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Chapter 1


At 5 AM officer James Zimmerman was alerted by his captain that he was needed in her office immediately. He tried to act as awake and ready as possible when he responded “Absolutely sir!” as he sat up in bed. The cold metal floors always shocked his feet when he stepped onto them in the morning. It’s nothing new though, everything was made of metal in this place. Getting up he scouted around groggily for his clothes and put them on in a hurry.
James worked on a mining station on a new planet. The station is state of the art since Gideon Industries is funding it. There are five office complexes, eight mining facilities, a very large recreation facility and ten housing facilities. He didn’t live in the best housing facility in the station but they don’t get creative with them anyway, whether you’re in the office or at home everything is the same dark grey metal.
On the lift to the office deck James encountered Megan heading up as well. She was his co-worker and she’d been recently training him. He was still new at Gideon Industries but she’d been there almost a year and she was excellent at her job and an impossible perfectionist in every way.
“You’re called up early too, huh?” He asked her in an attempt to act casual. Her presence always raised his blood pressure and made breathing harder to keep quiet.
“Yep,” she said, turning to face him with a smile that made his stomach flutter. “Do you know why?”
“Captain didn’t say,” He replied. “Though she sounds more tense than usual.”
“Indeed,” she said, looking back at the number display that told what floor the lift was at.
“Did you have a good evening?” He asked, trying to keep the conversation going even though she usually gives her “indeed” or other short response when she is done talking. Megan turned to him with an expressionless face and simply nodded.
“Good,” I replied. “Mine was too. Caught up with some family back home. Do you have family?”
“No,” she said.
James sighed to himself. Why does she never want to make small talk?
The lift doors opened and they headed over to the Captain’s office together. Megan entered first, the door closing behind her. He could smell her light, flowery perfume and got lost in thought thinking of her beautiful brown eyes and her long golden blond hair that she always kept in a ponytail. At least he was distracted from the nervousness of entering the Captain’s office. When Megan walked out and closed the door she nodded at him as she passed.
“Your turn.” She smiled.
“How was she?” he asked.
“She’s been happier before,” she said. “I believe she’s just stressed. I’ll see you later.”
“See ya,” he said while gazing after her tall, slender body as she walked away in her well fitted blue uniform. It complimented her perfectly tight butt and showed off her muscular hips. He forced himself to break away and enter into the Captain’s office.
“Zimmerman,” she said when she saw him. She was standing behind her desk as usual. Word around the offices is that no one has seen her sit, ever. The Captain’s female body was still very attractive even though she was far more muscular than most women he liked looking at. The woman was always in shape. Her breasts always jutted out in front of her and are always a distraction that’s hard to overlook-whoever doesn’t avoid looking at them is disciplined.
“Captain Stevens,” he responded.
“There’s a problem in the cryostasis room,” she said, looking at a clipboard and not bothering to make eye contact with him. He took the opportunity to quickly sneak some glances at her breasts. “I want you to see why the temperature in the room is too high and fix it. Report must be on my desk in the morning. That is all.”
“Yes, Captain Stevens,” he said with a salute that she didn’t see and turned to leave.
The cryostasis room was definitely too warm. All of the cryo tubes were filled with people about to travel. It’s protocol for any person travelling in cryo sleep to reach the full state of sleep before departure. I looked at all of the passengers, stripped down to their underwear. The female half of the room provided some very good views. One woman’s choice in undergarments had been especially enticing since they had become transparent in the temperature change. She was gorgeous, fit and beautiful. He knew her; she was a mining officer who had dated a friend of his. The control room was in the back so and he walked over there slowly, taking his time walking by the sleeping females.
When he opened the door the room was unusually dark. The door closed silently behind him and he looked around, trying to let his eyes adjust. Lights flickered on multiple panels to his side and down the hall there was a curtain strung up in the back. Having not seen that there before he approached it quietly. When he was standing next to it he could hear breathing behind it. He slid a little of the curtain to the side and saw the cause of the noise.
At first he could only see two silhouettes moving close to each other. There were two small red electric lanterns were placed on either side of the control room. The lights were off behind him off behind and in front of him so he wasn’t very visible. The woman lying on the inflated mattress was one of the newer workers he travelled here with named Sheila. She was naked and squirming, biting her lower lip and gripping the edges of the mattress. Her lean and sexy body glowed red in the lighting but he knew her to be a very pale woman in a normal setting. Her black hair was pooled around her and shoulders but it still glistened in the red light.
Between her legs was the head of a man. He was moaning, as Sheila was, but was also working his hand back and forth, thrusting his fingers into her pussy. He licked and sucked on her, James could hear it from where he stood. Sheila grabbed the back of his head and ground her hips into his face, moaning, closing her eyes and breathing hard-her full breasts were heaving up and down, the glowing red outlines made them appear very seductive.
The man stood up and James could that see he was also naked. His body was very trim; he gripped her legs by their ankles and positioned his pelvis between her legs. Looking down on her made the red light catch his face. He was James’s friend, Ron. He’d known Ron for many years and he’d been the one that got him to work on this station. Ron’s penis was rock hard and engorged as he slid it slowly inside of Sheila. Her legs were spread wide and held in the air by Ron. He pulled her closer to him; he stood on the metal floor while she was lying down and he pulled her body closer to his to thrust himself inside of her. He went slowly at first, sliding in and out of her gently and leaning forward to grab her hips and pull himself inside of her. She gasped and groaned, bending her legs around his waist and to hold him to her.
James was getting incredibly aroused just watching them. His penis was getting so hard it was straining against the uniform. His breathing was getting heavier but he stayed hidden behind the curtain as I watched them. Ron leaned further forward and kissed Sheila’s neck as he thrust into her. The red light made their bodies glow as he kissed his way down her neck and over her collar bone and took one of her nipples into his mouth. Sheila threw her head back and held Ron’s head in place, making him remain there. James looked around behind him, saw that no one was around, and resumed watching them.
Ron was turning Sheila over, her ass looked amazing cast in black and red. He spanked her ass as she got onto her hands and knees. I could see her breasts hanging between her arms as Ron held her hips tightly and pounded his cock into her-her ass shaking with each deep thrust. They both grunted and moaned, Sheila was pushing her body back into him.
“Harder,” she said. “I want you to do it harder and faster.”
He could see sweat glistening on their bodies in red dots as he thrust harder and harder, spanking her so loud that the smacking sound echoed in the metal room. James felt a hand gently place itself in his back and, startled, he turned to see Megan standing there behind him.
“Oh,” he whispered. “You scared me.”
“What are you watching?” she asked me in a very low whisper, a smile starting to lift the corners of her lips.
“I think that’s Ron and Sheila,” he whispered. “They are… they seem to be…”
“Having sex?” she offered.
“Um, yes,” he replied.
She looked past him, and he turned to look at the couple too. Ron was pounding as hard as he could into Sheila, she was on her side with one leg held in the air and he was shaking the entire mattress and holding onto her and grunting, both of them sweating profusely.
“They are really going at it,” Megan said in an amused tone.
“Sure are,” he said. “What should we do?”
“We could be courteous and let them finish,” she said. “We could also be polite and not spy on them.”
“Courteous sounds good,” he said.
Megan looked at him, her smile widened.
“Not polite, though?” she asked.
“Well…” he said. “Do you not want to watch?”
She looked at them, a gleam of interest in her eye he’d not seen before then she looked back at James. She was standing so close to me him body nearly touched his. Her face was closer than it had ever been. Her perfume, her natural scent, along with him already being turned on, made the situation intoxicating. They returned our attention to the silhouettes as they were just getting into a different position where Sheila was riding Ron’s cock, her breasts bouncing in front of her as Ron reached up and squeezed them. He slid his hands down her body and grabbed her hips and thrust himself up into her. Sheila put her hands on his chest and for the added stability rode him harder and harder.
James touched the small of Megan’s back and she quickly turned her head to look at him.
“What are you doing, James?” she whispered sharply.
“I… don’t know,” he replied. he slowly took his hand off of her back.
“Thank you,” she said, and we resumed watching Ron and Sheila rock that mattress in the red light.
“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” Sheila got louder and louder then threw her head back and her lower body started to spasm and jerk amidst the thrusting and the riding. Ron held her hips tightly and continued thrusting during Sheila’s orgasm.
“Harder! Harder! Right there! Yes!” Sheila yelled. Their groans and Ron’s grunts echoed as well. As Sheila’s orgasm passed the peak she collapsed onto Ron’s body and he held her gently to his body and thrust into her slowly, letting her orgasm come to its gradual end as he slid slowly in and out of her. They kissed and he let his hands slowly roam her naked body.
Megan and James exchanged glances, both of them apparently more self-conscious with the display of tender affection than lustful sex-probably because the affection made this look more like us intruding on a private scene. The notion served to make James even more aroused and only increased the urge to touch Megan again. It may have been his imagination, but it seemed like Megan’s body got a little closer to his.
Ron and Sheila rolled over so that Ron was on top of her, thrust slowly in and out of her as they kissed more. Sheila caressed his face and shoulders and Ron’s thrusting got harder and harder even though his speed never increased. Soon he grunted so she broke their kiss as he got upright over her and she reached down, stroking his stiff cock with both of her hands as he came all over her chest, abs and waist. Sheila moaned in delight of his orgasm, and Ron barely contained his pleasured yell.
As if this was their cue, Megan and James quietly stepped away and headed towards the door at the end of the long hall in silence. When they were outside they looked at each other again. The brightness of the cryostasis room was surprising at first.
“I’ll fix the temperature later, give them a moment,” he said.
“Very well,” Megan said. “I have a question for you.”
“Yes?” he asked.
“Why did you touch me?” she asked. Her face seemed mostly neutral, though the very faintest trace of a grin could be seen.
“I… felt compelled to,” he replied.
“The only way you can touch me is in a SCP,” she said.
“Ooh,” he said. “A Simulated Combat Program, how romantic. Is that a challenge, Megan?”
“It was not intended to be,” she said. “But I’m not opposed to it. Tonight, then?”
“It’s a date,” he said, grinning.
“It most certainly isn’t,” she said, though her smile was more obvious now.
He watched her wonderful body walk away and leave. He was so aroused that he felt like running to her and engulfing her in a romantic embrace. Shaking his head he tried to clear away the fantasy thoughts and headed off in the opposite direction.



Chapter 2


That night James was eager to sit in his room at the simulation chair and attach the headset to his temples. He sat back, eager to get started. He sighed nervously and activated the computer. His vision dimmed to complete blackness as his mind opened to the computer.
The lobby’s wall by the sign in monitors had a large DIGITAL AGE logo on it, they design and engineer our training programs. The digital lobby was mostly empty; he hoped that was because there weren’t many logged on tonight not that a lot of programs were taken. James looked down at the clothes that he chose to log in with. His black clothes were tight like a scuba suit, though the fit was customary for combat training. He’d earned the black edition by doing a lot of stealth training.
“Hello James,” he heard Megan say behind him. “Nice to see you could make it.” He turned to look at her and she looked stunning. Her hair was back in a ponytail but was curled and had black stripes in it. Her clingy red uniform showed of her body even more than her work suit. Her breasts looked bigger, her hips fuller, her legs even longer.
“Hi Megan,” he replied. “You look radiant tonight.”
“Thank you,” she said. “I think black suits you. It makes you look… taller.”
“Taller?” he hadn’t expected that reaction. The word he was going for was ‘dashing.’
“Yes,” she said. “It makes me think you may be my height.”
“Aren’t I?” he asked.
“You are nearly two centimeters shorter than me,” she said.
“I didn’t know that…” he said, a little taken back.
“So what kind of combat training shall we do?” she asked, looking at the sign in monitor. “It seems most of them are free. Lucky night.”
“Let’s hope so,” he said. She smirked at that. “Oh, zero gravity sounds fun.”
“Have you done that one before?” she asked, smiling with only one side of her mouth.
“Um, no,” he replied. “Have you?”
“Many times,” she said. “Let’s do it. There, signed us in, let’s go.”
“Ok,” he said, now intimidated. “Cool.”
Taking deep breath, he straightened the digital clothes and they entered the training room. The walls were a deep obsidian color to it with thin purple lines running in a vertical direction up and down them. The walls looked at least ten stories tall with a ceiling and floor that matched the walls. He turned and saw the door they’d entered through close and disappear-that part would always creep him out a little. The lighting in the room seemed like it was fluorescent but there were no light sources in the room.
“Computer,” Megan said loudly and there was no echo in this digital world. “Activate space background.”
The walls and lines dissolved and all around us the stars of space appeared. In the distance to our right was Earth’s moon and behind us was Earth looking not much bigger than a beach ball. Above us was a depiction of Earth’s sun in the distance. I looked at my feet and I knew I was standing on the floor still, but it looked like nothing was beneath me. This was the first time I’d experienced this and I nearly got motion sickness. Megan turned to me, her face looking cheerful but almost mischievous.
“Computer,” she announced again. “Staff training activate and zero gravity activate.”
Five foot long combat staffs appeared in their hands, hers red and his black. What he noticed most was that the floor had fallen away but he stayed where he was and began now slowly drifting upwards and forwards.
“Are you ready, James?” Megan said, grinning in a way that frightened him a little. She looked beautiful but also predatory.
“Sure thing, Megan,” he said, not sounding as confident as he’d hoped to sound. Megan shifted her staff to one hand and made a powerful swimming motion and propelled herself towards him at surprising speed. He tried to block her blow but she’d already brought her staff down on his shoulder. James’s shoulder buzzed, indicating a hit but it didn’t hurt like he expected it to. She continued to fly past him and struck his back as she did. That blow pushed him forward and away from her. He turned and swam towards her but she deflected all the blows and sent him in a different direction while she swam after him in the air to hit my legs and stomach. Finally James was able to block the next two hits then used his free hand to grab her staff and hit her in the shoulder, her side, her hip and knee. She kicked his hand holding her staff and freed herself then hit him on the top of the head. The dizziness from the buzzing indicated the hit and he groaned loudly. Megan paused and watched him.
“Are you ok, James?” she asked, he could hear concern in her voice though he couldn’t focus his vision on her yet.
“Um, I…” I was feeling nauseated a little, but mostly dizzy I’m okay though.”
Suddenly he felt her hands gently pull on his waist and shoulders to hold him close to her. Her staff was no longer in her hands and he’d let go of his.
“Computer,” she announced with her voice softer this time as she was pressed against him. “Bring the gravity back over the course of thirty seconds.”
They started to slowly fall and he tensed to try to brace himself but it only made him dizzier.

“Stay still,” Megan said very soothingly. “I’ve got you.”
Then he realized he was lying down and she was lying next to him with one arm over his chest and one leg over his leg. Her breasts pressed against him and her face was inches from his own. He was still incredibly dizzy despite desperately wanting a quick recovery so he could enjoy her amazing body against his.
“What was the score?” he asked.
She laughed a little.
“You were beating me,” she said. “Until I took the cheap headshot. I forgot that this was your first time. You did amazing for a newbie though.
“Thank you,” he said. “But I’m not so sure I was winning. You’re too generous.”
“You really were,” she said. “A four hit combo is hard to get. No one’s done that to me before. You’re still dizzy?”
“Yes,” he said. “Very much.”
James felt her hand stroke the side of my face. Her skin felt so real, he could even feel her breath on his cheek before she kissed it. She brought her thigh up, the one on my leg, and it touched my groin. He was already hard and stiff there and now her thigh was feeling it. She slid her hand down from his face to his chest and then down to his groin. She began rubbing it with her palm up and down the stiff member. A small moan of pleasure escaped his lips.
“Is this helping your dizziness?” she asked. He could hear the smile in her voice.
“Yes,” he gasped
James held her body with the arm she was lying on but his hand could only go as high as her buttocks in the position they were in. He let his hand rest there and he could feel his penis growing even harder. James couldn’t hold back anymore, he squeezed her ass and they began kissing deeply, their tongues darting in and out of each other’s mouths. Megan shifted on top of James, placing one leg on either side of his waist and straddling the enlarged pelvis. His hard cock pressed against his clothes and into her groin. She reached up to her neck and unzipped her red outfit down to her waist. As she unzipped it he could see nothing but her skin down the middle of her-no bra. She reached up behind her and when she raised her arms James could see the inner outlines of her exquisite breasts. She undid her ponytail and her hair fell to her shoulders which looked simply stunning. He’d never seen her with her hair down before and he couldn’t believe how strikingly beautiful she was. Then she opened the front of her red top and showed him her perfect breasts. They were firm and full and her little pink nipples looked erect. She threw her top off and sat on me naked from the waist up. He looked at her and marveled at her beauty, her body with the stars so vivid behind her made an image James would never forget.
Megan stood up with one leg still on either side of me. He sat up and her waist was a little above James’s eye level. He saw that her red pants had zippers that ran from the waist down each leg to her ankles. Unable to resist, he unzipped one of them, on her right leg, slowly. Her naked skin showed through and he could see that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. She watched him with a small grin as he continued to unzip her other leg, slowly. Then he pulled her pant pieces off of her and she stood there naked save for her red, heeled boots. He stood up in front of her and she held him close and kissed him. He let my hands feel her incredibly soft skin, her back and her ass and her legs. She broke the kiss.
“Computer,” she said. “Remove all training clothes.”
The computer beeped twice-it needed confirmation from all in the room to complete the request.
“Confirm request,” she said.
He smiled at her.
“Confirm request,” he said.
Her red boots dissolved and she got a little shorter without the heels. His black clothes, boots, and even his watch all dissolved and he stood before her naked. She looked at his body up and down, at the toned chest, abs and very erect penis.
“Not bad, James,” she said with a beautiful smile.
Reaching out he held her close to him, pressing their bodies together and kissing her passionately. She returned it, kissing him widely and passionately. She tasted so sweet. Megan grabbed his tight ass and pulled him into her, his stiff cock pressing into her waist.
“Computer,” he said. “Zero gravity, activate.”
Megan’s eyes widened a little in surprise but she was still smiling. He kissed her again as they began to float and the floor fell away. He kissed her neck and moved her body upwards as he kissed her breasts-both of them, licking and nibbling her nipples-and kissed his way down her body to her hips, squeezing her ass and her hips as he made his way seductively to her clit. She moaned as he licked and sucked her clit, gripped her ass and gently parted her legs. He stuck his middle finger up into her tight pussy. It was wet and hot. She moaned, grabbing the back of his head with both hands both to keep him from floating away and to push his face into herself more. He looked up to meed her gaze then curled his finger inside of her, thrusting in and out maintaining eye contact. Her eyes were wild and passionate. They floated and drifted while he continuously pleasured her, the stars and the moon and the sun around them. Zero gravity gave him more stamina to keep going at a continuous pace. She gasped, moaned and ground her hips towards his face. He put a second finger into her pussy and curled them, finding the soft G-spot. When he made a ‘come hither’ gesture her moans got louder as he moved his fingers over that spot in circular motions while continuing to suck and lick her clit. He could feel her pussy flutter and squeeze around the two fingers inside her and she yelled in pleasure as her orgasm clenched hard around his inserted fingers. Her moisture made the thrusting into her slicker and more audible and soon a few drops of her wetness were floating out around them in the absence of gravity. Her hips thrust and shook as her orgasm continued, James grunted a little as he sucked and licked with more force. Her orgasm started to subside and he slowed down with his fingers and licked her in long laps. He pulled his fingers out of her and pulled her body effortlessly downward until they were face to face again. Her hair was floating around her and catching sunlight making her look almost angelic.
“That was amazing, James,” she said, panting a little. “You’re so well… skilled.”
He smiled at her, kissed her. “Why thank you, Megan,” he said.
After gazing into his eyes for a moment she reached down and gently squeezed his hard cock in her left hand. He moaned and hips thrust forward in an involuntary reaction. His member was throbbing so hard he couldn’t stand it anymore. She slid his body up her own and within a second or two his dick was halfway inside her mouth and she was sucking on it, moving her tongue around the underside of it, and holding his ass to keep him close. She licked the shaft on the sides and then took it into her mouth again, almost all the way in until his balls touched her chin. The head of his cock moved past her tonsils and she swallowed to give him yet another sensation to drive him completely wild. He was thrusting his hips towards her, groaning in delight. James didn’t know what to grab, he didn’t have anything around him, so with one hand floating to his left he reached down and grabbed the back of her head, putting his hand into her incredibly soft hair. She licked and sucked the shaft, then moved to put his balls into her mouth and sucked on them while reaching up to stroke the shaft. He threw his head back-seeing that Earth was there in the distance-and groaned louder in ecstasy.
Then Megan climbed up his body and wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him closer to her. He grabbed her hips and pulled her body towards his so his cock slid effortlessly inside her still very wet pussy. James moved all the way inside of her and then lifted her body up and down so he could make her ride him in the zero gravity. Her breasts floated and moved as if underwater without gravity making them look seductive and bigger than ever. He leaned forward and took one in his mouth. Her breast was softer than it ever could be in Earth’s atmosphere and it squished against his face. Impulsively he held her hips tighter and lifted her up and down on his hard cock even faster. She grabbed the back of his head pulling his hair hard enough only to hurt slightly. The sensation made him yell out into space as his orgasm rippled through his body, draining his engorged penis.
It crossed his mind to wonder if she was using any form of birth control when he realized that they were in a Simulation by Digital Age and that they weren’t technically having sex. He felt oddly disappointed but it still felt incredibly real. His cock got harder again and he felt a second climax coming on inside her pussy. He resumed his quick motions in and out of her with determined vigor. Her pussy clenched on his penis as she orgasmic on him. The squeezing sensation and the thought of her cumming all over his dick made him squirt the rest of his juices inside her as they climaxed together; moaning loudly and holding each other tightly as he pumped his load into her. They were sweating and breathing heavily. He continued moving her up and down on his rigid shaft and her legs squeezed around his waist gasping as their orgasm finished. He slid out of her and they held each other, drifting into the stars and without gravity. James held her tighter in an embrace he’d longed to give her since he met her.
“I’ve never done that in zero gravity before,” he said, panting still.
“Neither have I,” she replied. They both sounded sleepy and drained.
“It’s our day off tomorrow,” James said. “Do you want to meet each other in person?”
“I would like that,” she said as she leaned in to kiss him. “Might I suggest the spa and sauna? It is quite relaxing.”
A thrill ran through him. “That sounds great,” he said. “Can’t wait to see you.”
“I look forward to it a great deal too,” she said. “Computer, display the time.”
Digital numbers appeared to his left and to her right, telling them it was nearly midnight.
“I have to go now,” Megan said. “I will see you tomorrow, James. Have a good night.”
“Goodnight, Megan,” he replied.
“Logging out,” she said and then she dissolved in front of him, her legs and arms around him dissolving too but he could faintly see her smile as the stars showed themselves where she used to be only seconds before. Floating there naked in simulated space, he let out a content sigh and then logged out.
James was drenched in sweat at his my computer chair, and as he detached the computer from his head he noticed that my crotch was wet as well and he’d had an orgasm in reality in addition to simulation. That led him to wonder if Megan had as well. That night James slept better than he ever had at the station.



Chapter 3


James got to the sauna the next day and was pleased that the recreation facility was more deserted than he’d ever seen it. Luck had definitely been on his side lately. He got to the locker, undressed and wrapped a towel around his waist as he entered the spa area. Twenty hot tubs in the metal floors steamed into the air and glowed blue. He made his way barefoot onto the metal and headed into the sauna, still made of wooden walls and floors to provide some sense of tradition from Earth. James turned up the heat in the room with the computer monitor next to him and let the steam get relaxed and sweaty. He was actually anxious about seeing Megan in person despite their erotic encounter the night before. It was then that he realized he was in the men’s section and not the unisex section, but decided to get hot in this one before going to the other one where he hoped Megan would be.
The steam got so thick that it was difficult to see. Feeling warm and relaxed enough, he walked into the unisex section of the sauna and closed the door behind him, trapping most of the steam in the men’s section. James sat down and was again alone. He closed my eyes, thinking greedily of making love to a digital version of Megan last night. Their naked bodies alone and floating through the fake universe created a sexy picture in his mind.
"Officer Zimmerman,” he heard a terse female voice say.
James opened his eyes quickly at the sound of her voice and his was fear was confirmed: Captain Stevens was standing there with a towel wrapped around her considerable bosom which barely covered her groin and showed off her incredibly strong-looking legs.
“Oh, Captain Stevens, sir,” he gulped. “How are you today?”
“I’m well, thank you,” she said in her still tense and formal voice. “At ease, Officer.”
Relaxing was never easy around Captain Stevens. He looked around the room, wondering if Megan was here yet but he didn’t see her.
“Expecting someone?” she asked, still standing in front of him and not sitting.
Yes,” he said. “Megan Fletcher.”
“I sent her on an errand this morning,” Stevens replied. “It won’t take her all morning, she’ll still be here soon, I assume.”
“Oh, I see,” he said, very disappointed and wondering how much longer he’d have to be around Captain Stevens. “Thank you for letting me know, Captain.”
“Please,” she said. “At ease, you can call me Amy.”
“Oh,” I said. “Well thank you… Amy.”
She nodded, and walked over to the control panel at the outside entrance of the sauna.
“What are you doing?” he asked.
“I want some privacy,” she said as if this was a very normal thing to do. He wondered if she knew that people could still enter through the other doors coming from the men’s and women’s sections of the sauna but said nothing. He was also wondering why she wanted privacy with him still here. It was making him become nervous and uncomfortable.
She turned to him and took off her towel, tossing it onto a bench beside her without looking at it but keeping her gaze trained on me. Startled, James did his best to look only at her face but he failed miserably and she undoubtedly saw him look at her naked body. Her breasts were the firmest he’d ever seen. They were C-cup size and her nipples were bigger than he’d expected. Her body didn’t look like it had an ounce of fat on it, but indeed lots of muscle. She had six pack abs visible in the slight steam of the room and her body glistened with sweat. Her legs were so muscular that they seemed to be flexed even though she was standing casually. James did keep eye contact with her most of the time while taking in the naked body of a female body builder that for some reason still had breasts.
“I like to be in the saunas in the nude,” she said.
“I see,” he said. “This is not the female section of them, though.”
“I obviously know that,” she said, a slight grin appearing on one side of her mouth. “You know, James, can I call you James?”
He nodded awkwardly. This had to be the first time she’d ever smiled.
“James,” she said, walking slowly towards him. James didn’t want to call attention to his groin but he did want to hide the absurd erection he was getting. He chose to sit still and listen instead of shift positions and risk her noticing. “I am one of the only people who have the authority to go above privacy protocol. I saw your training exercise with Officer Fletcher last night.”
“Oh,” he said, surprised and trying hard to remember if they’d violated any rules.
“You two didn’t do anything wrong,” she said, possibly reading my expression. “However, I did get to see that you have certain… skills when it comes to oral sex.”
She was standing directly in front of him. Her legs were almost touching his. He had heard rumors that sometimes Captain Stevens took advantage of her authority and had sex with some people at this station because she was above the sexual harassment rules, but he’d thought those to be only rumor as he could not picture this extremely tense person ever relaxing enough to have sex. The nervous pit in his stomach was growing larger.
I want you to use those skills,” Stevens said. “Right now, if you will.”
“Oh, um, I don’t know Captain Stevens-um, Amy-I really only want Meg-”
“Quiet, James,” Stevens said as she stepped onto the bench he was sitting on and put one leg on either side of him. She grabbed the wall behind him and thrust her shaved pussy into his shocked face. He knew what she could do to him, she could make my life hell on this station for years, so he reluctantly reached up and grabbed her rock-hard muscular buttocks and put his lips reluctantly around her clit. He began sucking on it hard and licking it to build pressure. He worked his tongue in increasingly quick circular motions.
“My goodness,” she said. “You are skilled.”
He licked faster and faster, trying to suck on her harder. James moved his lips against her skin at the base of her clit in waving motions while squeezing her ass. Just then he heard the door close on the side of the room that led to the women’s section of the sauna. He took his mouth away from Stevens’ pussy and looked in that direction. Megan was standing there, wearing only a towel and looking at them with a surprisingly neutral expression.
“Officer Fletcher,” Stevens said. “Glad you could make it. I am only borrowing James here for a minute. I saw what you two did last night and wanted to test his skills first hand. I hope you don’t mind.”
“I do not,” Megan said, though her voice sounded flatter than ever. he looked at her with the most apologetic look he could give and she gave a very slight nod in return. Her understanding made him think that perhaps she had heard some of the same rumors about Stevens that he’d heard.
“Continue, James,” Stevens said. With great reluctance he put my face back between her legs and began licking and sucking once again.
“Use your fingers,” Stevens said. “Like you did last night.”
They would’ve heard him sigh if his mouth didn’t have Stevens’ cunt in it. He forced himself to put his fingers into her pussy. It was wet but what was more surprising was that it was the tighter than he thought any pussy could be. He could barely put one finger into her. Curling his finger, he found her softest spot closer to the front of her vaginal wall and rubbed it slowly at first, then with increased speed.
“Oh yes…” Stevens moaned.
As he continued to pleasure Stevens, he felt the towel around his waist start to come off. It was Megan; she took the towel off and gently grabbed his penis. It had not been as hard as when he first saw Stevens naked; it had gotten softer as he’d felt badly that Megan had seen him this way with the Captain. Megan lowered herself and sucked hard on his cock, swirling her tongue around it and fondling his balls as she stroked the shaft. James moaned, thrusting harder and harder into Stevens’ pussy. She rocked her hips towards his face in pleasure and anticipation.
Once his cock was slick enough from Megan sucking and licking it, Megan stopped using her mouth and used both hands on his long dick. She stroked the shaft up and down with both hands and then began rotating each hand in a different direction as she did so. The feeling was spectacular and his hips were now thrusting and moving in Megan’s hands. Moaning, he licked Stevens’ pussy more and thrusted his figure harder and harder into her. Megan’s stroking with both hands was getting closer to driving him over the edge. She then switched and began to suck on the head of my cock while keeping both of her hands going on my shaft.
Soon Stevens’ pussy squeezed tightly around his middle finger inside her and she came hard with several shakes and shutters. She rocked her hips more forcefully into his face, her strength unbelievable. Her juices ran down his chin and down my wrist as she continuously kept coming in waves, her groans of pleasure resonating in the wooden, steamy chamber we were in. Megan still was working shaft shaft up and down, sucking on the head and using her tongue while still stroking his cock with both rotating hands. When Stevens’ orgasm started to end, he began slowing his licks and thrusts until she was finished. When she was done she got off of and sat next to him. Stevens acted like she hadn’t known what Megan was doing acted surprised as watched her for a while.
“That was excellent work, James,” Stevens said. She was breathing heavily and her large breasts were heaving in front of her.
“Can I help you, Officer Fletcher?” Stevens asked.
Megan looked away from the cock she was working and made eye contact with Stevens.
“If you want to,” Megan said in her still very flat voice.
Stevens crouched down next to Megan and took the head of his cock into her mouth while Megan switched to one hand and continued stroking my shaft. Then Stevens licked her way down to his balls and sucked on them while Megan put half of his cock into her mouth and sucked on it hard, licking the underside of it. James gripped the bench he was on and groaned loudly as Megan’s mouth engulfed him. Shuttering with spasms he pumped squirt after squirt into Megan’s mouth and she swallowed very last drop. Stevens sucked on his balls some more, then sat back and watched Megan suck and lick James clean.
“Well,” Stevens said, sighing. “Thank you again, and good seeing you Officer Fletcher.”
With that, Stevens picked her towel up and was putting it on as she walked out of the sauna through the main entrance.
Megan stood up and James realized she was fully naked her towel was off of and he got to see her nude in person for the first time. She was every bit as gorgeous as she had been in the simulation last night.
“Sorry that happened,” he said to Megan. “I very much did not want to do anything with the Captain.”
“I know, James,” Megan breathed, as kissed me passionately. “I did not want you to either. I finished her errands and got here as soon as I could. I do not think she thought I would walk in on you two; she gave me a lot to do. I had a feeling this was her plan when she sent for me early this morning. I know she abuses her power and I do not hold it against you.”
“Thank you so much,” he said, with a sigh of relief. “And you were amazing at what you did. Even better at it than last night.”
She smiled her gorgeous, genuine smile again.
“Thank you, James,” she said.
“What do you want to do now?” he asked her.
She leaned in and kissed him softly.
“I want to take you back to my quarters,” she said to me, smiling. “And I want you all to myself. No more sharing on my part.”



SEX EXPERIMENT


Teri rolled off her husband Stan and lay back on the pillow in their king sized bed. She’d had a good day and it had just ended on a pleasant note. Stan had given her a nice orgasm and she was feeling warm and cuddly. She started to reach for him, but he had gotten out of the bed and padded naked to the balcony off their bedroom, stopping to grab a Marlboro from the pack atop their dresser on his way. She knew he only smoked anymore when he was thinking about a problem, so she grabbed her robe and followed him outside. “Look at you standing naked outside!” she teased. He exhaled and laughed. “I don’t think any of our neighbors are even awake this late at night” he said, “it’s after ten. Even if they did, I don’t think any of them would even notice that I’m naked.” “Marge Stevens would!” she teased, “She’s been drooling over you for years.” Married seven years, they were a good looking couple. They went everywhere together and did everything together. They had been best friends first and lovers later; it made talking to each other easier.
She hugged him about the waist, laying her head on his broad back. “What’re you thinking about babe?” He sighed out more smoke, “Remember the first time we made love?” She giggled, remembering the quilt and the old Ford pickup under the stars up at the lake. “Yes” she said softly. “I thought I felt the earth move under us” he said, “It was the greatest feeling of my life. After that we fucked like rabbits, anywhere, anytime we got a chance.” She remembered and she told him so. He turned to her in the moonlight. “I want that feeling back.” They held each other briefly in the cool night air, and returned to their bedroom.
She promised to think about it just before he fell off to sleep, and she lay back in the bed for a long time after he began snoring gently in her ear. Stan was a good lover. She loved his hard strong cock and the way it made her feel…he was a careful lover who always made sure she was satisfied. She knew what he felt, that things had gotten ordinary between them, even if it was good ordinary, they needed some spice in their lives. She knew who she had to talk to, so she cuddled up to Stan’s strong body and went to sleep.
“Are you out of your mind?” Teri asked her friend Marge. Marge repeated what she had told Teri in a low voice. Her husband Ted was in the living room watching a football game, but she didn’t want to include him in this conversation. “I can see Stan would love it, but I could never…” Marge grinned at her longtime friend, “Oh yes you can, and when you see what it does to your man, you’ll get wilder still!” Teri had her reservations, but she really adored Stan. If this might make him happier, she was willing to try it. It could be fun.
“I’d really like to see this movie honey, it’s got that really hot actor I like so much as the star…and I hear it’s pretty sexy too” Teri said to Stan, “Can we please go see it tonight?” Stan smiled at his tiny wife, “Sure we can, I’m off tomorrow and we have no plans. We’ll have a late dinner after and make a night of it.”
Teri took a long time getting ready for the night out. She soaked in the tub with hot, jasmine scented oil. She did her nails in bright scarlet and used the matching lipstick, Stan’s favorite. The scoop necked, high waisted 70’s style peasant dress she wore complimented her tiny figure, making her small firm unfettered breasts seem somehow rounder and fuller. Her curly dark shoulder length hair accented the light blue of her eyes. Marge’s suggestion that she shave her pubic hair had left her feeling delightfully wicked and even a little dangerous. She examined herself in the mirror. It was completely obvious that she was naked beneath the thin jersey knit, but at the same time there was a demureness about the simple peasant dress that seem wholesome. She was totally satisfied with the results of her labors…and in spite of her reservations she felt a small tight ball of excitement building in her.
Stan liked it too. Even as they stood in the small line to get tickets he could barely keep his hands off her. He had not mentioned it, but she knew he was aware that she was naked beneath the dress. His hands had slipped down her back to where her panty line usually was several times. His face had registered his surprise, but he had made no mention of it. Teri smiled up at his craggy handsome face, and he bent to kiss her lightly. “You look amazing!” he told her. They usually sat at about the center of the theater when they went, but tonight she guided him to seats near the back on the dark side, nearest the wall. As the opening scene came on, she nestled her head on Stan’s shoulder and waited.
She got her opportunity just a few minutes into the movie. The good looking actor with the incredible hard body and impossible abs was naked, kissing the breasts of a really nice looking actress. Teri whispered into Stan’s ear. “I wonder how big his cock is?” Stan seemed mildly amused at the question, but she could tell he was wondering about the body of the woman in the scene. She looked around to see if anyone had sat near them. There was a nice looking young man in the center row of seats across from them, but he was focused on the nude actress on the screen too. Teri slid the skirt of the peasant dress up nearly to her waist and spread her legs as wide as the seat would allow. Stan didn’t notice, as the actress onscreen was now completely nude, the handsome young actor between her spread thighs…though the explicit details were artfully covered by the bedclothes. She took a deep breath, and moved Stan’s hand to her newly shaved pussy. When his hand touched her it was almost like an electric shock. She marveled at the rush of heat between her legs. “She hissed quietly into Stan’s ear “Do you suppose they are really fucking?” Stan jerked at both the question and the feel of his wife’s hairless mound. She was holding his hand with both of hers, moving his fingers exactly where she wanted them, and literally masturbating herself with his hand. She felt the wetness begin. Teri could tell Stan was aroused, she could see the rising lump expanding in the front of his pants. “Watch” she whispered hoarsely, “He’s fucking her. Do you like watching him fuck her? Does it turn you on?” Stan’s lump lurched in his pants, she watched it jerk.
Leaving his hand between her legs, she reached up and pulled the scoop necked top down below her breasts, leaving them bare to the darkness. She began pulling and tweaking her already hard nipples. Her own excitement billowed inside her like a spring storm. “You like watching him fuck her don’t you?” On the screen the actress’s breasts were shaking back and forth in simulated ecstasy, but in the seats, Teri’s began to heave. Stan nodded, speechless but spellbound, and seeing a side of Teri he had never before seen. He loved it. Teri now had worked two of his fingers into her, and she was dripping onto the seat. Her legs were spread so wide he could see the inner muscles of her slender thighs working, her hips rotating in the opposite direction of his hand. Her hands left her breasts and pulled his head down to hers, her eyes wide. As she held his face close to her own, she began really writhing in the seat, her breath coming in short bursts. “You’re going to make me cum right here” she said. She kissed him deeply. “I think he has a really big dick” she gasped. “I bet they’re really fucking and she really has that big dick inside her!” Stan used his free hand to massage his cock through his pants. “Does that excite you Teri” he breathed. “You’d really like to see his cock while he fucks her?” Teri’s eyes squeezed shut. “Yes” her hips began to spasm. “I’d like to suck his cock, I’d love to feel his hot cum pouring into my mouth!” Her orgasm took her, her tiny body thrashing in the theater seat.
She sat up, afraid to look around in case someone might have seen her. She had been surprised at the intensity of her orgasm, and she had been louder than she’d imagined she would. Her skirt slid back down by itself, but her breasts were still bared. It felt childishly wicked to sit here uncovered like this in public, but she found she was enjoying it. Stan was still rigid with surprise, and, she noted, something else was still just rigid. She leaned forward, rubbed his straining dick. She kissed him and bent back to his lap. “Somebody’s excited” she crooned softly. “Yesss” Stan whispered. “That excites you does it?” She lightly nuzzled his erection through his pants. Stan could barely restrain himself. He nodded. She unzipped the fly of his khaki pants and freed the swollen organ. Kissing the tip, she darted her tongue out, licking all the way around his glands. “Does the idea of watching me suck his cock turn you on?” she asked. Beyond caring, his answer was bluntly honest. “Yes, it turns me on…” Slipping the head gently inside of her mouth, sucking gently, then grabbing it hard and looking into his eyes she said “And would it turn you on if I let him cum in my mouth?” Stan began to erupt fiercely. She dropped her mouth back on to his pulsing cock and swallowed every last drop. Licking her lips, she raised her head from the spent cock and looked up. The young man across the center aisle was staring at her bare heaving breasts, and her tongue licking the last of the cum from her lower lip and chin. His massive dick was out of his pants and in his hand. She came again.
In their car on the way to the restaurant, she clung to him, sitting close to him on the seat as she had when they were dating. Neither had spoken, and she was beginning to be afraid that her little plan had gone too far. She also realized that she had crossed a line it would be hard to hide behind again. Her little plan had grown tonight, taking on a life of its own and going much further than she’d intended. And she was absolutely incensed by it. Her nerves were aflame as they had rarely been in her life. She was still wet with excitement, and it was hard to still her hips. Even contact with the rough fabric seat of the SUV was stimulating her sensitive pussy. “Are you mad with me baby?” she asked. Stan grinned down at her. “Mad, no. Surprised, yes. I’m still so hot I can barely drive!”
Up on her knees kissing his face, she whispered “Stop the car!” Stan quickly pulled to the side of the road. “What’s the matter baby?” She quickly straddled him, lifting her skirt clear and reaching for his fly. “I want to fuck” she said, freeing his cock and holding him against the entrance to her wet slit, “now!” She writhed with pleasure as she settled him in her, rocking back and forth to get as much penetration as possible. It felt so good. “But people can see us” Stan said into her seeking mouth. She reached up and peeled the top of the peasant dress down, baring her top half down to her navel. “Does that excite you baby?” she teased. He responded by hunching his hips upward, jabbing the hard tip of his cock in her so deeply she felt her cervix cushion the onslaught.
They tottered into the restaurant holding each other up. “Everyone will think we are drunk” Teri giggled. “I am” Stan laughed back. They hadn’t enjoyed each other so much in years.
“I would love to have been there to see that” Marge said. “I can just see you sitting in that theater seat with your tits hanging out and a face full of cum and finding some good looking guy watching you! That had to have been priceless!” Teri blushed. She had stayed wet all night, even after Stan had fucked her again when they got home from the restaurant. They had made love slowly on the balcony, both completely nude there for the first time, not knowing and not caring if there were unseen watchers. She was still wet and puffy, the soft fabric of her panties seeming to caress her sensitive pussy. “I still can’t believe I did that” she said to Marge, “and even more, I can’t believe Stan wasn’t bothered by any of it.” “I told you” Marge said, “when you’re giving your man what he wants is the best time to ferret out his deepest fantasies. A lot of guys feel that cumming in a woman’s mouth is the most intimate and loving act they will ever experience. When you look them in the eyes as they cum, and swallow that hot stuff, you own their soul!” “It tastes salty but it’s otherwise kind of bland” Teri said, “but once you get past the idea of it, it really isn’t so bad.” Marge laughed merrily. “Sweetie, when you reap the benefits, the stuff starts to taste like dessert.”
Marge went to the kitchen and came back with two large mugs of steaming coffee, and then made Teri recount the whole encounter. When Teri reached the part where she had asked Stan if he would like to watch the actor cum in her mouth, Marge openly rubbed her own crotch. “Damn girl, you just unlatched his secret fantasy.” Teri looked at her friend closely. “You really think he would like to watch me suck another man’s cock?” “How long did it take for him to cum in yours after you asked him?” Marge asked. “I can’t really believe that, it’s quite a jump from talking about it to actually doing it.” Marge’s nipples were poking out the front of her tee shirt and the heel of her hand was unconsciously rubbing between her legs. “It all depends sweetie, if this is enough to renew your sex life, it’s good enough. I’ll tell you one thing from personal experience though, the further you go with this game, the better it gets.”
Teri really wasn’t sure she was ready for more, but the dampness between her own legs was rapidly overcoming her natural reticence. “You and Ted have gone farther?” “Way farther” was Marge’s response. Teri giggled, “How much farther can you go than sucking another man’s cock in front of your own husband?” “You really are an innocent aren’t you?” Marge asked. “If you really want an answer to that, I’ll show you…and then you and I are going to have a long conversation.” Teri sipped her coffee, mulling over whether she wanted to know more. The sensitivity between her legs was maddening, and her curiosity got the better of her. “So show me” she said.
“Ted” Marge called, “come in here please.” Teri was a little apprehensive as Ted came into the living room with them. He was a very attractive man. His lean, tanned frame moved with a natural grace as he padded barefoot into the room, his jeans low on his hips. “What’s up” he smiled boyishly and nodded hello to Teri. “I’ve just been telling Teri how we’ve managed to spice up our sex life…” Marge said. Ted leaned forward to kiss the tip of Marge’s nose and his unbuttoned shirt fell open, exposing a hard flat stomach and a hairless well-muscled chest. “Is that right?” he asked Teri with a grin. Marge licked her lips expectantly and said “show her.” Ted’s hands unfastened his jeans and they fell around his ankles, his proud cock already rising. Teri’s eyes widened. She fought the urge to get up and run as, fascinated, she watched Ted stroke his cock to full erection. He threw his head back and began to furiously masturbate right before Teri’s eyes. She was close enough to touch him but she didn’t dare. The dampness between her legs had become a flood and her nipples were chafing inside her own tee shirt. “Cum for us baby” Marge cooed at him. Teri could see the veins swelling and his balls jerking in their skin sack as he stroked up and down. Marge reached for Teri’s hand and pulled it to her. “Here,” she said, “cum in her hand.” Ted groaned and began to spray a heavy load into Teri’s outstretched and not altogether willing hand. She saw his eyes go straight to her hardened nipples, outlined clearly against the white tee shirt she wore, and she felt the hot fluid fill her palm. She felt her insides churn as she watched the flow, and then Ted sank to the floor grinning. Marge bent over, locking her eye’s on Teri’s, slowly and lasciviously licked the semen from Teri’s palm. She licked Teri’s hand completely clean, taking her time between Teri’s fingers. Teri was dumbstruck. Of all the fantasies she had ever had, none of them could match the sheer erotic force of what she had just experienced.
“Down boy” Marge laughed as she saw Ted watching Teri’s breasts as they rose and fell from her ragged breathing. “She’s not ready for you just yet.” Ted grinned and stood, bending to kiss Marge soundly. He turned, still bent, and gave Teri a peck on the cheek. “I can wait” he said as he sauntered from the room.
Teri leaned back on the sofa, trembling. Marge moved closer to her, reaching out and lightly ran her hand across Teri’s throbbing nipples. “Now, you and I are going to have a long quiet talk!”
To be continued…



SEX EXPERIMENT 2


Marge smoothed Teri’s hair back, giggling at her friend’s flustered face. “I don’t quite know what to make of that,” Teri told her, “that’s way outside of anything I’ve even considered before.” Marge’s husband Ted had just cum all over Teri’s outstretched hand…and Marge had then licked it slowly off Teri’s fingers and palm while staring straight into Teri’s light blue eyes. When Marge had sent her husband from the room, Marge had brushed the backs of her hand against Teri’s aroused nipples. Teri had never thought of it one way or another, but her reaction to Marge’s touch was more surprising than her reaction to being watched having sex with her own husband. If Teri had anything to say about it, that particular even would occur again soon. Her reaction to the young man watching them had been spectacular.
Marge was watching carefully for Teri’s reactions because she didn’t want to spook her. She and Ted had often discussed Teri and Stan during sex. Ted had a letch for Teri, and Marge had wanted to play with Stan’s cock since she had seen it on his balcony. Stan liked to smoke naked on his bedroom balcony late at night while he was thinking things over…and Marge wished he would think more often. Thus far, Teri had shown no adverse reaction to the chain of events brought about by her visit this morning. “You’re not mad?” Marge asked. “No, I’m horny as hell, I just have no idea where to go from here” Teri replied. “I do” Marge said. She bent forward and kissed Teri lightly on the lips. Teri didn’t pull away, and the kiss deepened. Teri had never been kissed this way. It was softer than any man’s kiss she had ever experienced, more erotic. Marge’s tongue skittered wildly just inside her lips, seeking, probing. Marge’s fingers hovered lightly over Teri’s skin, just the flesh of her arms and neck. Her fingers left a track of fire in their wake, though, and Teri quickly became aroused even more than she had been when Ted had cum on her hand. Marge’s kiss became more insistent, Teri’s response became more ardent.
Marge’s hand reached under Teri’s tee shirt and began to lightly trace lazy circles on Teri’s hard belly. Teri strained to get her skin closer to Marge’s hand. She found herself drifting, not thinking at all. A consuming desire began to build in her that refused to consider that this was a woman touching her, inflaming her as much as her husband could. She felt only the heat. She reached inside Marge’s thin tee shirt and cupped her breast. The hard nipple tickled the palm of her hand, and Teri grasped it between her thumb and forefinger. She wanted to taste it, to feel the hardness with her tongue. She did. Marge smiled inside her kiss, loving the taste of Teri’s lips. She pulled back, lifting her tee shirt above her head, Teri’s sucking mouth still clinging tightly to her breast.
Marge tugged at Teri’s shirt, loosening her from the nipple she sucked briefly, just long enough to get the tee shirt. Leaning Teri back on the sofa, Marge shifted so her hair hung down over Teri’s belly and her own mouth attached itself to Teri’s rock hard nipple. As she suckled the nipple gently, teasing it with her teeth and tongue, her nails grazed the nipple of Teri’s other breast, teasing it as well. Teri’s free hand went to the waistband of Marge’s shorts. She briefly traced the skin of Marge’s own flat belly, then burrowed inside the shorts. Her fingers froze and she moaned deep in her throat. Where there should have been coarse pubic hair, her hand encountered only more smooth skin. Wetness from Marge’s pussy moistened Teri’s questing hand. She explored further, finding the soft folds of Marge’s pussy, surrounding the little nub that stood erect. As she rubbed the little nub, Marge’s sucking mouth started a wet trail down Teri’s stomach, biting softly. She could smell Teri’s arousal, and Teri’s legs were reflexively spread wide. Teri hunched her hips upward, pushing towards Marge’s head. Marge sat up quickly and both women tumbled from the sofa to the soft carpet of the floor. Marge’s heels came up off the floor as she removed her shorts, baring her smooth shaven pussy. Wiggling her shoulders provocatively, she told Teri “Last chance to back out!” chanting the words like a child at play.
Teri sat up and removed her shorts in a single fluid motion and dove onto Marge’s body. Her kiss passionate, she ground her hips downward in short circular motions, pelvis directly contacting pelvis. The pleasure was excruciating. Marge ground back, matching her motion for motion, legs spread wide to allow for better contact between the two of them. Teri placed her palms on Marge’s breasts and leaned the front of her body upwards, leaving their nipples grazing each other, and generating more friction between their grinding mounds. Marge’s moans turned to words of encouragement. “Yes, like that. Right there, yessss!” Teri was beyond turned on, Marge’s words searing her brain. She wanted to climb inside Marge’s slender body, the heat was incredible but she wanted more. Marge slid one of her legs between Teri’s and shoved her hips upward, bring their clits into direct contact. The wet heat was too intense, and Teri slipped into an orgasm so explosive it took her breath away. She collapsed on top of Marge.
They lay like that, catching their breath, unable to move. Teri was in shock. Before this very moment, if anyone had told her another woman could arouse this kind of reaction from her, she would have laughed aloud. “Damn, I would have paid money to watch that!” Ted’s voice came from the doorway to the living room. Laughing uproariously, Marge threw a sofa pillow at him. “Get out of here you bastard!” she yelled. Marge threw her arms around Teri and they both laughed, though Teri laughed a little embarrassedly. “I’ll get him for that” Marge choked out. “Oh shit!” Teri said, still giggling, “How am I going to explain all this to Stan?” “Show him what I just watched” came Ted’s voice from the other room, “he’ll come around quickly!” Both women collapsed on the carpet giggling so hard they cried.
They were in Teri’s huge clawfoot tub surrounded by bubbles and surrounded by the smell of her candles. “I can’t wait till Stan gets home” Teri said nervously. “Me either” said Marge drily. Both women giggled. “I’ve been giggling like a teenager for two days now” said Teri, “we’ve got to stop!” They looked at each other and neither could hold it back. They howled with laughter.
“I have to do one more thing to get ready for tonight” Teri said. Marge, drying off with a giant fluffy bath towel, raised her eyes. Teri spread her legs and sat on the edge of the tub. She handed Marge a razor as she clipped her pubic hair off with hair clippers. Marge lathered her up and began to carefully shave.
Stan reached for the door to go inside and it opened wide. Teri stepped outside on the front porch smelling clean and fresh…and she was as nude as the moment she was born. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him soundly. Unhurriedly, she stepped back, took his hand and led him inside. She took his briefcase from him and tossed it on the foyer table. Still holding him by the hand, she led him upstairs to their bedroom. The drapes were closed; candles were lit atop all the dressers, tables, and nightstands. Soft music was playing on their bedroom stereo, and the smell of hot sandalwood oil permeated the room.
Lying in the center of their huge king sized bed mother naked was their next door neighbor Marge. She was wearing nothing but a huge smile, and one of her legs was propped up, rocking back and forth. Her body shone with sandalwood oil. Teri touched her index finger to Stan’s lips, silencing him. “Watch” she commanded, and led him to the foot of the bed. Teri bent over Marge’s waist, and Stan noticed that she was shaven bare, smooth as a baby’s bottom…and so was Teri! Teri’s head dipped between Marge’s legs, and Marge spread them wide. Stan was totally blown away. He wasn’t even sure if he wasn’t hallucinating.
Teri began to lap around the edges of the folds of Marge’s beautiful pink pussy. Stan leaned closer to see better. Terri’s pointed little tongue poked in and out of Marge’s slit like a hummingbird drawing nectar from a flower. Marge threw her hips backward, making herself more accessible to Teri’s probing tongue. She grabbed Teri’s hips and pulled her astraddle her own chest. With her hands grasping Teri’s buttocks, she pulled her own head up to lick at Teri. For long moments they fed, drinking from a well any man could appreciate, and no man could understand.
Stan’s cock had swollen so large that his pants actually hurt him, but he was transfixed, he simply was unable to move. Lazily, Teri lifted her head from her labors long enough to smile at him and wink, then she bent back to her task. She lovingly caressed every inch of Marge’s pussy with her bright pink tongue, lingering a bit on Marge’s clit, sucking it into her mouth, then licking it off. The sound of both women’s moans were rising and falling as they rocked in their mutual embrace. A spot appeared on top of Stan’s trousers where the head of his cock began to leak.
The women, by unspoken mutual agreement, unwrapped themselves and lay together belly to belly, nipple to hard nipple. Their kisses were as erotic to Stan as their heated lapping at each other’s moist pussies. Something about the way women kissed told wise men they were missing something essential; to lesser men, it was just inexplicably erotic. Marge was the one to give in to lust first. Teri was kissing and murmuring soundless words. Marge straddled one of Teri’s firm thighs, twisted, and seated the two of them. They rubbed together excruciatingly slowly, almost in slow motion. Stan could see the tortured look of slow pleasure on both women’s faces. It seemed to him that they were both struggling, trying to prolong the agonizing pleasure as well as trying to achieve release at the same time. It caused him to break out in a cold sweat. The two climaxed in succession. Marge came first, mouth open, soundlessly screaming. Teri convulsed with a loud sigh. They lay on the bed as if dead.
Wordlessly, Stan stared at the woman he had thought he knew. Now he only knew he loved her more. And he desired her, with a raging heat he had never felt before. His cock was on fire and he had no choice but to relieve it any way he could. He ripped off his pants, staring at the two gorgeous women in his bed, and put his hand on his swollen cock to masturbate. He barely had two strokes completed when his testicles began to pulse, and he could feel the heat in his belly start to expand. Almost in as in a dream he heard a feminine voice calling “No, don’t waste it!” He reopened his tightly shut eyelids in time to see Marge swoop down on his swelling cock, engulfing at least half of it in her mouth. Teri leaped into his arms, looking deeply into his eyes, pleading with him “Cum in her mouth baby!” Teri looked down at Marge’s working mouth, seeing Stan’s cock twitching, pumping a monstrous load of cum into Marge’s willing mouth. She knelt beside her friend to help.
Stan gradually came to his senses, looking down at the two females slurping at his now semi hard cock. They reluctantly parted from the drained member, and kissed a long, slow deep kiss. They crawled up beside him, looking at him expectantly. He simply grinned a big sheepish grin and tried to talk. He could only croak. Teri said she’d be right back with a drink and scampered down the stairs to the kitchen. Marge stretched voluptuously and lay back down in the crook of Stan’s arm. Stan started to croak at her again, a thousand questions on the tip of his tongue. Marge shut him up with a kiss, a kiss with Teri’s special flavor on it. Marge pulled her head back from him a bit. “Don’t waste your energy talking lover, you’re not through yet.” She stood and walked in to the bath.
Teri walked back in with a tray of pina coladas into the bedroom. Stan started to ask his questions and Teri gave him a drink and began to explain the events of the past couple of days. “…and that’s it in a nutshell” Teri told him. “I’m surprised baby, but I’m not mad” Stan told her. “I’m a little confused, ”he said, nodding towards the bathroom Marge was still occupying. “To tell you the truth,” Teri said, “so am I. I don’t think sex with a woman will ever replace the way I feel with your cock in me, but what Marge does to me is something different than I’ve ever felt…and I have to admit I want more of it. This has made me greedy.” Stan fondled his wife’s gorgeous breast gently. “I don’t think I’ve ever been so turned on in my life as I was when I watched you two” he told her almost shyly. She grinned at him, “If that’s your fantasy baby, I’ll have no problems keeping you happy!” Stan kissed her gently.
Marge walked back into the bedroom still nude, her walk feline and sassy. “What are you two lovebirds chattering about?” she asked. Stan reached for one of the pillows on the bed to cover his semi erect penis. Marge and Teri both grabbed it away from him, giggling. “That’s another thing” Stan said, laughing as he tried to cover his cock with his hands, “you two have been giggling like schoolgirls!” Teri grabbed his hands and playfully pinned him to the bed with them. “That’s how you can tell we are happy” she whispered, licking his ears.
“No” said Marge, “This is how you can tell I’m happy.” She swooped down on Stan’s cock, swallowing it all the way into her mouth with one gulp. Stan didn’t want her to stop, but he thought he was supposed to. He looked at Teri’s face right next to his. Instead of the pique he expected, he saw her eyes bright with what he could only think of as lust. “She’s sucking your cock baby” Teri said in a husky voice. “That looks so hot!” Stan was having trouble believing Teri was willing to go along with this, but his cock didn’t care whether he believed it or not.
His dick seemed to harden of its own accord, seeking the recesses of Marge’s throat. Marge was blissfully working her mouth down to the base of his cock, her throat muscles massaging his cock in a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure radiating through Stan’s body. He looked at her short blond hair, long slender neck, and her firm ripe breasts with the little cherry nipples standing out starkly against her tanned skin. Her slim frame and curvy hips were lying flat on his bed. A gorgeous nude woman was sucking his dick in his own bed and his wife was watching her…and loving it. Stan rolled his eyes and surrendered enthusiastically.
Marge couldn’t seem to get enough of Stan’s cock. Her greedy mouth kept working at it, sliding up and down the shaft wetly. Occasionally, she would stop for air, panting and teasing. “I’ve wanted to do this since I saw you smoking naked on the balcony” she said. Stan found it hard to laugh as she plunged him back in deeply. Marge began slamming her head down, making animal noises deep in her chest each time her nose reached his pubic bone. Teri watched, never taking her eyes from Marge’s mouth. She leaned over Stan’s face, placing her nipple in Stan’s mouth. “Suck it baby” she said. Stan obliged her. He also snaked his right hand out and lightly began to stroke between Teri’s legs. Teri moaned and worked her hips as she felt him probe. Stan’s hips began to jerk as Marge’s relentless sucking brought him closer and closer to the brink. Teri panted above him, goading him with her husky voice. “You love having her suck your cock baby, don’t you…” she said, “I want to see you cum!” Marge raised her head and looked at Teri, grasping Stan’s cock tightly. “I want his cum” she hissed, “I want to feel it in my mouth, my pussy, and deep in my ass…I just don’t know where I want it most!” Teri waggled her bottom around Stan’s probing hand, “I want to see him cum in your mouth! We’ve got all night for the rest” she gasped. Stan jerked as if a live wire had been applied to his toes, and he erupted into Marge’s open mouth. She clamped down on his spurting cock, deliberately allowing some of the hot fluid to leak around the tight ring of her lips. Moaning loudly, Teri jerked away from Stan’s hand and sucking mouth to join her friend, licking and sucking at the overflow from her husband’s cock. Her fevered brain desired the taste of her friend’s beautiful mouth more than she wanted the hot cum.
Teri lay on top of Marge’s slightly larger frame, her breasts pressed into the silky skin of Marge’s back. Her left leg draped idly over Marge’s firm buttock, leaving her swollen pussy in direct contact with the smooth, firm skin. They were watching Stan, who lay arms outflung, still breathing heavily through his mouth, his eyes staring at the ceiling. Teri murmured into Marge’s ear, “You’d think he would be staring at the two willing naked women in his bed rather than a blank ceiling.” “Ya think?” Marge responded. They burst into giggles yet again.
Stan rolled slightly to his side and said “Just how much do you think one poor guy can do to take care of two sex maniacs like you?” Teri crawled to him, lightly kissing his lips. “We’ve still got Ted next door stud,” she told him, “but Marge is determined to get this thing in her ass first!” She reached between his legs, fondling his balls. Marge dragged her tired happy body over to the two of them. “I don’t know what it is about your cock,” she said, “but every time I see you out back cutting the grass, or painting the trim on the house, my ass just starts to pucker and my pussy drips so much I have to go fuck Ted.” Teri snorted, “That sounds so gross!” “What, fucking Ted?” Marge asked. “No, your ass puckering!” the two women soared off into gales of laughter.
Stan had never tried anal sex before. With a lot of lubricant, and the assistance of Teri’s encouraging hands, he finally managed to get the head of his cock past Marge’s sphincter. Marge cried out and he paused, worrying that he might have hurt her. “No, don’t stop” Marge whimpered. Teri pushed down on his hips as Marge drew her knees up under her, giving him better access to her ass. “She wants it all” Teri told him breathlessly. “And you better give it to me good stud, especially if you want to your pretty wife’s mouth wrapped around Ted’s cock!” Stan plunged every inch he had into Marge’s pumping ass. How could this possible get any better??
To be continued..



SEX EXPERIMENT 3


“Fuck me” Teri demanded huskily. Stan opened his eyes to the bright morning sun streaming into their bedroom as Teri kissed his lips softly. He softly maneuvered her beneath him. She neither wanted nor needed foreplay, as her hips worked beneath him. She reached impatiently between them and guided him into her soft, welcoming dampness. He took his time, slowly slipping into her warmth. Their kiss lingered as he moved slowly and softly, their loving arms wrapped around each other, pressed against each other from head to toe. He felt as if he could just crawl inside of her, and she wanted him to. They lay on the top of their mussed king sized bed, barely moving, totally satisfied with the sensations slowly building in their bodies. “I could just lie here like this forever” she murmered against his soft lips. Years had passed since he had married this incredible woman, and still to him every time felt like the first time. His cock jerked in her as he remembered the events of the night before. Teri giggled beneath him “You just remembered fucking Marge in the ass last night didn’t you?”
Stan halted in mid stroke “I, uh…” “It’s all right baby, I loved every second of it” she said. “I don’t think I’ve ever been so horny in my entire life.” She continued to writhe slowly beneath him. “But I do so love this too!” She pushed her hips up to finish the downward stroke he had started, and clung to him tightly. Stan settled in her, making love to her as thoroughly as he could, doing his best to remember every tiny detail if what she loved most.
“I can’t believe what happened last night” he said, lying beside her with his head propped on his elbow. She gazed up at him from her pillow. “You didn’t enjoy it?” “I had the time of my life baby,” he told her, “aside from you watching me fuck another woman, I never knew you liked girls too.” “I didn’t either until Marge seduced me on her sofa the other day” she said. “Not that I was exactly unwilling after she made Ted jack off in my hand.” “That made you hot, did it?” he asked. She leaned up on both elbows. “Honestly, it did, and I really didn’t expect it to. When you say it out loud it just sounds sort of disgusting…but when it happened, it was so hot. He was standing there barefoot in those ragged old jeans and an unbuttoned shirt. Marge just told him to jack off in front of us, and when he started to cum she grabbed my hand and held it in front of his cock. He sprayed it all over my hand. Marge licked it off my palm with this wicked smile on her face, and when she sucked my fingers I thought I would scream!” She studied his face. “Does that bother you? I didn’t touch him or anything…”
Stan thought for a moment. “Have I ever asked you about what you did before we were married?” “No,” she answered, “but that’s not the same.” He smiled at her. “This morning you woke up, and you made it plain that you wanted me inside you. I felt like the only man in the world. As long as I have that feeling, it doesn’t matter to me if you want to fuck somebody else every single day.” “But…” he smothered the rest with a long lingering kiss.
They spent the whole day quietly together, talking about the little things married couples talk about. When they took a stroll in the park that afternoon he held her hand and she swung it back and forth like a schoolgirl. That night she fixed his favorite dinner, and they ate outside on the patio by torchlight. It was the most romantic day they’d had in years. Behind the shades in Marge and Ted’s house, Marge peeked out the window at the couple and turned back to Ted, who was busy thrusting his cock slowly into the wet pussy of Cindy Bellows, a graduate student who lived in the apartment complex across the street. “I must have really done a great job yesterday” she said as she straddled Cindy’s face. “They’re having a romantic dinner outside!” Marge moaned as Cindy’s frantic tongue reached inside her pussy. Ted just grinned and kept pumping.
“Did you really mean what you said this morning?” she asked as they got ready for bed. “Which part?” he teased. She stuck out her tongue at him. “I don’t think I would be very happy if you went out and found someone different to fuck every day” he said, “but if we were together, and I didn’t feel left out, I think it would be incredibly exciting to watch you get so hot you’d lose control with another man.” She lay back on the bed and spread her legs, making sure her lower body was in the bright light. She doubled up her pillow so she could see better, and began to masturbate openly, willing him to just watch her. He sat on the edge of the bed.
She caught her breath as she slipped her fingers inside herself, wetting them so they would slide more easily over her hooded clit. “You think you’d like to watch me do you?” she breathed. He nodded. “You think you’d like to watch me suck Ted’s cock?” He nodded again. “It’s really big” she said, grinding her hips against her probing fingers, “ I don’t know if I could get it all…in…my mouth” she gasped. Stan’s cock twitched as he watched her. This was definitely something new. In all their years together neither had ever masturbated in front of each other like this. He watched intently as she tried to spread her legs wider, the cords on the inside of her thighs standing out, the taught belly tightening over her hip bones. She opened her mouth wide, as if Ted’s cock were in front of her, and she licked her lips seductively. Stan was rock hard. He stood and dropped his bathrobe to the floor, his cock jutting out at a sharp angle. She literally leaped at him. Her mouth devoured his jutting cock as if she were eating her last meal on earth. “This is what you want to watch?” she asked breathlessly as she came up for air. “Yes” he hissed at her through clenched teeth. She grabbed his cock with both hands, jerking it rapidly, daring him to cum. “You want to watch me lick his cock,” her dainty tongue lashed out at the head, “You want to see me suck it into my mouth?” She matched her actions to her words. “You want to watch as it shoots in my mouth and I eat it like candy?” He came wildly into her open, willing mouth. “I think we’re going to have to try that” she said, licking his cum off her chin. “I love seeing you so horny.”
Marge and Teri put up the dishes and food from the barbecue while Ted and Stan took care of the ashes from the grill and put out the trash. The guys went in to the living room with a pitcher of frozen margaritas and started digging through the DVDs Ted collected. Marge looked at her friend “You a little nervous?” Teri giggled at her, “Yes, I’m a little nervous.” “Don’t worry about it honey, if you don’t feel like doing anything you don’t have to. Just relax and enjoy the evening” she said. “Yeah, and I’ll feel like a dork if I just sit there like a lump and spoil everybody’s fun” Teri said. Marge laughed “If you don’t feel like playing, you can get up and leave if you’re uncomfortable. If my itch gets so bad it has to be scratched I’m more than capable of taking care of myself. I’ve handled a lot more than two horny guys before!” Teri stared at her, “More than two guys?” Marge winked, “Yes, and I’m not telling you their names yet you greedy slut!” They both giggled again. “I feel like a little girl again, getting away with something I’m not supposed to do…”
Teri sat with Ted on the sofa and Stan lay with his head in Marge’s lap as they drank margaritas and watched the movie Ted had selected. It was a movie from the 80’s and there had already been some pretty hot scenes in it. Teri could see Marge staring at Stan’s shorts, where there was already a pretty substantial lump, but there had been no touching yet. The mood was still very relaxed and all of them seemed to be having a good time.
The scene on the big screen TV suddenly showed two couples riding in a limousine in Brazil. The leading man, speaking in a really sexy voice, had told the other couple to feel free to make love. He told his date the story of the other couple’s relationship to his date while the other couple began to kiss and fondle each other. It wasn’t long before the older couple became passionate, they started fucking, half nude in front of the leading man and his innocent wide eyed date. The scene was so erotically charged that Teri found herself gripping Ted’s cock through his pants. She was flushed, and she was squeezing it rhythmically. Her breath had speeded up and her nipples were poking at the front of her thin tee shirt. She glanced up at Marge, who smiled and nodded, and began to run her fingers over Stan’s chest.
Ted’s cock was really long. Teri lifted her legs onto the couch, and gathering her nerve, lay her head in Ted’s lap. She could feel the huge length of it against her cheek. It sprang up, getting in the way of her view of the couple onscreen, and she lifted her head just a little to see better. The hard cock pushed against her open lips. She began to nibble on the fat shaft as she watched the movie. Her hot breath went through the fabric of his shorts, warming his cock and making it harder still. Teri glanced over at Stan to see how he was reacting to her actions, but he was smiling at her while Marge fumbled for his cock inside his shorts. Teri felt better as she smiled back at Stan, remembering his excitement as she had masturbated for him. She unzipped Ted’s shorts, and without taking her eyes from Stan’s she began to lick up and down Ted’s hard cock.
Marge had freed Stan’s cock from his pants and she was fondling it, occasionally jacking it up and down. She had removed her shirt, and her breasts jiggled fetchingly as she manipulated Stan’s dick. Stan was seriously aroused. Teri stretched her mouth as wide as she could to accommodate the thickness of Ted’s cock, and as it slipped inside her mouth she heard Stan groan with excitement. Encouraged, she moved her head up and down, trying to get more of Ted’s cock in her mouth. Watching Stan stare at her, she had a hot flash of the wickedness of what she was doing and her own pussy began to jump inside her pants. She took her mouth off Ted’s cock and sat up. She leaned into Ted and kissed him, a wet, sloppy kiss that took him by surprise. She slowly and deliberately thrust her breasts forward as she slipped her tee shirt off. She slid her shorts down and her panties off as provocatively as she could. Every slutty move she had ever seen in one of Stan’s porn movies she tried. She watched from the corner of her eyes and saw that Stan was riveted on what she was doing.
Crossing her arms above her head, she thrust her jutting nipples into Ted’s open mouth. Holding his head to her breast, she straddled one of his hard lean thighs and rubbed her now dripping pussy against the top of it. Her hips rotated on his thigh, creating and incredibly horny feeling inside her. Her head turned to watch Stan’s face. Marge had gotten him completely nude and was gobbling his rigid cock passionately…but Stan’s eyes were only on the show Teri was putting on.
Teri smiled wickedly at her totally absorbed husband. Pulling her breast from Ted’s sucking mouth, she twisted on his thigh, lifting her long shapely leg over so that she was now astraddle both of Ted’s thighs. She spread her legs wide and put her feet on the couch. Her shaved pussy was fully exposed to Stan’s rapt gaze. She reached down and grabbed Ted’s huge cock, rubbing the head between her swollen pussy lips, forcing it against the little hooded clit and gyrating her hips to create the enormously erotic feeling. She bounced there for a while as Ted reached around to grasp both her nipples with his fingers, squeezing them deliciously, just short of causing her pain. She could see Stan humping against Marge’s busy mouth. She had never imagined there could be so strong an erotic reaction to sex, this seemed a feverish adolescent wet dream to her. Her last fleeting rational thought before the animal in her took over was that Stan looked so horny.
Teri shoved her pussy down on Ted’s cock, causing every inch of it to disappear inside her. She bucked as if she were on a wild horse, her hands in her hair, her mouth wide open in a silent scream. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeee!” she wailed. Ted was doing the best he could to hold on to the wildly flailing woman in his lap. He had to let go her nipples for fear of hurting her, so her grabbed her breasts. Stan had grabbed Marge’s head and he held her face into his crotch as she gagged, her mouth full of his hard cock and ferociously spurting cum. Ted rammed his cock upwards into Teri as hard as he could, holding it inside her. Teri felt the enormous head spraying his hot juices against the depths of her womb like molten lava, every individual spurt registered separately. The feel of it was too much for her body to contain and she began to cum in ripples, each hotter than the last. The ripples matched the spurts and ceased only when Ted began to soften.
Teri slid from Ted’s lap and crawled over to where Stan lay exhausted on the floor. She pressed her naked breasts against his chest and kissed him softly and slowly, as if he were fragile beyond words. “I’m not used to cumming like this” she said, “I thought that was bullshit they only put in your movies!” Stan’s arms squeezed around her. “You were incredible” he said. “You think you’ll be up for another round in a while”” Teri asked. Stan smiled at her, “Sure, what do you have in mind?” “You fucked Marge in the ass last night” she smiled shyly, “but you haven’t fucked my ass yet!” “I may just have to sit this next one out and watch” Marge said from beside them. “Me too,” Ted said from his spot on the sofa. Teri turned her head and grinned at Ted “Not really” she said, “you haven’t cum in my mouth yet…” She felt Stan’s cock lurch beneath her.
“Oh yes, oh yes” Marge was pulling Ted’s lean body into her with both hands. She thrilled to the feel of his cock splitting her pussy, and she adored being watched. The front door opened suddenly and Teri and Stan reached for something to cover themselves with as a gorgeous young blonde girl came in and sat down next to Marge and Ted. “Hi, I’m Cindy from across the street,” she told Teri as she reached between Marge and Ted, curling her small hand around Ted’s slippery cock. “I just love to watch them fuck!” Paying no attention at all to Teri and Stan, Cindy quickly stripped off her clothes and climbed atop Marge’s face. Cindy was dainty, even compared to Teri, but it was obvious she was some kind of athlete. Her breasts were small, but full and firm. Her incredibly tiny waist swelled out to strong muscled hips and thighs, but what captured Stan’s attention was a flat, rock hard belly that exhibited absolutely no trace of body fat. As Cindy rocked back and forth across Marge’s tongue, Cindys’ stomach muscles rippled, putting on an erotic show of their own. Cindy leaned forward against Ted’s lean muscled chest, rubbing her pointed breasts against him while kissing him roughly.
Teri looked down at Stan’s hardening cock, smiled, and whispered “I’m guessing that flat little belly is turning you on.” “Oh, I’d say it is” he whispered back. “Think you’re ready now?” Teri beamed and turned her back to Stan, wiggling her ass in the air as she lay her chest on the floor, arms out to her sides. Stan parted the cheeks of her ass and licked upwards from Teri’s clit, across her pussy, and up to the tiny rosebud that was her ass. He spread saliva over it to use as a lubricant, and tongued her. Teri wriggled as she felt his probing tongue and squealed loudly. Marge patted Cindy on the ass indicating she wanted to sit up. “He’s going to fuck her in the ass and this is her first time…I want to watch!” Teri couldn’t believe she had no qualms at all about Marge watching. Ted lay down on the floor next to Marge and smiled up at Teri. Cindy sat astride Ted’s back, rubbing her damp pussy against the smooth muscled skin she found there. “Fuck her Stan, she looks like she’s hot for it” Ted said. Stan’s hard cocks stood fully erect, and he was shivering in anticipation. “He’s too dry” Marge said, pulling Cindy off Ted’s back and shoving her head towards Stan’s throbbing cock. Cindy obliged, sucking happily away as Stan became totally immobilized. He had never even spoken to this girl and she was sucking his cock like she owned it. Ted licked one of his large fingers and slowly poked it into Teri’s ass, and she became too preoccupied with the sensations to wonder what was going on behind her. Marge reached under her and began to manipulate Teri’s nipple.
Teri was floating on a warm cloud of feeling. She felt lewd, she knew what she was doing was absolutely anyone’s definition of slutty…and she loved every second of it. It was a feeling of freedom, of breaking loose like nothing she had ever experienced. And the heat was building in her. She waggled her ass, taking another of Ted’s fingers inside her. Cindy turned from Stan’s cock, and, pulling Ted’s hand aside, put her tongue inside Teri. Teri felt a jolt that seemed to ripple up from her toes, which curled from the sensation. Ted took the opportunity to move around to Teri’s head, where he lifted it and put the glans of his cock to her lips. Teri’s tongue wiggled once or twice around the head and sucked it into her mouth, her tongue skittering madly on the iron hard shaft. Cindy moved her head back and said “There, that’s better.” Putting one hand on Stan’s butt and gripping his cock with the other, Cindy guided Stan to Teri’s ass. Cindy rubbed his head in little circles around the opening, then slid him inside.
Teri went rigid as she felt Stan’s cock enter her virgin ass. She now understood exactly what Marge had said the night before. It did hurt, but it had started a fire in her that was only going to be put out when she felt Stan’s hot cum splashing in her. It hurt, but it hurt good. Spreading herself as wide as she could, she inched back on Stan’s cock. He was absolutely still, and not just because he was afraid he was going to hurt Teri. Cindy had crawled behind him and sucked both his balls into her mouth. Her hands were on the front of his hips pulling her tight body against his…he could feel the tips of her rigid nipples against the back of his legs. He was afraid to move in any direction, afraid he would cum if he even breathed hard.
Teri resolved the issue by finally relaxing inside. When she felt her sphincter finally give way, she shoved her hips backward, taking Stan’s cock in until she felt his pubic bone bump her ass. She shrieked around Ted’s cock, and began to buck and moan. Stan lost all control as he began to pound in and out of Teri’s ass. Cindy leaned back and began to masturbate madly, watching the tableau before her. Stan began to spurt wildly in Teri’s ass. Teri felt the hot sperm inside her ass and shrieked again, pushing all the way back against Stan as hard as she could and holding him there. Only Ted was still moving. Teri’s orgasm was over but she was still wildly excited. She felt Stan pull out of her ass, and she reached back for him. He came to her as she pulled, and she pulled her mouth from Ted’s swollen cock. “Watch me” she demanded. She turned her full attention to Ted’s enormous organ. Stan, Cindy, and Marge watched in awe of the frantic blowjob Teri was giving. Teri stuck her tongue in the slit on the end of Ted’s cock as she stroked her little hands up and down its length. Her head bobbed up and down as she put the whole head back in her mouth. Ted gasped as her reaching fingers came up behind his balls, slipping her index finger inside his ass. As she worked her mouth to get every inch of him she could into her mouth, her seeking finger found Ted’s prostate gland and he exploded. She choked as the heaviest load of cum any of them had ever seen filled her mouth and dripped down her chest. She refused to stop sucking until Ted had completely stopped. Out of breath, mouth overflowing, she hugged Ted’s waist as she stared into Stan’s startled gaze. Still hugging Ted’s bare belly, she wiped her face against his skin and returned her gaze to Stan. “Aren’t you proud of me?” she asked. Stan reached for her… When he had his arms around Teri, he held her close. “I’ve created a monster!” He grinned down into her shining face.



GIRLS HIKE OUT


Under normal circumstances, I would consider hiking in 36 degree Celsius heat, an act of insanity. But these were not normal circumstances. I'd broken up with my long-time boyfriend two weeks ago, and countless Facebook updates and comments weren't helping my depressed state of mind at all.
Which was why I decided on a girls' weekend getaway in the most remote — yet close to home — place I could think of. The 'Wit Els' river hiking trail was classed as advanced, and various permits were needed to access the privately owned farmland that overlapped the nature reserve. But I didn't bother with such formalities.
I, Jennifer Hult, was on a mission.
The mission was involved getting familiar with Beth Weinstein. Beth was not your average young, rich Cape Town Jewish girl. Yes, she was a law student, and yes she had an apartment and fancy Audi paid for by daddy-dearest, but there was more to it than that.
For one thing, she'd volunteered to do her two years in the Israeli Army, despite her family spending the last three generations in South Africa. The other issue she had, was a slight coke habit, which is why she ended up working at the same upmarket ethnic cuisine restaurant as me: daddy's funding didn't cover all of her extra-curricular activities.
We basically earn a ton of tax-free cash for doing very little, other than selling over-priced wine to tourists. The food is wonderful there too, so the place has a great reputation amongst celebs. The problem with that, was I once ended up calling Sir Ian McKellan “Gandalf” by accident. 'Don't go to work baked' ought to be my number one rule.
But I digress.
None of the other waitrons had gotten anywhere with Beth. We'd all gone out in groups or pairs after work on the weekends… for those of us in the hospitality industry, the weekend starts at 3 AM. She was fucking hot, to be honest. Long, perfectly black hair, sensual body, and awesome double-D breasts. I'd already seen those in all their magnificence on Camps Bay beach, earlier in the summer season. I was still with my idiot boyfriend at the time, and believe me, his eyes were constantly straying to Beth's incredible boobs. The past three years of civilian life had softened and rounded her figure a little, but she retained her strength and muscle tone. She even gave self-defence classes to female students at the University, using adapted Krav Maga techniques.
I'd always been slightly bi-curious during high school, but the only girls who were open to same-sex experimentation were kinda diesel dykes, and not in a good way at all. Looking that butch was quite an achievement in a country that uses school uniforms — where girls wear dresses and skirts. By the time I was 15, I was heavily into guys, and this carried on until the grand old age of 25 — which was when my ex-boyfriend started his ridiculous string of cyber affairs with school girls, using mobile phone chatroom applications.
Don't go thinking he cheated on me because I wasn't interested in him anymore, or because I'd let myself go physically. Quite the opposite. I do rock climbing three times a week, jog on the other days, and I really, really like sex. I look great with clothing, and even better without it — but I suppose some guys are hardwired to be perverts and idiots, all at the same time.
Like Beth, I was above-average in height. I weighed around 120 pounds, but bear in mind, muscle is heavier than rolls of lard. Her hair was so dark black, it had that blue shine to it. On the day of the hike, she had it plaited, but when it was loose, it could hang low enough to cover her breasts. My family's Swedish origins were obvious: I had fairly strong facial features, and my hair was a nice strawberry blonde — not a that horrid carroty ginger color. Beth had pure brown eyes, and mine were a deep blue. Since we both did physical activities; we were in better shape than a lot of our friends. I just have to make it quite clear that I didn't include other people on this hike on purpose. I could fill a notebook with the number of guys who'd have been willing to come along with us.
That's partly why I didn't bother getting an official permit for the cabin, so her friends and classmates at the university wouldn't find out. The university has an official hiking club, with permission to use the large cabin, located halfway up the mountain. My intended sleeping spot was right at the top, away from any potential interruptions.
The morning hours seemed to drag on forever, and even though we were walking through narrow canyons most of the time, there was precious little shadow.
Luckily by noon, we'd reached the first tributary to the main river, running deep inside a high gorge. The water was waist high and icy cold. Beth was walking ahead of me, holding her backpack above her head. She lost her footing on a loose rock and stumbled forward, soaking herself form the neck down. She turned around, joking about how clumsy she was. Her nipples were erect, their outlines clearly visible under her white top.
I laughed as well, saying something back to her, but fuck knows what it was. My mind was in another place, namely the small cabin on the southern peak of the mountain we were yet to get to. I imagined how absolutely hot and exhausted we'd be by the time we arrived there. How I'd immediately run the shower and stand underneath the the luke-warm water, hastily stripping off my hiking outfit.
Of course I'd be counting on Beth being too impatient to wait for me to finish showering, and join me. The low-budget shower stall would be tiny, forcing our naked bodies together.
I pictured myself lathering up, and offering to wash her back for her. She'd be tired and open to suggestion. I could almost feel her soft, sensual skin on my fingertips. I could see my hands 'accidentally' straying around her waist and grazing her breasts, gently coming to rest on her nipples. I could hear her sigh as my hands stayed there, fondling her breasts and feeling those nipples getting harder.
By then I was soaked I soaked inside and out. I was still daydreaming, wading through the stream on auto-pilot, when Beth suddenly came to a halt.
“Get down!” she shouted. Beth let out a string of curses like a Main Road whore and pulled out her.45 Norinka 1911 pistol. She pointed it like a giant black cock of death at a troop of Cape baboons. The baboons had been trailing us, and their leader was making his descent down the canyon, followed by two dozen raucous, fast-moving primates.
She fired off three rounds, hitting small rocks in front of the leader of the troop — a gigantic male with a long mane and vicious-looking yellow teeth. He stopped immediately, and rushed back up the steep cliff, followed by his troop. With agricultural land surrounding the mountain, the baboons knew gunfire when they heard it, and farmers usually didn't waste ammunition on warning shots.
Beth slid out the magazine, pulled back the slide and caught the bullet that jumped out the chamber. She inserted the magazine and clicked the safety on, before putting the weapon back into her water-proof bag. She really could make the most mundane tasks look sexy.
Since her tour of duty in Israel, Beth is kinda anal about making sure she is armed at all times — because you never know when someone is going try and kill you with a Defy 424 stove, dropped from a rooftop. She might have finished her military service physically unscathed, but mentally… I wonder sometimes.
Even so, I was happy she was armed… this was still South Africa, and criminals ranged from harmless petty thieves, to pathological murdering rapists. You just couldn't be too careful these days, and drug-related orgies of murder and mayhem were common place, with offenders as young as 8. 'Tik' a kind of crystal meth, really has united people in this country, making addicts equally stupid and problematic.
By 2pm, we got to Disa Falls, which is this really pretty waterfall, with a fair-sized rock pool at the bottom that flows into a narrow gorge. We dumped our gear and stripped off our clothing in no time at all. Beth dived in and swam across to large, flat rock beneath the falling water. I followed her. It was mid-summer, so the torrent was quite mild, allowing us to stand on the rock without getting washed away. I stood next to Beth, while she arched her back stretched her arms out. Her large breasts had water cascading off them. Her nipples were harder than granite. I've always been a fan of nice nips, to be honest. I was fascinated with my older brother's girly mags when I was growing up. He bought stuff like Hustler's Barely Legal and Private magazines. He always had some lying around under his bed, and I started taking an interest in them when I was about 13 or so. I'd already been experimenting with rubbing myself off, and the magazines were a natural step in my sexual development, I suppose. Playing merrily alone at that age also stopped me from becoming over-eager with boys, which is why I didn't end up being becoming a teen pregnancy case.
I rinsed off the mud and grime from the long hike, and looked down at my own boobs. My 34B's were not bad at all. My nipples aren't large, but are light pink in color, and really neat. I like neat. And speaking of all things neat and tidy, Beth's pussy was delightfully well-kept. Her bald vagina was crowned by a tiny landing strip of dark pubic hair. Her clitoral hood was slightly prominent, but not huge. I've had guys describe my kitten as “cute” and that's certainly true. Like Beth's, mine was an “innie” — my labia were well hidden when I wasn't fully aroused, and my clit was small, and the same light pearly pink as my nipples.
The water was crisp and cool and we were refreshed and recharged by the cold. Beth suggested we go lie in the shade on an outcropping further down the gorge. It was a 50m swim. “First one there gets a back rub!” I shouted, and dived in. Beth followed moments later. She caught up quickly and grabbed my legs, pulling me backwards. “No rules!” she said, laughing as she overtook me. She twisted to evade me, and swam ahead. I could have overtaken her, since swimming was something I'm pretty good at, but I had my reasons to hold back.
Beth was already lying down on her back by the time I climbed out of the water. I admired her hourglass figure while I stood next her. I took my time wiping off as much water as I could from my body. “Jonathan told me you're good at massage,” said Beth. This was true, and the main reason I gave him good massages, was to teach him how to do it right, and do the same for me. I felt a twinge if hatred for him again, as I imagined him using those skills on some young, dumb, internet-addict chick.
When we still dating, Jonathan and I had a couple of little coke parties with Beth and her boyfriend. We'd spend the night getting high, then pairing off to fuck until daylight, followed by the inevitable come-down. Although there was no weird group sex, we did get quite explicit when discussing our sex lives.
I put the bad thoughts out of my mind and concentrated on the task at hand. “Turn over, I'm going to wash you off quickly,” I told her. I used a couple of handfuls of water to get the little bits of grit and sand from the rock surface, off the soft skin on her back. I started massaging her neck and shoulders, firmly working through the knots I found.
“You've been kinda tense lately?” I asked. “Yeah, exam stress is getting to me, I really needed a break like this,” said Beth. It wasn't only exam stress, it was also the hectic schedule of midweek partying taking its toll. She was dealing with her break-up as best she knew how: going out, buying coke and picking up guys. I'm not saying she was a slut, she was damn choosy about who she took home.
A few minutes later, I was slowly working the muscles from her lower back, my hands moving up her spine, bit by bit. Eventually I got to her shoulder blades, and I stretched my long fingers out, clasping her ribcage at the front. I was just-just touching her boobs. My hands lingered there, until I moved them further apart. My fingers probed around her breasts, right up against her nipples. Without saying a word, she raised herself up on her elbows, high enough to give me full access to her firm, big tits.
I cupped them eagerly, my fingertips teasing and squeezing them into arousal. I adjusted my position, and straddled her right leg, rhythmically moving my hips up and down. My smooth pussy was rubbing against the back of her legs, traveling up to her beautifully rounded ass. I moved my right hand down, towards stomach. She raised herself a little, allowing me to reach lower down. I brushed past her neat landing strip of pubic hair and ran my finger tips along the outside of her pussy. I traced the edges of her labia and moved gently towards her clitoris. She moaned softly as I flicked her clit and ran my fingers down her pussy lips, towards the moistness gathering at her vulva. My fingers got coated in her slickness, and I lubed up her clit, increasing the pressure I and speed of my strokes.
“Put your fingers in me!” she hissed. I needed no further encouragement. I sat upright and used my free hand to massage her pussy, before inserting two fingers. She was tight, and I could feel her pussy muscles squeezing against my fingers. Despite the tightness, I was able to get my fingers in all the way up to the knuckles.
“More, more,” she begged. I put in three digits, my thumb resting between her butt cheeks. She got really wet and her cunt was able to take more, so I shifted my my pinkie in. I then hastily spun her over and kissed her violently, my tongue exploring her mouth. I bunched my fingers together into a wedge-shape, and started probing her marvelously elastic pussy opening. I took my time, moving my fingertips in and out, going deeper with every upward stroke. I kissed her hard on her neck, and she held me tighter, moving her hands to my ass. She was getting more and more worked up, her hips bucking forwards to meet my penetrating fingers. My long, slender fingers steadily made their way into her cunt, and I bent them towards me slightly, deep inside in her pussy. This gave me just enough leeway to get my entire hand inside. I was wrist-deep inside her.
I kept my fist inside her, while rubbing my clit in a frenzy. I came, the waves of pleasure building up, peaking, then slowly ebbing away. I carefully unclenched my hand and slowly moved my fist out of Beth's tightly stretched cunt. I finished her off by working on her clit with my free hand.
I collapsed on top of her, my head resting between her breasts. Our sweat cooled us rapidly in the slight afternoon breeze. Our rapid breathing slowed and I gradually became more aware of our surroundings. I could hear the waterfall, birds singing and chirping, and reeds moving in the current. Amongst all these sounds, was the distinct noise of clattering stones. Small pieces of rock were being dislodged. Which meant there were people, or animals above the gorge. I jerked upright as soon as I realized that it could be the baboons again. And here we were, separated from our backpacks. Beth arrived at the same conclusion as I did. “Shit!” she shouted, as she sprang up and dived in, and swam through the water, to get our vulnerable gear before them.
Baboons are pretty damn sly. I won't call them 'clever', but definitely 'crafty'. They'd waited for us to get nice and distracted, before making their move. By the time we got to the opposite edge of the rock pool, the dominant males were already fiddling with the catches on the rucksacks. They knew there was food inside the bags. Since we carried fully packed kits, the baboons couldn't carry the bags off. They tried in vain to drag the bags along the rocky ground, reluctant to leave so much booty behind.
We stood there, our path blocked by the baboons, and separated from our clothing and supplies. Although we were outnumbered, the baboons were wary, and stayed back. They were looking for a reaction from the leading male.
The giant leader jumped in front of Beth, challenging her. The Norinka.45 was stashed in the top compartment of her bag, safety engaged and no round in the chamber — so even if a baboon managed to find it, there was no chance of an accidental discharge. Still, facing a wild baboon is no joke, especially when they are aggressive. One bite can kill, and there is a good chance of dying from infection, even if a bite or scratch is minor.
I was too shit-scared to move. Although Beth wasn't giving ground, I'm sure she was planning on how to take the fucker down without getting mauled. The younger males and some females started closing in around us, in attempt to make us retreat into the water. One of the baboons figured out how to unzip a long side compartment on my bag, and my thermos flask fell out. It bounced on the hard ground and rolled down the slope towards me.
Acting on pure instinct, I lunged forward and grabbed the flask. It was full of hot, black coffee. I unscrewed the lid and shot my arm forwards, aiming at the leader. The scalding hot contents hit the giant male in his face. The baboon screamed and backed off. With their leader in a state of confusion, and howling in pain, the baboons retreated slightly.
The two big males let go of our bags and ran back a couple of steps. Beth reacted and charged towards the leader. He was temporarily blinded, giving her time to pick up a small rock. She didn't want to risk trying to land a kick — he could still lash out and cause serious injury. Instead, she hurled the rock into his chest at close range. I joined in, and started pelting stones at the leader, and any baboons that still lingered. He turned and ran, and all the others followed.
Beth retrieved her firearm and sprinted after them, emptying the remaining rounds of the magazine at their heels. I gathered our clothing into a small heap and secured the backpacks. Beth screamed obscenities at the retreating baboons, as they scurried through the indigenous bushes and trees. They made their way up the gorge at high speed. She watched them disappear over the summit, then turned around and walked back slowly. Her wet black hair hung down over her shoulders, and her proudly exposed breasts moved sensually as she walked. The gun was at her side, the hot barrel still giving off wisps of white smoke.
When she got back to me, she calmly said: “That, Jen, was pretty fucking intense.”
“The fucking part, or the part where we routed a small army of monkeys?” I asked, grinning.
“Both,” she replied, “You really saved my ass there, hitting the big guy with your coffee. I was sure I'd get hurt. Badly. I owe you big time.”
I wasn't sure how much of that was true, but she seemed genuinely thrilled with the day's events, so I was looking forward to our evening together. The prospect of spending the night with her, after a failed lesbo encounter, would have been awful.
Our ascent to the top of the mountain went without further mishaps. Once we got to the contour paths, it was easy-going: there were no streams to wade through, or rocks to climb. We managed to get to the cabin an hour before sunset, giving us time clean up, and unpack our gear. Supper consisted of canned pasta, heated over a mini camping gas burner. Beth's equipment and supplies were well organized. Plenty of water, energy bars, dried fruit and some canned food — even a first aid kit. I was equally well kitted out, but in a completely different way. I had water, booze, bags of crisps, a couple of candles, massage oil, a big tube of Astroglide, and a battery-powered vibrator.
Like I said, I too, was prepared. We finished supper and snacks in the dark. I lit the four candles from my bag, and placed them around the sleeping area. The cabin was open-plan, built with mountain rocks, stones and treated lumber. It was solidly constructed, but didn't have much along the line of luxury or comfort. Still, it was better than a flimsy tent on a cold night. This place often had frost and snow in winter.
The night air became chilly very quickly after sunset. We moved our drinks inside and shut the door. I was eager to take my lesbian experience with Beth even further. We'd polished off a bottle of Spiced Gold together, before heading to the bed. Earlier on, we pushed the two steel framed beds together, and joined the legs in the middle with heavy-duty cable ties. Cable ties, guns and condoms were Beth's default travel essentials. Then came make up and underwear.
We got undressed and slipped into the insulated double-sleeping bag. The candle flames danced and flickered we kissed and caressed in our cocoon of warmth. Beth sucked on my breasts, then held a nipple between her teeth. The stab of pain only made my already moist pussy completely wet. Beth's fingers started probing my vagina, lubricated by my state of arousal. She moved her head downwards, towards my stomach, her tongue darting in and around my navel, then tracing a line towards my silky smooth mound.
Beth licked my clit, while fingering me at the same time. I was lost in pleasure. The alcohol stopped me from cumming, but I was enjoying myself too much to care. She carried on for a short while longer, then emerged from the sleeping bag. The skin around her lips glistened with my juices. I pulled her head towards me, my tongue darting into her mouth. I could taste my pussy on her tongue and lips. Beth fingered me harder, her pace increasing. Despite all the booze, I was convinced I could climax. The pleasure was building up like a tide coming in: slowly, steadily and completely unstoppable.
I was just about to come, saying: “Just a little more, not so fast… yes, there, fuck yes, yes! Ye-” when there was a loud 'thump' from somewhere outside the cabin.
At first I thought it was the wind, or those damn baboons — then I heard some muttered words. Beth heard the noises too, and immediately extinguished the candles. She grabbed the Mag Light in her left hand, and the.45 pistol in her right, while locking her wrists together. This allowed her to aim in the dark, using the cone of light as her target finder.
We waited and listened. It sounded like just one set of footsteps. I was in a panic. It was pitch dark outside, and the trail was treacherous at night. No normal hiker would be outside under these conditions, especially since there were two emergency huts further down the mountain. I was convinced we'd been followed. Our attention had been focused on the baboons the whole day, so we weren't looking out for potential human threats.
We heard gravel crunching near the front of the cabin. The intruder was going to try the door. Beth stood and faced the door, the torch aimed squarely at head height. “Jen, swing it open on as soon as the handle moves…” She whispered. The handle creaked and rotated. I flung the door open, landed on my back and rolled into a crouched position.
“Whoah!” shouted the intruder, “What the fuck?” It was a guy's voice — most likely Caucasian, and he sounded like he was from the southern suburbs… Cape Town residents have a whole bunch of different accents, even among the same race groups, depending on which area they grew up in. Just because he was a white guy, didn't make the situation any less threatening for me.
There were plenty of Grade-A psychopaths from all walks of life in the city, especially since the government decided to cut medical spending. They released the 'mostly harmless' psychiatric patients from the provincial institutions. Of course, they only stay harmless if they keep taking their meds. In Cape Town, you can make fairly decent money selling your prescription meds to dealers and addicts, assuming you don't smoke them yourself. That's why we overreacted. It was late, we were isolated, there was zero mobile phone coverage, no police station nearby, and no one knew where we were. And Cape Town is full of assholes.
Beth charged the guy, and brought her knee up into his stomach. He bent over and she hit him on the back of the neck with the torch. He collapsed onto the floor, breathing hard, but not saying anything. Beth passed me the Norinka and the Mag Light.
“Cover me,” she said. She was taking this rather well, all things considered. I was shaking with adrenaline and shock. I could hardly keep the gun straight, never mind actually aim properly. I kept my finger out of the trigger guard.
“Pass me some cable ties,” asked Beth. I fumbled in her bag and grabbed a handful of long black cable ties. She bound his hands and feet together, then dragged him to the bed and secured his wrists to the bed frame. She used a T-shirt as a gag, then stepped away and took the gun from me. She scouted outside, to make sure there weren't other attackers. Beth came back, closed the door and bolted it. The windows were too small to climb through, so if there was an attack, we only needed to defend the door. Besides which, if there was a gang out there, we had a hostage.
It was then that I realized I was still naked. I quickly put on a pair of shorts and a long sleeve top. Beth got dressed and sat next to me. She was calm, and already assessing the situation logically. Of course, dealing with potentially violent people was second nature to her, given her experience doing patrols along the West Bank and Gaza Strip.
I was still in shock, not sure what to make of it. Nothing really made sense. This was the 'off-season': January 10th — schools were open again, and businesses were in full operation. Students were too busy getting enrolled, or partying it up the city. It was unlikely that criminals would be lurking here. Unless, of course, he showed up here by sheer coincidence and bad luck, or he was some kind of serial rapist who'd been tracking us the whole day.
The second scenario seemed more believable to me at the time. Granted, I had a one-woman army as a companion, but as Leonardo DiCaprio once said: 'T.I.A.' This Is Africa. Which means anything is possible in Africa, no matter how fucked-up and unlikely it may seem to an outsider.
With the immediate threat over, Beth went over to interrogate our 'prisoner'. His eyes were bulging and he was trying to speak. “Calm down, I'm taking the gag off,” said Beth. He nodded. She removed the shirt that was tied around his head.
“Who the fuck are you? What are you doing here?” shouted Beth. She wanted to keep the upper hand, control the conversation. “It's not… what you think,” stammered the guy. I shone the torch into his face. He had longish blonde hair, bleached by the sun. “I got lost, I'm supposed to like, be at the Protea cabin,” he said. His hair, his tan, and his speech made me think he was a surfer or a hippie-type.
“Then why the fuck would you walk all the way up the fucking contour path, in the fucking dark, to this cabin?” demanded Beth.
He answered: “Nah, dude, it was those frikkin' monkeys. They stole my shit. I ran up the path, and kept running until I couldn't hear them. Then I was lost for a while. I figured I should rather go higher up, because this cabin is easier to find. And I didn't want to run into those baboons again.”
This made sense to me. I was starting to feel like we'd fucked up. “Do you have a permit,” asked Beth.
“Hey wow, yeah I got it still,” said the guy. “Check my back pocket. Fuckin' monkeys took all my space cakes. All I got is this stupid permit.” Sure enough, he had a permit for the trail, and for use of the Protea cabin. Technically, he had more right to be on the mountain than we did.
“Sorry I scared you, I wasn't like, expecting anyone else to be here,” he said. “You chicks hit pretty hard. My name's Brian. Brian DeWet. You can check me out on Facebook, and I got a blog about Dagga recipes too.”
I lit the candles and offered the guy a drink. He was still tied up, so I held the cup for him while he drank. Beth looked concerned. We were both thinking the same thing: he really didn't fit the criminal deviant profile, and besides, what potential rapist gets a permit for a hiking trail, and rocks up without so much as a knife, rope, or handcuffs? We felt like the bad guys here.
“So why are two all alone here tonight? Were you like, getting high?” Clearly, our prisoner was a weed fiend, and had a one-track mind. Again, the threat level was dropping, and we both felt more and more guilty. “We were just scared,” I said to Brian. “We had a rough day, and those fucking baboons gave us grief too. Twice. Beth shot at them.”
“Wow man, that's pretty intense, hey. You girls don't take shit,” he said. This was when his gaze shifted, to something glinting in the corner of the room. I'd knocked over stuff during the scuffle earlier on, and was too preoccupied to pick everything up again. I shone the torch into the corner, and illuminated the 8-inch long vibrator I'd brought along for the trip. It was pink and sparkly, with a rotating head.
“Oh, I see.. sorry for breaking up your fun tonight,” said Brian, grinning.
He seemed to be good-natured and genuine. After Jonathan, my 'Asshole Radar' got a major upgrade, and I was confident with my improved character judging ability. We'd presumed the worst earlier on, not even giving him a chance to explain, before assaulting him and holding him at gunpoint. Even Beth looked remorseful, despite the detachment that came with being a law student, and a former soldier.
This wasn't some Meth-head in a dark alley behind a Sea Point club, or a Palestinian insurgent with an IED hidden in his kid's school case. This was a nice, normal guy. He wasn't in the wrong at all.
We were wrong. We were the assholes. We had to make it up to him, right there, right then, the best way we knew how, with the best resources we had available.
We had to initiate a threesome.
I was still amped for sex, and with Brian seeing the vibrator, and knowing what we were doing there, the whole plan just made sense. I took Beth outside, and quietly plotted out the escapade. She was easily convinced by the plan's sheer awesomeness. I though the guy was kinda good-looking, with a nice build. I was pretty sure that by the time we were done, Brian wouldn't know what had hit him — for the second time that night!
We went in together. Beth took out her Gerber multi-tool, and clipped through the cable ties that bound Brian's legs together. She left his arms tied to the bed though. This was done partly because it made it more fun, and partly out of lingering safety concerns. Last thing we needed, was to find out he was faking his nice-guy routine.
Beth and I stood in front of Brian and stripped. I figured naked was better, since we didn't have any really hot-looking underwear with us. We took turns pouring Astroglide over our bodies, starting with our breasts, then thighs and asses. I lubed up my pussy, three fingers sliding in effortlessly. With my free hand, I shone the concentrated torch beam from the Mag Light onto my slick, smooth cunt. I spread my pussy lips, giving him a view of my eager, wet fuck hole.
Beth crawled on all fours towards Brian. She pulled his jeans and boxers down, as far as his ankles. He shuffled and kicked them off. She pulled his shirt over his head, then let it rest on his back. The bonds on his wrists prevented his shirt from coming off completely. He had amazingly nice shoulders and arms; they were strong-looking and deeply tanned. Beth trickled some lube around his balls and the base of his shaft. He was mostly hard already. By the time she finished working his shaft, he was as hard as the vibrator I had in my hand.
Beth licked his cock, slowly going up and down his shaft, and teasing his head. I lay back on the floor, my legs spread wide, and inserted the vibrator. I switched it on, and the head rotated slowly inside me, probing the full depth of my pussy. I arched back, raising my hips off the floor, driving the vibrator as deep as it could go.
I then sat upright, the vibrator still doing its thing, and watched Brian getting his fat, hard cock sucked. He was uncut and average length, but his cock was nice and thick. Like Cosmo keeps saying, 'girth is where it's at'. I wasn't fussed at the time. All I needed was hard cock inside me, but Beth wasn't planning on sharing right away. She reached up onto the bed, where her wallet lay near the pillow. She retrieved a string of high-grade condoms. That's one of the things with Beth. She doesn't mind condoms, as long as they aren't those cheap government-issue rubbers — the ones that the whores stock up on at the community clinics. The girl gets around, but she's got standards. Besides, not using condoms in a country with the highest infection rate in the world, is kinda stupid and suicidal.
Beth jammed her pillow behind Brian's back, between his body and the bed frame. She tore open the foil package and unrolled the condom onto Brian's eager, pulsing cock. She then straddled his legs and lowered herself onto his stiff pole, facing me. She let it go all the way in, then started grinding her hips. I leaned forward and pulled into her, my tongue deep in her mouth. She grabbed at my breasts, roughly groping them, pinching my nipples. I moved back and removed the vibrator from my wet twat. It glistened and shone in the light from the torch, which I'd positioned on top of my rucksack. I moved out the way, allowing the light to fall on Beth and Brian, while they fucked in an ever-faster rhythm.
Brian was getting ridden mercilessly; he lay back and bucked his hips in time with Beth's movements. I was inspired by our fisting session earlier that day, and poured extra lubrication onto the vibrator. I lay down over Brian's legs, and propped myself up on my elbows. I licked his balls and rubbed Beth's clit, as she slowed down her gyrations. Slowly, slowly I pushed the vibrator into her already-filled cunt. I took my time, making sure it could jam in there, pressed against Brian's big hard cock. I set it to the lowest frequency vibration. Beth squirmed and groaned.
“I'm gonna come!” exclaimed Brian. “NO! Not yet!” shouted Beth. I pulled out the vibrator, and Beth raised her hips, freeing the large cock from her stretched hole. I grabbed the torch and watched his cock intently, fully expecting him to come. I had reacted just in time, his cock was incredibly stiff and throbbing slightly, but he was just short of climaxing.
Beth got behind me and licked my pussy, pushing her tongue into my hole. I pressed two fingers hard against the muscles between Brian's balls and ass. I knew this would delay him coming long enough for me to ride his cock. I faced him, and lowered myself onto his cock. It slid right in. Beth stood in front of me, Brian's face buried in her ass. She opened her pussy with her fingertips, allowing my tongue to explore every part it. I rode Brian's cock, until he tapped my leg, saying breathlessly: “I'm gonna come! Can't hold back!”
I got off him in a heartbeat. Beth knelt down in front of and ripped the condom off. She placed his hard, throbbing cock between her lubricated, shiny, slippery boobs. The soft, huge breasts and the skin-on-skin contact was too much for him. His cock shot out messy, sticky ropes of cum. He was really excited, with cum squirting high enough to reach Beth's chin. She sat back, letting the cum drip down her neck, onto her breasts, where she rubbed it onto her nipples. I set the vibrator to maximum speed and pressed it up against my clit, climaxing moments later.
Beth cut the last cable ties, freeing our captive fuck-buddy. We collapsed on the bed together. I was way too wired-up to sleep, so I scratched around in my bag, and pulled three small rolled-up cellophane balls, each containing a gram of high-grade coke. We did lines, taking turns performing oral sex on each other. It was nothing too hectic, just slow, comfortable sucking, without any goals.
By the time the sun rose, the drugs were finished. Beth was sucking Brian's cock as the first rays came in through the tiny window. She stopped sucking him off, and leaned over to kiss me. She gave him a handjob, and after a minute, he shot a small load. She licked her fingers and polished his cock clean with her mouth and eager tongue.
She got up and rinsed her mouth out with rum.
“Let's get the fuck out of here, guys. Today's going to be a scorcher.”
Beth was quite right about that. We packed up and took Brian with us, making our way down the contour path before the heat of the morning could catch us. By noon, we reached the delicious coolness of the river and streams, between the canyons. The cold water kept us awake, as the coke wore off and our exhaustion set in. By late afternoon, we had one last short section of the trail ahead of us. We were about 10 minutes away from before the parking lot. Our adventure was drawing to a close, and we were sure nothing more could happen to us — until we rounded the last bend in the path.
There was a commotion to left of us, the sound coming from where a couple of tall trees grew, surrounded by large boulders and low bushes. We could see our baboon friends, lazing in the afternoon sun, content as all hell. Beth's hand automatically went for her Norinka, but the baboons made no attempt at stalking us. They just sat there on the rocks, and in the branches of the tree, chilling. One of the baboons had a remnant of Brian's hiking gear: an empty Tupperware container.
Brian chuckled and said: “Dagga cookies, man, dagga cookies.”
We walked on, leaving the baboons to enjoy the stolen space cakes. For a change, they were stoned in a good way.
We made our way back to our cars and drove to the city. I slept over at Beth's place. The extra drive to my apartment was too risky, because we'd been awake for 38 hours straight. We slept for a solid day. By Tuesday, things were back to normal. The routine of working, studying and partying, was in full swing.
Beth and I didn't become partners or regular lovers, but occasional tryst did occur at random times. I added Brian on Facebook, but we didn't pursue any kind of relationship. I didn't have much in common with him, and he lived on the other side of the peninsula. It just wasn't worth the effort.
On the outside, nothing much changed for me after that weekend's events. Inside, a lot has changed. I have decided to explore my sexuality more, push my boundaries, and not tie myself down to relationships that restrict me. I'm eager to experience new things in my sex life.
And I'm looking forward to my next adventure.



GROUP ORGY


Its amazing how one simple question can force you to analyze your life.
Does Jennifer Hult like to party? Click here to see what your Facebook friends say about you.
Yes, I'm a chick, but I'm not a dumb chick. Clicking on stupid links and willingly sharing personal information to dodgy third parties on social networks, is not something I do regularly. However, my female friends do not practice such restraint, so I'm bombarded with Wall spam on a daily basis.
Still, the question intrigued me. My friends and co-workers certainly knew me as a party animal. I was always game for going out clubbing till sunrise, doing the odd line, all the usual stuff you'd expect from a waitress working in Cape Town. Life is easy in this city, if you have the right job. For me though, partying meant much more than just going out and getting wasted. It meant that I absolutely had to get shagged. Up until fairly recently, this wasn't a problem. I'd always been in a series of steady relationships since high school.
The last one ended badly though, and it's almost a year since I've been in a relationship with a guy. I made a decision to broaden my horizons, try new things. So far, I've had a couple of memorable experiences, and found that I quite like getting intimate with women. Also, I was in a threesome with a girlfriend of mine, and some random guy we met. Now, threesomes are nothing new these days.
In fact, I kinda avoided the whole group sex scene on purpose, mostly because it was just too 'fashionable' over the last decade. Seriously though, I'm attractive enough to be desirable to most swinging couples in my age group. I consider myself to be a good catch. At the age of 26, I'm taller than average, weighing 120 pounds, and I have a fairly good body that I maintain with daily jogging and recreational rock climbing on the weekends. I have fair skin and light auburn hair, along with blue eyes, which are really quite striking.
So, back to the concept of partying: I was talking about our little threesome with Beth Weinstein, reminiscing about how amazing it all felt, and how I felt that I'd accomplished a goal in my sexual development. That's when she said: “Jen, honey, you need more guys in the mix. You don't know what a threesome really is, until you you've had at least two cocks inside you at once.”
Now, I was sure she had a good point there, but I had my reservations about being a receptacle for multiple pork swords. As with most things in life, early experiences tend to influence you the most. If your parents gave you shit-tasting vegetables when you were little, you probably ended up disliking vegetables when you become an adult.
The first significant penis-related incident occurred during Grade 8, when I started High School. My older brother was a senior, and very involved in sports and other after-school activities — me, not so much. I liked running in the forest, but wasn't into team sports. I did things like archery and body boarding on the weekends. As a result, I used to come home before him on school days.
For about a year, I used to sneak into my brother's room, to steal his girly mags. At first, I just enjoyed looking at all the naked, fully-developed women, comparing their curves to my tall, lean frame. As time went by, I got more interested in the harder stuff, and enjoyed looking at pictorials with couples. It wasn’t long before I discovered my brother's folder of porn movies on his hard drive.
My brother, James, was almost always home late, so I used the late afternoon privacy in the house to do my porn missions. I used to get away with my illicit fun at least three times a week, and I was fairly confident that I wouldn't be caught out.
One particular Thursday afternoon, I got home early, as usual. James was usually at the local gym until 6pm on Thursdays. My parents were never home before 7pm from their furniture factory, so I reckoned I was safe. My brother's computer was always on, and he was lazy about using difficult passwords and security measures. Besides, my parents were technophobes, so he didn't have to worry about them snooping. I went upstairs, put my case in my room and got changed. I wore tracksuit pants and a long T-shirt. The pants were loose, and the black material was fairly thick. I always wore these for my clandestine masturbation sessions. They provided easy access to my pussy, and they hid the evidence of my fooling around, in case I got interrupted.
I went into his room, sat down in front of the computer and moved the mouse to turn the screen on. I logged on using his password that was written on sticker, attached to the side of his PC. Like I said, James wasn't all that security-conscious.
I navigated through his movie folder, into a sub folder named ‘Special’. This was where he stashed all his porn flicks, ranging from short free samples from websites, to DVD rips he got from his friends at school. I selected a movie with a college sorority theme and turned down the speakers, so I could hear if the phone rang, or if someone was downstairs at the front door. After about five minutes, I was really absorbed in the movie. The scenario looked like a lot of fun: two sorority sisters were discussing their favorite masturbation techniques, and they decided to demonstrate those techniques to each other.
I had my fingers on my nipples, and I could feel the first tingling sensations in my pussy, when I heard what sounded like the front door being opened. I sat upright, paused the movie and listening intently for the sound of keys or footsteps. Maybe James is home early, I thought to myself. I heard voices. James was having a conversation with someone, and they were in the house already!
I panicked. I couldn't just slip away to my room. I needed to shut down the media player software and open search windows. I clicked on the little red 'x' in the upper right corner of the movie window. The visuals grayed out, but the program did not close immediately. 'Program not responding' was the message. “Shit!” I cursed softly, while opening the task manager and manually shutting down the program. James and his visitor were already on their way up the stairs.
I logged out and switched the screen off. By then they were at the top of the stairs. I had no way of getting out from his room to mine, undetected. I really, really did not want to be caught out and embarrassed in front of one of his friends. I dashed across the room and hid myself in the large closet.
I didn't dare close the door to the closet, in case they heard the locking mechanism click shut. I sat in the darkness of the closet, peering out through the crack in the doorway, hoping that James wouldn't stash his gear in the closet immediately — he was untidy and usually just left his bags and stuff lying around for days.
I was in luck. He casually tossed his gym bag next to his bed. He had two friends with him, a guy named Trevor, from his school cricket team. Trevor visited fairly often over the weekends for informal practice at the nearby sports grounds. There was also some other boy I didn't know. They all three stashed their bags next to the desk. Jackets and shoes were taken off, and ended up on the floor. Trevor and the mystery guy lay sat on the bed, resting up against the headboard, while James closed the door, securing it with a chain latch. My parents didn't believe in using proper locks for the bedroom doors, but we had those chain latches for safety and privacy. I groaned silently, knowing that I was trapped in the damn closet for the duration of the visit. I hoped that it would be over quickly, since my long legs were starting to cramp already.
James fiddled around with the computer and turned up the speaker volume. Dammit, I thought, they're going to watch a movie. The prospect of spending at least ninety minutes in the closet was not appealing. On the plus side, I had a decent view of the computer screen and could see most of the bed from my vantage point. I sat still in resignation and waited for the movie title to appear. I hoped it wasn't going to be a comedy — I didn't want to choke myself while suppressing laughter. I'm a big fan of comedies, and my brother and I had similar taste in movies.
The screen went black and James joined his friends on the bed. A familiar logo appeared on the screen, and at first I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Then there was a montage of women in their early twenties getting screwed by well-built black guys sporting gang tattoos. Scenes of facial cumshots, deepthroating and double penetration flashed on the screen, accompanied by a hip-hop soundtrack.
Well, fuck my life I thought, as the first absurd scenario started playing out on the screen. A young woman with big boobs and long flowing blonde hair, was unable to pay her car repair bill, and she was trying to negotiate alternative arrangements. Cue half a dozen big sweaty African Americans, with all sorts of proposals, mostly involving cock insertion. As the chance of being discovered got lower and lower, I got over my nerves and jitters. The porn movie wasn't the kind I usually watched, but the sheer energy and enthusiasm the 'actress' had, was quite amazing. I didn't care if she was faking her pleasure or not, the sight of those large, thick cocks penetrating all three of her orifices, was having an effect on me.
I decided to try and enjoy myself. There was nothing more I could do to avoid discovery. Either they would find me after the movie, or I'd get a chance to escape when they went downstairs. My nipples were already little granite bumps, sticking up proudly on my mostly flat chest. I caressed them with my left hand and adjusted my position to allow my right hand into my pants. I had to lean forward slightly to get onto my knees. As I did so, I peered towards the bed, where the boys were sitting.
The sight nearly caused me to bump my head against the door in surprise. All three of them had their hands down their pants. The situation had just graduated from fucked-up to super fucked-up on my personal scale.
To my horror, things started escalating. As the hardcore fucking continued on the screen, James and his friends grew bolder. Trevor was the first to drop his shorts and have his penis completely exposed. James followed his lead, but chose to remove his clothing completely. My parents are basically modern-day hippies — financially successful, but still had the free-thinking norms of the 60's. As a result, we were used to family nudity, it was never an issue to skinny dip together, or for my brother and I to share baths and stuff when we were younger.
That being sad, I had not seen him naked for a good couple of years. He was quite athletic and he shaved a lot of his body hair off for cycling and swimming training. It appeared that his shaving extended to his pubic area — even though he was 16, he had perfectly smooth balls and no hair around the base of his penis.
I couldn't help but stare at my own brother's masturbation session. I'm not attracted to him, or anything weird, it just so strange seeing someone I'd spent my whole life around — whacking off like that. He pulled his foreskin back, and his dark pink cock head bulged. It was so hard, that I could make out the reflection of the computer screen on the shiny, stretched skin.
“Come on Chris, you getting left behind here!” said Trevor. The other guy was a little reluctant still, but after a bit of coaxing, he pulled his cock out too. Pretty soon, all three of them were stroking away at their cocks, like it was the most natural thing in the world to do among friends. I was strangely turned on by the scene. My pussy was damp with clear, sticky goo. I gently put one finger inside myself, lubricating it, so I could rub my small, sensitive clitoris with it. The boys were increasing their pace, wanking their cocks faster and faster.
Chris kicked off his boxers, and was naked from the waist down. “This is so fucking good!” he exclaimed, “Just imagine what it would feel like getting that bitch to jerk you off.”
“I'd cum in seconds,” laughed Trevor, “Fuck, I'd probably insta-cum if one of you guys jerked me off.”
“Seriously?” asked Chris.
“Fuck, go for it, I dare you,” said James.
“Do it! I'm almost ready to blow,” said Trevor, as he took his hand off his cock and angled himself towards Chris.
Clearly, Chris was super-horny and caught up in the moment. Without hesitation he gripped the other boy's stiff shaft and rapidly moved his hand up and down the length of it. Trevor's cock got slightly bigger, and harder. Then his balls contracted. A split second later, his cock convulsed and he bucked his hips as a load of cum shot out. It was over in three quick bursts. Chris's hand was covered in sticky white splooge. He didn't bother wiping it away; instead he used that hand to work on his own pulsing, smaller cock. He came in seconds, his cum landing on his belly, combined with the mess from Trevor's orgasm.
I watched in fascination as my brother leaned against the wall with his shoulder, his waist angled forward, his cock jutting up starkly, like a fat, curved banana. He was as aroused as he could get, his penis had no trace of softness. The skin was all stretched, veins bulging. Without warning, James spurted thick, white tendrils of cum. Hi cum shot upwards, before being deposited on his shaft, thighs and belly. I bit my bottom lip as a pushed my fingers harder against my clit, before climaxing silently in the darkness of the closet.
Suffering from post-orgasm regret, or embarrassment, the boys awkwardly cleaned themselves up, wiping cum off their bodies, and soaking up the blobs on the bed covers with tissues and towels. They got dressed really quickly and didn't talk much. Trevor and Chris picked up their bags, and James walked with them out of the room. I listened as they all three went downstairs. I didn't know if James was leaving the house as well, so I took my chance to escape from his room. I stumbled out of the closet, the circulation not yet restored to my legs.
I limped to my bedroom, pulling the door closed as quickly and quietly as I could, and climbed straight into my bed, pretending to be asleep. James did not come back upstairs until after my parents were home. I spent two hours coming to terms with what I'd seen, and decided to shelve the whole experience in some secluded part of my memory, never to be dealt with again.
Incidentally, James ended up getting a girlfriend later that year, and to the best of my knowledge, did not continue to indulge in slightly odd circle jerk sessions with his friends.
I came to the conclusion that boys were most definitely strange creatures, and that it was probably not a good idea to get a bunch of them naked together. These views persisted into my adult life, not just because of the incident with James, but also due to the following sordid tale.
It was two years later, at age 15, that I had my first real boyfriend. We'd gotten physically involved, but I had not been all the way with him yet. Where I went to school, fifteen was an average age for girls to lose their virginity. I went out with Andrew, a guy in my class at the fancy-ass private college my parents enrolled me in. They offered tuition from Grade 10 to Grade 12, and guaranteed good results, mainly because they forced us to do homework at school. This is way different to the government school system, but the college had a 100 % pass rate for Matric, so I guess it worked.
By then, I was no stranger to the mysterious workings of the male sexual organ. After two months of being with Andrew, I had mastered the art of summoning a stiff cock, just by using my fingertips, and I had the ability to make it fire on command, using both oral and digital methods. I was getting used to the feel of warm sperm on my hands, my thighs, and even my boobs. I was also OK with leaving it on my skin to dry, as long as it was far away from my pussy.
Just before the mid-year exams, we were invited to a party at Alice Wessel's place. Her parents were gone for the long weekend, to their holiday house in Plettenberg Bay. Alice lived in Upper Constantia, next to a wine estate. The other side of the property bordered the huge Table Mountain Nature Reserve. The nearest neighbors were a half a mile away, so we could pump up the music as loud as we liked.
Her parents had permanent security guards at the entrance to the house, so there were no unwanted guests. This was around the time that many kids' parties were being gate crashed by friends-of-friends and gangster kids, looking to steal, sell drugs, or just cause trouble. Mobile phones had altered the way teenagers interacted, and most upper-middle class kids had new cars by the time they turned 18. This was way different to what was considered 'normal' as little as a decade before.
Anyway, about a hundred kids were there, basically most of the Grade 10 class, and some older kids from the senior grades. Music pumped from the huge Bose speakers, stacked outside on the patio, next to the pool. Colorful LED lights lit up the garden and the pool, changing colors in synchronized sequences.
The thing with socializing with these kids, was that we all came from money, so wearing expensive clothing, having the latest cell phone and getting large amounts of disposable income, was nothing special. In order to get noticed, and stand out from everyone else, many kids behaved like jerks, or did incredibly stupid things just for attention — which brings me to the incident involving 27 cocks.
Samantha Glass was one of the spoiled rich kids. She was not particularly bright, nor talented, and even though she was attractive enough, people just weren't all that interested in her. To make matters worse, she had zero dress sense, always wearing clothing that didn't match, or that did the wrong things for her figure. She just didn't present herself well at all. Instead of cultivating a personality, or getting good at something, she chose instead to be as trashy as possible.
Her family was really rich, so she rebelled by dressing like she came from a trailer park. Instead of bringing her juice to school in a regular sports bottle, she used a Jack Daniels bottle. Stupid stuff like that. Samantha was jealous of Alice, due to her popularity, and because guys found her very attractive. Granted, Alice was hot: tall, blonde and pretty, with large green eyes. She was a dancer, so she had an incredible physique. I'm sure most of the girls in my grade were slightly envious of her. Samantha's master plan that night was to focus attention on herself, away from the host of the party.
We had a log fire going next to the outdoor pizza oven, on the patio. There were a bunch of us standing around the flames, drinking beers and spirit coolers. 'Alcopops' were all the rage back then for teen girls. They were potent in alcohol content, yet flavored enough so as not to taste like crap. For many, this was a recipe for disaster.
Whether she was just fueled by copious amounts of sweet fizzy booze beverages, or just being her usual fucked-up self, I will never know, but Samantha sauntered over to the fire and started blabbing on about the party from the weekend before. “You guys, wasn't it awesome at Jean's party, when Kyle and that goth chick from Obs College got it on in front of everyone? Fuck, so many guys watching had boners,” she said.
“Damn, that was pretty skanky, but kinda hot at the same time,” said Sue, a girl from my English class.
I'd heard about the incident. Apparently Kyle and this crazy goth girl had sex in the lounge, while other kids were watching. They were sniffing poppers (amyl nitrate) before hand, and were already getting quite hot and heavy on the sofa, before the goth chick ended up riding his cock right there, without worrying about onlookers.
“I'll bet that if that girl wanted to, she could have fucked a lot of those guys who were watching,” said Samantha. “What about stage fright?” chirped Andrew, “it's one thing watching someone else fuck and getting an erection, but not all guys can keep their boners with a whole bunch of people standing around.”
I raised an eyebrow and asked him: “Since when are you such an expert on group sex?”
“I just read a lot,” he replied, grinning. Read a lot of Hustler articles, I thought to myself.
Samantha went on to say: “I'm sure, that if I offered to give any guy here a blowjob, he'd be willing to get sucked in front of everyone. In fact, I'm convinced I can get a whole bunch of guys involved here.”
“Maybe even all of them,” she said, winking at Andrew.
This just pissed me off royally, and I blurted out: “Jeez, stop talking shit, Sam, there's like no damn way you will ever do something that absurd.”
“The fuck I won't… you want to dare me?” she challenged.
“Go for it,” I replied, “Let's see just how many boys will want to lower their standards tonight.”
This was exactly the response she was after. People were already taking notice of the conversation, since I was getting annoyed with her, and I didn't exactly keep my voice down. The raunchy exchange had caught the attention of one of the senior boys at the party. He was on the Provincial Water Polo squad, and was known for his sexual promiscuity and forwardness with girls in the school. He'd been drinking quite heavily that night, making him even more of a lout than usual.
“Hey, I'm willing,” he said, while whipping out his large, limp penis, “just not so sure about the 'able' part.” Samantha took her cue, and dropped to her knees on the lawn. She started stroking his shaft and flicking her tongue around the purplish-pink head of the circumcised cock. Not having any joy, she reached into his pants and carefully moved his testicles out from his open fly. She loosened his belt and licked his balls, before inserting them in her mouth, one testicle at a time. She continued working his shaft, and soon his cock started stiffening up.
By then, there was a tiny crowd surrounding the outdoor fireplace. More and more kids heard about what was going on, and pretty soon people at the back of the crowd were standing on chairs, to get a better view. Andrew and I had ringside seats, so to speak. I didn't want to make a scene by pushing through the crowd of people, dragging Andrew with me. I just sat there, fuming, while Andrew watched the live-action porn scene play out a couple of feet away from us.
As much as I disliked the girl, Samantha's cock-sucking skills were admirable. She used a lot of saliva, both to lubricate the large cock that was thrusting in her mouth, and to make those wet slurping sounds. She really played with her spit, making it thick and sticky, so it looked like cum. The technique worked and it was long before guy shot a massive load in her mouth.
Like a brazen whore, she took off her tight top, exposing her large, tanned breasts beneath. She did not swallow the sperm; instead she let it run out of her mouth, down her chin and onto her boobs. This spectacle was enough to convince many of the guys who were sporting boners in their pants, to get sucked by Samantha.
Within minutes, there was a whole queue of guys, with their pants around their ankles, stroking their hard cocks, while Sam sucked them off in series. She didn't bother rinsing her mouth out between cumshots, and the male participants were too eager to fuck her face than worry about getting another guy's sperm on their dicks.
Samantha sucked relentlessly, and within half an hour, she'd sucked 27 different cocks, with most the guys climaxing in her mouth, and others squirting their hot white goo over her breasts or face.
Alice was not impressed with the turn of events, and barged through the circle of onlookers, armed with a garden hose. “Since you're quite done with your display, you'll need to get cleaned up before you dare to leave the patio,” she said, before releasing the trigger and drenching Sam with a high pressure jet of water.
Sam shrieked at the cold blast of water, but knew that she needed to get clean. “Don't even think of jumping into my heated pool, you psycho bitch,” hissed Alice, as she stood between Samantha and the edge of the pool.
Alice carried on blasting away with the hose, until the housekeeper showed up with a bucket of water and detergent, a mop and a towel. “I want all this fucking baby batter cleaned up NOW! There is no fucking way you're leaving tonight before the paving is absolutely fucking spotless!”
Samantha wrapped herself up in the warm, soft towel and reluctantly got to work cleaning up the bricks, while the housekeeper stood by and gave instructions. Alice walked away, smiling, and turned up the volume on the sound system.
I sort of felt bad for Sam, but also knew she'd brought it on herself. The guys who were involved in the incident went away from it with their reputations intact. Samantha was not so fortunate. For the rest of her time in high school with us, she was associated with the events of that night. It's kind of complimentary being labeled as a 'blowjob queen' when your boyfriend describes you like that. Not so much when you got you title the way Samantha did.
What happened at Alice's party put a bit of a damper on my sexual development: I wasn't sure about going all the way, even just with my boyfriend. I was even questioning my compatibility with guys in general, and I started getting a little curious about girls. Not that I did anything about these lesbian tendencies. Well, not until much later at least.
As I got older, and more experienced, I got over my initial “not sure if want” feelings about penises. I still had my reservations about getting involved with more than one guy at a time though. My views on this changed, but that only happened years later.
It happened quite suddenly, just over a year ago. My brother James was involved in the construction industry, and he'd picked up a contract via some friends, to build timber houses along the beachfront of the coastal town of Vilanculos, in Mozambique. He was in Cape Town getting a construction crew together. It was quite a specialist project, for a British client, and he needed people he could trust to work with him.
Money wasn't an issue for the client, but the house had to be constructed in such a way, that it could withstand the onslaught of the intense tropical storms that periodically struck the region. All the furniture and decor had been custom designed by James and my dad, and was going to be constructed using local materials and timber. It was kind of a big deal job for James, his first real solo housing project. He'd spent the last seven years working for a company, gaining experience and expertise, before starting his own business.
Because his previous job entailed working all over the country, we hardly got to see each other. He phoned me on the first Saturday of the month, wanting to meet up for lunch in a cafe in Green Point, on the Main Road. The suburb was one of our old haunts. He used to take me out with his friends when I was sixteen. Of course, club owners didn't bother checking the identity documents of girls. They just needed to look as though they're 18. After spending entire nights dancing away in the club district, we would have breakfast at one of the many restaurants and cafes in the area.
I took Beth with me to meet James for lunch that day. They seemed to click instantly, and we had a pleasant time catching up on events from the last couple of years. James ordered a round of beers and revealed the true intention of the meeting.
“I want you to come up with us, spend a week in Valinculos. You'll really dig it there. It's awesomely laid back,” he said.
I wasn't expecting anything like this and was speechless. “You can bring Beth with, you two will have fun,” added James.
“I would be delighted to join you there,” said Beth. She nudged me hard in the ribs, saying: “And Jennifer simply cannot refuse your offer.” She was positively beaming. I thought about it for second, and decided to go along with the plan. Why not, I thought, I was content enough, but stuck in a routine of working, going out and spending my off time in a drunken haze. A change would do me a whole lot of good. Besides, I didn't have the heart to disappoint Beth.
James spent the next fortnight arranging supplies, materials and manpower. He purchased two Toyota Landcruisers, each one equipped with a large trailer. He'd recruited a plumber and an electrician as the newest members of his core building team. Two of the guys drove the vehicles up to Johannesburg, while the rest of us went by plane. We met up at Lanseria Airport, and started our five day drive to Valinculos. If it wasn't for the vehicles and goods, we'd have flown to the recently upgraded Valinculos International Airport. Before 2011, it could only handle small charter aircraft, which are pretty expensive to book.
The trip was rough. The roads were in bad condition, and there sections of dry swamp that didn't even have roads. After battling heat, cramped conditions and sleeping in tents, we were overjoyed when we reached the town of Valinculos. Calling it a town is a stretch, considering the lack of infrastructure. There were no municipal buildings, supermarkets or chain stores. Goods were all sold by locals from small stalls at various open-air markets. A couple of restaurants and resorts owned by foreigners provided small points of civilization, including aircon and internet access via WiFi. Even with the mild inconvenience, the place was paradise in comparison to the cities and towns we'd journeyed through, including Johannesburg. What a dump that place has become.
We spent the next couple of days exploring and sightseeing. James, Beth and I stayed in a semi-completed house, along with five of the construction company guys. All the guys were in their late 20's, to early 30's. Beth and I spent the day wandering around the sandy white beaches, buying food and relaxing in the sun. The men went to sleep early in evenings, so that they could get as much done as possible in the early part of the day, before the heat and humidity made labor unpleasant. James promised to take the weekend off, and arranged for booze to be delivered for Saturday night.
Everyone in the house was getting time off that weekend, and we had a beach party, complete with a massive bonfire and music. James ran his sound system from an inverter, hooked up to one of the Land Cruisers. The house we stayed in wasn't fully complete; it was basically just the shell, no furniture or even main power. The plumbing was installed at least, but no hot water. We ran the lights and appliances from a diesel generator. They were in the process of installing solar cells, which would charge up enough to run the basics in the house, with the generator as back-up. As with most African countries, electricity was something of a luxury.
Beth and I cooked crabs that we'd bought that afternoon from some local fishermen, along with rice and veggies done in an iron pot over coals. We were quite well-organized with our fire, having one section for cooking, and the other section we kept burning for light and atmosphere.
By the time the sun went down, we'd all had a fair amount to drink and things were getting a little wild. Beth was pulling the moves on my brother, and I could see exactly where this was heading. Not that I had any negative feelings over that. I loved both James and my best friend, and they seemed to enjoy themselves together.
I was dancing with the tradesmen. I'd spent more than a week without getting laid, and I had a couple of ideas on how to end my dry patch. Two of the carpenters were Afrikaans guys from Cape Town, the electrician and the plumber were from Port Elizabeth, and they were both English, and the roofing guy — Pierre — was from the northern suburbs in Cape Town. He was quite interesting: he spoke without an accent, even though he was colored, and he had lots of tattoos. I quite like people who don't fit the mold.
Beth stepped up the party by suggesting we go skinny-dipping in the sea. There weren't neighbors around us, so we could do so in privacy. The moon was full and the tide was coming in as we ran towards the water's edge, hastily removing whatever clothing we had on. The water was deliciously refreshing, but not cold. In fact, because it was the dry season, the evening air got quite chilly. We didn't notice it because of the huge fire we had going. The sudden change in temperature got my nipples hard.
I was feeling rather randy, due to all the body contact I was having with the well-muscled men around me. Beth stepped up her seduction campaign by wrapping herself around James. She has an amazing figure: huge double-D breasts, full hips and very good muscle-tone. She used to be in the Israeli Defense Force, before she came back to Cape Town to study law. Her voluptuous body was having an effect on James. I could see he had a boner. This prompted him to keep his waist below water. It wasn't just him being affected. I noticed that most of the guys had semi-erect cocks, and they weren't all focusing their attention on the spectacle that Beth was providing.
I had a striking figure too, but it was much leaner and harder than Beth's. I have B-cups, and the rock climbing keeps me in tone, especially my legs and arms. Many of my female friends had mid-20's pudginess. All those years of excess when they were teenagers caught up with them. Then there was the complacency that comes with steady relationships. I'd been single for fairly long time by then, so I was always looking good, just in case I found the right someone. The tall roofing guy, Pierre, seemed very interested in me. He tackled me a couple of times in the surf. My body responded to his touch, and my mind was made up: I absolutely had to shag him that night.
Although playing around in the water was vast amounts of fun, the cold air was getting to me. I suggested we make our way back to the bonfire. The others agreed, and it was Beth who said we should keep our clothing off while we sat around the fire. Everyone was a little horny, I'm sure, and there were no objections to the plan. The guys knew that at least two of them would be getting lucky that night.
We collected the discarded clothing, and put it in a pile inside the lounge of the beach house. James and I got some glasses, ice and Amarula Cream. We wanted to chill for bit, not get blind drunk. Beth went upstairs to get something from her bag. She joined us a couple of minutes later at the fire, carrying her traveling weed kit. She'd brought with some compressed Swazi Gold. I poured drinks while she rolled a huge joint. As planned, we were all naked, sitting around the fire, chatting and enjoying the calming effect of the strong, rich marijuana.
Beth got up and entertained the guys with a solo dance routine. I moved across to my brother and lay next to him. Weed always forces me to become quite introspective. I held his hand and lay there, looking up at the magnificent starlit sky.
“You were right, James, this trip has been wonderful,” I said to him. “We haven't spent any quality time together, for many years now.”
“You got that right,” he said, “I can't even remember the last time we saw each other naked. I think it was during the summer before you went to high school.”
“Well, to be honest, I've seen you naked more recently than that,” I said, glancing sideways to see his reaction. He had a puzzled look. He knew that we'd gotten too self-conscious about our bodies when were teenagers, to gallivant in the nude in the pool and around the house. He got especially shy when my boobs showed their first signs of developing, and I got my first visible hairs on my pussy.
He laughed: “I suppose you saw me getting changed after showering, or something like that?”
“Something like that,” I replied, “maybe something more.”
“Since we're being all honest about stuff from that long ago, I have to admit that I used to peek through the open bathroom window when you were showering, after you got your boobies,” he said, grinning.
“Oh really?” I said, not fazed by this revelation. “How about that time you and Trevor came to the house with — what was that kid's name again — Chris?” This got his attention. “I was home. In fact, I was hiding in your room, while you three were watching porn and whacking off. I've seen you cum. Beat that."
He was speechless for a little while. Eventually he said: “Did you enjoy watching us?”
I admitted it was weird, but a big turn on, and that I'd rubbed myself to a climax in his closet. We discussed it a little further, and hatched a plan for the night's proceedings, laying down some ground rules for ourselves.
“Okay, so whatever happens tonight, we're cool, right?” he asked. “We're cool,” I answered, then added: “anything goes, but we aren't crossing the line, you won't be inside me at any point.”
As I said this, I leaned over and kissed him softly on the lips, while gently brushing my hand against his half-erect penis. He was taken by surprise, and his cock responded to the suggestion of taboo I'd made. It took just seconds to go completely stiff. There was no hiding it while he was lying down. I pushed down on his shoulder, pinning him to the ground. I called out to Beth: “Hey, Beth honey, James has an incurable condition; I think he needs your expert attention.”
She gracefully walked over to our side of the fire, with all eyes on her and on my brother's obvious state of arousal. I don't think anyone cared if I had a part in getting him that excited, or if it was just Beth's seductive dancing. Beth wasted no time, and lowered herself on his prone body, rubbing her big tits over his chest, and letting his eager mouth engulf her large, hard nipples. She had her ass in the air. The light from the fire highlighted thin, sparkly tendrils of girl goo that dripped lazily from her smooth, wet pussy.
I stepped up the action, by gently using two fingers to spread her pussy lips, allowing her glistening cunt hole to be seen by the five naked men, clustered together at the other side of the fire. I fingered Beth's pussy, and spread her moistness around her clit and labia. She sat upright, getting ready to lower herself onto the hard cock. I grabbed it, wanking it with fast strokes.
A thrill coursed through my entire body, and I could feel a sensation deep inside me, spreading outwards from my belly to my boobs, and my wet pussy. It was intense, and it felt like there was a strong magnetic force field around my midsection. My clitoris was tingling in anticipation for a man's touch. I so badly wanted large, slightly rough fingers probing my small tight pussy.
I stood up, legs apart and angled my hips forward. I spread my pussy lips apart, beckoning for a cock to fill it. “I don't care if I fuck you guys one at time, or all at once, but I'm doing the lot of you,” I said. It was almost like I wasn't actually saying the works, like I was just watching myself say and do these things from a distance.
There was no hesitation, all five guys came forward, eager to get fucked, sucked and to fill me with their hard cocks. Despite my overwhelming desire for cock, and the need to push myself to new limits, I insisted they all wear condoms; as my favorite saying goes: “This is Africa.” Yeah, I know the racial demographics of AIDS infections in my own country, and we were all in the low-risk group, but I didn't want to expose myself to unnecessary risk for one night's fun.
With five cocks all wrapped up, and the last of my sensible side out of the way for the night, I proceeded to suck the nearest cock. It belonged to Pierre, and I was glad to have him inside me first. I got into a rhythm, before jerking off the two Afrikaans guys (Lubner and Gerrit) at the same time, while sucking Pierre's huge, fat cock. Grant, the sparky, was also eager to get his cock sucked by me. He dangled his long cock in front of my face. I started alternating between sucking Grant and Pierre, while maintaining the hand jobs I was giving. This took quite a bit of coordination, but I could handle it.
The odd guy out, until then, was the plumber, Bret. He amused himself with just stroking his cock slowly while watching us. He then got bolder, and went behind me, fingering my wet cunt, and probing its opening with his jutting tool. I glanced back and nodded to him, my mouth too full of cock to use words. My unspoken consent was given, and I had to steady myself, as his cock traveled the depths of my moist vulva. I pushed back against his pubic bone, feeling his large balls swing against my ass.
As he started thrusting inside me, I responded by slowly lowering myself to my knees. Bret ended up underneath me, as I rode him in reverse-cowgirl position. I had difficulty keeping up with the handjobs, so I simply sucked the four guys in sequence, keeping them hard and happy, until they too got their chance to penetrate my wet fuck hole.
I moved onto all fours, on my knees, submitting my cunt for domination by all five men. I felt multiple fingers pushing inside me at once, from different guys. My tits were being groped, violently and gently, depending on which hands were on them. My nipples were on fire, as they were tweaked, stretched and rubbed.
All the time, there was a cock in my pussy, and a cock in my mouth. I was being fucked hard, too hard to keep my balance on one hand. I ceased trying to give handjobs at this stage.
“I need more cock inside me!” I commanded. I felt my ass cheeks being spread open, and a finger exploring the rim of my anus. I looked back and saw it was Pierre. “Slowly,” I said, “I'll tell you if hurts too much.”
I relaxed my sphincter muscles as best I could. Despite the excitement, I had a kind of calmness inside me. I tapped into this internal quietness, and prevented the automatic tightening of my asshole, as Pierre's swollen cock head poked into it. He took his time, just like I'd asked, and eventually he was inside me, my ass taking the full length his massive cock. Bret stood next to Pierre, and managed to squeeze his cock into my gaping pussy. They alternated their thrusts, and I had both of them fucking me from behind.
At the same time, I had Lubner's cock in my mouth. I could feel his cock throbbing with the first stage of orgasm. I released it from my mouth, and managed to tear the thin membrane of the condom with my teeth. Thick wads of herbal, slightly salty-tasting cum hit me in the mouth and on my face, as they shot from his pulsing cock. Gerrit couldn't hold his orgasm back, and he slid his condom off, before shooting his load on my face. I could feel Bret shooting his load inside me, nicely contained in the condom. He pulled his cock out and emptied the load of sperm onto my back.
I just had Grant and Pierre left to satisfy, so I said: “I want both your cocks in my pussy, think you two can handle that?”
Grant lay on the ground, and I mounted his cock, facing away from him. It was Pierre's eyes I wanted to look into, while I was getting fucked deep and hard. Grant's cock slid effortlessly into my soaking wet pussy. I'd been close to cumming many times during the marathon fuck session, but each time I was denied by the constant change in pace of stimulation and varying techniques the guys used. Besides, I wanted to keep my pleasure until the very end.
Pierre rubbed my clit, making sure my pussy was as lubed up as it could get, before slowly inserting his huge fat cock in me. I'd done it! Two cocks inside the same hole. I'd experimented alone with anal insertion, using a dildo. I knew my ass was too tight to try anything more than one cock in there. My pussy, well, that's designed to stretch, so I was more than willing to get two cocks in there.
With their cocks rubbing together in the tight confines of my warm, wet cunt hole, their thrusting did not go on for long, before Grant had his orgasm. His penis popped out, and he pulled the condom off, squirting blobs of cum into the air. Pierre followed soon after. He pulled out, tore the condom and jerked off, inches from my wide open mouth. I licked his shaft and balls, tasting the residue of my pussy, my ass and some of Grant's cum that shot onto Pierre's balls when he climaxed.
Pierre's big cock did not disappoint me, as he pumped a massive load from it, all over my face. It pulsed three times, leaving a sticky white mess trailing from my mouth to my breasts. In all the action, I'd lost track of Beth and James. They were still busy at the other side of the fire.
As I approached, they switched positions to missionary. I knew that even though it was a vanilla position, Beth seemed to climax easier like that. She wrapped her legs around James, and groaned as she came.
“Let him cum on your face,” I said. “I want him to cum on both our faces.” James pulled out and stood up. Beth knelt next to me, and we both looked up at James, and his hard, naked cock, as he jerked away at it. I rubbed my swollen pussy lips and clitoris with expert fingers, timing my own orgasm to coincide with my brother.


Waves of pleasure built up inside me, then crashed in a mind-blowing orgasm. Tears rolled down my face as my pussy throbbed and its walls contracted. Hot cum landed in my open mouth, and also on Beth's massive tits. She kissed me, sucking his sperm from my open lips. She played with the blob of cum, drawing it out of her mouth, then letting it fall onto her tits. We all three collapsed, limbs tangled, tongues eagerly in each other’s mouths.
We were lost in a haze of weed, exhaustion and fulfillment. We fell asleep next to the fire, our bodies entwined.
I woke at the first light of dawn. It was freezing, the fire had burned down to coals, but someone had thoughtfully provided us with warm blankets. I left Beth and James in the love nest, and dashed to the house, to get dressed.
Pierre was awake. He had my outfit neatly folded on the couch nest to him, and hot water in a pot on the gas stove, for coffee. He made two cups of instant coffee while I got dressed, and we spent the breaking dawn together on the balcony, in comfortable silence.
A week later, Beth and I were back in Cape Town. Despite the intensity of the sexual experience of that night, all the participants were seemingly okay with it. Work went on as usual on Monday, and James and I behaved like regular siblings.
Yes, I’m a lot closer to him now, but we aren’t lovers or anything bizarre like that. What we did that night, was just an extension of the mutual curiosity and sexual tension we shared as teenagers. I promised to make an effort to see him more often in the future, even if it involved more traveling. Beth wasn’t smitten by him, well not yet I suppose, but she was keen on hooking up with him again.
I decided to document my experiences, to keep it all in perspective. I finished today, then logged into Facebook. I added Pierre as a contact, and looked at the post on my Wall again.
Does Jennifer Hult like to party?
Indeed I do.



ELLICIT


Lovejuice
The store was called ‘Lovejuice’ and it smelled like cherry antiseptic. A literal hole in the wall off I95, tucked in between a Bob’s Budget Tires, and Electronics for Less. The four drab grey walls were plastered with an obscene amount of posters. Iris couldn’t have looked more out of place there, in her form-fitting skinny jeans and cotton button up blouse. Long spirals of sable brown hair fell to her waist from a pink Emma Jane barrette. She found herself currently staring at the ‘iVibe Rabbit Rotating Vibrator’ in her hands, a picture on the side presented a naked woman, holding the device against her thigh, her face contorted into some form of intense ecstasy.
“That thing will kill you.” Gingers’ soft lilting voice rang out like a small explosion in the meager store. A wayward smirk brightened her rich golden features. She watched with amusement as her friend, the epitome of innocence struggled with the concept of self-inflicted pleasure.
With a slight look of annoyance, Iris glanced up from the hot pink box in her hands “If I die, I’m taking you with me.” Ginger had coerced her into coming here. Iris sighed and shoved the box back onto the shelf with a look of defeat. Instant regret filled her. The frail sense of bravado she had was fleeing her faster than a horde of rats on a quickly sinking ship.
“Sounds fun!” Ginger giggled before pursing her candy apple lips in mock disapproval. “But seriously, isn’t that a little advanced for you sweetheart?” She put special emphasis on that last word, having created all sorts of pet names for Iris over the years. She liked this one the best.
“What do you suggest then? Oh wise Guru of the Sex Shop?” Iris waved her hand around the labyrinth of aisles that surrounded them. They had both graduated high-school a year earlier. Iris had actually done so ahead of her class. Ginger, as usual, barely squeaked by, unconcerned with school and all that went with it. Despite the differences, Iris couldn’t imagine how dull her life would be without the exuberant red head at her side.
“Something smaller, less complex.” Ginger responded firmly, as if she were the expert here. If there was one thing she could boast high knowledge of, it was definitely this.
“Such as?” Iris locked eyes with Ginger as she tucked her thumbs in her pockets, eyebrows raised in slight skepticism.
“Allow me to be your guide.” In one smooth motion, Ginger swept behind her and took hold of Iris’s shoulders. “Come with me angel”
Iris found herself being lead through the aisles as Ginger helped her navigate the maze of battery operated joy sticks. Particular mortification took place when they passed a myriad of dildos’ in all shapes, sizes and colors.
“Oh look Ri! They have all the colors of the rainbow for vaginal penetration!” The red head cried in mock excitement as they passed. Ginger certainly knew how to draw attention, like ants scenting sugar; people began peeking up from their respective aisles to gawk at the two as they flounced by.
After many twists and turns, Iris was pulled to a stop and ceremonially twirled around, only to find herself face to face with an entire wall of petite vibrators. Each one was hidden within its own uniquely outrageous package. “Here we are!” Gin boasted. “The novice section. Perfect for you, my little virgin.” The last was said while Ginger pinched Iris’s cheeks and made kissy faces.
“I never should have agreed to this.” Iris groaned ruefully as she batted Ginger away with her hand. A self-conscious wave of nervousness hit her fast and hard in the gut. It felt like kaleidoscopes of tangled throbbing knots were building atop each other. She looked over the shelf with a feeling of intimidation. There were just so many.
“Are any of these calling your name Ri?” Ginger asked, using yet another pet name to catch her attention.
“No-" Iris was distracted as Ginger idly adjusted the straps to her red tank top. It stretched tightly over her robust breasts, giving the false perception that they were just a sneeze away from falling out. By some act of magic, they never did. Unless of course, Ginger wanted them too.
Ginger caught Iris’s gaze and offered her a slow smile before bending over in a seductive manner to pluck up a pair of fuzzy leopard handcuffs from the bottom shelf. By doing this, her mini skirt was forced to hike up. Iris and anyone else who happened to look, witnessed a brief, yet unadulterated view, of a bright orange thong nestled betwixt the curves of Gingers’ perfectly tanned ass. “Is anything calling your name now?”
“You little whore!” Was a hushed whisper as Iris closed in on Gin “When did you start wearing those?” She tried desperately to hide the laughter that was threatening to burst forth.
Ginger righted herself with a slight wriggle of her hips, holding up the cuffs with one hand to examine, before tossing them back into the basket on the bottom shelf “I have all sorts of secrets Iris.”
Iris looked Ginger up and down with admiration. Hell. She didn’t even have the guts to wear anything shorter than capris. While Ginger could wear a paper bag and still have a line of men and women drooling over her. To top it all off, Iris felt her breasts were far too small. In fact, several potential boyfriends had described them as ‘perky’ or to her mortification, as ‘baby melons’. Thankfully, Iris was blessed with a slender figure and strong curves in the hip region, this she was proud of.
“I cannot believe I’m standing here mulling over vibrators.” Iris winced as she pulled herself back to reality, tearing her roving gaze from Ginger.
“Not exactly the type of trip one schedules into their daily planner.” Ginger sang as she poked one of the boxes with a slender manicured finger.
“Definitely not.” Iris murmured, she stepped forward and yanked a random box from the shelf. “There.” Iris tossed the box to Ginger. “Can we go now?”
“Sure darling” Gingers’ voice, a gentle coo, had a calming effect over most who were gifted enough to appreciate the husky undertone “I’ll pay. You go wait in the car.” with that, Ginger tossed Ri a set of keys before waltzing towards the nearest register.
::The Sand Trap::
They were flying along a series of back roads, with the top down in Gingers brand new Audi TT Roadster. ‘Lonely Boy’ by The Black Keys blaring on the radio “Isn’t this exciting?” Ginger called out against the blast of salty sea air that rushed against the two, whipping their hair out behind them in chaotic tangles.
Iris’s pale complexion was already reddening beneath the sweltering summer heat. “If you say so?” She shrugged, unfastening the top button to her blouse before placing a self-conscious hand over the black bag in her lap. It was a pitiful attempt to hide the store name ‘Lovejuice’ that was scrawled along the bags exterior in bright yellow letters.
Ginger tilted her head back and laughed as she planted her left hand on the wheel, then reached over with her right, to yank the small vibrator from the bag. She held the plain blue box up and dangled it over her head. “C’mon, you’re not even a teensy bit curious?” her voice was muffled and nearly lost between the bellow of the radio and the hum of the engine.
Before Iris could respond, they rounded a bend that forced her to cling to the inside of the car for dear life. “I would be, if I felt I would live long enough to use it!” Iris leaned forward to mash the button that silenced the Radio, meriting them a quiet moment to speak.
Ginger shrugged as she tucked the box between her legs in the driver seat, and then proceeded to scan the area around them, obviously looking for something. “It should be here, somewhere.” She nibbled at her plump bottom lip as her brows knitted up with slight frustration.
“What is here?” Iris looked around them at the vast expanse of interstate. A forest of pine trees towered over them on each side. What could Gin possibly be seeking in this mess of nature?
“Something special.” The red head said coyly before stomping her foot on the gas. The engine roared as they took off once again. They passed several more mile markers in silence before Ginger slammed her foot on the brake, making the wheels of the car screech and buffet against the asphalt.
Iris was sent lurching forward, only to be snapped back by the seatbelt. “Ow!” She whined, as the pungent scent of burnt rubber filled the air. The smell made Iris scrunch up her nose in distaste as she yanked off the seatbelt. She found herself leaning forward out of her seat to follow Gingers gaze.
“There it is” Ginger patted Iris’s leg playfully. With a grin that practically went ear to ear, Gin nodded toward a dirt road. It was cloaked within a mass of foliage and pine trees.
“There what is?” Iris pushed against the perforated black leather seat to scrutinize the obscure road. One would never see it, if they didn’t know what they were looking for. The dusty earthen road was barely visible behind a large sign. Its fading black letters looked weathered; she was barely able to make out the words “The Sand Trap” against its sun-bleached surface. The sign was old wood; heavy curtains of moss had already claimed the battered edges. This was, Iris guessed, a remnant of some tavern or pub that had long since closed “A sociopaths dream?” Iris quipped as she sat back in her seat, completely uninterested.
“Ha! No.” Ginger scoffed “Do you remember when I ran away for a week, last summer?” Ginger yanked the steering wheel to the left and directed the car through the tangle of bushes. The car bounced as it made the transition from smooth road to sandy alley
Iris watched civilization seemingly disappear in the rearview mirror before responding. “Yeah. They were calling me every day to ask if I had seen you.” Pine Trees seemed to suddenly engulf them.
Ginger gave a quick nod. “Yup, this is where I went. I found it by accident. I wanted you to see it too” She was careful now, going slower as she was forced to navigate a barely visible path. To her relief, the road eventually opened up so that tall arching trees weren’t so suffocating.
Iris eyed the branches passing above her, each one heavily laden with clusters of pinecones waiting for gravity to free them from their perch. “You are lucky you weren’t murdered and put into a can of Alpo.” Iris said with a bit of annoyance. They had been really worried about her.
Ginger responded with a weak smile. That had been a dark moment in her life. But this place had been like a sanctuary. Someplace she could go when she needed to scream at the world. “Do you feel lucky Ri?” She said with a sly, wicked grin”
“Great.” Iris chimed as she curled back into her seat. “You just tell me when Ted Bundy arrives, so I can get a running start.” She hated surprises; whatever Gin wanted to show her was not worth the anxiety building in her chest. She could just see her obituary now.
Ginger slowed the car down as the road ended abruptly to open up to a large clearing. She pulled the car to a stop just a few feet from the edge of a large drop off. It was a small cliff that offered a vast panoramic view of the South Atlantic Ocean.
Iris clambered up in her seat with a look of surprise. Stark white seagulls arched and swooped over a blanket of cerulean sea in the distance. Her expression fell to that of complete astonishment as she caught a glimpse of dorsal fins arching over the waves against the horizon. She was utterly taken aback by the scene. They were so far up; she felt she could see all the way to China. “It’s beautiful” her tone that of shock and awe.
“I figured we could watch the sunset here.” Ginger said tenderly, a strange twinge of enchantment laced her voice.
Iris glanced to Ginger and then to the clock radio on the console “But that is like, an hour or two from now Gin.”
Ginger moved languidly, her hand snaking out to caress Iris’s cheek. “I have an idea of how we can kill time lovely”
Iris pulled her eyes to meet Gins’ as she struggled to find the will to speak. “What, exactly did you have in mind?”
Ginger pulled her hand away casually, and with deliberate pause, began opening the box that held the newly attained vibrator. “These things suck when you do it yourself.” She turned the box end over end, allowing the small handheld love stick to fall into her palm. The contraption itself was a metallic black, four inches of spherical shape that slowly curved into a soft point. “So, I shall guide you.”
Iris felt that feverish blush in her cheeks grow warmer as she squirmed uncomfortably in her seat. Part of this made sense; they had played around in the past. They had shared a kiss here or there, including one chaste make out session that had taken place briefly in her room, before her mother came barging in. It had never really blossomed to more than that. It never had the chance too. “Gin…” she whispered unsure how she felt about this.
Ginger flashed her dear friend a confident smile as she ran the pad of her finger along the pointed tip of the vibrator. “Just trust me okay?” The words came out in a lusty tone that Iris had come to know very well.
“I do trust you Gin, you know I do” Iris fiddled with her white button up blouse and pulled it down over her stomach with a nervous shiver. “We talked about this, I don’t- I am not comfortable.”
Gingers purr was like that of a cougar before it pounced, she slid out of the car, tucking the vibrator in her back pocket before she rounded the car. “That is what I am here for darling, to make you more comfortable with who you are”
The door handle made a slight click as Ginger opened it and offered Iris a bronzed hand. “This place is secluded, trust me.”
There was no real reason to be afraid of this, she told herself. They were both attracted to each other. She pressed her hand into Gingers as she exited the car “I just, feel so… inexperienced compared to you…“ Iris moved to the front, taking a seat on the hood as she crossed her arms tightly over her chest.
Ginger slowly closed in on Iris as she sat down, seductively pressing her into the crimson hood of the car; their bodies were forced to slowly come together. She could feel the curves of Iris’ frail form beneath her body, the heat of it radiating through the fabric of her shirt. She shuddered with delight as she pressed on, pushing Iris down. Her lips found their way to the soft lobe of her ear, resting hot and wet against it. “I am really good at what I do Iris. Just sit back, relax, and let the pleasure come”
Iris moaned at the hushed, steamy whispers along the soft skin of her neck, meant to incite yearning, a small taste of what was to come. She felt a thrill of bliss travel from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. Then, a sudden wave of panic as Ginger began to systematically unfasten the buttons to her blouse. “Wait.”
“Shh… Ri, let me do this” was Gingers eager reply as her fingers completed their work. The blouse fell free, opening up to reveal the gorgeous sight of perfect breasts held tightly by a laced beige bra.
Iris felt herself fall back, that sable hair cloying around her against the smooth warm surface of the hood. She felt the breeze as her flesh was exposed, the soft caress of Gingers fingertips as the shirt was pulled away to reveal her snowy breasts. Her heart began to race, pounding like a jack rabbit in her chest.
“See?” Ginger cooed as she brought her lips to Iris’s nipple, snuggled coyly beneath that sheen of soft silk.
Iris gave a small cry as her nipple responded immediately to the stimulation, growing hard and pebble-like as it pushed painfully against the confines of that silky fabric.
Gingers soft sigh of excitement was muffled as she brought her head down and trailed steamy kisses along the top of each breast. Deft fingers captured Iris’ erect nipples between her forefingers and thumbs where she proceeded to gently tweak and roll them between her finger tips.
Iris’s eyes fluttered to a close as she sucked in a deep breath, feeling herself getting lost in the way Ginger commanded her body to respond. She lifted her ivory hand and pushed it through Gingers gorgeous cinnamon hair. It felt like satin between her fingers “I could ask you to stop.” Iris spoke with a breathless smile, peering out from dark lashes.
“You won’t” Ginger replied with sweet confidence “Because you know you need this.”
Iris sucked in a deep breath between her teeth and let her emerald eyes fall to a close. She found herself asking the same question over and over in her head — did she need this? God. It felt so good when Ginger touched her. This amazing, vibrant and fiery woman wanted her. She could, for just a moment in time, have a taste of all that Ginger had to offer. How long could she truly deny herself such a simple thing?
“Yes.” Iris breathed “Yes I do”
Ginger didn’t hesitate; she had been waiting for months for Iris to come around. Ever since that first sweet kiss. If this was their moment, the one she had been waiting for, she refused to waste it. She pulled Iris roughly up against her, cradling the back of Iris’s head with her hand. The girls face pressing softly against her large cushion of breasts. She pulled off the girls’ shirt, whispering sweet nothings as she did. With over-eager hands Ginger reached behind Iris to unsnap the delicate latch the held her tedious bra in place. It fell away with not much resistance as delicious perfectly round breasts popped free beneath her heated gaze.
Iris looked up to Ginger with a slight nervous pout, stripped of her clothes from the waist up. She lowered her head. Slightly ashamed of her body, unsure if this was what Ginger had been expecting. She lifted her hands in an attempt to cover herself.
“You are beautiful” Ginger reached out to take hold of Iris’s wrists, halting her attempt to hide herself. “Don’t you dare hide” Ginger let Iris’s hands fall away so she could tentatively lift the weight of the girls petite left breast. She watched Iris’s face as she ran her thumb across the tip of her erect nipple, gauging her reaction before leaning down to suckle on its creamy pinkness.
A slight whimper of pleasure escaped Iris as she wrapped her arms around Gingers shoulders, long ivory fingers laced at the back of her neck. When Gingers’ moist lips curled around that throbbing nub, Iris felt something hot and moist begin to build between her legs. She pulled Gin in closer, holding tightly as she enjoyed the sweet sensation of that hot tongue, curling around her nipple. In an act of surrender, Iris titled her head back as she directed Gingers head to the opposing breast.
Ginger grinned and followed Iris’ direction, cupping the other breast in her hand before twirling her tongue around that throbbing peak. She squeezed the soft flesh of her breast between her fingers while teasing it with her tongue. Overwhelming, the need to dominate grew like a fire in the pit of her stomach. She knew she could easily overpower Iris, but that would not be fun. She wanted Iris to submit willingly. Slowly she pulled away, leaning back to look deeply into her green eyes. “That feels good doesn’t it?”
Iris nodded briskly as she struggled with a sudden need to reciprocate. She looked up to Ginger, wanting desperately to return the favor. Without thinking, she lunged forward, her anxious hands tugged at Gingers red tank until she pulled it frantically over her head. To Iris’s great pleasure, Ginger was not wearing a cumbersome Bra. Her grand breasts bounced, heavily swaying as Ginger was forced to take a step back. This allowed Iris a moment to soak up the beauty laid out before her. She was amazed at the perfect pear-shaped plumpness. Uncertainly, she reached out to cup Gingers right breast in her hand, feeling the weight of it against her palm. “I want to make you feel good too” Iris whispered as she leaned forward and pressed her face into the overwhelming softness. She pulled at the nipple with her lips feeling it grow hard against them before she felt out with her tongue, circling it over and over. The taste of her flesh was enough to drive her mad, an exotic rhapsody dancing over her taste buds.
Ginger had not expected the response she received from Iris. It was eager and mouthwateringly beautiful. She found herself arching her head back, lips parting as a low moan escaped her lips. Dear God! This was good. Little tingles ran up and down her spine as Iris worked her tongue around her throbbing hard peak. Ginger pushed her hands to Iris’s shoulders, using the leverage to push her back. Here actions were driven by need, she fell to her knees before Iris, frantically tugging off her shoes and then unfastened her’ pants, pulling them free of her legs in one smooth motion. “My turn” Ginger purred as she yanked down the girls panties to rest at her ankles.
Iris gasped at the sudden change in Gingers’ approach, recognizing the look of hunger in her eyes. She felt her breath catch in her throat as her clothes were pulled away. A shudder of delight ran down her body, as the warm summer air caressed the folds between her thighs. “Ooooh” was an involuntary response; it fled her lips before she could think to stop herself.
Ginger parted Iris’s lower lips pulling them away so she could run her tongue along the expanse of her crevice. She twirled the tip of her tongue around her clit before slipping a single finger into that tight hole. She appreciated the fact Iris was clean shaven down here. It made things so much easier when it came to delivering pleasure.
“Ah…” Iris moaned as she fell back onto the car, sucking in a labored breath between her teeth. Wave upon sweet wave, of wild pleasure rocked her body. She felt the swift urgency in Gingers digits as they delved further and further into the tight confines of her body. Her slick inner walls began to tighten. A steady, painful throb growing in her deepest regions as she felt herself come close to snapping. The sound that escaped her was animalistic when a rush of moisture erupted all over Gingers hand.
Ginger sang out at the sweet heady scent of Iris’s sex. She paused only for a moment, before diving in, to lap up the sweet nectar that was dripping down those pale thighs. She captured her clit with her mouth sucking it between her teeth applying just slight pressure before pulling back “So sweet” Ginger curled her lips into a small — o- blowing warm air across that throbbing clit.
Iris shuddered again, this time cumming so hard her body began to tremble, yet somehow she knew this was only the beginning. This was only part of what Ginger wanted to do to her. “Gin…” she whimpered as she wriggled beneath her, parting her legs further, exposing herself completely to Gingers gaze. “Please… ” She didn’t even know what she was asking for. She just knew she wanted release, and Ginger was the one to do it.
Ginger grinned wickedly at the request, so fucking hot. Still topless, she dug into her back pocket to retrieve the vibrator, a swift flick of her hand and it buzzed to life. “Please what?” she teased “Please make you scream?” She took her sweet time dragging the vibrator along Iris’ thigh. “Is that what the angel wants?” She kissed her way up along Iris’s pale body. Expertly, she lifted one hand, to take both of hers’ and pin them over her head. The other hand, was tracing the vibrator in a slow path around the girls dripping wet entrance. Ginger felt herself growing wet, her thighs sticking together. She would be sure to find her own release before this was over.
Iris was reduced to begging as Ginger teased her, moist lips parting to plea for sweet climax. She arched her back, bucking her hips frantically. “Yes.” she whimpered. “Please make me scream”
“As you desire” Ginger breathed, she pressed the vibrator hard against Iris, resting the tip against the clit while a finger trusted into her moist center. First one finger, then two and three. She pressed in deeply only to retreat for the briefest of seconds before pushing hard into her.
Iris let out a yelp as the cold tip of the vibrator touched her clit, its buzzing hum titillating it into wicked response. Iris flew up as a moan of sweet pleasure echoed through her body, then fell back in a panting sweat. Ginger was relentless in her pursuit, driving Iris madly to the brink of mindless pleasure. She reached a point where she could no longer control the way her body responded, it writhed and contorted uncontrollably beneath waves of pleasure as they crashed down upon her.
“Cum for me Iris” Ginger whispered as she trusted her hand once more even deeper than any time before, wanting to wrench that scream from the girls lips. She felt that pussy tighten and constrict around her fingers. So very close now.
Iris thrust her hips forward as her climax threatened to shatter her entire existence. A long pleasured scream filled the air, shattering the silence of the cliff. There was a sudden rush of heat that formed between her thighs, waves of moisture running freely down her legs. Iris fell back, trying desperately to catch her breath. “Oh…my…god…” she whispered between gasping breaths, she was trembling.
Ginger grinned, and then ran a hand through the Iris’s dark brown hair. She moved away briefly to tuck the vibrator away into her back pocket. “Did you like that?” she murred as she returned to Iris’s side.
“Yes.” Iris sighed happily. “So much.”
“Good. Now touch me, feel between my legs” Gingers voice was husky with need. She had gotten herself so hot and bothered; her own body was throbbing painfully.
Iris sat up, suddenly feeling selfish. Completely concentrated on her own fulfillment, while remaining ignorant of what Ginger needed as well. She locked eyes with her as nimble fingers lifted her skirt up. That bright orange thong was moist at the center; Iris felt it against her fingertips as she brushed them along the shaved crevice of her body. “Like this?” Iris said sweetly as she slid beyond the thong and directly into Ginger.
“Oh…oooh, yes, like that”
Iris felt a toying smile play at her lips as she pulled Ginger closer, pressing their torsos firmly into each other. One hand rested at the Gingers generous curve of hip as the other pressed her finger as deep as it could go.
Ginger rewarded Iris with a low moan, the girl certainly did learn fast. “Suck it Iris, I need your lips against me.” Ginger found herself pushing Iris to her knees in the sandy expanse of the cliff, pressing her face hard into her groin.
Surprised, but not offended, Iris slowly tugged the thong to the side, before she sent her tongue into wild swirls against Gingers glistening center. The scent was different from hers; it was headier with a twinge of sweetness. Intoxicating. Iris pressed her mouth into the center of it, breathing it in as her tongue delved hungrily inside to lap up the juices beginning to flow.
Ginger felt her knees growing weak; unable to stand any longer she fell to the ground, lying back, with her hands over her head as Iris continued. Ginger thrust her hips up anxiously; grabbing Iris’ hand she pressed it into her vagina. Leading her fingers inside, showing her what to do.
Iris canted her head to the side, pulling her hand back only to push it back in without much warning, this time, slipping a second finger into her, making the silky walls of Gingers pussy stretch and mold around her. “You feel so good Gin” She whispered as she found a methodical steady pace, alternating how many fingers she used. Two, three, one, three. Iris continued on watching the sweet expressions of pleasure as they danced across Gingers features. Each sound that she made only pushed Iris to drive harder, go deeper, wanting to hear it over and over again.
Ginger lifted her ass in the air, sweet moans escaping her as Iris pummeled her pussy relentlessly. She became lost in the frantic waves of ecstasy that were cascading over her body. Her breasts heaved as she panted out Ri’s name over and over, head thrashing back and forth until the rise of pressure in her burning loins became too much. Lost in the moment, her release shook her to her core, a violent surge of cum seeping and pouring out all over Iris’s fingers, hand and arm.
Iris felt pleased with herself, almost proud, as she crawled along the length of Gingers’ body to rest her head on her chest. Ginger curled into Iris as she did, the two clinging to each other in a tangle of limbs. They were wet from the wasted down their skin matted with dust and sand, but both were grinning like cats dipped in hazelnut cream.
Eventually, Iris sat up and tentatively ran a hand through Gingers tangled hair, looking into her eyes with a new appreciation. “Gin…that was….” She smiled softly. “Amazing.”
Ginger sighed happily, running an idle hand across Iris’ breasts. “Better than amazing, that was heavenly”
Iris blushed and propped her head up with the palm of her hand, her elbow firmly planted in the sand as she stared out over the edge of the cliff. The gorgeous sunset behind Ginger caught her attention. The vivid contrast of colors in soft pastels streaked across the sky. She watched how the horizon in its azure hue, was slowly dappled in violets and vibrant streaking reds. The ocean reflecting the ember orb of the sun as it hid its face from the world. “I have never felt anything like that in my life.” Iris whispered as she brought her gaze back to the sun kissed Goddess next to her.
Ginger was absently running a finger along the curve of Iris’s shoulder, trying to find the nerve to speak. “Ri” Ginger paused to muster her courage. “I want to be your girlfriend.”
Iris blanched, and felt all the blood leave her face as she struggled with the proverbial bomb Ginger just dropped in her lap. In her mind this secret moment was brought writhing into reality. She frowned inwardly, unsure if she was ready for such labels. She was especially skeptical of this particular label, which would change how the world viewed her. Her entire religious family, all her friends… she would be forever changed in their eyes. Wherever they went, they would have to deal with that. Iris felt panic rise in her chest. “I don't think that would be a good idea Gin” the words rushed from her lips in frantic haste.
Ginger felt her heart sink in her chest, definitely not the response she had been seeking. “I see.” The simple words could not have been said in a colder tone.
A twinge of anger filled the space in her chest that had just moments before been bursting with joy. “What a fool I am.” She had never been able to hide her emotions very well, even under the best of circumstances. She pulled herself to her feet and pulled her skirt down over her hips before retreating to find her top.
“Gin, please don’t be mad… I…” Iris felt instantly horrid as she tried to reach out to Gin. “Please understand… this is all new to me.”
Ginger yanked her top on over her head, pushing a golden hand through her hair in a frustrated manner. “You can’t use that excuse forever Ri. You have to make a choice”
“Do you even realize what you are asking?!” Iris felt her voice rising in anger as she pulled herself to her feet, fists clenched at her sides. Spying her jeans in a crumpled heap, she moved to pluck them from the ground and hurriedly pull them on.
“Yes!” Ginger snapped as she tore off toward the car, pausing before she opened the driver side door to look Iris up and down. “You need to accept who and what you are.” Ginger shook her head at the blatant naivety that encompassed Iris. “Because, no matter how much you try, you will never be a happy housewife, popping out kids for your husband.”
Iris felt a rise of rage in her chest. Angry at the bitter truth being thrown in her face, her stubborn pride caused her words to come out harsher than she actually meant. “What if I want that life Gin? Did you ever think of that? Maybe, I don’t want to live like you do.”
Ginger stared at Iris with pain filled eyes. The words stung, pierced her heart. She lifted her chin defiantly and slid into the car. “Fine.” She murmured with a tone of utter defeat. Fuck it. There was no point in fighting. She already felt like a fool. It was obvious, that Iris saw her as some toy to play with every now and then. Not good enough, to be considered as anything more than that.
Iris finished buttoning her blouse in silence. Aware of the sadness that now overshadowed Gingers normally bright features. Slowly, she walked to the car. “I’m sorry Gin.” Was all she could offer as she slid inside and closed the door.
Ginger said nothing. She turned on the car and whipped it around so she could angle it back down the dirt road. She was going to put this firmly in the past. Leave everything behind on that cliff. Time to move on. She was no toy. She was worth more than that.
Iris sat silently in the car, looking out her window with a forlorn expression. Twilight had already begun to make a path across the sky when they pulled back onto the main road. She watched the sprinkle of celestial lights slowly beginning to peek through the raven mask that overwhelmed the heavens. Shame and sadness wrenched at her heartstrings. Ginger was taking her home. After that, she didn’t know what would happen. Would they ever even speak to each other again? She looked towards Ginger, wanting to say something, anything, but no words came. Slowly, she curled her legs into her chest, lowering her forehead to rest at the tops of her knees.
The silence that filled the car was uncomfortable to say the least. Ginger found herself counting the minutes until they reached the South Beach condo that Iris shared with her mother. She pulled to the curb of the complex and parked. “Hey” She said softly. Iris looked like she was sleeping. “You’re home” She felt a twinge of remorse for the way things ended. There was nothing she wanted more than to see Iris happy. Unless Iris could show some sign or willingness to be with her, she would not be exposing her feelings to her again. Cold stone walls were already rising around her aching heart.
Iris stayed still for a long moment, keeping her head down. There was nothing she could say to fix this right now. Instead, she simply got up and pushed her way out the door, letting it swing shut behind her. “Call me tomorrow?” She tried to pull some sort of response from Ginger, terrified that she would never see her again.
The question surprised her; Ginger glanced up to Iris, eyebrows raised in confusion. “Call you?” She found herself driven by some feral need to inflict pain back on the one who had hurt her. Ginger turned away, looking out ahead of her as she shifted the car into drive. “I don't think that would be a good idea Ri” before she could witness the pain her own words caused, Ginger was gone. The car lurching forward as she sped away from the only love she had ever known.
A single silver tear rolled down Iris’s soft cheek, falling to the pavement beneath her feet. She watched with great regret as the taillights faded into the night. Some part of her knew this wasn’t the end. They cared for each other too much to stay apart. Didn’t they? She turned on her heel and began the slow trek up the walk to her front door. Returning to the life that was comfortable should have been easy for Iris. All she had ever wanted was to be normal, to fit in. Stepping back into this life should have created some sense of belonging. Yet somehow, everything was different now. She had been displaced, changed to her very core. Deep down, Iris knew nothing would ever be normal again.



ELLICIT 2


Apples to almonds:
Iris sat huddled over a small oak dining table that was propped in the center of an extravagant kitchen. “This sucks” she sighed as she mulled over a bowl of cheerios, drizzled in Almond milk, a look of utter misery plastered on her features, not entirely interested in eating this morning. Events from the previous day were replayed in her head over and over again, making her stomach churn. Sleep hadn’t come easily, echoes of Gingers words caused her to toss and turn. Eventually, the attempt at sleep proved futile, when the sun began to filter in through her window, creating long shadows across the floor.
"Good Morning cupcake” Her mother chimed happily as she entered the kitchen in a fluffy pink robe and matching slippers. Laura Delaney, almost an older version of Iris. With a slight smile Iris watched her mother tug a hand through her long dark brown hair. Hardly anyone believed Laura was well into her forties; she had a pristine complexion and timeless features. There were laugh lines around her soft green eyes that only served to give her face more character. Iris often wondered how much laughter it would take to get lines like those.
"Morning." Iris responded sleepily, making another attempt to shovel the cereal into her mouth. "I broke curfew last night." Iris had never been able to lie to her mother, especially about things she knew she was already aware of. It was far easier to just confess and get it over with.
Her mother shook her head with a small laugh. "I know." the sly reply made Iris wince, her mother seemed to know everything, even before she committed the crime. She waited for the untold punishment to be decreed as her mother crossed to the fridge to pull out a gallon of Apple juice. "What should your punishment be I wonder?" Laura grinned playfully.
Iris stirred her cheerios idly in the bowl and watched the whirlpool effect it created with fading interest. "Death, most assuredly, commence the beheading." the dry response was partly serious; all she wanted to do right now was curl up and die. With a sigh of disgust she pushed the bowl away from her, and then pulled her eyes up to reluctantly meet her mothers.
"Goodness, I was just going to put you on dish duty for a week. What has you so down?" The previous jovial tone her mother held was now one of genuine concern as she moved to the cupboard to pull down a cup. "Anything I can help with?"
Iris shook her head and placed her chin in the palm of her hand as she propped her elbow dramatically on the counter with a sigh. "Ginger and I had another big fight…Huge ….Huge fight" She said as she attempted to stifle a yawn.
Her mother chuckled, and then moved to sit at the table beside her "Relationships have their ups and downs cherub, but you two always work it out. Remember last summer? You swore you would never speak to Ginger again, and in less than a week you guys were joined at the hip once again." She grinned playfully as she reached out to poke the point of Iris’s nose with the tip of her finger.
"It’s different this time…" she struggled with the knowledge that this would be a subject she couldn't openly share with her mother. “Way different.” There came a sudden, cold realization, she had lost the one person she could confide in about anything. It made her stomach harden into cold stone. "You're right" Iris conceded, not wanting to take the subject any further. The last thing she needed was to have her mother die of a stroke. She could see the news article now: ‘Daughter comes out of the closet, Kills popular socialite Laura Delaney.’ With a false smile she continued “We will work it out.”
"I am sure you will.” It was a tentative comment, before her mother motioned to Iris’s attire. The exact same thing she had worn the day before. “Is this a new fad or something? Because, I don’t think even your prize winning smile can deter people from noticing wrinkled clothes and the smell of old sweat sock.” It was a playful jibe at Iris’s lack of wardrobe change, and a subtle reminder of the responsibilities they had as a family. Always, they had to be perfect dolls for her father to show off.
Iris looked down to scrutinize herself and sighed. “Did you get a dress for the Charity Banquet tonight?” she murmured, eager to change the subject.
“Yes!” Her mother beamed. “I got one for you too.”
“What?” Iris blinked back surprise “I am going too?” She should have seen this coming. After she had graduated with honors, her parents had developed huge plans for her at her fathers’ law firm. This included becoming a personal assistant, and then once college courses began, he would make her an intern, which would ultimately flow into becoming a lawyer herself. It was pretty cut and dry. She was to follow in his footsteps. This meant she would now be a part of all the formal functions too.
“Of course you are!” Her father’s voice a low timber poured into the kitchen, warm and kind. He wore a blue cotton robe, as he always did on Saturdays. Timothy Delaney, the best Lawyer in the state of Florida. Iris adored him. His skin tone was substantially darker than her or her mothers. It was a natural dark tan that complimented his hazel eyes. To Iris, it seemed the only thing she had gotten from the entanglement of her parents DNA was his noble structured nose, and how it curved so slightly at the tip. Iris passed him the warmest smile she could muster “I’ll be happy to attend.”
Her Father nodded as he walked behind her and ruffled her hair “We have a long day ahead of us kiddo, looks like you will have the house to yourself.” He moved to her mother and gave her a warm kiss on the cheek before reaching across the table to unravel a package of bagels.
“It’s going to be wonderful.” Her mother grinned. “Your father and I are going to spend the day at Le Mirage Resort and Spa, where we will be massaged, oiled, exfoliated, trimmed and primped” The excitement in her voice was hard to miss. Her mother simply adored these sorts of trips.
Iris couldn’t help but smile. “You two deserve a break.” she chimed. After last night, Iris needed time alone. She had to gather her thoughts. Even if it meant staying in bed all day, mourning the loss of something she barely even recognized. What why her chest aching, like someone had ripped a hole in it?
Iris fell silent, lost in thought, the murmur of her parents’ banter echoing around her. How she envied their relationship. They hardly ever fought, and when they did, it was so brief one wouldn’t even notice. They adored each other, and loved her just as much. She pondered if she could ever be like that with Ginger, if they could ever be that happy and comfortable.
No. Things didn’t work like that in this world of high society. It didn’t matter if you were happy. In this world, if you were different, you were scrutinized. People you considered friends, would happily drag your name through the mud if it meant they could get little bit higher on the social ladder. She doubted even her father’s sparkling reputation could survive the mudslinging that would erupt if she chose to follow her heart. How could she so selfishly ruin him? The answer was so simple, yet it stung all the same. She couldn’t.
Iris was torn from deep thought as the doorbell, with its whimsical tune echoed through the large condo. All three of them stopped and stared at each other for a long moment, confusion on their faces. “Are we expecting anyone?” Iris offered as she slid away from the table and headed towards the door.
“No…” her parents said in unison as they watched her go, then returned to their conversation about the Spa and what types of wraps they would get.
Iris peeked out of the peephole in the door and saw no one. Befuddled, she unlocked it and pulled it open slowly; she stepped out and looked up and down the street, nothing. Curiously, she scanned the rows and rows of manicured lawns on either side of them. Several high end vehicles were parked along the street, but there was no sign of anyone nearby. Odd. She thought to herself as she turned to go back inside. Her barefoot landed atop the welcome mat, instead of the prickly sensation from the woven plastic, she felt something smooth crinkle beneath her heel. Iris looked down to find a small white envelope beneath her foot. “What the…?”
She looked up again, this time suspiciously glancing down the street. Iris lifted her foot and scooped up the parcel, twirling it in her hands. She gave an involuntary chill at the sight of her name, neatly printed on the outside. No stamp. No return address. Just her name. ‘Iris’ Nimble fingers parted the sealed lip, opening it up to reveal what looked like several pictures and a note that had been painstakingly printed on an index card. ‘You will be exposed.’ Iris felt her brows furrow as she delved into the envelope, a sickening stab of mortification formed in her stomach as she flipped through the evidence. Blood rushed to her ears, she felt faint. A small ivory hand snaked out to hold onto the doorjamb, her legs threatening to give way beneath her light headed disbelief.
“Who is it?” her father called form the kitchen, forcing Iris to stuff the envelope and its contents frantically into her jean pocket. “Just a prank.” She called back to them as she slammed and locked the door behind her. She felt ill, like she was about to toss what little breakfast she had, all over the marble floor. “I…didn’t sleep well, going to lay down for a bit…” she added weakly, then bounded up the stairs, taking the steps two at a time, she skidded to a halt once she reached her room and clambered for her cellphone. Curses fled her lips as she yanked her cellphone from her desk; her hands were trembling so much she could barely dial Gingers’ number.
: pearl before swine:
It was well past noon when Ginger stirred in her bed, soft cinnamon hair draped along the expanse of a satin pillow. Her matching silk sheets and cotton down comforter were twisted and tangled between her legs. With a low groan she sat up, rubbing her eyes before sliding her feet to the floor. The four poster bed creaked slightly as she pushed her way out of it, and made her way in zombie fashion to her private bathroom. There was time to stop and grimace at her reflection in the mirror before she began to splash anxiously splash water on her face. “I have to stop staying up so late…”
“Oh, you are up Miss. Sharpe” a heavy Latin accent sounded from her doorway. Maria, their maid was intruding upon her space again. To Gingers relief, she was fluent in English, a cute chubby woman, rounded along all her edges, with happy dark brown eyes. A wealth of black hair was always pulled back into a plaited braid that followed her spine.
“Barely…” Ginger groused as she came back into her room, leaning against the doorway to her bathroom in a white T-Shirt and blue boxers. She narrowed her eyes on Maria as she plucked dirty clothes from the floor and tucked them away in a large basket that was balanced against her large hip. “You don’t have to do that Maria” Ginger sighed. She was still a little upset over the events of the previous eve. Fuming on the inside, rejection hurt, no matter who it came from. The last thing she needed right now was someone invading her privacy. “I am old enough to wash my own clothes”
“You’re Father wants you downstairs Miss” Maria grinned defiantly as she continued her duties.
“Fine” She pushed a hand through her hair and was about to exit the room when she saw Maria bend over to tug her miniskirt from beneath the bed. Mortification crossed her features as the black little vibrator fell from its back pocket and landed in the middle of the floor between them.
“Oh Dios mio!” Maria cried as her plump cheeks turned to a dark red. Maria crossed herself in typical catholic fashion several times, as if warding herself from some evil.
Ginger stood there staring at her in disbelief for a long moment. “It’s a vibrator Maria, not an instrument of Satan.” She shook her head and crossed the small distance to scoop it up, before she tossed it into the drawer of her nightstand. Maria said nothing as Ginger turned and headed down the long hallway toward her father’s study. That was probably for the best, If Maria had started her usual nagging, Ginger would have been forced to regale the woman with a few stories that could possibly have had Maria crossing herself for the rest of the day.
“It’s about time.” Her Father grumbled as she entered his private office in the mansion they considered a home. He sat behind an ominous cherry wood desk, peering at her over the business section of the newspaper. The room itself was a twisted myriad of dead animals mounted on every wall, including a life sized bear in the corner, which looked to be frozen in time as it stood on its hind legs to scent the air for possible food. “Sit.”
Ginger gave a slight growl at being ordered around like a household pet, but held her tongue. She hated this room. She scanned the many bookshelves around her, filled with medical references and various display models of the female figure. Ginger swore he was some glorified version of Jack the Ripper. The reasoning behind this was simple, he got paid to slice into women with low self-esteem and used the profits from that to fund the pursuit of stuffed carcasses. “You wanted to talk?” Her voice was tense as she lowered herself into the high-backed mahogany chair in front of his desk. This could not be good news. The only time he ever wished to see her was to scream at her for some insane mistake or coerce her into things he knew she hated.
“Yes” He cleared his throat and folded the paper delicately before placing it on the desk before him. He was fat; his face was weathered, like old leather. Salt and pepper hair rounded the bald spot atop his head, flowing down into a well-trimmed mustache and chiseled beard. He had a long hawk-like nose and greasy lips that always seemed to be unnaturally moist. “I have been invited to a Charity Banquet tonight.” He paused as if Ginger was supposed to be impressed by this “Your presence is required.”
Ginger laughed outright and leaned back in the chair, a defiant flare alight in her deep blue eyes. “I respectfully decline the invitation.” Gingers’ tone was flat, unemotional. She flinched as her fathers’ fist slammed into his desk, the sound reverberating off the walls of his office.
“You will be going to this event, and you will be civil, it is time you started making the right friends in the right circles.” He stared her down with his mousey brown eyes, “If you refuse, I shall freeze your spending account and have Hector put a boot on your car. You will learn to obey me. Are we clear?”
Ginger felt waves of heat cascade from her chest to her shoulders; anger flooded her soul and flushed to her face. She wanted to lose her temper, fight and scream, but that would only get her grounded or worse. She wanted to see Iris again soon. That meant she had to swallow her pride, just this once. Her words came out between gritted teeth, as she dug her fingers into the arms of the leather chair. “Obviously, I have no choice. Father”
He gave her a false smile, picking up his newspaper once again to resume his reading. “So glad we could see eye to eye.”
Ginger stared at him with disbelief. She wanted nothing more than to be able to lunge over his desk and shove that paper down is throat. Instead, she stood up and walked out of the room, slamming the door behind her.
“Bastard.” She whispered as she pulled her hands up around her, she tried to force her temper into submission. He never seemed to understand, it wasn’t that she didn’t want to go, it was how he asked. He enjoyed the pompous, you will do as I say, attitude that he had adopted so long ago. It made her wish she could just leave, run away. She wanted out so badly, but all she had was things he had given her. Things he could take away. Often, she wondered how her mother had escaped and still been able to forge a life of her own. Ginger had hated her mother for leaving without even a word, even more so, for not taking her with her. Now, Ginger understood that sometimes, it was the only choice you had.
As she drew closer to her room, she heard a familiar ringtone humming from her cell on her nightstand. Quickening her pace, Ginger dashed into the room and nearly fell over herself to answer it. “Hello my darling, I knew you couldn’t resist me forever.” her playful answer quickly died at the sound of Iris in distress.
“Not now Ginger.” Iris’s voice was tense, on the verge of tears. “We need to talk.”
“Sure.” Ginger was confused, but whatever had Iris this upset had to be important. “Let me get dressed, I’ll be there in twenty.”
“Okay.” Iris replied tensely before the call ended.
Ginger stared at the phone with an incredulous look. “She just hung up on me…”
::exposed::
“Pictures!” Iris cried, tossing the envelope into Gingers lap as she moved around to slide into the passenger seat of her car. “Of us, Ginger. Together.” Iris stared at Ginger, tears filling her eyes she knew, if anyone could come up with a plan on what to do, it was Gin.
“Calm down, it can’t be that bad.” Ginger said softly as she pulled the pictures from the envelope, her eyes narrowed at the scenes captured. Immediately she could see why Iris was losing her mind, it was indeed, that bad. “These are from last night.” They were clearly done by an amateur but the accuracy was more than enough to cause a scandal. Personally, Ginger didn’t care about ruining her father, he could rot in hell and have these pictures tattooed to the back of his eye lids. But Iris, this would destroy her, and possibly her family.
“What are we going to do Gin …” Iris began to sob, closing her hands over her face.
Ginger scrutinized the pictures a few moments longer, there was no denying who the people were or what they were doing. Every picture seemed to vividly capture the heat of the moment. The photographer had enjoyed this. “These were taken from the bushes.” she pointed to the underbrush that was in the forefront of each picture, an attempt to get Iris to focus. “Maybe a yard or two from where we were…whoever this was had been following us.”
Iris pulled her hands from her face and peered over, trying to control her sniffles. “But. Why?”
Ginger shrugged. “Let’s face it Iris, your family is the creme de la creme of South Beach, whoever this is, wants to see you, or your parents be ridiculed. They were probably trailing you to catch any sort of dirt they could, I doubt they were expecting this.”
“What do I do?” Iris gave a pitiful whine, and then curled forward, hiding her head between her knees.
Ginger reached over and ran her hand through Iris’s sable hair in a comforting manner. She stoked it gently it as she thought on the present circumstances. “Kill the asshole who took these?” Ginger offered, trying to wrench a smile from Iris, she hated to see her cry.
Iris sat up abruptly and snatched the pictures from Ginger. “This is serious, Gin. I need help.”
She sighed, her failed attempt to rouse a positive response from Iris hitting her hard. But at least, she wasn’t crying anymore. “Alright, this is the way I see it lovely. The only choice we have now is to beat them to it. They think this will be some embarrassing moment for you, they want blackmail you into being their bitch. You have to stop them.”
“How?” Iris voice came out in a hopeless wail, lost as to what Ginger was getting at.
“Confess everything. Expose yourself, before they can expose you.” Her tone was strained. She didn’t like this idea any more than Iris would, but it was the only way out. “The person taking these pictures thinks you will be cow-tailed into doing whatever they ask.”
Iris stared at Ginger blankly, then turned away as she rifled through the pictures again. “If I do that…” Iris sucked in a shuddering breath. “Then w-we will be outcasts…” she stammered.
Ginger shrugged. “We are already outcasts Ri, they just don’t know it yet.”
Iris glanced up to Ginger; the truth of her words humbled her. It was true. They had always been black sheep. Their attraction to each other, made them different. “You’re right” Iris sighed. In deep contemplation, she leaned back against her seat and stared up at the roof of the car. “It was never going to last anyway, all this secrecy. In the end, it was all going to come writhing and wriggling into the light” She paused as she fought an internal war, trying to convince herself this was the right thing to do. “At least, we can be together.”
Ginger nodded, pulling her hand along Iris’s cheek, lifting her chin so she could see into the depths of her pale green eyes “Sweetheart, this person wants something from you, and I don’t want to know what it is. You need to set yourself free, set us free.”
Iris sat there staring at Ginger for a long moment, weighing the options in her head. “It will be difficult, building a life together.”
“I know.” Ginger smiled weakly. “But you’re worth it. We are worth it.”
Iris felt her resolve grow firmer, self-empowerment taking a strong hold. “We can’t let some creeper control us.”
Ginger held back a small laugh “No. We can’t”
Iris leaned forward, to run a finger along Gingers jawline. “Because we love each other”
“Very much.” the feelings Iris’s touch pulled to the surface made Gingers voice drop into a husky purr.
“I love you Ginger” Iris said softly as she watched her hand trail down along Gingers bodice. She wore another tank top, yellow this time, with the word ‘Hottie’ bejeweled across her breasts. It cut off just above her exposed navel, tight fitting jeans running along the expanse of her long legs.
Ginger offered a slow cheshire grin. The words could not have been sweeter, coming from the lips of someone she was already madly in love with. It made her heart race; countless nights had been spent, dreaming of the day when Iris would utter those words. “You know I love you.” She teased.
Iris grinned as she sat up in her seat, taking Gingers hand in her own. “My parents are going to be gone for a few hours…come inside with me?”
Ginger leaned forward across the seat, capturing Iris’s’ lips in a long kiss. “How can I deny you, anything?” She whispered softly against the skin of Iris’s cheek.

:the calm:
The door to Iris’s room slammed shut as Ginger pressed Iris frantically against it, pulling her clothes free to land in a crumpled heap on the floor. Their passion was maddening, not even air was left to exist between them as they relished in the heat of their flesh pressed together.
Ginger took her sweet time with Iris, paying special attention to her breasts, running her tongue along each peak and the crest of each nipple. Hungrily, she lapped at them, finding herself rejoice as they turned to tight nubs beneath her lips. “I am going to make you mine today Iris.” Ginger whispered after pressing a trail of kisses up to the soft lobe of her ear. “I am going to make you say those words over and over again.”
Iris whimpered, pulling a leg up around Ginger to curl over her slender hips. “Yes” Iris breathed and lulled her head back against her door, fingers digging urgently into Gingers shoulders.
Ginger growled and nipped at Iris’s breasts before pulling her forward only to push her towards the bed. Masterful hands moved Iris to bend over the tall bedframe. She relished the view of Iris’s wide hips and curved ass that now hung in the air before her. She pressed herself against Iris, laying her own body along the length of Iris’s back, hands slowly following the curves of her lovers’ arms before she curled her fingers around her wrists. Her weight easily pressed Iris into the bed, Ginger pulled Iris’s hands behind her, holding them tightly against the small of her back, the other hand spread the girls’ lower lips wide, she stretched them out. “Say it…” Ginger purred “Say it and I will give you release.”
Iris moaned against the blanket pressing into her face, a wicked grin playing at her lips. She knew what Ginger wanted, but this battle of wills more enticing with each passing moment. If she wanted to claim her, she would have to work for it, and wrench the requested words from her panting lips. “Make me…”
Ginger grinned and raised a hand, bringing it down hard to slap her ivory ass. “Defiant are we?” She purred, and began to rub the spot she had just smacked. Ginger pulled her eyes from the delicious sight before her, only to grin evilly when she spied a pair of scarves that hung over the door handle. “Don’t move.” She gave the lusty command, and then crossed the room to draw to a halt by the door.
Iris remained perfectly still, mesmerized by the sway of Gingers’ hips as she moved, sea green eyes widened as Ginger tugged the scarves free and returned to the bed. She felt her body respond immediately, it clenched up tight only to release a few seconds later. This was making her wildly hot, painfully aware of the moisture seeping between her legs.
“Time to teach you a lesson.” Ginger sang as she fastened the scarves around Iris’s’ wrists, making sure the knot was loose enough for her to wriggle free of, if she wanted, but kept just the right amount of hold, to give Iris the feeling of being bound for Gingers’ personal use. Slowly, Ginger teased a finger along the crack of Iris’s ass; following the curve as it lead her to her dripping entrance, already quivering with want of her touch.
“Look at that…” Ginger dropped to her knees, planting her face into the crevice of her silky thighs, lightly teasing her clit with her mouth and tongue.
Iris squealed with delight and wriggled as Ginger lapped up her juices. She moaned softly, turning her face into the covers to muffle the sound.
Ginger was enjoying the sweet addicting taste of Iris, the scent of her sex, so intoxicating, it almost had her feeling drunk. She curled her fingers along the curve of her ass and gripped it tightly, feeling the firm flesh mold beneath her fingertips. Unabashedly, she invaded that tight hole with her tongue. She was careful not to go too far though, wanting to tease her lover into a state of wonton passion.
Iris quickly found herself on the verge of yet another moan, her insides clenched so tightly, the coil that mastered her climax was about to unfurl, but Ginger was keeping her constantly on the verge of release, balanced carefully on a ledge, not allowing her to feel the full weight of release. A throb began to form between her legs, hard and powerful, the ache reaching so deep she could feel it in her bones, every nerve ending began to spark to life, sending wave upon sweet wave of bliss along the curves of her body. She wriggled against her restraint, hands curling tightly into fists as she whimpered and moaned. Iris felt herself on the verge of becoming a beggar, defiantly; she sunk her teeth into her bottom lip, refusing to give in just yet.
Ginger watched and sighed happily, she watched Iris squirm and wriggle beneath her careful titillation, a sultry chuckle was released, as sweet Ri tried so valiantly to keep herself under control, still unable to let herself go. Her eyebrows rose, as a sly smirk tilted her lips. She could play hardball too. Without warning, or hesitation, Ginger slammed three fingers deep into Iris, pushing as far as they could go, wriggling her digits to caress and stretch out her slick inner walls. Then she stopped, keeping them tightly wedged inside, she just hovered there, waiting for what was sure to come.
Iris screamed, a delightful sensation wracking her body, she had tried to remain aloof, and that was quickly coming to an end. Ginger was so far in, but still refused to free Iris from these painful throws of passion. She panted, turning her head to the side; sweat dappled her brow, a glorious mixture of pain and pleasure erupting in her core. “I’m yours Ginger.” She gasped out. Iris wanted sweet climax, begged for it. “I’m yours.” She conceded with a soft cry.
Ginger pulled her fingers out just enough; only to slam them back in, this time she stretched her walls out even more, pressing further, harder, and faster. But, no. This was not enough “Good girl.” She whispered as she yanked open the drawer to Iris’ nightstand. “I wonder if you still have…” Yes, she did. A dildo Ginger had given Iris as a gift long ago. Iris had mentioned she placed it here, but they had never had a chance to use it.
“Oh… no Gin!” Iris wriggled, but didn’t break free of the restraints just yet, part of her vividly curious, she wondered what sort of pleasure could be brought from that.
“Shh…” Ginger cooed kissing Iris at the tender spot between her shoulder blades “I am going to take your virginity Iris…”
Iris shuddered beneath the kiss, sucking in a rampant breath, bracing herself for what was to come. She would rather have Ginger to this, than anyone else. “I want you to be the one Gin.”
Ginger slowly caressed the phallic member with her hand, before dipping her fingers into Iris, using her sweet moisture to lubricate it. Slowly she pressed it against her entrance. Thankfully it was not overly large, a mere few inches long and an inch thick. Nothing a budding virgin could not handle if done delicately. Slowly she pressed it in, pushing it past the velvet folds, deep, and deeper into the confines of her constricting body.
Iris cried out, she pressed her face into the softness of the mattress as her features contorted into a mixture of pain and pleasure. She pushed her hips back to take the thing in further, even though Ginger was moving it at a slow pace. Iris felt her body would respond against her will as she rocked back against it. Gingers hand was firmly on her ass, guiding it in. She felt herself constrict and tighten around its hardness as it pushed ever the more forward, so much further than anything before. She couldn’t take it any longer, something feral snapped within her, she threw herself back and forced the thing so deep inside of her, it caused a momentary snap of pain that echoed through her body.
“Easy there” Ginger whispered as Iris rocked back and forth, essentially fucking herself. At the moment when Iris had lost control completely she knew her hymen had been splintered. Slowly, Ginger soothed her lover; she caressed her back, urged her to be still a moment, to allow her body to get used to the width and depth. “ Relax.” She whispered in a hushed coo as she slowly retracted, then pushed it back again.
Iris moaned, a single tear rolling down her cheek as Ginger pressed onward, she built up a delightful friction that forced her to cream herself over and over again. Hopelessly she was lost, rocking her hips back and forth, she begged for more, wanted the pace so desperately to quicken. “Damn it Gin, stop teasing me” she growled as she bucked her hips “Please…”
Gin hid a smile as Iris finally emerged from her shell, she stood up to get better leverage, placing a hand on Iris’s shoulder, then yanked her back so that her pussy would be forced to accept the entire length of the thing in one fast motion. When Iris moaned, so did Ginger, her thighs becoming slick as she stood there and forced it in and out. Ginger made sure Iris was fucked hard and fast, just like she had asked. Each stroke was a little bit deeper or harder than before. Ginger continued at a relentless pace, until Iris had become a quivering wet mess in front of her. Her only desire was to help her lover reach that final world shattering climax.
The weight that sudden final release wrenched a loud cry of ecstasy from Iris as she lay there lost in the rapture of feelings, sensations and chills that were sparking to life all along her body, every nerve, every cell was humming with content.
Ginger wore a proud smile, as she reached down and untied the scarves. In one fluid motion she flipped Iris over to stare into her lustful eyes.
Iris trembled from head to toe, her legs felt like jelly, she could barely catch her breath, breasts heaved with every inhale she struggled to take. Iris passed Ginger a wicked smile as she laid there, trying to find words to speak, but there were none that could possibly describe what she was feeling right now. “Damn…”
Ginger grinned playfully as she tossed the dildo aside, and crawled along the bed to snuggle beside Iris. With the utmost care and love, Ginger pulled Iris in and curled up against her. “You can say that again.” Ginger laughed as she placed a kiss to her forehead. “Now get some rest, while I think. We have to have a plan, when we announce ourselves to the world.”
“But, what about you Gin?” Iris worried at her bottom lip, afraid Ginger was getting the short end of the pleasure stick.
Ginger cuddled Iris against her “Oh, don’t you worry. I have everything I need, right here and now. Sleep, we will have all the time in the world together after tonight.”
Iris didn’t have the energy to fight her on this. She was utterly zapped of strength. Perfectly happy to just lay there curled against Gingers nude form. Soon, unlike the previous night, Iris found slumber, she drifted to sleep in Gingers arms.
Ginger held Iris as she slept. Ideas were running rampant through her mind. They had to do this right. Even in this world of high society, they could tackle this situation and rise from it stronger than they were before. How she was going to do that was escaping Gingers realm of thought at the moment. But she refused to give up. She wanted to spend the rest of her life with Iris, nothing was going to hinder that. Not even some pervert with a pension for spying.



THE DEMON LOVER


London, 1850
By night Moira Bentley dreamed of phantoms. Beautiful beings shrouded in darkness that cast graceful silhouettes on her bedroom wall; images of sensual dances that brought each pair of them closer and closer….until finally they succumbed to the intimacy of the dance, merging together to engage in unspeakable acts that defied all moral convention.
“Which means they must feel awfully good,” she mused, her senses inflamed by those erotic dreams that haunted her every night.
She usually played the role of voyeur in most of these nocturnal visions, watching as gorgeous, mysterious beings collapsed together on a shiny dance floor; their lips merged in passionate kisses, their arms and legs entwined, their naked, sweaty bodies becoming one with the night. On occasion, however, the most beautiful phantom-an ethereal male with long, silken auburn hair, wide dark eyes, full lips and sculpted features-parted from the sensual fray; his muscled body standing tall above the chaos as he extended his hand to her.
Then, blast it, she woke up.
“Bloody hell!”
Surging upward in the silken sheets of her floral feathered bed, she took a moment to focus on the calming, beautiful rose print that lined her overhead canopy. It was a beautiful sight indeed.
“Only not as beautiful as that man,” she sighed, wiping some telltale sweat from her brow and rising from her bed.
Crossing the room in a few quick strides, she took a seat at the cherry wood writing desk that formed a corner of her bedroom.
Settling her rubenesque body onto the cushions of a straight back wicker chair, Moira soothed the skirts of her lavender nightgown and took a deep, sustaining breath as she clutched her quill pen.
Placing a piece of parchment paper at the center of her desk, she wrote three words across the top of the page: The Phantom Lover.

One year later
“Moira, you are an amazing lady.”
Lord Thomas Caldwell smiled as he accepted a steaming lavender teacup from Moira Bentley, his newest and most successful author at Silver Ridge Books; a premiere publishing house in the heart of London.
The two now sat in the elaborate drawing room of Moira’s stately manor house, situated in a quiet enclave on the outskirts of the city.
“Thank you, Lord Caldwell.” Moira cast a quick glance around her living space, relieved to find that her prized drawing room-with its cherry wood furniture, red brocade wallpaper and plush ivory carpeting-was neat, clean and prepared to welcome the most particular guest.
Only no one can really be quite prepared for Lord Caldwell, she pursed her lips as he launched into a familiar oratory that hurt her ears nonetheless.
“I still find it difficult to believe that an unmarried woman could manage to pen such great and exciting romances,” he took a deep sip of tea, fixing her with an assessing gaze.
“Quite the contrary, Lord Caldwell,” Moira forced a small smile, “Many of my married friends have quite despaired of ever again experiencing romance in any form.” She shrugged. “As a solitary female, I am free to dream.”
Lord Caldwell guffawed outright.
“Well young lady, your dreams are magnificent,” he admitted. “The ladies of the London ton cannot get enough of your works. The Phantom Lover is our top selling title at Silver Ridge.” The graying nobleman shook his head, eyes wide. “An amazing accomplishment for a woman writer, especially one who dares to use her own name.”
Cringing slightly, Moira smoothed the sleek skirts of her azure silk day gown across the cushions of her prized floral settee-only at this point she wished that it was Lord Cardwell’s wrinkled, smirking face she could smash against any random piece of furnishing.
“Well I do hope that my success will encourage you to give other female authors the chance that was offered me,” she said finally, meeting his pointed stare with one of her own. “It saddens me to think of all the great books we’ll never read, simply because their authors didn’t happen to have a…” she bit her lip, suppressing a nasty thought, “…a monocle.”
Lord Caldwell cleared his throat.
“I just may have to do that,” he pinned her with a sly smile, “especially as the most successful book in my stable has just been optioned as a stage musical.”
Moira doubled over, coming dangerously close to coughing up the contents of her tea cup.
“The Phantom Lover, on a stage?” She shook her head, stunned. “Just so I’m clear, a theatrical troupe is going to act out the scenes detailed in my book,” the color of her face now matching the pearl pink carnations that sat in a tall bronzed vase at her side, “and set them to music?”
“Um, yes.” Lord Caldwell shifted in his seat. “Only they are not a theater troupe, precisely. From what I gathered they are instead a ballet troupe that incorporates drama into their performances.”
“Yes, well,” Moira folded her arms before her, cocking her head to one side, “I find that difficult to envision.”
And that is something of an understatement, she added silently.
Lord Caldwell reached in to the side pocket of his sleek brown jacket, withdrawing a folded parcel of papers that he handed to a gaping Moira.
“What you will have no difficulty envisioning, dear girl, is the princely sum that the troupe is offering us to dramatize your work.” He gestured toward the papers. “There you will find their proposed contract, as well as an invitation to their London theater, to see their latest production.” He arched his eyebrows. “The very same place that they will bring your book to life.”
“If I deem it fitting,” Moira drew herself up and squared her shoulders, adding with a small smile, “I must admit, though, that I am rather flattered at the thought.”
She stopped a moment to consider Ian, the hero of The Phantom Lover. She pondered just who the troupe would select to dance the role of that exquisite creature who ruled her dreams; the one who filled her nights with visions that represented the embodiment of her secret desires.
Surely they couldn’t find anyone that beautiful or (ahem) outright limber, she arched a curious eyebrow, even in the dancing world.
Even Moira had no true model for her hero; a man with carved and impossibly gorgeous features, thick layers of auburn gold hair that fell across muscled shoulders, and wide ebony eyes, he seemed more a dream than a human being.
In addition, she reasoned, it seemed unlikely that a lean, lithe dancer could portray a muscular man of such hulking masculinity; the type of man that could consume a woman in his deepest embrace, making her feel both worshipped and protected while kissing her quite senseless….
“Moira, are you quite all right?” Lord Caldwell cocked his head, squinting his eyes in Moira’s direction.
“Yes, of course.” Jarring herself from her reverie, she sat up straight on the settee and focused her gaze on the invitation that occupied her sturdy grasp; an elegant ivory invite trimmed with pink ribbon and paper lace, that bore a message inscribed in flowing script-words meant only for her.
“Ballet Noir would be honored by the presence of Moira Bentley, the esteemed author, at the London performance of our current show, A Dance of Lovers, to take place the 23rd of May at Theatre Satine downtown.”
“Theatre Satine,” she murmured aloud, brow furrowed in confusion. “I’m a lifelong Londoner and I swear I’ve never heard of the place.”
Lord Caldwell shrugged.
“From what I understand it is a low profile theater owned and maintained by the troupe,” he explained. “They do seem to be a small and mysterious company, but certainly well endowed.”
“Well endowed?” Moira squeaked, eyes flying wide.
“Indeed,” Totally missing the “point,” Lord Caldwell once again gestured toward the papers in Moira’s hands. “They are offering us a substantial stipend to produce ‘The Phantom Lover’ as a full-scale ballet production.”
Moira nodded.
“Well that’s very kind of them.” Still distracted and more than a bit aroused, she struggled to focus on the contracts in her hand as images of Ian still haunted her psyche. “I just want to insure that they respect the integrity of my work.”
And that they find someone delicious enough to play Ian, she added silently.
Aloud she said, “I’d be more than pleased to attend their show and meet the troupe.”
“Excellent!” Lord Caldwell clapped his hands together, adding through gritted teeth, “Although I warn you, lass, you may want to take an escort to the show.” He stroked his chin. “Something about these people seems just a bit,” he paused, “unseemly. Bizarre, even.”

Ignoring Lord Caldwell’s paternal advice, Moira ventured alone the next evening to Theater Satine; first adorning herself in a rarely worn red silk dress lined with tiny diamonds on the front. A shiny pearl pin held her unruly mass of ebony hair firmly in place, accentuating her wide dark eyes and ivory complexion. A pair of sleek red satin slippers completed the costume, which was not in keeping with her usual mode of dress.
I guess I’m not quite myself tonight. She smiled as she hopped into the hired coach that would whisk her across the city; delivering her at the front entryway of the magnificent Theater Satine.
The theater, it turned out, stood as a small but impressively structured building on the outskirts of London.
In her estimation the theater seemed something out of a fairy tale; or, at the very least, a captivating study in contrasts. Its exterior was a rich confection of ivory stone arches, stained glass windows painted in grand fashion with all the colors of the rainbow, cast iron gates and-flanking these gates-statues of sweet winged cherubs who smiled in greeting.
Yet once she stepped through these gates, slipping also through the stained glass double doors that fronted Theater Satine, she entered a world of dark beauty that stole her breath.
It turned out the building’s brilliant windows provided it’s only light; illuminating the polished cherry wood furniture placed in the club’s sitting area, setting visual fire to the rose brocade wallpaper and scarlet-hued seat cushions that also distinguished this space.
The windows also lent a curious light to the unique oil paintings that lined the walls of Theater Satine. As she drew closer to them, Moira’s eyes flew wide as she realized that each of the paintings depicted a gorgeous young couple in the throes of erotic ecstasy.
Either that, she pursed her lips at the glorious backgrounds and intricate paint strokes that comprised each portrait, or they just collapsed on top of one another when they saw the price of the painting.
“Like what you see, Ms. Bentley?”
Her thoughts disrupted by a soft feminine voice that nonetheless purred with power, Moira turned to face a short fiftyish woman of generous proportions, much like her own. Clad in a foot length dress of sleek black satin, her keen blue eyes assessed her visitor with a strength and clarity that made Moira wince.
“How did you know my name?” Moira stepped forward to take the woman’s offered hand, immediately noticing the long fingernails that protruded from her ebony lace gloves.
“Somehow,” the woman smiled, “I just knew.”
Releasing Moira’s hand, she made a broad gesture that seemed to define and encompass the whole of their surroundings.
“I am Bethelyn Castor, the owner and proprietor of both Theater Satine and Ballet Noir,” she leaned forward to plant a daring kiss on the cheek of a stunned Moira. “And you, dear Moira, have written a brilliant book that is sure to make a beautiful ballet; our first full length production.”
“Why thank you.” Moira took a seat in a latticework chair at a table near the front of the club; watching as her hostess claimed a seat beside her and motioned for a nearby waiter. “I greatly look forward to tonight’s performance.”
A handsome young blond server presented her with a gold-hued tankard that brimmed with what appeared to be a rich red wine; then handed a second cup to her smiling hostess.
“I know that you will enjoy our show, Ms. Bentley,” she nodded with confidence. “I hand select the best dancers for Ballet Noir.” She arched her eyebrows, taking a deep sip of rich red wine. “And they just happen to include some of the most handsome young men in the city.”
“Really?” Moira felt her curiosity peak. “Well now I truly can’t wait to see the show.”
The two shared a girlish giggle as Bethelyn nudged her guest with a conspiratorial elbow.
“You are a truly unique young woman who always speaks her mind, I sense it through your writing,” she praised Moira. “I have a feeling that you and I will get on very well.” She leaned forward, retrieving Moira’s golden tankard and placing it in her hands. “And I have a feeling that you will love tonight’s performance, Ms. Bentley.”
“I’m sure I shall.” Moira took a deep, fortifying drink of the sweetest ruby hued wine she’d ever tasted; a brew with a fruity, herbal taste that both soothed and aroused her senses. “And do call me Moira.”
Turning her attention to the front of the club, she marveled at the sight of a tiled stage fronted by a long red velvet curtain; and bordered by a gold framed mural of ethereal cherubs in flight.
“Beautiful,” she breathed, taking a second sharp gulp of wine.
“Oh my dear,” Bethelyn giggled, gracing her with a second sisterly nudge, “You have seen nothing yet.”
As if on cue, the curtain lifted to reveal a stage decorated with endless bouquets of ebullient florals: roses red and gold, pearl pink carnations, and lavender water lilies gathered in golden urns that bordered the stage on all sides.
Standing center stage were two dancers, a male and a female, who themselves had floral attributes; both, Moira noted, were tall and willowy beings with exquisite lean forms and luxurious long hair.
The golden haired couple wore brass trimmed uniforms that shone ivory in the lights of the stage. The young man, an angelic being with carved bronzed features and bright azure eyes, wore an elegant tailored suit that could befit a prince.
His partner, a stunning young woman with keen green eyes and blonde hair that fell to her waist, stunned in a gauzy, floor-length gown that swept the floor as she walked.
This luminous couple met center stage as the music commenced; filling the atmosphere with the surge of violins and the rich timbre of a grand piano.
Moira gaped as the couple moved in perfect synch with this airy, ethereal tune, their arms entangling as their feet seemed to float on air.
Suddenly they launched into a flawless dance, their bodies moving in concert as they performed all of the twirls, dips and pirouettes common to the dance of ballet.
Then, at least in Moira’s eyes, they did something quite uncommon; coming together at the center of the stage in what looked like a passionate clench.
Her mouth dropped open as the female dancer sank in the male’s embrace, pressing her full breasts against his chest as their perfect hips shook and locked in the perfect likeness of intercourse.
Staring deep into one another’s eyes, the couple writhed in a seductive clench as their feet continued to float across the floor; finally the man dipped his partner in a thrilling manner, the reams of his long golden hair falling to drape their faces as he seized her lips in a passionate kiss.
Moira gasped as, in plain view of the audience, the couple’s mouths merged and their tongues entangled to complete their dance.
The crowd erupted in applause, with an excited Moira hollering her approval as the couple bowed and left the stage.
“They must be lovers in real life,” she whispered to Bethelyn.
“No,” the troupe owner shook her head. “Actually Noel is my lover.”
Moira’s eyes flew wide; she took a deep sip of wine, struggling to recover from this first shock as the second arrived in grand fashion just a few moments later.
The second dancer of the evening was a solo male, adorned in skin-fitting royal blue tights and a matching gold-trimmed jacket.
The splendor of this dancer’s costume paled in comparison to his flawless features: his wide dark eyes, his carved cheekbones, his full lips-a succulent mouth that now curved upward in a sensual smile meant only for her.
Ensnaring her with a hypnotic gaze, the dancer performed some flawless twirls and a graceful pirouette; moves that seemed uncommon for a man of his hard and divine muscularity.
She was just as impressed by his graceful fall of long, auburn hair; locks that he threw about like a lion’s mane as his feet canvassed the floor beneath him.
“It’s Ian,” she breathed.
“Yes,” Bethelyn’s soft voice just barely penetrated her aroused psyche. “He’s your Ian.”
Moira said nothing, only watched enraptured as the dancer thrust his firm arms high above his head and shifted his hips. His grin turned wicked as he launched into a full bodied gyration; his hips thrusting forward in her direction as his eyes continued to probe her.
Moira’s own gaze seemed pinned to his as the crowd dissolved around them; his every look, his every move, was only for her; and when he slowly unbuttoned his royal blue jacket to bare his body for her, she felt a wave of sheer, sharp arousal that threatened to overwhelm her.
Her heart pounded and her pussy gushed as his sudden, suggestive move revealed a massive muscled chest and sculpted ab muscles; both of which glowed in the lights above them.
His dance took on a sexual character as he writhed across the stage like a cat in heat; his chest and arm muscles flexing to delightful effect as he continued to gyrate.
He’s the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen, Moira bit her lip, her cheeks flushing red hot. I want to touch him.
Seeming to sense her need, the dancer advanced to the front of the stage with a feline stroll that stole her breath; then, coming to a dead halt at her table, he held his hand out to her.
Just like in my dream, she mused.
Yet unlike the dreams that plagued her psyche every night, this one did not fade to black; quite the contrary, Ian’s arms were hard and warm as they swept her onto the stage, encompassing her in an embrace that united their bodies in a passionate clench.
“I must warn you,” she stared into his eyes, her own voice barely audible above the pounding of her own heart, “I don’t dance nearly as well as I write.”
His answering chuckle was deep and sensual.
“Do not worry Madame,” he pressed those delicious lips firm against her cheek. “Relax and let me do everything.” He engaged her in a thrilling dip, pressing his muscled chest against hers. “I am here for your pleasure.”
Suddenly he surged upward, lifting her full-figured form with effortless ease and twirling her free in the air.
Letting loose with an uncharacteristic giggle, she threw her head back and braced her hands on his sturdy shoulders; sighing a moment later as he joined their bodies for an unforgettable tango.
Their hands clenched between them as he moved against her; his hips rocking against hers in a suggestive manner as she rested his head on his bare chest and fell with ease into his rhythm.
“I’ve never danced this way at a society ball,” she smiled, inhaling his rich citrus scent as her fingers dared to tangle in the strands of his long auburn hair.
“Really?” He teased her with a flirtatious wink. “So tell me, do they do this at society balls?”
Sweeping her up in a heated embrace, he seized her lips in a passionate kiss; swallowing her surprised gasp as he rubbed his full, moist lips against hers and thrust his tongue inward-its slow, smooth back and forth motion emulating the motions of sex.
Wrapping her arms around his muscled shoulders and leaning inward, Moira lost herself in his kiss; pressing her lips against his as his delectable hands ran like warm water down her back.
All too soon he pulled away; once again offering his hand as the crowd roared around them.
“Care to go backstage, love?” He seared her with his sultry eyes.
“You think?” She arched her eyebrows, making quick steps for that mysterious region behind the second velvet curtain.
Soon she found herself seated on a lush settee of crinkled lavender silk; staring around her with wide eyes at an elaborately adorned area that seemed to double as a dressing room.
The blond couple that she’d seen earlier on stage lounged easily on scarlet cushions at opposite sides of the room; feasting on an assortment of cheeses and fruits as they regarded their guest with curious stares. Meanwhile, the next act scheduled to dance-an ebony-haired duo with similar striking features-scurried to slip in to their skin tight costumes as their intro music surged around them.
Moira, by contrast, lounged easy on her seat, smiling as her handsome host fed her an assortment of sumptuous petit fours; tasty delicacies served up on a shiny silver platter.
“You are officially too wonderful,” she praised him, smacking her lips. “Do tell me your name.”
The dancer shrugged.
“As you well know, Ms. Bentley.” He charmed her with a white-toothed grin. “I am your Ian.” His beam dissolved as he set aside the platter, taking her hand in his. “For so long, Moira, I have felt lost in life-I walked the streets of London as an orphan, and for a while I worked in the service of older ladies in need of male companionship.”
“Really?” Moira straightened in her seat, startled by his frankness.
“So sorry, didn’t mean to shock you miss.” The dancer clasped her hands in his, leaning forward to grace her with a gaze of tender sincerity.
“Oh it’s all right.” She squeezed his fingers. “Do go on.”
“Well, I fear there’s not much to tell.” Her companion gestured toward the other troupe members, who offered shy smiles in return. “You are looking at my brothers and sisters of the street. Bethelyn found us when we were in our early 20s, and she taught us to dress and dance.” He smiled slightly at the thought of his mentor. “She is a very generous woman, Miss-and while she gave us all that we needed in life, she didn’t give me a true identity.” He threw his hands up in a helpless gesture. “I did not know who I was,” with this his brilliant smile returned, and he surged forward to sear her lips with a quick but meaningful kiss. “Then I read your book, Miss. And in your hero Ian I found a reflection of myself, only he was so much better. So great and noble.” His darkened gaze came alight with wonder as he considered his character. “I started to think and speak as he did, to read the same books and practice the same beliefs. Suddenly I had a persona, a world view.” He gathered a beaming Moira in his arms, clutching her close. “Bethelyn made me a dancer, Moira-but you made me a person.”
Drawing back with a soft sob, Moira cupped Ian’s carved cheeks and rained kisses on his smiling lips.
“I am honored that my novel inspired you so,” she smiled, “And I understand your feelings, as Ian has given me life as well, at least in a manner of speaking.” She squinted thoughtfully. “For so long, I was known primarily as the sheltered matron who still resided in her parents’ home and cared for them as they aged.” Her gaze grew misty as she pictured the kind faces of Lord and Lady Bentley. “It was an honor to care for my parents-but when they passed I found myself alone, and quite without purpose.”
“I’m sorry.” Ian held her closer to him. “Surely, though, many a man has asked for your hand in marriage.”
He jumped as Moira met his words with a burst of raucous laughter.
“Not a single one dear,” she rolled her eyes heavenward. “I was never what you would call a belle of the ton.” She shrugged. “The gentlemen of my class seem to be in search of a woman who lacks both brains and hips.” She lifted her chin in a proud stance. “I have both in abundance, and am quite happy by myself-especially now that I’ve written my book, and I have a career and a purpose.”
“That’s wonderful Miss. You are an amazing woman, like none I’ve ever met.” Ian applauded, adding in a softened voice, “Only I must observe, my lady, that when I read your work I feel such warmth and passion rising from your pages.” His voice lowered to a sultry whisper as his arms tightened around her waist. “I sense a desire that needs to be satisfied.” Ian arched his eyebrows, nestling her neck as his tickling fingertips massaged her lower back. “Perhaps I could help.”
She took in her breath as he planted sweet baby kisses across the surface of his tender nape; all the while running his hands down her sides and across her rounded hips.
Closing her eyes, Moira tipped her head back and moaned softly as he lowered his head to her breasts; licking their exposed tops before kissing her nipples through the soft sheen of her silken gown.
For a moment the woman lost herself in passion, running loving hands through his long, soft hair as he worshipped her with his mouth.
Suddenly her eyes flew open, and she flushed beneath the scrutinizing gaze of the blonde Noir dancers.
“Ian, they’re watching us,” she hissed.
“It’s quite all right love.”
She jumped at the sight of a smirking Bethelyn, who swept into the backstage area with the soft swish of her satin skirts.
“We are all very open around here.” She watched as her final dancers of the evening, the sculpted ivory skinned brunette couple, took leave of the stage; joining them in the backstage area. “Indeed, it is after a performance of Ballet Noir that the real show begins.”
Claiming a seat in a cushioned wicker fan chair at the center of their dressing room, Bethelyn watched with a casual gaze as the dark-haired male stripped out of his fitted silver-hued tights; revealing a lean, sleek body that shone pure white in the lights above him.
Not to be outdone the golden-haired dancer abandoned his plush scarlet cushion and crawled to Bethelyn’s side; searing her with a sedulous glance as he rose up on his knees before her.
“May I please you Bethelyn?” He entreated her, flexing his muscles for her pleasure.
“You may Noel.” Relaxing in her seat, Bethelyn closed her eyes as he surged upward to claim her lips in a sweet kiss.
Standing tall and proud before her, Noel slipped out of his tight black pants; revealing in full a glorious study in sculpted muscularity.
Again dropping to his knees, the dancer crawled between her parted thighs and kissed her feet; groveling as he rose to plant additional warm kisses on her soft skin and thighs.
“She wears no petticoats,” Moira murmured, stopping just short of believing the scene before her.
“That is what you find most shocking about this situation?” Ian continued to rub her shoulders and back, all the while chuckling his mirth at her vague observation. “You delight me Miss.”
Returning her gaze to her besotted companion, Moira wrapped her arms around his shoulders and leaned her head on his chest.
“I like you as well Ian. I feel like I’ve known you forever.” She gave him an affirming squeeze. “Only you do seem to keep some very strange company, I must say.”
She shook her head as she saw Noel surge between Bethelyn’s parted legs, fixing his full lips around her throbbing clit as the other dancers watched with smiling, placid expressions.
All, that is, save one. Lips pulled in a jealous pout, the naked raven-haired dancer also approached the mistress of the troupe; coming from behind to massage her sturdy shoulders and kiss her neck.
His hands dropping to her breasts, he rubbed her nipples to aroused peaks as the blond dancer saw to her other pleasure point; licking and laving her hot, hard nub as she purred her approval.
“They live for her pleasure,” Moira whispered, shifting in Ian’s arms as a line of sweat formed on her brow.
“And I, my darling, live for yours.” She didn’t resist as Ian pulled her to him, laying a luscious lick down the length of her cheek as she marveled at the show before her. “Don’t you see, Moira? All this time you have been writing and dreaming the intimate dance of the phantoms.” He cupped her flushed cheek in a tender hand, turning her head until their gazes locked. “Now you can do the dance, with me as your partner.”
“Yes,” Moira sighed, her hungry hands roaming the breadth of his massive chest as she leaned into his lap. “I want to feel the pleasure, Ian.”
“Your wish,” he whispered, “is my command.”
Running his hand down the silken folds of her evening gown, Ian’s fingers were reverent but daring as they rubbed her breasts and nurtured her rounded abdomen, then descending to tend to her weary legs before stealing up her skirt.
“Consider me your servant,” he whispered, staring into her eyes, “Let me bring your fantasy to life.”
Seizing her lips in an impassioned kiss, he put his tongue and his fingers to work; indeed, while his tongue laved and seduced her mouth his fingers rubbed and tickled their way up her legs; stealing beneath her petticoats to stroke the skin of her feminine mound.
Opening herself to him with a contented sigh, Moira threw her head back and pressed her full breasts against his chest.
Although a quick glance downward revealed the pressing of a long, hard shaft against the threads of his tights, his focus remained solely on her pleasure as he cupped her femininity; tickling and teasing her throbbing nub as he continued to kiss and caress her.
“Just think of this as a dance,” he whispered, “a dance of the phantoms.”
Vaulting into his lap, Moira let out at a cry of joy as his fingers quickened their motions; pressing against her clit to create a divine friction that drove her insane.
Finally her body exploded in the throes of an incredible climax; the first she’d ever experienced. Her heart pounded and her pussy gushed as she collapsed in Ian’s arms; giving him a drunken smile as he kissed her face and neck.
“That was amazing, Darling,” she stole a stray glance across the room, where a contented Bethelyn also writhed in the heat of apparent ecstasy; her golden haired lover rising to his feet to switch places with the dark-haired dancer-a bold fellow who immediately sank into her lap and rocked his hips against hers.
“What manner of dance is that?”Moira rested in Ian’s arms, watching with raised eyebrows as the dancer gyrated in Bethelyn’s lap, then grew still as his mistress surged forward and sank her teeth in his neck.
“What on earth?” Moira surged to her feet, prepared to run to the dancer’s aide.
She froze as the young man peered over his shoulder, his eyes glowing a curious gold as he pinned her with a serene smile.
Bethelyn, meanwhile, continued to nip and suck her dancer’s neck, her own eyes gleaming scarlet red as she moaned her pleasure.
“It’s all right, darling.” Even Ian’s soothing voice failed to succor her senses. “It’s simply a part of what they do. He enjoys it.”
“Even so,” Moira clenched her fists at her sides, “it is simply not natural.”
Turning away from the unsettling scene, she grasped her skirts and walked with a flourish toward a convenient backstage exit.
“It is, however, quite clarifying,” she said over her shoulder, “You people are indeed the phantoms of my novel. You planted your sinful story in my mind….with the intent to corrupt a gentlewoman!”
****
The next morning, the rare appearance of a London sun roused Moira from a restless sleep; prompting her to turn over on her stomach and bury her head in her pillow.
Ah, what is this? I usually love a sunny morning. She closed her eyes, blocking out the rays that assailed her gaze like shards of broken glass. I guess just have a few hours with those people rendered me a creature of the night.
Her sleep had been plagued with an unsavory mixture of dreams and nightmares; one minute she savored a dreamed remembrance of Ian’s tender touch. The next she saw Bethelyn’s evil eyes, and almost felt the prick of her pointed fangs.
Surging upward in her bed, she wrapped her arms around her knees and opened her eyes.
“Who are they?” She said aloud. “What do they want of me?”
Her troubled meditation was disrupted by a sharp knock at her door; expecting the maid with her morning’s breakfast, she called for her visitor to enter.
She gaped seconds later as her door opened to reveal a tall, auburn haired man dressed in a smart white day suit-and carrying what she had to admit was a sumptuous breakfast tray; one topped with a generous serving of crepes doused in strawberry syrup.
“How did you know that I love….” She trailed off, waving away her own question with a dismissive hand. “I know, I know-you see my every fantasy and know my every desire.”
Easing her with a robust laugh, Ian perched himself on the edge of her bed and greeted her with a gentle smile.
“You look absolutely lovely with your hair down,” he ran a tender hand through the soft brown lengths of her curly tresses.
Ignoring his compliment, Moira jerked away from her lover and sat away from him on the bed.
“What have you done with my maid?” She demanded, planting her hands on her hips.
“I bribed her with chocolate and gold coins,” Ian chuckled, “both of which she is enjoying downstairs in your kitchen.”
His grin dissolved as he took Moira’s hands in his, kissing them warmly.
“Moira, I need you to listen to me.” He leaned forward on the bed. “You were right to refer to the dancers of Ballet Noir as phantoms. We are indeed creatures of the night.” He cringed at his own words. “The only way I could visit you this morning was under the cover of a dark cloak. And even as I wore it, the sun still plagued me.”
Immediately softening, Moira squeezed Ian’s fingers as she pursed her lips in empathy.
“You do look a bit weary, though still annoyingly perfect.” She cocked her head. “Why did you risk your life to come to me, Ian?”
“How could I not?” Ian shook his head, tone emphatic. “For months I dreamed of you, Moira. For ages I dreamed of the woman who was light in the darkness, who would care for me as a person, not just as some dancing phantom…” he spat out these last words as though they were venomous.
His eyes flew wide with surprise as Moira surged forward, wrapping her arms around his shoulders.
“I dreamed of you as well, Ian, and I know in my heart that you are not a creature of evil.” She raised a finger for emphasis. “But Bethelyn is, isn’t she? Much like the creatures in those old legends, she bit you and took your soul….”
“True,” Ian interrupted, “but she also gave me a life, and a home. She taught me a skill. In dancing I have found such pleasure and freedom….”
“At the expense of what?” Moira balled her fists, eyes flashing. “Believe me Ian, I’ve read and studied the legends of the vampire. I know what you are….”
“No, you do not!” Ian clutched her in his arms, pinning her with an imploring gaze. “I am not a killer, Moira. I don’t drink blood-indeed, the only thing that I give my ‘victims’, all of whom are willing, is a good sound pleasuring.”
Moira jumped, shaking her head in what seemed to be a show of sheer disbelief.
“You mean to say that you derive your nourishment from the pleasuring of women?”
“I thrive on women’s sexual energies,” Ian agreed, voice softening as he moved closer to her. “I, along with all the dancers at Ballet Noir, can sense immediately if someone is attracted to me. This is why we first connected in our dreams.” He smiled slightly, “And when we read your book, Moira….”
“My sexual energy probably charted pretty much off the map,” the author blushed, averting her gaze to the ground.
“Not just your sexual energy, Moira,” Ian chuckled, gracing her with a playful nudge. “Your creativity, your warmth,” he beamed. “We need someone like you in our fold Moira, which is why I’ve continued to visit your dreams.” His voice lowered to a seductive whisper. “I needed to lure you inward.”
Moira shrugged, unimpressed.
“You keep referencing what the troupe wants.” She pursed her lips. “What do you want, Ian?”
Without hesitation, Ian once again drew her in to a sweet, loving embrace.
“What I want Moira,” he kissed her lips, “is a woman who will show concern for me, who will ask me about my life…and, indeed, about what I want from my life.” He drew her inward, pressing their bodies together. “I want you.”
“Don’t tell me,” Moira leaned back into the sheets of her floral canopied bed, taking Ian to the place where she’d first dreamed of him. “Show me, love.”
Eager to oblige her, Ian stripped Moira’s buxom body of its tight, confining nightgown; tossing it on the floor as he planted adoring kisses down the length of her neck and across the breadth of her bare, sensitive breasts.
His hands bracing her soft-skinned waist, he licked her belly button before ducking low between her parted knees; the soft fabric of his suit a pleasing sensation against the surface of her bare skin.
An even more pleasing sensation ensued when he tossed his head so that his lips hovered just above her feminine area; as the sleek strands of his coppery hair settled in an appealing mass around her waist, he licked open her tender folds and fixed his lips around her clit, suckling her as she sighed with delight and bucked her hips upward.
Taking this as a cue, he laved her nub with his long, wet tongue and braced his hands on her soft hips; devouring her clit with an animal growl as she covered his hands with hers.
With a last mighty lick he sent her over the edge, careening across the bounds of an intense orgasm.
Her entire body reverberating with the impact of her pleasure, she relaxed as shards of erotic ecstasy covered her from head to toe.
In a haze of pleasure she watched as Ian rose up on his knees, holding her gaze as he stripped off his gentleman’s jacket to reveal a body made for sin. His tailored pants came off next, further revealing the long, hard shaft that seemed to salute her presence.
“Come here you beautiful man,” she swept him in her arms, delighting as his hard, massive body covered her own.
“Take me,” Ian hissed, sweeping her up in a passionate embrace as their arms and legs entangled. “I only want to be yours.”
“We certainly can arrange that,” Moira whispered, leaning down to layer his chest with sweet baby kisses as he settled between her legs.
Their hips and thighs locked to create a tender sort of friction, lighting a fire that spread wild through every fiber of their beings.
Collapsing on the bed in a frenzy of passion, their lips and tongues also merged as he hugged her to him; his hair settling around her shoulders as their kisses grew more intense.
“I know this is your first time love,” Ian heaved a frustrated sigh, touching her cheek in a loving stroke. “I do not wish to hurt you.”
“I assure you,” Taking matters in her own hands, Moira rolled atop her shocked lover and wrapped her legs around his back, bringing him into her. “I’ll be fine.”
With a lustful howl he penetrated her, thrusting his graceful hips forward as his long, hard cock filled her to the core.
Enacting the most intimate dance of all, the couple joined hands as their bodies writhed in the heat of their sublime joining; their arms clenching in a timeless embrace as he continued to move inside her.
Their eyes flew open as they merged as one, and they clung to one another as they weathered the storm of an intense mutual climax.
Sharing a bonding energy that left them both breathless, their sweaty bodies reverberated with a force that culminated a desire long denied.
Sinking in the sheets of Moira’s lush feathered bed, the couple sealed this bond with tender kisses and whispered words.
“I shall return to the ballet with you, Ian.” Moira kissed his lips. “Yet before I give them the rights to my work, I must see and experience more of this strange world, this dark life you lead….”
“Only now it doesn’t seem so dark,” Ian silenced her with a gentle smile. “Not so dark at all, Moira.”



THE DEMON LOVER 2


London, 1851
As Moira Bentley escaped the earthly world that confined and restrained her, she flew in dreams to a distant tiled stage fronted by a long red velvet curtain; and bordered by a gold framed mural of cherubs in flight.
The beauty of this theater paled in comparison to the man who stood center stage; an ethereal creature with long, silken auburn hair, wide dark eyes, full lips and sculpted features. She warmed as he opened his arms to her; soon their bodies merged as one on the stage, engaging in a forbidden dance that left her breathless.
She knew that, in the audience before them, people watched and judged her. Even so she couldn’t help but devour his succulent lips in a hot, full-bodied kiss; or to run her hands all over his hard muscled form.
All too soon the dance came to an end, as did Moira’s dream.
Yet unlike evenings past, when such an erotic fever dream left her frustrated and agonizingly aroused, she awoke this night with a gentle smile-and the knowledge that the man of her dreams was now the man of her life.
Indeed, Moira’s dreams of a sensual phantom had haunted her for more than a year; and at first the frustrated society maiden poured her resulting lust and passion into the pages of her first novel-a romance titled “The Phantom Lover” that had scandalized London society.
The book scandalized many people to the point that they just had to buy a copy, she pursed her lips. In many cases, two.
The tome was such a smash hit, in fact, that a local ballet troupe announced its intentions to produce her work as a musical production. And, as divine luck would have it, the lead dancer of Ballet Noir was the living embodiment of her hero Ian; the true and literal man of her dreams.
This would indeed be a perfect match, a perfect situation, Shifting in the silk sheets of her floral feathered bed, she stared in contemplation at the lovely rose print that graced her overhead canopy, if he wasn’t such a bloody vampire.
Indeed, all dancers involved in Ballet Noir were creatures of the incubus; vampires who live by night and-in lieu of blood-draw their nourishment from the sexual energies of humans.
At least they boast some sort of an excuse for their insatiable appetites, she bit her lip, rising from her bed and crossing the room to her sable hued wardrobe.
As much as Moira wanted to languish in dreams of her handsome lover, she had a day full of writing ahead of her; her editor, the honorable Lord Thomas Caldwell at Silver Ridge Books, had commissioned a sequel to The Phantom Lover. And the lady author had a plan.
“I shall write the first few chapters today,” she wrapped her plump body in her favorite white lace dressing gown, taking a seat at the cherry wood writing desk that formed a corner of her bedroom. “Then research my love scenes tonight, when Ian comes for dinner.”
And, if their last few engagements had been any indication, he’d also stay for breakfast the next morn.

On the other side of London a second woman woke; rousing herself from the sleep of the dead.
“I never was much of a day person.”
Bethelyn Castor rose from the sheets of the canopied, lavender doused sleeping place that marked the centerpiece of her personal living space at Theatre Satine; an exclusive ballet theater that she owned and operated on the secret outskirts of downtown London.
She always admired the sheer grandeur of her treasured boudoir, which came complete with lavender butterfly wallpaper, matching bedding, and a rich assortment of cherry wood furnishings.
Its most glorious accent, in her estimation, took the form of the handsome golden-haired sprite lying naked in her bed.
One of her star dancers at Ballet Noir, the only troupe to dance the halls of Theater Satine, Noel stood as a glorious example of beauty in motion.
And when sleeping, she observed, he resembled nothing short of an angel in repose.
Bethelyn paused just a moment to behold the vision that now slept alone in her bed. She marveled at the wave of pure gold hair that spilt unbound across her pillow; framing a bronzed face that came complete with flawless skin and full, lush lips. She relished the sight of thick eyelashes fanned over carved cheekbones; lamenting at the same time that these lashes concealed his gem blue eyes-and that her slick lavender sheets concealed his lean, perfect body.
Growling low in her throat, Noel’s older lover felt her fangs grow long in her mouth; always a sure sign of her own arousal. On any other morning, she mused, she’d act on this feeling; pouncing the warm and willing beauty to unite and satisfy their merged thirst.
“Make that any other evening.” Running a soothing hand through her unruly mass of light blonde hair, Bethelyn retrieved a black silk day dress from her wardrobe and tossed it over the curves of her full-figured body with careless aplomb. “Any respectable vampire would be in bed at this hour.”
Yet as the leader of an incubus den that doubled as a rather salacious dance troupe, she knew that nothing about her life was remotely respectable.
“And when one has to meet a human investor, a woman who is ready to provide the money for my next production,” with a broad smile she turned for the door, “one makes adjustments.”
Soon she stepped into the main sitting area of Theatre Satine; a lavish centre of dark beauty that never failed to steal her breath.
Fronted by a classic set of stained glass double doors, the club’s walls shone with a rich sheen of rose brocade wallpaper; a glorious surface that itself shone as a backdrop to various examples of erotic artwork. Each of these luminous oil paintings depicted a gorgeous young couple in the throes of erotic ecstasy.
Seated at one of the lace-covered tables that occupied this theater-which, for all intents and purposes, doubled as a private club-was Zelda Martin, a prominent seamstress who owned one of the busiest clothing shops in London.
A longtime friend and associate of Ballet Noir, this slender, raven-haired Englishwoman crafted many of the lush, lavish costumes that marked Noir performances.
A strong supporter of the arts, she’d also single-handedly funded several of the troupe’s shows.
“Zelda!” Swooping down upon her smiling visitor with a warm, maternal hug, Bethelyn claimed the seat beside her; staring in blatant admiration at her petite, olive-eyed guest. “You look lovelier than ever.”
“I’m also wealthier than ever,” Zelda squared her slender shoulders, running a smoothing hand through the folds of her pink velvet skirts. “The queen has commissioned my signature rose gown for the occasion of her birthday ball.”
“Splendid!” Bethelyn applauded, adding with a shrug, “If you seek a place to invest some of this money, we are planning a wonderful new production at Ballet Noir.”
Zelda tilted her head, gracing her hostess with a captivated smile.
“So pour me a magnum of your best champagne and tell me all about it,” she nodded.
One hour and a good number of bubbly glasses later, Bethelyn had given Zelda a full account of “The Phantom Lover”; the spellbinding novel that was sure to make the perfect Noel ballet.
“I only hope we’ve secured the rights,” Bethelyn folded her hands on the table. “The author came to see our show a few weeks ago, and she left in a huff when she beheld our…” she reddened in spite of herself, “after show activities.”
Zelda let loose with a raucous laugh that echoed throughout the theater.
“Blimey, that’s the best part!” She winked. “Now don’t misunderstand, the pirouettes are nice,” she allowed with a wave, “but the orgies that take place after the show are truly sublime.”
Matching her laughter, Bethelyn clapped Zelda’s back and sat back in her chair.
“So tell me dear,” she tilted her head, “Can I count on you to fund our show?”
Immediately sobering, Zelda took a long sip from her crystalline tankard as she considered this question.
“I shall,” she said finally, “only this time, Bethelyn, I want something special in return.”
“Name it!” Bethelyn smiled.
Her grin dissolved seconds later, as she heard the stated condition.
“I want an evening with Ian.” Zelda’s tone was firm and unyielding as she leaned across the table. “If he agrees to be mine for one night, I will fund your show in full.”
Bethelyn shifted in her seat, entwining her fingers tight.
“I am afraid, Zelda, that Ian is not available,” she released on a sigh.
“Not available?” Zelda scoffed, tossing her mane of raven hair to divinely haughty effect. “Before he came to you, dear lady, he was ‘available’ to half the matrons in the ton.”
“And in the time that has elapsed since then, I’ve enjoyed his attentions myself,” Bethelyn smiled, but only briefly. “As of late he’s been spending a great deal of time with Moira Bentley, the author of ‘The Phantom Lover.’” She grinned again at the mention of Moira. “Moira’s book changed his life, and the woman herself has given him life. For the first time since he came to me, Zelda, I see light in his eyes. For the first time he laughs and smiles….”
She paused, an uncharacteristic sheen of tears filling her azure eyes.
“He’s a man again, and he’s a man in love.”
“He’s a man I desire,” Zelda interrupted, unmoved by Bethelyn’s show of emotion.
Rising from their table, Zelda fixed Bethelyn with a pointed look as she turned for the door.

“No man,” she snarled, “no money.”

“Ian!”
As much as Moira loved her beautiful manor drawing room-with its cherry wood furniture, red brocade wallpaper and plush ivory carpeting-she found that its most beautiful accent came in the form of a newly arrived visitor; a tall, muscular man who managed to dwarf his delicate feminine surroundings-not to mention shame them through the sheer force of his incredible masculine beauty.
Boasting a silken fall of auburn hair and wide, dark eyes, Ian also sported carved cheekbones and full, sumptuous lips; a mouth made all the more sumptuous when pursed in a kiss.
Sweeping her up in his arms, Ian pressed that succulent mouth to hers as he cradled her to him. Their hands clenched between them as their tongues entangled, their bodies clinging in a passionate clench that made their hearts race.
The pace steadied as Ian massaged her shoulders with warm, nurturing hands; his lips continuing to woo and coax hers as his hands mimicked his movements.
Finally Moira broke away, cupping his face in tender hands.
“Well blessed good eve to you too Guvna.” She chuckled in spite of herself. “How are you Ian?”
She trembled as he took her in his arms once again, staring into her eyes with a raw, bare hunger that shook her to the core.
“I’m desperate for you,” he growled, running his fingers through her soft dark hair as he buried his head in her neck. “Why have you never returned to the theater?”
Breaking their clutch, Moira took Ian’s hand and lead her lover to the prized floral settee that marked the center of the room. Motioning for him to sit, she once again took his hands in hers and fixed him with a sincere gaze.
“Ian, I really look forward to seeing my novel produced on your stage,” she nodded. “And I would indeed like to spend more time with the Ballet Noir cast, one member in particular.” She nudged him with tender affection. “Only you must admit, Ian, that my last visit to Theater Satine was,” she paused, grasping for the right words, “just a mite unorthodox.”
Ian shrugged.
“Well I suppose one would call an impromptu fit of orgiastic ecstasy, coupled of course with a blatant show of erotic vampirism, to be just a bit unorthodox,” he twitched his lips, obviously trying to suppress his laughter.
“Yes, just a bit,” Moira grinned in spite of herself, adding with an awkward gesture, “I may need just a bit more time to adjust to your way of living.”
“Perhaps this will help.”
Reaching into the deepest pocket of his long, black velvet coat, Ian withdrew a small rectangular card, handing it to Moira with a mysterious smile. “This is our proposed lobby card for the new production.”

Moira’s eyes flew wide as they beheld a miniature work of art; a miniature painting with a border of roses, that depicted two performers interlocked in what appeared to be an intimate dance.
She immediately recognized the title of the show, “The Phantom Lover”; she ran her fingers across the scarlet block letters that formed this title on the face of the beauteous canvas.
Next she touched the image of the male dancer depicted on the card; one that bore an uncanny-and very becoming-likeness to her own Ian.
“You’re beautiful,” she breathed, her fingertips seeming to memorize every curve and line of his face.
“Thank you,” he chuckled, gracing her cheek with a grateful kiss. “I fear, though, that my beauty does not equal that of my leading lady.”
“Really?” Stiffening beside him, Moira reluctantly shifted her gaze to the image of the phantom maiden; the one who would portray Micheline, the heroine of The Phantom Lover.
She immediately recognized the woman’s full-figured form, as well as her fair skin, wide dark eyes, and long ebony hair. Furthermore, this dancer posed in a scarlet-hued dress that looked eerily similar to her favorite frock.
“Ian,” she breathed, “You’ve found my twin! This woman not only likens my heroine,” she trembled in spite of herself, “She mirrors me, in every way.”
Ian smiled, wrapping his arms around her shoulders.
“She is you, love,” he whispered in her ear.
Eyes flying wide, Moira turned to pen Ian with a disbelieving stare.
Then she started laughing. Hard.
“Me, a ballerina?” She howled. “I fear I couldn’t dance if you dropped a flock of fire ants into the deepest reaches of my petticoats.”
Ian laughed.
“Since I met you, love, I find it difficult to dance-or do much of anything else-with anyone else.” He squeezed her shoulders, nipping her ear with an appreciative tongue. “I asked Bethelyn if she would allow you to dance the lead, and she immediately agreed.”
Moira shook her head.
“That’s lovely Darling, but really,” she arched her eyebrows, “as I so ably demonstrated the night we met at Theater Satine, I’m a writer-not a dancer.”
She took in her breath as Ian swept her in his arms; burying his head in her neck and coating its nape with ardent kisses.
“I’ve taught you many wonderful things since that night,” he growled, his hands enclosing her waist. “Did you not enjoy those lessons?”
Moira answered him with the flush of her cheeks and the swiftness of her breath.
“At least a bit,” she gasped out, giggling as he reached up to rub her breasts through the surface of their confining cloth.
“I thought as much,” Ian winked, adding more seriously, “Really though Darling, I did notice a great deal of grace and ease in your movements that night at the theater-along, I might add, with a healthy dose of sensuality.”

“Well I wonder why that might be,” she tweaked his nose. “I was never asked to dance that much at society balls, so I could never ascertain my talent.” She shrugged. “Perhaps I could try my luck on the stage.”
“Wonderful!” Ian applauded, adding with the sly waggle of his feathered eyebrows, “Care if I try my luck with you, lass?”
Moira rolled her eyes.
“Behave!” She graced his shoulder with a playful slap. “We should at least have dinner first. To the dining room with you, you beautiful rake!”

Across town another woman tossed restless in her bed; her movements rousing her golden haired lover from the depths of the deepest sleep.
“Bethelyn?” His silky reams of golden hair falling soft across his forehead, Noel-a male ballet star and one of the leading draws of Theater Satine-opened his angelic blue eyes to greet a new evening.
In the light of the bright luminous moon that shone forth through a nearby window, Noel’s bronzed, golden haired perfection was truly a sight to behold; yet Bethelyn could manage only a small smile as she turned to address him.
“Good eve, my beauty.” She ran the back of her chubby hand down the length of his carved cheek. “Did you sleep well?”
“You didn’t.” Noel frowned immediately, running a comforting hand down Bethelyn’s back. “You look as though you haven’t slept at all.”
“Why thank you, young man.” Bethelyn rolled her eyes. “Did I not teach my young men at Theater Satine to sing a woman’s praises at all times?” She slid a single condemning finger across Noel’s perfect lips. “Only words of glowing praise should pass those lovely lips.”
Ignoring her scolding words, Noel wrapped his arms around his lover and tilted his head against his.
“What troubles you, my lady?”
A sighing Bethelyn sank in his arms, running a soothing hand through the strands of his long blond hair.
“This morning I had a meeting with Zelda Martin, the investor behind many of our shows,” she explained. “I asked her to fund the production of The Phantom Lover, and she agreed-with one condition.” He sighed. “She wants Ian in her bed.”
“Ian?” Jerking upward, Noel shook his head in a show of utter shock. “He is in love with Moira.”
“I know.” Bethelyn nodded. “Yet before he knew Moira-indeed, before he even knew me-he made his money in women’s beds-not on a stage.”
“He has changed,” Noel insisted, once again taking a concerned Bethelyn in a warm, tender embrace. “We all have, with thanks to you.” He squeezed her shoulders.
Managing a small smile, Bethelyn tweaked Noel’s sculpted nose and moved away from him in the bed.
“I have money of my own, but not enough to do justice to the magnificent images that Moira composed in that book.” She shook her head, then, waving him from the bed, “This is not your worry, young man. Go and prepare for tonight’s performance.” She graced his shoulder with an affectionate nudge. “I think I’ll stay up here this evening, to conjure some sort of a plan.”

An hour later Noel stood outside the front door of Theater Satine; an elegant portrait of ivory stone arches, stained glass windows painted in lustrous fashion with all the hues of the rainbow, cast iron gates and-flanking these gates-statues of sweet winged cherubs who beamed in greeting.
The designated doorman for that evening, Noel also smiled at the long line of guests who awaited entrance into the theater; adding a wink or a sultry pout for the benefit of the females.
…at least one of whom seemed impressed by the gesture.
“Good evening Noel!” Dressed in a long gold lattice work dress that showed off her slender figure to nice effect, Zelda Martin stepped forward to clutch the hands of the smiling, handsome doorman. “Did Bethelyn post you out front, to lure hapless females into the theater?”
Noel chuckled, taking Zelda’s hand in his and kissing it with warm, soft lips.
“In your case, Miss,” he winked. “I certainly hope it works.”
Before she could respond, Noel swooped down upon her like a ravenous hawk; pulling her to him as he delivered a second sumptuous kiss-this one to her lips.
“Could I possibly ‘lure’ you into meeting me backstage?” He whispered against her mouth, running his massaging fingers across the back of her hand. “I’d love to show you the new dance steps I have learned…privately.”
His eyes flew wide as Zelda wrapped a snakelike arm around his waist; giving him a quick and unceremonious slap on the rump.
“Meet me after the final curtain,” she growled, eyes wild with desire.
Sending a salacious wink in the direction of a blushing Noel, she turned and walked with purposeful steps through the entrance of Theater Satine.
“That lass has accomplished quite a feat, Noel.” He immediately recognized the deep, sonorous voice of his next visitor. “I did not rightly think it was possible to make you blush.”
Noel raised his gaze to face a smirking Ian, already dressed for his lead role in that evening’s Ballet Noir production. At his side was Moira, who graced him with a gentler smile as she offered him her hand.
“It’s lovely to see you again, Noel.” She blushed prettily as he kissed her hand; her tender flush a lovely accent for her gown of scarlet satin.
“And you look most lovely this evening, Miss Moira.” Noel tilted his head. “It is good to see you back here at Theater Satine. I was afraid we had frightened you away.”
“Oh no,” Moira snorted, punching his shoulder. “You will find, dear Noel, that I am made of very strong stock-and, furthermore, that I have a very open mind.” She reinforced her words with a short, sharp nod. “It takes quite a lot to drive me away.”
“And it always helps when we offer her the lead role in her own production.” Ian nudged his companion, winking as he did at a chuckling Noel.
Moira gaped in mock indignation, planting her hands on her lips.

“I’ll have you know that had nothing to do with it!” She sniffed, adding in a low voice, “Well, virtually nothing at least.”
The trio laughed as Noel waved Ian and Moira onward into the theater.
I must say Ian has excellent choice in ladies, he mused, watching as the happy couple walked hand in hand in the opposite direction. I’ve never seen him this happy-and I intend to protect and preserve that happiness at any cost.” He pursed his lips. I’ll go in his place to the witch’s bed. And I shall make her forget him.

An hour later Moira sat at a front row table at Theater Satine, marveling at the spectacle of the theater’s main performance area; a tiled stage fronted by a long red velvet curtain, and bordered by a gold framed mural of ethereal cherubs in flight.
She basked further in the spectacle of an angel in motion; or at least her Ian likened an angel as he danced alone on stage, stepping and swaying a graceful line through a maze of beautiful and bountiful props: endless bouquets of radiant florals, roses red and gold, pearl pink carnations, and lavender water lilies gathered in golden urns that bordered the stage on all sides.
As much as she memorized his every move, thrilling at the sight of his flawless pirouettes and smiling as he swayed and sashayed, she also felt a degree of uncertainty as she witnessed his performance.
He and the other dancers have such natural grace, and heaven knows they’ve been learning and training in their craft for years on end. She leaned forward to focus on Ian’s feet, which seemed to float on air. And while I certainly feel confident enough to see my work performed on stage, I don’t know that I’m ready to perform it.
Seeming to read her thoughts, Ian stopped stock still at the center of the stage; fixing her with an intense, unnerving stare.
Oh no, she fixed him with a look that was vaguely threatening-in a loving way, of course. He means to bring me onstage.
Totally ignoring her hard eyes, he stepped off stage and into the audience; sweeping her most literally off her feet and returning to his place in the spotlight.
Their gazes locked as he set her on her feet, and the couple fell easily into a dance that sent them twirling across the stage. Following Ian’s lead, Moira stepped with an uneasy grace across the breadth of the stage; watching her feet to see if they claimed the divine rhythm needed to complete the dance.
She took in her breath as Ian took her chin in his fingers, lifting her head until their gazes locked.
“Do not think about it, my darling,” he whispered. “Just feel it. Just imagine that we are making love.” He fixed her with a devilish grin. “Just think about what I’m going to do to you after the show.”
Aroused and energized by these evocative words, she threw herself into the dance; her breasts crushing against his chest as their arms clutched and their hips rocked together.
Sweeping her up in an impassioned embrace, he twirled her in mid air; their public surroundings dissolved around them as she fell forward in his arms, their lips colliding in a passionate kiss.

Wrapping her arms around his muscled shoulders, Moira devoured Ian’s mouth as their tongues entangled; engaging in their own delicious tango as their bodies sank together.
Moira again looked downward; this time spotting a noticeable bulge that strained the threads of his tights.
“Take me Moira,” he whispered, dipping her in a thrilling flourish as the crowd roared around them. “I must have you now.”
Moira attempted a wry chuckle as she trembled outright.
“I can see that,” she whispered, running a gentle, soothing hand down the surface of his carved cheek. “All the same, we really should finish the dance for the benefit….”
Silencing her with a passionate kiss, Ian covered her lips with his and slid his tongue inward. Seducing her with his mouth and hands, he massaged the tension from her shoulders as the back and forth motion of his tongue emulated sex.
His full lips lulled her into an erotic trance that stole her breath; soon he’d seduced her senses, once again making her forget herself and her very public surroundings.
Melting in his arms, she did not resist as he swept her up in his arms and carried her backstage; waving to acknowledge the cheers of the audience who applauded this bold move.
One viewer, however, was less than impressed by the lovers’ theatrics. Standing from her seat with a grumpy “Harrumph!”, Zelda Martin grabbed her clutch purse and headed for the door.
“They can forget about their money,” she grumbled, pushing her way through the crowd in the direction of the theater entrance. “They can forget about their show.”
“Did you forget about me, Zelda?”
Zelda froze at the sound of a deep, soft voice; and at the touch of a strong but gentle hand that fixed itself on hers.
She raised her gaze to behold an angelic vision in white; indeed, Noel likened an angel in a dancer’s costume of sheer ivory satin, his hair flowing in golden waves down his smooth, planed back.
He held his hand out to her, his azure eyes alight with a sheen of hot, tender seduction.
“I’d like to invite you to a private performance,” he purred, leading her to a mysterious doorway at the side of the theater. “And this time, the dance will be just for you.”

****

Moments later Zelda found herself on the better side of heaven.
Seated in a straight back chair of lush gold brocade, she watched as the beautiful Noel danced only for her; his flawless body in dangerous proximity as he moved and swayed before her.
“What manner of dance is this?” She whispered, watching transfixed as he gyrated his hips; thrusting forward in a manner that suggested the motions of intercourse.
“It is a private, intimate dance,” he purred, his chest muscles flexing beneath the surface of sleek white satin, “one intended for you eyes only.”

With this he fixed his sturdy hands at the collar of his costume, pulling the satin fabric downward in slow, sedulous movements. Soon he’d peeled away the whole of his lush, slick covering, revealing a hard golden chest and an impressive set of sculpted ab muscles.
“You’re beautiful,” she breathed.
“I’m yours for the taking,” Noel crooked his finger in a seductive manner. “Touch me, Zelda.”
Eager to oblige, Zelda ran a lustful hand down the surface of his firm, bronzed chest; ogling and caressing him as he continued to writhe and slither outright for her pleasure.
With tickling fingertips she canvassed his abs with light, teasing touches; moments later, though, she laid a more firm and resolute grasp on the cock that protruded semi aroused through the threads of his ivory hued tights.
“I’d quite like to join the dance,” she growled, searing him with a wolfish grin.
“Your wish is my command.” Noel smiled, sinking to his knees before her.
For a moment the couple locked gazes, Noel reaching forward to stroke the strands of Zelda’s soft raven hair.
Then he leaned forward to seize her lips in a hard, impassioned kiss.
Zelda sighed her contentment as his soft, full mouth devoured hers, his tongue sliding inward to engage her in a French delight of a kiss.
The sigh became a moan as he pulled away; only to sink between her parted legs, granting her another kiss that was far more intimate.
“May I pleasure you, my lady?”
Leaning down to kiss her feet, Noel kissed his way up Zelda’s slender legs as he massaged her slender thighs.
“You may.” Throwing her head back, Zelda parted her knees and moaned outright; thrilled by the presence of a long, wet tongue on the surface of her feminine folds.
These too soon parted to admit his entrance, and Noel growled as he fixed his moist lips around her throbbing clit. Bracing his hands on her trim hips to move her forward on the chair, Noel suckled his lover’s engorged nub; sending shards of unbridled ecstasy surging upward through every fiber of her being. Her nipples hardened, her pussy gushed, her heart pounded as his beautiful lips worked magic on her clit; kissing and licking her most intimate area as her entire body responded.
With a last mighty lick he sent her soaring across the bounds of a lush, full-bodied orgasm; one that swept her up in a wave of pleasure that shook her to the core.
She was so lost in pleasure, in fact, that she almost didn’t hear the slamming of the door; and the distant screech of a vampire banshee.
“Noel!” Storming into the room with balled fists and a furious glare, Bethelyn Castor pointed an accusing finger at a quiet, cowering Noel. “What in the hell do you think you’re doing?”
“Isn’t it obvious?” Settling the skirts of her golden gown and rising from her chair, Zelda stood to welcome their surly hostess; one who visited the room in the beautiful company of Callum, a dark-haired, ivory-skinned star of the Ballet Noir dance troupe.
Zelda watched with amused eyes as Noel glared at Callum; himself rising from the floor to stand tall and proud in the presence of his rival.

“You told her of my plan to seduce Zelda.” His voice dripped with anger as he addressed the smug, smiling Callum. “You saw this as your opportunity to steal Bethelyn’s affections.”
“Your plan was to have sex with another woman, in the house of our mistress,” Callum folded his arms before him. “I felt that Bethelyn deserved to know.”
“Indeed I did.” Bethelyn’s gaze softened as she addressed a skittish, blushing Noel. “I thought you loved me Noel.”
Running to the side of his mistress, Noel sank down in front of Bethelyn and took her hands in his.
“I do!” He fixed her with an imploring gaze. “And that is why I wished to distract Zelda, to take her attentions away from Ian and save our production.”
Arching a sardonic eyebrow at this assertion, Zelda crossed the room in three smooth strides; finally coming face to face with the incensed Bethelyn.
“You should be thanking the man.” Zelda reached downward to stroke the strands of Noel’s long golden hair. “He did indeed just secure the funding for your production.”
Bethelyn was unamused.
“Zelda, I’d greatly prefer that you take leave of my theater.” She waved the smug seamstress in the direction of the door. “And please, do not return.”
Zelda gaped.
“Very well then, Bethelyn.” Her skirts swished in a dramatic flourish as she abandoned the scene. “I wish you much good fortune in funding the ballet.” She paused, pursing her lips. “Though I do believe that the excessive publicity may very well help your cause.”
“Publicity?” Bethelyn blanched, voice barely above a whisper.
“Why yes,” Zelda purred over her shoulder. “Just imagine everyone’s surprise when they read in the newspapers that their beloved arts venue, the Theater Satine, is actually a den of vampires.”

Elsewhere at Theater Satine, a contented couple lay with their naked bodies entwined on a settee of crinkled lavender silk; blissfully unaware of the incredible drama that permeated its halls.
To them the entire world revolved around Ian and Moira; their arms and legs wrapped in a timeless cocoon as their lips merged.
Settling the curvy form of his precious Moira in the depths of her favorite settee, Ian buried his head in her neck and pulled her closer than close. Thrilling at the feel of his sharpened fangs as they grazed her tender skin, she wrapped her legs around his waist and threw her head back; further delighting as he left a lusty line of kisses from her neck to her breasts.
His hands massaged her tired back as he kissed and licked her nipples; his hips thrusting against hers in an irresistible tease.
“You’re everything to me Moira.” He raised his head to devour her with a gaze that dripped with impassioned loving. “Your book helped me find my identity,” he cupped her face in his hands, “and you helped me find love.”

“So love me Ian.” Moira wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders, her breasts crushing against his chest as their mouths merged in a passionate kiss.
Never had the woman felt so loved; reclining in the arms of her enchanted companion, their hips locking as his tongue laved her mouth, and his lips romanced and seduced her.
Ducking his hand between them, Ian cupped Moira’s feminine area and rubbed the skin of her clit; sparking spasms of pleasure that covered her body as she sank contented in his arms.
His free hand rubbed her breasts as he smacked his lips against hers; soon she lost herself in all things Ian, inhaling his sweet citrus-tinged scent as his long, soft auburn hair brushed against her naked breasts.
And when his hard shaft surged to the depths of her soaking wet pussy, she lost herself in ecstasy.
Sweeping her up in his loving arms, Ian continued to kiss and caress her as his cock moved wild within her; surging to her core as their contented sighs mingled in the air above them.
“I love you Moira.” Ever gentle in his passion, Ian ran his fingers through her long dark hair; raining the surface of her flushed cheeks with endless adoring kisses. “Let me show you how much.”
With a final thrust of his trim hips he danced his partner across the brink; catapulting them both beyond the realm of a divine mutual orgasm.
Pleasure overtaking them, the couple collapsed on the floor beneath them and rolled wild on the floor; their arms and legs entangling as they laughed for the joy of it. Finally they fell together in an affectionate mass at the center of the room.
For a time they just lay contented in an easy embrace, sharing more sumptuous kisses as he rubbed her full hips and stared deep into her eyes.
“How could you ever doubt your grace as a dancer,” he kissed her lips, “when you make the perfect lover?”
“I guess I simply had to find the right partner.” She kissed his in kindest return.



THE MASTER


She shivered at the command in his voice. This was supposed to be a business meeting of equals, but Harland Wells had no equals. He was not arrogant, and his manners and clothing were European and impeccable…and as far as Samantha Gordon was concerned, he was the sexiest man she had ever met. She was wondering how she was going to explain the wet spot in her panties to her husband Ron when she got home…and in the mood she was in, Ron was going to be ravaged when she arrived.
Sam had arrived at the elegant restaurant with two other attorneys to discuss the needs of Wells International during its expansion into the Savannah area. She was well dressed in an expensive designer little black dress that she could wear to parties, combined with a black bolero jacket that permitted it to masquerade as formal business wear. Modest black three inch heels gave her already gorgeous legs an even more shapely look. Her sandy brown hair hung to her shoulders with a classic pageboy cut curled inwards at the bottom enhanced her high cheekbones and intense green eyes. The only jewelry she wore was a strand of perfect white pearls around her neck.
They were guided to a private dining room with heavy curtains and an elegantly set table. Real china and silver adorned the table, and the tablecloth and napkins were crisply starched linen. An assortment of wines was arrayed across a serving table, all opened and breathing. An incredibly old bottle of brandy and snifters sat there as well.
Wells had taken control of the conversation from the moment of introductions. After dinner had been served, Wells instructed the wait staff to leave the room and that they were not to be disturbed. The self locking door closed quietly behind them.
Sam had barely been able to focus on the details of his requirements, although she had managed to scribble the important details on a scratch pad that had been provided for her along with a very expensive pen with Wells International’s logo on it.
Wells had a habit of cocking his head to one side when he was thinking, exposing the sprinkling of gray in his wavy dark hair to the soft lights of the restaurant. At the moment, his steely gray eyes were boring into Sam’s, and she realized that it made her feel naked…and she liked it. She took a sip of her brandy and unconsciously her legs spread a little under the table. If Harland had been really looking, he would have been able to clearly see the lacy black thong she was wearing.
Sam was glad that she had decided to wear the bolero jacket, because her nipples had been pushing against the little black dress from the moment he had shaken her hand. The bold stare of this stranger actually gave her the desire to display herself before him like an ancient slave girl before her master. The utter ridiculousness of the idea made her mentally snort, but the image wouldn’t leave her mind.
“I think I have covered my requirements plainly,” he said. “I expect to hear your thoughts and propositions on my needs by Monday. If you have nothing further…?” All three of them thanked him as they stood up and gathered their notepads, and they walked towards the door. When they reached the door, Wells said, “Excuse me Mrs. Gordon, could you stay behind for a moment?” Sam inhaled sharply, “You’re a happily married woman,” she thought, “this is wrong.”
“Of course,” Samantha told him, frightened and exhilarated at the same time.
The other two filed out silently and Wells led her back to the table. Instead of waiting for her to sit as he had before dinner, Wells sat down in his chair and crossed his left leg over his right knee. He sat there calmly as he looked her up and down. If anyone else had done that to her she would have been incensed. Harland Wells inspired a different feeling in her altogether.
She watched his eyes undress her and she instinctively posed for him, her legs apart, her hips and breasts thrust towards him, her hands on her hips. “Take off your jacket Mrs. Gordon,” he said softly. There was that command in his voice again, and she would no more have thought of disobeying him than she would have cut her own throat. She reached for her bolero jacket, her purse and notebook falling to the floor.
“Slowly,” he said, “this is for my pleasure, and for yours.”
Her arms thrust out behind her and the jacket slid slowly to the floor.
“Raise the front of your dress and show me your panties,” he said. Her blood froze. The urge to grab her jacket and run was strong. Her unwilling desire, her lust to obey him was stronger.
Her hands moved to the hem of her dress, and slowly, she raised it until the black lacy thongs were exposed to his eyes. His finger made a circling motion in the air and she turned, keeping her eyes locked on his. Without being told to, she moved her hands to her sides and began to slide the back of her skirt up until the white cheeks of her ass were exposed to him.
“Bend over,” he whispered. Sam shivered as she leaned forward, bending at the waist and twisting to keep her eyes locked with the steely gray orbs of Harland Wells. She had to bite her lip against the exquisite pleasure from the thin strap of her thong pressing against her labia and the utter thrill of submission to this masterful mans’ will. An inner voice cried out in indignance at being used, at being an object, but the voice was slowly being beaten into submission by her own perverse desires. For the first time in her life she was totally owned.
“Show me your breasts, Mrs. Gordon.”
Sam turned and stood erect, her legs spread apart, and she reached slowly for the spaghetti straps of her dress and slipped them off her shoulders. She peeled the dress down, relieving the pressure against the sensitive nipples and exposing her small, perfectly formed breasts. Another thrill coursed through her and she gasped at the sharpness of it. She was shamelessly thrusting her naked breasts out for this gorgeous man to see…she, who would normally have put on a sweater to hide the fact that they were hard from the guys at the office!
Wells said nothing, he simply gazed steadily at her. Sam’s pussy was in an uproar, the muscles in it contracting and the dampness between her legs had become a flood, her panties soaking in her fluids. For the first time Sam looked at the crotch of Wells’ pants, trying to see if her nakedness was stimulating him. His pants were cut full, his legs were still crossed, and Sam felt frustration at not being able to tell if he was affected by her show of wantonness. “Am I going crazy?” she asked herself, “This is insane!”
Wells gestured nonchalantly at the dress, and Samantha swayed and wriggled the dress over her hips. When she stood, her hips thrust forward and she could smell her own aroma rising from her pussy. “My god, I want him,” she thought. All thought of Ron, her marriage, her career fled her in a cloud of lust.
“The panties,” Wells said. Slowly, teasingly, she slid the panties down her legs, and when they were around her ankles, she lifted one foot out of them, and kicked them away with the other. She drew her hands up past her pussy, over her taut breasts, and raised them above her head, gathering her hair in her hands and gathering it behind her head.
Wells gazed at her, drinking in her loveliness. “It’s too soon,” he thought, “she just thinks she’s giving in, but she’s not giving in to me, she’s giving in to her fantasy.” Wells stared at her, apparently unaffected by her nudity. “On your knees,” he commanded.
Sam knelt proudly before him, knowing her body was perfect, knowing she was desirable. She was right in front of him but his damned legs were crossed and she couldn’t detect any sing of hardness in his crotch. She looked from his crotch to his eyes and saw no trace of emotion.
Wells’ finger stabbed out at a button on the table, and a voice immediately responded to him from an overhead speaker. “Yes Mr. Wells.”
“Send Wilhelm in, I will buzz him through when he knocks.”
Sam looked up in panic. A stranger was coming in and she was naked! She reached for her dress and a harsh command from Wells froze her hand in midair. “Stop!”
“I did not tell you to cover yourself,” he said firmly, “Wilhelm is an old and trusted acquaintance.
A rush of rebellion flashed through Sam and she half rose to her feet. “I did not give you permission to rise!” he said.
Sam sat back down on her knees, her head hanging and tears of humiliation running down her cheeks.
A knock at the door was followed by a buzzing sound and a tall blonde man entered the room, the snick of the automatic lock sounding behind him. He walked directly to Wells without looking at Sam.
“Show Mrs. Gordon your cock Wilhelm,” Wells said casually. Sam looked up in horror as she heard Wilhelm’s zipper slide down. She felt rage rise within her until she met Well’s eyes. Everything about him commanded her to submit to his will, and in spite of her horror she felt the heat spread through her loins. She looked away first.
“Look at his cock Mrs. Gordon,” Wells ordered her.
Sam turned her head to gaze at Wilhelm’s swollen cock, and she gasped at its size. She had never seen a cock so huge, even in the porn movies Ron loved to watch. Sam was torn, her mind filled with revulsion, desire, and an involuntary lust that surprised her with its intensity.
“She still seems a little reluctant Wilhelm, put it in her hand,” Wells ordered. Wilhelm twisted Sam and dropped his trousers to the floor. His swollen monster was inches from her parted lips, and he reached down and lifted her small hand to the thick shaft. Sam’s fingers couldn’t quite touch her thumb.
Real heat flashed through Samantha’s entire body. Here she was, in strange surroundings, naked and on her knees before two handsome and powerful strangers. She was powerless to refuse them anything, and, strangely, she felt absolved of any guilt…what could she do but obey them? The huge cock throbbed in her hand and she began to salivate, her lips parting more. She waited for the order she knew would come soon. Her grip on Wilhelm tightened spastically.
“Suck it,” Wells commanded. Samantha’s head slipped forward and her lips covered Wilhelm’s swollen glands. Her other hand reached to grasp the thick flesh, and her seeking tongue sought entrance to the glans through the slit in the head. She felt it jerk when her tongue slid over the wrinkle of flesh beneath the head, and she returned to it instantly. Sam turned her eyes to Wells as she sucked, thrilling at the intense stare in them. Knowing he was watching made her feel sexual in a way she never had before. Her own body had become an instrument of pleasure for three people, she was free!
“More,” Wells commanded, “suck more of it into your mouth!”

Sam pushed down on the cock, her lips drawing it deeper into her mouth. She had learned to deep throat Ron after years of practice, but there was no way this thing would fit, it was just too big…but she could get more in. She shoved her head down, loving the taste and the feel of her mouth being stretched.
Wilhelm gasped as Sam enthusiastically swallowed his cock. Most women stopped before they had this much in their mouths, and Sam’s eagerness and effort stimulated him incredibly. With his hands on her head, he began to thrust into her mouth. Sam’s eyes widened as she took more of him into her mouth, and her pussy quivered in anticipation…she knew where this swollen man-flesh was going next and she craved it.
Sam reached for Wilhelm’s large ball sack, hefting the heavy balls and feeling them churning. They were swollen with cum and his male smell was driving her mad. She wanted him inside of her, but she was reluctant to take him out of her mouth, the fluid leaking from his cock was sweet, tasting almost like honeyed almonds.
“Take your time Mrs. Gordon, Wilhelm is good for more than one ejaculation in an evening,” Wells told her, “I have decided that I wish to see him cum in your mouth.”
Sam’s whole body shuddered at Wells’ words, hearing him speaking of what she desired had actually increased her desire for it, and she assaulted Wilhelm’s engorged prick with every trick and tactic she could remember.
“Ahhhh,” said Wells, “the slut in you comes out at last.” Sam lifted Wilhelm’s balls and licked at the perineum at the end of the seam of his ball sack, his asshole just past it. She nodded her head at Wells’ comment as her delicate tongue probed at Wilhelm’s anal opening. “So, you like being my slut do you?” he said softly. Sam nodded her head as her hand stroked the massive organ and her tongue continued its’ probing. “Say it!” Wells commanded in a strong voice that made her quiver again.
“I’m your slut,” Samantha said breathlessly, “I love being your slut.” She stopped what she was doing and turned to Wells, a pleading look on her face. “Really?” she asked, “are you really going to let him cum in my mouth?” Wells nodded. Samantha turned and gazed again at Wilhelm’s cock…and then she attacked. Every trick she knew, everything she had seen the sluts do in the movies, everything she’d ever heard whispered in girl’s locker rooms in her life, she did to Wilhelm’s cock. In the end he was overwhelmed, squeezing her nipples almost to the point of pain he pulled her head down on his swollen monster and he began to spew the scalding white viscous fluid into her sucking mouth. Her mouth flooded, Samantha began to scream around the liquid explosion, her orgasm so hard that her stomach began to cramp…and even that pain heightened the pleasure of her orgasm. When her orgasm subsided she was still sucking at the thick cream around the huge cock, splashing it out through her mouth and around the thick mass of flesh. Wilhelm’s cock never softened.
Samantha sat back on her heels panting, her hands still feverishly stroking the undiminished cock, her eyes wide in amazement. She felt of the heavy ball sack and knew there was more cum in them. Sam rubbed the head on her breasts as she wiped at the cum that had spurted through her nose. Her chest and arms covered with the overflow.
“Did you enjoy that Mrs. Gordon,” Wells asked her. Timidly, her hands still full of Wilhelm, Samantha nodded. She smiled inwardly as Wells uncrossed his legs, and she could see that his own cock was swollen and pushing his pants out. She knew she would have Wells inside her before this night was over, but right now she had to find a way to get Wilhelm’s thickness inside her clenching pussy. At least, she hoped Wells would allow her to fuck Wilhelm.
“So Mrs. Gordon, do you think you would like to experience Wilhelm’s generous manhood in your delightful pussy?” Wells asked her. Even though she expected Wilhelm to fuck her she shivered with excitement at Wells’ words. She nodded. “Beg him for it Mrs. Gordon, tell him how badly you want his cock…and then tell him what you want him to do with it.”
Samantha nearly came again. Never, even with her lovers before her husband, had she come right out and told someone what she wanted done to her. Of course she had guided their hands, lips, fingers, tongue and cocks to where she wanted them, and she had encouraged them with the proper sighs and moans…but she had never baldly stated what she wanted in plain terms.
She stood facing Wilhelm, placed her hands on his shoulders and climbed his tall frame. He made no effort to help her. Hitching her hips up over his undiminished dick, she straddled it. Her labia spread to either side of it and the entire weight of her body rested on her clit…the firm contact made her convulse helplessly against his massive chest and her fingers contracted as she grabbed instinctively at his shoulders for balance.
Her hands encircled his thick neck and her legs locked behind the small of his back, lessening the weight suspended on his cock. Pulling herself upward she brought her mouth to his ear and nibbled at it, her rigid nipples stimulated by brushing against his starched white shirt.
“Fuck me Wilhelm,” she breathed, “I want you to stick that beautiful cock inside me and fuck me slow and deep.”
“You’re going to have to speak louder Mrs. Gordon,” Wells said, I cannot hear you.”
“I want your cock,” Samantha said in a louder voice, and her soaking wet clit, no longer supporting the weight of her entire body, began to rub frantically along the swollen member. “Stick it in me and fuck me Wilhelm,” she said. “I want you to stick that monster in me so far that I can feel it in my throat.” Surprised at the vehemence in her own voice, Sam began to gyrate wildly on Wilhelm, every part of her skin now an active and sensitive receptor. Even Wilhelm’s harsh breathing down the back of her neck was infuriatingly sexual.
Wilhelm knelt down, and she helped him as he removed his shirt, gasping as he revealed and unbelievably muscled chest and the most rigid six pack of abs she had ever seen. Her hands flew over him and her voice changed from demanding to pleading. There was nothing between them now, and each molecule of their flesh was a mass of raw sensation.
“I need you big cock inside me,” she plead. “Fuck my pussy Wilhelm! Fuck me!” Wilhelm put both hands on her breasts, and settled the huge glands against her clit, prodding at it. She felt the smoothness of it pressing between her pussy lips, and she writhed her midsection, trying to capture it and pull him inside her. She sobbed in frustration as his strength held the big head just outside the entrance to her sucking pussy.
Wilhelm had made love to many women, but none had ever tried his skills the way this green eyed, pearl wearing demon had. The delicate sucking of her pussy lips and the wet kiss of her clit on the sensitive head of his cock was almost more than he could bear. He had to hold himself rigid and concentrate on the ice and snow of the mountains he had climbed as a boy to keep from spilling his seed again.
Samantha whole world centered on the head of the huge cock now, nothing else existed for her. Raw excitement flooded her every nerve ending as she prepared herself to be split by the massive cock. The actual penetration was almost anticlimactic. Slowly, her soft lips were spread and Wilhelm was entering her, filling her slowly, each millimeter of penetration revealing new sensations in both their bodies. Sam’s arms and legs were flung wide, and she wriggled and hunched, drawing his cock inside her.
“No way,” she thought, “No way is this giant going to fit inside me.” Regardless of what her mind said, her body kept pulling him in. All too soon the swollen glands rested against her cervix, pushing at it. Sam trembled at first, wondering if there was any way to get this hard hot shaft of flesh into her womb…her hand slipped between them and curled around his cock. At least the width of her hand was still outside her convulsing pussy. Sam went berserk. Her last conscious thought as she imploded into a universe of ecstasy was that she must look like she was having an epileptic seizure.
Wells watched as Samantha Gordon flailed beneath Wilhelm on the floor. She was exciting to watch, more exciting than most. If her husband had not already paid him such a huge sum for this training session, he would gladly have done it for free. Wells International supported his lifestyle, but it was generally run by its board of directors, leaving him free to pursue his “hobby” as he liked to call it. He had pursued his knowledge of submissives in private institutes all over the world, from France to Sri Lanka, from Bangkok to Los Angeles. He had finally emerged as one of the top three experts in this arcane field of knowledge, and his services were greatly sought after. Idly, he wondered if he would have sex with this new subbie. A moment later he laughed at himself. Of course he was going to fuck her!
Samantha lay on the floor, bearing the weight of Wilhelm’s muscular body gladly. Idly, she stroked his longish blonde hair as she regained her breath. She looked up and saw Wells watching her. Warmth suffused her body as she watched him stare at every part of her that wasn’t covered by Wilhelm’s body. She smiled at Wells, a knowing, seductive smile that acknowledged his desire to see all of her. She pushed Wilhelm off of her, groaning regretfully as the flaccid member slipped from her grasping pussy. There was a new game for her to play.
When Wilhelm was rolled over onto his back, he came to and quickly dressed. At a nod from Harland Wells, he left the room without a word. Samantha ignored him, her sparkling green eyes were locked on Harland’s gray ones.
Wells walked to the wine table and picked up a hand towel from its position, wrapped around one of the ice filled wine coolers, and returned to his seat. His legs were positioned straight in front of him. He held up the towel and beckoned her to him.
Samantha placed her hands on the floor and began to rise.
“Not that way!” Harland said in a stern voice. Samantha looked at him oddly.
“On your knees.”
Samantha was thrilled at the words, though she couldn’t explain why. Prior to this insane event, if anyone had even hinted that she would participate in something even remotely resembling what she had gone through tonight she would have clawed their eyes out and spit on their pain ridden bodies. The only thing she knew right now was that she wanted, she had to please this man.
Never taking her eyes from his, she crawled on her hands and knees to sit at his feet.
Harland was excited at what he saw. Her ass wiggled invitingly as she crawled, very slowly and deliberately to him. Her firm breasts pointed downwards, barely shaking as she crawled. Her face was a picture of raw sexuality, and he could feel it at the base of his spine. She was a magnificent subbie.
He handed her the towel and she took it from him in her teeth, crawling back a couple of feet so he could see her better. Sam let the towel fall to her lap as she sat up and removed her three inch heels. The only other thing she had on was the cum spattered strand of pearls.
She lifted her hair back, more to put her proud breasts on display than to repair any damage to her hair do, and then started to rub down her entire body, starting with her face. Her forehead and cheeks still bore traces of Wilhelm’s cum, and she wiped them first. Dropping the towel, she removed the strand of pearls and sucked the cum off them slowly, keeping her eyes on him, and watching for signs of his approval. When the pearls were spotless, she put them back on.
Wells watched as she used the towel to dry herself, noting with pleasure that she carefully watched him. Lingering on a breast or thigh when he showed a particular interest in what she was showing. Wells had worked for years with women who couldn’t grasp the subtleties that seemed to come naturally to this woman. When she had finally rubbed the towel over her dainty feet, he beckoned to her with his forefinger.
Samantha crawled slowly to him as she had before. When she reached him she asked permission only with her eyes, and he nodded. She lay her head in his lap, the hard length of him against her soft cheek. Wells hardened against the gentle pressure of her face.
Samantha had wondered if her pussy would ever tighten back up after being invaded by Wilhelm’s massive cock, but even now she could feel it contracting back into its normal shape. The contraction was expelling an enormous amount of cum from inside her and she surreptitiously mopped at it with the towel.
“Suck my cock Mrs. Gordon,” Wells instructed her. Sam unzipped his pants, and reached inside. She felt his hard member and her excitement welled up inside her…this cock was more the size she was used to, it was almost the same size as Ron’s. A brief pang of guilt passed quickly through her, and she pulled away from his cock.
“Suck it!” he commanded. Samantha swallowed this smaller cock without hesitation, the thick head passing her soft palate quickly and easily. Wells thrilled at the feeling of her throat encompassing his cock. She pulled her head up until only the tip remained in her mouth, and her dancing tongue swirled around the head and briefly explored the slit. With no warning at all she swooped down and her tight lips were encircling the base of his cock. She struggled to lap at his balls while her nose bumped against his pelvic bone.
Her throat muscles worked at his dick and she scratched and pulled at his pants. He stood, her head still thrusting up and down on the hard shaft, and dropped his pants around his ankles. Samantha was now free to caress and pull at his balls, and she enthusiastically hefted the orbs. She panted around his shaft; there was more cum here for her, and she suddenly needed it. She could still taste Wilhelm’s thick cum with its aftertaste of honeyed almonds, but there was no hint yet of what Wells would taste of.
Wells couldn’t believe the sensations Samantha Gordon’s sucking mouth and throat were sending through his penis. He had been serviced by some of the most sophisticated courtesans in the world, but this woman had something indefinably different. His control was legendary in some circles, but Samantha was forcing him to cum after only moments of activity.
She felt the tremor first in the ballsack she held in her small hand. The orbs began to jerk inside their skin sack and she felt the base of his cock harden spasmodically. The rush of his cum spilling into her throat surprised her, and she gulped reflexively at the flow. He tasted of nothing at all, but the warmth pleased her and the consistency was soothing. Samantha left the swollen member in her throat as he emptied himself.
Wells slumped forward in total satisfaction as she sucked the remnants of his sperm from his softening cock. He ran his hands across the bare skin of her back, and reached underneath her to caress her small perfect breasts. When his hand wandered southwards, her hips jerked at the touch of his fingers on her clit. Surprised at her reaction after such a vigorous sexual encounter, his middle finger explored further and encountered the throbbing rim of her anus. Samantha’s reaction to the exploration both fascinated and excited him.
She felt his finger at the rosebud of her ass and she froze, not even breathing. Samantha Gordon had never allowed the thought of anal sex to pass through the portals of her brain. It was dirty, both morally and sanitarily…wasn’t it? It was forbidden, taboo, beyond the constraints of her society…and suddenly she wanted a hard cock in that orifice desperately. Without thinking at all she thrust her hips downwards on the probing digit, swallowing it to the first knuckle and squeezing it. A loud moan escaped her lips, and she tore her mouth from his semi hard cock. “Please,” she begged, “fuck my ass!” Her whole body throbbed.
Wells said nothing, he simply sat there stunned. The stigma against anal sex in society is strong, despite its presence in porn movies, and one of the most difficult taboos to break for most people. Samantha Gordon sobbed and forced her rim down until his entire finger was buried in her ass. She shook with desire.
Wells stood and pushed Samantha’s upper body onto the seat of the chair. Her ass, suddenly empty of the intruding finger, seemed literally to be gasping to be filled. He pushed the head of his newly swollen cock against the flexing rosebud and slid in as easily as it had into her mouth earlier. Samantha’s mouth opened in a silent scream, not of pain, but of shear excitement as she felt him penetrate her virgin anus. Gripping the seat of the chair she slammed her hips back against his engorged cock, burying it in her ass. The resulting pleasure was so intense she thought she might cum.
Harland Wells thrust mightily into her ass, and held it in deep as he removed his coat and tie. When he was fully naked, he reached for her waist and began to pound into her ass.
“Oh my god,” Samantha cried, “that’s it, fuck my ass.” Her hands gripped the seat of the chair, her breasts swinging with each stroke. “More!” Sam sobbed, “I’ll do anything you want, anything, just cum in my ass!” Wells slammed into her rhythmically. “Shoot it in me, cum in my ass, I need your cum!” Sam was moaning hysterically, her voice rising, and on her final word she squeezed the muscles of her anus as hard as she could. When Wells felt the squeeze, he began to spray the inside of her colon with scalding sperm. Sam felt as if her head was coming apart and she screamed her pleasure loud and long.
She lay senseless on the floor as Wells dressed himself. He dropped another towel on the floor beside her, and she groped ineffectively at his pants leg as he stepped away from her.
Eventually she sat up and began to wipe herself off with the towel he had dropped. She didn’t try to dress herself, Harland Wells had not given her permission to dress. Sam sat quietly on her knees, her hand demurely on her thighs…waiting for his return.
“I’m telling you Ron, in twenty five years of research I have never seen anything like it. She has completely turned; the only thing she isn’t doing is calling me master…which I haven’t asked her to do. “That’s something that should only be demanded by her true master Ron,” he cautioned.
They had met online two years before in a chat room. Ron had felt that he was losing Samantha to the demanding attorneys’ world she worked in. Increasingly she had seemed to spurn his requests for her time, and responded to the demands of her firm’s owner. He watched her as she meticulously obeyed the orders of people above her in the chain, and delighted in the demands of judges and other people in positions of authority.
Ron began to keep an eye on the books she read for pleasure, and the movies she watched. The final key to the puzzle had fallen into place when she had left her laptop on her desk when she went on one of her many dinner meetings. Ron was a Systems Analyst for a major telecommunications company, and computers were no mystery to him. With no small amount of guilt at the invasion of her privacy, he began to uncover the websites she had visited in the small hours of the morning when she was “working” at her desk.
He was not really surprised to find that the website she spent so much time on specialized in submissive videos. By the time he had watched several of them she had visited over several months time, he had established a pattern in her fantasies.
He had sought out Harland Wells because of his reputation and cultivated a relationship with him, and over time a plan had been developed. The price was rather steep, but the cost had been cut considerably by Harland’s corporate visit to Savannah. The results from the session were unbelievable.
“She is ready now Ron, to be introduced to her new master,” Wells told him, “but you should not come in till I call for you.” Ron had watched Samanthas’ entire performance behind a one way mirror. Ron smiled in anticipation. His training as a Master had taken place over the last year and a half over the internet.
Harland Wells strode into the room full of confidence and vitality. Samantha could feel it oozing from him. “What are you going to do when I’m gone Mrs. Gordon?” Samantha acted as if she didn’t really understand the question, but she was playing for time…she hadn’t begun to consider what would come next. She did know that there was no way she could go back to her normal life at this point. Sam hung her head reflectively, still in her submissive posture.
“I have decided to resolve your problem for you,” Wells said, “and fortunately for you, your new Master won’t require too great an adjustment to fit into your current life. Sam looked up at Wells as he produced a collar, a beautiful polished, black leather collar that would grace her slender throat and mark her as her owner’s personal property. In spite of her trepidation, (she was after all, a married woman, and a professional attorney) she was excited at the prospect of meeting her new Master. There was no question of refusing, Harland had ordered it. Once she had been collared, she was committed.
Harland stood and removed a black silk handkerchief from his coat pocket, then tied it tightly over her eyes. Samantha knelt in a more formal submissive posture, more erect. She was still on her knees, her hands behind her back, though her feet were crossed behind her and she was more erect. When the blindfold was tied, Harland beckoned Ron into the room. Wells spoke for the final time. “Mrs. Gordon, you are in the presence of your new Master. He is going to collar you and stake his claim to you, and henceforth you will obey his every command. You will only remove this collar with his permission.” Wells turned on his heel and left the room.
Samantha could hear her Master breathing, and her nipples hardened as she felt the collar being fastened on her neck. Her head moved forward as she sought contact with his fingers, but he eluded her. Her pussy, which she had dried off so carefully with the towel Wells had given her, began to drip and her excitement became unbearable. When the collar was fastened she heard the sound of a zipper being pulled down and a rustling as she smelled the male scent of an uncovered penis near her mouth. When the erect organ touched her lips she devoured it in a frenzy…and stopped…she knew this penis.
The blindfold was removed and she looked up into her husband’s face. Rage suffused her pretty face as she realized he had set this up and she began to rise to her feet. “I did not give you permission to rise,” Ron’s voice echoed with command, breaking her rage, giving her no choice but to submit to his will. “Suck it,” he commanded in the same tone.
“Yes Master,” Samantha Gordon said. She sucked at the intruding organ, and she didn’t stop until she felt her Master’s cum shooting wildly into her mouth. She came with him.



GOOD GIRL


Sharon Wiggins had been widowed for almost two years. Her husband Tim had left her, and four teenaged children unexpectedly alone after a terrible car accident. Faced with raising four teens alone, Sharon submerged herself in doing the job as best she could alone. She worked a second job, kept her house clean, and spent as much time with her children as she could.
Nights were the worst time for her. Tim had been her world, she’d never been with another man. Sharon had adored the feel of his hands on her body, and he had been a very physical man. He was always caressing her, always kissing her, there had never been a day in their life that wasn’t dominated by his touch. Late at night when she couldn’t sleep she missed the feel of him most. She could close her eyes and feel his hands on her breasts, her thighs, on her belly. She would shiver as she remembered his hard penis straining against her. She longed to once again be able to take it in her mouth. She hadn’t really cared for that, but it really didn’t bother her either…and she knew Tim loved it. Once she had even kept her mouth on him when he came. The taste was kind of salty and bland, like cream of tartar. Often she could stand it no longer, her hands seeking out the secret places Tim had known so well. She always came, but she always felt a little ashamed.
Sharon had experienced the worst sort of day. She was late for her first job because the car broke down. When she left to go to her second job it was raining, and she had worked soaking wet for several hours…and to make it worse she was certain her pervert of a boss had been staring at her breasts beneath her rain-soaked blouse. She dropped an empty platter taking it to the kitchen and it broke. She had been given the platter by Tim’s mother after they were married. The stress of working two jobs, maintaining a home, and caring for four teenagers had been building since Tim’s death and she simply sat on the floor in the middle of shattered bits of porcelain and began to cry. Her oldest daughter Kate, helping with the dishes, had rushed to her and held her, knowing she didn’t have the words her mother needed to hear.
“We’ve got to do something nice for Mom, she’s wearing pretty thin” Kate said to her siblings. Donna, the next oldest nodded her agreement. Ashley, the youngest daughter, screwed up her face in concentration “What could we do for her that she won’t do for herself?” “She needs to get laid” twelve year old Thomas said laconically. The girls stared at him in shock, and then rushed him as a group. “How could you say such a thing” Donna hissed at him as she slapped at the back of his head, “ Mom would whack you if she heard you even talking like that!” “She doesn’t even date” Thomas said, “she doesn’t have any friends, and she’s jumpy as a cat.” The girls remained a bit huffy as they turned to ignore their brother, but somewhere in Kate’s brain a little light bulb had come on.
“Come on, Mom, you have to do this, it’s all arranged” Kate said, “ You don’t even have to drive down to the Spa. We’re all going to see that new movie we’ve been waiting for. All you have to do is stay home and have a nice quiet soak, and relax. You get a massage from a professional right in your own home, and don’t have any of the hassle of going out! Besides, we got a special two for one deal and we can’t get our money back!” Sharon closed her eyes and imagined it, a whole evening to herself. She could light aromatic candles and take an hour long soak in her favorite jasmine scented bubble bath. She would meet Brunhilde the Bold or some similarly muscled woman at the door in her robe, and be treated to a royal massage. She smiled sweetly at her eldest child. “Thank you” she said, “just be careful at the theater, you’re old enough to know how boys are.” Kate kissed her mother on the cheek and wisely kept her silence.
Sharon sighed as she sifted through the bubbles in the tub, making designs in them, but carefully avoiding touching her most sensitive areas. Thoughts of Tim and her in this same tub came flooding back unbidden, and though she had finally come to terms with the reality of his death, she still missed the feel of his hands on her. “You’d better stop” she thought to herself, “you don’t want Brunhilde to find you all sticky when you get your massage.” Blushing at her own thoughts, she almost didn’t hear the doorbell ring.
She opened the door and said “Come in…” but the rest of the sentence died in her throat. She had expected some Viking of a woman, but somehow they must have gotten it all wrong. “Hi Ma’am, my name is Brian and I’m here for your massage.” He asked where she wanted him to set up, and she reluctantly told him. She was too embarrassed to even argue with him. She knew she should tell him to go back and send whatever version of Brunhilde they had on duty, but she couldn’t. This man was beautiful! He was very tall, with curly black hair and sea green eyes. His face was sharp featured and tan, and he had bright white teeth covered by full sensuous lips. His hard muscles rippled through the skin tight white tee shirt he wore, and he had a firm muscled butt covered with tight white pants. She began to blush furiously. The images racing through her head had absolutely no place in her life. She was resolved to remain chaste in memory of Tim and as an example to her children. She managed to regain some semblance of her dignity and decided to treat this experience for what it was, a pleasant gift she had received from her children. Nothing more.
He’d set up his wide sturdy table in the living room as she’d instructed. He handed her a fluffy white towel to cover herself with and had turned modestly to face the wall as she removed her terry cloth robe and wrapped the towel around her. She lay back on the table and ordered herself to relax. It was just a professional massage and nothing else.
Brian asked her if she preferred sandalwood or jasmine oil, as he had brought both. She selected the jasmine in a businesslike manner, unable to summon an imperious manner. After all, she was lying almost naked in her deserted home about to have her body massaged by an Adonis years younger than she was. Her blush returned. Brian poured the oil over his hands and rubbed them in his best professional manner. He was going to have to be very careful with this customer. Most of the housewives he worked for were very flirtatious, and many of them were pretty free with their hands as he worked. This one seemed to be sort of shy, and he didn’t need any complaints…but she was really pretty.
He began as always, with her hands. He rubbed them softly and thoroughly, paying attention to the taut muscles under her thumbs. Sharon marveled at the release of tension from muscles she never consciously thought about. His hands travelled slowly up her arms, leaving a tingly warmth in their wake, along with blissful relaxation. Sharon forgot about her almost nudity and gave herself up to the experience. This had been a great idea! His hands stopped at her shoulders and moved down to begin at her toes. He found more tense muscles that she never thought about, but the relaxation he induced was incredible. She moaned with pleasure. Brian kept up a steady stream of soft chatter, practiced to lull his more nervous clients. Her moan of pleasure caught his attention and he looked up at her closed eyes. The blush she had on her face earlier had been replaced by a hot flush, and her face wore a big smile. He doubted that she realized it, but her body had shifted involuntarily to give him greater access to her feet, and her legs had spread wide enough to allow him a glance at the shadowed blonde bush between her legs.
He leaned forward quickly to hide the hard on forming in his tight white pants. Sharon’s tongue was poking out through her lips, and her breathing was a bit uneven. He massaged her ankles, calves and knees, and her legs widened further. His strong hands kneaded the muscles of her thighs, and as he kneaded higher, her legs opened far enough that the towel began to part, exposing more of her slender body to his eyes. His face was very near her barely covered pelvis, and her hips had begun to move very slightly beneath the towel.
Sharon could feel his hot breath on her skin beneath the towel. She was aware that the towel had exposed more of her than she wanted to show, but she was unable to refuse the sensations running through her belly. She was mortified…she knew she should cover herself, maybe ask for a drink and cool down a bit. She couldn’t bring herself to stop him, she wanted him to see the moisture forming between the lips of her pussy. She wanted to feel his hands reach beneath the towel and touch her in places only Tim had touched. She was shocked.
Brian saved them both by adjusting the towel and asking her to roll over on her belly. He worked the back of her body as slowly and thoroughly as he had massaged her front. He opened the back of the towel and slid it down til the cleft of her butt showed, and firmly began to stroke her back. She pressed her hips down on the table’s surface, gaining some release from the fire that had been generated in her middle.
She felt his hands grazing the sides of her breasts, consciously willing him to reach further down and touch more of her. Her hips had begun to hunch against the table surface slowly. She tried to will herself to stop moving, but she only succeeded in raising her chest slightly off the table, encouraging his hands to touch more of her breasts. She began to whimper, her pelvis rotating, sending waves of pleasure throughout her midsection. Her hips twitched and the towel fell to the floor.
Her spread legs exposed her damp twitching pussy to his gaze. She was embarrassed. She was ashamed. She was hot! She rolled to her back, staring at the beautiful sweating man. She slowly spread her legs wide, heels up on the table. She reached for him, pulling him to her by his tight tee shirt. Sharon, now wallowing in physical sensations she had been missing for two years, held his curly dark hair and kissed his full sweet lips. Her probing tongue took it’s time exploring his perfect teeth.
Her passion, untapped for so long, flowered inside her until she was consumed. She reached for the shrouded hardness at his crotch, reveling in the feel of his hardness. She encouraged the exploration of his hands, pressing her breasts into them. She shivered when he touched her between her legs in her most secret of places, thrusting her open pussy at his seeking fingers.
Brian could barely breathe. Sharon sucked the breath from him, starved for the firm touch of a man. He had never been kissed so thoroughly, so hungrily. He didn’t know her, but it was obvious to him that no man had touched her in a very long time…every nerve in his body screamed at him to be careful. They also screamed for release. Refusing to take her lips from his, and breathing harshly through her nose, Sharon freed his engorged penis from its prison within the white pants.
She felt it swelling in her hand as she stroked it up and down, marveling at the contrast between the softness of the skin and the hardness of the blood filled organ beneath. It was so hot that it seared her brain to even realize what she held in her hand. Lips still locked to his, she reached down and pushed the pants down over his hips and his taut ass. Too hungry for the feel of him, she tugged him over her and seated the throbbing cock deep within her in one smooth motion. It was accomplished in seconds, but time froze in her brain as the hot hard shaft penetrated her. The short trip from the entrance to her grasping pussy to the depths of her long untouched womb seemed to take forever. When it reached as far as it would go she came gratefully, legs locking around the small of his back, little cries of delight uttering between her lips and his mouth.
He could only stutter “I’m sorry” when she looked up at him. He tried to back away from her but her legs remained locked behind him, refusing to let him go. She gently pulled his head back down to her breasts, holding him tightly to her, caressing his hair. “I’m sorry” she said. “You came over here just to do the job you were paid to do and I acted like a cheap whore.” Tears formed in her eyes. “I don’t know what I’m going to do after this” she said, “how can I face my girls after this?” Brian was at a total loss for words. His mind stumbled over a few trite phrases, then he simply said what he felt. “I don’t know why this happened, and I’m sorry if I’ve embarrassed you,” he said into one beautiful perfectly shaped breast, “but it felt to me like you really needed to do this and I was available.”
She let him up, not bothering to cover herself, and sat cross legged on the table looking at him. “I did need it” she said, “but I shouldn’t have taken advantage of you. I’m a grown woman with responsibilities and I should have restrained myself.” “But you were marvelous” she said with a small smile. “And if it hadn’t been you, it would have been someone else.” “I don’t think you’re a whore at all” he said, “I just think you needed somebody and I’m glad it was me.”
He leaned forward and kissed her lips very softly. She moaned against his lips and reached for his still hard cock. “You don’t have to…” he started. She locked her eyes on his for a moment. “I know” she said. “You didn’t even cum.” She lowered her head to his swollen shaft, licking slowly around its head. She sucked it into her mouth lovingly, moving her head rhythmically, unconsciously comparing it to the only other cock she had ever even seen. She knew Tim had loved this, and from his reaction Brian loved it to. Pushing him to his back, she knelt over him, sucking lightly and cupping his big heavy balls. When he convulsed and came, she didn’t pull away.
Her shyness came back suddenly when they were finished, and she reached for her terry cloth robe. “I really want you to know I’ve never done anything like this before” she said. Brian smiled shyly back at her ”I didn’t think you had.”
She sat curled up on her sofa, wrapped from head to toe in her thickest bathrobe, drinking chamomile tea and cursing her weakness. She had brazenly seduced that young man as if she had no morals at all. Sharon ignored the relief that flooded through her body and didn’t take note at all that she was alert and thinking clearly for the first time she could remember since Tim was taken from her. She was awake almost an hour and a half since what would normally have been her bedtime.
The kids came home and she greeted them, making hot cocoa for them before they all got ready for bed. She talked with them about school, their friends, and their plans for the future. It was a very pleasant evening for all of them, and each was reluctant to head for their rooms.
Ashley, Kate, and Donna sat with their heads together on the foot of Kate’s bed. “That must have been some massage” Kate said. “She looks ten years younger than she did when we left!” The girls high fived as they split up to get in their own beds. Thomas stuck his head inside their bedroom door. “Mom got laid!” he said in a hoarse stage whisper. Three pillows struck the door jamb as he ducked back into the hallway.
They all piled into the car on Saturday, in a somber mood except for Thomas. At least once a month they visited Tim’s grandmother in the nursing home. She was over ninety years old and her mind was clear and she was sharp as a tack. Tim had loved her dearly, and had visited every weekend, but she always asked about Sharon and the kids so he insisted they all go once a month, and the practice hadn’t died with him.
They called her Grannie Higgins, even though she was their Great Grandmother. She loved her visits, though they tired her these days. Thomas was her favorite because he reminded her so much of Tim, though she tried hard not to show it. She greeted them all from her bed, hugs and kisses all around. She saw immediately that Sharon was troubled deeply and after the conversations died down, she shooed the children outside, telling them she needed to talk to Sharon.
Grannie Higgins sat up a little straighter in the bed and smoothed the comforter on her bed. “Come here dear” she said, patting the comforter. Sharon, blushing like a little girl, was sure her sins were showing, sat on the edge of the bed. The old woman reached for her hand. “What’s troubling you?” Grannie asked. “Oh God,” Sharon gasped, “I can’t talk with you about this you’re…” “Old fashioned?” Grannie chuckled.
“I don’t have to be young again to see you’ve finally begun to recover. It’s plain to me that you’ve finally come out of your widow’s weeds and started to live again…or want to and are afraid. If I weren’t afraid to shock you, I’d tell you that you look as though some young man has given you a tumble” she said. Sharon’s blush deepened. Grannie Higgins looked at her in mock surprise “Girl, I’ve lived a long life and there isn’t much I haven’t seen or heard.”
“Did Timmy ever tell you I was married before I met his Grandpa?” Sharon nodded her head no. “My first husband was the sweetest man, and I still love him today.” Sharon’s eyes went to the old woman’s questioningly. “I expect there will be quite a conversation on the day I get to heaven,” she said, “If I know my husbands, and I do, that should be quite an occasion!” “Alfred was my first. We were married about a year before the war. That man was in my panties hot and heavy from the time we got out of the church building! I could deny him nothing from the very beginning. No matter how outlandish the desire, I matched him with one of my own. Alfred was the sexiest man I’ve ever known.” She looked at Sharon, who was shocked.
“You think you young one’s invented sex?’” she asked. Sharon giggled at the old woman’s fire. “When my Alfred was killed in the war, I had a huge problem. We didn’t have it as good as you girls today. Back then ‘good girls’ didn’t have sex with men they weren’t married to” she said. “Alfred had lit a fire in me that wouldn’t go out. I tried everything from ice packs to women’s retreats at the church. By the time I met Timmy’s granddaddy I was ready to explode” she explained. “The first time I laid eyes on him I wanted him, and the first time he took me out we didn’t get to the end of the lane before I damn near raped him,” she chuckled, “not that he had any problems with that.” “All you need to know from this little conversation dear, is that our Timmy wouldn’t want you to spend the rest of your life alone. ‘Good girls’ like sex as much as men do. I know you have four wonderful children very close together and you didn’t get them by keeping your legs together!” she laughed. She winked at Sharon “I still miss getting a little man meat to play with once in a while!”
Sharon waited anxiously for the doorbell. She had scheduled her second massage, but hadn’t specified Brian as her masseuse. If fate sent him again to her door, she’d take him as a gift. If someone else showed up she’d take it as a sign that she should restrain herself. The doorbell rang, and it was Brian.
He didn’t even manage to get the massage table set up before Sharon was on him. She grinned as she remembered Grannie Higgins telling her about raping Tim’s Grandfather. She dropped her robe and it puddled around her ankles, and she reached for Brian. “I was afraid you wouldn’t come back” she whispered. “I was afraid you’d send me away” he whispered back as she knelt to take his already swollen cock into her mouth. He bent to touch her breasts with his hands, caressing her, making her nipples stand erect. She dragged him to the floor so she could have better control as she licked and sucked at him, reveling in his quivering excitement. She touched her clit lightly as she worked at him, dragging it out for him and for her.
She climbed back up his body, kissing her way to his lips. She kissed him deeply, her passion rising as she felt the hard length of him slide between her legs. She rose above him, centering her clit on the bottom of his hard cock, moving her hips gently so that she slid back and forth wetly on it. It was excruciatingly pleasurable. Brian grasped her shoulders and rolled her over onto her back. He traced his way down her body, his tongue leaving shiny wet tracks. He kissed and licked her toes. Sharon arched her back in surprise as he kissed the sides and arch of her feet, unable to believe the incredible sensations she was feeling. How could her feet be an erogenous zone? He kissed her ankles, and when he licked gently at the back of her knees she had to bite back a scream of pleasure.
He kissed inside her thighs, taking his time, beginning to lightly bite at the flesh, then kissing and licking the delicate surfaces. When he reached the now swollen lips of her pussy, he licked all around them, but went on past to the sensitive area of skin beneath her navel. Sharon’s hands were clenched in his hair. She moaned and writhed, her legs opening and closing spasmodically. By the time he reached her neck she was panting and shuddering. Sharon had long since given up wondering which new part of her body would turn into an erogenous zone, Brian’s tongue had worked magic. Every place he touched, licked, kissed, or nibbled brought her to the very edge of cumming…everywhere he touched made her push that part of her body towards him. As he lay alongside her, finally back to her swollen lips, he whispered to her. “Are you ready to cum?” he asked. As she rocked against him, every inch of her body crying out in need, she gasped into his open mouth “Yes, oh yes!” His pleased chuckle rang in her ears. “How do you want to cum?” he asked. “I don’t care!” she shrieked. “I need to cum!” Her thrashing body told him it was true.
He took a deep breath, and hilted himself in her throbbing pussy. Sharon bucked wildly, driving herself upwards, cumming around the hot cock buried inside her. “Cum with me Brian, cum inside my pussy!” The words came out strangled as she writhed beneath him. Unable to hold back any longer, Brian did not have to move. Her hot breath in his ear and the jarring effect of her words unleashed the torrent built up within him. He spilled his hot fluids inside her, each spurt sending thrills up his spine and curling his toes.
He lay spent atop and inside her, both of them comfortable and not moving. She played with his hair and enjoyed the feel of his weight on her and the still semi hard column of flesh inside her. His cum was heavy inside her, coating her with it’s wet warmth. “That’s not what I came over here to do,” he said, “I didn’t just take it for granted we’d do this again.” Sharon nuzzled his neck. “But you wanted to, didn’t you? “Yes,” he admitted, but I didn’t want you to think I was taking it for granted.” “I’m not worried any more,” she sighed, “I know I’m still a good girl.”



HOT VACATION


It had been months since Lita had stopped drinking, and had been a few months more since she had last seen Jordan. They had shared their lives for five years, and had shared an apartment for four. The last time that they had spoke is when mutual friends were moving them out of their home, helping them divide their property and their connections. Lita had been the employed one of the couple, spending nearly sixty hours a week looking after someone else’s children. Jordan was a professional slacker, spending his waking hours either working on his bike or on her computer playing online games with his other jobless friends or looking at porn. After everyone had helped them clean out their apartment, and the only things left were her, him and some bubble wrap, she wished him luck on whatever he was going to do. He stood there, with his one bag full of dirty clothes, a toolbox full of used bike parts and a blank expression on his face, and wished her the same.
One of the biggest problems that they had had as a couple was his drinking. He would start hours before she got home at nine from work, already slurring his words and missing a step or two. By the time she got him ready for bed, having him piss one last time so he wouldn’t wet the bed, he couldn’t even talk. She never did find out where he got the money for whatever he was drinking: beer that was damned near water, wine that stank of chemicals and small plastic bottles of booze that smelled of gasoline. She figured that since each day the empty cans and bottles would disappear, he must have been recycling-which was the only time he could ever have been called industrious. The irony of the situation is that once the two of them had split and his alcoholism was out of her life, she developed a nasty little taste of it herself.
She got to keep most of the friends from the breakup, though the ones she kept were not that friendly. Most of the guys tried to sleep with her at first, taking her out and liquoring her up-though their plans never worked out because she would leave with someone else. She figured that it was best not to sleep with anyone too soon after the breakup, since there was always a possibility of Jordan getting his act together, leading the way for them to get back together. She would, of course, make out with them. In those early hazy days, she figured she took home probably around twenty guys, though never more than one in a single night.
Having someone to kiss was good, but what she really wanted was to cuddle. With each one, she would tumble through the door of her new apartment, kiss all the way back to her bedroom while they shed their clothing and then would roll around the bed until dawn. She would always give her number to her innocent one-night-stands the next morning, but she would never answer when they called. Each one would only phone her once, and then they would leave her to her desired solitude.
When she finally kicked the drink and would try and remember each man she kissed during that time, she could never remember a face. She did remember other things. She remembered how they would gently kiss her neck, and how they would nibble at her ears. She remembered how they would brush their hands against her nipples, making them hard, and how they would cup her breasts and massage them. She remembered how they would try to slide a hand between her thighs, and how she always outmaneuvered them. She remembered them pressing their stiffness against her back and into her leg as they feigned sleep. She remembered that each morning she would wake up with a stranger who only saw her as an object and not a person.
She would wonder each day as her mind became clearer and her thoughts became sharper what she was searching for all those nights. Of course, she already knew. She was searching for Jordan; searching for the first man to ever really pleasure her; searching for her companion with kisses like sugar and arms that would wrap around her like a big, warm security blanket. Each night when a strange man would press his lips against hers and envelop her in his arms, she would close her eyes and pretend that it was Jordan. If only he would get better, she thought, then I could go back to him.
But in all those nights, whoever shared her bed never transformed into Jordan by the morning. In truth, she vaguely remembered that each morning, the faces had become increasingly ugly, that each man became less kempt and more unruly than one before-an invitation into her bed had become so common it was if anyone was allowed. Months later, when the rotten times were behind her and she was putting all the jagged little pieces together, she was shocked that she had never woken up next to a hobo.
Her road to recovery was filled with stops of self-discovery and an undeterred drive for work. Where before she had worked sixty hours, she spent almost a hundred hours a week watching after her three boys. They kept her busy, with their constant mistakes and misunderstandings, and she took comfort in the fact that their helpless childishness was always more mature than Jordan’s behavior had ever been. Work and more work, on herself and with her job, was building her up, making her stronger and smarter and braver. She got to the point where she thought she might be invincible.
Then she ran into Jordan. She had a rare hour to herself, while each boy was engaged in a different physical activity: Matt was horseback riding, James was practicing his archery, and Carter was at swim practice. She stopped into her favorite coffee shop, the one that she had spent hours upon hours studying at in college, and ordered herself a chai latte to reward herself. She was only two sips into her drink, it still hot enough to burn the tip of her tongue, when she heard Jordan’s voice behind her, calling her name.
“Hello, Lita, how are you?” he asked.
A new sip of latte gave her enough time to compose herself, and then she answered, “I’m really good. Really good. What have you been up to?"
Jordan smiled, and, believing her declarations of well being, answered, “I’m good, too. It’s nice to run into you. I’ve been looking for you for a while.”
With those words, her heart began to race and she could feel the blood coursing through her veins and warming up every part of her. Thankfully, her flush was hidden from him, and she was able to respond, “Why? What’s up?”
“I wanted to say that I was sorry. I behaved horribly towards you the entire time we were together. I was drinking too much and really treated you like shit. Again, I’m sorry.”
Her heart began to beat twice as fast as before, and she thought that she might faint. “It’s okay,” she mustered, “I know it wasn’t intentional, and…”
Before she could say another word, he said “And I need to thank you, too. If it hadn’t been for you, I wouldn’t have turned things around. If it weren’t for you, I wouldn’t have started my own bike repair shop, wouldn’t own a house-hell, I wouldn’t be getting married.”
Her heart dropped through the floor. She felt like she was going to crash right through the table headfirst-later on she wished that she had and broken her neck in the process.
Jordan continued. “You would really like her, Lita. Hell, she’s so much like you that you two could be sisters.” And he continued. He must have stood by her table for ten minutes, talking and smiling and laughing, but she couldn’t process a word of it. After he had hugged her and left, she found a scrap of paper on her table with a phone number. It could have been his. They could have set up a time to get together for her to meet his fiance. Though, it could have just been a locker combination. She didn’t know and didn’t care, and she left it there on the table.
That night, she had one long dream about Jordan; about the last time they had had a good time together. They were together and alone, at home in front of the TV, snuggling up under a couple of blankets on her couch. A scary movie was on, and she kept pressing herself closer, seeking safety and comfort. She felt his hand move beneath the covers, and then felt his fingers pressed up against her pussy.
He began to move his fingers tenderly over her pussy, brushing up against her lower lips and fondling her clit. She arched her back, to move her closer to his fingers. He began to slowly slide one after another into her, and started to cover her lips with kisses.
She reached under the covers and found his cock already hard and out of his shorts. They began to stroke each other in sync, like they were part of a two-person band, making music for each other. She felt his lips press up against her, and wished that he would swallow her whole. She felt his tongue in her mouth, then on her neck and traveling down to her breasts.
He pulled her shirt up and began to suck on her nipples, lightly lashing at them with his tongue. His knuckles were rubbing up and down the crotch of her panties, and her wetness was soaking through into the couch. His lips moved from her breasts and down her body, landing sweet kisses every inch of the way down.
When he got to her waist, he pulled her soaked panties off with his teeth, and began to kiss her all about. She felt his fingers plunge into her cunt, pulling out of her quickly and then spread her wetness around, then she felt his lips cover her and his tongue enter in her. She smiled and cried a little, and then she woke up.
The days became hard again, and she thought that she might slide back into her own ways when she got word that the family that she worked for had decided on a surprise trip to Mexico. Though they were paying her way, she would end up working around the clock and have no vacation herself-but anything was better than staying home and thinking.
Within two days of landing in Cancun, the whole family got a nasty bug from a salad bar in the hotel. Since Lita knew better and didn’t eat anything that was washed in local water, she suddenly found herself able to do whatever she pleased. For the first time in the longest time, she felt free, and almost happy.
It wasn’t long before that happiness was noticed by the men at the hotel, in particular a young attendant named Julio. Where Jordan had been scruffy, Julio was clean-shaven; where Jordan was crass, Julio was polite. He was such a completely different man than she was accustomed to she felt instantly drawn to him, and never left his side her entire stay.
The first night she spent with him was a step in the right direction, and every one after that was a leap or a bound. While the family was holed up in their rooms spewing from both ends, Julio showed Lita the majesty of the local sights. The first thing to show her was the ocean, how the waves came smashing down onto the beach, cleaning the roughed up sand away and leaving a smooth and curved surface. She watched the ocean roll in and out, and thought about just like each receding wave took away part of the beach-the sand, dirt and debris-each moment of the night was erasing some of the grime that Jordan had left on her. They sat on the beach until the sun came up and out behind the morning clouds. When they finally were getting up to leave, Julio leaned over and planted a single kiss on her cheek-it was exactly what she needed, no more or no less.
That second night he came earlier, dressed smartly in white linen pants and matching shirt. He took her to town, into one of the most note eateries in a radius of two hundred miles. As her Spanish was as bad as Julio’s English was good, he took the helm at the table and ordered both of their meals. They gorged themselves of three different kinds of fish, vegetables both sauteed and roasted, fresh tortillas along with for different kinds of salsa-each color a different kind of heat. The food and company was so wonderful that she felt tipsy with contentment afterwards, and where normally she would want to pass into a deep and long food coma, she felt energized by her meal and companion and wanted to dance the night away.
She could tell by the way that Julio carried himself when she first met him that he was no stranger to rhythm, but when she got him out onto the floor she was blown away by his talent and moves. He turned out to be an award-winning salsa dancer, so skilled that he was able to instill enough artistry and beauty into both their movements. As he dipped and spun her around, the heat that their moves made began to travel from her skin deep down into her, awakening her dormant womanhood. Every twist and turn created more activity in her pussy, and she could feel herself becoming sopping wet, and then feel all that wetness drip down her legs. The night air was hot and inside the club was hotter, so the myriad of scents camouflaged her own and the sweat on her legs covered her love juices. She left the club feeling exhilarated yet not embarrassed.
She waited till after they left and the night’s breeze to dry her a little before she kissed Julio. They had been walking along the tortuous dirt road that ran from the small heart of the city to the resort where they were staying. They had to pass through a dense growth of trees that swallowed them and the moonlight up. She grabbed on tight to Julio’s arm and let him guide her through the absolute lack of light. When they stepped back into the moonlight, the light showed her how much she had missed Julio in their shared moment of blindness, and she couldn’t help but cover his lips with hers.
He kissed her back, first gently then with all the power that he could muster, licking her lips with his tongue and then driving it into her mouth. He sucked at her lips, and every once in a while gently gnawed at them. She felt his hands began to move down her body, his hands fondling her breasts and his fingers rubbing against her nipples. She could feel his hard cock pushing up against her leg and up in between her thighs. He huffed his breath into her ear as kissed at her neck and ran his fingers down her stomach and under her skirt, then began rubbing them against her lips.
She gasped, and he slid his fingers under the edge of her panties, pulling them off with one flick of his hand. He pressed his fingers against her bare lips, and then slid them in and out of her wet cunt. He dropped to his knees and began licking at her wetness, slurping up the juices flowing out of her pussy. His tongue flicked at her clit as he slid a finger all around her lips. The passion of his mouth made her cum in seconds.
She was still trembling from her orgasm as he beckoned her to the floor of the jungle. She lay down on top of him, the wetness of her naked crotch soaking his pants and making them stick to his legs. She kissed him deep and hard, moving her hand swiftly under the waist and grabbing onto his cock, squeezing it softly and feeling a little bit of precum stick to her hands. She ripped open his shirt and kissed all down his hairless chest, stopping to circle each of his nipples with her tongue. She pulled his cock out just as her lips met his waist, popping it into her mouth and sucking on the head.
Lita slowly moved his cock in and out of her mouth, pushing in at first just the head, then pulling it out. She then pushed in one more inch, and then another, until she had swallowed all of his cock from the head to the base. She moved all of his cock in and out of her mouth, first slowly, then picking up such speed that his cock kept magically disappearing and appearing again.
He put his fingers under her chin, and lifted her face from his cock, pulling her lips up to meet his. She straddled him and brought her sopping wet cunt down on him, again swallowing him with her other pair of lips. She rode him gently at first, grinding her cunt all the way down on him, and then she lifted herself up on his cock till just his head remained inside of her. Then she came down fast, his prick disappearing into her once more. She rode him harder, going up and down on his cock faster till he lost everything inside her.
They fell asleep right there in the trees by the road. When they woke a few hours later, Julio kissed her and helped to groom her so that she would look somewhat presentable if she happened to run into the family. When they got back to the hotel, she saw that the boys were out playing by the pool, and she knew that their virus had run its course.
The one day left she had, she had to spend with the family, and only had a moment to say goodbye to Julio. She was under the watchful eyes of the whole family, so the most that she could get from him was a hug, but she got to feel him against her and smell him one last time.
The next morning as they flew from the resort, Lita looked out the window and saw the sun high in the middle of the bluest sky she had ever seen. She smiled to herself, paused a moment, and started to plan the rest of her life.



PASSION'S NAME




Brad had met Angie in college. He’d actually heard the other guys in the fraternity talking about her, about how she’d blown every single one of them when they took her out. Like any immature college kid, he’d gone running to find her. A sure thing was a sure thing, and when the sure thing was a blowjob, real men didn’t pass it up.
She was pointed out to him by an upperclassman, and he was extremely surprised when he first saw her. She was a tiny, delicate, demure looking latina. The first time he saw her she was headed for church, wearing a lace shawl over her shoulders that looked to be a hundred years old. She was wearing a very expensive dress and shoes that probably cost as much as his car had. He watched her as she entered the Cathedral on campus, slipping the shawl over her head. He decided then and there that the guys were trying to set him up as a gag. He decided he wouldn’t play.
The next semester he found himself sitting next to Angie in class. She dressed like the other girls, was, funny and outgoing. He found himself very attracted to her, and eventually asked her out. Their first evening had not progressed very far before she had his cock out, sucking it deep into her hot mouth. She was very vocal, telling him how much she loved the taste and the feel of it. She also let him know just how to touch her hard little nipples…and she showed him just exactly how she liked her smoothly shaved pussy rubbed.
She had let go of his swollen cock for a few moments, pulled her jeans and panties off, and turned on the lamp in his room. She smiled at him and said only, “Watch me.” She had taken two fingers and put them in her mouth, then delicately brushed them around the outside of her swollen pussy lips. Angie worked the two fingers closer and closer to the little hooded nubbin that was her clit, then skinned the hood back with her middle finger and rubbed the clit with her forefinger. She threw her head back with a deep breath and slid both fingers into her pussy, rubbing her clit with her thumb. She hissed at him as she came, staring into his eyes, “This is what I like!” Angie pounced naked back onto his now quivering cock, sucking deeply at it. Brad had never had his entire cock in a girl’s mouth before.
Admittedly, he was no pornstar, but the nine or so inches and considerable girth sank into her mouth fully without ever making her gag.
When he quickly began to shoot against the working muscles of her throat, he fully expected her to take it out and finish him with her hand, like the two or three other girls in his experience had done. Not Angie, she just grabbed his balls and hung on. She swallowed his cum as if she were dying of thirst.
The guys teased him for waiting so long, but they all alerted him to the same dismal fact…Angie almost never dated the same guy twice. He was depressed. A couple of weeks went by and Angie finally asked him why he hadn’t asked her out again. He was honest with her and told her about his frat brothers and his conversations with them. He figured that honesty wouldn’t cost him anything in this case because she wasn’t known for dating a guy more than once.
The next thing he knew, found himself sitting outside in the Grove with her, leaning back against one of the giant, moss hung trees in the bright sunshine. They shared a soft drink and a chicken salad sandwich they had picked up at the Student Union snack bar and talked. Brad told her of his ordinary middle class upbringing in Northeast Mississippi. Angie’s story was different to say the least.
She had been born south of the border in an incredibly poor town in the Mexican state of Chiapas. Her mother had died of cholera when she was ten years old. Her father and two brothers had worked long, backbreaking hours to make enough cash to keep them all literally on a starvation diet in a rented hovel. She loved her papa and her brothers, and did whatever she could to make their life easier. She cleaned the house, cooked, did the dishes and washed their clothes. She was the only one who could read, because she was the only one who could go to the mission school. Angie was matter of fact in her description of her life, neither seeking nor expecting sympathy. Brad was fascinated, and found himself falling in love. They kissed under the spreading branches of the oaks, and by sunset he was lost.
They dated exclusively through their sophomore and junior years. He was happy enough, he remembered the tales he had been told by his frat brothers and he was young enough to fear sharing her. In the meantime, he had been kept exhausted. She had a very open, curious, and inventive mind. She never ran off shopping like most of the other girls when the guys turned on the porn in the “Common Room” in the basement of the big white columned frat house. She would snuggle up close to him in a dark corner or on the monstrously large sofa and watch them with him. Her comments (whispered in his ear) invariably enlarged his erections, and she always found methods to touch him, rub him, or tease him in some way. The winters were best, because they could cover up with a blanket and she would slip her hand inside his pants, squeezing his cock.
On more than one occasion she had slipped beneath the covers and sucked him till he came for her. On one really memorable occasion they had too much to drink at the New Year’s party and she had blown him on the coffee table in front of everyone at the party. Not that they were the only ones, more than one couple was actively engaged in some type of sexual act at that party…they’d nearly lost their charter because of the party. They were, however, the only ones who received a standing ovation for their performance.
The end of their senior year was approaching fast, and he decided to ask her to marry him. Her short answer, “No!” had shocked him. She refused to talk to him about it, and they split up for weeks. He started losing sleep and his grades started falling. He lost weight, he drank too much. Finally, one of his brothers approached her and told her what was happening.
“Why are you doing this to yourself?” she asked him on the sidewalk in front of the Student Union. He was a mess. His clothes hung loosely on his already lean frame, his hair was unruly, and he had bags under his eyes. “What difference does it make to you?” he asked her blearily, looking at her through bloodshot eyes. She stood quietly in front of him, clasping her books in both hands “Because I love you” she said. “You’ve got a helluva way of showing it!” he told her. She grabbed his hand and dragged him towards our tree. “We need to talk” she said.
Angie threw her books to the ground, and pushed his back to the battered old oak. Grabbing his shoulders, she forced him to the ground, sitting astride his lap so that her dark brown eyes would be level with his own. “I do love you,” she said, “and that’s why I can’t marry you.” “That makes absolutely no sense at all…” he began. She shushed him with a forefinger to his lips. She began to recount everything he’d ever told her about his family and his upbringing. Fourth of July, Christmas, Thanksgiving with his family, his proms, tennis at the Country Club, even the church he was barely active in. “Do you remember telling me all those things?” she asked him.
He nodded, not understanding the need to rehash his life. She kissed him slowly and softly, climbing off his lap, for the first time not wanting to stare into his eyes. “Have you ever wondered why I love to have a cock in my mouth? Why the taste of cum is good to me? I know I’m not like other girls.” Her voice faltered as he tried to talk, “No, let me finish” she said.
“My papa was a lonely man after my mama died. He worked so hard and so long. He never ate until after my brothers and I did, and no matter how late we had to stay up, he was always the last to go to sleep. He only drank his tequila or smoked when some friend of his would drop by and share on weekends when the work had been good and there was extra money. There was only the one room in the house, so we all slept in the same room, though we scattered about. When he thought we were all asleep, some nights my papa would cry.” He glanced at her face and, though she looked sad, there was no trace of tears, only a fierce gleam.
“I told my friend Nina about it at school, and she told me to get my papa a girlfriend. I wasn’t sure what difference that would make and she told me. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, I was so shocked. What she described sounded so outlandish that I didn’t believe her at first. She quickly called over some of the other girls to verify what she was telling me.
There was soon a large group of us giggling and laughing, each tying to tell a racier story than the last. One of the girls, Maria Alvarez, suddenly quieted us all down. She said that her papa wouldn’t even try to get a girlfriend because they couldn’t afford another mouth to feed. Several of the older girls were shaking their heads in agreement. Maria said that since her papa couldn’t try to find a bride, she had decided to take care of her papa herself. Most of us were shocked into silence, but again, I saw some of the other girls nodding in approval. We all were a little awed, because one of the things the Sisters were constantly lecturing about was the sanctity of our virginity. When asked about that mortal sin, Maria laughed. She told us that as long as her hymen was intact, she was a virgin. There were other ways, she whispered, to take care of her papa’s needs.”
“We all leaned forward to hear her quiet voice,” Angie said, “as she explained how a girl could use her hands, her lips, her breasts (though none of us had any yet) and her ass to satisfy a man, to make the white stuff shoot from the end of a man’s penis and make him happy. She said once she had made her papa understand that she wanted him to be happy and that she was proud to finally be more than just an empty mouth to feed, that her papa had become almost normal. She also said blushingly, that it helped to keep her brothers in line too. I looked around me and saw that very few of the other girls were shocked, that they seemed to find this a perfectly sensible solution to a seemingly insurmountable problem. I made up my mind.”
Angie still refused to look at Brad, though no trace of tears appeared on her face. “I went to the village pump and got extra water to bathe with after school was out, and I went home and washed myself all over. When my papa and brothers came home, I had supper ready for them to eat, and water for them to wash with even though it was only Wednesday. I lay on my pallet in my nightshirt until my brothers slept.
Papa thought I was asleep too, so he went to his own pallet after washing. He wore only a pair of the loose white linen pants that I had washed for him when I got home from the mission school. He sat for a while and lay down on his mat, and I very quietly went to him. I stood before him as he lay there, and I shrugged the nightshirt from my shoulders. He looked at me, completely at a loss for words.”
Angie again looked at him again. “That night I learned what it was like to suck a cock, and to feel the warmth of sticky cum in my mouth. I also learned what a joy it was to be able to bring peace and happiness to a man who had so little. At first he was consumed with guilt, but I told him what Maria had said about keeping her hymen intact and remaining a virgin. I never slept alone in that hovel again, and my Papa didn’t cry any more. I learned that first winter that after the first few times, it doesn’t hurt any more to have a cock in your ass. I also learned that my brothers hurt from the same need of a woman’s touch. I remember that winter as the most joyous time of my life. My papa and my brothers sang to me and treated me like a queen. We had no more to eat, and no luxuries at all, but we were happy and we were together. We lived like that until the hurricane took all three of them the same day.”
Her eyes finally filled with tears as she remembered the death of her family. “I am not ashamed of what I did,” she said, “I loved my papa and my brothers and I made them happy, I kept myself from being their burden to carry and became the joy of their lives.” She wiped away her tears. “When I was adopted by the Andersons, wealthy farmers in the Mississippi Delta, I had more than I ever dreamed I would have…but a year later Mrs. Anderson died and Mr. Anderson had a mild stroke. I cared for him until he died. I sold what was left after his medical expenses and came to school here. There will just be enough left for me to live until I find a decent job. It won’t be much, but I can get by.”
“Brad,” she said, “there’s no way I can marry you and fit in with your parents and the lifestyle you’ve had all your life. I’ve blown half your fraternity brothers. I’m not ashamed of living half my life in an incestuous relationship with my father and brothers. I’m proud of what I did, and I’m not going to hide from it or pretend it didn’t happen. Imagine what’s going to happen when your parents or your sisters find out! There’s no way I’m going to marry you and destroy what you have with your own family.”
Brad knew she spoke the truth. His mother would hemorrhage at simply hearing Angie’s story. His father would disown him. “We can leave” he said, “go away to California or Utah or somewhere.” “Brad,” she said, “haven’t you figured out by now that in the thousands of years of civilization by man the only thing we truly know for sure is that family is everything?” It was thirty years before he saw her again.
Brad Hawkins was lying on the beach with a tropical drink in his hand. It wasn’t his first. He reflected that he was probably headed for a serious alcohol problem…but it wasn’t really that important anymore was it? Ten months before a giant tornado had struck his home in Mississippi before going on into Alabama and Georgia to ruin more lives. When it left, it had taken his wife and two daughters, his parents, and his only living sister with it.
There had been nothing left, his business, his home, his parents’ home where his family had lived for over a hundred years, and everything he had known since his childhood was gone. He lived in an agony of guilt in the FEMA trailer they had placed on his property for a couple of months before the insurance check finally arrived. He had been on a business trip in Atlanta when the tornado struck. His entire family was at his parents’ house for a barbecue when the tornado struck out of nowhere. Their remains had been found in his dad’s storm cellar.
After the funeral expenses and the sale of the lands left to him, Brad was a millionaire several times over. He didn’t care. He drowned his feelings of guilt in oceans of Crown Royal one afternoon and he’d awakened to find himself in Destin, Florida. He’d never left. There was nothing at home for him, not a thing from his past to take him back at all.
He finished off the colorful drink and signaled to the sweet young bikini clad waitress for another. “Brad!” he reflexively looked up at the sound of his name. He couldn’t find the source of the voice, though for a moment it sounded familiar. A young man in his late twenties came running up from the beach, bending over to pick up a beach towel right in front of him. The young man looked familiar.
The faint smell of a perfume made from jasmine wafted past his nose. Brad looked inside the drink in his hand and sniffed it. This was like one of those movies where everything came back to the guy with amnesia. “Brad!” Damn it, he knew that voice. He turned to see a well- tanned woman of about his own age reach for the familiar man. She was dressed all in white, with a large white sun hat and dark glasses. There was no mistaking that face, and now he knew where he knew the voice from. The last thing he heard before he passed out was that same voice saying “watch me.”
When he awakened he was staring up into his own face, even though it was a younger version, it was his own face. Angie knelt with them, holding his hand as the young man tilted his head up to give him the lukewarm water brought by the anxious young waitress. “Angie?” he asked. Tears were in her eyes as she nodded. “What…” he started. She silenced him with a touch of her forefinger and said, “You shouldn’t talk right now. You’re dehydrated, you’ve had way too much to drink, and I believe you’ve just had a terrible shock.”
“We can get Mr. Hawkins back to his room” the waitress said, and we’ll have the hotel doctor come by and check him over. She stood aside as two young giants helped him to his feet. “I’m ok guys, but thanks.” “They have to at least go with you Mr. Hawkins, it’s hotel policy” she told him. “I’ll come with you Brad” Angie said. She kissed the young man’s cheek and told him she’d meet him later. She patted his shoulder “I know, you have questions” she said, “I’ll explain to you later, at dinner.”
Brad entered his room with Angie close behind him. “This is beautiful” she said “and so big”, taking off her hat. The air conditioning felt wonderful after the heat of the beach. “Is your family here with you?” she asked. For the first time since the funerals, he broke down and cried like a baby.
“And there was nothing left?” she asked him quietly. He nodded, “absolutely nothing. Almost fifty years of my life, and all I have is six tombstones to show for it.” He reached for the fresh bottle of Crown Royal on the coffee table before him. “Would you like a drink?” he asked. “Brad, that’s not going to bring then back” she said. He set the bottle back on the coffee table, “I know, and it really doesn’t help the hurt very much either.”
“Why didn’t you tell me I had a son?” he asked. She hung her head, not wanting to look him in the face. “I was wrong” she said, “but I couldn’t tell you.” “You were so young, so proud” she sniffed and touched her handkerchief to her eyes. “When you spoke of your home, your family, and going back to the life you had planned there. There was no room for me, no room for a child. I couldn’t bear the thought of you giving that life up to run away with me, away from the roots you held so dear.” He reached for her, to comfort her, but she held him back. “And I was furious with you because you wouldn’t” she laughed through her tears.
He laughed with her. “Life was so simple then” he said. “Everything was either black or white, no need to complicate things by adding the grays of reality.” We could have run away, you from the hardness of your life, me from the responsibilities I had inherited. “I’m so sorry” he said, but you had to have known I would have helped if you’d just told me.” “You’re still sweet” she touched his face, “but by the time I had Brad I had a plan and enough anger and determination to see it through.”
They spoke for hours, as twilight fell and they watched it from the deck of the penthouse suite. “Oh my God,” she said, “I’ve got to meet Brad for dinner. I promised to explain to him…I know he knows…you look too much alike!” He offered to go with her, but she said she thought this would be something she could do better alone. She promised to come back as soon as she could. He stood and held her “You’ve got to promise I can meet him, offer him some kind of explanation.” She kissed him softly and he was transported back to Ole Miss, to the Grove where she’d kissed him the first time. The shock went through both of them. She pulled back, surprised, and then promised she would try to set something up. When she left, he headed for a long soak and a shave. He was whistling.
She returned about eleven o’clock. Brad had had to quickly run to the Silver Sands Factory outlet in Sandestin to buy some clothes that fit. His liquid diet and lack of interest in eating had at least burned off some of the middle aged lard he had added over the years. He had nothing that fit him at all. He met her dressed business casual, and all in all he looked better than he had in years. He felt better than he had since the tornado.
She looked approvingly at him as she entered the penthouse. “There will be some rough going over the next few days,” she said, “but he’ll come around. He’s a good man.” Brad poured a stem of champagne for her and they went out on the patio deck in the moonlight. “It was still hard” she said. “I’d never told him anything about you except that I’d loved you.” “No husband?”, he asked, looking at her bare ring finger. “No husband, but many men” she laughed. “I’ve never loved any man but you and my papa and brothers” she said, gazing at him over the champagne glass. She walked to him and kissed him, and they were swamped with emotion. Her nipples hardened and showed through the white dress. He grew an erection harder than he’d known in years.
She backed away, “This is going too fast” she said. He stepped forward. “Angie, we’re almost fifty years old, nothing is fast any more. I won’t lie to you, I loved my wife. I still miss her so much it hurts every single day. I never forgot you though, and she knew it. She came to accept you as an invisible part of our marriage, even though it wasn’t fair to her.” He kissed her again, slowly, tasting the same woman he’d known thirty years before, remembering her touch, her taste, her heat. “Brad, I haven’t bathed, I’m wearing the same dress I’ve had on all day…” He silenced her the only way he could.
He carried her in his arms over to the huge hot tub on the patio deck. When he set her down, she looked into the tub. “Turn the bubbles on” she said. When he turned back from his chore she was standing nude in the moonlight. Her long dark hair was casually pushed to one side, hanging over one of her breasts. Her belly was hard and flat in the moonlight, and her dark eyes shone.
She sat before him on the edge of the tub, lifting one of her heels up beside her ass. “Remember this?” she asked as she lifted two fingers to her mouth. He literally shivered as he remembered the long ago day when he’d first seen her do this. “Watch me” she said. As she began to toy with her bald pussy, he ripped off his brand new clothes and threw them on the deck. She slid back in the now rapidly bubbling water, beckoning him to follow.
When he stood inside the tub she launched herself at his swollen member, taking it down to the root. He wrapped his hands in her hair and hung on as best he could. She never came up for air, she never backed off his cock an inch. Her tongue and her throat muscles coaxed him to an unbelievable release. Months of stored up cum boiled into her throat but she stayed with him, holding his balls in both hands.
They drained the bottle of champagne and talked of old times, comfortable with each other. So much had passed them by, but it seemed as if they had always been together. She could still make his blood race, and frequently during their nightlong conversation they had to stop talking and fuck. She couldn’t keep her hands or mouth off his penis for more than a few minutes at a time, and he couldn’t stop fondling her breasts or running his finger between her legs. When the sun crept over the horizon, it found them in his plush king sized bed, his cock deep inside her ass. She was moaning his name, fingers grasping at the sheets, begging him to cum in her tight hole. She came with him, and he lay on top of her, softening but still inside. He started to get off of her, but she begged him to stay. They fell asleep, still connected, exhausted and smiling.
He awakened to the aroma of fresh coffee and salt air. He could hear the gulls cry, so he knew Angie was on the patio deck. He quickly padded naked to the shower. He shaved and put on new clothes…the man he saw in the mirror in no way resembled the sad drunk he had awakened to the day before. He found Angie sitting on a chaise outside, gazing at the clear emerald green waters of the Gulf of Mexico, sipping from a steaming mug of coffee.
She smiled at him and he bent to kiss her. It was a soft loving kiss that spoke volumes to her. “Sit down with me my darling” she said. He sat and she poured him a mug of the coffee from a carafe on the table beside her. He breathed deeply over the mug, the coffee fine and strong. They sat for a long time listening to the gulls as they wheeled overhead and watched the waves crashing on the beach. “It is so peaceful here” she said. “I love it,” Brad told her, “and I love you.” His hand reached out to hers. She set her mug down on the table and took both his hands in hers. She bent close to him, “Brad, don’t start making plans or promises. I know how we parted, and I don’t feel any different right now than I did then. A long time has passed and we are not the same, no matter how familiar last night felt.”
She shuddered, “God how familiar.” His hand stroked her long dark hair. “I’ve nothing to go back to, my home is gone, my life has been swept clean. Before I saw you and Brad yesterday, I was contemplating a short life involving drinking myself to death. When I woke up today, my first thought was that you are still as amazing as you were thirty years ago. My second thought was that I have a son now, and I want to get to know him” Brad told her seriously. “I’m hearing what you’re saying about time having passed, but I’ve always loved you and that’s not going to change.” She smiled gently at him. “We will see” she said. They called their son and arranged to meet him for a late breakfast at a nearby cafe.
The meeting was awkward at first. Father and son didn’t know whether to shake hands or hug. They settled for the handshake and the shy introduction Angie made. The son had attended Mississppi State instead of Ole Miss, and had majored in Computer Science. Brad noticed the fraternity pin on his son’s collar and flashed the fraternity’s secret sign. His son stopped talking in mid-sentence and gave the response. They shared the fraternity handshake and Brad spoke first.
“I’ll be damned, I didn’t know they still passed all that stuff along these days” he said. His son, grinning, said they certainly did and the next few minutes passed easily for them. They found common ground in their interests, and an animated conversation ensued. Even their taste in breakfast was similar, both loving cheese omelettes, biscuits, and grits. Angie sat eating her grapefruit and sipping her coffee, enjoying herself hugely.
“He liked you” she said. “He seems to be a fine man” Brad told her,” I don’t know how you managed it on your own.” They spent the whole day together, making love, swimming, lying on the beach.
They met their son for dinner, and truly had a wonderful time. He had to excuse himself early because he had a date with the waitress who had helped them on the beach the day before. The two men hugged as they separated for the evening.
Brad nuzzled Angie’s neck as he reached around her waist and then raised his hands to cup her full breasts. “Our son has good taste in women” he said. “I know,” Angie said, “if I could have gotten her alone before he did I would have tried to seduce her myself.” Brad turned Angie in his arms, one eyebrow comically arched, “You like women too?”
“Brad, I told you, it’s been a long time and we are different people now than we were.” She sat on the chaise, patted the cushion beside her and indicated for him to sit. “While you have been in your quiet little corner of Mississippi, I’ve been in Los Angeles. I told you, there have been many men, but I have changed my love, and you don’t know me any more. That is why I asked you not to make any promises or plans yet.” “Am I going to need a drink for this conversation?” he asked. “Yes my darling, I think we both will.” She stood, and with the woman’s magic they all seem to be born with, she reached behind her and unfastened her dress. It fell to the deck unnoticed. “Bring the Crown Royal and meet me at the hot tub,” she gave him a wicked smile, “I’ll turn on the bubbles!”
He returned to the hot tub with a new bottle, two glasses, and a full crystal ice bowl. He set the tray down on the little table. She began to make their drinks while he undressed. Her nude body was even more enticing to him than it had been back in college. Slender, she was little more than five and a half feet tall. She was willowy, with slender legs and hips, and her firm upright breasts were just a little too full for such a slender body. Her dark skin was smooth and unlined, and when she moved she was graceful. The dark hair framing her high cheekboned face was amazingly erotic as it swung back and forth.
She offered him his drink, then bent to kiss his penis. “Now that we have calmed him down a little, we can have a serious talk” she said. “I am going to tell you a little of what I’ve become, and who I am now. I don’t want you to interrupt me, even though I’m sure I will shock you…I’m not a little immigrant girl from Southern Mississippi anymore and I’m not ever going to be again” she said quietly, and then sipped from her drink. “Do you think you can do that?” He nodded, serious and a little apprehensive now. “Good. Now you can sit over here and I will sit over here. That way you will be sure to pay attention to what I’m saying instead of playing with my breasts!” she laughed in a low throaty voice.
They sat facing each other, one of her knees between his knees, feet flat on the bottom of the tub. She took another sip of her drink, and then took a deep breath.
“I didn’t even wait for graduation, I left campus as soon as I finished my last exams. I sold what little I had, along with that raggedy little Plymouth, and bought a bus ticket to Los Angeles. I did not yet know that I was carrying Brad. I got off the bus in downtown L.A. and immediately headed for Venice Beach with my rucksack and what little cash I had left. That afternoon, as I watched the sights there I met a man in a wheelchair, a man in his fifties with graying hair and wearing a white Panama Suit. He was so charming.”
“He seemed to sense that I was brand new to L.A. and he soon had me telling him my life’s story. He was attentive and kind while I spoke. As it got later in the afternoon, he realized that I had no place to go. He explained to me that he had only recently been confined to the wheelchair, unable to walk and care for himself because his muscular dystrophy had advanced so far. To make a long story short, he offered me a job as his housekeeper and I took it. We were picked up by a long white limousine and taken to his home.”
“I worked for him, keeping an eye out for something available in my field of study, but he was paying me more than most of those entry jobs were paying. I had a suite of rooms in a magnificent house overlooking the ocean, and free use of his Porsche since he could no longer drive it. There was a cook and a driver for his limo and me living with him in the house. When the cook left, I found out what she had been doing for him…and I almost left. He explained to me that she got women to visit him and take care of his ‘personal needs’ and made sure they got to the house and were paid for their services. He was very nice about it, and told me that I was perfectly free to refuse it, but that if I wanted to take her place he would double what I was already making.”
“By that time I knew for sure that I was pregnant, and I told him. He told me that it wouldn’t make any difference, and that I was welcome to stay. He gave me a hug and said that he would enroll the staff in a health insurance program, and that he would cover the costs. That was the first time he ever touched me.”
“At least once a week he would send me to a private club to pick a woman, sometimes two women, to bring home to ‘visit’ with him. He described his taste, or ‘flavor of the week’ as he laughingly called it, and I would find them and bring them to the house. Sometimes I watched from the security cameras in the house, sometimes I listened from the hallway. You know how I am, and how strong my appetites are” she smiled at Brad,” and I soon found myself masturbating as I watched. It wasn’t long before I saw two of the ‘visitors” in a sixty-nine. I had heard of girls doing each other, but I had only seen it in some of those ridiculous porn movies you guys had in the frat house.”
In spite of Angie’s deliberate attempt to hold Brad at bay while she talked, her knee slid down in the water and he felt her toes exploring his penis under the water. “When the sixty-nine stopped, they began to kiss and fondle each other, almost in his lap. It was the most erotic thing I have ever seen. I dropped my shorts and buried my fingers in my pussy. When the blonde one stopped kissing her partner, she rose up to kiss my employer while her partner licked her pussy. I came, very hard, bucking in my chair in the security room.”
“I always watched after that. Sometimes he would even call in his driver to fuck one or both of the ‘visitors’. I watched every kind of sex act you can imagine in that room, and when the pressure got too intense, I would go to Venice Beach and pick up a stranger to fuck. I got crazy, I tried things I could never have imagined by myself. Things turned me on that I knew should not, and I reveled in it. I never got into pain or bondage, but I became enamored of it at the threshold level.” Her dark brown eyes bored into Brad’s, “I like to be tied up and teased till I can no longer restrain myself. I like to be tied up and forced to watch the man I’m with fuck someone else until my pussy is sucking for air. I like to be watched while I’m doing whatever I’m doing with whoever I’m doing it with. Again, to make a long story short, I’ve become a very dirty girl. I’m not going to change, I like myself the way I am…and I’m not sure you will be able to deal with that.”
Her foot was now stroking the length of his cock, which was impossibly swollen. He was verging on orgasm and his breathing was ragged. “Ah my love,” she said, leaning forward to grasp his hard organ in her hand, ”this is how you react now, but how will you react when I make you sit on the bed and watch while I suck some college boy’s dick, or let him stick his dick in my ass?” Brad’s cock jerked in her hand. “How will you feel if some young woman you find hot is lying beneath me as I suck someone else’s cum out of her pussy? What would you do if you found your wife with her tongue in another man’s ass, with another man in her pussy and yet another in fucking her own ass?” His cock began to spray cum, and she ducked her head under water to catch it all. She surfaced a moment later, opening her mouth to breathe in, and he could see his cum on her tongue. She smiled and rubbed his cum around in her mouth with her fingers before she swallowed it.
She reached for her drink and swallowed half of it before she climbed on his lap, his cock still hard. Angie reached between them and guided his dick to her ass, and he could feel the puckered flesh give way before he slid in. She sat down on him abruptly, socketing him in place, buried to the hilt in her tight ass. She began to bounce gently, not really sliding him in and out, just causing the flesh on his penis to slide up and down a bit. She wiggled her hips as only a latina can, and pushed a swollen nipple into his mouth. She caressed his hair and whispered into his ear.
“I love only you. I have since the first time I sucked your dick. But I am someone else now, and I can’t live without the things I’ve just told you about. So I’ll ask you this. You think of what I’ve told you, I’ll even show you some of it if you’d like. We will stay here until the end of this week if you want to try. If you still want me at the end of this week, we can take a trial period in L.A., say a year. If you still want me at the end of the trial period I will live with, marry you, be your slave, whatever you want for as long as we live.”
Angie raised up off his cock, and reached down to pull him up. Holding him to her, her face upturned and close to his, she whispered “What do you want?” He raised her slightly, just enough to insert his throbbing cock into her shaved pussy, then pulled her down until he was in as far as it would go. “I’ll do anything you want, anything at all just to spend every day of my life with you” he said. Anything else they might have said was obscured by their hips thrashing in the water as he covered her lips with his own.
“I’ll hold you to our agreement” she murmured as they lay in the king sized bed of the penthouse. “You’re not going to believe this,” he said as they petted and stroked, “but the whole idea has got me really stoked.” She laughed her throaty laugh, “Don’t tell me that until you see some stranger’s cum dripping down my chin.” He pinned her arms above her head and slammed into her pussy, grinding her back against the bed.
Brad was awakened by the brush of Angie’s lips against his own. “Wake up sleepy head” she teased. He could smell the fragrance of her jasmine body oil mixed with the powerful aroma of the fresh dark roast coffee in the mug she carried. “Hurry up and get dressed, I’ve ordered room service for breakfast.” The filmy peignoir she wore rippled when she walked. It was easy to see she wore nothing underneath.
“God I feel great, he said, as, freshly shaved and showered, he stretched on the open deck. She lounged comfortably as she watched him. “That’s good my love, because your first test will take place before your eyes in just a few minutes.” He looked at her in amazement. “You called a hooker this early in the morning?” “No, she said, “someone is going to knock on that door with our breakfast in a few minutes. You are going to calmly eat your breakfast while I fuck whoever it is. Man, woman, young, old, it doesn’t matter.” He choked on his coffee. “Remember our agreement,” she said. “All you can do is watch…” she said, “this time.”
He held his breath as he watched her go to the door of the suite. Her movements became positively feline as she approached the door. She opened it and said “Come in, we’re on the patio deck” in a sultry voice. He watched as she padded back onto the deck, the filmy peignoir completely transparent in the morning sun. A very ordinary young man, most likely one of the college students working here for the summer, rolled the breakfast tray behind her. His cheeks were flushed as he tried, unsuccessfully to keep his eyes off the beautiful nearly nude woman before him. Brad watched, fascinated as he tried to set the table without fumbling at it. He nearly choked with laughter as Angie brushed his arm with a swelling breast, her nipple hardening at the contact. The boy froze when he felt it. “Darling,” Angie said, “he’s done such a wonderful job, don’t you think he deserves a special tip?” Brad smiled a huge smile and said “Absolutely!”
Seated in her chair, Angie ran her hand up the boy’s leg inside his shorts, grabbing his erect cock in her hand and squeezing it firmly. The waiter nearly jumped out of his shorts. He looked frantically at Brad until he realized that Brad made no motion to stop this. “This can’t be happening to me” he thought. “This shit only happens in those stories in the backs of stroke magazines!” All conscious thought fled from his mind as Angie stood, shrugged of the peignoir, and knelt before him. She was fumbling with the front of his shorts.
Brad had a moment where he felt sick to his stomach as he realized that the woman he loved was about to put this guy’s strange cock in her mouth. He watched her pull it out as if he were watching a snake about to strike him. Then he realized his own cock was about to burst through his new shorts, and his breathing was as rapid as the waiter’s. Angie stroked the thick cock with her hand. Her other hand released the waiter’s shorts and they fell around his ankles on the deck. His jutting member, enclosed in Angie’s soft hand, was just in front of her face.
Angie’s eyes, fogged with open lust, were on Brad. She curled her tongue provocatively around the head of the waiter’s swollen dick. She licked the head, she slipped the tip of her pointed tongue into the drooling slit at the top of it. She curled her tongue back into her own mouth, and swallowed. Her eyes never left Brad’s face. She noticed his furtive movement down to his own hard cock, then she turned and swallowed the waiter’s cock all the way down, her nose pressed against his pubic bone. “Oh my God” the waiter breathed. His hips began to jerk, and his cock slid back and forth in her mouth as her tongue licked at him. Brad saw him become absolutely rigid for a moment, then the veins in the waiter’s cock swelled and his ballsack jerked…his cum erupting inside Angie’s sucking mouth. He didn’t even sigh, he simply pulled his shorts back up and practically ran to the door of the suite.
Angie walked slowly and deliberately back to Brad, and knelt at his feet. She opened her mouth and the waiter’s cum dribbled out, down her chin, and onto her breasts. “Can you handle it?” she asked. He threw her back on the deck and covered her instantly, thrusting as hard and as deep as he could. “Fuck… me… harder… baby” Angie moaned in rhythm with his thrusts. Her ankles locked in the small of his back as she helped him push deeper. Her hips met his thrust for thrust. When they were spent, Brad collapsed on her. She bore his full weight joyfully, caressing his hair and telling him she loved him. And so began the rest of their life..
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