me. This is for your own
good.”

He unbuttons my skirt, letting it fall to the
floor, and rubs my backside. I feel the heat rushing to my groin.
“Mm, I love these panties.” They’re white and ruffly. His hand cups
my sex and my breath catches. “They’re crotchless,” he whispers,
his voice hoarse with arousal.

“Surprised, Mr. Bailey?” I ask, grinning coyly
at him over my shoulder.

“Yes,” he replies, smiling. “You never cease to
amaze me, Cassie. It’s one of the many things I adore about you.”
He hooks his fingers in the waistband of my skimpy panties and
pulls them down in one swift and smooth movement. “Step out of
them,” he instructs and I do as I’m told. “Nice,” he says,
commenting on my backside. He caresses it reverently before
planting a soft kiss on each ass cheek. “Very nice.” He sticks a
finger in my pussy and twists it around. “You’re already wet.”

Almost boldly, I turn around and face him. A
look of surprise registers on his face as I take his hand, the one
that has been toying with my sex on and off throughout this whole
titillating ordeal, and bring it up to my lips, sucking on his
fingers greedily and hungrily.

“Christ, Cass,” he says, staring at me with a
look that is a mixture of admiration and awe. “You’re
stunning.”

My cheeks start to redden. I smile shyly at him.
The attraction between us is intense, too intense. Suddenly, I’m
feeling very vulnerable. After all, I’m dressed in nothing but my
shirt, knee socks, and penny loafers, while he’s fully clothed. The
contrast excites me the point where I have no other choice but to
tear my gaze away from his.

He gently cups my chin in his hand, forcing me
to look him in the eye. “You have nothing to be embarrassed or
ashamed about. You really are truly quite a sight.” He caresses my
face softly and I tremble with anticipation and arousal against his
hand. He is so utterly dear to me that my vision blurs from my eyes
welling up with tears.

He regains his composure, his voice taking on a
matter-of-fact tone. “Here are the rules. I’m going to read out
every one of your transgressions from your file from least severe
to most severe. With every one that I read out, I’ll strike you
with the ruler and you’ll keep count out loud. Any questions?”

I shake my head.

“What’s that? I didn’t hear you.” He is taunting
me.

“No.”

“No, what?” he thunders, smacking my ass sharply
with his hand. I yelp, more out of surprise than from the pain.

“No, sir, Mr. Bailey.”

“That’s better,” he says, giving me a satisfied
smile. “Shall we begin?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Excellent!” He is beaming from ear to ear. “But
I always knew you were a fast learner,” he remarks. “Smoking on
school grounds,” he reads out, striking me lightly.

“One,” I count. “It relieves stress.”

“Find a healthier way to relieve stress.
Understand?” His tone is dispassionate.

“Yes, sir,” I reply.

“Falling asleep during class.” He strikes me
again, a little harder this time.

“Two.” I roll my eyes. “Aw, come on,” I whine.
“I was tired. Haven’t you ever pulled all-nighters? With all of the
damn work they give us here, I’m willing to bet money that college
is way easier.”

“It’s rude and you miss important
information…Skipping out of detention.” He strikes me harder.

“Three,” I count. “Do you realize how boring
detention gets? There’s nothing to do but stare at the walls.”

“That’s the whole point of detention—to bore you
to death so you won’t want to return. And when you skip out of it,
you’re not being an adult, who takes the proper accountability for
what landed you in there in the first place…Inappropriate skirt
length.” Thwack!

Sweat forms on my brow. The harder his blows
become, the more aroused I get. “Four,” I count. “The skirts are so
lame looking at their normal length. They make us look like
nuns.”

“I don’t care. You will let the hem down back to
its normal length. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good…Having sex with your boyfriend in the
men’s locker room shower.” Thwack!

“Five,” I count. “He had just won his basketball
game and we wanted to celebrate.”

He shakes his head in disbelief, letting out an
exasperated sigh. “You and your boyfriend are not animals that need
instant gratification at any time and place. You’re humans…Skipping
school.” Thwack!

“Six,” I count. “Seriously, this hellhole can
get so oppressive and unbearable. One needs to take a break from
time to time.”

“That’s what the weekends and holidays are for.
From now on, unless you have a legitimate excuse, you will do as
you’re told. You will come to class.” His voice is stern.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.” He tenderly strokes my face.

He puts the ruler away. I kneel down and start
to pick up my discarded clothes from the floor, when he objects.
“Wait a minute.” He holds up his hand. “I’m not through with you
yet.” I give him an agonizing, weary look as he opens the top
drawer of his desk and rummages through it. He obviously enjoys
keeping me in suspense.

He pulls out a bottle of aloe vera lotion and I
begin to relax, feeling foolish for being so scared. “Come over
here and lie face down across my lap. I know you must be sore,” he
says, giving me a gentle smile.

I comply and he applies the lotion to my
stinging buttocks with quiet care. I wince. “I’m very proud of the
way you took your punishment. You were a real trouper—even if you
did try to rationalize your bad behavior every step of the way.” He
laughs softly.

When he’s done, he pulls me up gently so that
I’m sitting on his lap, straddling him. “Take off your shirt. It’s
obstructing my view from those beautiful, perky breasts of yours.”
Slowly and confidently, I undo the buttons, one by one, my gaze
never leaving his. Once I’m through, I take it off and fling it
across the room. He stares at me, impressed by my boldness. His
eyes, dark with desire, travel down to my breasts. He begins
sucking on them greedily, hungrily. Moaning with pleasure, I look
down at him, furling my hands in his hair. The realization hasn’t
escaped me that he’s still fully dressed, while I’m wearing even
less now in my knee socks and penny loafers. I become more and more
wet. Just when I’m craving more, he stops. He smiles as I let out a
frustrated sigh. He really enjoys keeping me on my toes.

“Now it’s time for your reward.” His fingers
gently part my moist folds and he begins caressing them. I groan.
“Jesus, you’re soaking wet,” he whispers, his voice hoarse with
arousal.

“Please, Mr. Bailey. I’m a good girl,” I protest
feebly.

“Oh, no, Cassie. I don’t think so,” he scoffs.
“Good girls don’t get so wet. They also don’t wear crotchless
underwear and shave their pussies, wearing them all naked and
lewd.”

“I shave it for hygienic purposes, sir.”

“Oh, I’m sure you do,” he says mockingly. “Just
admit it, Cassie. You shave it because it feels good. Repeat after
me: It feels good.” His thumb begins circling my clitoris while the
other fingers continue pulsing in and out of my wetness.

“It feels good,” I murmur, moving rhythmically
against his hand. His other hand begins deliciously tweaking my
nipples. “Oh, so good!” I cry out, coming all over his hand.

“Get up on the desk on your hands and knees,” he
orders softly. I obey him. He produces a black leather blindfold
from his pocket and slips it over my eyes, securing it behind my
head. He kneels behind me. I hear the rustling of him undoing his
belt buckle, unzipping his pants, and yanking down his underwear. I
lick my lips and bow my head in anticipation. His enormous length
enters me and he begins thrusting vigorously, grasping my hips
tightly. I pump against him, reveling in the sounds of our
lust-filled moans and our bodies slapping together. “I’m gonna give
you all my jism and cum. You’ll do whatever I say, won’t you?” he
whispers huskily in my ear.

“Oh, yes,” I gasp. He wraps his hand around my
ponytail and pulls hard. His cock grazes against my G-spot. “Ah!” I
squeal. I love being taken like this. I feel so wholly owned and
carnal.

“That’s right. Do you know why? I can tell by
the way you fuck my fingers that you’re begging to be fucked and
how your cum seeps down your thighs each time I smack that ruler
across your ass.” He yanks my ponytail this way and that. “The
pleasure, the pain—you want it all.” His body begins to spasm and
he pulls me close, riding out the wave of his orgasm. My body
shudders uncontrollably and a series of contractions roll out, my
orgasm tumbling out after his.

He disengages himself from me and plops down in
his chair, struggling to catch his breath.

I remove the blindfold. Straightening up, I sit
on the edge of the desk. My breathing is labored as well.

“Come over here,” he says, his arms
outstretched. “It’s much more comfortable over here than on that
cold, hard desk.”

Leisurely, I stride over to him. He pulls me
down on his lap and holds me close, nuzzling my cheek. “Was it
everything you imagined?” Although he’s smiling lazily at me, I
notice there’s a worried edge to his voice.

“Even better,” I reassure him, kissing him
lightly on the forehead, and stroking his hair lovingly. “In some
ways, you were aching for this more so than I was.”

“You’re right,” he admits sheepishly. We laugh.
“What can I say?” He smiles shyly. “I’ve always liked the fact that
you’re 10 years younger than me. It also doesn’t hurt that you can
easily pass for being in your 20s.”

“I know you do, my 41-year-old pervert.” We
laugh again. “That was great of Jeff and Leslie to lend us their
school after hours so we could act out this fantasy.”

“I know,” he agrees. “They’ve always had such
huge hearts…So, how’d you like Leslie as “the secretary”?”

“She was fantastic! She didn’t slip out of
character once,” I marvel.

“I know.” He nods, trying to stifle a
giggle.

I’m trying to stifle my own laughter as well.
It’s useless. The both of us take one look at each other and we
crack up.

“Promise me I’ll get to pay another visit to
your office?” I gaze up at him expectantly.

“You can bet on it.” My lover winks, a devilish
grin playing upon his lips as he kisses me deeply and
passionately.
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Chapter 9 – Alterations






We liked cutting fabric. By day we would cut and
sew costumes, just the two of us. We worked from orders and sold at
markets and did pretty well out of it. The work room at the back of
his place was always strewn with fabric strips, glitter glue,
sequins and bits of lame off-cuts, and god knows what. I loved it
there. Sometimes we’d work at my place too and spread everything
out on my double bed. Later, at night I would feel a sharp sequin,
or even a pin in there, and think of him with a smile. Working on
my bed was probably a bit too friendly, considering he wasn’t
single, but what the hell. We were focussed on the work and we were
a great team.

We made weird stuff out of boring stuff, made it
glitter and shine, drape and flow. We were so much into the same
thing that in the end we could hardly remember who had done what.
Our creative efforts just blended. Sometimes we forget whose idea
was whose too, as we talked. It all just flowed, and the end result
looked like the work of a single person though we made equal input.
That’s pretty good in a partner—a work partner I mean. And it’s not
often you meet a straight man who is that much into sparkles and
fabrics. He’s pretty special.

We never used patterns, only scissors and pins;
it was all original, all one-off pieces, and all made up as we went
along. We never used a dummy either. We took turns being the model
but it was often me because a lot of what we made were for women
dancers. He would drape things on me to shape them, measure and cut
things. I always found it erotic having to stand still while he
handled me like that, lifted my arms, parted my legs and did what
he had to do to shape the costume. I felt undeclared excitement
when he leant in close and cut fabric off my body, around my waist
sometimes or down into my cleavage to get the right neckline. It
got so the sound of those heavy fabric scissors, the way it went
through the fabric over and over, circling my waist, my arms, my
thighs, it had a sexy sound for me. But he had the girlfriend and
they seemed steady, so I tried not to think about it. But she
didn’t seem right for him somehow. She wasn’t into what we did. We
shared that, just me and him and our customers who were growing in
number all the time. It was getting to be a regular little business
we were stitching up out of nothing; it was taking shape.

It was morning and we were in his workroom. His
girlfriend was in the other end of the house getting ready for
work. We had had a big order of fifteen costumes for a dance class
and had been up all night with it. We hadn’t quite got them all
done. I had crashed on the couch and was feeling heavy and tired in
my body, a pleasant feeling, just relaxed.

He was looking tired and disheveled too, just
the way I liked him. I started noticing little details of his body
that I hadn’t seen before, like how nice his bare feet looked and
how his nipples showed through his t-shirt. He was in the same
jeans and a faded blue t-shirt he had worn nearly every day this
summer. The jeans were smeared with fabric glue, paint, glitter and
just about every art material known to man. The shirt was torn at
the neck a little. I watched him cutting along a chalk-lined fabric
on the floor; it was black velveteen. I could see his forearm
rippling as he cut and realized I was becoming dangerously
attracted. I was just thinking of going and making another coffee
and blowing some smoke into some fresh air before starting, when he
asked for help.

“I need to try this one again,” he said, without
looking up.

“Ok,” I said and stood up like a scarecrow. He
held the costume up, pinched it under my arms, marking it and
pinning it. I could see us in the huge mirrors and watched him
crouching down in front of me and reaching around my waist. It was
a good look. I imagined for a crazy moment that his face was there
for another reason and that he might unzip my skirt and get down to
business.

“I need to get into this crotch,” he said, but
it was an old joke. It wasn’t the first time we had used that
line.

“Yeah, yeah, I know you do.”

“But I can’t check this properly with you
wearing a skirt. Can you change into this thing? I need to get the
thigh lines right. They’re uneven. Maybe we should simplify our
lives one day and actually use a tape measure and work from a
pattern on the bulk orders.”

“Nah,” I told him, “that would be mass
production. The fact that every one is slightly different adds
something special to the costumes as a whole. I wouldn’t like them
to be identical.”

“I agree, but different lengths on each side of
the shorts might be going a bit far. People won’t get it, they’ll
just think we are careless.”

“Well, measure them.”

“I want to see what they look like on anyway. I
think they need shortening. They should be almost like leotards,
like boy-leg underwear.”

“Yeah, I think so too,” I said, wondering what
to wear under it if I tried it on.

“I’ll put the coffee on and you can wear this
thing and I’ll be back to check it out.”






While he was gone I stripped and wondered,
should I put it on without anything underwear and surprise him? I
decided to do it. He was only checking the leg seams and I admit I
would enjoy the turn on of having him so close. Maybe it was the
late night—I was in a funny headspace.

The black velveteen was pretty thin and I
wondered if I was doing the right thing. Luckily, I had just shaved
so it looked nice on and probably much better without an underwear
line. It was tight. I enjoyed wearing it and was checking it out in
the mirror, doing a few pseudo-ballet moves before he came
back.

“Oh, it looks better than I thought,” he said,
startling me just a little. “If we just cut the outside of the legs
up a bit for a sexier line it will be better though. I don’t know
why we were having so much trouble, it must have just been
late.”

I hitched them up at the sides and had a look.
“Yeah, I agree. Do it.”

“Turn around,” he ordered. We always ordered
each other around. It’s an art thing. You always objectify the
model; it’s nothing personal. That’s the whole point; of course
it’s not personal. I turned so he could check it out from the
back.

“Mmm, it’s very good I think.” I felt his hand
down my back and over my ass, smoothing the fabric. It felt good.
Still, it wasn’t really suggestive. We were tactile when working.
We weren’t afraid of each other.

He got to work then, objectifying, focused, for
a good twenty minutes. He pinched the v-line seam between the tits
a bit tighter and sewed it up on the spot. He was so focussed that
he barely noticed leaning in and biting off the last thread with
his teeth! I felt the brush of his hair on my neck and it tickled
me in a delicious way. He hadn’t even noticed that I was a living
person I think. But I noticed him, smelt his hair, felt his lips
near my skin, and I felt a clenching in the nipples that spread out
to that sweet shock between my legs. But he had improved the
neckline a lot, so I hoped the frustration would be worth it. I
tried to think of something else.

Then he went to work on the back, sliding his
fingers along the back of the shorts to straighten them and then
pulling the sides out to check the length. He did everything in a
visual and tactile way. We never used numbers or tape measures. If
he had to measure he would spread his fingers or hands out and work
by comparisons. “Costumes are for looking at, so we are doing it by
looking,” he told people when they thought our method was unusual.
It was a good method, but every time I felt his forefinger sliding
along the seams around my upper thighs I was getting wetter between
the legs. My knees were feeling weak and, in a more practical way,
my arms were getting tired of being held out from my sides.

“I’m tired,” I heard myself saying.

“Hmm?” he said, looking up with pins in his
mouth, giving me another shock with his beautiful eyes. “Oh. I
haven’t even got to the cutting yet. They have to be shortened by
an inch or two at the sides and maybe half an inch to an inch in
the inner leg. Take a breather. The coffee is probably cold by now,
I forgot about it.”

I was relieved to flop down on the mat in a
sunbeam and stretch, while he went to get our long overdue coffee.
We always got absorbed in our work together and one of the best
things was that our relaxation was so much more enjoyable after
sustained concentration. Not that I had been able to concentrate
today. He just looked and smelt and felt so nice, his touch was so
sure and his innocent concentration gave me a devilish wish to
distract and disturb him, to conquer him somehow, to break his
resolve. I wondered if he had ever thought about me the way I
thought about him. As I was lying there wondering, I think I
drifted to sleep for a few minutes. I opened my eyes a little and
noticed through the glare of the sunlight that he hadn’t left; he
was standing there silently, looking at me, or more specifically
looking at my crotch.

“Spread your legs for a minute,” he said. This
was all par for the course.

I groaned. “I’m taking a breather, remember.
Slave driver. I wish this one fit you, so I could wield the
scissors now.” But I spread them, putting my hands under my head
and blissing out on the golden warmth of the sunbeam on the floor
and the deep arousal he had brought out in me. I felt like a lazy
cat.

“You can still rest. I just noticed
something.”

I felt him kneel down between my legs and start
feeling along the seams, pulling the cloth up between my legs and
then tugging it down to make sure the sides were even. Then he
started up again running his finger underneath the seams, circling
the tops of my thighs.

Not a word was said when he reached the fabric
on my inner thigh and slid his forefinger up inside and touched my
wetness. My heart skipped a beat and I felt love flooding in my
blood, pulsing between my legs. No sooner had he done this than he
went back to what he had been doing before, and started taking pins
out and fiddling with seams. I started to think I had imagined it
but I could feel the slippery moisture and swelling coming to where
he had touched me. I wanted to feel his hands reach under my ass
and pull my pussy up to his face, wanted him to bury his face there
and suck hard. I was getting carried away and trying not to squirm.
What was he feeling? I opened my eyes in the blinding sun and saw
him there, a halo of light around his wavy light brown hair, him
looking down between my legs entranced, with his wrist against his
loose t-shirt, pinning it to his taut stomach because his hand was
against the front of his jeans. When I saw that massive bulge there
I stopped breathing for a minute. How I wanted to touch it and rub
it with my own hand. I pretended not to notice anything, I lay
there, barely breathing, letting the sunlight bathe me in golden
heat, letting the black close fur of the fabric absorb that
sunlight and thaw me from inside out. The heat was gathering all
the time between my legs where his fingers still played with the
side seams, or caressed me, in my confusion I could no longer tell.
Then I heard the familiar sound of the heavy scissors sliding on
the floor as he lifted them and I thought maybe he was going back
to work after all.

“Don’t worry, I”ll be so careful. Tell me if you
want me to stop.” This was ordinary talk for us and there was no
need for it. I trusted him completely. I was used to the feel of
him cutting fabric next to my skin, with the heavy cold feel of the
smooth iron of the fabric scissors sliding along safely under my
arms or around my neck while I held my hair up. I wasn’t worried,
far from it. I was impatient, desperate. I could hardly keep
still.

He pulled the fabric out from between my legs—it
must have been hot and wet— to make the first snip. Then when it
rested back in my crotch I felt the sliding of the cool metal into
the little slit of the fabric over my clit. He made the smallest of
cuts there and let the heavy weight of the scissors rest its shaft
against the length of my clit, now exposed to the pleasing feel of
the metal through the cut, exposed through the black velveteen
stretched over it. I felt the metal slid away and lifted and then,
with my eyes closed, sunlight bathing my red lids, my mind all
golden-red, I felt the tip of his tongue finger my clit between the
cloth. It was the most intimate touch. His breath was hot. I
groaned and panted, feeling to my amazement that I was almost ready
to come. Then his tongue was gone and I heard him take up the
scissors again. So gently, with such great care, I heard another
heavy cut through the fabric, down towards the floor. I was used to
him cutting fabric around me and shifting garments; I felt right at
home. His finger traced a line from the shaft of my clit to the
base of my opening, so that I could feel what he had done. The room
was heavy with silence, except for our breathing. His fingers
parted me and held there, trembling a little. Even before I looked,
I felt his longing gaze. When I opened my eyes we looked long at
each other, breathing, with our eyes locked. His face was full of
emotion and my heart was pounding. He was about to speak.

I raised my finger to my lips and said, “shhh.”
I lowered my eyes to his jeans and back to meet his. A glance was
all it took. He understood and obliged me, unbuttoning and bringing
out his beautiful big cock. His eyes met mine again and we were
entranced with each other and our unforeseen moment. There in the
slowly shifting sunbeam, his hips lowered down to mine and he
fucked me long and slow, through the ruined costume, reaching
deeper every time until we bathed each other in cum nectar. Our
gaze never moved from each other”s through the hazy sunlight. Then
we embraced for the first time, realizing our love, and kissed, and
lay in a side-to-side tangle.

He was the first to speak.

“That was trusting of you.”

“Well, I know you pretty well by now.”

Too happy to laugh, our voices were smiling with
our acknowledged love. The details of it were yet to be sorted out,
but we didn’t use patterns. We could just hold up our life, check
it out and with a few pins and a pair of scissors, we could make
whatever alterations we needed to.
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Chapter 10 – The Other Side of the Pole

It was my first day of class and I was beyond
excited. I had been wanting to take pole dancing classes for so
long now and couldn’t believe I was finally doing it. There was
some type of sexual curiosity that had always drawn me to the art
of pole dancing. I imagined being able to move in such an alluring
way as to have all eyes, male and female, entranced on me.

I arrived at the studio a few minutes early and
was unsure of what to expect, aside from a bunch of girls and
poles. When I entered the room, there were five women roughly
between the ages of 20 and 35 already inside. One of them was
stunning. She was tall and slender with a tiny waist and a tight,
rounded little ass. Her skin was flawless; smooth, creamy and
caramel colored. She had such soft, pouty lips, which I’m sure many
a man had enjoyed sucking on.

For a second I had to remind myself that I was
straight. She seemed to notice me staring, and stared back at me.
Thankfully, before I could make myself anymore awkward, the
instructor came out and started class.

Class was extremely difficult. The first actual
move involving the pole was us having to mount the pole and hold
ourselves up by clinging to the pole with our thighs. I jumped up
and held on, squeezing my thighs as tight as I could. Sweat began
dripping down my forehead.

I turned to my left to wipe the sweat on the
sleeve of my t-shirt and couldn’t help noticing this woman again.
She seemed like holding herself onto the pole was effortless. With
her muscles contracted you could really see the definition in her
beautiful body. Her ass looked so firm and grab-able; I just wanted
to take a bite out of it.

“What is wrong with me!?” I muttered to myself.
I mean seriously, last I checked I always found myself attracted to
the male sex.

Class ended. I was heading over to grab my stuff
when the beautiful woman approached me.

“Hi”, she said, “I’m Amber.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Crystal.”

She reached out her hand and I took it in mine.
Her skin was smoother than I had imagined. It was so soft. I wanted
to feel the rest of her. If her hand was that soft, imagine how
amazing the more tender parts of her body felt.

“I couldn’t help notice you were looking at me a
lot during class.”

Oh great, she had seen me staring. For all I
knew I had even been drooling. I tried to think of a logical
explanation for my behavior, when the following came out of my
mouth.

“It just seemed so easy for you; the pole I
mean. I was watching your technique.”

“Oh! Well the truth is this class is more of a
refresher course for me. You see, I pole danced a bit in college,
but I haven’t done it in a few years, and I just got a job at this
club, The Fox and the Hounds, so I wanted to get some practice
in.”

“Oh wow, that’s awesome.”

I was about to say something else when her phone
rang. She answered it. After a few “uh huhs” and an “ok, I’m on my
way”, she mouthed me an apology and waved as she headed towards the
door.

I grabbed my stuff and headed for the subway. As
I waited for the E to arrive, I started glancing at the other women
on the platform. There was a young blonde with a nice body; and
while I noticed that she was attractive, I felt no sexual desire
for her. Nor for the cute brunette, or the beautiful Asian woman.
What was it about Amber that had me worked up?

***

Class was only once a week; every Thursday
evening. It was finally Wednesday and I found myself extremely
excited; more for my encounter with Amber than for the class
itself.

I had a wet dream about her a couple of nights
ago. She was dancing for me. I was sitting on a folding chair
directly in front of a pole. From behind a blue, starry curtain, a
beautiful woman emerged in a black business trench coat and
matching hat with sexy black stilettos. Slow jazz music played in
the background.

The woman slithered towards the pole,
emphasizing the movement of her hips with every step. She stopped
when she reached the pole. She turned around, and with her back to
me started sliding slowly down the pole. As she slid down, she was
simultaneously undoing the buttons on her trench coat. She started
sliding back up, and slowly shook the coat off as she did.

The coat dropped to the floor, and she was left
in a white button up shirt, and a black lace thong. It was only
then that I realized it was Amber. I could recognize that firm,
sexy ass anywhere. She looked so beautiful I wanted to reach out
and touch her.

She dropped down to her hands and knees and
crawled towards me, arching her back. I wanted her; I desired her.
When she reached me, she put her hands on my knees and pulled
herself up onto my lap, straddling me. The feeling of her loins on
mine sent warm, shooting sensations throughout all the pleasure
centers of my body.

She placed her right hand on the back of my
neck. It was so soft! Her skin stimulated mine. I wanted to feel
more of it; I wanted the shirt to come off. She started gyrating on
top of me. My pussy was pulsating. My heart was beating like crazy.
She could feel my excitement and started leaning down to brush her
sexy, pouty lips to mine.

That’s when I woke up. I was not happy about it
either. That was one dream I really wanted to finish. Then I
realized, apparently I had finished something. The bed was soaking
wet. That was the first time I had ever cum.

The next day I woke up raring to go. It was all
I could do to get through the day in anticipation of my class.
Finally, I got off from work and went to hopefully get off
somewhere else. I had changed into spandex black jogging pants
which highlighted my own curves, and a red athletic top that would
give away a hint of cleavage whenever I bent over.

I entered the room, but there were only four
girls in the room. My heart sank when I realized that Amber was not
one of them. Hopefully she was just late. I mean there were still
10 minutes before class. I made casual chit chat with my other
classmates, and hinted at the fact that Amber was missing, but no
one else seemed to notice nor care.

The instructor must have overheard me, because
she chimed in.

“Amber took an earlier class today. She said she
had to work tonight.”

I thanked the instructor, but knowledge of her
whereabouts did not quell my disappointment over her absence.

Class dragged that evening. Sure, learning a new
move on the pole was fun, but my mind was elsewhere. I had worked
myself up all week; I needed to see Amber.

When class ended, something different came over
me. I grabbed my stuff and jetted out the door. I did not bother to
change clothes or wipe the sweat from my warm body. I was on a
mission; Amber was dancing that night, and I was not going to miss
it.

I hailed the first taxi I saw. I thought for a
moment, and was having trouble recalling the name of the club. I
asked the taxi driver if he knew a strip club with hounds in the
title.

“Oh yea; The Fox and the Hounds, of course I
know it! Fancy new joint uptown. It’s supposed to have a cigar
lounge and everything.”

It figures Amber was working in a nice joint.
She was too beautiful to be dancing at some random hole in the wall
joint.

“Take me there, please. The fastest route you
know.”

“Sure lady, no problem. Should be about 15
minutes.”

The cab driver weaned in and out of traffic,
driving at speeds that I would normally consider a bit precarious;
but not tonight. Tonight the speed of the cab further fueled my
already rushing blood. Moments later we arrived. I paid the cabbie
and jumped out.

The bouncer looked me up and down and refused to
let me in.

“Sorry lady, we don’t allow women in this
joint.”

“What about the women who work here; you let
them in.”

“Don’t be a smart ass with me lady.”

“Please, you have to let me in, my friend is
performing here for the first time tonight. Her name is Amber.”

“There is no way I’m letting you in this
club.”

Just then a beautiful blonde approached. The
bouncer smiled at her.

“Hi Chantal, come on in. You must be on late
tonight.”

“Thanks, Bernie.”

I pleaded again, “please let me in Bernie so
that I can see Amber perform!”

“For the last time, NO.”

Chantal, who was just inside the entry way, must
have heard me, because she turned around and came back outside.

“Did you say Amber?”

“Yes! She’s my friend and I promised I’d be here
to see her first performance.”

“I’ve already told her there are no women
allowed in the club.” Bernie reiterated.

“Oh come on Bernie, it’s her friend. Why don’t
you come inside with me and you can watch from behind the
curtain.”

I smiled and thanked her. Chantal was my new
favorite person, and apparently Bernie’s new least favorite
considering the glare he gave her as she led me through the
door.

“So cutie, ever considered working here?”

Thankfully when we were inside the music was so
loud I didn’t have to answer that question. The club was beautiful.
There were numerous poker type tables, all surrounded by plush red
velvet chairs. These tables lined the perimeter of a large circular
stage made of glistening black material, with a thick silver pole
in the center. In the back of the club was a wall to wall wet bar.
Off to the corners were small couches, on which men were receiving
lap dances.

I did not see Amber anywhere. Chantal led me
back behind the curtain to the area where the girls dressed and did
their makeup. There were a few sexy women getting ready, but Amber
was not there. Feeling frustrated, I walked back out towards the
back entrance to the stage. There was a stunning woman dressed like
a Grecian goddess waiting to go onstage. In the moment that she
bent over to adjust her stiletto the firm, round shape of her ass
showed through the material, and I realized it was Amber. She
looked more beautiful than I remembered. Her makeup was very
natural, and she had put delicate sparkles over her smooth skin.
She glowed the way you would expect an immortal being to radiate.
Inhumanely stunning. My face was flushed and there was heat
emanating from my pussy. I felt overcome by appreciation and pure
desire.

She didn’t see me. Suddenly another girl
appeared through the curtain. She must have just finished her
routine because she was hoarding a ton of dollar bills with her
offstage. Amber smiled at her. Different music suddenly came on,
very smooth, slow, sexy jazz music. Amber took a deep breath and
walked through the curtain.

This was it; she was going to start her
performance. I realized that I could not see. The curtain was a
black wall in front of me, blocking my view entirely. I moved off
towards the side of the stage. There was a slight break between the
curtain and the wall right at the end of the stage. I peered
through the hole and became mesmerized.

Amber was incredible. I watched as she slowly
slid down the pole. On the way back up, she gently unhooked the
shoulder strap on her Grecian gown and let it fall from her body as
she moved. She was moving as she had in my dream, only my reaction
to her was even stronger.

She was left in a beautiful white lace bra and
matching white lace thong. You could tell the men in the audience
were enjoying her. Money was strewn across the stage. Amber took to
the pole and flipped herself upside down. She split her legs open,
showing me the area I so desperately wanted to invade with my
tongue.

While she was upside down, she caught my eye.
She did not seemed surprised to see me; in fact the look she gave
me suggested she knew she’d find me there. For the rest of her
performance, each time she was facing my direction, she never took
her eyes off me.

She stood slowly swaying from side to side, with
her back on the pole. Her body was facing the curtain, but her eyes
were on me. She unhooked her bra with one hand, while she slowly
slid her other hand down over her stomach and into her crotch. I
let out a small choke. Sensing my reaction, she gave me a wicked
smile.






Then she let her bra fall casually to the stage
floor. Her breasts were divine. They were the perfect size; a nice
handful each. Her breasts were smooth and caramel colored, just
like the rest of her skin. I bet they tasted that sweet too. Her
nipples were hard. I could feel my pussy moistening, and I was sure
I was going to drip through my panties.

Suddenly the music finished, and Amber took a
bow and started sauntering off the stage. My heart was in my throat
as I was so desperate to know what would happen next. I wanted to
walk towards the entrance to the stage to meet her, but I was
frozen.

I could hear heels slowly approaching me, and I
knew it had to be Amber. Their soft rhythm was a perfect match to
the gait of her walk. As soon as she saw me her eyes remained
locked on mine. Neither one of us spoke.

She came over to me and ran her finger across my
lips, and then down to my chin. She tilted my head up slightly and
quickly brushed her lips across mine. Then she smiled at me. I
couldn’t hold it in any longer.

I put one hand around the back of her head and
pulled her down towards my mouth. I crushed my lips against hers,
so desperate to feel and taste her. With my other hand I grabbed
her breast. It was softer and more supple than I had imagined. My
pussy was on fire.

She kissed me back. She placed her hand on my
crotch, fondling me through my pants. It felt incredible. My pussy
was so wet that when she brought her finger back up my juice was
all over it. With the tip of her tongue, she slowly and
emphatically licked my juice off her finger.

I needed to taste her. My mouth was watering at
how sweet her juice was sure to taste. I dropped to my knees. I put
a hand on each of her thighs, ran them all the way up until each
hand was cupping one side of that incredible ass. I slid my fingers
beneath the white lace panties and pulled them down.

She was almost clean shaven, except for a small
landing strip. I ran my tongue down the landing strip and stopped
at her clitoris. I could feel her body trembling as I gently sucked
on her clit, but for me it was a tease. I was focused on her cum; I
had to know the savor of her cum.

I made my way down and ran my tongue in small
circular motions around the lips to her pussy. She started
dripping. Her sweet syrup was amazing. I needed more; I wanted it
to surround my tongue. I licked my way inside her. She was so moist
and tight. My tongue explored her sensuous cavern. I could hear her
moaning in pleasure. Her body felt limp in my hands.

I thrust my tongue upward and back, deeper into
her. She screamed. I had found her G-spot. I pushed my tongue
slowly into that same spot again. She screamed louder. Excited by
the pleasure I was giving her, I started thrusting it faster. Each
time I hit the G-spot I heard her scream. She was out of control.
Her pussy got warmer and juicier.

I could feel it; she was going to cum. I was
lightheaded from the ecstasy I was feeling over going down on her.
It was incredible. I squeezed her ass tightly and kept thrusting.
Her screaming turned to panting. Her panting got faster. Then it
happened; she came. Her cum was unimaginable; I came from the
essence of it. Never had I tasted anything so ambrosial.

***

Since that experience I have not felt such an
overwhelming desire for another woman; I‘ve only been with men. But
I still think of Amber every time I cum.

###

Thank you for reading Readerotica, Sponsored by
Vibrators.com, where the coupon code “Readerotica”
will save you 10% off your incredibly private order. We support
Readerotica through selling you your best vibrator, privately and
professionally. If you liked what you read today, please take a
look at our outstanding vibrator selection.

(continued) or (Click here to return to the
Table of
Contents)











cover.jpg
Readerotica Vol. 6

by PriveCo Inc. Deeply Satisfying





