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 Chapter 1 – Artistic License

Joanna had seen plenty of high quality erotic art in
her time. As managing director of The Red Room, a gallery
specializing in erotic, sensual pieces of fine art and sculpture,
she had the pleasure of feasting her eyes on a daily basis.

But this was something else. The newly hung
painting, called simply Adam, part of tomorrow’s exhibition, had
been invading Joanna’s fantasies for the past two days. Even now
she kept finding reasons to leave her office and walk across the
gallery to sneak another glance.

It was a fairly straightforward nude in the
classical style, beautifully done certainly, but it was the model
that had caught Joanna’s eye. Rather than a voluptuous young woman
draped over a couch, it was a guy. A young, buff, totally sexy guy
with his head hung back over the couch, eyes closed and lips
slightly parted, his lush lower lip begging to be kissed. A swathe
of red fabric draped over his legs and hips, but falling away to
reveal an impressive cock, lying fat and soft against a muscled
thigh. The artist had put so much detail into the painting it could
almost be a photograph, and Joanna could easily imagine reaching
out to touch him, watching him grow even bigger in her hands…
Perhaps it was just too long since she had been laid. After an
amicable divorce eighteen months ago, her love life had been
definitely lacking. There was no shortage of offers, but Joanna
hadn’t met anyone who really stirred her passions and in any case,
she found dating tedious. All that talking and dining and asking
polite questions when what it really boiled down to was; did you
want to have sex with each other? So far Joanna’s answer had been
no. Again her thoughts wandered to the painting in the gallery. Now
there was a man she could definitely say yes to.

She said yes later that night, lying in a bed that
was too big for one person, her hand working between her legs as
she imagined the man from the painting with his mouth on her,
imagined running her expensively manicured nails across his toned
chest. The word came out as a long drawn out moan as she climaxed.
She rolled over in bed, physically satisfied at least, but felt a
pang as she realized that the painting would no doubt be sold the
next day, and Adam would be hanging on someone else’s wall. She
woke the next morning, head still full of erotic images of Adam,
and realized there may in fact be a way to assuage her fantasies.
Hand trembling slightly, she flipped through her phone, looking for
the contact she needed…

Later that day Joanna stood next to a prominent city
politician and his wife, sipping her champagne and looking demure
as they showered her with compliments. Inside however she was
fizzing. The exhibition was going down a storm and the buzz in the
room was tangible. The one that had everyone talking was, of
course, Adam. Although thrilled it was a hit, Joanna found herself
feeling almost possessive over the painting, part of her wanting to
cover that perfect male form, shielding it from any eyes other than
her own.

Hearing an excited murmur behind her, Joanna turned
to see a young man entering the gallery looking nervous, and her
stomach did a backflip.

It was him.

He caught her eye and she waved him over, her lips
curving into a smile. It had been easy enough to get his contact
details from the artist and to ring with an invitation to the
exhibition. She had been surprised to discover that his name was
really Adam; Joanna had assumed it was a reference to the
primordial man, rather than the actual name of the model. In fact,
until she had heard his real and unmistakably male voice over the
phone she had never thought of him as being a real person at all
off, he had only come alive in her fantasies. Remembering the
shuddering climax she had brought herself to last night over his
image Joanna felt a hot blush creep over her face as he
approached.

As he got closer she felt the slow burn of desire
start between her thighs. He was as delicious as his painting;
indeed the artist had captured the essence of him so perfectly that
he could have just strolled out of the frame. Clad in jeans and a
simple white shirt, his physique looked every bit as perfect had
been depicted. As for his face…The painting prepared her his strong
jawline, full mouth with that bee-stung lower lip that was begging
to be bitten, but hadn’t revealed the intensity of those green
eyes. She would have thought it impossible, but he was even more
desirable, even more blatantly fuckable than his picture.

As he approached his eyes appraised her, giving her
a knowing smile that made her cheeks burn. Although their
conversation had been brief, Joanna had hoped she had injected just
enough of her desire into her voice for him to guess at her
motives. Champagne flute in hand, Joanna sauntered over to him,
letting her hips sway under her tight skirt. He was gazing at her,
watching her approach. It turned her on to have the object of her
desire these past few weeks looking back at her with lust in his
eyes, enough that she felt her nipples harden beneath the thin red
silk of her blouse.

He took the hand she offered and lifted it to his
lips, his eyes never leaving hers. Joanna felt a frisson of
pleasure run through her as his mouth grazed her skin. She wanted
him, she decided, and soon.

“You’ve attracted quite a crowd,”
she murmured as the small gathering standing admiring Adam started
to come over, no doubt to admire the real thing.

“To be honest,” he lowered his
voice so that she had to lean into him slightly, catching his
clean, masculine smell, “I didn’t think there would be so many
people here. I was hoping we could be a bit
more…private.”

Hardly believing her own daring, Joanna slipped her
arm through his.

“Why don’t we get some refreshments?” she said
lightly, her stomach churning. She couldn’t remember ever being so
physically affected by a man.. She looked down at her arm linked
through his, at her scarlet nails again his thick, tanned forearms,
and wanted to run them up and down his skin. Or preferably his
back. To grip those firm ass cheeks as he plunged in and out of
her. A slow burn began in her lower belly as the images filled her
mind, and judging by the path his eyes were taking along the curves
of her body, he was seeing something similar. He made no
protestation as she steered him into her office, and Joanna smiled
at the sudden sense of power she felt as she closed the door and
turned to him, letting her desire blaze in her eyes.

He took a step towards her, his tongue flickering
over his lips as if nervous, and Joanna closed the gap between them
and wound her arms around his neck, her eyes fixed on that lush
mouth. She saw his throat move as he swallowed, felt the tremble in
his strong hands as they went around her, cupping her ass, and she
smiled with the knowledge that right now, he was hers for the
taking.

Their lips touched, tentatively at first, then he
crushed her to him and ground his mouth against hers so that she
could feel the scrape of his stubble against her skin. His tongue
plunged her mouth in a way that made her think instantly of other
parts of him entering her, and a moan escaped her involuntarily. He
was, as his picture had promised, all raw male. She pushed her hips
against his and felt him hard through his jeans, straining for
release. Determined to remain in control she stepped back and took
a deep breath, letting her eyes roam over him slowly.

“Strip,” she said softly, relishing the look of
surprise in his eyes, and allowing herself a flicker of triumph as
he pulled his top over his head.

He was as perfectly formed as his painting, all
chiseled lines and smooth hardness, and she raked her nails lightly
across his chest as he unzipped his jeans. Followed quickly by his
underwear, his cock sprang eagerly into her hand. She gripped him
firmly, feeling her pussy twitch in response as he groaned, and
pushed him back towards her desk.

“I want you inside me,” she said, seeing his eyes
grow dark with desire as she hiked up her skirt with her free hand.
He reached for her as he perched back on her desk, pulling her
panties urgently to the side and testing her with his fingertips to
find her already swollen; already wet.

She straddled him, kissing him roughly as his hands
went inside her shirt to knead her breasts, using her hand to guide
him inside her. She gasped at the thickness of him, at the feel of
him straining against her, and steadying herself against his chest
Joanna buried her face against her his neck and began to move in a
sensuous rhythm, moving her hips against his. She needed this;
would allow herself this moment of total abandon, and bit his neck
to keep from moaning as he kneaded her ass cheeks, grinding her
onto him. She picked up her pace, riding him until she could feel
the tension building within her, feel the waves about to break over
her body, and she tipped her head back and rocked urgently as she
felt her climax approaching.

Adam gripped her hips, the sight of this beautiful
woman fucking him, lost in her own pleasure, driving him towards
his own release. She bit her lips as she clenched around him, her
orgasm so intense she felt her toes curl, and he came seconds
later, letting his breath out in a low growl.

They shuddered against each other, slick with each
other’s juices, then she stepped back, tugging her skirt down even
as he reached for her.

“I have to get back to the exhibition,” she said
softly, leaning in and kissing him swiftly on the lips.

Joanna left him tugging his clothes back on, blowing
him a kiss over her shoulder as she sauntered away. All Adam could
do was gaze after her, watching her swaying figure walk away from
him with the languorous moves of a woman who had thoroughly
satisfied herself.
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Chapter 2
– Breast Friends

I knew Kristen was feeling down, when I stopped by
her house to visit with her and her baby son. But I was surprised
at how well she looked. She’d just had Jeremy seven months before,
and was still positively glowing – her face, her skin, her eyes.
She still had a bit of ‘baby-fat’ on her body, and her breasts were
massively swollen. Motherhood was obviously agreeing with her, at
least from a physical standpoint.

But she wasn’t doing so well emotionally. Because
her husband, Evan, had just left her three months earlier. “I
didn’t even know he was cheating on me,” my long-time friend
lamented, sitting on the couch in her living room and twisting her
hands in her lap. “Not until he told me he was leaving – to live
with this other … woman. When we’d just had a beautiful baby
together!” She shuddered with exasperation and stared down at her
writhing hands.

I reached over and touched her shoulder, said
sympathetically, “The bastard!”

Kristen gripped my hand on her shoulder, looking up
at me with her clear, green, surprisingly dry eyes. “We just got
married too young, I think was the problem. We both didn’t know
what we really wanted.”

“That’s probably true,” I agreed, squeezing the
twenty-three year-old’s shoulder, as she squeezed my hand. “But
still, he had no right-”

“And maybe, I don’t know, I’ve changed during the
three years we’ve been together. I’m not the same woman he
married.” Her full, red lips formed a bittersweet smile, and she
endearingly tilted her head to the side.

I wasn’t quite sure what she meant by that last
statement. But I supportively said, “Don’t go blaming yourself,
girl. He’s the one that’s at fault. Bailing on you when you two
were just starting a family.” I smiled as cheerfully as I could
given the circumstances. “Still, you’re better off without him. If
he was-”

“Oh, I don’t miss him very much,” Kristen said
frankly. “My parents help out with Jeremy, and the house is still
mine. It’s just that … well, a woman still has her needs, you
know?” Her fingers tightened hard on my hand, making my fingers dig
into her shoulder. There was an almost desperate look in her bright
eyes, a desirous flame burning.

“Oh, yeah, right. Sure. I, um, know what you mean. I
know exactly what you mean.” I’d just split up with my boyfriend a
month ago, myself; which Kristen was well-aware of. “Maybe we
should just swear off men for awhile, given our track records.” I
laughed to lighten a mood that had gotten suddenly heavy and
breathless. Kristen was gazing at me so earnestly.

“Maybe we should,” she said deliberately, squeezing
my hand again. Adding to the tension.

I tried to change the subject. “Um, is Jeremy
upstairs, then?” I extracted my hand from Kristen’s.

“Yes. I just fed him before you came over. He’ll
sleep for a few hours now.” She sighed, her overlarge chest
heaving. “To tell you the truth, I wish he was even more hungry. My
boobs are so swollen with milk right now it’s ridiculous.”

“Yeah, I, um, can see that,” I responded, staring at
my friend’s enormous breasts. The tall redhead had always been
pretty well-endowed, but now her C’s had ballooned into E or F
territory. And I had to admit, they looked good on her, all the
extra flesh she was carrying on her body.

“You noticed, huh?” She laughed. “They sometimes get
sore they’re so big – bursting almost. And my nipples are
constantly leaking. Any little thing sets them off.”

I giggled with her.

Until she added, “Here, feel for yourself.”

I looked up from Kristen’s chest, into her eyes. She
smiled all warm and motherly at me, then reached out and took my
hands and placed them right on her breasts.

I gulped. The woman was wearing just a thin, grey,
blowsy top that was designed to be flipped up for easy feeding, I
guess. And no bra. I could plainly feel the immense roundness and
glowing warmth of her milk-laden breasts under my trembling hands,
and my twitching thumbs accidentally tweaked her hard, ripened
nipples.

She really was packing a pair. I gently hefted her
breasts, lightly squeezed them, marvelling at their size and
weight. My curiosity getting the better of me, I suppose.

Twin wet spots suddenly appeared on Kristen’s
blouse. I jerked my hands back.

“You see, I’ve got too much milk for my own good.”
She lifted the bottom of her top up, baring her breasts, held the
garment down with her chin.

I gaped at her huge, creamy-white, blue
vein-latticed boobs, hanging out there right in front of me; at her
thick, dark-red nipples thrusting out at me. She cupped her breasts
herself and squeezed the brimming pair. Twin lines of milk squirted
out at me, wetting my blouse.

“Ohmigod! I mean … jeez!” I yelped. Those things
really were pressurized, all right, the milk shooting out like two
white ropes.

Kristen laughed and adjusted her double-barrels
upwards, squirted twin streams of breast milk right into my face. I
squinted and spluttered, the warm, white liquid splashing my
cheeks. And then I gasped, when Kristen reached out and scooped
some of the dripping milk off my face with her finger and then
stuck the finger into her mouth and sucked on it.

“See,” she said. “I’m like a cow that hasn’t been
milked for a week.”

I swallowed hard, staring at my friend’s exposed
uber-Rubenesque breasts, feeling her milk trickle down my cheeks.
“You’re no cow,” I breathed. “You look … beautiful.” She really
did, in all her swollen glory.

She grinned. “I taste pretty good, too.” She scooped
some more milk off my face and fed her finger into my open
mouth.

I sucked on Kristen’s finger, tasting the woman’s
warm, rich milk. Our eyes locked in an intimate embrace, and I felt
my face flush with heat, my own breasts swell with feeling. The
room was suddenly hushed, stuffy, only the sound of our breathing
to break the suffocating silence. My entire body suffused with a
tingling sensation.

“Would you like to suck on my breasts, Lily? Relieve
some of the tension?”

My ears almost exploded with her words. I wasn’t
sure I’d heard her right, wasn’t sure what tension she was
referring to – physical, psychological … sexual? I could hardly
breathe, my limbs and lips trembling, the taste of Kristen’s milk
thick in my mouth.

She pulled her top right off, shook out her long,
red hair. Then she sat back on the couch and arched her body
slightly to thrust out her tremendous breasts even more. An open,
obscene invitation – aimed at me. “Would you please suck on my
boobs, Lily?” she said softly.

I found myself scooching even closer to my good
friend on the couch, moving as if in a (wet) dream, drawn by her
bloated breasts and stretched nipples, her palpable need and my own
surging want. I’d never done a lesbian thing in my life before
(except for some childish play-kissing back when I was a girl), but
this seemed so natural, so necessary somehow. I turned on the couch
and reached out my quivering arms and took hold of Kristen’s
breasts in my shaking hands, then bent my dizzied head down and in
and slid my lips over one of her nipples, suckled on it.

Kristen moaned, arching even more. Hot, delicious
milk flooded my mouth. I sealed my lips tighter around Kristen’s
blossomed nipple and sucked harder, squeezing with my hands,
swallowing my girlfriend’s sweet milk direct from her breast down
my throat.

It was so sensationally intimate, erotic. I’d never
felt closer to another woman in all of my life; never yearned to be
even closer still. As I nursed on Kristen’s breast, drank her milk,
my pussy brimmed with a heavy wetness of its own. I bobbed my head
over to her other breast, latched my lips onto her other nipple and
sucked. She moaned and grabbed onto my head, dug her fingers into
my hair.

Finally, after I’d had more than my fill, I lifted
my dazed head and looked Kristen in the eyes, her milk dribbling
out of the corners of my mouth. Her eyes were filled with the same
shining love I was feeling. She drew my head closer, and we kissed;
first tentatively, softly, gently; then heavily and hungrily, our
mouths moving passionately together. I clutched Kristen’s breasts,
as she clutched my head, and we chewed on each other’s lips,
consumed one another’s mouths.

If this was lesbianism, then let me at it. I was
immersed in it, on fire with it. I boldly and blatantly darted my
tongue into Kristen’s mouth and pushed up against her tongue. We
swirled our eager, slippery tongues together inside one another’s
mouths.

There was no stopping us after that, no holding or
going back – only plunging forward to fully discover and enjoy each
other’s bodies, female to female.

Kristen pulled off my blouse, pushed me down onto
the couch on my back. Then she straddled me on her hands and knees,
her breasts hanging ponderously, gleaming nipples white-tipped with
milk. She grasped my own naked breasts and squeezed the
emotion-laden mounds, spider-walked her long fingers up to my
buzzing nipples and rolled them.

It was my turn to moan, and arch with delight. “Suck
on my tits, Kristen! Suck them!” I hissed, glaring up at my
friend-turned-lover.

She dipped her head lower and spiralled her moist,
pink tongue around and around one of my pinched-up nipples, the
other one. I writhed with wanton lust, thrusting my chest and
breasts up higher. Kristen engulfed a jutting nipple with her lips
and sucked on it, hot and wet and strong. I shivered and groaned.
She bounced her head over and sucked firm and urgent on my other
strainingly rigid nipple. I rolled my head in utter bliss.

Kristen lifted her head and said, “Now that you’ve
drunk me, will you eat me, Lily?”

I opened my eyes and stared at her. She smiled and
squeezed my breasts, flicked the distended, glistening nipples with
her tongue. And even in my delirious state, it dawned on me that
maybe our coming together like this wasn’t entirely spontaneous –
that maybe my lonely, changed friend had seduced me with her
innocent, lovely, motherly breasts.

I smiled back at her, stroking her bright, silky
hair. “It would be my pleasure. And, hopefully, yours.”

We squirmed out of our jeans and panties, tugged off
our socks. I didn’t even leave my back. Kristen quickly straddled
me with just her knees now, on either side of my head. The woman
loomed over top of my face, her breasts globing out, her
ginger-furred pussy inches away from my panting, open mouth.

“You don’t have to, you know, Lily. If you
don’t-”

I grabbed onto her bum cheeks and splatted her pussy
against my mouth, took a long swipe at her slit with my tongue.

“Ohmigod! Yes!” Kristen cried, spasming against my
face, spilling more of her hot juices into my mouth.

I clutched her clenched butt cheeks and bobbed my
head in between her trembling long legs, licking her damp,
downy-furred pussy with wide, dragging strokes of my tongue. She
tasted just as wonderful down below as she had up top. And she was
feeling it even more, gripping her tits and undulating her cunt
against my lapping tongue, staring down at me with reddened face
and wild eyes.

I ate her up, tonguing her pussy from bumhole to
clit. I pulled my hands off her butt and reached up and brushed her
own hands off her breasts, grasped the huge pair myself again.
Kristen groaned and grabbed onto her bum at the back, leaking at
the tits and pussy. I licked deeply along her slick lips, through
her fur and into her pink and over her clit, again and again and
again.

She had to jump off my head before we both went too
far. We just had to come together, woman-on-woman.

We kissed some more, frenched some more, Kristen’s
tongue swirling around my lips to pick up more of her own juices.
Then she swung around on the spacious couch, so that she was over
top of me on her all-fours again, only now with her head at my
pussy. I’d sixty-nined with men, but never a woman before. But I
caught on quick, with my hands and lips and tongue and mouth. Not
as quick as Kristen, though.

The lusty lady spread my slippery pussy lips with
her fingers and sucked my swollen clit into her mouth. I moaned and
thrust anxiously upwards, at the same time parting Kristen’s pussy
and pouring my own lips over her clit. We both suctioned, tongued,
teasing our pulsating clits harder and thicker.

Then I felt Kristen plunge two of her fingers into
my slit, and pump, and I arced with sexual electricity, my charged
breasts jumping up against her stomach. I plowed two of my fingers
into her sodden cunt and pumped right back, just as fast and
furious, the pair of us increasing the torrid sexual pace, sucking
and sucking on each other’s clits.

It was just too wicked to last very long, ecstasy an
unstoppable swelling sensation that suffused my sucked clit and
fucked slit and tidalwaved up through my swamped body. I moaned low
and long into Kristen’s pussy, shuddering uncontrollably with
smashing orgasm after orgasm. And I felt her mutual moan of
ultimate pleasure, vibrating in my cunt and through the rest of my
laid-waste body.

We spasmed together, sucking, fucking, coming and
coming and coming.

We lay on the couch entwined in one another’s arms
afterwards, basking in a warm glow of satisfaction beyond my
wildest dreams. Kristen kissed me, and I kissed her, our beating
breasts and smouldering pussies pressing together. She’d never
looked more beautiful. And I’d never felt more beautiful.

Jeremy cried upstairs, and Kristen murmured, “Will
you stop by every day, Lily, for a … feeding?”

I smiled, temporarily satiated. But with my sexual
appetite whetted like never before, courtesy of my first
spectacularly damp lesbian experience. “Yes, Mommy,” I
promised.
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Chapter 3 –
Dining Out

Simon put the car into park smoothly and half turned
to me. His hand had stayed warm on my thigh the entire drive, and
now his fingers clenched a little, drawing my attention.

"Stay," he said simply.

I stayed put. I watched as he got out of the car and
walked around it to the passenger side. He pulled open the door and
leaned over me to undo the seatbelt while I sat there, frozen and
silent, breathing in his scent, an intoxicating mixture of
aftershave and male.

Once the seatbelt was gone, and only his body caged
me in the seat, he smiled and stroked my hot cheek with the back of
his fingers.

"Good girl," he said quietly.

Having him praise me as a good girl never failed to
get me wet. My legs shook as he helped me from the car.

We walked hand in hand to the restaurant. It was a
new one—we had made a deal long ago that every anniversary, we
would go to a new restaurant instead of always celebrating at the
same one. The front of the building was lacquered black wood, and
slender stalks of bamboo concealed the windows. A koi pond curved
around the front of the entrance. As we crossed over the small
footbridge, I glimpsed the shimmer of scales in the otherwise murky
water.

The hostess led us past the open dining room, down a
narrow hallway of private rooms, divided and walled with
translucent paper framed over a lattice of wood. I could see the
shadowy outlines of diners inside eating and chatting as we walked
by to our own room. We removed our shoes and stepped barefoot onto
the tatami mat. Inside the room, there was a long, low black table
set for two, with two square bamboo mats for us to sit upon.

Simon said to the hostess, "Our menu was
prearranged."

"Yes, your secretary called this afternoon and
arranged everything with us. Your meal will arrive as you
requested."

"Very good. Thank you."

The hostess exited the room with a friendly smile
and slid the wooden door shut.

I paid little attention to this exchange, too caught
up in feeling wickedly decadent: Barefoot in a public space!
Sitting cross-legged at the table! But I came to attention when
Simon took a seat beside me, one knee cocked up and the other long
leg stretched out in front of him, parallel to the length of the
table.

"Do you like this place?" he inquired politely.

"Oh yes. It's lovely."

"You'll enjoy the food very much. Their staff is
also excellent. They're very accommodating."

I stared into his warm, dark eyes. All around us
were the sounds of chattering dinner conversation and the busy
clinking of utensils and glasses. The neighboring room on our left
was filled with a particularly loud party; a corporate group, I
believed, quickly working through endless rounds of sake.

My skirt was loose and flowing, such that it draped
neatly over my lap, covering my knees. That was one of Simon's
rules for me, one that always gave me a thrill when I complied: At
work or with my friends, I could wear whatever I chose, but when we
went out together, I was only permitted to wear skirts or dresses.
Clothes that gave him easy access to my sex and didn't get in his
way when he went about getting what he wanted. Undergarments were
allowed or forbidden depending on his whim. Sometimes he laid them
out on the bed for me; other times, they were conspicuously absent.
Tonight, Simon had given me panties but no bra, so the
request—directive, really—that followed was expected. Underwear
from Simon was given to me as a symbol, that he could choose to let
me wear them and just as quickly remove them from my person with a
word.

"Give me your panties, Beth," said Simon.

My body flashed hot—even the tips of my toes
tingled. I could feel the blush heating my body. He had spoken in
his usual tone, even and steady and low, and of course no one could
have possibly heard…

"I want your cunt naked and open, pet," Simon
said.

Pet. I was his pet. I loved being his pet, but
obeying him did not come without a healthy dose of trepidation.

I uncurled my legs and stood on shaky limbs while
Simon leaned his weight back on one hand and watched me. I slid the
thin lace panties down my legs and stepped out of them
carefully.

"Pick them up and give them to me," Simon continued,
"with your teeth."

My body felt liquid and molten. Volcanic. As I
lowered myself to my hands and knees, I felt like I was dissolving
right into the tatami floor. I bent my face close to the floor and
clipped the lacy edge of the panties up with my teeth. My face
burned; I could smell myself, which was surely what Simon
intended.

I felt the smooth tatami mat under my palms and
knees as I crawled to him. Simon didn't move as I approached, just
watched me with that lazy, hot look, his eyes intent on my
face.

Crawling for Simon—crawling to Simon—always made me
feel languid through my blood to my bones. My breasts swayed
unbound beneath the ruffled silk of my blouse; they felt swollen
and heavy.

I inched along the mat until I was right in front of
him. Simon still didn't move to take the sodden silk from me. He
still reclined easily in that half-sprawled position. One hand
braced on the tatami mat behind him, the other crooked up on his
knee.

"Drop," he said.

I dropped my underwear over his lap. The sight of
that tiny scrap of damp fabric, a silky pale lavender, against the
dark color of his slacks, aroused me unbearably.

"Good girl," Simon murmured.

I preened under his praise.

Simon shifted position. He sat with his legs spread
wide on either side of me. He held his up his hands between us.

"Bring me those tits, pet. Give them to me."

I inched forward and knelt up, sitting back on my
heels. My breasts felt like ripened fruit that I offered up to rest
in the palm of his hands. Once I had settled my breasts in his
palms, Simon merely held his hands flat like a shelf. My whole body
trembled for him to touch me, really touch me. Keeping his eyes
locked with mine, Simon slowly palmed my breasts, closing his hands
and steadily squeezing my flesh. My own hands had drifted down to
my lap, and I quivered under his grip as Simon clamped my breasts
to him, holding me fast.

"You like that, my little pet?"

My head bobbed. "Yes, Simon."

"No, pet. What do you call me?"

"Sir."

"Very good."

His hands tightened even more on my soft flesh,
until I caught my breath. Simon held his grip for another long
second before he released me. "Take your seat, pet. Our food will
arrive soon."

Simon had me kneel on the bamboo mat with my knees
apart. My skirt covered me adequately so that to the waiter's eyes,
nothing was indecent or illicit. After I got in position, there was
a perfunctory tap outside on the wood frame, and then the door slid
open on a quiet rush.

Our waiter unloaded two trays of small dishes,
uncovered them, and introduced each dish to us as we listened.
Simon listened patiently; my nerves were buzzing and I was worrying
that the nature of my agitation would be apparent to the waiter.
After a short eternity, he left us to enjoy the first round of
food. The thin papery door slid shut again, leaving me alone with
Simon.

Simon bound my hands behind my lower back with my
panties and then drew a thin red sash from his pocket.

"You won't be blind this entire evening," Simon
informed me. "But I would like you to focus your senses on tasting
this food for this round."

Once I was properly blindfolded, I waited in
squirming anticipation for Simon to feed me tiny bites of food from
his chopsticks. Textures and tastes were almost unbearably sharp.
Every flavor was a fresh surprise.

In between bites, he shifted my skirt up until it
was bunched over my thighs, whereupon he drew it up and tucked the
front into my waistband. I tensed. I was sitting there, completely
exposed beneath my waist, and there wasn't a lock on the door. We
weren't even in a room with solid walls! I suddenly realized that
in addition to stronger tastes, it seemed my hearing had been
heightened as well. I could actually listen to the conversations
from the rooms on either side of us, the occupants inside cut off
from us by practically gossamer paper. I nearly groaned out loud,
but thankfully Simon silenced me with a timely bit of seaweed
salad.

As I chewed blindly, Simon alternately fed himself
and touched me. Little touches. Rubbing the backs of his fingers
against the underside of my breast through my blouse. Stroking my
hair. Petting my naked cunt. When his finger brushed my clit, I
rocketed forward, only for him to remove his hand and order me to
settle back down.

I was breathing hard when he stripped the blindfold
from me and unbound my wrists. My skirt was untucked from its
waistband and draped over my lap again. Lightning raced under my
skin, in my veins. I knelt there, my body heaving and steaming
silently, as our waiter cleared the table and furnished us with
another round of new fragrant dishes.

"Hold your skirt up for me," Simon ordered, as soon
as the door closed.

My heart jumped; surely the waiter heard. But Simon
gave me no time to dwell on that fact. My hands crept to the hem of
my skirt and I lifted it gingerly. For some reason, actively
participating in exposing myself made the situation feel that much
more perilous.

"Very nice," Simon admired.

He leaned forward and parted my blouse. Through our
meal, he had fed me with his pair of chopsticks. Now, he picked up
the unused pair at my plate. Smiling at me, he wielded them
expertly, plucking at my nipples in turn and then rapping them
smartly. The first strike nearly surprised a cry from my mouth.

Simon took two rubber bands from his pocket. I
watched avidly as he trapped my nipples between the lengths of the
chopsticks and wrapped a band around one end.

"Be a good bet and hold your skirt up with your
teeth," Simon said, "I want your hands holding up your tits for
me."

I hastened to comply, though I was nervous about
what he was doing with the chopsticks.

"Oh, Simon…Sir…"

"Push your tits together. That's it. Good girl. Good
pet. "

While I held my breasts to his satisfaction, he
fastened the second rubberband on the other end of the chopsticks,
turning them into a vise for my nipples. The nipple-press squeezed
my nipples unceasingly. As I watched, Simon made adjustments by
winding each rubber band one more time around the wooden sticks.
The pressure on the trapped tips increased. My breathing
quickened.

"Hold your skirt for me with your hands now. Leave
your mouth open. Spread your legs. Wider. Lovely," Simon
pronounced.

I sat there, holding up my skirt with my hands,
mouth open, my blouse open and framing my breasts, chopsticks
crushing my nipples, and shuddered in place, soaking myself.

Simon ate leisurely.

I blinked sweat out of my eyes. My tormented nipples
throbbed, compressed between their wooden bars. I wondered if
anyone noticed our room was consciously silent. My teeth ground
down on my skirt.

Simon set down his chopsticks and took out the sash
again. He looped it around the middle of my nipple-press and
knotted it off until he held the long tail end. My eyes widened. He
picked up his chopsticks again with his dominant hand, and with the
other, he held onto the sash. As he ate, he tugged idly at the
leash, stretching my nipples out.

"Sir, please," I whispered hoarsely.

"Hush, pet. I'm eating."

I groaned, soft and quiet, when I wanted to scream.
Simon was still fully-clothed. I wanted his body thrusting into
mine on the tatami mat.

Simon leaned towards me again. I watched him with
wide-open eyes. He was going to touch my cunt! I nearly sobbed with
relief. My fingers were cramped from clenching my skirt.

Simon's long, able fingers circled my clit. My hips
bucked once in response, and he waited until I settled before he
slid two fingers into me. My head fell back, and I stared
unblinkingly at the white ceiling lights.

Simon's fingers moved slowly in and out.

"You've wet my hand," Simon said. "My darling pet.
You simply have no control over yourself, do you?"

None at all, Sir, I wanted to sing. Instead, I kept
my mouth an open hole.

Suddenly something was burning—burning me—burning my
clit! My head shot back up. Simon's eyes were avid on my face, and
he was rubbing a small dab of wasabi into my clit. I felt wetness
on my breast; I had forgotten to swallow and I'd drooled on myself.
From the look on Simon's face, he was delighted.

His fingers fucked me steadily as I squirmed under
his manipulation. He had wrapped the long tail of the sash around
the same hand that played between my legs, and every time he moved
his hand to penetrate me, he jerked at the nipple-press. Simon was
ever so good at keeping me see-sawing between the two ends of the
pain and pleasure spectrum.

Then his fingers were gone, my skirt was pulled down
from my hands to cover my lap, and my blouse pulled closed as Simon
deftly buttoned it back up. If I hunched forward, the shape of the
chopsticks was not quite as visible under the loose fabric.

The waiter came in with a polite inquiry after our
meal.

"A superb meal and an exceptional experience," Simon
said. "We're very satisfied."

He should speak for himself. I was burning up from
the inside. Unfulfilled pleasure seared my skin and roiled in my
veins.

Desert was a pot of tea and small bites of
strawberry and green tea steam cakes on toothpicks. When the waiter
was gone, Simon poured us each a small cup of tea. He fed me the
dessert, bite by bite, until the plate was empty and he set it, and
the tea, aside on the floor.

Simon stood me up and removed the two articles of
clothes I wore. I stared at the hollow of his throat and wanted
desperately to lick him there.

When I was nude in our small room, he said, "Up on
the table now, pet."

He arranged me with my head pointing to the open
door. My arms were gently tied off to each of the table legs near
my head. My legs were pulled apart so my heels were flat on the
floor on each side of the table. He folded the sash still tied off
to my tortured buds until it formed a compress that he gave me to
hold between my teeth, a sort of makeshift gag.

Simon sat between my legs at the end. He nipped at
my inner thighs, parted my labia with his fingers, and began to lap
at my cunt. The gag barely muffled my moan, but the rattle of
dishes and concealed it, I thought.

I came. Without warning, climax crashed over me,
dragged me spinning away. Simon didn't stop eating my cunt. My head
thrashed on the table, uncaring of the way I pulled my own nipples.
The bite of pain was delicious. It kept me tethered to Simon.

From between my legs, Simon whispered, "Happy
anniversary."

Just wait, I thought hazily, until you experience my
anniversary gift.
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Chapter 4
– Zena

 


Lena took her change from the check out girl and
wondered why she felt so dissatisfied with life since she had
broken up with David. She wasn’t looking for a partner; she had fun
casual jobs that gave her enough money; and she enjoyed her life.
Maybe things were just getting too routine, because she found
herself fantasizing about sex all the time lately. Not just the
obvious fantasy about certain men and how she could do it with
them. It was more about the feeling being right and finding someone
you were really into, sharing a strong connection. Coming you can
do solo but real intimacy was harder to find. Maybe she had never
really known it. But then, she decided, all of that was a
head-trip, an excuse. She was just horny.

It was the first time she had ever gone into a sex
shop just to browse; she had been in before for specific
reasons—the hot cinnamon lube one time and the occasional purchase
of lingerie. Today, she just felt like looking, looking for
something out of the ordinary, something bizarre to break the spell
of routine. She found it too, and bought it, stashing it in her bag
and feeling quite subversive. She had no inkling at the time that
the opportunity to use it was so close.

She was feeling wet between the legs all the way
home just thinking about it. She kept clenching her pussy as she
walked down the street, as though she could squeeze the feeling
away but of course that was just making it worse. She had an
irrational idea that she could rub the feeling away, that she could
push it away with the heel of her hand if only she were alone and
could stick her hand down the front of her jeans and polish her
clit until she sighed into the pillow. But that wasn’t going to
work. This was a bigger deal than just a wet and swollen pussy in
her pants. She had had that enough times and it was just her
sex-drive or her hormones going up and down. But no, this was a
bigger deal—something was really missing.

She was relieved when the phone rang and distracted
her that evening. The manager of the Leopard Club was asking her to
dance tonight in place of her friend Zena. They had casual work
doing simple routines in a few of the up-market clubs. It was more
fun than restaurant work. At the Leopard, Zena was one of the main
entertainers. It was a kind of cabaret style gig, but all in fun,
more playful than sleazy. Lena was happy to be on the way there,
and happier that her nerves distracted her at last from the swollen
clit. Zena was hot, dancing or not dancing. She had watched more
than once from the wings and seen how some of the men watched her.
A few of them went pale and put their coats in their lap. The women
watched too; that was interesting, because they were clearly as
straight as Lena.

The club was all matte black and close, intimate.
Now Lena was nothing but nerves and anticipation, no trace left of
the lust that had been driving her crazy. She had a job to do.

But in the dressing room when Lena slipped on Zena’s
costume, the feeling came back. It had moved up this time to her
tits and her nipples. The manager was watching her dress but only
to get her moving.

“Hurry, you’re on in a few seconds,” he said.

The words rang in the air as she felt the crotch of
the bodysuit riding up between her legs. Zena was shorter than her
and this bodysuit was tight. Well, it would be something to laugh
about later, having to dance an unfamiliar routine in Zena’s place
with a wet crotch.

Suddenly Zena herself rushed into the dressing room.
Her face was a tangle of anxiety and confusion.

“What’s going on?” Lena asked. “They rang me to
dance in your place. Are you alright?”

“Not really…But I’m not going to talk about it now,”
Zena focused on Lena for the first time, looking her up and down.
“It suits you.”

Lena looked at herself, taking in her own naked
legs, with the fluffy boa framing the triangle in the middle. She
suddenly felt completely exposed.

“Let’s just get out of here, Lena,” Zena whispered.
“I don’t want to do it tonight, I can’t stand all those men looking
at me right now.”

“What happened? You’ve been crying.”

“Well, that doesn’t take much. But I really can’t
stand it, I can’t go out there.”

“You don’t have to. I don’t know your dance properly
but I’ll come up with something, I’ll do it for you. Just wait
here. We can talk after.”

“No, fuck them. I don”t want to think of them
looking at you either.”

“Why not?”

Zena turned back to the door she had come through
and closed it. She turned the hard little silver latch on the round
handle and leaned her back against the door.

“Because I want to. I want to look at you.”

“You do?”

“You’re so lovely Lena.”

The way she said it sounded so sexy, so simple and
good.

Lena was shy but feeling the tightness of Zena’s
costume pulling up between her legs gave her an easiness she had
been wanting. She felt her legs weaken.

“Can I take it off you, Lena? Are you
comfortable?”

“No. I feel shy with you.”

“Why? I would never want you to do anything you
aren’t comfortable with.” Lena’s eyes flicked to the door and Zena
let out a gasp of surprise.

“No, I wasn’t locking you in, Lena, I was locking
them out! Is that what you think of me? I only want what you
want.”

“But I don”t know what I want.”

Zena came close, reaching out and stroking Lena’s
arm, like satin, so gently, and then stroking with her nails down
to her hand, which she held softly.

“Just tell me how you feel, Lena.”

“Well… I feel how you’ve worn this costume a hundred
times. I remember watching you dancing in it. I can feel my pussy
inside this pink Lycra where yours was, It’s pushing up like a hand
holding me there between my legs.”

Zena’s body moved in like a warm sigh and rubbed
itself like a cat against hers. Her hand with its light touch
slipped over the mound distending that Lycra and cupped her between
the legs.

“It’s tight for you… you are a little taller than
me.”

“But our breasts are the same.”

Zena looked down, while her middle finger caressed
Lena back and forth between her legs, feeling her shape through the
smooth fabric. Lena’s clit was swelling under there, suddenly
craving her naked touch. Lena felt a gaze on her breasts.

“Our breasts are not the same, Lena. Yours are very
round. Mine are like teardrops and the nipples are lower.”

“I like that,” said Lena. “I love them.”

“Do you?”

“Oh, Zena, everyone does.”

Lena moved her ass forward to receive Zena’s caress,
moved back and forth over that gentle hand, and her throat was
whimpering a little without her will. “Zena, touch me harder.”

“Do you want it?”

Lena’s lips found Zena’s, and her tongue was
reaching out instead of her clit. Her clit wanted to be sucked
then, it was swollen and hot between her legs while Zena slowly
stroked it outside the fabric.

“What do you want me to do?” Zena whispered between
kisses.

Lena found it hard to speak. She was rubbing herself
into Zena’s hand, feeling the heel of her hand pushing onto her
mound. She reached between her own legs to take that sweet hand
into hers, to show her what she wanted. She took Zena’s hand, felt
for Zena’s fingers and made them move, in a come-here motion,
come-here, with the middle finger beckoning. That”s what she wanted
inside her, she wanted to be fingered like that, not just in and
out but to be fingered back and forth inside her, to feel Zena’s
fingers playing deep inside her pussy.

She pulled Zena’s dress down over her breasts and
rubbed them with both hands. She took both nipples at once and
twirled them, pulled them, until they were hard. Both women were
panting now and Lena felt her pussy clenching.

Zena’s hands, familiar with the costume, stripped
the thin sparkling straps down from Lena’s smooth shoulders. Her
breasts were out, round and beautiful. They let their breasts touch
each other and then Lena looked down at her own breasts, watching
Zena licking the nipples and biting her gently.

“Do you like it?”

“Oh yeah. Now I want you to squeeze them hard.”

Zena knew how to rub her tits and squeeze her
nipples just right, so that she melted between the legs. Lena had
never felt such an aching in her pussy and the shocks that went
from tits to clit were making her legs too weak to stand.

“Oh my god, undress me Zena, I want to show you my
pussy so bad.”

“Is it wet?”

“Yes”

“Is it all swollen up?”

“Yes and I want you to see it.”

“Show me.”

Lena pulled the rest of the costume off herself and,
wearing only the long gloves and stockings, she reclined on the fur
rug and spread her legs for Zena. Her pussy was shaved smooth and
was glistening wet in the dusky delicious centre.

Zena swept her black hair back and leant in to kiss
Lena between the legs. She kissed her lightly on her exposed clit
and licked her around the opening. Lena let her head rest back and
raised her leg, offering her cunt up to Zena’s mouth.

“There”s someone I need your pussy to meet.”

Lena looked up with her eyes narrowed in
pleasure.

Zena raised her dress and showed the lace top of her
stockings. Her upper thighs were bare above the lace. When she
raised her dress up to her hips, Lena saw that she wore no
underwear. Zena moved in close and raised one leg over Lena’s,
bringing her pussy down to Lena’s in a wet kiss. Zena rubbed her
pussy on Lena’s until they got to know each other and then reached
her hand down into their juice, pushing her fingers into Lena’s
warm heaven. Lena drew her breath in. That was what she wanted.

“Oh, deeper, fuck me like I showed you, finger me
like I showed you,” she moaned.

It was perfect. She was so high on this finger fuck
she could hardly breathe. She spread her legs wide and watched
Zena’s hand moving in and out of her soft cunt, and felt her
fingers moving inside her, come-here, come on.

“Oh, you feel so good. Watch me, Lena,” said Zena.
She really loved being watched, and Lena’s eyes were hungry to see
Zena’s hand working between her own legs while she rubbed her pussy
against Lena’s thigh, tensing her ass and pushing back and
forth.

“Oh, finger fuck me too, Lena. I’m so hot for you,”
said Zena, sounding ready to come.

“Are you close?”

“I’m on the edge.”

They kissed each other and a look passed between
them that was thrilling to the core.

Lena reached up and thrust three fingers into Zena’s
pussy. She could tell Zena liked it hard. She came all over Lena’s
hand and Lena felt her own pussy still sliding around the deep
flexing and fucking that Zena’s fingers did for her as she moaned
into a passionate orgasm.

“Let me do something for you,” Lena whispered after
she found her body again.

Zena laughed, feeling crazy. “I think you just did
it.” Her whole body felt warm and full of life.

Lena caressed Zena’s long hair and drew it over her
own breasts and stomach. It tickled in a nice way.

“Your clit has had a little rest, Zena. Now feel
this. I bought this today. It’s from India.”

Lena lay herself against the full length of Zena’s
body with her legs over Zena’s hip, and slid the double cock into
both of their tense pussies, working them for a few thrusts until
they both came, panting into each others mouths and sighing hotly
into each others hair.

A knock sounded on the door, probably not the first,
which they ignored. There were distant voices. Dance acts and
silences alternated and streaks of rain played on the outside of
the window, trickling in lights and shadows down the pane. The
round silver handle turned from time to time, but the hard little
lock, turned vertical where Zena had placed it, stayed faithful and
admitted no one.
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Chapter 5
– Freedom to Purr

Opening the door to my office, I am stunned
speechless by the extraordinary sight.

The man sitting on the maroon leather sofa is
incredibly attractive. My eyes slowly glide down his body, taking
in every inch of his viewable exterior: clean-cut dark wavy hair;
aquamarine eyes with an ever-so-slight downwards slant; full,
masculine lips; muscular shoulders and arms; a deep bronze tan.
Although I’m unable to see his stomach directly, I can see the
outline of well worked abs through his snug tank top. The
impressive bulge of his crotch silently pledges hours of
insurmountable pleasure.

I’m intrigued by his breathtaking physical
appearance and ache for his story. Turning my head, I look away
from him to avoid staring. The sexy way he is leaning back on the
sofa induces thoughts of hot wild sex acts. As a therapist, my
brain is little more than a storage chest of dirty lies and
unspeakable secrets.

Returning my gaze to the statuesque gentleman, I
feel his mysterious eyes pull me into the dark cavern of his
tormented mind. Tormented? Unlike most of my patients, his eyes do
not hold a sad, troubled dullness. In fact, his posture and poise
suggest that he is self-confident and content.

Disoriented by the visual stimulation, I command my
legs to steadily take me from entryway to desk. Glancing at the
forms previously completed in the waiting room, I notice his name
is Jayden Fontaine.

Politely, I ask, “Are you comfortable, Mr.
Fontaine?”

Smiling, his lips parting slightly, “I am very
comfortable, Dr. Fowler. Thank you. I’m good with being referred to
by my first name, if you don’t mind.”

As he speaks, I watch his eyes move smoothly from my
lips to my chest, making me happy about leaving two buttons undone
instead of my standard one. Taking a quick peek into the mirror
behind Mr. Fontaine’s head, I verify that my cleavage is perfectly
situated and notice that the lace of my bra is just visible enough
through my shirt to heighten the imagination. Before returning my
eyes back to the interviewee, the mirror reflects that my nipples
have become erect. I want to caress them, free them, ask Mr.
Fontaine to kiss them, but instead coolly keep myself under
control.

“No problem, Jayden. You can address me by my first
name as well, if you prefer. It’s Marlana.”

He repeats each syllable of my name as if trying it
on: Mmmaaar-laaay-naaa. With the sensual movement of his lips and
slow, deep pronunciation of my name, I allow my eyes to travel
southward once again from his alluring eyes to his spicy lips to
the white tank stretching against his chest muscles to the faded
blue jeans displaying the outline of an extra large helping of
T-bone steak. My lower region is now totally and desperately hungry
for that steak.

Lust grips me tightly, and I can’t stay focused.
Holding onto the edge of my desk, I announce, “Please excuse me for
a moment, Jayden.”

Unable to resist my need for release, I hurry into
the powder room across from my office. Opening the small cabinet
next to the door, I silently thank my male secretary for restocking
the towels. I grab one, bury my face in it, and inhale deeply. It’s
as soft and fluffy as a baby chick and smells like freshly picked
tropical flowers. Quickly, I lay it out on the large cream-colored
tiles in front of the massive floor length mirror.

The fabric of my skirt is satin and the glossy black
color looks amazing against the red of my recently painted
fingernails. As I lift the skirt, I feel its silkiness gently
caressing my naked buttocks. Today is my first day going without
panties. Today I am giving my sweet kitty the freedom to purr.

Looking into the mirror, I slip my hand inside my
blouse and gently squeeze a nipple. The pressure creates a warm
tingle that spreads southward to my clitoris. Lying on the towel,
my feet seem self-compelled to position themselves up one at a time
on either side of the mirror.

As if totally separate from my body, my right hand
swiftly travels from nipple to clit. A gentle moan escapes my open
mouth. Lifting my pelvis, I allow my left hand to join in. I moan
again as a left finger glides into my opening. It’s tight, warm,
soft, and juicy.

Removing the left-hand finger for few seconds, I
allow the right entry to collect some of the slippery juices. The
right finger then goes back to fulfill its delicious clitoral
promise with tiny circles, the slick wetness allowing my finger to
slide magically round and round. My breathing increases as the
finger continues to gently and quickly wiggle my engorged
grape-sized pleasure button.

As the left finger slips in and out of my pussy, I
can hear succulent slurps with each plunge. My hips rock back and
forth in rhythmic unison. I take in a deep breath and exhale with a
low moan.

Jayden’s naked image exploring my body clouds my
vision, and my eyes roll back uncontrollably. I convulse wildly in
orgasmic ecstasy. The breathy sound of Jayden’s name urgently
escapes my mouth.

The right finger slows, but does not leave. It
lightly taps my clit while my pussy continues twitching. The left
finger still inside stops pumping, but lingers and registers the
movement of the orgasm controlling my body. The movements inside
feel as if my pussy is hungrily trying to take my finger in deeper.
Watching in the mirror, I see that it has become shiny with my
natural and freshly produced lubricant. It looks slippery good.

I lie there for a moment until my pretty pink pussy
becomes still. When the heavy breathing and dizziness subside, I
get up and wash my hands. Glancing in the mirror, the rosy glow
covering my cheeks looks nice, and I smile at myself. Feeling much
better, I return to my office and my hot patient.

“My apologies for the interruption, Jayden. What’s
the reason for your visit?” I ask focusing on his face, trying to
keep my eyes from exploring his body again.

Jayden starts with thanking me for being able to fit
him in so quickly, and although he clearly didn’t mean it in a
sexual sense, my mind starts wandering. As such, it is impossible
not to take him in visually. My eyes start wandering over his taut
canvas, and I find myself in a deep fantasy about him jumping over
the desk and manhandling me, uncontrollably ravishing me.

“I’m here to ask you a few psychology questions for
my thesis paper. It’s due in just a few weeks. I made the
appointment with your secretary after assuring he cleared it with
you. I’m really grateful to you for sharing your knowledge with
me.”

I stand and softly laugh unable to hide my relief,
“And I’m so grateful you’re not here for mental issues. It’s more
than difficult for a doctor to help a patient that she wishes to
fuck. I was planning on referring you to a colleague.”

“No need for that, Marlana,” Jayden states in a
manly matter-of-fact tone. “I’m going to fuck you really good and
hard right now. Allow me to share my knowledge with you. Clearly
neither one of us can focus on anything else.”

With that, he removes his shirt and unbuttons his
jeans as he approaches me. Bringing his hands to my chest, he
slowly and gently unbuttons my blouse. His touch feels so nice. He
leans towards my breasts, which are being loosely held in a lacey
cupless bra.

“You are a very beautiful and sexy woman, Dr.
Marlana Fowler,” Jayden whispers against my neck. I feel prickly as
my skin tightens and turned-on by the sensation of his warm
breath.

My nipples become erect, and he rubs each between
his index finger and thumb. He then starts a kissing path
downward.

I moan as one nipple is surrounded by the humid
moistness of his mouth while he continues fondling the other. The
sensation is incredible. My pussy constricts and my clit tingles
with anticipation.

Jayden moves to his knees so that his face is level
with my crotch. The thin material of my skirt is the only thing
keeping his mouth from my sensitive pussy. He slips his hands
underneath my skirt and to the inside of my thighs, easily pushing
them apart. Seeming pleasantly surprised by my lack of panties, he
looks up at me and licks his pouty lips enthusiastically. I am
surprised by the length of his tongue and can hardly wait to feel
it.

Sitting on the edge of the chair, I spread my legs
wide and feel his hot breath against me. He gently whispers against
the succulent hotness of my tender pussy. Instinctively, I push
myself forward in the chair eager for his mouth, eager to be
polished by his magnificent tongue.

He pulls back slightly, smiling, teasing me.

“Eat it, Jayden, please,” I breathily and urgently
beg, “Please lick my swollen clit and slide your finger inside my
tight pussy.”

He gently pushes me back into the chair to a
half-sitting, half-lying position. I spread my legs wide draping
them over the arms of the chair. Using my fingers, I spread my
pussy lips even more, exposing the enlarged ball of my throbbing
clit.

Jayden brings his face to my pussy and kisses it
tenderly. I exhale softly, almost a whimper, at the blissfully
intense sensation. Looking up into my eyes, he says sincerely, “I
am going to eat your pussy, Marlana. I’m going to lick your
gorgeous pussy until it quivers on my tongue, until it drips out
every last drop of its sugary sweetness. I’m going to taste it and
lick it up.”

I moan hungrily at his words, at the dirty pleasures
they promise. As if on cue, his lips engulf my clit. I watch it
stretch as he sucks, and I raise my hips to get a better view. His
tongue begins rubbing up and down my clit while his finger gently
glides in and out of my opening.

“It looks as good as it feels,” I whisper while
watching Jayden’s mouth and fingers exquisitely work me over.
Breathy sounds urgently escape my lips.

“I love your sexy mouth on my wet pussy; I love your
soft tongue on my big, ripe clit.” He greedily licks and sucks as I
slide back and forth with movements that compliment his technique.
The entire time his fingers continue giving the inside of my pussy
extra gratification.

Unable to hold it any longer, my entire body
convulses in waves of pleasure. The rest of the world is absent
from my mind as I cry out in ecstasy. Jayden’s expertise slows, but
continues until my orgasm is complete. His promises of licking and
tasting my pussy throughout the entire session fulfilled.

Like some untamed animal, he then lifts me from the
chair and turns me around so that I am positioned doggie-style
against it. From behind, he nibbles my shoulder and I feel him
entering me.

Startled by the size of his cock, I inhale quickly.
He is long and thick, but gentle with the strokes. Luckily he is
working it slowly, each additional inch bringing a more delightful
awareness of his pussy pleasing style.

When his movement quickens, I begin moving with him.
This is the best sexual encounter ever... it gets even better when
I feel him reach around and down between my legs. His fingers finds
my clit with ease, and he wiggles it in perfect harmony with the
deep pumping of his cock. I can hear the sexy sounds of my pussy
slurping on it as he glides in and out of me.

“It’s good, so wet,” Jayden whispers breathily
against my neck. “Your pussy feels so good around my cock. It’s
squeezing me so tight.”

“Mmmmm. I love feeling your enormous cock work my
pussy,” I reply just as breathily. “Your cock is so good inside and
your fingers are brilliant against my clit.”

Moaning agreeably, he persists, “Your clit is so
large and very stiff. I’m going to rub it around until I make your
pussy cum on my cock. I want to feel your pussy cumming so hard
that it makes me cum, so that it sucks all of the cum out of my
big, hard cock.”

His words, his fingers, his cock are perfect and I’m
ready to explode. I moan deeply and breathily to him, “My pussy is
cumming now! I can feel it sucking the cream from your cock!”

We cum together, neither of us able to hold back any
longer. Our noises fill the room and I vaguely worry about whether
or not anyone can hear us.

Jayden remains inside me for a few minutes as we
catch our breath. He holds me gently, caressing my arms softly.

Standing, I feel his sticky fluids sliding down my
thighs. Unexpectedly yet carefully, Jayden wipes the creamy trails
with his tank top, rolls it up, and shoves into his back
pocket.

We kiss for a moment, my naked breasts pushing
against his bare chest. “Thank you, Marlana. You are amazing. We
should do this again after dinner tonight.”

Nodding, I agree, “Definitely. Why don’t you pick me
up at 6?”

“Perfect. Wear something free-flowing and breezy.”
Winking slyly he continues, “I know a great restaurant with a
secluded outside patio area on the beach.”

Picturing a place with nautical décor, bubbly music,
and sexily dressed couples, I laugh playfully. “Sounds like fun,
Jayden. I’m so glad you came in.”

We both laugh at the sexual innuendo as I walk him
to the lobby.

“See ya soon,” he flashes another handsome smile and
walks out the door. His back is as tan and muscular as his front.
The white tank top dangling from his back pocket; it sways back and
forth like the tail of some powerfully wild beast.

From this moment on, I promise to always give my
kitty the freedom to purr, panties optional.###

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 – The Application

The conference was dragging on and on, and Meredith
felt her butt getting numb from the pseudo-cushions on the chairs,
which completely failed to provide any actual cushioning. But the
rest of her body, the parts not being sat on, weren't numb at all.
Between her legs, a slight tingle was starting to be a welcome
distraction from the droning presenter and his boring PowerPoint
deck.

Meredith was a gadget girl, and sitting here for the
whole day listening to tips and tricks for sales people, a required
course for all the sales assistants at Peyton Inc who wanted to get
a promotion some day to a full sales role, was killing her. She
liked working in the department, but she also liked tinkering with
things, and, of course, being tinkered with in return. Mark, her
latest lover, hadn't been able to come with her to the conference,
so she anticipated several days of boredom without even being able
to look forward to exciting evenings of room service and romping in
a room where somebody else had to make the bed. She had planned to
test out the new attachment for her electric toothbrush. Well, she
still would, but it would be a solo adventure. Mark worked in
Peyton's IT group, doing something with "the cloud" and Peyton's
various product lines, and he had begged off coming along because
there was a new launch coming up and the mobile platform had to be
ready in time for the big synch up. Meredith had stopped listening
after the word "mobile".

Mark was also a gadget guy, and his latest personal
project seemed to involve her in a major way, in a majorly intimate
way, in fact. The tingling in her sex faded, but was replaced with
a steadily growing warmth against her breasts, as if heated massage
oil had been rubbed on the lace bra she had put on that morning and
was now soaking into her skin.

***

It had been a distraction, but a welcome one, when
Mark called her that morning just after the alarm went off. He'd
told her to expect a package any minute, and to plan on missing the
first session of that day's program. When he'd told her just a
little bit of why (the rest was supposed be a surprise,
apparently), she had to ask how he had come up with the idea.

"My Body Bug, baybee!" Mark's gadget obsession was
fed by his fitness fetish, and his alliteration was a bi-product of
his excitement over merging his two hobbies. "It's that thing I
wear that’s already recording everything happening in my body, my
respiration, metabolism, all that, and I just expanded from there.
I tinkered with the OS, and––"

Meredith let him drone on as she opened the door and
accepted a small package in the plain brown wrapper from the sleepy
housekeeper who delivered it. She loved the man, but Mark tended to
think the story of his tools was interesting to everybody. Meredith
wasn't that kind of gadget girl; she didn't want to talk about what
she was tinkering with, she wanted to play with it. Inside the
package she found something that looked like a mid-sized
smartphone, several extremely thin pink wires that were coated in
some sticky substance that wanted to cling to her fingers, and a
little round box that looked like it might fit a couple of aspirin,
and that was it.

***

The conference room seemed to get suddenly warmer as
the flush from her breasts spread her neck, and Meredith took a
deep breath to bring her heart rate back under control. The glow
faded, but a new warmth and gentle vibrating began to pulse through
her body. She gripped the edge of the conference table and leaned
forward, hoping her fellow attendees would think she was raptly
attentive to the speaker and trying harder to see what was on his
slides.

***

The pink wires had easily slid onto various points
on Meredith's body, the slightly tacky coating keeping them in
place, and she could barely feel them. But she was going to be
running late, even if she was going to make the second session of
the day. So she told Mark that, if they were going to have phone
sex and these wires were supposed to do something, the dirty talk
better start or she'd have to get in the shower and get ready, and
he'd be on his own for fun. He laughed at that, a low chuckle, and
told her to be patient, it would all make sense. Following his
instructions, she lay down on the bed, naked except for the wires,
and holding the smartphone that had come with the package. The
screen was a mishmash of color coded charts, bar graphs, and other
graphics, very similar to what Mark had shown her from his fitness
toy. There was one red circle that seemed to flash in time with her
pulse, and a number she assumed was her heart rate was displayed
inside it. Another image, that looked like a thick line, grew
longer or shorter with her breathing.

"Ok, now what?" Meredith traced a finger along one
of the wires. By now, she couldn't even tell they were there,
except by touching them. She slid the finger down to where the
wires met just above her mons, and then, deciding to forgo the
shower, moved her fingers lower to stroke her clit. She had felt it
was only fair that she get some fun out of the morning

***

The vibration got stronger, until it seemed that the
muscles between her legs were actually contracting rapidly, which
according to Mark, was exactly what they were doing. Meredith felt
wetness between her thighs, and a totally independent throbbing
from her just-aroused nub as the slightest movement of her legs
stimulated her clit.

***

"It's all pulses, babe. See your heart and
breathing?" He had been speaking in a low whisper, his phone-sex
voice. The red dot had been flashing faster, and the blue bar
growing longer as her breath quickened. She closed her eyes, Mark's
voice coming the speaker of her phone. "Touch yourself, babe, just
close your eyes and come for me. That's it, almost there…"

She hadn't closed her eyes, but allowed herself to
relax and fingered herself into a quick good morning O. Just before
she came, a glimpse at the little screen showed another graph, like
a speedometer with a needle that was moving along an arc from green
to red. Right as her orgasm swept over her, the needle redlined and
stayed there until she got her breath back. She noticed that the
heart rate and breathing rate indicators slowed down as well, right
along with what she could feel happening to her body.

"Wow, babe, that was great," Mark had sounded like a
kid who just got off a roller coaster, "That was perfect! A
plus!"

Hmph, Meredith had thought, I've never had my
orgasms graded before. Her tone was a little snippy as she asked,
"What was that about? What are the wires for? Just what are we
doing?"

"We," Mark had been smug, "Are calibrating."

Meredith had looked again at the wires that blended
in so well with her skin, firmly in place and following several
contours of her body without any apparent problem. All she'd had to
do at first was press them firmly and they had stayed in place. Two
went around and under her breasts where an underwire would be on a
bra, two fit just along her shaved bikini line, and they all joined
up along one that she couldn't see, which outlined the lower third
of her spine on her back. That one had been a little tricky, but
just staying just as firmly in place as the others, as far as she
could tell. The only way she could tell they were there now was the
faint pink traces, and she only knew where to look because she had
put them in place herself. The tiny box-like object fit just below
the small of her back, resting just inside the rounded cheeks of
her ass, its perfect form factor making it barely noticeable.

She caught sight of the clock on the bedside table.
"Damn, honey, I have to go. Can I take these off?"

Mark's low laugh came again, "No babe, leave them
on. Oh, and I'd sit in the back of the room today. It's laundry
day."

***

Ah. Laundry day. Their code for when one of them was
going send the other completely unsafe-for-work texts or calls at
some point during the day, and a warning to keep the phone out of
sight of notoriously nosy Peyton coworkers. If it rang, they should
answer it completely out of earshot.

It was a warning that Meredith was grateful for now,
as the presentation droned on but her body was flooded with
sensations. Even in the back row, there were plenty of attendees
who might overhear something they should not. One uptight looking
blonde who was actually taking notes looked over as Meredith
couldn't control a gasp when a surge of heat flashed from her clit
to both of her nipples at the same time. She clamped her lip in her
teeth, and repressed another gasp as her arousal spiked with a jolt
of something that felt like a slap on her ass under her
clothes.

She realized she was breathing fast and heavily, and
imagined those little graphics flashing faster on a screen
somewhere in front of Mark. But how––

The thought was pushed out of her mind as it felt
like gentle hands hands began kneading her breasts beneath the bra
she had slipped on over the looped wires. She inhaled sharply-the
rhythm was perfectly synchronized, both breasts now showing tautly
erect nipples that strained against the silk of her blouse when she
glanced down, and her bra felt almost too tight, in a pleasantly
sensual way.

The rhythm now coursed through her body, and her
heartbeat began speeding up, matching the increasing pace of the
flashes of heat she felt along her now soaking vulva. The squeezing
sensation on her tits seemed to be inside her body as well. It was
like the time she had gone to bed with two men, a thrusting
internal pressure from two sides on that flexible barrier between
her tight pink tunnel and her stretched and penetrated back
passage, a powerful stroking that had nearly made her pass out that
time, and was now threatening to take her breath away. In response
to the insistent stimulation, her hands tightened and knotted
themselves in the cloth hanging off the edge of the table, but she
managed to keep them out of sight in her lap.

There was a moment of disorientation as she felt an
orgasm build, but she kept her mouth tightly shut and her hands
hidden in her lap. If anybody was watching, they would have seen
her stiffen slightly, catch her breath sharply as the pleasure
crested, sweeping from hidden toes that curled in her shoes to her
flaming cheeks as it slammed through her, her body going rigid for
a long moment fighting the urge to cry out.

She slumped back into the uncomfortable char, mouth
open to pull in air and eyes closed in relief even as the speaker
was wrapping up with a joke only marginally lamer than what he'd
started with.

Meredith caught her breath and felt her heartbeat
slow. Her hands, when she looked at them, were trembling slightly
so she kept them thrust under the table, resting on knees that had
gone slack and open. She inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly,
bringing her body back into focus a bit at a time.

Once she got all her parts settled down and her
fingers were under control, she sent Mark a text. "??? WTF was
that?" She keyed in.

Seconds later, her phone buzzed in response.

"Good O?"

"Yes," she sent back "fcking gr8"

She could almost hear the smirk in his voice as the
letters popped up on her screen.

"Now there's an app for that."

The text was accompanied by a screenshot similar to
what she had seen while Mark was "calibrating", but there were more
icons. An outline of a woman (the line-drawing boobs made that
clear), "+" and "-" buttons, sliders, and others, making the screen
look like some kind of video game controller.

Before Meredith could spend more time figuring out
what everything did, she had to put the phone down and close her
eyes as a tingling began to spread from the line of wires that
circled her sex … the conference might not be so dull after
all.
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Chapter 7
– Stress Relief






Monday






Diary, you are speaking to a very contented Andrea.
I may have had the day from hell, but none of that matters to me
right now. Like I promised I would be, I'm in sunny Birmingham, in
a delightful Bed and Breakfast, eating a Chinese takeaway because I
don’t have the energy to get dressed up and go out to a restaurant.
Hannah, the manager of the Birmingham office, is every bit as
competent as I described to you last night and it looks like I'll
be here for days trying to sort out her mess.

But it is definitely not all doom and gloom. Oh no.
It seems that my neighbour in Room 4 is as forgetful as a ninety
year old goldfish, and that definitely works in my favour. He left
his keys dangling from the lock while he was in the shower,
apparently. And I mean all his keys - door keys, car keys, lots of
keys. Don't worry, diary, I saved the day of course.

I thought about leaving the keys where they were.
Not my problem, right? But hey, the way I'm feeling at the moment I
could easily do the same thing, and I wouldn't want someone else to
just turn a blind eye. So I grabbed them, knocked on the door, and
waited. Nobody answered. I thought maybe whoever's in there is
asleep, so I knocked harder. Still no answer.

What would you do, diary, in that situation? Go back
to your own room and maybe drop the keys in with the owner later?
That's probably what you should do. That’s probably what I would
have done if my head wasn’t still thinking about how to sort out
the mess at work. But that's not what I did. I didn’t even think
twice. I put the key back in the lock and opened the door.

I called out as I inched into the room. "Hello.
Anyone here?" And there he is, coming out of the bathroom, naked if
not for the towel wrapped around his waist. He gawks at me and half
turns like he’s about to run back into the bathroom. Handsome guy,
tall, firm. Skin the colour of chicory coffee. Don't judge me! I
only got a glimpse before I politely turned away, but I liked what
I saw. "Hi. Sorry. I'm Andrea, I'm in room 5."

"Oh. Right. What–"

"Look, your keys were in the door so I thought I'd
be neighbourly and drop them back in. Sorry."

“Shit.” He paused and then coughed out a laugh. "Ah,
sorry. I mean, I'm always doing things like that. Thank you, that
was really nice of you."

"No worries." Awkward pause. "So, I'll just leave
them on the edge of the bed here."

OK, OK, yes I was grinning a little bit as I left
the room. Who wouldn't be? I got to see a nice body, and my
imagination's toying with the notion of the towel slipping. What?
His face? Didn't notice to tell you the truth. I think he had short
hair or a shaved head. Probably shaved.

***






Tuesday






Shit. Shit, shit, and more shit. Sorry, diary, if
this is illegible, but my hands are still trembling. Fuck, shit,
balls. What am I going to do? My handbag is still through there and
there's no way I'm going to go and ask for it back. Shit.

Where do I start? Hannah and that administrator of
hers, Bethan or Becky or something, are so stupid that they can't
even get a simple task right with both of them working on it. All I
asked them to do today was to make sure the files are straight so
that I can work through them and correct any big errors. Half the
files they can't find, the other half have things missing. I don't
know what to do about it all. If only I was in charge of hiring and
firing, perhaps I could get some more competent staff. Urgh. Is it
any wonder I manage to leave my handbag behind in the neighbour’s
room? Or that I was glad of something to take my mind off the day
I've had in the first place? It’s totally not my fault.

So there I am, trudging up the stairs and wondering
whether poison or hanging would be the easiest solution to my
problems, when I notice the keys sticking out of the door next to
mine again. And I knock on the door again. And nobody answers.
Again. And again I'm in that situation where I don't know quite
what to do about it. I mean, I could drop the keys in with the
owner. But this guy, my next door neighbour, I've met him now and
he seems nice enough and I know that I would be panicking if I
thought I’d lost my keys.

I bet you've guessed what I did. Honestly, diary, I
only meant to just pop in, drop the keys on the end of the bed and
get back out again. And that's all I would have done. Seriously,
that's all I wanted to do after the day I’ve had. But then when
I've left the keys on the bed and I’m turning to leave, I notice
that the bathroom door is open. And not just a crack, this thing's
wide open, and the mirror on the wall is somehow at just the right
angle that I can see him in there, in the shower, and oh my god
it's a pleasing sight.

The reflection didn’t show his face, which probably
made it easier to watch, like it was just a body and if I couldn't
see his eyes then he couldn't see mine. Anonymous. I saw the torso
yesterday, but seriously that man has got a fantastic ass. The
water cascaded over his wide shoulders and down his back, narrowing
to follow the channel of his spine as it got to his waist. It split
into two channels at the top of his bum and dribbled around each
cheek like two watery hands cupping and holding it the way I would
have liked to. The water ran down thighs that looked like they
could pin a woman in place, and then disappeared at the bottom of
the mirror.And then he turned around. I would like to say that I
ran away. Or at least that I looked away. I should have looked
away. But diary it has been so long since the last time. My mouth
went so dry that I couldn't swallow. I found myself following one
vein in particular that stood out along the length of his penis,
seemingly endless, all the way to the circumcised tip. His cock is
dark, like the rest of his skin, but the tip is lighter, almost
pink. He trims his pubic hair, I gleefully noted, as if it made any
difference to me, perched yards away on the edge of the bed. At
some point I must have put my handbag down to stop it trying to
slip from my shoulder the way that it likes to do, but I don't
remember doing it.

I watched him lathering and rinsing in the steaming
water, unaware of the fact that he was being watched. And then he
was done and in an instant he was out of the shower and grabbing a
towel. I panicked. I jumped up from the bed and I think I was
around the corner and out of sight by the time he came out of the
bathroom. I hope I was. I certainly didn't hear him chasing me as I
fled out of the door.

So I'm in here, with you, diary, and he's in there,
with his keys and my handbag. I think I want to die. He must know
what I was doing. I mean, if I'd stayed I could have pleaded that
I'd only just got there, but the way I ran, he'll know. He'll know
that I was watching him. What am I going to do?

***






Wednesday






Well, diary, when I left you last night I was about
ready to leap from my window. If I was more than one floor up and
didn’t think I’d probably survive then I might have done so. But
things have changed somewhat since last night, and I’m just dying
to tell you all about it. Where do I start?

My handbag is back in my possession, that's the
first thing. I found it sitting outside my door when I got up this
morning. I didn’t eat breakfast, and I certainly didn’t thank my
neighbour for returning it; I just slipped out to my car and away
to the office as quietly and as quickly as I could.

I felt sick.

And when I got to work I took it out on Hannah and
that other one. I even made the other one cry this afternoon. I
feel bad about that now, but at the time it just seemed like
everyone around me was being deliberately stupid just to make me
mad. I will apologise tomorrow. It wasn't even her fault. I left my
handbag on the floor by the desk and she tripped over it, spilling
a cup of tea all over the file that I was trying to sort out. As it
soaked into the pages and dripped from the edge of the desk onto my
handbag I just snapped. I grabbed my bag and stormed off to sort
myself out in the toilets, and that's when I found the business
card.

As I rooted through my handbag, dumping lipstick and
headache pills next to the basin so that I could clean them up, I
came across it. It hadn't been there yesterday, I knew that much
for certain. The name on the front was for Anthony Fellows,
attorney. My heart jumped into my throat. What was this? Some sort
of threat of legal action? I only got an accidental glimpse of a
nice body, for Christ's sake, it wasn’t like I was deliberately
peeping. Then I turned it over and my jaw must have dropped to the
floor.

I'll be back at six. Let yourself in.

Suddenly the tea sloshing around inside my bag and
the ruined file were forgotten. What was this? An invitation or a
trap? What kind of a trap would it be though? Have the police there
waiting to arrest me for being a pervert? What evidence would they
have unless he was naked again and they were hiding in the
wardrobe?

I glanced at my watch. Five. It takes over an hour
just to get from the office back to the bed and breakfast. I don't
even remember exactly what I said to Hannah and the administrator,
whose name I must find out and remember, just that I had to go and
I'd see them tomorrow. I remember a lot of blaring horns on the
drive back from the office.

I'm sure you can guess, diary, that the key was
waiting in his door again. Not the car keys this time though, just
the key to the room and another business card attached to it.
Anthony Fellows hadn't written on the back of this one, it was
mysteriously blank.

I could hear the hiss of the water as I crept
inside, arms folded across my chest. The bathroom door was wide
open once again, and I perched on the edge of the bed where the
mirror was placed just right to watch the water rush over his
shoulders and between those magnificent pectorals. A rivulet ran
over the bumps of his stomach muscles and my eyes followed its
course, down. I swallowed as my gaze lit on the neatly trimmed hair
at the base of his cock and then followed the line of that single
vein that stood proud along its length.

As I watched, his penis hardened, growing thicker,
longer even than it was already. Did he know that I was there? Had
he sensed it or could he see? I forgot the question as the tip of a
forefinger reached down and brushed lightly along the shaft of his
penis, following the route that the water had taken and teasing the
tip into life. As he hardened, his cock rose into a standing
position, and he began to rub the tip with his fingers, moving in
circles around the head as he held his penis steady and massaged
his balls with the other hand.

My mouth was dry from watching his display, but
between my legs I was growing decidedly damp, diary. I wondered
what I was expected to do. Should I just watch? Was that all I had
permission for? I crossed my legs and took a deep breath,
distracted by the idea of lifting my skirt and reaching a hand
inside my panties. I watched as he teased his cock for what felt
like hours, just playing with the tip and manipulating his balls. I
wonder whether every man knows how to pleasure himself like this or
is it just Mr Fellows? I’ve never watched another man masturbate. I
began to shift uncomfortably on the edge of the bed until finally
he took hold of his cock and began to pump his fist up and down the
shaft, making the exposed tip throb red as his fingers squeezed
against it. I couldn't take it any longer, diary, I spread my legs
and started rubbing myself through my damp panties. As I watched
him tugging at his erection, I slipped my fingers into my vagina
and gently rubbed the fingertips against my clit, feeling my
stomach clench as sensation pulsated through my nerve endings. We
masturbated together, until his cock began to spasm and I watched
as he came right in front of my eyes.

It's an odd thing, but despite sharing in something
so intimate I didn't want him to find me there. I took a moment to
catch my breath and then remembered to grab my handbag before I
left. I also took the business card that had been attached to the
keys. By the time he was out of the shower, I was already gone.

***

So here I am, diary, and the business card is in
front of me. Anthony Fellows, attorney, left the back blank, but it
isn't blank any more. Now it has my handwriting on it.

I'll be back at 7. Let yourself in.

My heart is in my throat as I'm reading the words
back to myself and daring myself to push it under his door. I’m
nervous. I’ve never done anything like this before. But I want him
to watch me, the way that I watched him. I want to be his fantasy.
I’ll be back at 7.
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Chapter 8 –
The Egyptian Belly Dancer and the God of the Underworld

Nenet was the most gorgeous belly dancer in all of
Egypt. Her glimmering brown eyes and shiny black hair was wondrous
to behold. She had the lightest tanned skin of any Egyptian around.
Though she had received many offers; she had never become anyone’s
lover nor had she agreed to become anyone’s wife. She had always
felt since she was a little girl that she was destined for so much
more.

It was the beginning of the Middle Kingdom and life
couldn’t be better. Nenet lived in the wonderful city of Thebes
near the palace. She shared a home with the other belly dancers
that worked in the palace with her. They entertained the Pharaoh
during suppertime and sometimes they were selected individually for
private dinners or parties held by the Pharaoh or the palace
guards. They were paid and fed well; they were never left
wanting.

Some of the belly dancers had become friends with
each other and others became lovers of the king or his guards. But
that didn’t interest Nenet. She liked her solitude. But she kept a
black cat to keep her company. She had named her Bast, after the
cat goddess. Bast always wore a gold earring in her right ear and a
gold beaded scarab necklace and if you didn’t know any better,
you’d say it was the goddess herself. She was the perfect image of
the goddess Bast. She was Nenet’s only “friend” in the whole world
but that’s how she liked it. Until the day she met someone who
changed all that…

It was a warm summer night and the soft breeze
carried the sounds of laughter and music from the palace to Nenet’s
ears as she leaned out her square bedroom window. All of the other
belly dancers had either gone to bed or to the party at the palace.
She had gotten leave from the party because she claimed that she
did not feel well. In all honesty, she just wasn’t in the mood for
a rowdy drunken party that night. She took a big whiff of the sandy
Egyptian air and turned around to walk away from the window. She
smiled at Bast, who was standing on her jackal-shaped bed of
darkest ebony.

“Hey girl, what are you up to?” Nenet said, walking
over to her and petting her behind the ears.

Bast mewed in response. Then Nenet started walking
away so she plopped down onto the bed to fall asleep for the night.
Nenet suddenly had the strangest urge to go for a walk. So she took
a burning torch to light her way through the darkness and got
pulled almost magnetically to her unknown destination. She didn’t
know who or what was waiting for her, but she felt like she was
following the path of her destiny. The excitement and nervousness
of it tingled through her body as she took every barefoot step
through the sand. She couldn’t stop a smile from spreading across
her face as she left the city and approached the oasis a mile or
two away from the city. She knew in her heart that she had nothing
to fear and that there was definitely something special about that
night. The closer she got, the more excited she became.

Finally she reached the beautiful lush oasis. It was
a starry night and she could make out the constellation Orion
directly above the oasis when she glanced up at the sky. It may not
have been called Orion back then, but it was certainly important to
the Egyptians and it was integral to making the great pyramids of
Giza. Nenet could hear the faint trickling of water and quaking of
ducks as she entered the oasis. She gently brushed the dark green
leaves and felt the soft grass underneath her feet. She could feel
the breeze rustle through her braided hair.

Nenet even smelled the aroma of bananas and figs
growing in the trees. Every sight, sound, and smell was pleasing to
her. The sound of the water grew louder as she traveled deeper into
the heart of the oasis. Then finally she reached the center of the
oasis where a dark sparkling blue lake sat in a clearing deep in
the ground. She saw a few ducks swimming across the water and take
flight into the Egyptian night sky. Nenet nearly fainted at the
sight in front of the small lake. Am I having a dream? She
wondered. There was a dark headed figure standing between two large
torches stuck inside the ground. He had his medium brown tanned
arms crossed in front of his muscular chest. Nenet was utterly
speechless! She looked at his glowing yellow jackal eyes and his
long jackal snout. It was the god of the underworld! It was Anubis
himself! She rubbed her eyes and opened them again, but she wasn’t
dreaming. It was real!

“My lord, what do you want with me?” Nenet asked,
bowing down before him.

He uncrossed his arms and she lifted her eyes to
look at him. He had a golden kilt on and gold cuff bracelets on his
wrists. He was all tan except for his jackal head. His head and
neck were covered with a fine black fur and he wore a golden khat
over his head that resembled hair. His long pointy ears stuck out
of his golden khat at the top of his head. Nenet was immediately
enamored by him.

“Nenet, do not fear me. I am the great god Anubis
and I mean you no harm.” He told her.

“Why did you bring me here, Great Anubis?” she asked
shyly.

Anubis took her torch and dipped it in the lake to
put out the flame and dropped it on the ground beside the lake.
Then he looked at her seriously and answered her question.

“I have the same burning desire that you keep hidden
deep inside you. I also wanted to meet you in person and get to
talk with you for awhile… We both want the same fantasy and we are
destined to be a part of it.”

Nenet looked surprised and embarrassed at the same
time. She blushed slightly and grinned as she looked away. Anubis
closed the distance between them and gently caressed her silky
smooth arms.

“Nenet, I care a lot about you and I want to be with
you tonight.” He looked deep into her eyes as she faced him
again.

“I am yours, my lord.” Nenet replied.

She felt the fine fur of his muscular cheek and ran
her hand over the smooth golden silky khat. It was an indescribable
feeling.

He then changed to full human form. He had shoulder
length layered black hair and a golden Ankh symbol on his forehead.
He had the brightest blue eyes Nenet had ever seen. They looked
like two dazzling blue agate stones shining in the light.

“Wow, you’re very handsome as a man!” Nenet
complimented him.

“You are the most beautiful woman in all of Egypt.
Trust me, I know! I couldn’t hope for a better lover!” Anubis said
and held her tight. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed
him passionately.

“Oh Anubis! I am madly in love with you! I always
have been.” Nenet exclaimed and kissed him once more. He ran his
hands down the front of her terracotta colored kalasiris and
squeezed her breasts. He popped them out from behind the wide
shoulder straps and fondled them more lovingly. She moaned and
panted as she got aroused beyond comprehension. She had never
noticed that these strong desires had built up before. She was
almost driven wild with lust as he began sucking on her rock hard
nipples. Anubis licked and kissed her large breasts as well. Nenet
couldn’t take it any longer! She needed him and she needed him NOW!
She quickly pulled off her kalasiris and tossed it onto the grass a
few feet away.

“What an immaculate body.” Anubis gazed at her naked
curvy body.

He pressed himself up against her and she felt a
hard bump rise under his golden kilt.

“Oh baby! Please satisfy me now! I want to feel your
divine presence in between my thighs. My body aches for you!” She
moaned.

He kissed her neck and rubbed her back and down to
her firm round ass. Anubis sent chills up through her groin when he
squeezed it and rubbed her on his large bump. She squirted cum out
as her loins begged to be pierced by him. Anubis could no longer
wait either. He pulled down his kilt and tossed it aside, revealing
a large hard cock that was eager to play with her. Nenet gasped at
the magnificent sight of it. She longed to try sucking on it, so
she dropped to her knees and swallowed it whole. Anubis groaned
from the pleasure it gave him. She sucked faster and harder until
he stopped her to lay her down on the ground. Nenet eagerly spread
her legs and invited him in. He didn’t hesitate for a moment. He
thrust his big penis in her and stole her virginity. There was a
brief pinch of pain, but then the world of ecstasy was opened up to
her. It plunged her into a wild frenzy of passion.

“Oh, Anubis, please make love to me forever.” She
pleaded.

Nenet soaked his giant cock from orgasm after
orgasm. She screamed and moaned as he fucked her like an animal. He
rubbed her tits and watched them bounce in his face, enticing him
to lick them and suck on the nipples. He held her hips as she
wrapped her legs around his waist and he pounded her even
harder.

“Oh Anubis, I’m getting off. I’m going to soak you
again, my love!” And she burst all over his dick like a water
balloon.

“Oh, my sweet Nenet, I am going to paint you with my
love as well!” Anubis shouted and he thrust one more violent time
before spewing his cum all over the walls of her vagina.

They embraced and kissed one another wildly before
continuing once more. He was a god, so his dick never lost its
shape or hardness until he “told” it to. He could explode as much
as he wanted to and never had to put it down until he wanted to.
Nenet hopped on top of him as he lay down on the grass and pushed
herself right down on top of his cock. It filled up every inch of
her and made her go crazy. She bounced on it harder and faster each
time as she inched closer to another orgasm. She pounded and rubbed
on it and squirted him with plenty of cum. He was driven to the
point of explosion once more and dowsed her insides with love.

“This feels so amazing! I can hardly believe what
sensations I’m having!” Nenet sighed.

Anubis flipped her over and began fucking her
relentlessly from behind as she bent over and spread her legs
eagerly. He pounded her harder and faster as he held onto her tits.
He pierced the very depths of her vagina and made her beg for more.
Anubis was happy to oblige. He laid her down on the ground again
and gently spread her legs. Then he plunged his face down in and
devoured her with his mouth. He licked and sucked so much that he
sent her flying through several orgasms before he was done. Nenet
happily tugged on his long penis and jerked it off until it sprayed
her with its warm liquid. Then she got so worked up from that, that
she had to put it in her mouth again and suck away on it. She was
bobbing her head back and forth on it as he ran his strong hands
through her braided hair and thrust his cock desperately in her
mouth. Then all of a sudden, his dick shot off like a hose inside
her mouth. She swallowed all of the delicious sweet & salty
liquid.

Anubis knelt down in front of her and kissed her
passionately. Nenet begged him to let her hop on his dick one more
time. He laid on the ground and she hopped up on his gigantic dick.
She felt it rub her vagina and it made her ooze all around it.
Their tongues twirled rapidly in a loving kiss. Anubis held onto
Nenet’s tits as she bounced on his hard, thick penis like a horny
rabbit. He thrust it deeper in her as she bounced harder.

“Oh yes! Oh yes!” She screamed as she had another
orgasm.

She kept right on going and had a few more orgasms
before changing positions. Anubis carried her over to a nearby tree
and leaned her against it while he fucked her and ravaged her with
kisses. She squeezed him tight as they exploded in ecstasy one last
grand time.

That night was one of many nights that they shared
together. Nenet had found a lover after all and he filled her life
with so much exquisite pleasure. She always got to meet him at the
oasis during the night and sometimes they would fall asleep in one
another’s arms until the morning. Then she would wake up alone and
walk back home in the warm morning sunlight. Now she truly felt
complete.
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Chapter 9 –
Commuting







Fiona hurried, stuffing things into her tote.
The bag seemed bursting at the seams, its cheery flowers
distorted by the weight of her lunch tub, novel and assorted
necessities. A commuter prepared for the apocalypse. Or,at least,a
very long ride.

“Why don’t you and Ryan get a flat closer in?”
Fiona's mum said, pouring a second cup of tea.

She was glad her mum had come for a visit, but
it was a bit cramped having a houseguest. They did need a new
flat—not closer, but larger. Five years of marriage produced
possessions,

and the two bedroom apartment walls
filled with bookcases for Ryan’s books, windows swamped with
jungles of her houseplants.

“We enjoy the commute. I know it is ridiculous,”
Fiona said, collecting her umbrella and coat. “I like the ride.”
She changed her mind about the coat.

“Surely you don’t enjoy the ride home at night!
All those foreign men, shoved up against you. In my day public

transportation was so different. My friend
Crystal claims one of those foreign men groped her on the
train.”

Crystal probably hasn’t been groped in
thirty years by anyone else, Fiona thought.

Fiona bit her lip. “No one gropes me. And if
they try, I’ll poke them with my umbrella, Mum. It has a nice sharp
point.”

“Well, be careful. That short skirt of yours is
an invitation to something. And you wear that to the office?”

“Everyone does. It’s the fashion,” Fiona
muttered. “I’m off then.”

“Kiss goodbye, m’dear?”

She went and gave her mother a peck on the
cheek. She felt twelve years old, not twenty-six.

They needed a larger flat, she thought. More
windows. Her African violets huddled in the bathroom cramped on a
window ledge. With Ryan's recent promotion, they could afford a new
place.

The guest sleeping on the day bed in the
spare room, made space more precious. Her mother was five foot
high, no more than 100lbs, and yet she filled the kitchen. She had
intended to stay a few days, but it had been a week.

She had not told tell Fiona why she honored them
with a visit. Something about pipes being repaired in her building,
and no hot water.

Ryan offered no complaints, another reason
she adored him.

The train was late, as usual. She closed her
eyes and half-slept, standing up, all the way to town. The man
behind her was sleeping too. Sometimes his head nearly drooped to
her shoulder. He was rather nice looking .Mum's friend Crystal
probably wouldn’t have minded him. Fiona stirred once, and found
his mop of auburn curls so close she could smell his shampoo.

Not a scent she liked. She stifled a sneeze.

The train shuddered to a halt, and he awoke with
a start. Wide hazel eyes the color of a moss edged stone met
hers.

“Sorry,” he whispered.

She smiled.

A light stirred in his eyes.

Perhaps she should not have smiled. She glanced
down at the swell of her own breasts in her tight, low cut top.
Sometimes her mother was right. Dressing like Jackie was
dangerous.

With Jackie's promotion from editorial
assistant to editor, Fiona decided to follow in her high heeled
steps to success. Jackie was not very bright, in Fiona’s opinion,
but she had great, long legs.  She wore heels that left Fiona
airsick, and blouses cut low enough to need a safety warning. Mr.
Jarvis looked as if heart attack number three was imminent when
Jackie bent over his desk. She always smelled of scent which she no
doubt ordered in half gallon bottles.

She made editor, and Fiona was still only a
lowly assistant, so gone were the gray pencil skirts and
beige twinsets.

“Wow,” commented Ryan, seeing her new wardrobe.
“I don’t know whether to be proud or worried.”

“You don't need to worry,” she assured him. “You
have something no one else has.”

She laughed, as he immediately glanced down.

“Not that, you silly. My love.”

“Oh.”

“But that's not bad, either.”

That, she thought, as the train started on
again, she was beginning to miss. Somehow with her mum in the
next room, romance became difficult. She felt like she was a child,
and Ryan confided he felt like a child molester. It was as if
at any moment her mum would burst in and say “What on
earth are you doing to Fiona!”

The young man behind her had inched closer. If
she were not madly in love, and married, he would be appealing. She
glanced up at the hand clutching the hand hold. Ringless. Of
course, that didn’t mean much nowadays. The train lurched on a
turn, and his body nudged closer. His eyes were closed, and he
appeared to be dozing.

Oh my. He didn’t feel gay. Unless, perhaps, he
was having gay fantasies in his sleep. That was definitely not his
cellphone she felt against her behind. She angled her hips,
wiggling slightly. Adjusting her skirt, she told herself.

The feeling of him against her backside was
quite warming. Spring was in the air, and she had decided against
the raincoat at the last minute. Nothing between her tight skirt
and his blue jeans. She could feel him, pressing just north of
where the tropics lay hot and steamy between her thighs.

It had been there a week, she told herself.
Anyone would be a little lustful. Giving Ryan a furtive hand job
certainly didn’t do anything for the ache that was growing stronger
by the minute. Another turn, she feared, and her hips might roll
just high enough.

He moved forward another inch. She glanced, but
he still seemed asleep.

Her mum would have been proud. She reached her
stop without hitting that spot. She and the young man both got off
together.

He glanced down at her, as she tried to make a
graceful descent on to the platform in her heels. She
wobbled a second, and he quickly offered a steady hand.

“Thanks,” she whispered.

“Don’t know how women avoid breaking their
necks,” he said. His voice was warm and low. Like Ryan’s, she
reminded herself.

“We just wear them because men like them,” she
heard herself say. Mum’s voice saying “Slut” mumbled dimly in her
left hear.

He laughed.

“Just started work at a new job,” he offered. “I
guess I’ll see you again.”

“I suppose,” she said, lifting her left hand to
her ear, flashing her wedding ring in his eyes. He was following
her out of the station.

He veered to her right, nodding farewell, and
disappeared into the crowd of raincoats. She found her umbrella.
Probably should have worn the coat, she thought.

***

The rain has coming down in cold, stinging drops
when she faced her home commute. Like a wet kitten, she longed to
be warm, dry and loved.

As she got on the train, her heels tested
the limits of weary legs. Being Jackie fatigued her. She hadn’t
given the pencils skirts away. The damn short skirt was letting
cold air run its fingers up her thighs. Pantyhose would have been
welcome, runners and all.

Her tote bag felt as if it was transporting
barbells. She was taking things out, she vowed. The
tampons could stay, but crackers and bottled water would have
to go. Somewhere there was even a condom or two. Once, she thought
, shutting her eyes and holding on as the train began to move at
last, she and Ryan made love in in an empty alley, with her skirt
hiked up, her body pinioned against a brick wall.

That seemed a million years ago. She wondered
what her mother had made for dinner. Please let it be
sausages, thought Fiona.

She closed her eyes, clearing her mind. She had
deliberately gone to the back of the car. Packed in the morning,
but empty in places at night. No one sat in the seats in the back.
They preferred to stand, rather than fold themselves on the
hard little seats. She stood because she was so tired she wasn’t
sure she would want to stand back up.

People boarded in a damp rush, rain
glittering on their hair, beading their coats with pearls of
rain.

She closed her eyes again. The train began to
move, and as it did, she felt him behind her. There had been
nothing but space before, to the back of the car. But now his
warmth penetrated her zone of cool air. She could feel his body
inches from her own. She knew it was male. Warm masculine scent
wafted into her waiting nostrils.

She shut her eyes tight. She could still smell
that delicious scent, reminding her of skin and sin and rumpled bed
sheets.

Damn. He closed the gap. The fit was
perfect.

He was pressed against her backside, cloth to
cloth. Logic argued against behaving like this.

But nothing stopped the warmth inching up her
back. Her hungry body could not help but singe as she felt him
growing against the curves. Hot and ready, she thought. Something
was on fire between her legs, but the wetness that rushed to the
site was not succeeding in squelching the flames.

He rocked, ever so slightly, the cradle of her
thighs.

Accident?

She could not turn to look. If he looked at her
back, all would be lost. She must keep up the prim pretense she
didn’t want what he was offering. Ever so casually, she rolled her
hips. She could feel his response, flicking up under its denim
prison. Another roll was unavoidable. His hand moved now, and she
could feel his hot, long fingers dancing lightly along the back of
her thigh. She bit back a smile as she could feel his start.

She wore a thong, so soon his fingers brushed
the creamy skin of her flank, the round of her ass.

She bit her lip harder as his hot hands cupped
her cheeks, her skirt bunched up. It was hard not to moan.

A sea of coats filled the view ahead, but she
shut her eyes. The seats were blessedly empty on either side for
two rows up. There was no one to see her shameless consent.

His hands slid to her waist, pulling her against
him, allowing her to feel the full measure of his need. It matched
her own, if not in length then certainly in heat.

Strong fingers inched under her top, up and
around, finding her bra, unfastening the hooks one handed.

Practice, she thought, with admiration.

His hand now slithered up her skin and found her
left breast; she clenched her thighs together as he flicked a
finger over her taut nipple, worrying it. He pinched it gently, as
he rocked into her, rubbing against her, hard and full.

She moaned into her hand. Shut her eyes
tight.

Wicked sure hand, she thought, as he tormented
first her left, and then her right breast beneath her top. Anyone
who saw would not see flesh at least, she thought.

“Please,” he whispered in her ear.

At least his Mum had taught him manners.

She smiled a private smile. Perhaps Mona Lisa
had a man’s hand somewhere in those demure robes of hers. She
understood.

His finger pinching her nipple gently sealed the
deal. She was afraid she would come from his next press against
her, missing something she had needed all week long.

She wanted more than just a slap and tickle.

“Wait,” she whispered. She bent, her movement
against him making matters even more urgent. She fumbled in her
tote bag, found what she wanted, and pressed it into his hand.

She could feel his smile, even if she refused to
turn and see it. What you don’t see, she told herself, never
happened.

She could hear the happy rip of the foil packet.
No one looked around. All kinds of things are wrapped in foil.
Candy. Gum.

She heard the zipper inching down, furtive and
silently moving along the tracks.

The train swung, and their bodies swayed along.
His hand on her hip bone, fingers pulling her back, claiming her,
declared the problem solved and then moved down, down down.

Finesse no longer mattered. She didn’t care if
he slammed in, with all the brute technique of a rutting stallion.
He moved the token underwear and she felt his fingers slide between
her legs, feeling their way to heaven, inch by devilish inch.

When he touched her there, she feared she
might cry out. Need had an expiration date, and hers passed
last week. The merest touch sent her overripe desire spiraling. And
he knew just where to touch, and how to make her small sex stiffen
with pleasure. Back and forth, and then in circles, her slick flesh
silkened, moist with anticipation.

She almost bit her fingers when she felt the
private earthquake building, shivering inside, until the orgasm
rippled in waves that surely registered on a Richter scale. She
tottered on her heels, unsteady, and drunk with bliss.

Before she could slide boneless to earth, he
slammed into her core, one sure thrust as the train lurched. She
thought she might not make it home alive. If this was called a
petit morte, then the French never had been here. Grande morte
suited the occasion far better. He filled her in places she had not
known were empty.

Everything before, she realized, as he slid
back, preparing for another thrust, had failed to reach this last
few inches of virginity. Oh my.

He was not vulgar, did not lack discretion.
There was a smooth and modulated rhythm in the way he made
love. She was the instrument he played, the song her blood singing
through her veins his composition.

He could not, No, she thought, and, like an
opened birthday gift, there was still more. He reached
around,  worried her poor aching bud, until in some more
perfect unison, she felt herself go spiraling aloft, as if the roof
had left the train naked to the stars.

There cannot be more than this, her logic
hissed. And yet there was. Something inside her clenched tightened
every muscle, every nerve, rock solid in the effort, holding him
fast. Even as she panted, she could feel the end, coming, building.
No earthquake. It was a long, slow sizzle.

She shattered. Fragments like burnt embers
wafted through her, each last pop of delights seeming the last,
until the next faint quiver seized her body. A second later, she
felt the surge of his release, his thighs against hers. His
head fell against her shoulder, nuzzling her neck.

She realized, coming out of the fog of bliss,
where she was. The sea of coats, headphones, eyes fixed to cell
phones. No one had turned to watch her. No one cared. Nothing was
more private than a crowd. Lady Godiva would be safe on any train,
her horse and all. She heard him fumbling.

He slid her underwear back into place, smoothed
down her skirt. She listened for the zipper. He righted
himself.

She wondered what he did with IT. Definitely her
tote was out of bounds. Sliding it with her foot protectively in
front of her, she watched it with down cast eyes, vigilant against
defilement. That, she thought, was his problem.

She stifled a naughty giggle, imagining him
wondering what to do with the condom. Trains are nasty places. Ryan
was always telling her that, in his current task running the city
campaign to clean up public places.

Mercifully, her stop at last.

Demurely, as demurely as she could in her high,
high heels and short strumpet skirt, she inched her way down the
aisle, onto the platform, into the station. She dodged into the
ladies, not looking to see if he was behind her.

The woman in the mirror looked wicked. Wicked
tousled black hair. Eyes sinner’s black . She dabbed her face with
water on a paper towel, splashed on cologne from her trusty tote.
She re-applied her lipstick, combed her hair. She was still glowing
like a neon sign.

Her mum would know.

The flat smelled of sausages, as she predicted.
Sausages tomatoes, and mashed potatoes. Comforting smells. She felt
famished as she kicked off her heels, wiggling her toes.

“I’m home,” she called.

Her mum was in a housecoat, and the table was
laid for supper. Best part of Mum visiting was coming home to a
cooked meal.

“What have you been up to?” Mum asked. She
cocked an eyebrow.

“Getting home in the rain.”

“I’ve had a bit of good news myself, Fiona. Bill
my super called, and the pipes are fixed. I’ll be leaving in the
morning. I made your favorites for a goodbye dinner.”

Fiona impulsively kissed her cheek. This time
she didn’t feel twelve.

“That’s wonderful!”

Her mother looked flustered as she stirred the
potatoes up. “I haven’t told you the complete truth. I’m afraid
I’ve fibbed a little.”

Fiona laughed. “I did suspect. It sounded a
little dodgy.”

“Part of it is true. I did have a bit of problem
with my pipes. But the super, Bill is his name. He has been quite
helpful. He fixed the pipes in the bath, and I invited him to
supper, for a thank you. He’s on his own, you see. And well, one
thing led to another.”

“And he fixed more than the pipes?”

Her mother blushed crimson. “How you put things,
Fiona.”

“It’s what I do.”

“Well, anyhow, we had a bit of a spat. Foolish
quarrel, now that I think of it. And he’s apologized, and so we’ve
patched it up. Taking it slow this time, but perhaps something more
will come of it.”

“You’ve been divorced for fifteen years,” Fiona
said.

“But it still feels fast to me.”

The door rattled, and Fiona started.

“That will be Ryan,” she said, heading for the
bedroom.

“I’m going to get out of these clothes and put
on some sweats.”

She could hear Ryan greet her mother. How to
face him? Her

heart was pounding.

The bedroom door opened just as she pulled the
sweatshirt

over her head.

He looked at her.

She knew he could read the guilt on her face.
She had never

been able to fool Ryan.

“How could you?” he asked.

“How could I what?”

“Leave me to try to dispose of a condom on the
train. Here I

am head of the public clean-up program. Can you
imagine if

someone took a cellphone pic of me tossing it
under a seat?

Fiona burst out laughing.

“I have to admit, he said, pulling her into his
arms. “It

might have been worth it, even then. Best sex
ever.”

“Too bad my mother’s leaving in the morning,”
said Fiona.

“Now we have no excuse.”
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Chapter 10 – Dirty Enough to
Serve

I’m married to the police chief of our small
city. Which means long, lonely hours by myself, as he attends to
‘business’. Ours is a pretty corrupt city, so Douglas has his hands
full. While I’m at home with my hands empty.

People always ask me why a twenty-two year-old
woman would marry a fifty-five year-old man. Stupid question; if
they ever saw Douglas dressed up in his crisp, dark-blue uniform
with the shiny bronze badge and brass buttons and gleaming gold
epaulettes and embroidery.

I’ve always loved a man in uniform, especially a
police officer’s uniform. And the policeman with the most
impressive uniform is always the top cop; so you figure it out. It
doesn’t hurt that Douglas is in awfully good shape for a man of his
age, that he has thick silver hair and bright blue eyes, a rugged,
handsome face and a big, hard cock. He has no trouble standing
rigidly to my attention in his gorgeous uniform, and then later,
out of it. He also makes a very good living for a small city police
chief, which he shares with me, of course.

Thursday nights are the worst, however. That’s
when Douglas has to sit in on city council meetings, just in case
his expertise is required on something. And those meetings can last
well into the next morning. There is quite a bit of crime in our
city.

It was past midnight this last Thursday, with no
sign of Douglas anytime soon, when I just couldn’t control myself
any longer. I got one of his spare uniforms out of our bedroom
closet and laid it out on our bed. I tingled just looking down at
it – the well-tailored blue tunic with all of its bright buttons
down the front and the golden epaulettes on the shoulders and
stripes on the sleeves, the beaming badge over the heart, the
cuttingly creased blue pants with the wide, bright yellow lines
running down the sides. I even placed his black-brimmed,
yellow-braided, dark-blue police cap on the bed at the top of the
tunic, his polished black boots on the floor next to the bed. The
plastic brim of his hat and the leather lengths of his calf-high
boots gleamed under the lights, making me surge with excitement. I
slid a hand up onto a bared breast, slid my other hand down onto my
pantied pussy, picturing Douglas’ naked, masculine body filling out
those official, erotic articles of clothing.

I squeezed my brimming breast with my one hand,
rubbed my shimmering pussy with the other. And my entire body
suffused with the ‘heat’ of that cop’s uniform.

It was all well and good, nice and sexy, but it
just wouldn’t do. I hadn’t been fucked by my husband in three days,
and my raging sexual appetite just had to be filled, stuffed, so to
speak. So I went back to the closet and pulled Douglas’ police
baton out of his utility belt hanging there, stood in front of the
uniform again, now armed with the proper tool for serious
self-sexing. My wanton needs were an erotic crime that just
couldn’t go unpunished.

I gripped the two-foot-long, rounded, black,
composite baton by the wound leather handle, skinned my panties
down with my other hand, gazing at the uniform lying at attention
and seemingly coming to life right before my glazed eyes. “You
won’t have to beat me, officer,” I husked. “I’ll do it for
you.”

I speared the baton in between my trembling legs
and rubbed my dripping pussy with its round barrel. I shuddered and
gasped, when the smooth, cool, phallic enforcement tool glided over
my matted fur and moist pussy lips. I regripped a buzzing boob and
squeezed again, shooting my upper body full of sensation like my
lower was drenched in it. I groped both of my tits, scrubbing the
baton back and forth over my cunt.

“Ooooh, officer!” I groaned. “You’re being so
arrestingly hard on me!”

The dark barrel shone wet with my heated juices.
I sawed in between my legs, building up the delicious friction. I
pinched a stiff, throbbing nipple between my fingers, rolled it,
moaning with pleasure. And then I tipped the bulbed black head of
the glistening baton slightly upwards and stuck it right into my
cunt.

“Oh, yes, officer! Subdue me!”

The curved tip of the sex toy plunged through my
slick, puffed-up pussy lips and into my steaming pink, quickly
followed by inches and inches of molded shaft; plowing into my
tunnel, stretching and stuffing my cunt and pumping me full of
wicked emotion. Enough to make any female perverted perp shudder
like she’d just been Tazered. I cradled my quivering tits and cried
out, churning the police baton in and out of my sodden,
sensationalized cunt.

And then I jumped another couple of inches up
onto my bare balancing toes, when the phone on the nightstand
suddenly went off.

I jerked my arm away from my boobs and the baton
out of my pussy, groaning with despair now. But duty could call at
any time, so I walked stiff-legged over to the bedside phone and
scooped it up. “Yes!? Hello!?”

My frustration was somewhat soothed by the rich,
deep voice of Sergeant Rutledge, one of my husband’s closest
colleagues. “Hi, Amy. It’s Dwayne. I’m on the night shift down at
the station, and I just wanted to let you know that Officers
Johnson and Toomey just went out on patrol.”

Duty did call. I shivered with delight, eager to
respond to the call now. Latrelle Johnson and Ryan Toomey were the
two latest recruits to the police force. “Woman in distress,” I
informed the not-so-good sergeant.

“Ten-four,” he replied, and hung up.

I didn’t have much time. Emergency response
times were usually less than five minutes.

I hurriedly kicked away my panties and stripped
off my bra, wiped off and reholstered my husband’s baton, put away
his uniform. I wouldn’t need those sexual aids anymore. Not with
two raw rookies on the way, coming to the aid of a lady in sexual
distress.

I plucked three sets of handcuffs off the top
shelf of the closet, a silk stocking out of my bureau drawer. Then
I ran across the hall into the smaller bedroom and jumped onto the
iron-railed cot set up in there. I balled up the stocking and
stuffed it into my mouth, cuffed my ankles to the two opposite end
iron rails at the foot of the bed, lay back and stretched out and
cuffed my one wrist, thrust my other hand through the rails at the
head of the bed and cuffed up my other wrist. So that I was
shackled, naked, to the cot – a sexy, vulnerable woman just
yearning to be rescued by two handsome, uniformed men.

I completed the set-up just in time. The
officers pounded on the front door in four minutes flat, then
banged it open when they received no response.

“Police department!” they shouted in unison,
their booted feet thudding heavily onto the carpet.

I squirmed with anticipation, squealed through
my gag; my legs wide-spread and arms pulled back, wet pussy arched
upward, hard-tipped breasts bobbing high on my chest.

The officers thumped through the kitchen and
living room, then pounded down the hallway, yelling and clearing
the rooms. I full-body shivered.

Officer Toomey jumped into the doorway of the
master bedroom across the hall, his service pistol drawn and
pointed, his dark-blue uniform stretched tight over his tensed,
mounded buttocks. I writhed, my breasts beating and pussy
welling.

And then Officer Johnson suddenly leapt into the
doorway right in front of me. He barked out a command, his gun
jabbed out and ready to go off. I just about exploded with
police-induced orgasm right then and there, spasming so hard I
almost broke the sexual shackles that bound me to the cot.

Johnson’s hard, dark face was set in a scowl,
his thick, powerful arms thrust out in front of him, his big, black
hands gripping his blue-black gun. His cop cap was pushed back on
his broad forehead and his uniform was stretched tight over his
broad body. His boots shone like his velvety skin under the muted
lights, and his wide, leather utility belt was loaded with all
kinds of goodies. He was coiled like a spring in the shooting
position. I was arched up rigid in the shoot-off position.

He saw me, gaped down at me, his big, brown eyes
going wide. Then he slowly lowered his weapon and straightened up
his body. “In … here, Ryan,” he said, holstering and securing his
service pistol.

I writhed on the bed, both for effect and beside
myself.

Officer Johnson rushed over and pulled the
soaked stocking out of my mouth. I licked my lips and swallowed
hard, looking up at the fine, young policeman so close.

His partner entered the room where I lay naked
and needful.

Officer Toomey was shorter than Johnson, but
just as stockily-built. He had red, curly hair under his cap, pale
skin and green eyes. Both men had strong jaws and cleft chins, the
dynamic duo. They rode in a black and white patrol car, but they
could’ve galloped in on white steeds, it seemed to this horny,
hung-up lady.

They both stood next to the cot and looked down
at my glowing nude form.

“Here, you free her feet, while I uncuff her
hands,” Johnson finally said, tearing his eyes off my tits.

Toomey moved down to my feet, his eyes locked on
my pussy.

“Not so fast, boys,” I breathed, before they
could take unshackling action.

Their large hands froze on the clasps of the
utility belt pockets that held their handcuff keys.

“But-But dispatch said it was an emergency,”
Toomey stated.

I glanced from one gorgeous uniformed man to the
other with my best come-hither come-on. The sharp smell of polished
leather and tangy sweat, policeman musk, filled my nose like the
studly boys in blue were filling my eyes. “It is an emergency. I
haven’t been fucked in over three days.”

That set them back a pace each.

Officer Toomey put his hands on his hips, his
mouth hanging open. Officer Johnson rubbed his chin and licked his
lips. I batted my eyelashes and spread my legs even wider, pushing
my breasts up even higher.

“Please answer my call for assistance,
officers,” I murmured.

Johnson was the first to take the proffered
bait. He reached out a hand and grasped my jutting left breast,
squeezed it. I moaned with a mixture of appreciation and
encouragement.

“Latrelle! That’s the chief’s-”

“I won’t tell,” I cut Toomey off, feeling
Johnson’s warm, strong hand clasping and working my sensitive
breast flesh. “I’m no snitch. Just one very cooperative civilian,
who likes to show her support for the police force – any way she
can.”

Johnson looked at his brother in blue and
grinned, tweaking my straining nipple between his thumb and
forefinger. Toomey swallowed and walked closer to the foot of the
bed, and I stuck my right foot through the iron rails and rubbed my
toes up against the lawman’s uniformed crotch. He grunted and
shivered. Officers (getting) down!

I told them to keep their uniforms on, but to
show me the personal rods each was packing. Johnson unzipped his
pants and pulled his long, hard, dark cock out. He crowded closer
to the bed, alongside my head, and I opened my mouth up wide and he
fed his black cap into my face. I sealed my lips around the bulbed
hood and sucked. He grunted and shivered.

Toomey pulled his cock out of his pants, pressed
his swollen purple cap and pumped-up pink shaft against the soft,
curved sole of my foot. I rubbed his cock up and down, then turned
my foot and grabbed right onto his blue-veined shaft with my toes,
and pumped. He echoed his partner’s sexual sentiments.

I gulped up more of Johnson’s cock, taking half
of his thick shaft into my mouth, then sucking. I moved my turned
head back and forth on the pillow, wet-vaccing his cock. As I
stroked Toomey’s cock with my foot. I’m a versatile woman when it
comes to catering to cops.

Johnson shot his long fingers into my wavy, red
hair, pumped his hips in rhythm to my righteous sucking, fucking my
face. His dong oiled back and forth in my mouth, my lips dragging,
tongue swabbing the underside of his deliciously engorged shaft.
Toomey gripped the top iron bed rail and thrust his pulsating cock
up and down to keep pace with my pumping foot and jacking toes. Our
city’s finest, decked out in their street finery, fucking with the
chief of police’s wife.

My whole body coursed with electricity, the
sparks all but flying off my pulsing nipples and clit. I twisted my
arms and left leg against the shackles that so exquisitely chained
me to the bed, sucking and footing cock. I needed those two lethal
police tools inside my two sex holes in the worst possible way.

I pulled my head and foot back. “Officers down!”
I hissed. “Take up position inside of my cunt and ass!”

Like any new recruits, they took instruction
well, eager to please, show off their skills. Johnson greased his
cock with the lube he found by the bed, then he eased onto the cot,
underneath me, still in full uniform. His huge cock glistened and
waved, making my tiny bumhole burn with anticipation.

I lay over top of him, feeling the brass buttons
press into my back, the wool/polyester blend rub against my bare
skin; the officer’s hard cock slide up in between my trembling butt
cheeks. He kissed my neck, tongued my nape, grabbing onto both of
my breasts and mauling them.

“Fuck my ass, Officer Johnson!” I commanded.
“Stick your big nightstick into my ass and fuck me!”

He instantly gripped his dick and pushed the
mushroomed cap up in between my soft cheeks, against my tender
pucker. His hood pressed hard, then popped through, his hot breath
hissing in my reddened ear. I shook wildly with joy, as his shaft
shot into my anus, blowing up my ass.

“Fuck my cunt, Officer Toomey!” I shrilly
ordered the other policeman.

He quickly climbed onto the cot and crawled in
between my legs on his knees. And with his colleague’s cock
embedded in and bloating my ass, he plunged his own cock into my
blossomed pussy, plowing full-length inside of me from above. He
dropped down over top of me, supporting himself on his hands on
either side of my shaking body. I vibrated with utter delight, two
police cocks inside of me where they could do the most sexual
damage, two uniformed cops sandwiching and fucking me. Resistance
was futile, clitoral arrest sure to follow.

Toomey pumped my pussy with his cock, excitedly
kissing me, thrashing his long, pink tongue against my tongue. As
Johnson groped my tits and bit into my neck and pumped my anus with
his cock. The pair drilled pure white-hot pleasure into my cunt and
bum, churning my tunnel and anus in unison.

The cot bounced, like the three of us, leather
creaking and cloth rubbing, our gasps and groans siren-sounding
above it all. The officers moved faster, fucking me harder, their
cocks stoking my pussy and anus to the point of inferno.

“Fuck! Jesus!” Toomey suddenly shouted in my
face, pounding into my cunt. He bit into my outstretched tongue and
jerked over top of me. Hot sperm sprayed my womb, the policeman’s
cock going off inside of me.

“Fuck, yeah!” Johnson yelled in my ear, crushing
my tits in his hands. He pistoned my anus in a frenzy, then jerked
with his own ecstasy. Hot sperm sprayed my bowels, the policeman
scorching my anus.

I was buffeted between the two orgasm-jolted
officers, flooded with their cum. And then I spasmed, too,
uncontrollably, glorious bliss exploding up from my ravaged pussy
and ass and shock waving through my cock-blasted body. My cunt and
anal muscles wildly convulsed on the officer’s shunting and
shooting cocks, my sexual being blown away by the pair of
policemen.

I let them uncuff me and help me up off the cot
afterwards. And as they holstered their cocks and zipped up their
uniform pants, I walked shakily over to a table and picked up the
cellphone lying there. I pressed my husband’s private number and
exchanged greetings.

“Yes, dear,” I said, smiling at the surprised
duo. “They’re dirty enough to be on your force, all right.”

It was my way of testing out the new men,
helping my husband the police chief determine if his latest
recruits were corrupt enough to work on his staff. Because if they
couldn’t be seduced by temptation, then they had no ‘business’
being police officers in our city.

I looked at Johnson and Toomey standing there in
their fresh, clean, crisp uniforms, feeling their sticky semen run
down my thighs from my smouldering pussy and bum, listening to my
husband’s pleased voice in my ear. Yes, indeed, I happily reported,
these two had all the makings of being real credits to the
force.
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