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The Gambler’s Pretty Prize

A Debt Owed

Chloe stood up from where she sat at the bottom of her bed and walked towards the door of the large bedchamber when the knock came. She’d hoped it wouldn’t and hearing it made her heart sink. It wasn’t a complete surprise though.

The loud commotion of her father’s homecoming had been enough to wake the dead. Not that she’d been asleep and she’d sent up a short prayer that he would simply make his way to bed. That was how how his nights of overindulgence usually ended and there had been too many of those in recent times. Far too many. On this occasion it appeared he had not retired, however. That was made all the more apparent when knuckles rapped urgently on wood once more just as she reached out to the door handle.

“God help me,” she muttered and looked up towards the heavens before opening the door.

Her gaze came down to the unmistakable look of concern on the elderly butler’s face. It unsettled her even more. Harold had worked in the manor house since she was a child and she’d always known him to conduct himself in an implacably unruffled manner. Well, almost always. This appeared to be one of those times when he did not.

“Your father appears distressed, Miss Chloe,” he said and the anxiety was all too apparent in his voice. “It may be wise for you to come downstairs.”

“Yes, yes of course,” she agreed and waited for him to move aside before stepping out of the bedchamber.

She closed the door and pulled the sides of the robe she wore tighter together before following in the wake of the butler. The flickering light of the candle he carried illuminated the large portraits on the wood paneled walls of the hallway. Chloe’s eyes flitted to each one of her esteemed ancestors as she passed them by and she found herself wondering what they would make of her father’s recent behavior.

None would think it befitting of a lord. She was sure of that, but tried to put the idea out of her head. Her father had taken the breakup with her mother badly. Keeping news of the separation under wraps had been impossible, with rumors swirling that brought scandal upon the family.

There would be no divorce. It wasn’t the done thing, but she knew her mother would not return to the family home. The marriage was over, with the situation now utterly irretrievable. Her father had eventually settled on that conclusion also. It sparked his descent into a spiral of depression that seemed all but unstoppable. His drinking had gradually worsened over the previous few months and, if the butler’s concern was anything to go by, it seemed that evening had brought about another downward lurch in decorum.

She wasn’t sure what she would find downstairs, but tried to stop herself from imagining the worst as she came to a halt at the top of the wide staircase. Harold kept going and the light of the candle began to illuminate the ground floor of the building as he walked down the steps. It made the cream, marble flooring glimmer and Chloe’s gaze flitted to the family crest emblazoned in the very center of the tiles.

It made her smile, but the expression faded quickly as she looked around the stylish pieces of furniture that adorned the large entrance hall of the manor house. The layout had been her mother’s idea and that thought brought a sigh spilling from her lips.

“Miss Chloe.”

The urgent way in which her name was spoken cleared the thoughts away as she returned her attention to Harold. It showed he’d stopped and was looking back up the stairs towards her.

“Keep going,” she encouraged him and got moving to hurry down the steps.

He started descending the staircase once more and was almost at the bottom when she caught up to him. There were no more stops until they came to a halt at the door of her father’s small study.

“I tried to convince him that retiring to his bedchamber for some rest was a more sensible idea,” Harold said.

“I understand,” Chloe replied and reached out to squeeze his arm, but it was of little comfort to either of them.

“I’ll be down in the kitchen, if you need me,” Harold went on.

Chloe simply nodded and steeled herself before reaching out to open the door. The darkness inside was not a good sign and she turned to Harold to stop him from walking away.

“Close the door when I light the lamp,” she told him in a hushed voice.

He acknowledged the comment with a nod and lifted the candle higher to light Chloe’s way when she walked in the room. The flickering brightness illuminated her father, who was slumped in the seat at his desk. His appearance was disheveled and he didn’t move as she approached. It made her wonder if he’d actually fallen asleep when she saw his eyes were closed.

He certainly didn’t seem to register her arrival as she moved right beside him and opened a drawer to find the matches. Once she did, she quickly lifted the glass chimney of the oil lamp on the desk, so she could light the wick. When she replaced the chimney, she looked across the room.

Harold nodded before closing the door to leave Chloe and her father bathed in the soft glow of the lamp. A closer inspection showed her the half-full glass of brandy clutched in his hand. The glint of light on the crystal stopper resting on the wooden surface caught her eye and she reached out to pick it up, so she could replace it in the top of the decanter. The sound of the clink got the first reaction.

“Don’t close it,” her father declared when he opened his eyes.

“Papa,” Chloe replied in a soothing tone as she dropped to her knees at the side of the chair. “It’s late, you must retire for the night.”

“Won’t sleep,” he let out in a morose grumble.

“Please, you must try, Papa,” Chloe urged. “No good will come of you sitting here drinking brandy into the small hours.”

“I might as well while I still can,” he said and lifted his hand to finish his drink.

The way he slammed the empty glass down on the desk made Chloe flinch. She wanted to grab the decanter to pull it out of his reach, but was too slow. Her father picked it up, removed the stopper and poured himself another glass of brandy before slumping down in the seat again.

“Papa, please,” Chloe implored and settled a palm on his forearm to try and stop him lifting the glass.

“I need this,” he mumbled and used his free hand to pull her grip from his arm, so he could take a drink. It was only when he lowered the glass that he spoke again. “I need to blot out what I’ve done…, it’s too terrible to think about.”

The sullen words sent a chill dread down Chloe’s spine and she watched her father take another gulping drink. When he dropped his hand down on the arm of the seat, some of the brandy slopped out of the glass to splash on her robe. It made her lips tighten together as she wiped at the damp patch. Her actions were simply to put off asking a question she wasn’t sure she wanted an answer to, but she eventually came out with it.

“What do you mean?”

He closed his eyes and remained silent. Chloe could feel the growing tension making her throat constrict. It suddenly felt difficult to take a breath. She grabbed hold of her father’s arm again to shake it gently.

“Papa, what do you mean?” she asked in a louder voice. “What’s happened.”

It made him open his eyes and the look he gave her made the sense of dread hanging in the air even worse.

“You’ll hate me,” he muttered in a hoarse rasp.

“No, no, don’t say that,” she declared. “I love you. Just tell me what you’re talking about.”

That he couldn’t hold her gaze was all the more disquieting for Chloe. She watched as he emptied the glass again, but she was ready this time and dragged the decanter out of his reach. It made him slump down further in the seat.

“I can’t tell you,” he slurred. “It’s, it’s…”

His words tailed off to a disturbing silence and Chloe was unsure of what to say. After a few seconds, her father reached a hand to the inside pocket of his jacket. She watched as he tossed the piece of paper he brought out onto the desk then closed his eyes again.

“Papa,” she said, but there was no response.

She turned her gaze from him to the piece of paper. There was only one way to find out what it was, so she reached out to pick it up. Unfolding it, she frowned as she read what was written.

“I don’t understand,” she said when she grabbed at her father’s arm with her free hand. “Why are you showing me this? What does it mean?”

There was still no response, so she shook his arm yet again. The haunted look in his eyes when he finally opened them left her dismayed.

“What does it mean?” she asked once more and looked at the paper.

“I lost them,” her father mumbled.

Chloe’s eyes narrowed as she stared at him. She was about to ask him to elaborate, but didn’t need to when he went on speaking.

“My evening was spent mostly at the abode of Count Armstrong.”

Mention of the Count’s name made Chloe grimace. He was a known gadabout. At least, that was his reputation as far as she knew from the whispered rumors she’d heard. That her father had spent time with him definitely wasn’t good.

“You should not…,” she started to say, but didn’t get any further when she was interrupted.

“He’s in town for the weekend. I bumped into him and a few of his friends at the Aster Club. They were planning a game at his apartment, so I took it upon myself to join them.”

Chloe shut her eyes tightly as the dread in her bones sent another icy shiver down her spine. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing and didn’t really want to listen, but found herself transfixed.

“I was sure my final hand would beat his,” her father went on miserably. “It’s impossible that it didn’t. I had to go all in to have a chance of winning, but…”

The remark tailed off to an excruciating silence. Chloe looked at the piece of paper she still held. It felt like the world she knew was crashing down around her and, again, she didn’t want to ask a question. There was no choice, however. She needed to be one hundred percent sure she hadn’t misunderstood.

“You wagered the manor house and one thousand pounds in a game of cards?”

Her father was suddenly animated when he grabbed her arm and she could smell the alcohol on his breath when he leaned closer.

“I had the chance of winning Count Armstrong’s apartment. It’s a lavish property that we could have sold and…”

“But how could you take that chance,” Chloe interrupted in an incredulous voice. “The manor house is our home. Using it as a mere chip in a game of cards is, is...”

She couldn’t find the words to finish the remark, but it cut through her father’s burst of enthusiasm and she could almost see the dark cloud of despair settle over him again. He let go of her arm as he collapsed back down in the seat and brought his hands over his face. It broke her heart to see him in such anguish, but she felt it herself.

“You must talk to him, Papa,” she urged and saw the haunted expression on his face once more when he dropped his hands down to his lap.

“I cannot,” he said in a resolute voice. “He won the prize fair and square. There is no recourse open to me now. The debt is owed and must be paid.”

Chloe had been brought up not to question her parents or raise her voice to them, but the anguish came out when emotion got the better of her.

“We live here, Papa. I know of no other home. We cannot just walk out the door and never return because of a game of cards. It’s, it’s…”

She was lost for words again and it was her who put her hands over her face now as the enormity of her father’s folly struck home. It left her in despair for a few seconds, but she tried to gather herself as she dropped her arms back by her sides.

“You cannot simply leave it like this,” she said. “There must be something you can do.”

Her father seemed to crumple in on himself as he drooped further down in the chair. His voice was beaten when he finally broke the silence.

“The game was fair and the other players will testify that I made the bet of my own free will. No one forced me. I wasn’t cheated. My full house of aces over sevens should have won the game. I was sure it would and Count Armstrong’s apartment would be mine, be ours, but he revealed four kings. His was the winning hand and there is nothing I can do to change that.”

“You can speak to him,” Chloe implored. “Come to some other arrangement that does not lose you the family home.”

She felt the utter despair as she watched her father limply shake his head then let it droop down onto his chest.

“Then I must do something,” she said.

The words seemed to rouse him out of his despondency once more and she winced at how tightly his fingers latched on to her wrist.

“You cannot,” he exclaimed.

“But…”

“I forbid it,” he said in an even louder voice. “This is between Count Armstrong and I. You must promise you will not become involved in the matter.”

Chloe’s nose wrinkled at the stench of alcohol on her father’s breath. The demon drink had obviously played a huge part in his actions that evening and she wanted to berate him for his carousing behavior. She held her tongue though and his grip grew more painful on her arm when he made a demand.

“Promise me.”

She saw the determination in his bloodshot eyes and knew there was no point in challenging him at that very moment. It made her acquiesce, but she hid her free hand behind her back and crossed her fingers.

“I promise,” she replied.

His will to stay strong melted away and she felt the relief when he released his grip. There was no point in carrying on the conversation, so she made an attempt to get him to his bedchamber.

“Please, Papa, no more drinking tonight. Retire and get the rest you need. I’ll call Harold and we’ll help you upstairs.”

A sigh spilled from his lips. She saw his gaze alight on the decanter, so reached out to move it to the opposite side of the desk.

“You’ve had enough, Papa,” she told him.

She rose to her feet to move around the desk and there was no protest when she picked up the decanter. Moving to the cabinet in the corner of the room, she opened it to put the brandy on a shelf inside then locked the door when she closed it. She contemplated taking the key, but decided against it.

“Wait here,” she told him then left the room.

She hurried to the kitchen and found Harold warming himself beside the stove. His gaze came to her when she entered the room.

“I need your help to get my father to his bedchamber,” she told him.

“Yes, Miss Chloe,” he agreed and rose to his feet.

She half expected him to question her, but he remained silent as they left the kitchen. The glow of light came to them before they even reached the study and they saw her father had already left it. He was heading unsteadily towards the large staircase.

“Hurry,” she urged.

They quickened their pace to catch up and it was Harold who spoke.

“Let me carry that for you, sir,” he said and took hold of the lamp.

Chloe put an arm around her father’s waist and he let the lamp be eased from his grasp by the butler. He started to mumble as they helped him up the steps, but the garbled words were unintelligible and he seemed lost in his own world. It was slow going to get him to his bedchamber, but they finally managed it and he collapsed down on the bed.

“Leave this to me, Miss Chloe,” Harold said. “I’ll get him in his nightclothes and settled for the night.”

She nodded before leaving the bedchamber and closing the door. The surprise showed on Harold’s face when he eventually stepped out of the room a short while later to find her still standing in the hallway.

“He’ll be fine now, Miss Chloe,” he said. “You should get some rest.”

Chloe shook her head grimly. She was about to break the promise she made to her father, but really had no choice. The matter was too grave to ignore. If Count Armstrong was in town for the weekend only, it could mean he’d leave at any time the following day and she couldn’t afford to miss him. She needed to act with all haste.

“Please tell Joseph to make the carriage ready,” she said.

The surprised expression returned to the elderly butler’s face.

“It’s almost midnight,” he replied. “You should not…”

“Please,” Chloe implored. “This is a pressing matter. It cannot wait. Just do as I ask.”

The concern showed on Harold’s face, but she knew she could trust him to carry out her orders when he asked a question.

“Where will you be going, Miss?”

Chloe pursed her lips to let out a slow breath. She’d retired to her bedchamber earlier in the evening concerned about her father, but never expected he would land her in the situation she now faced. In truth, she wasn’t even sure if the plan formulating in her mind was in any way sensible or, for that matter, would make the slightest bit of difference. Doing nothing wasn’t an option, however.

“I need to converse with Count Armstrong,” she said. “I’ll be visiting his apartment in town.”

Late Night Visit

The light pitter-patter of raindrops on the roof of the carriage melded into the clip-clop of hooves on damp cobbles as Joseph reined the horses into making the turn onto a wide boulevard. Chloe felt the sinking sensation in the pit of her belly as she leaned closer to the window to look out. The gloomy darkness on the other side of the rain-streaked glass made the large properties lining the thoroughfare appear all the more ominous to her. It heightened the angst she’d been feeling since her father’s devastating revelation.

She couldn’t let that stop her though and continued to stare out at the passing scenery as the late night journey came towards an end. The mansions they passed by were home to many of the great and good of the town. That was also the case for the apartment buildings. However, a good number of those had been bought up by out-of-town folk looking to have a comfortable, bijou residence they could use on their visits, with Count Armstrong falling into that group.

Chloe wasn’t even sure in which building he resided until the carriage finally came to a halt in front of one. She waited for Joseph to climb down from the driver’s seat and come to the door. He opened it and her lips tightened together when she saw the weariness on his face. It sparked a brief moment of guilt that she shrugged off in a hurry. There had been no choice but to drag him back out into the dank, rainy night to make the trip.

“Come along, Miss Chloe,” he said stoically. “I’ll escort you inside.”

He opened an umbrella and held it in place to give her some protection from the drizzle as he helped her down from the carriage. They hurried across to the door of the building, which he opened.

“Count Armstrong resides in Apartment 3/1,” he said. “Would you like me to come in with you?”

“It’s not required,” Chloe replied, with a shake of her head. “You can sit in the carriage to keep yourself dry. I’m not sure how long this will take, but I’ll try to keep the visit as swift as I can.”

“Yes, Miss,” Joseph replied and kept the umbrella raised until she walked inside.

She stopped to look around the lobby and, in spite of the miserable circumstances of her visit, she couldn’t help but be impressed. The dark, marble flooring looked pristine, with the white painted walls giving the place clean, crisp lines. A few pictures on the walls added vivid splashes of color to the minimalist décor and a seating area made of high-backed armchairs and a chaise-lounge provided somewhere comfortable for visitors to wait.

The only other furniture piece in the lobby was a large, wooden desk, which Chloe assumed belonged to the building manager. That was typically the first port of call for visitors, so she made her way across to it and tapped her palm down on the polished, metal call bell.

It was no surprise that it took a short while for someone to come into view from the room behind the desk, with the man straightening a tie he’d obviously just put on. The weariness in his expression mirrored what she’d seen on Joseph’s face and she wondered if ringing the call bell had disturbed him out of a slumber.

“Can I help you, Miss?” he queried.

“I’m here to see Count Armstrong,” Chloe replied. “He resides in Apartment 3/1, I believe.”

“That’s correct,” the manager said to confirm the information Joseph had given her was accurate. “Is he expecting you?”

The question made Chloe purse her lips. She knew there was no point in lying, however, so shook her head before speaking.

“No, I’m calling unannounced.”

The manager pointedly took a watch from the pocket of his waistcoat to check the time before bringing his gaze back to her.

“It’s late, Miss,” he said and returned the watch to his pocket.

“I’m aware of that,” she replied, with a confidence that belied the way she actually felt. “But I have an important matter to discuss with the Count. Please could you inform him that Lady Chloe Fitzgerald is here to see him.”

The man’s tight-lipped smile showed a hint of his vexation, but he cleared the expression from his face quickly and pointed to the seating area.

“You can wait there, Miss,” he said politely. “I’ll call on Count Armstrong and let him know you’ve arrived. If he consents to your visit, I shall take you up to his apartment.”

“Very well, thank you,” Chloe said and turned away from the desk to walk over to the seats.

She perched herself on the edge of one of the armchairs and looked to see the manager disappearing up the steps. Nerves made her fidget while she waited and she finally couldn’t bear to sit for a second longer, so got back to her feet. Her gaze flitted around restlessly as she paced back and forth, but she came to a stop when she heard the sound of footsteps.

Her gaze went to the stairs to see the manager come into view. The neutral expression on his face gave no hint of what he was about to say and it was only when he reached the bottom of the steps that he spoke.

“Count Armstrong has agreed to a meeting. If you’d follow me, Miss.”

Chloe nodded her head. She wasn’t sure what she felt as the manager turned to start climbing the steps again. There was relief that her journey had not been wasted, but the butterflies in her belly were now doing a merry dance to make her feel almost nauseous. She tried to get her agitation under control as she hurried to follow up the stairs.

When they reached the third floor of the building, the manager led the way to the first apartment in the wide hallway. He knocked and the door was opened right away by a uniformed man, who was obviously Count Armstrong’s butler.

“This is the young lady,” the manager said.

The butler put a smile on his face as he moved aside and motioned for her to come in. He closed the door when she passed him by then turned to her.

“Can I take your coat, Miss?” he asked.

“Oh, no thank you,” Chloe replied. “My visit will hopefully not disturb Count Armstrong overly long.”

She felt the rush of blood to her cheeks when the butler nodded. The truth was she’d been in such an absent-minded haste to make the journey that she’d simply taken off her robe then thrown on a coat over her nightgown. She suddenly wished she’d dressed properly, but it was too late to worry about it. The butler moved past her to lead the way and she followed in his wake. He came to a stop by a door and knocked before opening it.

“The young lady has arrived,” he announced when he walked in the room.

He motioned for Chloe to come inside and it was only when she did that he spoke again.

“Is there anything else you require, Sir?”

“Ask Angela to prepare some tea,” Count Armstrong said.

“Please,” Chloe interjected. “Do not go to any effort on my behalf. I will not take up too much of your valuable time.”

“You’re sure?” Count Armstrong queried.

“Quite sure,” Chloe answered primly, with a thin-lipped smile. “I understand it’s late and I do not wish to be burdensome.”

Count Armstrong returned his attention to the butler when he spoke again.

“You can retire for the night, Brendan. I will see my guest out when our discourse is at an end.”

“Thank you, sir,” Brendan acknowledged.

Chloe watched as the butler left the room and closed the door. Nerves took a stronger grip to make her belly muscles clench tightly as she looked across the room

“You must excuse my attire,” Count Armstrong said when he rose from the high-backed, leather chair to stand in front of it. “I did not expect a caller at such an advanced hour of the night, so was already in my nightclothes.”

“My apologies for the intrusion,” Chloe said as she took a tentative step towards him.

There was no response at first and she watched as he moved away from the fireplace to a nearby drinks cabinet. The quilted robe he wore appeared luxuriously expensive and covered most of what was obviously silk pajamas below. That he lifted a decanter brought her unwanted recollections of sitting in her father’s study not too long before. It made her wince.

“Will you join me?” Count Armstrong asked and held up the decanter.

“No thank you,” Chloe replied.

He nodded before pouring whisky into a glass. When he finished, he picked up his drink and moved back to his chair.

“Please,” he said as Chloe approached him. “Take a seat and warm yourself. It has been an inclement evening.”

He sat down and Chloe did the same when she got to the chair on the other side of the fireplace. She felt the warmth of the flickering flames, but it provided little comfort as she contemplated how to broach the subject she’d come to discuss. In the end, her silent deliberations were wasted when it became clear that her family name had alerted Count Armstrong to who she was and why she’d arrived at his apartment.

“You conversed with your father?” he asked.

Chloe let out a sigh as she wrung her hands together.

“Yes,” she replied, without looking up from her lap.

“He arrived home safely then?”

Chloe did look up now and nodded her head. It wasn’t only the warmth of the fire making her sweat. She felt wretched as her anxiousness brought the sinking sensation to the pit of her belly again. Pulling a lace handkerchief from her pocket, she mopped her brow.

“You’ll be more comfortable without your coat,” Count Armstrong said. “Let me take it for you.”

“I’ll be fine, thank you,” Chloe blurted out, but undid a couple of buttons of her coat and fanned the collar to try and let some of the heat out from under the heavy material.

Her breathing grew more labored as she watched Count Armstrong take a drink. She wasn’t sure quite how to go on, but didn’t need to when she was asked another question.

“Your father sent you here?”

“No,” she exclaimed. “Oh dear lord, no. He expressly forbade me from interfering.”

“But you felt the need to go against his wishes?”

Chloe’s lips tightened together for a second before she spoke.

“My father told me all was lost, but I refuse to countenance that. The manor house is the only home I’ve ever known. I can’t let…”

Her voice faltered as emotion took hold and she couldn’t finish the sentence. In truth, she hadn’t even been sure what she was going to say. The turmoil in her mind wouldn’t settle and it left her filled with uncertainty. A silence stretched out as Count Armstrong took a long sip of whisky and it was only when he lowered the glass that he spoke.

“And what exactly are you proposing?”

Chloe’s nose wrinkled. It wasn’t a question that was completely unexpected, but she had no sensible answer.

“I don’t know,” she eventually admitted in a hushed rasp of breath. “But my home cannot be lost to me and my family on the turn of a card.”

“I understand it must have come as a shock to you, but there is nothing unfair about the outcome. Two esteemed gentleman facing off against each other in gambling combat. In such circumstances, there can be but one winner.”

“Yes, but to put such riches at stake over the turn of a card seems, seems…”

“Preposterous?” Count Armstrong offered to finish the remark.

Chloe’s lips tightened together, but she nodded her head in agreement. She understood that men liked to gamble and had no problem with that. However, putting a home at risk of being lost did seem utterly preposterous.

“It’s wrong,” she said.

She kept her head bowed to stare at her hands in her lap until she heard the comment.

“My hand of cards was not unbeatable,” Count Armstrong said and their eyes met for a brief instant before Chloe bowed her head again. “It was not only your father who took a risk with the gamble. I could have easily lost this place to him. We both took the wager fairly and squarely, but, as I told you already, in those circumstances there can only be one winner.”

“But…”

“I would have honored the bet had I lost,” Count Armstrong interrupted. “I expect no less of your father, which was why he forbade you from interfering.”

“It’s my home,” Chloe let out wretchedly.

“I understand that, but tell me this. If your father had returned home to inform you of his good fortune at winning, would you have braved a damp, rainy night to visit me and say that the situation was wrong?”

Chloe’s heart sank. They both knew the answer to the question. In those circumstances, she would have been infuriated with her father for putting their home in such peril. She would not have interfered, however. There was no point pretending otherwise.

“No,” she mumbled.

“And rightly so,” Count Armstrong said. “You would have celebrated your windfall.”

A cold dread fell over Chloe as she clutched her hands together. It appeared her trip had been in vain, but the overwhelming emotions made her act without thinking.

“Please,” she begged as she dropped from the seat and moved to kneel before Count Armstrong. “There must be some way that we do not lose our family home. So much has gone wrong for my father in recent times and I fear this will break him.”

There was silence for a second as she brought her hands together in supplication.

“I’ve heard mention of your father’s troubles,” Count Armstrong eventually said. “It is most unfortunate.”

“Then please have some compassion for him,” Chloe implored when she looked up. “Find a way out of this, which does not lose us our home.”

Count Armstrong took a sip of whisky as they stared at each other.

“If I grant your request,” he eventually said. “What do you have to offer in exchange?”

Chloe felt the sinking feeling again.

“I am but the humble daughter of a Lord,” she said. “All I have comes from him.”

“You do yourself a disservice,” Count Armstrong said when he leaned forward.

It unnerved Chloe and a frown creased her brow.

“But I…,” she started to say although her words ended abruptly when she saw where the Count was looking.

A glance down showed the buttons she’d loosened on her coat revealed a glimpse of her nightgown. A flush of red colored her cheeks as she slapped a hand against the material to cover her chest up. She shuffled back on her knees, but was all too aware of his gaze remaining on her.

“The manor house is worth thousands,” she mumbled. “I have nothing of that value in my possession.”

“What you offer does not have to match the cost of the manor house,” Count Armstrong replied. “It just needs to be something I prize in a way that would convince me to make an exchange.”

Chloe felt her heartbeat hammering in her chest. The flush of heat on her face made more sweat bead on her skin and she lifted the handkerchief to mop her brow. She’d come hoping that she could find some way to stop the family home being lost. That eventuality now might very well be within her grasp, but there seemed little doubt what she’d have to give up to make a bargain.

“I am a Lady,” she let out quietly.

“And I a Count. Our titles are of no importance in this matter.”

“But what you ask of me,” Chloe uttered. “It’s, it’s…”

She shrank back when Count Armstrong rose to his feet, but he moved past her and she watched him return to the drinks cabinet. He poured himself another whisky from the decanter before filling another glass.

When he returned, he stood over her and held out the drink. Chloe stared at it for a second before reaching out to take it from him. The heat of the alcohol burning her throat when she took a sip made her grimace. Count Armstrong returned to his chair to sit down and drank some whisky before speaking.

“Is it such a sacrifice to make?” he asked. “Would you not trade one night of your life to save your family home.”

Chloe glanced at him, but didn’t say a word. Instead, she took another sip. The burn made her grimace again and she let out a rasping breath.

“I cannot,” she said.

“Are you innocent?” Count Armstrong asked.

Their eyes met, with the momentary pause being enough to give him an answer and Chloe knew it. She dropped her gaze as the humiliation took hold.

“There is nothing to be ashamed of,” Count Armstrong said. “Young women have their needs just like anyone.”

“It was only once,” Chloe declared then slapped a hand over her mouth.

The embarrassment felt overwhelming and she wanted to run. She couldn’t get herself to move though and knew fleeing the apartment would end any chance she had of saving her home. She lifted the glass she held to finish the rest of the whisky in one. It made her head spin a little as memories of the encounter took hold in her mind.

“Who was the fortunate man?”

“Please,” she whined. “I have never spoken of it to anyone. My family has already suffered too much scandal in recent times. I could not bear to be the cause of any more.”

Count Armstrong rose to his feet again. She clutched the empty glass tightly when he leaned down to take hold of it, but she eventually let go. It felt like too much effort to drag herself back to the seat, so she remained where she was kneeling on the floor. When another glass of whisky was held out to her a few seconds later, she simply stared at it.

“Take it,” Count Armstrong urged. “A stiff drink will make you feel better.”

Chloe could already feel the slight wooziness of drinking one glass of strong alcohol so quickly, but she gave in to his demand.

“Here, let me help you up,” he said and took hold of her wrist to pull her to her feet.

He didn’t let go, but she let her arm stretch out when he walked towards his seat. His insistence when he tugged harder made her follow and she was pulled down onto the arm of the chair when he sat. She took a drink, but it wasn’t only that which made her face screw up.

“Tell me who he was,” Count Armstrong encouraged.

Chloe let out a rush of breath as memories flooded her head. That they brought the prick of heat between her thighs heightened the embarrassment, but she gave in to the questioning.

“I spent last summer at the country home of my aunt and uncle, so I could visit them and my cousin.”

“And?” Count Armstrong prompted.

“Matilda, my cousin, enjoys riding and we spent a fair portion of our time doing that,” Chloe went on. “The stable lad would always get the horses ready for us and help us mounting them. He was a common boy although not in the least bit intimidated by our nobility.”

“You enjoyed the touches as he helped you up?” Count Armstrong asked and took a drink.

That he’d guessed where the story was heading felt excruciating to Chloe, but she admitted the truth and nodded her head.

“I went for a walk one day alone and found him with a bottle of cider in the stables. He offered me a drink and I decided to try it. One drink led to another and before I knew it he, well, he got out his erect manhood.”

“He took advantage of you?”

“No, it really wasn’t like that,” Chloe confessed. “I was curious and touching it had an effect on me stronger than the cider.”

“I know those emotions only too well,” Count Armstrong said. “They infect your mind until you can think of nothing else.”

“Yes,” Chloe agreed as the memories grew stronger still. “He asked to see under my petticoats and the cider clouded my judgment in a way I should not have let happen. But I gave in to his request and then to kisses I’ve never had before. It felt both utterly indecent and deliriously thrilling, and sparked emotions I could not control. I regretted what I let happen immediately it ended, made him promise never to speak of what we’d done and gave an excuse to leave the following day. It removed me from further temptation and nothing like it has ever happened again, so…”

“You gave that to him for nothing,” Count Armstrong interrupted. “Would it be so wrong to give me the same to pay off a debt and save your family home. I ask for only one night.”

Chloe rocked her head back and looked up at the ceiling. In the aftermath of her first sexual experience, she’d promised herself it wouldn’t happen again and that she’d save herself for the man she wed. Thinking of that brought something more to mind.

“You’re a married man,” she blurted out. “Your wife…”

“We have an understanding,” Count Armstrong cut in. “She is indebted to me for making her a lady and doesn’t plan to give up a life she’s become accustomed to. For that, she lets me have my indiscretions.”

“No, it’s wrong,” Chloe whined and rose to her feet.

Her legs felt shaky when she took a step, but she made herself keep going to walk to the drinks cabinet. She put the glass down and took a moment to compose herself as best she could.

“I will send my carriage to your home tomorrow evening,” Count Armstrong said when he got up from the chair. “The choice is then yours to make.”

“No,” Chloe murmured and closed her eyes tightly. “It is unthinkable.”

It was only when she became aware of Count Armstrong moving behind her that she opened her eyes.

“Give me what I want for one night and I promise I will relinquish my claim on your home,” he said.

Chloe felt the despair settle over her. She’d come looking for a way out of the mess her father created, but it was too much.

“I cannot,” she mumbled as she tried to move past him, but he caught her arm.

“No one outside the walls of this apartment will ever find out,” he said. “I give you my word as a gentleman on that. You know those feelings and by your own admission enjoyed them. I can give you more of...”

“Please, I need to leave,” Chloe interrupted and shook her arm free of his grip. “What I have told you this evening is between only us. Please promise me that.”

Count Armstrong nodded his head.

“I have no wish to sully your reputation. Your secret is safe with me.”

Chloe walked across the room to leave it and was aware of being followed. She quickened her pace and it was only when they reached the front door of the lavish property that they stopped. Count Armstrong reached out to the handle, but didn’t turn it.

“My carriage will arrive at eight in the evening,” he said. “If you decide to take up my offer, come dressed as you are now.”

Chloe said nothing and kept her gaze lowered. The awkward moment dragged on for longer than she wanted, but the door was finally opened and she fled the apartment.

A Carriage Arrives

Chloe heard the sounds coming from the driveway of the manor house. It made her stand up from where she was sitting at the side of her bed. A grimace flashed across her face when she recalled doing the same thing the evening before. This wasn’t her father coming home though. Quite the opposite, in fact.

She walked across to the window of her bedchamber just in time to see him reach the carriage and get in. That usually gave her a pang of apprehension, especially in recent times. On this occasion she felt relief, but a swell of guilt quickly followed. That her father was going out yet again wasn’t good, but it got him out of the way.

Not that she’d actually seen or spoken to him that day. He’d studiously avoided any chance of a meeting and she’d been more than happy to let him stay out of her way. It would have been far too awkward to have a conversation after what happened the previous evening and she didn’t have the slightest clue what she would say to him.

She continued watching out the window as Joseph geed up the horses. It got them moving and the carriage eventually disappeared from view after passing through the open gates at the bottom of the driveway. She closed her eyes as she leaned forward to press her forehead against the glass.

“Not good,” she let out under her breath. “Not good at all.”

Her father was more than likely going out carousing yet again and she didn’t know in what state he’d arrive home later that evening. Hopefully, he’d learned his lesson and would avoid any more gambling. There was no guarantee he would when he had a drink inside him, but there wasn’t a great deal she could do about that.

It was another thought that eventually crept into her head. The idea she might not be at the manor house to hear his return made her lips tighten together. Turning away from the window, she tried to clear her mind as she made her way back across the room. She didn’t sit down on the bed though. Instead, she walked to the full length mirror in the corner to inspect her appearance. It brought a grimace back to her pretty features.

She didn’t know what she was going to do. At least, that’s what she tried to tell herself, but loosening the belt of her robe let it fall open to reveal the nightdress she’d worn the previous evening. There was no pretending she’d put it on because she was tired although she tried to convince herself that was the case as she stared at the way her curves filled out the white material.

“Blockhead,” she eventually berated herself, but it didn’t make her turn away from her reflection.

She knew she should change into something else. She also knew she should make the decision not to take up the offer that came her way the previous evening. Getting herself to listen to the sensible side of her brain was proving difficult though and her father going out for the evening removed another obstacle to her leaving the manor house.

Considering the situation between them, she wasn’t sure if he would have said anything about a carriage arriving to pick her up. The idea of trying to explain to him what was going on if he did question her didn’t bear thinking about though. She wasn’t sure she had the guile or wherewithal to convincingly lie her way out of the query, without causing suspicion.

If her father actually found out the carriage belonged to Count Armstrong it would be an unmitigated disaster. He would know she’d defied him and broken her promise not to become involved. There was no telling how that would damage their relationship, but it surely wouldn’t be good. It would add yet another worrisome complication to their lives on top of the many others than had befallen the family in recent times.

“Do you want to lose it?” she asked her reflection before looking around the room.

The thought terrified her. The manor house was the only home she’d ever known and until she became a married woman it would remain so. At least, she hoped that was the case. A wedding wasn’t going to happen anytime soon though. She wasn’t even courting and, as far as she was aware, there was no man showing any interest in her as a wife. That meant she had no plans to move anywhere else in the foreseeable future.

“You’ll have to move if you don’t do something,” she muttered darkly as she turned away from the mirror to walk towards the bed.

The problem was she didn’t know exactly what she would be doing. She felt the heat on her cheeks when she muttered some bad words under her breath before throwing herself down on the bed to bury her face in the covers.

Fleeing Count Armstrong’s apartment in such an abrupt manner the previous evening had been a foolish mistake. She should have kept her emotions in check, so she could fully question his intentions. It had proved impossible though. The way her world had been turned upside down in what felt like the blink of an eye had left her so overwrought, flustered and confused that she’d left his home without even knowing what he really wanted of her.

Not that she didn’t have some idea. He’d been interested in the story of her indiscretion with the stable lad. It was whether he wanted a similar encounter or something even more salacious that she didn’t know.

“Oh god” she let out in a despairing rasp of breath when she rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling.

She could go round and round in her head whether she should take up the offer. The niggle at the back of her mind that she didn’t really have a choice in the matter was always there, however. She was all but certain her father did not have assets that could be used to settle the debt and save the manor house. He would likely struggle to pay the one thousand pounds and, if truth be told, seemed in no state of mind to deal with any of the problems he’d caused.

That unquestionably left it up to her if the family home was not to be lost. She finally admitted as much to herself when a glance at the carriage clock in her room showed the time was just after seven thirty. That meant there were less than thirty minutes to go until the carriage arrived.

It made her act by getting off the bed to walk over to the table in the corner of the room. Pouring some water from the jug into the basin, she washed her face then dried it. She then moved over to the dressing table, sat down and looked at herself in the mirror. Putting on makeup to go out was something she always delighted in, but there was little joy on this occasion. She quickly applied some rouge to her cheeks then colored her lips and left it at that.

Afterwards, she walked over to the wardrobe to get her coat and put it on over her nightdress. It left her dressed as she had been the evening before and she knew she would go through with visiting the apartment. That brought a chill dread as she returned to the window to look down onto the driveway of the property.

The angst wasn’t all she felt though. Recollections of the encounter with the stable lad came to her as she waited and the tingle of intimate heat it brought to life felt thoroughly disgraceful. There was no pretending the flutter of arousal wasn’t there though and she knew it was not only because of the memories.

The situation she faced was not of her making, but it needed to be dealt with. She tried to convince herself that saving the manor house was the only reason for her actions. There was a lot of truth to that. It wasn’t the only reason though and she couldn’t pretend otherwise.

She’d admitted to Count Armstrong how curious she’d been when confronted with the stable lad’s erect manhood. Whether she liked it or not, that curiosity was there again and the prick of heat between her thighs wouldn’t go away as the last of the minutes ticked down towards eight o’clock.

She eventually saw Harold walk down to the driveway entrance when the carriage arrived. He talked with the driver through the bars of the gate then opened it to let the vehicle enter. Chloe drew in a deep breath as she watched.

“Time to go,” she told herself and walked away from the window.

An Indecent Agreement

There was no pitter-patter of rain on this occasion, with the last rays of the fading sunlight casting an orange hue over the buildings when the driver turned the carriage onto the wide, cobbled boulevard. The prettiness of the scene made it no less ominous to Chloe, however. She leaned closer to the window, but knew where she was going this time and tried to prepare herself before they came to a stop.

That proved easier said than done. Memories of the previous twenty-four hours flashed through her mind remorselessly to bring the sinking feeling back to the pit of her belly. It wasn’t only nerves afflicting her though. The tingle of heat between her thighs ignited a sense of ignominy. There was nothing public about her shame though.

Not yet, anyway.

The thought that she was about to place herself in a situation where she might bring more scandal crashing down upon her family played on her mind, but she knew she couldn’t stop. Even that disgrace would be preferable to losing her home. She flinched when the carriage came to a stop in front of the apartment building. The door opened a few seconds later, but it wasn’t the weary face of Joseph which came into view this time.

“If you follow me, Miss,” the driver said.

Chloe inhaled deeply, but it did little to contain churning emotions. Stepping down from the carriage, she waited for the door to be closed then followed in the wake of the driver. A glance around showed a deserted street and she was glad of that. She didn’t know anyone who lived nearby, but she still didn’t want to be noticed entering the apartment building.

The door was held open to let her walk inside first and she experienced a brief moment of relief that the lobby area was empty. There was no sign of the manager and it was the driver who led her up the stairs on this occasion. He knocked when they reached the apartment and it was a surprise to Chloe that it wasn’t the butler who opened the door.

“Thank you, James,” the woman who came into view said.

The driver tipped his hat to acknowledge the comment before heading back in the direction of the staircase.

“Come in, Miss Fitzgerald,” the woman said and moved aside.

Chloe nodded and stepped forward to cross the threshold. She remembered Count Armstrong asking the butler to arrange for tea when she arrived the evening before, but could not for the life of her recall the name he’d mentioned. She could only assume it was the woman she now looked at, but she wasn’t about to ask any questions.

“If you follow me, Miss Fitzgerald.”

Chloe simply nodded again and waited for the woman to get moving. She was led further into the large apartment although the door they ended up at was not the lounge she’d been in the evening before. A knock was met with the shout to enter.

The door was opened, but the woman did not step through it. Instead, she motioned for her guest to enter. Chloe did so and saw she was in a small room, not unlike her father’s study. It was no surprise to see Count Armstrong sitting at the desk. The other men in the room were a shock, however, and their unexpected presence spooked her. Her gaze flitted around them, but she brought her attention back to the Count when he spoke.

“Please, take a seat.”

Chloe heard the click of the door closing behind her and couldn’t help but feel intimidated by the situation she’d walked into.

“I did not think…,” she started, but her voice tailed off as she glanced around the other men once more.

She didn’t recognize any of the faces and settled her gaze on Count Armstrong when he stood up from his seat to walk around the desk.

“Please,” he said as he approached and put a hand on her shoulder then indicated to a seat at the desk.

Chloe did not submit to his efforts at first, but finally let herself be led across to the desk. She dropped on the seat and watched Count Armstrong move back to his chair. He settled himself in it when he sat down and brought his fingertips together.

“I’m glad you came,” he eventually said. “We just need to get a few matters of business done and dusted to make sure everyone is happy.”

Happiness was the last thing on Chloe’s mind at that very moment. Her seething emotions worsened the sinking sensation in her belly. She didn’t need to look to know that the eyes of every man in the room were on her. It was disconcerting, but she couldn’t pretend there was not also a certain allure to being the center of attention.

“I thought it would be only the two of us,” she said quietly when she leaned forward.

It made Count Armstrong cast his gaze around the others sitting in the room, but he eventually glanced across the desk towards her again.

“These men are here at my request,” he said. “They played in the card game that led to this situation and were witnesses to the debt incurred by your father. I deemed it appropriate that they should also witness this transaction.”

Chloe tilted her head to the side for a second before letting out a slow breath.

“You told me no one would find out about this,” she eventually said.

“What I actually said was that no one outside the walls of this apartment would find out,” he countered. “That still holds true. These men are close associates of mine and understand my requirements. No one will ever learn of your father’s gambling losses from anyone here present and that’s also the case for whatever happens this evening. You have my word in that regard.”

Chloe lifted a hand to rub the back of it on her chin, but said nothing as she stared wide-eyed across the desk.

“By witnessing our agreement, these men will ensure the terms cannot be broken,” Count Armstrong went on.

It made Chloe drop her hand back down to her lap. She was about to find out what she should have asked about the previous evening.

“And those terms are?” she asked.

Count Armstrong reached to the inside pocket of his jacket to bring out papers. The image of her father doing the same thing the day before in his study flashed through Chloe’s mind to make her wince. No good had come of her reading what he’d tossed down on the desk. She couldn’t help thinking that she was about to face a similar situation as she watched two pages being unfolded and set down on the wooden surface.

“This,” Count Armstrong said and put a finger on one of the papers. “Sets out that I shall relinquish any and all claims to your family home. It is already signed by myself and the others here present. Once we witness you putting pen to paper to add your signature, it will be passed into your possession for safekeeping.”

“And this?” Chloe queried and pointed to the other paper.

“It sets out that you agree to put yourself under my control for this one night in exchange for me giving up my claims on the mansion house. It is also signed by all here except you and I will keep it once your signature is added. I do not expect anything untoward in the aftermath of this night. However, these signed documents show that we entered into our arrangement freely and clearly state what the terms are. We will have them at our disposal, should they ever be needed.”

Chloe gulped down a heavy breath as she watched him open the drawer of his desk and bring out a beautifully ornate fountain pen. He removed the cap before setting the writing implement down beside the papers.

“Your signature is all that’s needed to make our deal binding,” he said and settled back in his seat. “You are free to read the documents, should you so wish.”

It made Chloe look at the papers, but she barely took in the words as she perused them. Thoughts tumbled through her mind at breakneck speed and she couldn’t catch hold of any of them. She knew a little of Count Armstrong’s reputation from the rumors she’d heard. They typically portrayed him as a wealthy, playboy figure, who took his pleasure where he could find it.

Nothing she’d been told suggested he was an untrustworthy liar, cheat or charlatan. That didn’t mean to say she should blindly put her faith in him and she forced herself to concentrate on what she read. It seemed aboveboard from what she could tell, but her mind still raced and she couldn’t get it to slow down.

The situation wasn’t exactly conducive to dispassionate, rational thinking and she was in no doubt it would be a massive leap in the dark if she signed the documents. They did not explicitly state what she would have to give and she still couldn’t be sure how lurid the night’s events would become. She glanced up and her gaze flitted around the room before settling on the man opposite her.

“This is strictly between us,” she said.

“No man will touch you, but me,” Count Armstrong replied. “I can assure you of that.”

“And my father?” Chloe went on. “He must know absolutely nothing of this. I need to be one hundred percent certain of that.”

“As I told you yesterday,” Count Armstrong went on. “I have no desire to sully your reputation. Neither your father nor any other person will hear of our arrangement from me or anyone else present in the apartment.”

“How will you explain to my father that the manor house is no longer a gambling debt he owes?” she asked.

“That I have heard of his problems and have no wish to further exacerbate them,” Count Armstrong said. “I like your father. He’s a decent man. I’ll inform him that payment of the one thousand pounds will be sufficient to settle the debt that exists between us.”

Chloe set her gaze back on the papers. She still hesitated though. Submitting to such an indecent agreement was undoubtedly disreputable, but she was all too aware of the unwanted curiosity taking hold again. It hadn’t exactly got her in trouble with the stable lad. She’d been just as keen for their encounter as he’d been.

The shame afterwards hadn’t been a surprise, however, and she’d promised herself she would not let those primal emotions get the better of her again until she married. She was on the cusp of breaking that promise to herself. Count Armstrong picked up the pen to hold it out and she felt her heartbeat quicken when their eyes met.

“I’ve heard salacious rumors about you,” she blurted out. “I don’t want to be one of those.”

“Did those rumors include the names of anyone?”

“Well, no,” Chloe admitted and felt the flush of heat on her cheeks. “Just that you have a…, well, questionable reputation.”

A smirk played at the corners of Count Armstrong’s mouth and it seemed clear he wasn’t in the least bit offended by the remark. The humor played on his voice when he responded.

“You know what they say about rumors. They grow bigger in the telling and become exaggerated out of all proportion.”

“What are your plans for me?”

There was silence for a second or two as their eyes locked together again.

“You told me of the visit to your cousin’s home,” Count Armstrong replied. “You understand and have experienced those feelings that can burn fiercely when you crave something. Let’s just say they infected my mind when you turned up at my home yesterday and the opportunity you presented was a temptation I could not resist. You will get what you want from this arrangement and so shall I…, for this one night.”

The breath caught in Chloe’s throat as they stared at each other. She wanted to save her family home, but there was more to her taking the pen from Count Armstrong. It made her squeeze her thighs together as she leaned forward to put pen to paper. The rush of anticipation hit hard when she straightened up.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” Count Armstrong said when he took the pen from Chloe. “I appreciate you being here to witness this, but the time has come for you to leave the room.”

Chloe watched the men get to their feet then move to the door. Once it was opened they filed out of the room and the woman who’d met her on arrival entered.

“Please get Miss Fitzgerald ready.”

The woman simply nodded her head then set her gaze on Chloe.

“Come with me, Miss,” she said.

Chloe took the paper held out to her when she got to her feet. She couldn’t meet the gaze of Count Armstrong now and nothing more was said when a hand on her lower back got her moving to walk out of the room.

Ready or Not

The question she was asked barely registered in Chloe’s consciousness as she stared at herself in the ornately-framed mirror of the bedchamber. This was not her home though. She was suddenly all too aware of that when she blinked her eyes a couple of times to bring her attention back to her surroundings then glanced over her shoulder.

“I beg your pardon?” she said.

“Are you wearing anything under the nightdress?” the woman asked.

The flush of heat erupted on Chloe’s cheeks. She returned her gaze to her reflection and saw the spreading glow of red on her skin. It made her bring her hands up to bury her face in them. Being asked the question was downright mortifying. She wasn’t wearing any undergarments, but didn’t come out and say so. Instead, it was something else she blurted out.

“I don’t think I can do this.”

She flinched when hands settled on her shoulders from behind, but she caught the gaze of the woman in the mirror when she dropped her hands.

“I can’t do it,” she despaired in a sudden moment of doubt that she was making a colossal mistake.

“Relax, child,” the woman cooed.

“How can I?” Chloe wailed. “What I’m doing, it’s, it’s…”

“It’s exactly what you need to do,” the women interrupted.

Chloe cast her gaze down to the floor. The words were true, but there was no ridding herself of the sense that she was acting in an utterly immoral manner.

“It’s so wrong,” she muttered. “I shouldn’t...”

“Piffle,” the woman cut in. “There is not right or wrong in affairs such as this. Just do what you have to.”

“But…”

“It’s a fair deal,” the woman said to interrupt again. “More than fair and it’s not like you’re saving your innocence for the man you marry. It’s too late for that.”

Chloe looked up to catch the gaze on her in the mirror again. It appeared the woman knew the whole story of what was going on. The name mentioned the previous evening when Count Armstrong offered to arrange tea on her arrival suddenly came back to her.

“You’re Angela?” she queried.

“It’s not important what my name is,” the woman went on. “This night is all about you.”

She pulled her hands away from Chloe’s shoulders and walked across the room. Stopping at the dressing table, she picked up a large, pearl-encrusted hair clasp before returning to the mirror.

“Wait,” Chloe exclaimed and jerked her head forward when fingers brushed in her hair.

“It looks prettier if you wear it up,” the woman said.

“I can’t,” Chloe wailed.

“Would you like me to inform Count Armstrong you no longer wish to honor the deal?”

Chloe hesitated for a brief second before the words came tumbling out.

“Yes, no…, oh god, I don’t know, I don’t know.”

The turmoil felt tortuous and she couldn’t get her mind to settle. Hands came to rest on her shoulders again and she felt fingers kneading her tense muscles. It made her let out a slow breath as she tried to get a grip on her bubbling emotions.

“Relax,” the woman said. “You enjoyed being with the stable lad, didn’t you? Is this so different?”

The hot flush of embarrassment returned to Chloe’s cheeks.

“Count Armstrong promised he would say nothing of that,” she complained.

“He did not,” the woman said. “I eavesdropped your conversation with him yesterday, but I know my place. No one will hear of your secret from me. Did you go all the way with him?”

“I can’t…”

“There’s no shame in losing yourself to those feelings,” the woman interrupted.

Chloe screwed up her face, but words came tumbling out again.

“He begged me with such ferocity to let him put it in that I succumbed. I…, I wanted to know what it felt like to be honest. The fear came right away, however. I am not so naive that I don’t know the facts of life, so I made him pull out.”

“You saw then?” the woman asked. “It is such a glorious sight to watch.”

Chloe didn’t need to ask for an explanation. She’d watched with fascination as the stable lad desperately chased a release from the sexual tension in his body. The explosion, when it came, had held her spellbound.

“Yes, I saw,” she admitted before bringing her hands over her face again.

The situation seemed to be spiraling out of all control. She’d kept the encounter with the stable lad secret for almost a year. Suddenly, in the space of twenty-four hours it had become known to at least two people, if not more. She couldn’t be sure the men who witnessed her signing the papers didn’t also know of her indiscretion.

It was her own fault for revealing the details of the encounter to Count Armstrong and she’d just admitted more to someone she didn’t even know. She was all too conscious of the threat of scandal it left hanging over her. If she went through with the agreement she’d signed only minutes before, it would put her in an even more perilous situation. The thought of that heightened her angst and made her consider backing out of the deal, but the question the woman asked stopped the thoughts.

“Did you enjoy being with the stable lad?”

It made Chloe cringe.

“I have said too much already. I cannot speak anymore of…”

“It’s healthy if you did,” the woman cut in. “And it’s certainly nothing to be ashamed of. Men do not want to marry an innocent girl, who knows nothing of matters in the bedroom. They want someone who can pleasure them and is not bashful of doing so. You already have the experience of knowing what will confront you on your wedding night and this evening will further enlighten you as to the desires of a man. Think of it as an education.”

“Oh god,” Chloe let out.

“So, did you enjoy your encounter with the stable lad?”

Chloe brought hands over her face once more. She’d spoken too openly of the encounter already, so there was no point in lying. Her voice was barely a whisper when she answered.

“Yes.”

“Then you have nothing to fear from this evening,” the woman went on. “Just enjoy the experience and take what it gets you. Count Armstrong is a man of his word and you can be assured your home is safe if you give him what he craves.”

The hands lifted from Chloe’s shoulders and she felt fingers brushing into her hair again. She did nothing this time to stop her long, silky locks being gathered loosely into a bun at the back of her head. The pretty clasp was then set in place to hold her hair up.

“Have you found out what you like?” the woman asked.

Chloe frowned when she dropped her hands down to uncover her face. She saw the gaze still on her in the mirror, but couldn’t meet it.

“I’m not sure I understand,” she replied.

“Come now,” the woman went on. “I talk of self examination. You’ve had those occasions when impure thoughts stir feelings from deep inside, haven’t you? It is a rite of passage at your youthful age and nothing to fret about. That is the very time to explore your body and find out what you like.”

“Oh my good lord,” Chloe exclaimed when it dawned on her what she was being asked. She could feel the burn on her cheeks as the embarrassment of the situation grew.

“Don’t pretend to me you have not,” the woman went on, with a wickedly amused chuckle. “Young ladies of your age should be laying hands on their bodies to find the erogenous spots that ignite pleasure. It is how you come to understand what brings the arousal to fever pitch and satisfies those needs. You will then know what to show the man in your life, if and when that time comes for him to watch.”

“It’s sinful,” Chloe said and dropped her gaze to her feet as she shuffled them in mortified discomfort.

“Nonsense,” the woman scoffed. “It’s as natural as the sun rising in the morning. I take it you have only used your fingers.”

“Stop,” Chloe implored. “It’s…”

Bringing her gaze back up got her a sight that stunned her to silence. Her eyes opened wide and there was no taking them from what was being brandished.

“Count Armstrong likes to watch,” the woman said. “It is his preferred way of becoming aroused and, I dare say, there are plenty of men who enjoy the same thing. Come.”

The grip on Chloe’s wrist led her away from the mirror before she knew what was happening. It was only when they reached the door of the bedchamber that she finally reacted.

“Wait,” she pleaded and pulled against the tugging to bring them to a stop.

“Ready or not, it is time,” the woman said when she turned. “The agreement is signed and you now have to honor your side of the bargain such that Count Armstrong relinquishes his claim on your home.”

“What exactly does my side of the bargain entail?” Chloe blurted out.

The woman raised her free hand to brandish what she held again.

“For a start, you have to play a game to get a gentleman aroused for the rest of the evening,” the woman answered. “But not with your fingers.”

She let go of Chloe’s wrist to open the door then took hold again.

“Come now,” she said when she tugged to get them moving out of the bedchamber. “You should not keep Count Armstrong waiting.”

Four Men and a Toy

“Oh no, this is so indecorous of me,” Chloe hissed when she was brought to a stop in front of yet another door. She paused before letting out what she really thought of her behavior. “I’m acting like nothing more than a common whore.”

“As a lady should in the bedchamber,” the woman replied. “You have to let go of all reservations in there and enjoy being a harlot for your husband.”

“But this is truly sinful,” Chloe went on in a hushed rasp of breath. “Count Armstrong is not my husband.”

“No..., he is mine,” the woman said. “So take what he likes to watch me with and be the wanton whore he wants for this one night.”

The jaw-dropping revelation left Chloe in a stunned bewilderment. She barely even registered her fingers being wrapped around the phallic object to make her take it.

“You’re, you’re…,” she finally spluttered, but the door was opened before she got the chance to finish speaking.

A hand on her shoulder pushed her inside the room and she was suddenly confronted with a similar scene to earlier in the evening. This was no study though and she wasn’t about to put pen to paper. It was a bedchamber in which she would be required to play the debauched games a known gadabout would ask of her. The sudden panic made her spin around, but a last glimpse of Countess Armstrong’s smile was all she got before the door slammed shut.

Reaching out, she grabbed the doorknob. It was obviously being held from the outside because she couldn’t turn it. That a wife had sent her into a husband’s bedchamber made the situation all the more surreal. She could barely believe what she’d involved herself in, but her scrambling efforts to open the door came to an end when she heard a comment.

“I see you have the toy,” Count Armstrong said.

Chloe let go of the doorknob to turn and face him. He was not the only man in the room, however, and she was all too aware that the four others who’d witnessed the signing of the agreement were also in attendance. She could barely get a breath as her angst exploded, but that thrill of being the center of attention played on her mind again. It felt utterly immoral that she could have such an emotion, but she couldn’t pretend it wasn’t there.

“Impressive, isn’t it,” Count Armstrong said as he approached her.

It made her look down at what she held. That it had been put in her hand by his wife was beyond belief, but there was suddenly no taking her eyes from the carved dildo. Memories of being with the stable lad flitted through her mind.

The toy was fashioned in the shape of a man’s engorged penis although there was no doubt what she held was bigger than the one erection she’d touched in her life. She could feel the slipperiness on the shaft. It made her want to toss the lubricated dildo on the floor, but she stopped herself from doing so.

A grip on her free hand sent a jolt of what felt like quivering tension through her body and her gaze shot up to the man standing before her. Their eyes met for a brief instant before she nervously looked around the room to take in the scene she’d put herself in. It was only when she returned her attention to Count Armstrong that she spoke in a hushed voice.

“You told me no man but you would touch me.”

“And that promise will be held true,” Count Armstrong replied before glancing around. “These men will not lay one finger on you, but they are free to enjoy the show you give.”

“But…”

“You agreed to do as I wished for one night,” Count Armstrong cut in. “I understand you are apprehensive, but it’s not all you are feeling is it?”

Chloe’s lips tightened together as she dropped her gaze. She wasn’t about to admit to the frisson of excitement that had lit up in her body, but she didn’t need to. Her reaction was not overt, but she was sure the signs were something an experienced man could read.

All the men in the room were mature and experienced although the only one she knew was Count Armstrong. That made what she was doing all the more scandalous to her. She had no wish to become acquainted with any of the other men, but their murmur of anticipation was all too obvious. They wanted a show and fully expected her to now give it.

Her heartbeat raced faster as a tight grip on her wrist led her across the room to the bottom of a single bed. She was made to face the other men in the room and shivered when Count Armstrong moved right behind her. She was acutely aware of how close he was and his lips brushed against her hair when he leaned in.

“Please,” she let out and closed her eyes. “I am a lady.”

The grazing caress of lips on her ear startled her, but she was all too conscious of a stronger rush of exhilaration. The thought sprang into her mind that she was acting in a truly shameful manner and it felt almost unreal.

“Were you a lady with a common stable lad?” Count Armstrong whispered and let out a gruff chuckle. “Let those feelings come over you again.”

Chloe closed her eyes when lips grazed against the sensitive skin of her neck. The prick of heat between her thighs grew stronger as fingers grasped at the material of her nightdress.

“Please,” she repeated and her voice came out in a husky rasp as her breathing grew more ragged.

The material was eased off her shoulders and she instinctively lifted her hands to stop her breasts being bared. There was no stopping the smooth, pale skin on her back becoming exposed as her nightdress was pulled lower. Tension really took hold to make her stand stiffly while a disgraceful moment she never expected to experience in her life played out in almost slow motion.

Soft kisses trailed along her bare shoulder and her legs weakened as unspeakable emotions she had no control over came to life. Fingers brushed down the pretty curve of her spine to make her back arch. It made her look self-consciously over her shoulder at the man behind.

“No other man will touch you,” Count Armstrong whispered. “You have my solemn vow on that. Our desires are only to worship the perfect form of a young, beautiful goddess. And you are perfect. Just remember, the more you excite us, the quicker this will be over for you. Now let go of your nightdress.”

Chloe felt a harder tug, but she clung on to the white material as thoughts tumbled through her mind at breakneck speed. She desperately wanted to save her home and spare her father the ignominy of his foolish actions bringing down more scandal on the family. Giving in would put her reputation on the line, however, and she wasn’t sure how she’d cope with such an affair being made public. At the same time, there was no pretending she wasn’t becoming aroused by the situation she found herself in. It left her in a confused torment.

“Oh god,” she let out under her breath and rocked her head back.

More kisses slid along her shoulder and she started to loosen her grip on the nightdress. There was no choice. That’s what she tried to tell herself, but she knew it wasn’t the only reason she submitted to the will of an older man. A glance across the room showed the excitement on the faces of the others watching the scene unfold.

It wasn’t only their expressions she looked at. Her gaze was inexorably drawn lower to a sight that got her in trouble before. The vivid memory of seeing the bulge in the stable lad’s breeches loomed large in her mind. It had sparked curiosity, excitement, arousal and she’d succumbed to those feelings. She hadn’t been able to stop herself and could feel it happening again.

“So indecorous,” she murmured to mirror the words she’d spoken when she stood at the door of the bedchamber.

She let go of the white material to let it be pulled down, but got one arm across her chest and the other hand in front of her crotch to retain a modicum of decency. It was a crumb of comfort though. The nightdress slid all the way down her legs to pool around her feet and it left her standing as naked as the day she was born. She couldn’t bring herself to look at the four men now. There was no doubt they were enjoying the pretty sight which had been presented to them, however.

Hands came around her chest from behind to pull her arm away and she looked down to the way her breasts were cupped. Kisses pressed on her neck as the fluttering caress of Count Armstrong’s thumbs brushed across her nipples. It brought them stiffly erect and each touch sent ribbons of pleasure down between her thighs.

His hands eventually slid lower to grab hers, so he could pull it away from in front of her crotch and she felt the shame of letting herself be so crudely exposed to watching eyes. It made her squeeze her legs tightly together and she looked down to the feather light touch of fingers playing in her neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair.

Everything seemed to crash down on her in that instant when the enjoyment of the touch brought more shame. It wasn’t all she felt. A plethora of irresistibly unruly emotions made her legs tremble and she glanced at the men to see the way they were rubbing their crotches as Count Armstrong’s fingers wiggled between her thighs.

“You are ready,” he whispered in her ear when he pulled the touch away.

She knew what he meant. The flush of moist heat between her thighs was impossible to ignore. It grew stronger when Count Armstrong’s touch trailed across the fluttering muscles of her belly. His hands clasped on her breasts for only a second, but the way his fingers roughly sank into her flesh made her gasp.

The touch pulled away and a shove on her shoulder pushed her right to the bottom of the bed. She was made to get on it and crawled forward to get her head over the pillows. Burying her face in them, she stayed on her belly and it was a few seconds before the stern instruction came.

“Turn over and show us.”

Chloe hesitated for a second before giving in. It got her a sight of Count Armstrong pulling a chair to the bottom of the bed. He set it in place before dropping down on it and she knew what he wanted.

“Forgive me this sin,” she let out under her breath as she squeezed her legs tightly together.

It only let her feel the wetness of her arousal and she closed her eyes as she spread her legs to expose herself fully to watching eyes. The murmur of anticipation grew louder and she was aware that the other men weren’t about to sit on the other side of the room watching.

It made her look and she could do nothing but watch as they moved into position around her. There were two on either side of the narrow bed and she realized just how they were about to enjoy the situation when she saw them unbuttoning their flies. Her gaze flitted to Count Armstrong, but he wasn’t about to intervene.

The meeting of their gazes showed his excitement and she remembered the words of his wife. He likes to watch to become aroused. It wasn’t just her putting on a performance with the dildo that he wanted to enjoy though and her gaze flitted around four stiffly rigid erections being pulled through the gaps in dark trousers. She wanted to look away, but curiosity kicked in and she found it impossible to stop gawping.

It brought vivid memories of her encounter with the stable lad. This was different though. She wasn’t going to touch these men, or them her. It was a voyeuristic game and not only them watching her. She stared at thick, bulging veins stretching along male members that were stiffly erect because of her. There was no two ways about it. The men were aroused for her naked figure and a quick glance showed that every one of them was staring between her spread thighs.

It should have disgusted her, should have made her want to flee the room that five men were so brazenly ogling her most intimate spot. She couldn’t though and the inconvenient truth was that she didn’t want to. The thrill of putting herself in such an unladylike situation was there and to pretend otherwise would only be lying to herself.

Her head rolled from side to side as she watched the men take hold of their erections and begin masturbating to the sight of her pretty curves. It was the gruff sound of Count Armstrong’s voice that made her look to the bottom of the bed again.

“Use the toy,” he ordered.

Chloe had almost forgotten about what she held, but mention of the smooth, wooden dildo made her grip tighten around it. Count Armstrong had not followed the lead of the others by exposing himself to her, but there was no doubt he was becoming aroused. His hand was in his lap and it was clear he was groping his manhood.

“Show them what they want,” he barked.

The elation in his voice was clear to hear. Chloe squirmed around as she got her hand between her thighs and her muscle began to spasm when she stroked the tip of the toy along her tight slit. The way her actions attracted every eye in the room felt so indecent, but that didn’t take away from the excitement.

Before she could stop herself, she lifted her head to get a view of what she was doing and the flush of heat exploded on her cheeks when she heard the growling chuckle. It made her look to the bottom of the bed and her eyes met with Count Armstrong’s.

“See how wild the mere sight of you can drive a man,” he said as he groped himself through his trousers.

Chloe looked around the others. They were masturbating with more gusto as they watched the way she trailed the tip of the phallic toy along the soft folds of her flushed labia. It made her spread her legs wider. She was being the whore Count Armstrong wanted and the wanton feeling of liberation was intoxicating in a way she couldn’t even begin to comprehend. She didn’t know she had it in her to be so promiscuous, but she gave in to more instructions.

“Inside,” Count Armstrong growled.

The fluttering tremors of Chloe’s thigh muscles grew stronger as she pushed a little harder. The breath caught in her throat as the pleasure of spreading her plump labia made her back arch. She couldn’t stop looking at the way the men’s fingers stroked along their erect, throbbing members and she could hear the gasping sound of their excitement as they pushed themselves closer to losing control.

It brought memories of the stable lad doing the same and the outcome of that played on her mind. He’d begged her to pull up her dress to show the smooth skin of her thighs. She was doing more than that now. Every inch of her body was bare and on show to a group of strangers and the thrill of being so immodest pushed her on.

Her back arched tighter as the slippery head of the toy stretched her vagina open. The spasms it triggered made her inner muscles grip around the thick girth of the dildo and her mouth opened wide as she slid more of it inside.

“Keep going,” Count Armstrong encouraged.

Chloe let out a whimper as she eased the big toy further into her slick depths. It felt both depraved and delicious to commit such an obscene, sexual act in the presence of men. That she didn’t even know four of them made it all the more deviant, but she could feel the hot arousal taking a more powerful hold on her body. Her virtue wouldn’t be so pure when the night ended. She knew that, but there was no stopping now.

She closed her legs tightly when the full length of the toy violated her. The fluttering spasms of her thighs were there for all to see, but they wanted more. At least, Count Armstrong did and he was leading the way.

“Spread your legs and use it,” he ordered.

Chloe’s buttocks clenched tightly as she slowly parted her legs to put herself on display again. Her fingers clasped tighter around the base of the toy and she couldn’t hold in the groan when she eased it almost all the way out then stroked it back in. The juddering movements of her hips were uncontrollable as her world became the hot sensation between her thighs.

She recalled the stable lad’s thick manhood entering her, but the threat of becoming with child had made her end the moment. There was no need to worry about pregnancy now, however. All modesty had been shed and it was the hot grip of desire that filled her veins in a way that made her act even more outrageously.

The other men began to encourage her in hoarse gasps while she stroked the thick dildo deep into her pussy. She saw the way it made them masturbate in an even more frenzied lust for her bawdy, indecent behavior and she was in thrall to the power she seemed to have over them. It made her spread her legs wider still as she pleasured herself with the toy until she heard the desperate groan of one of the men to her left.

Turning her head showed him step forward as he dragged his fingers to the very base of his erection. His knees settled on the edge of the bed as he got himself in position and the sudden thick burst of cum which erupted from the small slit in his manhood made her squeal. The sticky streak splashed across her breasts and was followed in quick succession by more.

The sight of her naked body being so crudely defiled seemed to spur the other men on. She let out a whimpering gasp as she drove the dildo all the way into her quivering depths then closed her legs tightly. Her inner muscles rippled around the thick girth of the toy to make her tremble as she watched the last of the cum shooting from the man to her left.

His strong release had barely ended when she heard another guttural groan. This time it was a man to her right who took himself to the edge of a climax. He got his knees settled on the side of the bed and Chloe was aware of the other two doing the same thing. She closed her eyes for a second, but the burst of semen splattering across her belly made her look as all three men brought themselves to a finish in quick succession.

Her shrieks rang out as she came under assault from older men reveling in the thrill of emptying their heavy balls all over her. Thick, streaming globules of creamy white rained down on her defenseless, naked figure as the men gave her everything and there was no doubting how excited they were as they ruggedly stroked their erections until they’d expended every last drop of cum on her.

She could feel it on her thighs, her belly, her breasts and neck and knew she should be utterly repulsed. The mortification of not having that feeling was raw and she grimaced as the men moved back on shaky legs.

“You’ve made her pretty, don’t you think?” Count Armstrong said.

Chloe heard the murmur of agreement and was fully aware of the leering gazes of all five men taking in her cum-drenched appearance. She parted her thighs to drag the dildo out, but snapped her legs together and closed her eyes to take away the sight of the men as they continued to feast their eyes on her dirtied body.

The quiet murmur of voices came to her after a short while and it was followed by the sound of the door opening. It made her open her eyes to the sight of the four men who’d just masturbated over her leaving the room.

She knew it wasn’t the end of things though. Not by any stretch of the imagination. As Count Armstrong approached the bed, she could see the bulge in his trousers. There was no doubt he was thoroughly aroused by what he just witnessed. All she could do was wait when he came to a stop and looked down at her. The silence stretched out, but it wasn’t broken by his voice.

A loud knock made them both look towards the door. It opened to reveal Countess Armstrong. Her expression remained neutral as she entered the room, but a smile played on her lips when she came to a stop beside her husband.

“Your friends enjoyed her performance,” she said.

“She gave them a good show,” Count Armstrong replied as he moved around to the bottom of the bed.

He picked up Chloe’s discarded nightdress and gave it to his wife when he moved back beside her.

“I’ll get her cleaned up and bring her back to you,” Countess Armstrong said and turned her attention to Chloe. “Come with me.”

A grip on Chloe’s wrist made her slide to the side of the bed, so she could rise to her feet. The gamut of emotions in her mind left her in turmoil as she was led across the room. She glanced back to see Count Armstrong’s intense gaze on her and it sent a shiver down her spine as she was pulled out to the hallway.

A Lady and a Bathtub

“Those unutterable beasts,” Countess Armstrong said when she closed the door of the bathroom and turned the lock. The breathless excitement in the words was at odds with the harsh message they appeared to convey and it seemed clear that she thought no such thing about her husband’s friends.

A glance down showed Chloe what they’d left on her naked skin and lifting her gaze showed it wasn’t only her looking.

“Sit, sit,” Countess Armstrong said.

A gentle shove on Chloe’s shoulder pushed her back and her legs knocked against the side of the cast-iron, claw foot tub. Sitting down on the edge let her feel the warmth of the steam rising from the water on her naked skin. However, she knew she wasn’t about to get into it straight away when hands pressed down on her knees to hold her in place.

“All four of them,” Countess Armstrong said almost to herself as her gaze took in Chloe’s appearance. “Did they at least let your finish before they took advantage of your delectable figure?”

“I…,” Chloe said, but Countess Armstrong’s gaze coming to hers ended her words.

Not that she wanted to answer the question, but she didn’t need to.

“Men can be selfish when the beast inside takes control of their actions,” Countess Armstrong said. “Their manhood becoming engorged takes all other thoughts from their minds as it becomes fevered with lust. All that matters is to ejaculate. They hunger for it like nothing else on earth and, as you just found out, they have no consideration whatsoever for the needs of a woman.”

Chloe looked down to fingers brushing across her midriff. It was something Countess Armstrong’s husband had done not long before although her skin had been clean on that occasion. The touch now slid through the thick streaks of creamy white which coated her skin and a shiver trickled down her spine.

“Let me clean it off,” she pleaded.

“You understand the danger of this,” Countess Armstrong said when she held up her sticky fingers to show the semen on them.

“Yes,” Chloe said. “I told you already that I know the facts of life.”

“It can be the ruin of you,” Countess Armstrong went on and rubbed her fingertips together.

“It already is,” Chloe wailed as she looked down at her cum-streaked skin.

“Not so,” Countess Armstrong said. “No one outside this apartment will ever hear of this. I can assure you of that. Within these walls you have a chance to let your inner whore out and I sense a kindred spirit in you.”

“No, it’s not true,” Chloe whined, but her rebuttal was met with a wicked laugh.

Countess Armstrong reached out and it was only when the dildo was pulled from Chloe’s hand that she realized she still held it.

“This is safer until you are wed,” Countess Armstrong said and held up the toy. “It gives the feel of what a man is like, without the danger of an unfortunate calamity happening that might very well leave your reputation in the gutter. Did you like being watched with it?”

Chloe screwed up her face and heard another laugh that made her cringe.

“Intoxicating isn’t it,” Countess Armstrong said. “To have that intense attention solely on you and see the stirring effect it has. Each man watching you was likely having fantasies that it was their manhood violating your cupid’s cloister and not this.”

Another shiver trickled down Chloe’s spine. The vulgar slang for her vagina was something she knew, but to hear if falling from the lips of a woman shocked her. There was no doubt what she’d just been told was true, however. She’d watched the effect she had on the men and saw the way they looked between her thighs as she’d used the toy. It had excited her more than she cared to admit although she was of no mind to reveal this.

“It’s frustrating to have the arousal without a release though,” Countess Armstrong went on.

Chloe resisted the grip on her knees, but it was too strong and she grimaced when she was exposed again. This time it was not the lascivious gaze of a man on her though.

“This is unseemly,” she gasped. “We...”

“I can help,” Countess Armstrong interrupted. “Give you the satisfaction and relief that a man will likely not.”

“Please,” Chloe whined, but there was no stopping the smooth tip of the dildo brushing across her flushed labia. “Your husband promised no one else would touch me.”

“He promised no other man would touch you,” Countess Armstrong let out in a hoarse rasp.

Chloe tensed when the soft caress of fingertips played on her skin. and there was no hiding the slickness of her arousal. The touch made her hips judder and she bit her lip hard to hold in the whimper that almost came out. Her hands clutched at the side of the tub she was perched on when her knees were shoved indecently wide apart.

The quiver was there in her thigh muscles again as the thick head of the toy stretched her open. It wasn’t her sliding it in now though. She was letting herself be violated by another woman. Looking up at the ceiling made her neck stretch out and she could feel the pulsing throb in her veins as the touches brought on a hot-blooded flush of arousal. It felt wrong, so wrong, but ignited a pressure between her thighs as she let herself be debased in a manner she could never have imagined.

The caress of lips on her sticky belly made her cry out and she looked down to the sight of kisses trailing lower. That her skin was dirtied with the semen of four men appeared to be no discouragement. The dildo was stroked all the way inside her and her body responded to the attention. She wanted to beg for an end to it, while desperately craving a release from the sexual tension that was now more potent than even that which she experienced with the stable lad.

“Please, please,” she whimpered although she had no real clue what she was begging for.

It didn’t matter anyway. Countess Armstrong was taking control and she could taste her husband’s friends on lithe curves. There was suddenly no controlling her desires. They took hold to make her act on impulse. Flicking out her tongue, she trailed it down to plumply swollen lips.

The whimpers of an innocent girl spurred her on to act in an ever more lewd manner. She used her tongue to tease a swollen clitoris out of its hiding spot and rasped licks across it. At the same time, she began stroking the dildo into tight, virginal pussy.

The hunger to show an innocent girl the pleasure of a feminine touch took hold and it was her mind that was now fevered. It made her actions rougher still as she played. The hot arousal it ignited made her squeeze her plump thighs tightly together, but she was content for her pleasure to wait. The night was far from over and there would be plenty of time to use the toy on herself, so she concentrated her efforts on the pretty, young lady in her grasp.

Chloe clasped her fingers tighter on the edge of the tub to hold herself in place. It turned her knuckles white, with quivering spasms rippling through her muscles as the licking grew rougher. A hand pressing hard on her inner thigh spread them wider still as the thick dildo was stroked into her to a quickening pace.

It was unspeakably deplorable to let herself be used in such a ribald manner by an older woman, but her body responded to the attention being so crudely lavished on it. She wanted the touches, needed them with a desperation that shocked her as the pressure between her thighs made her body quiver in delight. The tension when it came made her body stretch out in the final throes of the build-up and she couldn’t hold in her gasping cries.

The sound of them only seemed to encourage the woman between her thighs and the pulsating throb in her clitoris became her world as ravishing licks tormented it until the moment broke to a shuddering orgasm. Her cry was met with the thick dildo being slid all the way inside her vagina and she lost herself to a pleasure like no other.

She could barely keep herself perched on the side of the tub as the licking continued until she couldn’t stand it. Loosening her grip was a mistake she regretted right away as she tried to push Countess Armstrong away. Her bottom slipped back and she let out a squeal as she plunged down into the tub, with the toy still buried inside her.

There was no pulling it out as she thrashed around. It sent water spilling over the side to wet the floor of the bathroom until the tension returned to make her back arch tightly in the last euphoria of the orgasm. Her mouth opened wide as her inner muscles clenched around the thick girth of the toy, but the sensation eventually melted away and she slumped down in the water gasping for breath.

“See how wonderful the release makes you feel,” Countess Armstrong said as she rose to her feet and grabbed a bar of soap from a nearby table. “Now hurry and clean yourself. My husband will be waiting. You must pay the gambling debt to him and him alone now.”

Chloe reached between her thighs to pull out the dildo. It felt mortifying, but the slow withdrawal gave flutters of pleasure that she could feel in the pit of her belly. Countess Armstrong’s last words put a thought in her mind and there was no holding it in.

“You warned me of the danger of a man’s semen,” she blurted out as she began to clean the stickiness from her skin. “Will the debt being paid include him finishing…”

“My husband is no fool,” Countess Armstrong cut in to stop the question. “He no more needs the burden of unwanted offspring than you do. He will hunger for the feeling of tightness an innocent girl like you can offer, but will not take the risk of a calamity.”

Chloe screwed up her face, but the prickle of heat came between her thighs when she rubbed the bar of soap across her pubic mound. The memory of the stable lad’s manhood inside her was one she often thought of. Using the dildo gave something similar, but it did not compare with the sensation of the erect, throbbing hardness of a man. That such a thought even came to her made her cringe.

“Hurry,” Countess Armstrong urged again and moved to the side of the tub with a large towel. “The time has come.”

Chloe dropped the soap then brought her hands together to scoop up water, so she could splash it across her chest to rinse the bubbly suds away. She did so a few more times before getting her hands on the side of the tub to help as she rose to her feet on shaky legs. The towel was wrapped around her chest before she stepped out of the water and she stood compliantly as she was dried.

“Now put this on,” Countess Armstrong said when she pulled the towel away.

Taking her nightdress, Chloe put it back on and felt the rush of nerves when her wrist was grabbed. It felt like she was nothing more than a pawn being moved around for the pleasure of others. She knew that wasn’t the whole truth though and a flush of guilty embarrassment warmed her cheeks that she was taking enjoyment from the evening. The bathroom door was unlocked and opened to lead her out to the hallway and she was on the move again.

A Debt Paid

“Don’t tell him what occurred between us,” Countess Armstrong said quietly when they came to a stop.

The door they now stood beside in the large apartment was opened before Chloe could say anything. She expected to be pushed inside, as happened earlier in the evening. However, this time her hand was taken to lead her into the room. It made her realize that the show she’d put on had not been in the main bedchamber, which was where she now appeared to be.

It was larger, with an impressive four-poster bed dominating the space. Other pieces of polished, wooden furniture were dotted around the room, with Count Armstrong settled in a high-backed seat beside a fireplace. It reminded her of her visit the night before.

On that occasion she’d been in the lounge and he’d been wearing his bedclothes. He was again, having changed into them although there was no quilted robe this time. It let Chloe see all of the silk pajamas she’d only got a glimpse off previously.

“Go to him,” Countess Armstrong urged and let go.

Chloe hesitated. Her pulse quickened as she looked across the room and it wasn’t until Count Armstrong reached a hand out towards her that she felt compelled to move. The sound of the door closing came to her before she reached him and a glance back showed that Countess Armstrong remained in the room.

It came as a shock, but there was little she could say or do to change things. Signing the agreement to save her home had landed her unceremoniously in the center of a dalliance with a debauched couple. It seemed that part of the deal was a wife watching how a husband took advantage of a young lady. The thought that it was utterly seedy flitted through her mind when she came to a stop beside Count Armstrong, but she couldn’t pretend she hated it and that made her cheeks glow redder with embarrassment.

Her hand was taken to pull her down onto the arm of the high-backed seat straight away and it sparked more memories of her previous visit to the apartment. She’d been seated in a similar manner when she gave in to questioning about her encounter with the stable lad and revealed secrets that should have remained hidden. She was about to give Count Armstrong a lot more than secrets now though.

His grip tightened on her wrist and she let out a squeal as she was pulled down onto his lap. The tumescence of his manhood was all too apparent and no amount of squirming could get her in a position where the hardness was not pressing against her pert derriere. It seemed the delay between the end of her show and her return had done nothing to cool Count Armstrong’s ardor and her movements only seemed to ignite a stronger throbbing.

“Did you enjoy putting yourself on display in such a tawdry manner?” he asked when he nuzzled his lips against her ear.

“No,” Chloe retorted and heard the hushed laugh.

“I’ll expect another lie,” he went on. “Did my wife touch you?”

“She bathed me,” Chloe replied and the hot flush of red on her face strengthened.

“Look at her,” Count Armstrong ordered.

Chloe held her breath as she turned her head to look across the room. It got her the sight of Countess Armstrong now sitting, with dress and petticoats being dragged up to reveal plump legs.

“See how she likes what we do,” he went on and let out another hushed laugh. “Illicit desires have taken hold of her and she can’t wait to defile herself with her toy while she watches us.”

“A husband and wife should be true to each other,” Chloe said and averted her gaze from knickers being brought into view.

“Only in a conventional marriage,” Count Armstrong replied. “Ours is not.”

The comment was an understatement to say the least. Chloe wouldn’t have begun to imagine that an older, married couple would indulge in such corrupt behavior. She instinctively grasped at the material of her nightdress when Count Armstrong began easing it up.

“Don’t stop me,” he said when he pressed his mouth against her ear.

The breathless elation in his voice was all too apparent and she knew she was on the verge of becoming a gambler’s pretty prize. She’d already debased herself in ways more shameful than seemed possible, but the main reason why Count Armstrong had made the agreement was now on the offing.

Part of the conversation in the bathroom came back to her about how a man loses his mind when the beast inside takes hold. It seemed Count Armstrong was in such a state. He grabbed at her hand to make her let go of her nightdress, so he could pull the material up and she looked down to the hem sliding up the front of her thighs. It enabled him to get his hand underneath and she could feel the throbbing pulse of his manhood growing fiercer when the touch on her bare thighs made her squirm all the more.

“Please,” she implored and pressed her legs together.

“Don’t deny me,” he urged. “I watched in the other bedroom and saw the way you enjoyed the attention.”

“No, I…”

“Don’t lie,” Count Armstrong interceded.

“You made me do it,” Chloe retorted.

“I did no such thing,” he replied. “You entered our arrangement of your own free will and were contemplating more than saving your home when you put pen to paper. You have the devil in you as much as I or my wife do. I am a man of experience and can sense when a lady enjoys succumbing to her deepest, darkest desires. You can protest all you like, but you will not convince me otherwise.”

Chloe shuddered when his lips played on her neck to send ribbons of pleasure rippling through her body. She hated that what he said had the ring of truth to it. She had acted in a manner unbecoming of a lady and couldn’t pretend it had not been thrilling. It was even more mortifying that the touch of fingers now wiggling against the soft flesh of her inner thighs excited her more than she cared to admit.

It was a shock to her sensibilities that she could act in such a way, but she gave in to churning emotions and parted her legs to let the caress of a married man’s fingers slide closer to her forbidden spot. Count Armstrong tensed and she could feel the way he pushed up to force his engorged member against the softness of her rounded cheeks.

The touch right between her thighs made her gasp when it came, but she sank her teeth into her bottom lip in an attempt to stop any more of her enjoyment showing so obviously. Kisses pressing on the nape of her neck made shivers trickle down her spine and she parted her legs wider when fingers entered her.

“So wet for an indecent touch,” Count Armstrong whispered in her ear. “Did my wife like that?”

Chloe didn’t answer. Mention of the other woman in the room brought the urge to look and she couldn’t stop herself. The shock of seeing legs so widely spread left her reeling, but there was no averting her gaze. Chubby fingers spread soft folds of skin to reveal pretty pink glistening with arousal.

“Oh god,” she murmured as she continued to watch the thick head of the dildo she’d used on herself not long before now being spanked on the exposed clitoris of its owner.

“I think you are so alike,” Count Armstrong said as he slow stroked his fingers into the slick tightness of Chloe’s vagina.

“No,” she gasped and averted her gaze.

“You both like to play for an audience,” Count Armstrong said as he stared across the room at his wife. “And she gives a show every bit as good as yours.”

Chloe closed her eyes and pressed her legs tightly together, but it only served to trap Count Armstrong’s fingers inside her. She could feel them wiggling, the movement sending rivulets of hot pleasure through her veins that made her muscles spasm relentlessly. There was no holding in the gasp that spilled from her lips when she parted her legs again. Her nightdress was pulled higher to expose her and she looked down to the way strong, stiff fingers violated her.

“Please,” she groaned and grabbed Count Armstrong’s wrist.

He let her pull his hand from between her thighs.

“Then you must pleasure me,” he said.

He pushed Chloe to the floor in front of the chair and grabbed at the arms of the seat to lift his bottom up.

“Take them off,” he ordered.

Chloe glanced up to meet his gaze, but didn’t react to his command. She lifted a hand to wipe it across her mouth and looked down to the way the silk material bulged under the pressure of a rampant erection. The curiosity was there again.

“Be the girl he wants,” Countess Armstrong called out.

It made Chloe look across the room to the way the dildo was now being used. It was unbelievable to watch the full, thick length of the toy slipping so effortlessly all the way inside over and over and over again and she found herself mesmerized for a few seconds until another order came from Count Armstrong.

“Do as I say.”

She returned her attention to him and held her breath as she grabbed at the silk material to pull it down. Her gaze alighted on his erection when it came into view. He dropped his bottom back to the seat and she resisted when he grabbed for her hand. It was futile though. Count Armstrong was too powerful and she gave in to his wants.

A shudder ran through her when her fingers were wrapped around hot, hard flesh and it stirred vivid memories of doing so before with a common boy. Touching an older man was every bit as good. She squirmed around as she squeezed tightly and felt the throbbing response it elicited. Her breathing grew labored when Count Armstrong released his grip on her hand, but she didn’t let go and felt the shame of not wanting to.

Fingers tangled in her hair to pull her head closer and she was mesmerized again. This time by a man’s erect penis. Her gaze took in the swollen, shiny head and bulging veins snaking along the thickly engorged shaft. They were there right in front of her face as the grip tightened in her dark locks.

She’d gone as far as stroking the stable lad’s erection to give him pleasure, but knew that would not suffice on this occasion. Count Armstrong clearly wanted more than her hand. He held her in place on her knees between his legs and she succumbed to his desires by planting a kiss in the head of his erection.

“Yes,” he groaned as he slid forward on the seat until his bottom was perched right on the very edge.

“A whore in the bedroom,” Countess Armstrong called.

Chloe’s head spun as she was caught in a dizzying agitation. Count Armstrong’s erection looked so huge close up and she felt the compulsion to give in to the feelings welling up from deep inside. She kissed the tip of his erection again and this time let her lips slide all the way over the head.

His muscles tensed to make his body stretch out as he forced his hips up and the way his erect manhood slipped deeper in Chloe’s mouth panicked her. She tried to back off, but a hand came to the nape of her neck to hold her in place and she closed her eyes tightly as her mouth became nothing more than a plaything for an aroused man.

She was letting herself be defiled like a common whore, with a mix of shame, excitement, arousal and more taking hold. The gut-wrenching emotions were overwhelming, but there was no escaping them. Count Armstrong’s grunts of pure bliss filled the room as he pumped his hips with gusto to revel in the soft warmth of her mouth, but the strain in his muscles finally made him slump down.

“So good,” he gasped in a hoarse rasp.

The hand pulling away from the nape of her neck allowed Chloe to lift her head and it broke the bubbly strings of saliva that stretched out from her lips. She saw the lust in Count Armstrong’s eyes when she met his gaze. He kicked his pajama bottoms off and she was forced to shuffle back when he rose to his feet.

His spit-soaked erection loomed right in front of her face and she couldn’t look away. It didn’t need an order for her to grab hold. She acted on instinct and felt the silky slipperiness of stroking her fingers along his rigid length. It made his legs tremble and he put a hand on her shoulder when she glanced up at him.

“Make sure you wed a man who does this for you,” he said.

“Does what?” Chloe asked.

Her words turned to a squeal when her arm was grabbed to pull her to her feet then across to the bed. She was shoved down on it and watched as Count Armstrong stripped completely naked. Looking across to his wife showed the dildo being used frantically, but her attention turned back to him when he stepped forward.

“Does this,” he said.

Chloe let out another gasping squeal when he grabbed at her nightdress as he crawled onto the bed. She scrambled backwards as the white material was shoved up her legs and her head dropped down on a pillow just as she was exposed. Her back arched when kisses pressed on the bare skin of her belly and she started to squirm as the caress of lips ignited feelings she could not control.

She expected the kisses to slide lower, but that didn’t happen. Instead, the material of her nightdress was pushed higher still until her breasts were bared. Earlier in the evening the touch of Count Armstrong’s thumbs had made her nipples swell. This time it was his mouth teasing and tormenting her and she grabbed at his hair while his head moved back and forth across her chest.

By the time he stopped sucking, her nipples felt so sensitive that the merest brushing caress of his lips on them was enough to make her body arch in pleasure. He grabbed the nightdress again to shove it higher as he crawled up the bed to get his face over hers.

“Take it off,” he told her.

Chloe grabbed the nightdress to drag it off. It left them both completely naked and she tried to turn her head when she saw him duck down. His lips pressed on her cheek, but he tangled his fingers in her hair to make her look up at him and there was no avoiding the kiss on her lips this time. Her breath came out in a rasp when it ended.

“This is your marital bed,” she said.

“My wife is not complaining,” Count Armstrong threw back. “Far from it, as you can see for yourself.”

They both looked to the disheveled state of Countess Armstrong. Her legs were spread wide to crudely expose herself and she continued to masturbate as if her husband being with another woman was the most natural thing in the world. The glistening slickness on her skin was all too obvious as she used her toy to pleasure herself and the sound of her excitement grew louder.

“See how she likes corrupting herself for us to watch,” Count Armstrong said.

The crude words only seemed to make Countess Armstrong quicken the pace at which she used the toy to pleasure herself. Chloe couldn’t take her eyes from the obscenely titillating display. It brought home to her that she’d been showing the very same thing to five men not long before. Not that she’d been able to see as she played with herself. She now could though and watched the way flushed pussy lips gaped to take the width of the thick dildo.

“Did you prefer the feel of that or the stable lad’s manhood?” Count Armstrong asked.

Chloe looked up at the sweaty face over hers. She felt his knee push in between her legs to spread them, so he could get in the missionary position. Her breath came out in ragged gasps as the hardness of his erection rubbed against her inner thigh.

“Your wife told me you would not risk leaving me with child,” she blurted out.

“And neither I will,” he replied.

“But…”

It was all Chloe got out before his lips crushed down on hers. She squirmed around as he maneuvered himself into position to get the tip of his erection pressing against her slick entrance. Her body arched when she felt the penetration. It brought the same panic she felt with the stable lad, but there was no ordering Count Armstrong to pull out. She’d made an agreement to give him what he wanted and he was taking it.

He shoved his hips forward to slide his full length in the tightness of her slick, virginal depths and forced his weight down to pin her in place. She tried to twist her head and it eventually worked to end the kiss. It was a mistake though and she realized that when Count Armstrong pushed himself up on straightened arms.

He started to thrust immediately and it left her in turmoil. She wanted to shout for him to stop, but at the same time despairingly tried to hold in the groans of pleasure as she was violated. The hard strokes of his erection pounding deep made her back arch, with the shouted encouragement of Countess Armstrong making the situation all the more surreal.

Count Armstrong seemed lost to the raw pleasure of the sex and it brought a fear to Chloe that the primal beast inside would overwhelm him until he gave in to it. His thrusts grew more vigorous to slam his body between her spread thighs until the sound of his grunts made her sure that he would release inside her.

He finally slumped down on top of her, with his face in the crook of her neck, however. His breathing was labored as he tried to recover from the exertions, but it wasn’t that which held her attention. She could feel the fierce throb of his manhood inside her and it sent hot shivers through her body. Enjoying the sensation so much only heightened her shame.

“I can feel how much you like it,” Count Armstrong said.

“No, I…” Chloe blurted out, but her attempt at protesting tailed off to a moan when he forced his hips forward to grind against her.

“You can try to say untruths, but your body does not lie,” he said and lifted his head.

Chloe could not look in his eyes and turned her face away from his piercing gaze. It stretched out her neck and his lips came down on it as he started to thrust again. She wanted to lie limply as he took her roughly, but the pleasure made her muscles tense up as he drove his manhood into her like a man possessed until he slumped down once more.

“Please,” she implored. “Take what you want from me as we agreed, but do not risk leaving me with child.”

“As you wish,” Count Armstrong said and pulled out.

He moved back and ducked his head down to get his mouth on her breasts again. Chloe shuddered when a lick across a stiff nipple turned to his lips wrapping around it and she cried out when she felt the gentle bite. She pushed at his head to make him stop, but it only made him move lower.

Kisses trailing across her taut belly made her muscles flutter and she did nothing to stop her legs being shoved apart again. Count Armstrong’s tongue flitted out to slide a wet trail right between her thighs and there was no pushing him away now. Her was like an animal in heat, with the rough rasp of his tongue sliding across her slick mound over and over.

His hands came between her thighs and she groaned as strong thumbs pressed into her flesh to spread her indecently. It exposed sensitive inner skin to the ravages of his tongue and her hips juddered and bucked as she let herself be used indecently.

Count Armstrong stiffened his tongue to slide it inside and shoved his head forward to make Chloe squeal. Her hand touched on his head, but she wasn’t trying to push him away. She was in the throes of arousal and it made him torment her with more roiling licks. Her bottom lifted up from the bed as the grip of tension stiffened her body until she was crying out louder.

He got a thumb to her clitoris to press against it and didn’t let up until she lost all her inhibitions. The way she forced herself against him soaked his lips and he licked frantically to rip the tension from her body in a toe-curling moment of sheer bliss. She couldn’t hold in her gasping cries as she writhed around on the bed, but she finally wriggled away from him to make the oral sex end.

When he got up to all fours, she snapped her legs shut. It was only then that he heard the sound of his wife’s excitement and looked across the room. He saw the way she held the dildo deep as shuddering convulsions made the chair she sat in rattle. Their eyes met and her voice was hoarse when she spoke.

“Finish it.”

Count Armstrong returned his attention to Chloe to see the way she lay limply on the bed. He grabbed his erection to start masturbating and she expected him to give her what the other men did earlier in the evening.

She gasped when he let go of his manhood to grab her hip, so he could flip her onto her belly. It made her bury her face in the pillow. He got up to his knees to shuffle into place over her waist, so he could press his thick length into the crease of her ass.

Chloe grabbed at the covers to hold on as he humped against her, but fingers dug into her rounded cheeks to spread them and the sudden realization of just how things were about to end made her start thrashing around frantically.

“Please, you cannot,” she groaned as the thick head of Count Armstrong’s erection was forced against her tiny, puckered hole.

“You told me I could take what I want from you and this way presents no risk of pregnancy,” he said. “Let me show you how good it can be.”

“Oh god, you’re making me such a whore,” Chloe groaned.

“Embrace it,” Count Armstrong urged. “A husband will love you all the more for your willingness to please.”

Chloe turned her head to look across the room to see the way she was being watched.

“The only way to know what you like is to try,” Countess Armstrong said and got to her feet on trembling legs.

She moved across the room to the side of the bed before speaking again.

“Show her,” she urged her husband.

Her gaze went to the way in which the tip of his manhood began to stretch open a tight, virgin asshole. The sound of his groans filled the room as he gripped his erection just below the head to force it forward.

The rush of pleasure it gave shocked Chloe to the core. She couldn’t imagine she would feel that way to be defiled in such a degrading manner. It wasn’t the first time she’d thought that on an evening which would long live in the memory and she gave in to what she needed to do to save her home.

Trembling spasms afflicted her thighs as the pulsing resistance of her sphincter was overcome and, suddenly, she was being entered easily. She buried her face back in the pillow and grabbed at the covers to hold on as Count Armstrong’s weight pressed down on her. She didn’t know if it was husband or wife that spanked a hand on her bottom, but the fluttering contractions it ignited in her muscles turned hot pain to pleasure in a way that left her writhing around.

She felt the movement of the mattress when hands came down on either side of her body. Count Armstrong’s grunts of elation filled the room as he forced himself against her, but the sound was almost drowned out when the loud, shouted encouragement of his wife made him start thrusting. Chloe was in no doubt the beast inside had taken control of him as he drove forward harder and faster to take her roughly and the pleasure it gave her felt truly shameful.

She bit down on the pillow as he used her and hated that her body responded in a way she could not control to the excitement of being ravished in such a sordid manner. His thrusts became even more animalistic as carnal lust brought hot pressure to his loins that needed to be released.

It made him drive forward in a relentless onslaught until the moment finally came. His body arched tightly in a final split-second of quivering, pelvic tension at which he could not stop the inevitable. He thrust his hips hard one final time to bury his full length in the tight softness of Chloe’s virgin hole and rapid-fire contractions set him off.

The gut-wrenching spurts of cum which erupted filled his veins with a pleasure like no other and he forced his hips forward to hold his erection deep. Chloe’s gasping whimpers excited him all the more as his climax rose to a peak that emptied his balls and he felt drained when the strong release finally came to a shuddering end.

He slumped down in a heap on top of her and he could feel the pulsing grip of her anal muscles around his still-erect manhood. The rush of relaxation that followed took his power and he finally pulled out then rolled to the side to lie beside her on the bed.

“I think you’ve found yourself a whore in the bedchamber,” Countess Armstrong said.

Chloe wanted to deny it, but knew she could not. She’d fulfilled her part of the agreement and given Count Armstrong what he wanted by acting like a common whore. The shame took hold once more as the pleasure of forbidden sex died away, but she knew the debauched couple would probably try to tempt her to their home again. The truth of the matter was that she didn’t know what she would do when the invitation came.


Innocence Taken

“How does your aunt even allow you to visit someone in such a revealing outfit?” Jane queried and glanced down at the prim, high-necked blouse she wore before returning her attention to the low-cut neckline of her friend’s pretty gown.

“It is not revealing,” Alexandra countered, with a smile. “And Aunt Constance believes that a young lady should be confident in her beauty and not afraid to show it.”

“Well, that’s one way of putting it,” Jane replied and felt the slight warmth of a blush on her cheeks as she let out a bashful titter.

“Prude,” Alexandra teased and ran fingertips along the daring neckline of the gown which revealed a hint of cleavage.

“I am not,” Jane let out in a squeal of protest.

“Well, you’re an innocent,” Alexandra went on to continue teasing her friend and did nothing to contain a mischievous laugh as she inspected her reflection in the ornate dressing table mirror.

Jane wanted to challenge the statement, but knew she couldn’t. She was an innocent in comparison to her worldly-wise friend and there was no point in denying it. That didn’t mean she liked the cheeky accusation.

“Help me put on this necklace,” Alexandra said when she picked it up from the polished, wooden surface in front of her.

“Do it yourself,” Jane replied as the slight annoyance of the cheeky remark rankled.

“Aww, poor girl,” Alexandra shot back and an impish grin played on her lips when she caught her friend’s gaze in the mirror. “I’ll give you a kiss if you help me. You know how much you like practicing with me.”

Jane tried to keep the irritated pout on her lips, but it proved impossible and she let out a stifled giggle.

“You’re incorrigible,” she said.

“Not me,” Alexandra replied with a wicked grin. “I’m the sweetest girl any man could want. Now help me put this on. I want to look my best for Jonathon tonight.”.

Jane crossed the room and dropped to her knees before taking the pearl torsade necklace.

“This must be worth a fortune,” she said while unclasping the fastening.

She reached around her friend’s neck to set the jewelry piece in place then fastened the clasp.

“See,” Alexandra said and rubbed fingertips across the twisted strands of pearls. “I’m completely respectable.”

Jane pursed her lips as she stared in the mirror. The wide necklace hung in such a way as to cover up a lot of the smooth, pale skin of Alexandra’s upper chest although the hint of cleavage was still on show.

“It does look pretty on you,” she said.

“Jonathon will think so,” Alexandra replied. “I’m sure his father will enjoy seeing me wearing it too.”

“You’re such a coquette,” Jane let out and the shock in her voice was only partly feigned. “It will get you in trouble.”

“I hope so,” Alexandra said and winked when she caught her friend’s gaze in the mirror.

Jane couldn’t stop the blush of warmth spreading across her cheeks and brought her hands up to her face when she spoke.

“My mother and father would have kittens if they could hear you. I’d be whisked back home in an instant.”

Alexandra let out a tinkling laugh as she picked up a brush to run it through her long, dark curls.

“Your parents are lovely,” she said as she continued to brush her hair.

“I sense a but coming on,” Jane replied while she watched her friend.

“Well,” Alexandra said and smiled. “I’m always on my best behavior when I visit your home, but I don’t think I could live with your parents. They’re so old-fashioned and austere. Don’t get me wrong, they are lovely and always so nice to me. I must say I was surprised they actually let you out of their sight to come here on your own for almost a month.”

“You and me both,” Jane replied. “I was dreading telling them about your invitation and thought for sure they would refuse or suggest that one of them accompany me as has happened previously. When they finally said yes to me visiting alone, I could scarcely believe it. I assured them you would look after me in a manner befitting a respectable lady. If they knew what you were really like they probably would have said no.”

Alexandra finished what she was doing, put the brush down then turned around on the cushioned stool. She reached out to take her friends hands.

“I’m glad they said yes,” she said. “It’s lovely to have you here.”

“And you’re repaying me by going out and leaving me alone for the evening,” Jane teased.

The wicked smile returned to Alexandra’s face.

“Do you want your kiss now for helping me?” she asked.

Jane felt the flush of warmth return to her cheeks. Her parents would definitely be shocked if they knew she’d shared a kiss with her friend. More than one kiss in fact. The tingle that blossomed between her thighs came with a sense of shameful embarrassment, but she nodded her head to show she wanted another. She closed her eyes when her friend leaned forward and a shiver trickled down her spine when the soft touch of lips caressed against hers. It set her heartbeat racing in a way that felt thrilling as she squeezed her thighs together.

“See how nice I am to you,” Alexandra teased when she pulled back.

Jane lifted a hand to brush fingertips on her lips. The question that always sprang to mind was on the tip of her tongue, so she let it out and knew what it would get.

“Is that what kissing a boy is really like?”

“Yes,” Alexandra said, but an impish smile returned to her lips before she went on speaking. “If you allow a real man to kiss you, however, he’ll pull you close in an embrace that makes you feel like you’re drowning in bliss. His kiss will crush so fiercely onto your lips that you’ll be sure he’s set them alight.”

Jane squirmed as she listened to words which made her breathing a little labored. She lifted a hand to pretend-fan her face as the salacious description became her world.

“He won’t let you free of the passion and you’ll feel what it does to him,” Alexandra went on and giggled when she paused.

“What…, what?” Jane exclaimed to break the silence and felt the carnal response of her body to the naughtiness of her friend.

“The hardness of his manhood,” Alexandra said in a breathlessly amused voice. “That feeling of his lust being aroused is so delectably risque and he won’t let you go from the embrace. You’ll be trapped. Your natural inclination is to be ladylike and attempt to end an indecorous moment, but it’s too late. The mere hint of your sweet scent will have stirred the beast that lurks inside all men and he’ll try to hold you in his grasp. His craving for the soft touch of your belly against his growing member is the only thought on his mind. You’ll feel his hands becoming indelicate. They’ll try to touch those forbidden places on your body that…”

“Stop,” Jane gasped in a husky rasp of breath. “Please stop.”

Alexandra let out a tinkling laugh when she turned on the stool to check her appearance once more in the dressing table mirror. She leaned forward to inspect her lipstick and dabbed the end of her pinkie at the corner of her mouth.

“It’s so wrong,” Jane said.

“Yes,” Alexandra agreed. “But you’ll quickly find that it’s not only men who can lose their sensibilities to those hot-headed emotions.”

Jane brushed fingertips on her lips again. She could still feel the kiss on them and it brought the longing for more. Another thought crashed into her mind that made her cringe.

“My parents would never allow it,” she blurted out.

She saw her friend’s gaze meet hers in the mirror.

“True,” Alexandra said. “But your parents aren’t here, are they? You have a few weeks away from their stern, watchful gaze. That gives you some freedom to do as you wish for once.”

The rush of adrenaline set off trembling that Jane found it impossible to stop, with the flutter of her pulse making the breath catch in her throat for a second or two.

“You’ll really ask Jonathon?” she asked.

“I’ll do it tonight,” Alexandra replied and returned her attention to her reflection. “I’m sure he can persuade his parents to host a small get-together on one of the weekends you’re here and he’d be more than happy to introduce you to some of his friends. It might get you that kiss you want…, maybe even more.”

Jane pursed her lips to let out a slow breath as thoughts tumbled through her mind. She loved her parents and knew they were only looking out for her best interests, but their strict, overbearing manner was beginning to feel suffocating.

The chance to break free of it might really be there for the taking during the visit to the home of her friend’s aunt, but she couldn’t shake off the thought that it was unbecoming of a lady. Alexandra’s suggestion seemed so utterly shocking. There was no clearing it from her mind, however, and it brought a craving that she couldn’t pretend wasn’t there.

“I could not,” she murmured and shook her head.

Alexandra finished the preparations for an evening with her betrothed then turned on the stool.

“I told you,” she said in a teasing voice and smiled. “You’re such an innocent.”

“Hush your mouth,” Jane wailed and the question came to her while she stared at her friend. “Will you kiss Johnathon like you described tonight?”

“Oh, I won’t be able to stop him,” Alexandra replied and laughed. “We usually have an after-dinner drink with his parents in the drawing room. They always retire for the evening before I have to leave, however, and that gives me a short while alone with my beloved.”

“And he’ll take advantage of that?”

“I’ll make sure he does,” Alexandra replied, with a cheeky smile. “If you stay up until I arrive home, I’ll come and tell you all about what happens.”

“There’s a naughtiness about you I can’t even begin to describe,” Jane teased and she was only half-joking.

“It’s so much more fun than being an innocent lady,” Alexandra shot back before getting to her feet. “It’s time for me to go.”

She walked across to the bed to pick up her gloves and shawl. Jane couldn’t shrug off the hint of jealousy while she watched her friend getting ready.

“How do I look?” Alexandra asked when she finished.

“Beautifully radiant,” Jane replied.

“Come down with me,” Alexandra went on and held out a gloved hand.

Jane crossed the room to take hold and they left the bedchamber to make their way along to the curved staircase. Once they descended the steps, they walked to the lounge and stopped to look in through the open door.

“Would you like me to pass on any messages to Johnathon’s parents?” Alexandra asked.

“Come in and let me see you properly?” Aunt Constance said when she looked up from the needlework in her lap.

Alexandra let go of her friend’s hand to step inside the lounge. She moved in front of the armchair her aunt sat on before doing a full twirl to show off her outfit.

“You look lovely,” Aunt Constance said.

“You’re so kind,” Alexandra replied. “Do you want me to pass on any messages to Jonathon’s parents?”

Aunt Constance thought for a few seconds, but eventually shook her head when she spoke.

“No, have a lovely evening.”

“I will,” Alexandra said to bring the brief conversation to an end and turned away to return to the door of the lounge.

She grabbed Jane’s hand to pull her along to the large front entrance of the mansion. The elderly butler stood waiting to open the door for them and they saw the carriage waiting on the wide driveway.

“Have a nice time,” Jane said when they came to a stop beside the carriage.

“Thanks, I’ll see you later,” Alexandra replied in a quiet voice and gave a cheeky smile before carrying on speaking. “Wait up for me and I’ll let you know how my evening went.”

Jane nodded her head and watched as the driver helped Alexandra get in the carriage. He then closed the door and moved forward to climb up onto the seat at the front of the vehicle. Taking hold of the reins, he urged the horses on and they trotted off towards the open gates of the property.

***

Jane watched until the carriage disappeared from view before returning to the entrance of the large property. The elderly butler held the door open for her and she smiled as she approached him.

“Thank you, Godfrey,” she said when she stepped inside.

She then made her way to the lounge and waited until her presence was noticed before walking in the room.

“Is that Alexandra on her way?” Aunt Constance asked.

“Yes, the carriage just left the grounds,” Jane replied and moved across the room to drop to her knees by the side of the chair on which Aunt Constance sat. She looked at the needlework for a second before speaking again. “It’s pretty.”

Aunt Constance held her work up to show it.

“Keeps me busy,” she said and smiled.

“How long will Uncle Samuel be gone?” Jane asked.

“Work will keep him from me for one more month at least, unfortunately,” Aunt Constance answered. “This needlework gives me something to occupy my mind while he’s not here to be my company. I think I’ve almost completed as much as I want for the day, however, so it won’t be long until I retire. How do you plan to entertain yourself for the rest of the evening?”

“Can I have the key to the library, please?” Jane replied. “It’s such a beautiful room and you and Uncle Samuel have a delightful collection of books.”

“Ask Godfrey,” Aunt Constance replied. “The key is kept in his room, so he can give it to you. Simply return it to him when you’re finished.”

“I will,” Jane said.

She was in no hurry to get to the library, however, so stayed on her knees by the side of the chair to chat until Aunt Constance finally decided it was time to retire. They both got up then walked out of the lounge.

“Enjoy your reading,” Aunt Constance said.

“Thank you,” Jane replied and smiled. “Sleep well.”

She watched as Aunt Constance headed off towards the staircase leading to the upper floors of the property. Her mind quickly turned to finding the butler, however. A search of the ground floor showed no sign of him, so she headed down the steps to the servant’s quarters. Walking to the kitchen, she stepped in the room and saw him sitting at the table with the cook.

“Hello dear,” Estelle said when she rose to her feet. “Feeling a little peckish, are you?”

“Oh, no,” Jane said, with a smile. “Your meal this evening was lovely and filled me up. It wasn’t you I came to see.”

Her words made Godfrey get up.

“What can I do for you, Miss?” he asked.

“I asked Aunt Constance for permission to use the library and she told me I could get the key from you.”

“Is Lady Constance still attending to her needlework?” Estelle asked.

“No, she has already retired for the evening,” Jane answered. “It’s too early for me to do the same, so I thought I’d partake of some reading.”

“It’s a sign of a healthy mind and something any young lady should do,” Estelle went on, with a smile.

Jane nodded her head, but didn’t need to respond to the comment when Godfrey spoke.

“I’ll take you along to my room, Miss. If you’ll follow me.”

He headed for the door and Jane aimed a final smile at Estelle before following him. They left the kitchen then made their way along the narrow hallway to the small room Godfrey used as an office. He let them into it then walked across to a board on a wall, where a number of keys hung.

“This is the one you need,” he said and took down the key for the library.

Jane stepped across the small room to get it from him.

“If you see me after you finish, just hand the key back,” Godfrey said. “Other than that, you can return it to the hook marked for the library if you so wish.”

“Thank you,” Jane said. “I’m not sure how long I’ll be, but I’ll do as you say to return the key.”

“Very good, Miss,” Godfrey replied. “Enjoy your reading.”

It brought the conversation to an end and allowed Jane to leave the room to make her way back up to the ground floor. She then walked to the very rear of the property and along the narrow passageway at the end of which the library was located. Using the key, she let herself in and closed the door before looking around.

A smile played on her lips as she took in the rows of polished, wooden shelves lining the walls of the room. Each one was stacked with colorfully bound books and she let her eyes flit over them for a few seconds before putting the key down on the small occasional table beside the door. She then reached in the pocket of her long skirt to bring out a pair of white gloves, so she could put them on.

Moving to the nearest shelf, she trailed gloved fingertips along the spines of the books as she read the titles. Her head rocked from side-to-side as she slowly moved along the wall. Every so often one of the publications caught her attention, so she took it out for a closer inspection. She finally came across what she was really looking for though. At least, she thought she did and felt the flutter of her pulse when she pulled it out.

Alexandra had once mentioned that Aunt Constance had a predilection for romance novels in her younger years and had commissioned an author to write some for her. Supposedly, a couple of them got quite racy although she couldn’t be sure if that included the one she held. The hardback cover showed nothing more than the title, but the picture inside of a ravishing young couple certainly seemed to suggest she’d found what she’d come to the library looking for.

“Only one way to find out,” she murmured and moved across to the table in the corner of the room.

Dropping on a cushioned seat, she got herself comfortable then opened the book to brush her fingertips across the picture of the young couple. Her lips turned up at the corners as she recalled Alexandra’s titillating description of kissing a real man, but she brushed the thoughts aside to turn the pages to the beginning of the story. It set the scene and she found herself becoming engrossed in the tale of the couple’s first meeting.

She wasn’t sure how long she’d been reading when the sound of a click broke through her concentration to make her look up from the pages. It took her a second to realize what it was and a frown creased her brow when her gaze flitted to the movement of the door opening.

She’d anticipated a couple of hours of uninterrupted reading before going up to her bedchamber to await Alexandra’s return, so the intrusion came completely out of the blue. A moment of bewilderment turned to shock when she saw who appeared. It made her rise to her feet and the quickening of her pulse was nothing to do with the book she’d been reading now.

“Lord Carlton,” she let out in a rush of breath.

“Please, call me Richard, Lady Hollingsworth,” he replied as he walked in the library and closed the door. “And I would be pleased if you’d permit me to call you Jane.”

Jane’s mouth flapped open, but nothing came from it as the surprise of being disturbed took her voice. She’d met Alexandra’s older cousin a few times in passing over the last couple of years, but always with others in attendance. It felt unnerving to be alone in his presence. That he’d turned up at all confused her and she finally managed to get out some words.

“Alexandra did not mention you would be visiting.”

“That would have been difficult for her,” Richard said, with a smile when he stepped further into the room. “My arrival was unannounced. I came to converse with Aunt Constance, but have been informed she has already retired for the evening.”

“Yes, it’s late,” Jane blurted out. “She went upstairs a short while ago.”

“It matters not,” Richard went on. “There’s no need for me to disturb her this evening. I requested one of the bedchambers be made up for me and can meet with Aunt Constance in the morning to discuss my matter with her.”

Jane wasn’t sure what to say in response, so remained silent and cast her gaze down to her feet for a second or two before returning her attention to the man now inspecting the books on the shelves. She could only assume he’d been informed she was in the library. There was no way of knowing if that’s why he’d come to the room, however, and she wasn’t about to ask. His unexpected arrival made her unsure of what to do and she remained awkwardly rooted to the spot as he moved along the wall.

“I hope I have not disturbed you,” he said to break the silence.

“Oh, no…, no,” Jane exclaimed. “Alexandra went out for the evening, so I was simply whiling away some time reading.”

“An enjoyable pastime,” Richard commented.

His gaze remained on the books in front of him, but Jane got the impression she was under inspection as he moved along the wall in her direction. It set her nerves on edge. She was unused to being alone with a man known to be an eligible bachelor, but it had been thrust upon her without notice.

The atmosphere seemed charged with an electricity that made it difficult to even take in a breath. At least, that’s the way it felt to Jane. Goosebumps rose on her skin as she watched Richard’s movement. She was struck by a curl of dark hair against the smoothness of his neck and couldn’t pull her eyes from it. Alexandra’s words about being kissed by a real man flitted through her mind and there was no ridding herself of them.

She stepped away from the cushioned chair on which she’d been sitting as Richard drew nearer and her gaze flitted to the key on the occasional table. It made her wish she’d locked the door when she entered the library, but she hadn’t anticipated an interruption. Her gaze returned to the man in the room and she felt the flutter of angst.

“Not carrying on with your reading?” Richard asked when his attention turned away from the books.

“Oh, I…,” Jane spluttered when she saw his smile.

It made his dark, handsome looks all the more charming and she felt the tremble in her legs. The sudden quickness of his actions took her by surprise and he was almost in front of her before she reacted. A step back took her almost to the shelves behind and she found herself transfixed when she looked up into deep brown eyes.

“Enjoyable book?” he asked.

Jane couldn’t get any words out and her hands came up automatically in front of her midriff. It put the book in between her and Richard and she felt the rush of embarrassment when he opened the cover to reveal the picture inside.

“I…,” she blurted out as her gaze fixed on the young couple before flitting up to the amused expression on Richard’s handsome face.

“It’s a good story,” he said. “Does Aunt Constance know you’re reading one of her romance books.”

The heat of a blush stained Jane’s cheeks red and she looked away from dark eyes. Being caught with the book left her mortified and it was clear that Richard knew what it was. The shame worsened when his hand came up to brush against her gloved fingers. It made her recoil and she found herself doing more than thinking about Alexandra’s description of being kissed. Those feelings her friend described bubbled up in her and the breath caught in her throat.

“I should not be here,” she said in a harsh rasp.

“Neither should I,” Richard replied and his smile widened. “But here we are.”

It caught Jane in a spin. Her thoughts were muddled as emotions she was unused to came flooding up from deep within. She was suddenly short of breath and started to chew on her bottom lip, without even realizing she was doing it.

“I…, umm, should go,” she stammered.

Richard’s touch brushed against her gloved fingers again, but stepping away only backed her against the shelf behind and there was no escape.

“Aren’t you enjoying the story?” Richard asked.

Jane gulped down a breath and looked at the picture before raising her gaze to the mischief in dark eyes. Alexandra’s comment about drowning in bliss flashed through her mind. It wasn’t bliss she was experiencing, but the suffocating feeling of being spellbound took hold as she found herself unable to break the eye contact.

“I…,” she spluttered anxiously, but it was all she got out.

“You’ve grown into a beautiful young lady,” Richard said.

The compliment brought a stronger blush to Jane’s cheeks and she could feel them burning. It brought a stronger discomfort as she struggled to contend with surging emotions that flustered her in a manner she found both thrilling and frightening. Her throat constricted and she needed to gulp down a heavy breath before answering.

“Thank you.”

“And redheads do have such stunning hair,” Richard went on.

Jane was frozen to the spot when his hand came out from under the book to reach to the side of her face. The breath caught in her throat when he released a red ringlet from her tied-up hair. It hung in a loose spiral and she was all too aware of the way his fingers played with it.

“Please,” she implored. “I have to go.”

He said nothing now as their eyes met again. It held her captivated in a way she’d never experienced and Alexandra’s words of earlier in the evening haunted her. She was living the moment her friend described and saw the kiss coming. That snapped her out of the spell into a moment of jittery panic and her head jerked back to crack against the shelf behind.

A stifled squeal burst from her lips and she fumbled what she held. It slipped from her grasp and Richard’s reaction was instinctive when he stepped back to make a grab that stopped the book falling to the floor. The gap that opened up between them let Jane escape and she lifted a hand to rub the back of her head as she fled for the door.

“Your book,” Richard said and held it up.

The remark brought Jane to a stop beside the occasional table. She turned, but the eye contact was fleeting now before she cast her gaze down.

“Please, return it to the shelf for me,” she said in a hushed voice.

Her breathing was labored as she tried to get a grip on her sensibilities. She felt a fool and didn’t want to stay in the room for a moment longer.

“The key,” she said and pointed to where it lay on the table. “Could you return it to Godfrey when you leave the library, please.”

“I will…,”

It was all Jane heard of Richard’s response before she opened the door and she didn’t glance back as she took flight to dash from the room.

***

Jane closed the door of her bedchamber, turned the key in the lock then leaned back against the polished wood in an attempt to catch her breath. Her heaving chest wasn’t only the result of the way she’d hurried up the stairs in fear that Richard might follow and she struggled to get her emotions under control. A grimace spread across her face as thoughts of the encounter tumbled through her mind.

Fumbling the book and Richard’s intervention to catch it as it dropped had enabled her to extricate herself from a situation that was so out of her comfort zone. She could still feel the effects of it and couldn’t stop the tremors. Again, her friend’s naughty description of kissing a real man played on her mind. She’d been on the cusp of experiencing such a moment and started to ruminate on an idea which felt utterly shameful.

“Don’t,” she murmured as she raised her gaze to the ceiling.

That the encounter might have aroused Richard didn’t bear thinking about, but she couldn’t rid the notion from her mind that being so close to her might have had such an effect on him.

“Stop it,” she hissed and pushed herself away from the door.

She walked across to the wash basin stand in the corner of the room. Reaching for the decorative pitcher on the lower shelf, she lifted it to pour some of the fresh water in the porcelain basin. It was only then that she looked at her reflection in the small, oval mirror.

The remnants of the blush were still there to see on her cheeks and she felt the flutter of disquiet. It wasn’t all she experienced though. The memory of Richard being so close, that feeling of being trapped, his lips almost brushing on hers unleashed even stronger feelings and she suddenly couldn’t meet her gaze in the mirror.

“Stop tormenting yourself,” she muttered.

Moving over to the bed, she dropped down to sit at the bottom of it and tried to think of anything other than the encounter in the library. That proved almost impossible and she chided herself for being so weak when she rose to her feet again.

Walking to the wardrobe, she opened it to get her nightgown and robe. She then went to the screen in the corner of the room and stepped behind it to get undressed. Once she had put on her sleeping attire, she returned to the basin of water. It got her a glimpse of her face in the mirror again, but she looked away quickly.

She studiously avoided her reflection when she picked up the sponge, wet it in the basin and began to wash herself. When she finished, she reached out to the small towel hanging from the hook at the side of the mirror.

“Nincompoop,” she berated herself when she did look at her reflection.

The ringlet of red hair still curled down at the side of her face and memories of Richard pulling it free to play with it filled her mind. A prickle of heat blossomed between her thigh while she patted her smooth skin dry, but she hung the towel over the mirror to cover it when she finished.

“Stop thinking about it,” she chided herself and moved back to the bed.

This time she threw herself down on it and buried her face in the covers. She suddenly wondered what she should say when her friend came to the bedchamber at the end of the evening and it left her in a quandary.

Leaving things unsaid might end up looking strange if Richard related the encounter to Alexandra. Then again, there was no knowing if he would say anything and she debated back and forth in her mind whether to confess. Not that she’d done anything wrong, but she couldn’t help wondering if the best thing was to leave the moment behind and pretend it never happened.

“You’re such an innocent,” she said to echo the words spoken to her earlier in the evening.

Rolling onto her back, she stared up at the ceiling in the silence as she continued to contemplate how to handle the situation. A knock on the door eventually interrupted her deliberations to leave them unresolved and she decided to simply let her friend do the talking. That’s what the meeting had been set up for, anyway, to discuss how Alexandra’s evening went.

Sitting up, Jane slid to the side of the bed and dropped her feet to the floor. She should have been looking forward to hearing a naughty tale, but that wasn’t on her mind as she hurried across the room. Turning the key in the lock, she swung the door open and her eyes widened in alarm when she saw it wasn’t Alexandra standing in the hallway. It was too late to rectify her mistake, however, and her words came out in a rush.

“Lord Carlton, you cannot be here.”

“I could not find Godfrey,” Richard replied. “Could you return this to him in the morning?”

Jane looked at the key being held out to her, but didn’t react. She knew the reason Richard gave for arriving at the door of her bedchamber was simply a plausible excuse to come face-to-face with her again. He had more on his mind that handing back the key. She was in no doubt about that.

“Please,” she said when she looked from his hand to his face. “You must leave before Aunt Constance…”

“She’ll be in her bedchamber on the third floor,” Richard replied. “I’m sure she’s fast asleep by now.”

“And so should I be,” Jane blurted out.

She started to close the door, but Richard’s hand pressed on it to stop her.

“Please,” she implored when their eyes met.

Her heartbeat raced to make her short of breath as they stared at each other.

“One kiss is all I ask,” Richard said. “You ran from it in the library.”

Jane felt her resolve weakening as the unseemly suggestion brought desires welling up from deep inside in a way she knew was not respectable. The moment her friend had talked about earlier in the evening was there for her to experience if she wanted, but giving in to the request threatened to ignite emotions that would overwhelm her. She could already feel that happening.

“I…, I cannot,” she spluttered.

“I know you want to,” Richard went on. “You cannot hide those feelings from me. They were all too obvious in the library.”

“No, I…,” Jane blurted out, but a shove on the door swung it wider before she could react.

Richard stepped forward and she was all too aware of how close he was.

“Please, sir,” she implored and lurched back when he took one more step.

It was another mistake on her part. He came in the room and the door was closed before she could stop it.

“Just one kiss,” Richard repeated. “I implore you.”

Jane rocked her head back as a mix of emotions brought confusion to her mind. She’d been a fool to unlock the door and open it before calling out to confirm who was on the other side. It was too late to change that. She recalled Alexandra’s comment about being ladylike and ending an indecorous moment.

“You should leave,” she said, but knew by the look in Richard’s eyes that he had no intention of doing so.

Her mind was in turmoil as thoughts tumbled through it at lightening speed and she couldn’t make sense of them. She flinched when a grip circled around her wrist.

“Sir, this is…”

Her words were ended by a pull of the wrist that made her step forward. It put their bodies mere inches apart and she instinctively looked up. His lips came down on hers instantly and she was caught in the feelings described to her earlier in the evening. The breath was ripped from her in a moment of tumultuous exhilaration when hands slipped around her waist to pull her forward.

Her struggling was stilled when Richard’s body pressed against her to give that delectably risque sensation of a man’s lust being awakened. She was struck by the swell of stiffness against her belly as lips crushed onto hers to hold her spellbound. More of Alexandra’s description became a reality as hands slid lower to find one of those forbidden places on her body.

Fingers dug into the soft flesh of her buttocks through the thin material of robe and nightgown to hold their bodies tightly together. The shock of such an intimate touch made her start struggling again, but it was as her friend had explained. She was with a man who did not want to release her from a passionate embrace as the softness of her belly rubbed against the engorged hardness of his manhood.

It felt so wrong, but a heat flowered between her thighs that weakened her legs in a manner that threatened to buckle her knees. She twisted her head to free herself of the kiss and her voice was breathless.

“Please, sir…, Richard, you asked for one kiss only.”

His lips nuzzled against the side of her head and she recalled Alexandra’s comment about the mere scent of a woman bringing out the beast that lurks in all men. Richard’s hands came up to her lower back and she could feel the throb of his erection against her. It stirred emotions she couldn’t control, but her voice came out in an impassioned cry.

“Please.”

She closed her eyes when Richard’s lips brushed against her ear. The shiver which raced down her spine weakened her legs all the more and there was no escaping the clutches of her aroused admirer.

“So beautiful,” he whispered.

Jane was all too aware of a hand sliding up her back. The tie in her hair was released to let her red tresses spill free and she was aware of his face burying into the softness of them. He took in deep breaths before his lips brushed against her ear again and she heard his quiet words again.

“I can’t let you go.”

“This is not seemly, Lord Carlton,” Jane replied. “Your cousin might come to this room at any moment to discuss her evening.”

The comment made him pull back, but the respite was only brief. His head darted forward and she was too slow in turning to avoid the kiss. The passion in it set her desires ablaze and she melted into his strong arms as their bodies came together again. Her heartbeat raced and she could sense it wasn’t only her struggling to contain unleashed emotions.

The abrupt end to the kiss took her by surprise as Richard moved back. Her wrist was grabbed again and it was only at the last second that she realized what was happening. She resisted, but it was too late. The gap between them allowed her hand to be pulled to his crotch and she stifled a squeal when her palm was pressed against a growing hardness.

“Can you feel what you do to me,” Richard said in a gruff rasp of breath.

Jane didn’t answer. The indecent touch let her feel the pulsing throb of his erect manhood all the more. She knew she should stop things right away, but she was lost to the sensations taking hold of her body. There was no pulling her hand free, anyway. Richard was too powerful. Her fingers flexed to grope hard flesh through the material of his trousers and it set her pulse racing faster still.

“Grip harder,” Richard pleaded, with a hoarse longing coming through in his voice.

“It’s wrong,” Jane wailed.

“Please,” Richard implored. “You cannot leave me in such a state.”

Jane squeezed her thighs together and could feel the growing wetness of her arousal. Her legs trembled as she gave in to a hunger she could not contain. Her breath came out heavily as she grasped at Richard’s erection through his trousers.

The rigid stiffness of his arousal was almost unbelievable to her, but it brought out a curiosity that was going to get her in trouble. She knew it, but couldn’t stop herself. It was only when Richard let go of her wrist to grab for the belt of her robe that she dragged her hand from his crotch.

“Things can go no further,” she let out, but her protest was weak.

“Let me see,” he begged.

The tussle of hands lasted no more than a second before Jane lost out. She tried to pull away, but the belt was loosened to let the sides of her robe fall apart. It exposed her nightgown and she looked down to the way her stiff nipples showing through the soft cotton material.

She grabbed for the sides of the robe, but Richard did the same and she couldn’t cover herself up. The flood of embarrassment brought a hot flush of red back to her cheeks, but her self-consciousness was laced with more primal urges. She liked the way she was being looked at.

Richard seemed unable to tear his eyes from her and she hungered for his attention in a way she hadn’t expected. She let him pull the sides of the robe wider to reveal more of her slender figure. He only had eyes for her breasts, however.

“So beautiful,” he murmured and it was he who was transfixed now.

Jane stood stock still as his eyes feasted on the curves of her slender figure, but she flinched when his hands slipped under the robe to grasp at her hips. The anticipation of being pulled to another kiss ended when Richard’s head darted forward. He ducked down at the same time and there was no escape from the kiss on her nipple through the thin material of the nightgown.

It gave her a knee-trembling moment of pleasure when his mouth latched onto the erect bud. She got her hands to his head, but all she could do was grab his hair and hold on as he sucked. It sent ribbons of hot arousal down between her thighs and she tried to stifle the whimper that slipped from her lips.

Her head rocked back when she finally pulled at his hair, but he was in no mood to give up her breast. The sucking grew stronger to make her heartbeat hammer in her chest. When he finally relented, it gave her only a second of respite before his lips latched onto her other nipple. He grabbed at the robe while he sucked and it pulled the material from her shoulders.

A shudder ripped through her when he backed off. She dropped her hands down, but that allowed the robe to be taken from her and suddenly she was in the scandalous position of wearing no more than a nightgown in the presence of a man she knew only in passing. He grabbed hold of her hips to drag her forward and she was putty in his hands as his lips found hers again.

The touch on her waist slipped around to her lower back to hold her in the embrace. She instinctively knew Richard’s hands wouldn’t stay there. He wanted to caress those forbidden places on her body and her attempts to grab at his wrists were futile. His fingers grasped at her nightgown and she was all too aware of the hem rising up the back of her legs as he groped her bottom.

It made her hips jut forward, but that only made her belly press more forcefully against his swollen manhood. The throb of his arousal was all too obvious as his lips crushed onto hers and her struggling only seemed to awaken the lustful beast inside him all the more. The recollection of another comment from earlier in the evening flitted through her head.

Alexandra had said it wasn’t only men who could lose their sensibilities to hot-headed passion and Jane understood that now. The craving for the touch of Richard’s hands was overpowering. At the same time, the underlying sense that she should somehow stop things came through the passion. It proved impossible, however. Her head rocked back when his lips slid to the side of her neck and she was suddenly lost to the needs of her body.

“Please,” she murmured.

Richard kept hitching her nightgown up. She grabbed at the material, but only just managed to stop it coming all the way up around her waist. It wasn’t enough to stop things though. His hands slid down to the smooth, bare skin at the back of her thighs and the struggle was lost. The touch of his palms came up the back of her legs to cup her naked buttocks and she felt the effect it had on his arousal.

His fingers sank into her flesh as he continued to kiss on the sensitive skin of her neck. It made her submit to mouth-watering desires and she shoved her hips forward to keep her body locked to his. Her head rolled around as rough kisses brought pleasure the likes of which she’d never imagined. It was only when he relented that she managed to recover some semblance of control.

She dragged her nightgown down when his hands came out from under it. Turning her head avoided his lips on hers again, but she was suddenly stumbling backwards. It left her in a turmoil as they moved across the room until her lower legs knocked against the side of the bed to make her sit down.

Her eyes opened wide when she glimpsed the sight now right in front of her face. There was no tearing her gaze from the bulge in Richard’s trousers. It held her fascinated until a glance up showed the way she was being watched.

“This is unseemly,” she exclaimed and averted her gaze.

Her hand was grabbed, but it wasn’t pulled to his crotch as she expected and there was a shame to the disappointment she felt. Richard dropped to his knees before her and she froze when he lifted her hand to his lips. The kiss on her fingers seemed almost wholesome, but she could sense he wanted something more illicit when he let go.

“Lord Carlton,” she gasped when he grabbed at the nightgown again. “This is no way to treat a lady.”

“Then don’t be a lady,” he shot back.

She struggled again to stop her nightgown rising up her legs, but a touch on her naked skin when it was exposed sent rippling tremors between her thighs. The conflict of what she should do tore through her mind and she resisted the attempt to make her knees part at first. Her nightgown was shoved higher still and she pushed at Richard’s head when he ducked down to kiss on smooth, silky flesh.

There was no making him stop though. His determination sapped her strength, as did the excitement surging through her veins. That he wanted to kiss her so intimately seemed more sinful than anything she could imagine, but his hunger to do so only seemed to grow stronger. There was no resisting and she threw herself back to make her upper body fall down to the covers. It left her staring up at the ceiling as she let herself be consumed by an irresistible ache in her very core.

She didn’t release her grip on her nightgown, but it was yanked up her legs and this time she gave in to her knees being parted. It put her at his mercy and the shame of being so brazenly unbecoming made her slide a hand between her thighs to cover herself up. She expected it to be dragged away, but it didn’t happen.

Instead, her legs were pushed further apart and a kiss on her inner thigh brought fluttering spasms to her muscles. There was no stopping them as Richard’s mouth climbed higher until his lips pressed on her hand. Again, she expected to be uncovered and again it didn’t happen.

Her eyes met Richard’s when he straightened up on his knees. He started to remove his shirt and Jane couldn’t stop her gaze sliding lower to a muscular torso being revealed. She knew it was showing her interest, but she couldn’t look away.

“I’ve never…,” she blurted out when their eyes met again.

“I guessed,” Richard replied.

Her admission that she was untouched did nothing to stop him. Nor did she want it to and that felt utterly shameless. She submitted to kisses inching up her inner thighs again until lips brushed on her hand once more.

“Show me,” Richard said.

Jane’s back arched as the torment played in her mind. Giving in was against everything she’d been taught by her parents, but she could feel the urge to do so taking hold until it was all she could think of. Lips pressed on her hand again.

“Show me,” Richard repeated in a gruff rasp.

Tremors rippled through Jane’s body as her chest puffed out. She was naked from the waist down, with only her hand covering her modesty although she knew she was about to give that up. It made her squirm around as she readied herself and she heard the guttural gasp when she exposed herself to Richard’s unwavering gaze.

He wanted to do more than look at her most intimate spot though. A moment of still ended with his head ducking down and Jane let out a whimpering cry when she felt the kiss. Her back arched tightly when the tip of his tongue trailed along the slick crease of her swollen mound. It seemed to rile him into a passionate onslaught and his hands pressed on her inner thighs to make her spread them wider still.

The touch slid higher on her legs until his thumbs pressed into her flesh. It made her bottom rise up as the tight contractions of her muscles brought back fluttering spasms, but she slumped back down when she felt soft flesh being spread to reveal glistening pink. She lifted her head to see the way Richard stared between her naked thighs, but her neck muscles strained and it was too much effort to keep watching him.

Her head slumped back down to the covers and she closed her eyes tightly as rasping licks explored her intimately. It sent her into paroxysms and the juddering movement of her hips was uncontrollable as strong thumbs dug deeper into soft flesh to spread her vagina open. She got a hand to his head, but simply settled it in place as he pushed forward. The way his tongue entered her brought out a gasping cry and she clamped her lips together to cut the sound off.

His mouth pressed on her skin as he forced his tongue deeper still. The way it played on the soft, velvety inner depths of her vagina left her writhing in pleasure as she gave herself wholeheartedly to a man taking full advantage. The roiling touch of his tongue set her body ablaze and the pulsing quiver of her muscles made a knot clench in her belly.

Her torso stretched out as the moment climbed towards a release that she craved for, but it did not come when Richard pulled back. She heard his gasping breaths and forced her head up to see the way his tongue slid slowly around his lips to savor her taste. The sight of it shocked her, but she couldn’t tear her gaze from him until one of his thumbs slid up roughly to brush across her clitoris.

Her hips bucked as the hot burn of pleasure ignited and the naughty girl inside came out as she pushed towards Richard to get more. He was only too eager to give it. He dug his thumb into the flesh at the top of her pubic mound to make her clitoris pop out fully into view. It exposed it to his fervent attention and Jane writhed around as lick after lick swept across the swollen bud until she was teetering on the very edge of orgasm.

She longed for it like nothing before and her bottom lifted up from the bed as her body was swathed in a hot tension until the deep aching in her belly finally exploded into bliss. For a hot second her legs went numb before she collapsed down to the covers in a fit of unrelenting convulsions. Richard kept licking and her fingers grasped at his hair to hold on as she succumbed completely to a shuddering climax.

The euphoria kept building until she was lost to it and time seemed to stand still. Her neck eventually stretched out as her body arched up in the final throes of ecstasy, but the strength suddenly melted from her body to make her slump down in a sweaty heap. She couldn’t make sense of things as she came down from the high and lay gasping for breath. There was no getting her legs to stop shaking and her eyes stayed squeezed tightly shut until she heard the hushed laugh.

She looked to see Richard rising to his feet. He ripped at the rest of his clothes to tear them from his body and Jane knew he’d fall on her if she remained lying with her legs spread in such a provocative manner. She summoned her strength to push herself up to a sitting position and felt completely flushed. Her actions got her what she wanted though when her hand was grabbed to pull it to Richard’s erect manhood.

Her wanton submission felt mortifying, but there was no taking her eyes from the rigid tumescence of a fully erect penis. Bulging veins stretched along its length, with the engorged head completely exposed from the foreskin to reveal glistening skin. She let her fingers be wrapped around the thick girth, but there was no need for Richard to do any more.

His groan rang out when she squeezed tightly. It made her glance up to the expression on his face. He looked in pain, but she knew it wasn’t agony bringing out his cries. There was little chance of anyone hearing them, but the fear that someone might still played on her mind. It didn’t stop her though. The fierce throbbing of his erection was almost mesmerizing and she loosened her grip when he made her fingers slide up and down.

“Is this what men like?” she asked in a breathless rasp.

She could feel the weakness in her limbs as the hot pleasure of the orgasm abated, but curiosity kicked in as she got her first close-up look at the way a man became aroused.

“This is what they like,” he growled.

She tensed when his hand came to the back of her head, but the strong pull made her lean right in until she was sure he could feel the warmth of her breath on the slick helmet of his erection.

“Kiss it,” he rasped.

Jane gave him what he wanted, but knew it wasn’t enough when her hair was gripped. It pulled her in and she let her naughty side come even more to the fore by licking on the underside of the head.

“Yes,” Richard groaned.

His excitement was all too obvious, so she gave him more. Suddenly, she wasn’t the innocent lady who’d been teased by her friend earlier in the evening. She was playing salacious games she’d only imagined before and the sound of louder groans showed her lascivious attention was being enjoyed.

“Make it wet,” Richard urged.

“How?” Jane asked when she glanced up.

“Your spit,” he answered and pulled on her head.

It felt indecent, but she gave in again to what the naked man standing over her wanted. Pressing her lips on the tip, she let some spit dribble out. Her hand was grabbed to pull it up and she felt the silky slipperiness of the lubrication when she was made to spread it along his length.

“More,” he said.

Jane acted of her own accord this time. She’d been shown what to do and willingly worked more of the lubrication along his erect manhood. Her eyes never left what she did as her fingers slid along his solid length until he made her clasp them around the base.

“Let me feel it in your mouth,” he said and pulled on her hair.

Her breath came rasping out as she kissed on the tip again. She closed her eyes as she gave in and let the thick head slip between her lips until she’d taken it fully in her mouth. His hand pulled away from hers and she immediately began stroking as she rolled her tongue around glistening skin. She was acting on instinct to give Richard pleasure and the trembling of his legs was all too noticeable.

He eased his hips forward and she let more of his erection slip into her mouth. At the same time, she quickened the pace of the stroking and heard his loud gasp when his fingers tangled into her hair to pull her head up. He dragged her hand away and she let out a squeal when he shoved her back.

She scrambled all the way onto the bed and he was over her in an instant. He grabbed at her nightgown to pull it up her legs and she arched her back to let him yank the material higher still until her naked breasts were revealed to him. He fell on them with a hunger and this time his mouth wrapped around a stiff, naked nipple.

It brought the pleasure back to her body and she grabbed at the covers to hold on while his head moved back and forth across her chest Her knuckles turned white as her grip tightened and she sank her teeth into her bottom lip as Richard took his fill of her breasts. Their eyes met when his head popped up and he got over her on all fours.

“You’re taking my innocence,” she said.

The only answer was his mouth coming down greedily on hers. It sparked a passion that took her breath and her mind was in a whirl when their lips parted. His knee came in between her legs to part them and she let it happen. A grunt spilled from her lips when his weight bore down on her. The touch of his lips on her ear let her hear the harsh rasp of his breath, but he said nothing.

Instead, his mouth nuzzled against the side of her head before sliding down to kiss her neck. Her head rolled around as she was carried up on a rush of excitement that was unstoppable. She could feel the hardness of his manhood rubbing against her inner thigh and let out a gasping request when it slid higher to brush against her vagina.

“Be gentle.”

Their eyes met when he pushed himself up on straightened arms, but he said nothing. The beast inside him had been stirred just as her friend had explained. She’d given herself to him and he was going to take her as he wanted. Her gaze slid down between their bodies when he moved into position, so the tip of his erection nudged against her slick opening.

Her mouth gaped when she felt the hardness starting to spread her slick, pussy lips. She let go of the covers to get her hands to his hips and her mouth opened wider as his erection entered her. His movements were slow as their eyes stayed locked together. It let her feel his throbbing manhood slide deeper until he finally jabbed his hips forward to give her every hard inch.

There was no getting her breath when his mouth came down on hers and she squirmed around under him as he rolled his hips to grind between her spread thighs. His tongue slipped between her lips to tangle with hers and it deepened the kiss to leave her mind in turmoil again. She was trapped under his weight and could feel his muscular torso squashing her breasts until he pushed up on straight arms again.

“Now you’re mine,” he let out in a hushed voice.

Jane sank her fingers into his flesh to hold on when he began to slow stroke his erection into her. She could feel the tightness of her inner depths squeezing around his thick girth, but the slick wetness of her arousal and the spit on his shaft helped the penetration slide deep inside. The contortions of his face matched her own as the pace of the sex quickened and she couldn’t take her eyes from him as his body started to crash more vigorously between her thighs.

He suddenly seemed lost to a burning lust and there was nothing gentle about the way he took her. She was rocked by the rough thrusts, but the knot of tension returned to her body as she was engulfed in a growing excitement. The longing in his eyes was all too obvious as he stared down and she squirmed around as his rigid manhood plundered her slick, untouched depths.

She was his and she held on tighter as her body stretched out. The frantic sex bathed her in a sheen of sweat and the trembling quiver of her thigh muscles grew more intense as Richard’s manhood filled her again and again. A shudder ran through him when he dropped down on her, but she knew he hadn’t finished. His body heaved against hers as he took a rest to enjoy the tight, rippling grip of her vagina around his erection.

It gave her a chance to slide her hands up his broad, muscular back and she could feel the slickness of the perspiration on his skin too. She knew the risk she was taking by letting him have his wicked way with her, but knew she probably couldn’t make him stop even if she wanted to. His mouth nuzzled into the crook of her neck to send shivers down her spine as she lay under him. A thought came in her head and she let it out before she could stop herself.

“Show me that feeling again.”

His head came up to let their eyes meet and she couldn’t look away. She knew she was being brazen in asking, but was sure it would get her what she wanted. The intense moment ended with his mouth coming down on hers and she got her hands to the back of his neck. It was her holding him in a kiss now and she writhed restlessly to make his throbbing manhood move around inside her.

When she let go, his head lifted again to let their eyes meet. It left her spellbound and she groaned when he pulled out of her. He was going to give her what she craved and she raised her knees and spread them wide as he scrambled back to get his head over her waist.

The touch of his thumb sinking into the soft flesh at the top of her pubic mound sent a strong convulsion through her body. She lifted her head to see him duck down, but the kiss between her thighs ripped the strength from her body and she couldn’t watch as his lips gripped around her exposed clitoris.

Her hips bucked up when she felt the strong sucking that filled her swollen clitoris with a pulsing throb. There was no keeping still and she writhed around as the pleasure filled her veins. Her juddering movements became more extreme as Richard worked to take her to a climax.

Tension filled her body once more to make her back arch up and her body stretched out tautly while she was pleasured by the fluttering rasp of his tongue. She could sense her excitement was about to explode to orgasm again when the delicious touch between her thighs ended. Richard scrambled up her body to get over her and she felt his erection enter her.

Suddenly, he was pounding his thickly erect manhood into her like she was nothing more than a common whore to be used. It ripped the tension from her body in a shuddering climax and she let out a stifled squeal of delight as she got the feeling again.

She was held down as Richard’s hammering thrusts crashed between her thighs and the craving for sexual release became his world. Her face contorted in ecstasy as she looked up at him and his mouth opened wide in a guttural growl of pure bliss when he threw himself forward to bury his erection deep inside her for the very last time.

The still of the moment broke to his body bucking hard and he dropped down as powerful spurts of his seed erupted. He writhed around on top of her as the hot ecstasy of the release took his breath. Jane could feel the quivering jerks of his erection inside her as she lay in a breathless heap to let the sex come to a shuddering high. The pressure between her thighs grew more intense as he tried to force his erection deeper still until his strength melted away to make his weight slump onto her shaking curves.

Nothing was said as they lay entwined in the afterglow of the sex. She could feel the pulsing throb of his erection inside her, but the sensation gradually died away and he finally rolled off to lie beside her on the bed. The glow of elation slowly wore off to bring a moment of panic to Jane.

“Please,” she implored when she turned her head to look at him. “Say nothing of this to anyone.”

“I’m a man of honor,” Richard replied.

He rolled closer and she let him kiss her. When their lips parted, he moved to the side of the bed to get to his feet. She watched as he gathered his clothes, but was all too aware of her own disheveled appearance. Her nightgown was still hitched up around her chest to leave almost her entire naked body in view. She grabbed hold and squirmed around to ease the material back down, so she could cover herself up.

Her gaze returned to Richard as he dressed. He came to the side of the bed when he finished and leaned in to another kiss. When it ended, he straightened up and made sure his appearance was becoming of a gentleman.

“Will you leave tomorrow after your discussion with Aunt Constance?” Jane asked.

“I have no plans at the moment,” he said and smiled before moving across to the door.

He opened it quietly then glanced back before slipping out into the hallway. Jane banged her head down on the covers when the door closed to leave her alone. She felt weak as jittery tremors rippled through her body and she couldn’t still her mind.

Giving herself to Richard had ended in her innocence being taken, but she was sure it wouldn’t be the end of things. He’d remain at the house to visit her bedchamber the following evening and she knew she’d willingly give herself to him again.


Lady Harlot and the Lord

Bartholomew leaned closer to the window of the carriage, while holding the curtain a little aside to inspect the view. The passing scenery was unfamiliar to him and brought the notion that the Sunday afternoon jaunt was about something more than the meal he just enjoyed.

Stopping at a tavern during an outing with his Uncle John wasn’t exactly unusual. In fact, it happened more often than not when he visited for the weekend although they typically returned home straight afterwards. That did not appear to be happening on this occasion and he wasn’t sure why.

“Do you have some business to attend to, Uncle John?” he asked when he let the curtain fall back in place.

He saw the gaze come to him and put a smile on his face.

“An old friend,” John replied. “I promised them I’d make a visit.”

That was something which had definitely not taken place previously although Bartholomew wasn’t particularly troubled by the information. His uncle had a multitude of friends and he’d been introduced to a few of them. However, that was generally when they visited the house during one of his weekend stays. Traveling to meet one was out of the ordinary.

“Is it an important matter or purely leisure?” he asked.

“It’s a matter of education,” John answered and smiled.

Bartholomew frowned. It wasn’t a response he expected, but he didn’t get the chance to quiz his uncle about it when he was asked a question.

“How are the preparations for the big day coming along?”

“They are…, in hand, shall we say,” Bartholomew replied and made a show of rolling his eyes.

“Your mother, I take it,” John said in an amused voice.

“Both mothers,” Bartholomew went on. “They seem to be more joyous about the upcoming marriage than Elizabeth and I. The pair of them have become inseparable and, I think, are having the time of their lives arranging the event.”

“It’s the way of the world,” John said. “From the stories I’ve heard, your mother has been like that since she was a little girl. Always wanted to be the one who organized the running of the household apparently.”

“Well, she and Elizabeth’s mother certainly have taken to planning a wedding.”

“And how are you coping with your impending nuptials?” John asked.

“We are still six months away from the event, but I’m doing what is needed,” Bartholomew replied.

“What your mother tells you,” John teased gently.

“Well, that concisely sums up the situation I have to admit,” Bartholomew answered a little sheepishly. “She presently has me undertaking a weekly dance lesson with a tutor to make sure I can cope with the spotlight when the time comes.”

“What else?”

Bartholomew let his head loll back for a second or two before returning his attention to his uncle.

“I’ve been taken for the first fitting of my outfit, have selected my groomsmen and chosen the marriage bands.”

“Sounds like you have things in hand for the big day,” John said.

Bartholomew gave a quick shrug of the shoulders before responding.

“There are other things I need to attend to, but I’m sure I will be swiftly informed if I do not have things in hand.”

His eyes narrowed when he caught sight of a smile that could only be described as devious.

“And what of the wedding night?” John went on. “Are you prepared for that?”

It was impossible for Bartholomew to hold the gaze fixed on him and there was no stopping the flush of red which warmed his cheeks. He wasn’t sure quite how to respond, but it wasn’t him who broke the slightly awkward silence.

“Has your father spoken to you?” John asked.

Bartholomew kept his gaze fixed on the floor of the carriage and let out a slow breath while flexing his fingers. It did little to take away the sudden prick of unease that welled up. Matters of the bedroom was a topic he’d given much thought to as his wedding approached. In truth, it was something he’d contemplated more than he cared to admit since coming of age. He definitely was not comfortable discussing the matter, however, and tried to avoid it. That was impossible on this occasion as the carriage ride continued.

“Not really,” he eventually let out timidly. “He, umm, gave me…”

His face took on a strained appearance as he struggled to finish the sentence although in the end he didn’t have to when his uncle did it for him.

“The Copulation Compendium.”

A mere mention of the name made Bartholomew gulp down a heavy breath. It felt foolish to be so uptight and uncomfortable, but there was no pretending he was not. He tilted his head from side to side to try and relieve some of the stiff tension, but the movement didn’t really help.

“Yes,” he said quietly.

“We all get it,” John said.

Bartholomew lifted his gaze to the half-amused expression on his uncle’s face, but again he didn’t have to say anything.

“Produced by Great-Grandpa Victor by all accounts and handed down through the generations,” John went on.

“You were a recipient?”

“Oh yes,” John said in a laughing voice. “It’s a tradition. All males in the Cargill lineage or those lucky fellows who marry into the family are offered a copy of the compendium in the lead up to the big day.”

Each passing second heightened Bartholomew’s embarrassment and he shifted uncomfortably on the seat as memories of his father handing over the large book came to him. He wasn’t sure which of them had been more abashed in the silence that followed. It had been an intensely awkward experience. He’d eventually mumbled his gratitude and it brought the meeting to an end.

“Have you looked through it?” John asked.

Bartholomew grimaced as he shook his head.

“Nor did I,” John said and paused for a second before speaking again. “There are other ways in which a gentleman can become familiar with the acts of sexual congress.”

The flush of heat on Bartholomew’s cheeks grew stronger. His relationship with his uncle had always been more open and cordial that that which he enjoyed with his father. It didn’t extend to discussions of a carnal nature though. That the subject had been raised at all mortified him. The comment instilled a curiosity in him, however, but the chance to say anything more was taken away by the call of the carriage driver.

“Almost there, sir.”

“Ah, excellent,” John replied and reached out to pull on the curtain covering the window.

Bartholomew did the same and caught a glimpse of the high walls of the property that came into view.

“It looks like your friend has done well for themselves,” he said.

“Yes,” John replied.

There was no more forthcoming from his uncle, so Bartholomew returned his gaze out of the window. He set his attention on the huge, wrought-iron gates of the estate. A circular emblem in the center of the decorative bars showed two letters intertwined.

“What does C and H stand for?” he asked.

“They are the initials of the owner’s name,” John replied and closed the curtains.

Bartholomew did the same, but he was given no more information. The discussion they’d been having before the carriage driver’s interruption came back to him. He was in no hurry to return to the subject of conjugal rights, however, and felt the relief that his uncle seemed in no mind to do so either.

“Are we staying long?” he asked.

“As long as it takes,” John answered and smiled.

It was another puzzling response that Bartholomew didn’t understand. He wasn’t quite sure what to say, so remained silent. Before long, the carriage began to slow down and he leaned across to look out of the window once more. It got him a glimpse of the huge gates opening to let them pass through and he prepared himself for the meeting with his uncle’s friend.

***

The crunch of the wheels on the gravel surface of the long, tree-lined driveway ended when the carriage came to a stop beneath the covered portico of the large mansion. The waiting butler immediately stepped forward to open the door of the vehicle and Bartholomew gave a nod of thanks for the assistance when he stepped down. His uncle was quick to follow and the door was closed.

“If you follow me,” the butler said. “Lady Camilla is waiting for you in the drawing room.”

“Just give me a second,” John replied and moved to the front of the carriage.

The driver leaned down and Bartholomew didn’t quite catch the hushed conversation between the two men. Not that it bothered him too much. It was likely nothing more than instructions on how long the stay might last and when they would depart. The discussion ended quickly and John came back.

“If you follow me,” the butler repeated then led the way inside the impressive vestibule of the property.

Two large cherub statues stood guard on either side of the entrance, with small pictures of lush landscapes decorating the wood-panel walls. A narrow stretch of patterned carpet laid out on the polished wooden floor dampened the sound of their footsteps as they made their way along it to pass through an archway which took them into the main part of the downstairs area. At the far end of it stood a double staircase leading to the upper floors of the property although they didn’t walk all the way to it.

The butler came to a stop at a door and knocked before opening it to walk inside. John followed into the large drawing room first, with Bartholomew bringing up the rear and his gaze fixed on the person they’d come to see. The comment on the driveway that Lady Camilla was waiting had informed him their host for the afternoon was a woman, but there was still a modicum of surprise to who he found himself looking at.

Lady Camilla looked to be in her mid-to-late forties. At least, that was the impression Bartholomew drew from the strands of silvery grey in her otherwise light brown hair and the laughter lines creasing her attractive face. A large, red shawl draped around her shoulders hung down to cover the gown she wore as she sat ramrod straight in a chair beside a small, round table. The outfit disguised her figure somewhat although it was clear she was of generous proportions.

“Your guests have arrived,” the butler said. “Shall I ask Mary to serve the afternoon tea presently?”

“Yes, please do,” Lady Camilla answered in a cut-glass accent as she rose to her feet.

Nothing happened until the butler walked out of the room, with Bartholomew left standing awkwardly when his uncle crossed the carpeted floor. The greeting he witnessed was more effusive than he expected and the familiarity between John and Camilla took him aback a little.

“Camilla, it is such a delight to see you,” John enthused when he took her gloved hand to bring it to his lips with a flourish.

“I can say the same about you,” she replied with a smile as her fingers were kissed. “Although you have been remiss in coming to see me lately. How is your dear wife?”

“She is doing well,” John replied. “And how are you?”

“All the better for having some company,” Lady Camilla answered. “This must be your nephew.”

Bartholomew bristled uneasily when the gazes of the other two fixed on him. The fact that Camilla knew he was John’s nephew seemed to indicate she’d been forewarned of his attendance.

“Yes,” John said. “Let me introduce you to Lord Bartholomew Cargill.”

A gesture of the hand from his uncle got Bartholomew moving to cross the room, so he could join them.

“Bartholomew, this is my dear friend, Lady Camilla Henderson,” John went on.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, ma’am,” Bartholomew said.

He took the gloved hand held out to him, but wasn’t about to follow his uncle’s lead and kiss it. That would be too forward, so he simply bowed his head to show his respect.

“Please,” Lady Camilla said. “Do take a seat.”

She dropped back down on the chair she’d occupied when they entered the room. Bartholomew waited for his uncle to take a seat then stepped over to the last chair at the table to sit down.

“How was your trip?” Lady Camilla asked.

“Pleasant,” John answered, with a smile. “It’s a lovely day to be out.”

“Yes,” Lady Camilla agreed. “I took some air this morning to enjoy the sunshine.”

Bartholomew sat rigidly as he listened to the small talk continue. It was finally interrupted by a knock and he looked to see the door opening. The butler came in sight, but didn’t enter. Instead, he moved aside to let a young woman in a maid’s outfit step inside the room. She came over to the small table to set down the tray she carried.

“Shall I pour, Miss?” she asked.

“Yes,” Lady Camilla replied.

There was silence as the maid set the porcelain cups out on the table in front of them then picked up the large teapot. She placed a silver strainer atop each cup before pouring the tea and set down the pot when she finished.

“Is there anything else, Miss?” she asked after taking a step back.

“I’ll take my evening meal upstairs today at seven o’clock,” Lady Camilla replied. “Other than that, you can let the staff know they have my permission to unwind for the rest of the day.”

“Thank you, Miss,” the maid replied and smiled before moving back across the room, with the butler closing the door when she left.

“Help yourself to milk and sugar,” Lady Camilla said.

Bartholomew waited for the other two to serve themselves before picking up the milk jug to pour some in his cup. He expected the small talk between his uncle and Lady Camilla to continue, so was caught off guard when a comment was aimed at him to restart the conversation.

“I believe congratulations are in order for your upcoming nuptials,” Lady Camilla said.

“Oh, yes,” Bartholomew blurted out. “Thank you.”

The fact that she knew about his impending marriage struck him as more evidence that his attendance at the meeting wasn’t by accident.

“You must be looking forward to married life,” Lady Camilla went on.

Bartholomew took a sip of tea and answered when he put his cup down.

“Very much so.”

“He’s a lucky fellow,” John chipped in to join the conversation. “His bride-to-be is a very intelligent, sophisticated and beautiful young lady.”

“I’m sure they’ll make a lovely couple,” Lady Camilla said. “How are the preparations going?”

“They are coming along well,” Bartholomew replied. “The mothers of both myself and my betrothed have the arrangements fully in hand.”

“As they should,” Lady Camilla said and smiled. “And how are you coping with your duties?”

The question made the hairs rise on the back of Bartholomew’s neck and there was no shaking off the ripple of unease. He tilted his head to the side and was sure his slight discomfort didn’t go unnoticed. That the conversation was following a similar path to that which he had with his uncle in the carriage had to be a coincidence although he couldn’t quite get himself to believe it.

“I am readily attending to what is required of me,” he replied and picked up the cup to take another sip of tea.

He felt the relief that another question did not follow right away and the slight lull in the conversation gave him the chance to move it on to another topic when he put his cup down.

“You have a beautiful home, Lady Camilla.”

“Thank you, dear,” she said. “Would you like a tour of the place?”

The offer set Bartholomew back on his heels and he let out a stammering response.

“Oh, I…, no, I did not mean, well, to put you to any trouble.”

“It’s no trouble,” Lady Camilla responded, with a smile. “I would only be too pleased to show you around.”

Bartholomew’s jaw flapped open, but no words came out now. His gaze flitted between the other two and the confusion on his face was met with another comment although he gathered straight away that it was not aimed at him.

“You did not inform him?” Lady Camilla asked.

“I thought it better to do so here,” John replied.

Bartholomew watched the conversation, without having the slightest idea what was going on. It added to the puzzling comments he’d heard that afternoon and the situation grew ever more befuddling when their host rose to her feet. He followed his uncle’s lead by doing the same.

“I shall powder my nose,” Lady Camilla said. “It will give you two the chance to converse.”

There was silence in the room as she crossed over to the door to let herself out. Bartholomew turned to look at his uncle when it was just the two of them.

“Take a seat,” John said and dropped down.

Bartholomew remained standing to watch his uncle take a sip of tea.

“Sit,” John repeated when he put the cup back down on the table.

This time, Bartholomew acquiesced to his uncle’s bidding and sat down. He shuffled a little nervously on the chair when he spoke.

“I am at a loss, Uncle John.”

There was a pause as if his uncle was contemplating just what to say.

“I have to confess that I was not entirely truthful with you about the reason we made this visit,” John started.

“Lady Camilla knew I was coming?”

“Yes,” John replied. “She is an old friend of mine and I do visit her on occasions, but this time I had an ulterior motive.”

Bartholomew wasn’t sure quite what to say, but he kept his gaze fixed across the small table.

“I was in the same position as you,” John went on.

The comment made it no clearer to Bartholomew where the discussion was going.

“I, uh…, don’t really know…”

“In the lead up to my own wedding,” John interrupted as way of explanation. “It seems so long ago now, but I remember the feelings.”

Bartholomew opened his mouth, but his uncle’s hand came up to stop him speaking.

“Just listen,” John went on. “You said yourself that your mother had you undertaking lessons with a dance tutor to ensure you are ready when the moment comes on your wedding day.”

“Well, yes,” Bartholomew said, but the remark only deepened his puzzlement.

“The reason I brought you here was to put you in the hands of another tutor who can help ready you for the big day,” John said.

Bartholomew lifted a hand to rub his brow.

“I’m not sure I…”

“A lady is expected to be pure on her wedding night,” John cut in. “That means she will be innocent in the ways of lovemaking. It is therefore incumbent on the gentleman to have an understanding, so both are not so naive.”

Bartholomew’s eyes narrowed for a second until an understanding crashed down on him. He remembered his uncle’s comment in the carriage about there being other ways to learn the acts of sexual congress. The flush of hot embarrassment reddened his cheeks and he was totally at a loss for words. What was apparently being suggested seemed inconceivable and he tried to convince himself he was wrong in what he was thinking.

“Uncle John, you cannot be…,” he eventually stammered, but he was interrupted again.

“Lady Camilla can help you as she helped me,” John said.

“But…, but,” Bartholomew stuttered. “Her husband.”

“Is no longer with us and has not been for a long time,” John said. “He was an elderly gentleman when they met and wed. I was a friend to him and through that met Camilla.”

Bartholomew took a moment, but the unexpected direction of the conversation heightened his unease.

“I am engaged to be married,” he eventually blurted out.

“As was I,” John replied. “I have never been adulterous and wouldn’t dream of acting in such a scurrilous manner. Camilla would not countenance such an arrangement either. I was single when she taught me what I needed to know for my wedding night.”

“Does Aunt Phillipa know of this?”

John shook his head.

“I am taking you into my confidence and trust this matter will remain strictly between us,” he went on. “Any discussions or acts which take place within the walls of this house are to remain here.”

“But our host is a genteel lady of refinement,” Bartholomew said.

“Yes, and don’t you ever forget that,” John said sternly. “I would not countenance any disrespect being shown to a dear friend. But Camilla was not always as you see her here today. It’s up to her if she wants to reveal her storied past, but suffice to say she was not always a lady of refinement. Her life changed immeasurably when she met and married a lord of the manor.”

Bartholomew lifted a hand to rub his brow as he pondered the situation he found himself in. It seemed wrong and he couldn’t quite believe his uncle had put him in it.

“What you are suggesting,” he said. “I cannot.”

“Trust me, no one is forcing you,” John replied. “You can always study the Copulation Compendium. I’m sure that will stand you in good stead on your wedding night when your new bride is looking for you to lead the way.”

The comment made Bartholomew’s lips tighten into a grimace. He wanted things to be perfect with Elizabeth and his uncle’s words put the worry into his head that the night of their first time together might end up being disastrous. Neither of them were experienced and they’d shared no more than a chaste kiss so far. That would be the case right up to the wedding night.

“It’s not right,” he let out in a hushed voice and looked down to his shoes as he shook his head.

“It’s as I told you in the carriage,” John replied. “A matter of education and that’s how you should view it. I believe in the sanctity of marriage and would never condone adultery. However, until such time that you put a ring on the finger of your betrothed, you are a single man. No ifs or buts…, a single man and therefore in position to learn so you can give your bride the wedding night she deserves.”

“And if she finds out what I have done?” Bartholomew asked pointedly when he looked up from the carpet.

“If you take this opportunity, only three people will have knowledge of the events,” John replied. “Do you think I would break that confidence?”

“Well…, no,” Bartholomew admitted.

“Have you ever heard any such rumors about me from a person inside or outside of our family?”

Bartholomew solemnly shook his head.

“Then you can rest assured that Lady Camilla has no more desire for the arrangement to become public than either of us. I promise she is a lady who can be trusted. She has held true to me and I trust she will do the same for you. This day will pass into history and what took place in this house will do the same. No one will ever find out.”

“But…,”

“Not buts,” John interceded. “As I said, no one is forcing you and the choice is entirely yours to make. A chance to sow some wild seeds does not come along very often, however, and Lady Camilla will teach you how to use your virility to pleasure your wife. If you want my esteemed advice, this is an opportunity you should grab hold of with both hands.”

Bartholomew reached out to his cup. The way it rattled against the saucer revealed the tremble in his hand and he was all too aware of the gaze on him while he took a sip of tea. The discussion had set his nerves on edge, but a voice at the back of his head pierced through his angst and he felt himself wavering.

“I am a single man,” he murmured.

“And this can only happen when you are single,” John said. “I know you will be true to Elizabeth when you become man and wife.”

“Yes,” Bartholomew murmured.

The nagging voice in his mind grew louder. He was being offered a way to engage in some practical experience rather than trying to gain an understanding from a compendium he didn’t really want to read.

“Take the opportunity,” John said. “I can speak from experience that it is not something you will regret.”

Bartholomew’s lips tightened together as he came to a decision. The flutter of guilt he experienced was overpowered by a stronger, primal impulse when he glanced across the table and gave a nod of his head to agree to what he could only think to describe as an indecent proposal.

***

Bartholomew came to a stop at the door.

“Maybe this is not such a favorable…,” he said tentatively although left the remark unfinished.

The carriage departing the property with his uncle inside a short while previously had left him alone in the company of Lady Camilla and he’d been surprised that the tour she’d offered actually went ahead. It made him wonder if he was in the midst of an amusing jape or that he’d somehow misinterpreted what had taken place in the drawing room.

The discussion with his uncle about an education for his wedding night had turned to polite conversation about antique furnishings, artwork and architecture with Lady Camilla and he really wasn’t sure what to make of it. Her pride in her home was all too obvious, so he’d done the polite thing and showed an interest. However, he’d remained on edge as he followed her around and she’d eventually led the way up the impressive staircase to the first floor of the property.

The door he now stood at was open to let him see inside the room and spotting the four-poster bed had been the spark that sent his nerves over the edge. Lady Camilla turned to look at him, but he couldn’t bring himself to meet her gaze. He almost jumped when she reached out to place a hand on his arm.

“I understand this can be daunting,” she said.

Bartholomew lifted his gaze to hers.

“I’ve never,” he told her.

“I know,” Lady Camilla replied. “That is the very reason you are here. Come in and we can discuss the matter.”

She pulled her hand from his arm, stepped all the way through the open door and gestured for him to follow. Bartholomew still hesitated. He couldn’t quite believe the curious moment he found himself in and it put his thoughts in a state of turmoil.

“Please, come in,” Lady Camilla repeated.

She reached out again to settle a hand on his lower arm, but this time Bartholomew felt the gentle tug. A last look back towards the staircase ended when he gave in and stepped through the door. It was closed and the key turned to lock it.

“Why would you…”

The excruciating embarrassment that welled up stopped Bartholomew finishing another sentence and he gazed fixedly at his feet.

“Your uncle asked for my help,” Lady Camilla said. “This is not something I take lightly, but I understood the need. A gentleman should be well versed in how to treat a young lady on the special occasion of their wedding night.”

Bartholomew lifted his gaze to a pretty smile. The last comment unnerved him all the more and he couldn’t keep the flush of abashment from showing on his face. He spoke without thinking and the words came out before he could stop them.

“My uncle told me you weren’t always a lady of the manor.”

The smile did not waver from Lady Camilla’s face and the remark did not seem to offend her in any way.

“Come and sit,” she said calmly.

A pull on his arm got Bartholomew moving again and he let himself be led across to an upholstered chaise lounge against the wall. He followed Lady Camilla’s lead by sitting down. She seemed completely at ease, which was something he could not say about himself.

“I need you to swear that what is revealed here will not go outside the four walls of this bedchamber,” she said.

“Of course,” Bartholomew blurted out. “I swear.”

Lady Camilla nodded, but remained silent for a few seconds in contemplation of how to start.

“What you see around you now,” she eventually said. “That was not how my existence in the world began. The privilege of being born into a stately home and a secure upbringing was not bestowed on me, unfortunately. Do not get me wrong…, I was loved, but being without money is a struggle that those living in the lap of luxury will never have to face. That became all the more of a problem when my parents died before I was even out of my teens.”

“I’m sorry,” Bartholomew said.

“You’re sweet,” Lady Camilla said and patted his knee. “But I am not relaying this tale to garner your sympathy. It’s merely to give you a flavor of how I came to be where I am. In those desperate days of my youth I needed to find a way to survive, so I took what I had and made use of it.”

An obvious question popped into Bartholomew’s head and he felt compelled to ask it.

“What did you have?”

“Well, for one, I had my wits,” Lady Camilla. “And I also boasted attributes that served me well in the profession I fell into.”

Bartholomew frowned, but the lines faded from his brow when Lady Camilla unwound the shawl from around her neck and set it aside to reveal the pretty black and red, corset-style gown she wore. It left him slack-jawed as he found himself only a foot or so away from voluptuous breasts cupped and lifted by the pretty material.

“Do you like my attributes?” Lady Camilla asked.

The instant effect it had on Bartholomew left him mortified and he realized just how intently he was staring, so averted his gaze.

“I…, I…,” he spluttered.

He froze when Lady Camilla’s hand gripped his chin to make him raise his gaze from the floor.

“You can look,” she said and brushed her fingertips across the expanse of smooth, pale skin the low-cut gown put on show.

Bartholomew was spellbound as he lowered his gaze from her face to the string of pearls which trailed down from around her neck to spill into her buxom decolletage. His interest didn’t go unnoticed and he watched in awe as Lady Camilla deliberately teased her fingers down the strand of lustrous beads. He could already feel the way his swelling manhood strained against the material of his trousers, but there was no looking away.

“I see I have caught the attention of a handsome, young man,” she said and let out a hushed laughed. “Just as it was in days gone by.”

The discomfort of his erection becoming so easily and solidly aroused made Bartholomew squirm on the seat and his breathing grew noticeably heavier as his eyes remained fixed on the breasts of a beautiful, older woman.

“I can’t say that I’m proud of what I did,” Lady Camilla went on. “But I’m certainly not ashamed. It’s how I met my darling husband?”

She saw the confusion on Bartholomew’s face and tightened her grip on his chin to pull his head forward. It allowed her to get her lips to his ear.

“Do you understand how I earned a living back in those days?” she whispered.

Bartholomew shifted uncomfortably as his pulse really started to race. The fresh scent of Lady Camilla’s perfume permeated his nostrils and it had the effect of exciting him all the more.

“No,” he admitted to answer her question.

“I was a harlot of the whorehouse,” Lady Camilla revealed.

It made Bartholomew jerk his head back to free it from her grip. His wide-eyed gaze met hers and a hotter flush of red stained his cheeks.

“Are you shocked?” Lady Camilla queried.

“I am…”

It was all Bartholomew managed to stammer.

“When needs must,” Lady Camilla went on. “You do what is required to survive. I don’t look back on that time with any fondness, but it served its purpose and got me to where I am today.”

“Your husband frequented a, well…,”

“Whorehouse,” Lady Camilla said to finished the sentence Bartholomew was so reticent to end. “Is that so inconceivable to you?”

“I did not think a man of means would be inclined to visit such an establishment.”

The moment of silence that followed felt excruciating to Bartholomew and he dropped his gaze back to the floor.

“Being a member of the upper classes does not preclude you from the sins of the body,” Lady Camilla said. “All men have carnal needs that cannot always be ignored. Nor should they be and that craving for what a woman has between her legs can become an all-consuming passion. Many have a desire for that, and only that, without the commitment of putting a ring on a lady’s finger. A harlot in a whorehouse provides the service needed. That primal impulse is something that can and does affect men from all walks of life. I can assure you there are plenty of gentlemen who look to those establishments to satisfy their needs.”

There was a longer silence now, which ended in a way that was all the more excruciating for Bartholomew.

“Do those primal cravings affect you?” Lady Camilla asked.

He couldn’t get himself to answer as he shuffled uncomfortably on the seat.

“There is no shame in it,” Lady Camilla went on. “Sex is a basic need for all and that does not only apply to men. Have you kissed your betrothed?”

Bartholomew nodded his head to answer.

“Does she respond to your embrace?” Lady Camilla went on.

“She…, well, she seems to enjoy it,” Bartholomew replied.

The touch on his chin made him raise his gaze to hers and he felt a stronger flush of heat on his cheeks.

“It is imperative on you that she does enjoy it,” Lady Camilla said. “I assume she will be innocent on her wedding night, so you cannot be.”

She pulled her hand from his chin to brush fingertips down the strands of pearls again and saw the way it caught Bartholomew’s rapt attention.

“Are you capable of controlling yourself?” she asked.

Sweat beaded on Bartholomew’s brow. He was mortified at the way his erection pressed against his undergarments and his stammering response revealed his unease.

“I, well…, I am…”

“Stand up,” Lady Camilla said.

Bartholomew’s embarrassment turned to a burst of panic at the prospect of getting to his feet. It would reveal his arousal and he couldn’t get himself to comply.

“I cannot,” he murmured.

“I understand your reticence,” Lady Camilla said. “But there is nothing for you to have concerns about in my bedchamber. I have confessed to you the life I led in my younger days and during that time I came across many a young lord like yourself. The truth is, you were the type of man we preferred.”

Bartholomew’s gaze flitted to Lady Camilla’s face.

“Why?” he asked

“They have no control and it’s easy to get things over and done with quickly. While that’s a blessing for a harlot in a whorehouse…, it is not something that is beneficial to a wedding night that should be special for you and your bride.”

“I cannot help it.”

“I understand,” Lady Camilla said. “It is a common occurrence for younger men of little experience. Trust me, however, there is absolutely nothing for you to be ashamed about in my presence. An alluring glimpse of the female form such as I have given you can stir the blood. I take it as a compliment that you find my figure so attractive considering I’m not the seductive nymph I was in my younger days. However, a true gentleman should not finish until he has satisfied his lady and that means controlling your lust when it rears its head.”

“But how?” Bartholomew blurted out.

“I cannot give your first lesson if you do not stand up.”

A heavy sigh spilled from Bartholomew’s lips as his gaze flitted to voluptuous decolletage. The sight of it was stirring his blood in a way he could not control and the throbbing strain of his fully erect manhood against his undergarments made him grimace.

“You came here to learn,” Lady Camilla said. “If you want me to be the harlot I once was and teach you what you need to know for your wedding night then it requires that you stand before me.”

The situation was spiraling out of control in a manner Bartholomew could barely countenance. It brought a hot mix of emotions that confused and excited him in equal measure and he was unsure of how to deal with them.

There was no denying that a rare opportunity was within his grasp, however. The door was locked and the chance to gain experience from a beautiful, older lady was there for the taking. It finally made him act and he drew in a deep breath as he slowly rose to his feet.

A touch on his hip made him turn to stand before Lady Camilla and he instinctively used his hands to hide the obvious bulge in his trousers. He couldn’t make eye contact when she glanced up and resisted for a second when he felt the grip on his wrist, but eventually gave in to being uncovered.

“You do like me,” Lady Camilla teased when she pressed a palm against the solid bulge.

It sent a convulsion through Bartholomew’s torso and he stood rather awkwardly. His breath came out heavily as he felt the surging pulse of hot blood making his manhood throb all the more fiercely.

The intimate caress of a lady’s hand wasn’t all that excited him. The manner in which he stood over Lady Camilla gave him the perfect view of the strand of pearls trailing down into her cleavage and there was no looking away from it until he was asked a question.

“Do you indulge in self pleasure?” Lady Camilla queried.

Bartholomew’s gaze shot up to her face, but even the briefest second of eye contact was too much for him and he looked away.

“I told you,” Lady Camilla said and pressed her hand more firmly against the stiff outline of his erection. “You have nothing to be ashamed of in this room. As you have sworn to keep what happens a secret, so will I. No one will ever hear about any of this from me, so you can talk openly and honestly. With that said, answer my question.”

The burn of embarrassment glowed on Bartholomew’s cheeks and he rocked his head back for a second. A sheepish expression crossed his face when he nodded.

“Yes, I have,” he said.

“As you should,” Lady Camilla replied. “How long until you marry your beloved?”

“Six months.”

“Then you still have plenty of time to practice,” Lady Camilla went on. “Self exploration is a wonderful way to do so. How long does it take for you to reach climax?”

“Oh god,” Bartholomew whined as he stepped back.

“Quickly, I take it,” Lady Camilla said, with a knowing smile. “Not uncommon, but it’s not a state of affairs that is conducive to pleasing a lady.”

Bartholomew froze when she stood up, but he grabbed at his jacket when she tried to take it from him.

“I have shown you more than a hint of bare skin,” she said and let out a hushed laugh. “The least you can do is return the favor.”

“But…”

A finger came to Bartholomew’s lips to silence him.

“No more buts,” Lady Camilla said. “From this moment forth, I am your harlot.”

Heavy breaths spilled from Bartholomew’s lips as he let his jacket be removed. He felt the trembling weakness take hold of his legs as he looked down to the fastenings of his white shirt being loosened. It bared his chest and it wasn’t long before he was stripped to the waist.

“Remove your boots,” Lady Camilla instructed when she sat down to perch herself on the edge of the chaise lounge.

“This is improper,” Bartholomew murmured.

“I’ll grant you it’s unorthodox,” Lady Camilla replied. “But indulge me and I’ll give you the lessons you require to make sure you have a wedding night to remember.”

The heaving of Bartholomew’s chest grew more pronounced as he gulped down heavy breaths. It definitely didn’t feel right that he was about to expose himself, but that in no way dampened his arousal. His hesitation ended when he bent down to remove his boots and Lady Camilla’s hand returned to the front of his trousers when he straightened up.

It wasn’t to press her hand on the outline of his erection though. Instead, she loosened his trousers and took hold to ease them down. It left him standing in only a pair of tight-fitting flannel drawers, with the material at the crotch being stretched out by the tumescence of his erect manhood. He stood awkwardly as Lady Camilla fixed her gaze on him and her next action was totally unexpected to him.

“Undo the ties,” she said and shifted in the seat to reveal the lacing on the back of her gown.

“I cannot,” Bartholomew said and stepped back. “It would be unbecoming of me to treat a lady…”

“Then don’t think of me in such a way,” Lady Camilla interjected. “Until such time that we leave this bedchamber it is your whorehouse, so treat it as such and loosen the ties.”

Bartholomew clenched and loosened his fingers as he stared at the back of the gown. The glimpse of Lady Camilla’s buxom chest had been enough to ignite his arousal, but she was now offering him so much more and it seemed like a dream.

“You are sure?” he queried.

“Untie them,” she instructed.

Stepping forward, he reached out and his trembling hands fumbled the task for a second before he loosened the knot. It enabled him to pull the ties free and he saw the effect when he stepped back. The black and red material slipped lower to reveal there was nothing below and the shock of it was thrilling.

“Is your betrothed a buxom girl?” Lady Camilla asked.

“She’s…, she’s not quite as sizable as you,” Bartholomew stammered and his eyes opened wide as he watched.

Lady Camilla pulled the material lower to make her breasts spill free of the gown. She cupped them in her hands and looked up when she spoke.

“Step before me again.”

The constriction in Bartholomew’s throat made him gulp down more stifled breaths. The sight of such magnificent bosoms was not something he expected when he walked in the large house, but he was spellbound by their beauty and hurriedly stepped forward.

“Give me your hand,” Lady Camilla said and reached out.

It was too much of a temptation for Bartholomew and he willingly gave his hand. The prick of anticipation brought out a gasping rush of air that ended when his palm was pressed against the smooth skin of Lady Camilla’s bare breast. She made him squeeze to sink his fingers into soft flesh before letting go to grasp hold of his erection through the flannel material.

“Is it as you expected?” she asked.

“It’s…, well, I’m not...,” Bartholomew let out in a garbled rush.

The grip on his erection was released and the shock of having his undergarments pulled down to completely expose him made him yank his hand back. Fingers wrapped around his stiff shaft and the knee-trembling moment threatened to make his legs collapse under him. His hand shot out again, but settled on Lady Camilla’s shoulder now.

She began to slide her fingers up and down his manhood and the spasms of his groin muscles made his hips jut forward. The pace of the stroking increased and the hot rush of pleasure grew stronger by the second until he feared he would not be able to control himself. It made him blurt out a warning and Lady Camilla brought her hand to a stop just below the bulbous helmet of his erection. The strong squeeze had the effect of cooling his ardor and a shudder ran through him.

“I’m showing you a technique that can inhibit ejaculation,” Lady Camilla said. “It’s not foolproof and eventually the urge for a release will overpower it’s effect, but it can be used to avoid losing control prematurely. With six months until your marriage, you have time to practice it. Now, you try.”

She slipped her hand down to cup them around his testicles then grabbed hold of his wrist with her other hand to pull his touch back to her breast.

“Pleasure yourself,” she said.

Another shudder ran through Bartholomew as he was made to sink his fingers into soft flesh again. The exhilaration of such a salacious moment was laced with uncertainty and embarrassment, but he took hold of his erection. Lady Camilla’s hand came up from his testicles to grasp over his and he rocked his head back when he was made to stroke touches up and down his erect length.

He could feel the rising pressure taking effect as he was made to speed up the pace of the stroking until he gasped a warning again. His hand was pulled up to just below the head of his throbbing manhood and he squeezed forcefully in the manner that had been demonstrated to him. It worked once more to help him back off from the urge to emit his seed.

“Oh god,” he let out in a quivering rasp of breath.

“Down on your knees,” Lady Camilla ordered when she pulled her hand from over his.

Bartholomew watched in amazement as she eased the gown further down her plump figure then cupped her breasts to squash them together. He fell to his knees before her to watch intently as she brushed fingers across her protruding nipples.

“Female arousal can manifest itself in a number of ways,” Lady Camilla explained. “The nipples, for example, will swell, stiffen and become more sensitive to touch, so make sure to pay them attention.”

She released the grip on her breasts to grab his hand and the breath caught in his throat when his fingertips were rubbed across the stiffening bud.

“Do you feel that?” Lady Camilla asked.

“Yes,” Bartholomew gasped.

“All women are different in what they enjoy, so it’s incumbent on you to find what will bring out your bride’s passion,” Lady Camilla went on. “This is a good way to start. Kiss them.”

Bartholomew’s gaze shot up to hers. She didn’t give him a choice when her hand came to the back of his head. His neck muscles instinctively stiffened, but she pulled him in and he let out almost a whimper when his lips pressed on the dark bud.

“Take it in your mouth,” she told him.

The calm, dispassionate manner in which she’d been explaining things seemed to slip when she said the words and it didn’t go completely unnoticed by Bartholomew. He heard a gasp of breath when he let her nipple slide into his mouth and it made the moment all the more arousing.

“You’ll feel it stiffen more if you suck,” Lady Camilla let out, with the breathlessness in her voice becoming very apparent.

Bartholomew closed his eyes as he eagerly sucked on her nipple and he could indeed feel the swell of stiffness turning it to a hard bead in his mouth. A grip on his hair pulled him back.

“You need to lavish attention on both,” Lady Camilla said and pulled his head across her impressive chest.

The grasping caress of Bartholomew’s lips excited her more than she’d intended and she closed her eyes to enjoy the first touch on her body in a while. It brought back feelings she’d suppressed and she clamped her lips together to hold in the sound of her enjoyment. Teaching a young lord the joys of lovemaking brought back memories of her younger days when she did the same thing for her husband-to-be.

Not that she knew they would marry when he first started visiting the whorehouse, but she’d captured his heart and found a way out of the bawdy life she’d fallen into after the unfortunate death of her parents. She’d never looked back, but was suddenly reliving those days as Bartholomew ably demonstrated his eagerness to take what she was showing him and learn.

She eventually grabbed his hair to pull his head back. It stretched her swollen nipple out for a brief second before he let go and gasping breaths spilled from his lips. A smile played on Lady Camilla’s lips when he glanced up at her.

“Your bride will indeed be a fortunate lady if you show her the same enthusiasm,” she said.

Wrapping her arms around his head, she pulled it in to cradle it against her breasts.

“Can you feel how rapidly my heart beats?” she asked.

“Yes,” Bartholomew replied.

“That is what you must do for your bride. Make her body sing and she will become the whore you want in the bedchamber.”

“What else should I learn?” Bartholomew exclaimed.

He gasped when his hair was grasped to drag his head back again.

“On your feet,” Lady Camilla instructed.

He scrambled up immediately and looked down to her fingers clasping around his stiffly erect manhood. His gaze fixed on the way the fingertips of her other hand trailed down the strand of pearls which hung down into her cleavage.

“My husband gave them to me,” she said and saw his gaze come to hers. “It was to remind him of a lesson I taught that was one of his favorites.”

Bartholomew’s mouth flapped open, but he said nothing.

“Would you like to know how a Lord gives a harlot a pearl necklace?” Lady Camilla went on.

It made him frown, but he nodded his head tentatively.

“Then sit down,” Lady Camilla ordered and let go of his erection when she stood.

The frown deepened on Bartholomew’s brow as he perched himself on the edge of the chaise lounge. He watched Lady Camilla cross the room to the side of the bed. His eyes widened when she pushed the red and black material down, so she could step out of the gown completely and it left her standing in only a pair of white bloomers. She picked up a small container from the cabinet beside the bed before returning to him. When she came to a stop, she dropped to her knees.

“Open that,” she said and thrust the container into his hand.

Bartholomew watched as she unclasped the pretty pearl necklace to remove it from around her neck. She then held it in her hand before clasping her fingers around his erection. Her grip tightening made him convulse.

“There are only two other men I have given this pleasure to,” she said. “My husband and the man who brought you to me.”

“You taught my uncle,” Bartholomew blurted out.

“He has always been kind to me,” Lady Camilla said. “Especially after the death of my husband. He was there for me, so when the time came for his marriage I helped him.”

The judder of Bartholomew’s hips was involuntary when the smooth beads of the necklace grazed along his erection.

“If you open the container, I’ll show you how a lord gives a harlot a pearl necklace,” Lady Camilla said.

His gasping breaths grew heavier as her fingers clasped the pearls tighter against his hard flesh. The silky feel of them stroking up and down made his excitement climb and he hurried to pull the lid from the container.

“Petroleum jelly,” Lady Camilla said. “I would advise you get some in the lead up to your marriage. A lubricant in the bedchamber can be called upon when needed.”

She slipped the fingertips of her free hand in the container to coat them and spread the oily jelly into her cleavage. Bartholomew couldn’t take his eyes from the titillating sight of touches gliding across pale, smooth skin. The pearl necklace was left draped around the base of his erection when Lady Camilla pulled her hand from it and he watched all the more intently as she squeezed her breasts together.

It was only when she shuffled forward to move in between his spread knees that he caught on to what she was about to give him. Tension seized hold of his body to make him sit stiffly, but another convulsion ripped through him when his erect manhood was trapped in the soft, slippery grip of her bosom.

“Oh god,” he let out as he dropped the container on the chaise lounge and gripped the edge of the seat.

The rippling contractions of his muscles made his erection strain as Lady Camilla slowly stroked her breasts along his length. He could feel his excitement bubble up quickly towards a climax and there was no taking his eyes from the way the thickly swollen helmet of his erection poked out of the top of slippery cleavage as he was subjected to the luscious attention.

“Please,” he groaned and his erection was immediately released.

“Control yourself,” Lady Camilla urged.

She pulled the string of pearls from around the base of his erection as he employed the technique she’d demonstrated. His gasping breaths slowed as he gripped tightly just below the head of his stiff member and squeezed to lower the heat.

“You’re learning,” she teased him. “Now let go.”

The second Bartholomew pulled his hand away from his groin, he got the perfect sensation of his erect manhood being engulfed in the soft, lubricated warmth of plump breasts. There was no need for him to do anything and his buttocks clenched tightly as slippery flesh began to stroke along his throbbing manhood once more. This time the pace quickened and it caught him in a heady rush of anguish that took him right to the very edge once more.

His breathless warning didn’t make Lady Camilla back off this time. Instead, she squashed her breasts even tighter around his thickly engorged cock and her efforts became fraught as she pleasured him. The tight knot clenching in his belly was impossible to resist as his muscles contracted strongly in the last few seconds before it was impossible to prevent the inevitable.

Another warning only made Lady Camilla press her breasts down hard towards the base of his erection, so the head jutted out the top of her cleavage. It overwhelmed Bartholomew and she let out a squealing gasp when a thick, streaming burst of cum splashed the underside of her chin.

He slumped back on the chaise lounge as the ecstasy of an indecent moment left him shuddering in euphoria. There was no taking his eyes from the thick bursts of his hot seed splashing Lady Camilla’s upper chest to streak it in creamy white, but the deluge finally began to weaken. It didn’t stop the juddering movement of his hips as he tried to push up harder between slippery breasts, but his climax finally peaked to make his body stretch out tautly for a few short seconds before his limbs turned to jelly.

He let out in a breathless groan when he slumped down in a heap on the seat. Lady Camilla backed off to free his erection from her cleavage, but wrapped her fingers tightly around his still-throbbing shaft and dragged them up from the base to the tip. A smile played on her lips when she brushed her thumb through the dribble of white that slid from the little slit to trickle across the glistening head.

“Look what you did to me, Lord Bartholomew,” she said in a teasing rasp. “Do you like giving a harlot a pearl necklace?”

He watched in amazement while she stroked the fingers of her free hand through the sticky, white streaks on her upper chest to slide it down between her breasts and it suddenly dawned on him what she meant. His pearly seed now mimicked the necklace she’s been wearing only a short while previously.

“Yes,” he said in a gasp.

“Do you think your bride will play the same titillating games with you?”

Bartholomew’s mouth opened wide, but it was a few seconds before he said anything.

“I do not know.”

“She might if you give her a pleasure that drives her wild,” Lady Camilla said and rose to her feet before holding out a hand. “Come, it’s time for your next lesson.”

***

Bartholomew let himself be led through the door on shaky legs and glanced around to see he was in a small washroom adjoining the bedchamber. Lady Camilla took him across to the chair beside a decorative vanity table and released her grip when she sat down.

“Down on your knees,” she told him.

He did so immediately and settled back onto his haunches as she reached out to the table. She poured clean water from a jug into the bowl beside it then picked up a small cloth to wet it. Bartholomew expected her to wash the sticky cum from her chest, so was surprised when she held out her hand.

“Clean yourself,” she told him.

He took the cloth to wipe it on his face and saw the amused expression his actions were greeted with.

“It’s not your face you need to keep scrupulously clean,” Lady Camilla said and grabbed the cloth back from him. “Stand up.”

He scrambled to obey and she reached out to his groin, so she could clean his softening erection. It still felt sensitive and the rubbing of the coarse cloth on the head made his thigh muscles quiver. When she finished, she made him drop back to his knees and easily held his attention by stroking the fingers of her free hand across her chest.

“Do you want me to clean it?” she asked.

His tongue slid around his lips as he stared and she knew the answer, without him having to say a word. It brought a hushed chuckle from her lips.

“Men do like their masculinity put on show, so I’ll grant you it,” she went on and put the cloth in the bowl of water.

Settling her hands on the side of the chair, she raised her bottom up a little before speaking.

“Take the bloomers down.”

Bartholomew’s wide-eyed gaze came to hers and she nodded her head as a sign to do as she commanded. He reached out to grab the material, so he could pull it down to uncover her thighs.

“All the way off,” she instructed when she dropped her naked bottom back down on the seat.

Bartholomew was only too happy to oblige and hurriedly dragged the bloomers from her legs when she lifted her feet from the floor. He didn’t toss them aside, however. His fingers surreptitiously rubbed on the soft material as his gaze fixed on plump, white thighs clamped tightly together.

“My scent will be on them,” Lady Camilla said.

He didn’t need to ask what she meant and looked down to the underwear he still held in his hand.

“It is improper of me,” he mumbled.

“You need feel no shame about your immoral proclivities with me,” she went on. “We all have them and there’s nothing you can reveal to me that I did not already witness many times over in the whorehouse. If you want to take my scent from the bloomers while you can, it will not shock me.”

Bartholomew’s fingers twitched on the material and he felt mortified at the thoughts in his head, but the craving was too strong. He looked away from the gaze on him as he lifted the bloomers to his face and pressed the crotch against his nose. The aroma of Lady Camilla’s perfume came to him, but also something more. His gaze fixed on her plump thighs, but they remained clamped tightly together.

“Your tutors enlightened you of human anatomy during your days of schooling?” she queried.

He nodded his head and kept the bloomers pressed in place when he spoke.

“I saw drawings,” he said.

“And now you get your first practical,” Lady Camilla said.

The breath caught in Bartholomew’s throat when she slowly parted her knees. It got him a glimpse of her most intimate spot, but there was no reticence on her part and she spread her legs indecently wide to completely expose herself to him.

“Come closer,” she said and slid a hand to the top of her pubic mound.

Bartholomew now dropped the bloomers on the floor then threw himself forward onto his hands and knees, with his head between Lady Camilla’s spread legs.

“I can only show you what works on my body,” she said. “As I told you before, every woman has her own individual likes and needs that will entice her into a mood of arousal. What I’m teaching you will serve you well to get started and I’m sure you’ll take delight in finding those particular erogenous zones on your bride’s body that will serve to inflame her passions.”

“Perfect,” Bartholomew murmured as he fixed his gaze on Lady Camilla’s vagina.

It held him mesmerized until she reached out to grasp his chin and he looked to her face when she started talking.

“Understand that women typically do not respond quite like men. Most need something more than a glimpse of a muscular torso to become aroused.”

She slid the fingers of her free hand to her inner thigh and felt the flutter of her muscles when she brushed touches on her smooth skin.

“When you spread the legs of your bride,” she went on. “Do not fall on her most intimate treasure as if that’s all you want from her. Tease and tantalize her body as you see me doing, with your fingertips or even better with soft kisses.”

She let go of his chin when she pulled her hand away from her thigh. There was a moment of complete still before Bartholomew realized he was being given permission to replicate what he’d just been shown. He balanced himself on one hand, so he could get the other to the smooth skin of Lady Camilla’s inner thigh.

A shiver trickled down his spine when he trailed his fingers across silky smooth skin. His gaze fixed between her thighs as he brushed the touch higher, but she slid a hand down over her pubic mound to stop him getting all the way to it.

“Kisses too,” she told him and spread her legs wider when she leaned back in the chair.

He gave what she wanted by nuzzling his lips on her thigh and there was no missing the way muscles began to strain and quiver. It brought an excitement that made him all the more eager to please his sexual tutor. She pulled her hand from between her thighs, but it wasn’t to let him get to what he wanted. He winced when his hair was grabbed to yank his head back and forth between her thighs.

“Like that,” she instructed. “Start close to the knee and slowly work your way up. Tease your bride and make her wait for the most intimate touch of your lips. That will make her crave it even more.”

Bartholomew did exactly what he was told when the grip on his hair was released. He could already feel the power returning to his body as he kissed from thigh to thigh and worked his mouth slowly higher. The fluttering tremble of muscles became all the more obvious and the gasping breaths of Lady Camilla showed her enjoyment of his attention.

“Your tongue also,” she urged.

The excitement in her voice infected Bartholomew and he trailed a wet lick along her inner thigh.  His hair was grabbed again to stop him getting right between her spread thighs and it left his face mere inches from that which he’d only seen drawings of previously.

Lady Camilla shuddered when she slid her free hand from the top of her pubic mound down onto her vagina. Her buttocks clenched tightly when she began to stroke touches along her swollen cleft until her fingertips slipped in between.

It made her hips judder as she brought herself pleasure, but for once she was not alone while masturbating. Having the mesmerized attention of a young lord on her actions felt indecently thrilling and she slowly eased her fingertips from between her swollen lips to reveal a thin, glistening string of her wet arousal.

“A woman will cream when arousal takes effect,” she said. “This lubrication eases the penetration and makes it more pleasurable for both. You need to ensure you give your bride enough attention to stir her emotions.”

“How?” Bartholomew exclaimed.

The shock of Lady Camilla’s wet fingertips brushing on his lips made his head jerk back, but his tongue came out to go after the taste.

“Take more,” she urged and held out her hand.

Bartholomew continued to slide his tongue slowly around his lips as he hesitated. Fingers brushed on his mouth again and he reacted by taking them to suck them clean. It ignited a pulse of hot-blooded lust and he could feel the strength returning to his manhood.

“You use your fingers, your tongue and kisses,” Lady Camilla instructed and pulled her hand from his mouth to get it to the back of his head.

He willingly let himself be pulled forward until his lips pressed on plumply swollen pussy lips. A shudder trickled down his spine as he got more of the taste and there was no missing the breathless excitement in Lady Camilla’s voice.

“Slide your tongue along the cleft,” she urged him.

The contraction of her muscles when a lick trailed all the way along her sensitive lips made her convulse. She grabbed the hair at the nape of Bartholomew’s neck to pull him back a little, so she could get the fingers of her other hand between her thighs.

“A lady’s treasure is not fragile,” she said. “So don’t treat it as such. A rugged touch can be all the more stimulating, so do not treat your bride as a dainty princess in the bedchamber. Never force her to do anything she does not want, but show her you are a man and that you know how to excite her.”

Bartholomew’s eyes grew wide as he watched fingers sink roughly into soft flesh. Lady Camilla wriggled around on the seat as she spread slick folds of skin wide to reveal glistening pink to the eyes of an innocent lord.

“Kiss it,” she said and let go of his hair.

The command made Bartholomew act without a second of hesitation now. His head darted forward to press his mouth on velvety soft skin and it coated his lips in slick arousal. Lady Camilla used her fingers to spread herself wider.

“Put your tongue inside,” she gasped.

Bartholomew shuddered as he flicked his tongue out to wiggle it into the slick softness of Lady Camilla’s vagina. Her hand gripped the back of his head more forcefully to pull him forward and her grinding movements rubbed against his mouth. He acted on instinct when he began to lap at velvety inner skin and it was clear the roiling touch of his tongue was exciting her.

The juddering movement of her hips became more volatile as she squirmed around and it was all he could do to get a breath as his lips stuck fast to her plump vulva. She let him pleasure her with his tongue for a short while before grabbing his hair to pull his head back and he eagerly licked at the taste on his drenched lips.

“Penetration is not the only way to arouse your bride,” Lady Camilla gasped then slid her fingers to the top of her pubic mound and dug them into soft flesh to pull up. “If you want to drive her out of her mind then show some love and attention to her clitoris. Did your anatomy classes describe this to you?”

Bartholomew shook his head and watched as she pulled her hand away from the back of his head to get fingers to the little button that popped out of its hood. A shuddering spasm ripped through her naked body when she brushed her fingertips across the swollen bead. It made her bottom rise up from the seat for a second before she slumped back down.

“It is the most sensitive spot for women, so make yourself familiar with it,” she went on in a breathless voice. “Touches on it can drive a lady to complete distraction and take her to orgasm. If you wish for your bride to act the harlot in the bedchamber then make sure you pay her clitoris plenty of love by licking, kissing and sucking on it.”

She got her hand to the back of his head again to pull him in and the attention he eagerly lavished between her thighs set her body alight. Her grip tightened to hold him in place, but there was no need for it. Bartholomew set his focus on her clitoris and it brought out the sound of her groans as he rasped his tongue across the swollen bead then took it between his lips to suck on it.

The juddering spasms of her hips knocked against him as he explored how to excite her in every way she’d described. His breath came rasping out when he was pulled back and he stared between naked thighs as Lady Camilla spoke through harsh gasps of breath.

“Give me your hand.”

He was quick to do it and she grabbed his wrist before speaking again.

“Extend your middle and forefinger.”

He saw what was about to happen when he complied and his mouth gaped wide when his fingertips were pressed on the slick opening of Lady Camilla’s vagina.

“Both penetration and stimulation of the clitoris is the most invigorating,” she said and forced his hand forward.

Bartholomew shuddered as his fingers slipped between pussy lips to slide inside the tight, wet softness. The swell of his cock brought him fully erect again, but he barely noticed as he was made to stroke his fingers into Lady Camilla’s vagina.

“Do not falter in your efforts,” she urged him and let go of his wrist to get her hand to the back of his head once more.

A hard tug pulled him in between her spread thighs and she got what she wanted. His fingers continued to plunge deep inside her slick depths as he took her clitoris back between his lips. The juddering motion of her hips became more pronounced as he clamped his mouth around the little bead, so he could rasp his tongue across it.

“Yes, yes, don’t falter,” she encouraged as she tightened her grip to hold him in place between her naked thighs.

Her body responded to his efforts and it set her muscles quivering as hot pleasure swept through her veins. It was no surprise that Bartholomew was a willing student. She was giving him free rein to explore her naked body and he was eagerly seizing the opportunity with both hands.

A knot of tension grew in the pit of her belly as he fingered her with a growing abandon that left her teetering on the cusp of release. She pulled harder on his head as she bucked her hips against him and he licked frantically to bring her to the very edge.

“Thrust your fingers in deep,” she gasped in the final seconds of the climb to orgasm.

Her muscles stiffened when Bartholomew’s fingers buried knuckle-deep in her vagina. He kept licking on her clitoris and it took the swell of arousal to its heights. Her body stretched out as the moment became too much for her and her cry rang out as the climax broke over her.

She released her grip on Bartholomew’s head and he backed off as she writhed around on the chair to make the legs rattle against the floor. She closed her eyes tightly as a fire burned deep in her core, with the rush of ecstasy it released being all that mattered for what seemed like a few, never-ending seconds of mind-numbing bliss.

Her mouth opened wide as the last throes of the orgasm swept through her shuddering curves, but her body stiffened again for a split-second before a weakness hit to make her slump down in the seat. She opened her eyes to see how intently she was being watched, but there was no getting any words out for a few seconds as she took in long, deep breaths.

“That is what you must strive to give your bride,” she eventually said and dragged his hand from between her thighs. “She may be shy of the intimate touches at first, but you can show her just how good they will make her feel.”

Bartholomew did no more than nod his head. His gaze stayed fixed between Lady Camilla’s thighs as she tried to recover her composure, but the sight was finally taken from him when she sat up and pushed him away to bring her knees together.

He was sure it brought the encounter to an end until he heard the order.

***

“Stand up,” Lady Camilla repeated.

Bartholomew scrambled to his feet and heard the seductive titter when her gaze fell upon the way his erect manhood jutted out proudly from his groin.

“Young men have such vitality,” she said and reached out.

The grip of fingers circling around his rigid erection made Bartholomew convulse and his mouth gaped as he let out heavy gasps.

“The second time will last longer because your sensitivity is reduced,” Lady Camilla said and slid her fingers up and down his throbbing length. “I cannot promise that your bride will give you the delight I’m about to show you. It will be up to you to convince her to do so.”

Bartholomew frowned, but the grip tightened on his erection. He looked down to knees parting and a tug made him step forward between spread legs. It was only at the last second that he realized what he was about to get and he let out a loud gasp when a kiss pressed on the tip of his stiff shaft. It ended with Lady Camilla’s gaze coming up to his.

“Do you like that?” she asked in a teasing voice.

“Yes,” he replied.

“A harlot gives more than kisses,” she went on and let out another sensual titter when she leaned in.

Bartholomew understood the comment when another kiss turned to soft lips grazing all the way over the head of his erection. The jolting contractions of his muscles made his hips jerk forward and Lady Camilla let more of his stiff length slide into her mouth before pulling her head back a little. She gripped tighter around the base while she slowly rolled her tongue around slick skin.

A glance up got eye contact and she held Bartholomew’s gaze while she revealed to him the delights of oral pleasuring. Her gaze came down when she started bobbing her head to let the tip of his manhood rub against the soft, velvety skin of her inner cheek and the sound of masculine groans rang around the small washroom. She gradually quickened the pace while taking more to let the tip almost slip to the back of her throat and there was a brazen thrill to teasing an innocent man in such an indecent manner.

Bartholomew began taking the Lord’s name in vain as soft lips continued sliding along his erection, but the pure bliss of Lady Camilla’s attention did not elicit a warning shout from him this time as he held his excitement in check. When she finally lifted her head, she took in heavy breaths and watched her fingers as she stroked them slowly up and down. The lubrication of her saliva made the sensation silky and she could feel the throbbing pulse of a primal lust.

“I cannot,” she said, but used her grip on his erection to make him fall to his knees before her.

Bartholomew didn’t quite understand the remark. He willingly shuffled forward, however, to let Lady Camilla hold the hardness of his rigid member against the soft plumpness of her pubic mound. She squirmed around on the seat to rub against him, but eventually made him back off.

“The risk is too great to let more than your fingers penetrate me, so you understand I cannot,” she said.

It dawned on Bartholomew what she was talking about.

“Yes, my tutors explained how babies come to be.”

“That is for your wife and a lady cannot risk the scandal of bearing a child when she is unmarried,” Lady Camilla said. “There are ways around the problem, however. I can show you how a harlot removes the risk of becoming pregnant while allowing a man to slake his lust. Would you care for that?”

Bartholomew screwed up his face, but there was only one answer and it came out in a rush of breath.

“Yes.”

“Then return to the chaise lounge and I’ll join you presently,” she told him.

The grip on his erection being released let Bartholomew rise to his feet. A glance back towards Lady Camilla as he moved to the door showed her taking the wet cloth from the bowl and she proceeded to clean her chest.

Bartholomew watched until he reached the door. He opened it to leave the small room and walked over to perch himself on the edge of the seat. The wait imbued him with a sense of anticipation, which grew stronger still when he saw Lady Camilla come out of the washroom.

She remained completely naked and he took the opportunity to feast his eyes on her perfect form as she approached, but she didn’t sit beside him as he expected. Instead, she dropped to her knees and leaned forward to rest her upper body on the seat. She reached for the small container which still sat on the chaise lounge and held it out.

“It needs to be well lubricated,” she said. “Get on your knees behind me.”

The puzzlement spread across his face, but he dropped down from the seat and shuffled into position. His gaze fixed on fingers sinking into a rounded cheek and the realization came crashing down on him.

“Lady Camilla,” he exclaimed. “We cannot indulge in such impropriety.”

His eyes didn’t waver, however, as he watched a tiny, puckered hole being brought into view.

“It’s a forbidden pleasure that not all find alluring,” Lady Camilla replied as she pulled harder on her buttock. “Some do, however. It’s what brought my husband to the whorehouse and I gave in to his cravings.”

“But…”

“The sex is not quite the same,” Lady Camilla cut in. “But it will give you a taste of what you’ll experience on your wedding night and neither of us need worry about an unwanted pregnancy.”

“But a lady…”

“Until the door is unlocked to let you leave, I’m not a lady,” Lady Camilla interrupted. “I am the harlot I once was, so take this from me if you want it.”

Bartholomew could hear the excitement in her voice and sensed that he might not be getting the offer purely for his benefit. It seemed Lady Camilla longed for a reliving of something she shared with her husband. He watched as her other hand came to her bottom and she pulled on both cheeks to make her tight ring stretch a little.

The excitement of such a lascivious moment made his erection throb even more fiercely and there was no taking his gaze from the delicious sight being presented so shamelessly to him. He lifted his free hand to rub the back of it across his chin as his hesitation drew out for a few more seconds before he dipped his fingers in the tub of petroleum jelly.

The sound of the gasp when he rubbed his greasy fingertips across puckered skin made him flinch, but Lady Camilla kept her cheeks spread to let him lubricate her. He gave in to temptation by wiggling a fingertip on her tight hole and it got him more.

“Slip it in,” Lady Camilla urged.

Bartholomew’s heartbeat hammered as he pressed harder and felt the clenching resistance slowly being breached. The tightness of pulsing muscles gripped around his lubricated finger when it dipped inside. It was Lady Camilla pushing back that made it slide deeper still and he heard the muffled groan when she forced her mouth down against the chaise lounge. A shudder ripped through her, but she pulled forward again in a hurry and her words came out in a gasping rush of breath.

“Lubricate yourself too.”

The order made Bartholomew dip his fingers in the petroleum jelly again. He put a small dollop on the tip of his erection then put the container down before working the lubricant in.

“Let me feel it,” Lady Camilla encouraged.

She held the grip on her buttocks to keep them spread and Bartholomew shuffled forward. Grasping around the base of his erection, he pressed the tip in place and felt the clenching pulse of sphincter muscles. He slid his fingers to just below the head when Lady Camilla pushed back.

His mouth opened wide as she wiggled her bottom to force herself back onto him and his eyes never left the sight of a tiny puckered hole stretching to accommodate the thickly swollen helmet of his engorged manhood. The slipperiness of the lubrication helped smooth the entry and he groaned when he felt the grip of muscles around his shaft.

Lady Camilla let go of her cheeks to throw her hands forward, but Bartholomew didn’t want to lose the view he’d been getting. It made him grab hold of her buttocks and there was no complaints when he spread them to watch as more of his slippery erection eased into the tight grip of anal muscles.

“Have I given you my husband’s fetish?” she asked in a hoarse rasp.

The answer was yes, but Bartholomew couldn’t get himself to vocalize it. His gaze stayed on the way his throbbing member slid all the way into tight asshole and he heard the desperate groan when his body pressed against Lady Camilla to trap her against the side of the chaise lounge.

“Wait for me,” she said after a few seconds and pushed back.

There was no missing the way she slid a hand between her thighs and the rippling pulse of muscles around his stiff shaft grew stronger when she began to pleasure herself. Her head rose up from the chaise lounge to stretch out her neck as she pushed him back a little further then began to rock her hips.

Bartholomew began to take the Lord’s name in vain again as he was given his first taste of penetrative sex. That is was the anal passage of a beautiful, mature woman being his harlot aroused him more than he imagined and he grabbed at her curvy hips to hold on as she took his erection deep again and again. He could hear the sound of her groans becoming more desperate and he was in no doubt she was punishing her clitoris to build her excitement.

“Now, now,” she finally cried out. “Take me now.”

It made Bartholomew sink his fingers deeper into the soft flesh of her hips to hold on as he started to pump his hips. He was suddenly in control of the action and his groin slapped noisily against naked buttocks as he gave in to a primal, animal lust.

Lady Camilla roughly circled her fingers on her clitoris and pushed back hard to meet his thrusts. It crashed their bodies together more vigorously to plunge the virile erection of a handsome young lord deep inside her until she felt herself becoming overwhelmed by their passion.

“Finish it,” she groaned and forced her thighs against the side of the chaise lounge when her movements came to a stop.

It trapped her fingers against her swollen clitoris as an innocent man slaked his lust on her naked body. Bartholomew threw himself at her frantically to ravage her asshole relentlessly and her torso stretched out in anticipation of a moment that finally exploded to life.

She writhed around in the hot grip of ecstasy while he continued to ravish her with uncontrolled abandon until his body succumbed to the first sex of his life. His groin clapped against her quivering cheeks a final time to leave his manhood buried all the way inside and she let out a gasping squeal when he gave his virginity to her in the most forbidden of ways.

Her excitement peaked in a flurry of shuddering tremors before a final burst of tension made her anal muscles clamp around his spurting manhood while his balls emptied for a second time that afternoon. The ache of pleasure filled her very being for a few seconds of sheer, unadulterated bliss as the last of his cum erupted into her before he slumped forward to pin her to the seat.

They lay gasping for breath as they tried to recover from the exertions of the sex. Bartholomew waited for her to bump back against his groin before he pulled out and he collapsed down on the floor. Lady Camilla heard his curse and knew that he’d glimpsed the trickle of his seed spilling from her.

“Get my robe,” she told him and pointed to the garment hanging on the wardrobe door when she straightened up.

He slowly rose to his feet to cross the room. Taking the robe down, he returned to her and handed it over. She was quick to cover herself and sit on the chaise lounge. He stood before her, so she wrapped her fingers around his softening erection to give him a last few seconds of pleasure before the power drained away.

“Thank you,” he blurted out awkwardly.

“Be sure to show your bride the same passion as you brought to my bedchamber,” Lady Camilla told him and let go of his penis. “Get dressed.”

Bartholomew quickly gathered his clothes from where they’d been discarded on the floor, so he could put them on. By the time he finished, Lady Camilla was already standing at the door of the bedchamber and he heard the sound of the lock turning.

“Let yourself out quietly,” she told him. “My servants are discreet and will be in their quarters, but it’s better that you leave quickly.”

She opened the door and grabbed his shoulder as he moved past.

“I hope everything goes perfectly on your wedding day,” she said and kissed him on the cheek.

Bartholomew nodded his head, but said nothing in response when he was pushed out of the bedchamber. He quickly made his way back to the staircase to walk down to the ground floor of the property. It was deserted and he hurried along to the main entrance. He quietly opened the door and felt the relief of seeing the carriage waiting for him under the covered portico when he stepped outside.

As he moved to the vehicle, the driver got down to open the door. Bartholomew kept his head bowed as he got in and was aware of his uncle’s gaze coming to him. Nothing was said until the driver returned to his seat at the front of the carriage.

“Whatever took place stays here between you and Lady Camilla,” John said. “I do not need to know any of it. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Bartholomew said and saw the smile flash across his uncle’s face as the carriage got moving for the final journey of the afternoon that would take them home.


Sinful Salvation

An icy gust from the open window blew across the back of Gilbert’s neck to send a chill shiver trickling down his spine, but he remained ramrod straight in his seat. The momentary discomfort was not by accident. He knew that. The chair he sat on was positioned right in front of the window and it had always been open on the occasions he visited the room. Always. It hadn’t been quite as cold those previous times, however.

“Now, Lord Donahue,” Reverend Mackenzie asked in a loud, inquiring voice. “How are you faring this week?”

Gilbert set his attention on the middle-aged man sitting directly opposite him at the large, oak table. The gaze on him seemed somehow harsh and compassionate at the same time. It was a contradiction that always unnerved him in a way he could never quite explain to himself and he surreptitiously tried to gulp down a heavy breath. He felt the frosty bite of another frigid blast of air slide across the back of his neck and this time he did shift a little uncomfortably in his chair.

“I’m fine, thank you,” he said simply to answer the question.

“Have you made an attempt to converse with your father?” Reverend Mackenzie went on and leaned forward to set his hands down on the unpolished surface of the table.

The question made Gilbert’s lips tighten together. He would happily meet and talk with his father although was convinced the opposite was not true. His fall from grace was still too fresh in the mind. At least, the final straw was too recent. The carousing days which led to his demise had gone on far too long.

Well, if truth be told, they hadn’t gone on too long for Gilbert. He would have joyfully continued the lifestyle he’d grown accustomed to, but his gambling, drinking and womanizing became too much for his conservative parents to bear. Being cut off from his family’s wealth shocked him to the core and the friends he looked to for help turned out not to be so companionable when he was without funds. It left him in a perilous situation where his only savior from penury was being taken in by the church.

The austere surroundings in which he now existed were a far cry from the luxurious lifestyle of a young lord, however. That had been difficult enough for him to adjust to. The situation was made all the worse by the meetings with the reverend and the elders of the church group. They were a weekly chore he could not avoid if he wanted to remain in their care though. He cleared his throat with a nervy cough before answering the question he’d been asked.

“I do not think my father is inclined to converse with me.”

“You understand that your stay here is not permanent,” one of the elders commented.

“Yes,” Gilbert replied.

“We willingly extend the hand of help in troubled times,” the elder went on. “But it’s expected that those we assist also make the effort to help themselves.”

“I do understand,” Gilbert said. “But the choice in the matter is not mine alone to make.”

It wasn’t just the icy fingers of the cold air which made Gilbert shiver now. The dour, forbidding expressions of the assembled elders had the same effect and he dropped his gaze to his clasped hands.

“The choice may not be yours alone,” Reverend Mackenzie said. “You are the one in the wrong, however, and the first move in a reconciliation needs to be made by you. How can you ever know if your family will take you back into their loving fold if you do not make the effort to contact them.”

“Yes, you’re right,” Gilbert said.

Agreeing with the sentiment was all he could do, but he suspected any efforts he made with his family would be rebuffed. It’s what made him hesitant to try. The harsh words exchanged in the falling out with his father were still too raw and he expected forgiveness would be in short supply. That left him with the church and he could only hope they gave him the time needed to get his life back on track.

“Are you keeping up with your prayers?” Reverend Mackenzie asked.

It was another requirement that Gilbert could not ignore if he wanted to remain under the reverend’s care although he had definitely not been of a religious persuasion in recent years. In truth, he had no plans to change that. However, he went through the motions and visited the small chapel on a daily basis, so he could at least be seen making the effort to pray even if it was just an act.

“I shall go after this meeting,” he replied.

“Giving your heart to god will be your salvation,” Reverend Mackenzie said.

Gilbert heard the assembled elders praise the comment with an amen, so did the same. He glanced along the line of assembled men and women as they looked up towards the heavens in reverence, but his gaze met the one person on the opposite side of the table who wasn’t doing that and the rush of panic hit. The hint of a smile was unmistakable before he hurriedly looked down to his clasped hands.

“Please make the effort to contact your family and inform us of the outcome at the next meeting in a week’s time,” Reverend Mackenzie said.

The words brought both relief and anguish to Gilbert. Relief in that the comment signaled the end of a meeting that was a lot shorter than he’d expected. The anguish came from knowing that he was being left with little choice but to contact his father and he feared the reception he got would not be good. He tried to keep his demeanor calm when he lifted his gaze and said the words expected of him.

“I will.”

“Good,” Reverend Mackenzie said and rose to his feet.

The others on the opposite side of the table did the same and Gilbert was quick to follow their lead. That they were about to leave the room revealed he was the last of the people currently under their care to have a meeting. Normally, he was asked to leave and they remained sitting where they were when he walked out of the room. Not on this occasion though.

He moved to the end of the table, but waited for the elders to file past him towards the door. His head remained bowed until he caught the faint whiff of floral scent he was becoming all too familiar with. He raised his eyes to another hint of a smile that unnerved him, but was quick to avert his gaze.

The breath remained caught in his chest until he was alone in the room, when the air came flooding back out. He rocked his head back to look up at the ceiling and took a few moments to gather himself before walking over to the door to follow the others. That got him the sight of Reverend Mackenzie and one of the elders deep in discussion.

Gilbert really just wanted to go back to his room, but it would mean walking past the two men. That seemed like a bad idea considering he’d told the reverend he would go and pray after the meeting, so he turned away from them to head towards the chapel. When he got to it, he walked inside to see it was empty and went to sit on one of the back pews. The chill made him pull the sides of his jacket together, but it did little to provide him with any warmth.

He closed his eyes as he leaned back in the seat, but an image of his father filled his mind immediately and his thoughts definitely were not pure. There was no clearing them away at first as he contemplated what making contact might bring. His fear was that any attempt so soon after the fall out would not be welcomed and there was no knowing where that might leave him.

The anguish brought a rush of breath spilling from his lips as he tried to fix his mind on something else and that suddenly became easy when the floral scent filled his nostrils again. The surprise of opening his eyes to the sight of Maisie was compounded when she sat right next to him. Her thigh pressed against his to spark panic and he looked over his shoulder towards the door when he shuffled over on the pew to move away.

“Well, that’s not very friendly now, is it?” Maisie said in an amused voice.

“You can’t be here,” Gilbert hissed when he turned his attention back to the pretty woman sitting beside him. “Your husband…”

“Has already left the building,” Maisie cut in. “As have the elders, so relax.”

Gilbert’s mouth flapped open. That her words were said in such a blasé manner made him all the more uneasy. It meant relaxing was the last thing he could do, especially when Maisie moved closer to him again.

“Stop, please,” he implored.

“You didn’t seem to mind me being close the last…”

“Stop,” Gilbert hissed. “The church is my only hope at this moment in time. If it forgoes me, I have nothing.”

“Then you should be doing everything in your power to remain in my good books,” Maisie said. “It would not be in your best interests to make me unhappy.”

Gilbert moved again when she shuffled closer, but he ended up pressed against the solid armrest at the very end of the long pew and couldn’t go any further. It meant there was no more escape from the touch of Maisie’s thigh against his and he tried to fight the effect it had. There was amusement in her voice when she spoke.

“Have you been using the provisions we give you?”

There was no need for any more explanation. Gilbert understood what she was talking about. He squashed himself hard against the armrest, but Maisie’s thigh remained pressed resolutely against his.

“This is a sin,” he said in a hushed voice.

“You know what my husband and the elders consider the most grievous of sins for a young man like yourself,” Maisie replied. “I hope you haven’t been…”

“Please,” Gilbert exhorted in a strained voice.

“Those base urges can be suppressed,” Maisie went on and the amusement was there to hear in her voice again. “The bromide we give you in the provisions is there for a reason. Do you put it in your tea?”

Gilbert felt the tightness in his body when her hand settled on his thigh. His breathing grew short as his attempts to fight his libido were weakened by the touch on his leg sliding higher until it found the growing swell of his arousal.

“I think that gives me my answer,” Maisie said in a voice that revealed her delight.

“I thought the church took me in to offer salvation,” he gasped.

“That’s exactly what I’m offering you,” Maisie replied and squeezed. “I’m saving you from committing that most grievous sin of masturbation.”

“It’s…”

“It’s sinful salvation,” Maisie said in a hoarse rasp and squeezed harder still.

The panic erupted to more in Gilbert and he struggled to his feet to escape Maisie’s amorous clutches. He saw where she looked, so grabbed at the sides of his jacket to pull them together. It covered up his groin. Their gazes met for the briefest of seconds before he fled from the chapel. He felt the relief that no one now barred his way from leaving the building and it allowed him to rush back in the direction of his room.

***

The knock came. Gilbert knew it would and felt the grip of panic returning. He looked across the room towards the door, but it wasn’t until until he heard the sound of knuckles rapping on wood for a second time that he moved. There was always a chance he was mistaken and it wasn’t the person he thought it was.

“Who is it?” he called when he got to the door.

“I’ll give you three guesses,” the answer came back.

His shoulders sank and he closed his eyes when he leaned forward to settle his forehead against the wood. It was a second or two before he spoke again.

“You can’t be here.”

“Open the door,” Maisie replied. “My husband asked me to pass on a message to you.”

“So, pass it on,” Gilbert said even though he knew the remark was a lie.

The only answer was another knock on the door. A grim expression spread across his face. He wasn’t sure quite what Maisie would do if he didn’t let her in and eventually decided he better not find out. Moving back a step, he reached out to unlock the door so he could open it.

“You can’t be here,” he repeated when he was confronted by the reverend’s pretty wife.

“But I am here,” Maisie said and stepped forward to cross the threshold, so she could pass him by.

Gilbert looked out into the darkness, but there was no one else to be seen. That was hardly surprising. Maisie had a ready excuse if she was spotted that she was simply administering to his spiritual needs, as the elders of the church were free to do. She most likely wouldn’t want to be seen visiting his room though.

His lips tightened together in a grimace when he closed the door. He then turned to the sight of her pulling down the hood of her dark cape and undoing the ties at the front of her neck to take off the garment. It revealed a shapeless, dark blue dress that gave no hint of her figure.

“What’s the message?” he asked.

“You know I don’t have one,” Maisie replied. “Stop playing games.”

“I’m not the one playing games,” Gilbert mumbled as he walked away from the door.

“That’s not what I heard,” Maisie said in an amused voice as she moved to the table and hung her cape over the back of a chair. “From what I was told about you, playing games is a fondness of yours.”

She reached out to the oil lamp on the table to turn down the flame and it darkened the room.

“Don’t do that,” Gilbert said.

“Oh yes,” I forgot,” Maisie retorted in a teasing voice. “You do like to watch don’t you, Lord Donahue.”

The use of his title brought the grimace back to Gilbert’s face, but there was no taking his eyes from the reverend’s wife as she loosened the top button of her dress. It revealed a hint of the decorative, black choker necklace which adorned her slender neck. He wanted to tell her to stop at the same time as being desperate to see more.

“Still haven’t taken your bromide, have you?” Maisie taunted as she loosened more of the buttons.

She saw the way Gilbert covered his groin with his hands and knew she was inflaming his libido. It excited her. The game was risky, but having the eyes of a young lord on her was an aphrodisiac that brought out her naughty side.

“Is it pretty?” she asked when she revealed the top edge of the dark corset.

The material squeezed and lifted her breasts to produce a deep cleavage that she brushed a fingertip slowly into. Gilbert couldn’t tear his gaze from the simple act of her touch sliding across her naked skin. He wasn’t even sure what age Maisie was and she wasn’t inclined to reveal it. She was likely a good few years older than the girls he’d been familiar with in his past, but there was no doubt she was every bit as sexy and liked to show off her gorgeous figure.

“Please, we cannot do this,” he said and looked towards the door. “Your husband…”

“What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” Maisie interrupted as she put more of the pretty corset on display.

“But…”

“My husband,” Maisie cut in harshly to stop Gilbert speaking. “Well, he believes that the physical union of a man and a woman is a perfunctory act for the sole purpose of procreation. It is for the man to give his seed as quickly as possible and nothing more, but we know different…, don’t we?”

Gilbert’s mouth flapped open, but no words came out as he watched Maisie ease her arms out of the sleeves of the dress and push the material down, so it slid all the way to her feet. She then stepped out of it to display herself in nothing more than the tight corset and a pair of silky bloomers.

There was nothing shapeless about her outfit now. It was quite the contrary, with the corset hugging her figure tightly to put her slender curves fully on display. The silk bloomers were short enough to leave much of her shapely legs in view and the pretty material clung to her hips.

“I cannot,” Gilbert let out in an almost-despairing whine, but the lust was upon him and what little resolve he started with when Maisie entered the room quickly drained away.

He still fought the pulse of hot blood that began to pump through his veins, but it was a futile effort. The sight before him made his erection swell until it strained against his breeches and only his hands in front of his groin hid the growing bulge.

“You know how I like to see it,” Maisie said in a hushed voice and brushed fingertips into her cleavage again. “I didn’t come here so you could hide it from me.”

Gilbert rocked his head back to look up to the ceiling and felt the hopelessness of the situation. In his carousing days, he would have been the one to make the move so he could sow his wild oats. This was different though. Being caught with the wife of the reverend would be a disaster that would certainly take away the only help he had. His family finding out would also make a reconciliation all the more unlikely. It made him keep his hands in front of his groin.

“I said show me,” Maisie hissed in a growling rasp when she stepped forward.

She grabbed at Gilbert’s hands and felt his resistance. It made her pull harder until she uncovered his groin. Her eyes fixed on the growing outline of his erection that showed through his breeches. He stepped back when she reached out, but she followed and the wall finally brought him to a stop.

“I cannot,” he groaned desperately. “I’ll be thrown…”

“I can’t leave you like that,” Maisie said and heard his gasp when she pressed her palm against the hardness of his erection. “I need to save you from that ultimate sin of using your own hand.”

Gilbert rocked his head back and winced when it cracked against the wall. The touch on his groin brought temptation he could not resist. In truth he wasn’t given the choice. Maisie lifted her hands to start undoing the buttons of his shirt. She leaned in as soon as the bare skin of his muscular chest was exposed and he closed his eyes tightly when he felt the caress of her soft lips.

His hands clenched to tight fists as she loosened more buttons to pull the sides of his shirt aside then dropped to her knees before him. It was a provocative act that made him press back against the wall. There was no escape from her attention, however.

Her chin dug into his flesh and he looked down to the sultry expression on her pretty face. Their eyes locked together as she brushed fingertips across his skin, with his body convulsing when the touch grazed across a nipple.

“Doesn’t that feel so delectable?” she asked in a teasing voice when she got fingers to both his nipples.

Gilbert said nothing. He tilted his head back to break the eye contact. Soft lips brushed on his skin again as the slow, grazing caress of fingertips stiffened his nipples to hard beads and ignited a stronger arousal that brought him fully erect.

“Am I flooding your mind with memories?” Maisie taunted when she slid her hands lower. “Back to those days when you were a bad, bad boy.”

She continued to kiss on his bare skin as she slid her hands lower on his body to get them the fastenings of his breeches. As she started to loosen them, she challenged him.

“Are you going to stop me?”

She saw his gaze come down to hers and let out a seductive laugh. His hands didn’t come to hers as she slid her fingers under the waistband of the breeches and underwear to drag them down. It freed his erection and it sprang up proudly in front of her face.

“No,” she went on in hushed reverence at the perfect sight of his obvious lust for her. “You’re not going to stop me, are you? You’re going to take every single bit of the sinful salvation I offer.”

Gilbert flinched when her fingers clasped around the base of his erection to squeeze tightly. It sent a pulse of pleasure through him that weakened his legs and he bit his lip to hold in the groan that threatened to spill out. The grip around his throbbing manhood loosened, with Maisie’s fingers sliding all the way up to the head then back down again. She leaned in to press her lips on his belly then kissed lower until the soft underside of her chin rubbed on the tip of his erection.

It sapped more of the strength from his legs as he became captivated and he pushed back harder against the wall to hold himself upright. He looked down to the way Maisie’s head moved back, so she could watch the way she stroked her fingers slowly up and down his erect length.

“You’re going to be the sinner I want,” she said and brought her other hand up to cup fingers around his testicles. “Aren’t you.”

Gilbert flinched when her grip tightened, but the flutter of pain it brought came with pleasure when she leaned back in to nuzzle her mouth against the very tip of his erection. The bubble of pre-cum that appeared wet her lips and he knew what was coming when she looked up at him.

“You taste good,” she said and let him watch as she slid her tongue around her lips. “But you know I want more than that.”

She leaned in again, but did more than simply nuzzle her lips against the tip of his erection. This time, she parted them to let the swollen head slip all the way into her mouth. The soft caress of her tongue playing on the underside of his shaft brought a knee-trembling moment that made him gasp.

“Someone likes what he’s getting,” Maisie mocked when she pulled back, but she got the tip of her tongue fluttering on the sensitive underside of the head and Gilbert’s only response was more gasps.

She waited until he looked at her and held his gaze when she slowly licked down to where her fingers were gripped tightly around the base. There was a thrill to holding his attention so avidly and she gave him more by pressing her lips against the throbbing hardness of his shaft then slowly kissing her way back up to the tip.

“Did the pretty, young ladies give you this?” she asked and continued to hold his gaze as she rolled her tongue lovingly around the glistening skin of the engorged head.

His gasps turned to groans as she teased and tormented him. There was no missing just how much she was turning him on by gripping her fingers tighter in place around his thick girth to feel the fierce pulse of hot blood that made his hard flesh swell even stiffer.

“Are you going to last?” she taunted, but again moved things on before he had the chance to answer.

He rocked his head back to break the eye contact when she fluttered her tongue on another bead of pre-cum before taking the head in her mouth again. This time, she worked her lips lower to let more of his erection slip between them. The burn of arousal between her thighs wet the material of her bloomers. It was what she wanted and she pushed herself to be the naughty lady of her fantasies by giving a young lord oral sex.

Making herself gag on his hard cock was deliberate. She knew the dirty, gulping sound of it would excite him all the more and there was no missing the way his muscles tightened as he tried to force his hips forward. It made her push her fingers down against his testicles to make his erection jut out from his groin, so she could feel the quivering tension as she held on tightly.

At the same time, she slid her lips lower still on his shaft to make the sensitive head rub against the silky softness of her inner cheek. A glance up showed she was being watched again and the expression on Gilbert’s face showed just how much he was enjoying the attention she lavished on him.

She started bobbing her head to a quicker rhythm to give him the delight of his cock violating her mouth. It got her the sound of louder groans and she could tell he was struggling to hold himself in check. A shudder ripped through her when she came up for air and it made her voice breathless when she spoke.

“You can’t deny it to me.”

“This is wrong,” Gilbert gasped.

“Yes it is,” Maisie agreed. “That’s why I love it so much and you can’t pretend you don’t.”

Gilbert’s knees threatened to buckle when fingers gripped tighter around his erection. The rush of pleasure was intoxicating and grew stronger still when Maisie leaned in to drip spit on the head of his cock. It wasn’t the actions of a reverend’s wife. At least, that was the thought in his mind, but there was no denying the evidence of his eyes.

Her hand came up to hold on tightly just below the head, so she could swirl her thumb around glistening skin to work the lubrication in. She then pressed her lips on the tip to let out more spit and this time got all her fingers working to stroke them along his length. It spread the lubrication all the way down his stiff shaft and gave the silkiest of feelings to the motion of her hand.

“Come on,” she let out in a husky rasp. “Give it to me.”

Gilbert felt the clenching tightness in the pit of his belly as she quickened the pace and he closed his eyes as her fingers raced up and down his thickly engorged manhood. It was too good and the tremors weakening his legs grew stronger. He fought against the rising pressure to keep the handjob going, but he slowly started to lose the battle.

“I know what you want,” Maisie said and let out a hushed laugh when she clasped her fingers tightly around the base again.

It gave Gilbert a moment of respite, but he knew it wouldn’t last long. Maisie lifted her free hand to put on a naughty performance of sucking her middle finger in her mouth then showed it when it was coated in spit.

“Did those pretty, young ladies you liked to play with do this for you?” she asked.

The grip of tension felt almost unbearable for Gilbert when she wiggled her wet finger on the sensitive skin just behind his heavy balls.

“Did they?” Maisie went on as she stroked her finger further back.

“No,” Gilbert replied in a strained voice and followed it up with a blasphemous curse.

“You’ll go to hell,” Maisie teased when she looked up.

“I’ll meet you there,” Gilbert retorted.

He felt the creep of her finger reach his puckered hole. It made his buttocks clench, but he didn’t want to escape the touch and felt the rush of shameful excitement that he liked it so much. He cursed again when the pressure increased.

Maisie wiggled her finger harder as she leaned in to take the head of Gilbert’s erection in her mouth once more. It let her feel the fierce, pulsing throb of the lust she ignited in a young man as she gradually eased her finger past protesting muscles.

She heard the sound of a stifled groan when Gilbert’s sphincter suddenly loosened. It enabled her to slide her finger inside the tightness and she immediately began to bob her head. Her efforts became frantic as she got caught up in the heady elation of illicit desires. It felt so wrong, but there was no stopping herself as she teased and tormented a young man towards a climax.

“Too much…, too much,” Gilbert blurted out as the pressure reached boiling point.

His muscles coiled like springs in the last seconds and he felt his asshole tighten around Maisie’s stiff finger when it plunged deep. It was the moment that proved too much. He looked down to her bobbing head and gave another warning.

She brought her lips up to clamp them just below the head and gazed up to give him eye contact as she jabbed her finger hard to drive it all the way inside his tight hole. It sparked his climax and she let out a muffled squeal when a blast of his virile seed erupted against the roof of her mouth. The pulsing spasms of his muscles were all too obvious as he lost control completely and she kept her lips clamped around his hard flesh to let him unleash every thick spurt of his cum into her mouth.

Her tongue was covered in a thick load by the time Gilbert’s balls emptied and the rigid tension in his body melted away in the aftermath of his climax. Maisie backed off for a second and opened her mouth wide to show what she’d taken. Her lips then came together in a smile that allowed her to swallow every last drop before revealing she’d done it.

“You like that, don’t you?” she taunted as she leaned in to swirl her tongue on the little trickles of white that rolled across the slick head of Gilbert’s erection.

All he could get out was gasping breaths as he tried to recover some semblance of composure. She took his erection back in her mouth to lick it clean and clamped her lips in place again to enjoy the dying throbs that sapped the strength from him. Gilbert couldn’t hold in the groan when she slowly extracted her finger from his pulsing asshole. When she backed off, she grabbed his hand and he didn’t resist as she made him slide down the wall to sit on the floor.

He tried to avoid the kiss when her head darted forward, but she grabbed his hair to make him turn back. Her lips pressed onto his and she worked her tongue into his mouth to let it play against his. She held him in the kiss for a few seconds before smiling when she backed off to stare at him.

“You are a gentleman, aren’t you?” she asked, with a wicked laugh.

***

Gilbert remained slumped against the wall when Maisie got up, but his eyes didn’t leave her as she walked across the room to throw herself face-down on the bed. He knew that his climax wouldn’t be the end of the encounter. It never was and her comment about him being a gentleman when she backed off from the oral sex showed she expected him to return the favor. That was made all the more abundantly clear when she called out to him.

“Well?”

There was no choice but for him to shrug off the weakness in his limbs and rise to his feet. His tongue slid around his lips as he looked across the room to let his eyes roam over her and he felt the prick of excitement return.

“Take it all off,” she said, without looking.

It made him glance down at his disheveled outfit. In days gone by, he would have been all over a woman offering herself to him in such a blatant manner. However, there was no clearing his mind of the risk he took by giving in to Maisie’s demands.

Then again, not giving in to them was probably more dangerous. He had no idea what she would do if he refused to play her games. It made him drag his shirt off then kick away his breeches and underwear to get naked before walking across the room.

“Untie them,” Maisie said when she felt him sit on the edge of the bed.

Gilbert took in a deep breath.

“You’re a reverend’s wife,” he said.

“Is that what gets you so erect for me?” she retorted and repeated her order in a more strident voice. “Untie them.”

He looked at the threaded laces that held the corset tightly in place. Reaching out, he untied the knot then pulled at the laces to loosen them. When he let go, Maisie rolled over onto her back to look at him.

“Are you going to give me your best?” she asked in a teasing voice then blew him a kiss.

She reached out to grab his upper arm and felt the resistance to her efforts.

“You’re not going to deny me what I deserve after I was so good to you,” she went on and pulled harder.

Gilbert winced when her nails dug into his flesh. He eventually gave in and leaned forward to bring their lips together. Maisie’s tongue slithered into his mouth and he knew she was enjoying giving him the taste of his seed. After a few seconds, he felt a grip on the hair at the nape of his neck. It pulled his head away to end the kiss.

“Get over me,” Maisie ordered.

He hesitated for a second before clambering onto the bed to get over her on all fours. She got her hand to his groin and let out a taunting guffaw as she looked up at him.

“Did I take all your power..., poor boy,” she teased as she grabbed at his now flaccid manhood to squeeze it.

When she let go, she got her hand back to the hair at the nape of his neck to pull him down to another kiss. She held him in it for a few seconds before shoving his head lower on her body and her voice was now breathless.

“Show me how you treated those pretty ladies when you were a sinner.”

Gilbert shuddered as he pressed his lips on the silky skin of her upper chest. Maisie wanted everything that her husband couldn’t or wouldn’t give her and she was going to use him to get it. She was the one who grabbed at her corset to pull it down, so she could expose her breasts. Her hands came to his head to push it lower and he heard the groan when he kissed into her cleavage.

“Just like that,” she let out in a rasping breath and grabbed at his hair again to pull him onto her breast.

He looked down at the perfectly circular island of dark pink flesh from which her nipple protruded. He could feel the stiffness of arousal when he brushed his lips across the erect bud and the touch was enough for Maisie to arch up from the covers with a gasping moan.

Her body trembled as she hungered for more, but he made her wait by resisting the pull on his hair to build the anticipation. It made her start to beg, but the sound of her desperate pleading dissolved into a louder moan when he gave her what she wanted.

He opened his mouth wide to press it down around her areola, so he could flicker his tongue on her nipple. She pushed up towards the touch when he gave her more. The trembling of her body becoming stronger shaking as his attention ignited pleasure that flooded down between her thighs to make her wetter. When he felt the pull on his hair, he gave in right away to let her lead his mouth across her chest.

“Yes, like that…, like that,” she encouraged when he took her nipple between his lips.

A swell of hot blood made it stiffer still as he sucked hard then slowly teased his tongue around it. His head was pulled back and forth to give Maisie the attention she craved, but he knew she wanted something more when she finally pushed his head lower.

“Take it from me,” she said and grabbed her breasts to let him watch her groping them.

She squealed when he seized her hip to turn her over onto her belly, so he could loosen the laces of the corset completely. It allowed him to pull it away from her and drop it on the floor. He sat on the back of her thighs to pin her down as she tried to turn over again. The temptation was too much to resist and he clapped his hand down on her bottom.

“You can’t,” she groaned, but forced her face down in the covers when he landed a second stinging spank.

“This is from your husband,” he said and spanked her once more before rising up to let her scramble around onto her back.

She reached up to slap his face lightly, but it was her only response to the punishment he’d administered. Grabbing his hair, she pulled his head down to get more kisses on her naked breasts. It wasn’t long before she pushed him lower, however. She arched up again when his lips grazed across her belly to make her muscles flutter.

“Is this what you want?” she asked and spread her legs to show the visible signs of her excitement on the silky material of the bloomers.

She pulled her feet back on the covers to make her knees rise up, so she could splay them wider. Sliding a hand between her thighs, she rubbed her fingertips on the wet material then brushed them across Gilbert’s lips. It got her what she wanted when he ducked his head down to go after more of the taste.

The sweep of his tongue rasped across her plump mound through the wet material to make her squirm and writhe in delight. Her thigh muscles began to quiver and spasm as she eagerly pushed towards the licking until a longing for more made her pull away.

“Take them down,” she urged and arched her spine to lift her ample bottom up from the covers.

Grasping fingers yanked at the waistband of her bloomers to drag them lower and she closed her legs to let the underwear be taken from her. As soon as it was, she pulled her feet back towards herself to lift her knees up, so she could splay them wide apart. It was a shameless display, but she saw the way it attracted Gilbert’s gaze.

“Is it pretty for you?” she asked and slid a hand between her thighs to brush fingertips on her slick skin.

She held her hand out, but it was knocked aside and she let out a gasping titter when Gilbert ducked down. Her buttocks clenched tightly when she felt the intimate kiss on her naked mound. She pressed her head back into the covers and it stretched out her neck when his tongue rasped across her fleshy labia.

“Yes, yes,” she encouraged through gritted teeth and grabbed his hair to pull him forward.

He resisted at first to trail the tip of his tongue along her swollen lips, but it wasn’t long before he gave in and she groaned when the wiggling touch entered her. She lifted her bottom up as she pushed towards the licking inside. It set her body alight and she tried to grind herself against Gilbert’s lips until the sound of his gasping breaths came to her when he lifted his head a little.

“Why Lord Donahue,” she exclaimed in a teasing voice when she looked down her naked body. “You treat me as if I’m nothing more than a common whore to be used sordidly.”

“Because that’s what you want,” he retorted and she watched as he licked the wetness of her arousal from his lips.

Her laugh came out in a husky rasp as she held on tightly to his hair and slid her other hand to the top of her pubic mound.

“Is that how you see me?” she went on teasing. “A mere strumpet for a lord to take in any indecent way he sees fit.”

“I’m not the one doing the chasing,” he replied. “You came to my room.”

“For your salvation,” she said.

“So, you’re doing this for me?” he taunted.

Maisie dug fingers into the soft flesh at the top of her mound to pull on it and spread her legs wider. It brought her clitoris into view to show exactly what she wanted from the man between her legs.

“We can save each other,” she said and pulled him in.

The sweep of his tongue rasping across the sensitive bud made her bite her lip to stop from crying out. Her desperation for his touch was fully on show, however, as she forced her butt up from the covers to push towards the licking. The back of her head pressed down forcefully into the covers as the pleasure ripped through her veins and she could feel herself starting to lose control as a pulsing knot clenched tightly in the pit of her belly.

She wanted more than his tongue though and knew that letting him play between her naked thighs would be reigniting his libido. It made her pull his head up and she saw his gaze come to hers.

“Let me see it,” she urged.

He dragged his hair free of her grip to throw his head back down and she shuddered when his tongue roughly entered her to lap at the velvety softness of her slick inner depths. She slid fingers down onto her clitoris as she was frantically licked out. It built the pressure between her thighs towards breaking point, but she brought his efforts to an end before he could make her orgasm.

“Let me see it,” she urged in a louder voice and scrambled out from under him, so she could get on her knees.

Gilbert did the same and she wasted no time reaching out to grab hold of his semi-erect manhood.

“Can’t control yourself around me, can you?” she taunted as she squeezed tightly around his swelling member.

“Get on your back,” she ordered when she let go.

She shoved him in the chest and felt the thrill of him doing her bidding. When he lay flat on his back, she straddled his waist and dropped down to sit on his groin. She leaned forward to slap her hands on his chest then slowly rolled her hips to press down on his erection. It let her feel the way if stiffened and she could feel the throb of his arousal against her sensitive, flushed labia.

“You want it, don’t you?” she said when she met his gaze.

When he didn’t answer, she grabbed at his hands to pull them to her breasts.

“Tell me you want it,” she said as she started to rock her hips more aggressively to force herself down onto his erect manhood.

“Yes,” he let out in a hoarse rasp and dug his fingers into her flesh.

There was no need to keep her hands over his, but she did so anyway and closed her eyes as her breasts were roughly groped. Her spine arched as the pleasure of his rugged touch made her wetter. The longing to feel him inside was finally too much of a temptation, so she rose up on her knees and reached down to take hold of his erection.

“Tell me again,” she urged as she made his stiff shaft stand up straight from his groin.

He remained silent as she lowered herself to make the tip of his erection rub between her thighs.

“Tell me,” she demanded and made the tip slide between slick folds of skin to hold it at her slick entrance.

“Yes,” he groaned. “I want it.”

The husky longing in his voice made her push down and his groan was louder than hers when the thick head of his engorged manhood entered her. Her thigh muscles rippled as the hot rush of pleasure came to life. She forced herself down on him to take every hard inch inside then slapped his hands down on his chest when she leaned forward.

He groped her even more ruggedly and she could feel her sensitive nipples rubbing against his palms as his fingers sank deeply into her flesh to maul her breasts. It sent ribbons of pleasure down between her thighs and she tried to flex her inner muscles to tighten around the hardness of his erection. Her writhing movements quickly became almost uncontrollable as she yearned for a release from the growing tension.

It made her start riding his erection while he clung on tightly to her breasts. Her mouth opened wide as she forced herself down onto him to fill the small room with the slapping sound of their naked skin coming together. Her fingernails dug into his chest muscles as she used his body for her pleasure, but she knew she couldn’t push him all the way and a shudder ripped through her when she sat down hard to hold his full length inside her.

“I cannot take the risk,” she said in a gasping voice as she slowly swiveled her hips. “Procreation is for my husband.”

“Then go to him,” Gilbert shot back and dropped his hands to her hips as she writhed around on him.

A smile flitted across Maisie’s face. It wasn’t the first time they’d played the game and she knew she’d get what she wanted.

“I just cannot risk a pregnancy,” she went on. “But you know how to avoid that.”

“Isn’t that more of sin than masturbation?”

“You know you want it,” Maisie said. “I only let you enter me to get you lubricated.”

She clenched her groin muscles tightly to squeeze around his erection and could feel the throbbing pulse of hot-blooded lust.

“Oh god,” she let out when she pulled herself up off Gilbert’s erection.

Throwing herself to the side, she got on her hands and knees then dropped her head down to press her face into the covers. It muffled the sound of her voice when she spoke.

“Take it.”

She got a hand between her thighs to circle fingertips on her sensitive, swollen lips and it brought the ache of longing.

“Please,” she begged.

Gilbert rose to his knees to get behind her and gave in to the temptation to spank her again. She took the punishment, without a word of complaint. It was her masturbating to get pleasure, but she wasn’t about to take herself all the way before she got what she wanted. A groan spilled from her lips when her hips were grabbed and she pushed back against the hardness as soon as she felt it rubbing against her naked bottom.

She got her free hand to a rounded cheek and dug her fingers in to spread her buttocks. Pushing back trapped Gilbert’s engorged manhood against her puckered skin. The shame of being so sinful welled up, but the ache for a release quickly drowned out any guilt she felt.

“Let me feel it,” she urged and pulled harder on her cheek when she moved forward a little.

It was exposing herself completely to the man behind and she could almost feel his eyes on her. She got fingers to her clitoris and her body started to shake when she rubbed the swollen bud.

“I need it,” she groaned.

Gilbert wrapped his fingers around the base of his erection and moved forward to press the tip on Maisie’s tiny, puckered hole.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned and pulled harder still to help.

He looked down to the way her tightly clenched sphincter began to stretch open under the pressure of his efforts as he forced himself onto her and it brought out the beast inside. His animal lust was made all the more potent by the sound of her mewling, whimpering groans. It made him push harder until the thick head of his erection slipped inside.

A blasphemous curse spilled from his lips when the tightness gripped around his shaft, but there was no rebuke from Maisie this time about going to hell. She simply let out more whimpers as a grip on her hips pulled her back until she was impaled on the full length of Gilbert’s erection.

“Is that what you wanted,” he growled as he jabbed his hips against her.

There was no response, so he raised a hand to smack his palm hard on the side of her hip. The stinging blow brought a gasping squeal bursting out.

“Yes,” she told him. “Yes, I want you to treat me like a whore.”

Just saying the words was enough to excite her. Her thigh muscles began to quiver as she fingered her clitoris. It was her doing the punishing now as she tormented the erect bead.

Gilbert reached forward to a touch on the pretty choker necklace which adorned her neck before trailing his fingertips down the pretty curve of her spine. He ended the touch by spanking the side of her ass again to give her the sting of pain.

“Please,” Maisie groaned, but wasn’t quite sure what she was begging for.

She was almost knocked off balance by Gilbert jabbing his hips at her again. It made her circle her fingertips more forcefully on her clitoris. She knew just how sinful she was being, but there was no stopping herself. He grabbed her hips to hold on as he worked to grind against her naked ass and she could feel the fierce, throbbing strain of his erection inside her.

The rush of intoxicating pleasure it brought felt so wrong, but she craved it with a passion and pushed back against Gilbert as she frantically rubbed her clitoris until she took herself right to the very edge.

“Now,” she cried. “Take me now.”

She pressed her face into the covers as the grip on her hips tightened. The feel of Gilbert pulling back made her shudder and his first thrust released the sexual tension in her body. She forced her face down to stifle the sound of her desperate cries as strong, rhythmic contractions made her asshole grip around the thickness of Gilbert’s erection.

He gave in to base instincts and his hammering thrusts crashed against her naked bottom as he fucked her with a wild abandon. It brought their bodies together again and again as he pounded his thick erection into the tight grip of her asshole, with the forbidden sin of it exciting him all the more.

Maisie’s cries of pleasure grew louder as her orgasm peaked in a fit of shudders that wracked her body and she pressed her face into the covers to stifle the sound of her elation. Gilbert threw himself at her harder still to take his pleasure until the hot pressure in his balls became impossible to hold in check.

His body stiffened as he thrust one last time to lock their bodies together. He clenched his buttocks to make a delicious moment stretch out until he was engulfed in the hot bliss of another climax. His erection strained inside the pulsing grasp of quivering asshole and his guttural rasp of delight came alive as the thick spurts of his seeds erupted into the tightness.

His head rocked back to look up towards the ceiling as his hips bucked hard again and again. He tightened his grip on Maisie’s hips to hold her in place when his climax finally peaked and he groaned as he felt the strength draining from his body for a second time that evening. It was only when his erection died that he pulled back and slumped down on the bed to gasp for breath.

Maisie collapsed beside him and lay in a trembling heap as her excitement slowly melted away. She eventually rolled onto her back and turned her head to look at the naked man lying beside her.

“You’re a bad man, Lord Donahue,” she said.

“That’s why you come to me,” he retorted, without looking at her.

She rolled closer to press her lips down on his then sat up to move towards the side of the bed. Dropping her feet to the floor, she got up and quickly gathered her clothes from where they’d been dropped on the floor. When she was dressed, she hid the corset under her cape then took a few seconds to brush fingers through her hair to ensure she looked presentable. It was only then that she walked towards the door.

“Will you want more salvation?” she asked when she came to a stop.

She saw Gilbert’s gaze come to her when she looked towards the bed, but he said nothing. He would be waiting when she returned. She knew that and also that he’d give her everything she wanted. Their eyes met for a brief instant before he averted his gaze.

It brought a smile to her lips, but the evening was at an end. She carefully opened the door to look out and felt the relief when she saw there was no one around in the darkness. A last glance at the bed gave her the chance to enjoy the sight of a young lord’s naked body before she let herself out of the room to go back to her life as a reverend’s wife.


The Reluctant Heiress

“Marriage…, you?”

The amused disbelief in the remark didn’t pass Jane by and she clasped her hands tighter in her lap as she resisted the impulse to squirm in the seat. There was no stopping the flush of warmth on her cheeks, however.

“I’m glad you find my predicament so entertaining,” she grumbled and tried to relax when she reached forward to pick up the cup of tea from the table in front of her.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Beatrice apologized, but the smile didn’t leave her lips. “It’s just that…”

“I understand,” Jane interjected to stop any more being said then lifted the cup to daintily take a sip of Earl Grey tea.

Marriage was the last thing she wanted or needed for that matter. She contentedly lived the life of a lady spinster and really had no intention of changing that. Well, not until she heard about the demise of her elderly relative.

“I didn’t even know you had an uncle,” Beatrice said.

“Not many people did,” Jane replied and put the cup down. “He was the black sheep of the family and most contact was broken off.”

“Except for you?”

“I felt sorry for him, especially as the years passed by and he grew older,” Jane said. “It must be a lonely existence to be so estranged from your family. I made a point of sending him greetings on his birthday and also to celebrate the festive season each year. He occasionally sent me letters and I would respond to them.”

“No one else kept in touch with the poor man?”

“I suspect my mother might have when she was alive, but I very much doubt anyone else did,” Jane answered. “In truth, I never told anyone that I corresponded with him. All the unhappiness happened when I was a child, so I wasn’t fully conversant with what took place. From the snippets of information I occasionally gleaned, harsh words were exchanged that cut too deep to heal.”

“Well, I’m sorry to hear of his passing,” Beatrice said and took a sip of her tea before going on. “However, it seems that his unfortunate end may be a blessing in disguise for you.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” Jane replied and let out a sigh.

“How long do you have?”

“I sat with the solicitor two days ago and he made the situation abundantly clear,” Jane replied. “Considering my uncle’s eventful life, shall we say, it came as a surprise that he put such a prudish demand in his last will and testament.”

“How long?” Beatrice asked again.

“The stipulation is that the marriage must be notified to the solicitor before the end of a sixty day period of mourning.”

“So, you have two months to find a husband,” Beatrice said.

Jane simply nodded her head ruefully before lifting her cup again.

“And if that requirement is not fulfilled?” Beatrice queried.

“Then my uncle’s estate and all that goes with it can be claimed by the government in the name of the crown. It will be lost to the family.”

“That’s terrible,” Beatrice sympathized. “It’s not as if the government and royal family don’t have enough already. There should be a law against them taking land and property from legitimate owners.”

“Unfortunately, the law is most firmly on their side,” Jane lamented. “The solicitor made that plainly clear. There must be a ring on my finger or I can make no claim on the estate under the terms of the will. Those are the requirements my uncle wrote into the document and there is no way around it.”

“Then you need to find someone who can help,” Beatrice exhorted.

There was no amusement in her voice now although Jane let out a stifled chuckle. The sound was devoid of any humor, however, and her voice was muted when she spoke.

“And how exactly will I arrange that in less than sixty days? The life I lead does not put me in situations where I can become acquainted with single men and, even if it did, who ever heard of a marriage being arranged in such a short time span. I fear my uncle has left me with an impossible situation.”

“If I understand things correctly,” Beatrice said. “The marriage must be legal, but that does not mean it has to be right and proper.”

Jane frowned as she looked across the table at her friend, but she said nothing in response to a comment she didn’t really understand. It was Beatrice who carried on speaking.

“You’re talking of meeting and courting someone in sixty days and I agree that is an improbable scenario. But, for a marriage to be legal in the eyes of the law all you need is that signed piece of paper.”

“And?” Jane said.

“You find someone willing to put their name on it along with yours,” Beatrice said.

“And how shall I achieve that?” Jane let out skeptically. “Should I put an advert in the local press for such a man?”

“Don’t be silly,” Beatrice chided. “What…”

“I’m not the one being silly,” Jane interrupted.

“Just listen,” Beatrice urged. “You would need to make sure that what you do is not widely known.”

“You’re not making sense,” Jane said. “What exactly are you suggesting?”

“That I could find such a man,” Beatrice said conspiratorially when she leaned forward. “However, any arrangement would need to be kept secret from all, but those who need to know.”

Jane picked up her tea to take a sip. She wasn’t sure where things were going. In truth, she wasn’t even sure she wanted to find out, but eventually put her cup down and leaned forward to listen.

“This might seem somewhat preposterous on first hearing,” Beatrice said in a quiet voice.

“I haven’t heard it and already think it’s completely preposterous,” Jane replied, but her comment was waved off before Beatrice went on speaking.

“Toby returns home later this week for a month of rest and recuperation. It is perfect timing.”

The frown deepened on Jane’s brow. Talk of her friend’s soldier son wasn’t what she expected to hear, but the sudden realization of what was being suggested dawned on her and the shock registered. The idea was a whole lot worse than preposterous…, it was truly insane.

“Are you out of your mind?” she bleated. “Matrimony with your son is completely out of the question.”

“Keep your voice down,” Beatrice said. “Didn’t I just tell you that the arrangement would need to be kept secret.”

“No, it doesn’t need to be a secret because it most definitely will not happen,” Jane retorted.

“Do you have a better idea?” Beatrice challenged and leaned further forward. “I’m not suggesting you and Toby actually become a proper married couple, but he could help you obtain what is required for a favorable outcome to the situation.”

“That would be deceitful,” Jane said.

“Would you rather the government took what is rightfully yours because you don’t have a marriage certificate?”

“Well…,” Jane muttered pensively, but didn’t go on.

That the estate would be seized from the family definitely wasn’t right although, in her mind, the suggestion being made seemed highly inappropriate.

“Think about it,” Beatrice went on. “A marriage of convenience is not such an unusual proposition, is it?”

“But Toby must have plans of his own,” Jane posited. “How would this be good for his future? And I haven’t seen him for years after his time in boarding school and now the military. I’m not sure I’d even recognize him.”

“He’s married to his job for the moment,” Beatrice replied. “And has no plans to change that in the immediate future from what he says. His intention is to go as far as he can in the army before eventually returning to civilian life.”

“But surely a time will arrive when he meets someone and wants a life and a family of his own.”

“And he will be well set up for that when it comes to pass,” Beatrice said. “If the fortune you receive from your uncle’s will is as impressive as you’ve told me then you’ll be in a position to help the man who helps you. Think of this as nothing more than a business deal that suits both parties most advantageously.”

Jane picked up her cup to take a drink of tea as thoughts tumbled through her head, but she couldn’t get them straight.

“It is not seemly,” she eventually let out in a hushed voice.

“Then find another solution which will allow you to inherit your uncle’s estate,” Beatrice replied.

Jane’s lips tightened together. They both knew that finding an actual husband in sixty days was an impossible mission and successfully convincing someone in their circle of acquaintances to become involved in a sham marriage of convenience seemed even more unlikely.

“It’s hopeless,” she said.

“No, it’s not,” Beatrice replied. “There is no need to lose out and I am convinced Toby will be prepared to help you if you help him. His army pay is decent, but you will be in a position to set him up with a fund that will secure his future when he moves on from the military.”

Jane put the cup down, but said nothing at first and it was a few moments before she spoke.

“I really don’t know if it’s such a good idea.”

“Well, Toby does not arrive until the end of the week,” Beatrice said. “There’s no need for you to make a decision right at this very minute. If you find another solution in the coming days, we’ll say no more about what we’ve discussed.”

Jane let out a slow breath and clasped her hands tightly in her lap. She nodded her head to acknowledge the comment before picking up her cup to finish her tea. Beatrice did the same and it prompted them to go for a walk in the garden, where the conversation moved on to other matters.

What had been discussed never strayed far from Jane’s thoughts, however. It was still there gnawing at the back of her mind during the carriage ride home, when the afternoon with her friend came to an end.

***

The return seemed quicker than Jane anticipated.

It really didn’t feel like four days since she’d been sitting in the small lounge enjoying afternoon tea with her friend, but the wrought-iron gates that guarded the driveway of the house opened up to let the carriage enter the grounds. When the driver brought the horses to a stop beneath the stone portico, the butler stepped up to the side of the vehicle to open the door and held out a hand.

“Thank you,” Jane said as she accepted the assistance to get down from the carriage.

“Lady Beatrice is waiting for you inside,” the butler replied. “If you come with me, I’ll take you to her.”

Jane nodded her head and followed in his footsteps when he set off. They entered the property and she expected to be taken to the lounge for tea, as was the custom for her afternoon visits. They passed the room by, however, and walked further into the building until they reached the games room. The butler knocked before entering.

“Your guest is here, Mistress Beatrice,” he said.

He stepped aside to let Jane walk past and she saw her friend was not alone. She could only assume the strapping, young man was Toby although he was a world away from the boy she remembered.

“Jane,” Beatrice said pleasantly. “Come and meet my handsome son.”

It confirmed Jane’s thinking that the man in the room was indeed Toby, but she didn’t say anything when the butler spoke again.

“Is there anything else you need, Mistress Beatrice?”

“No, that’s all,” Beatrice answered and smiled.

The butler closed the door when he left the room and Jane walked across to greet her friend with a kiss on the cheek.

“Isn’t he handsome?” Beatrice said when she slid a hand around Toby’s waist.

“You’ve certainly grown up,” Jane said, with a smile. “How many years is it since we set eyes on each other?”

“Far too many,” Toby answered. “It’s lovely to see you after all this time.”

“Come and have a drink,” Beatrice said and led the way over to a card table on which stood a tray set out with glasses and a bottle of brandy.

Beatrice picked up the bottle to pour a measure of alcohol into three glasses then picked up two of them.

“Isn’t it a little early in the day to be indulging?” Jane said, with a laugh although she took the glass held out to her.

“Having Toby here makes it a special occasion,” Beatrice replied and laughed as she picked up her glass. “That definitely calls for a drink, so cheers.”

The three of them enjoyed a taste of brandy before sitting down and it was Jane who got the conversation underway.

“So, are you glad to be back home, Toby?”

“Seeing my family is a joy,” he said. “And I can’t complain about one month off from the rigors of army life. It doesn’t happen very often, so I’ll be making the most of it.”

“How are things going with your career?” Jane asked.

“Very well,” he replied. “I recently was awarded the rank of captain and will take on those duties after my short sabbatical.”

“He’s on his way to becoming a general,” Beatrice said and reached out a hand to caress her son’s cheek.

“Now mother,” he protested gently and let out a laugh. “What have I told you about talking me up in such glowing terms?”

“You are,” Beatrice insisted. “The army is lucky to have you.”

Jane smiled as she watched the loving interaction between mother and son, but her nerves prickled when their attention came to her. It made her lift the glass to take a sip of brandy.

“And how are things with you?” Toby asked.

“I’m doing well,” Jane answered.

“Except for your problem,” Beatrice said.

Jane’s lips tightened together as her gaze flitted nervously between them. There was no need to ask what problem was being referred to, but it came as something of a surprise that the topic was brought up in the conversation so quickly after her arrival. She wasn’t sure quite how to respond although, in the end, didn’t need to.

“Mother informed me of your predicament,” Toby said. “It’s terrible that your family might lose your uncle’s estate.”

“Yes,” Jane agreed. “It is indeed unfortunate.”

“But you don’t have to,” Toby went on.

It made Jane fix her gaze firmly on her friend and their eyes met.

“He’s agreed to what we discussed,” Beatrice said.

Jane’s shoulders sagged. Her mind had been on little else since her last visit to the house although it did her no good in coming up with a sensible way of dealing with the situation. That didn’t mean she was set on agreeing to Beatrice’s suggestion. It was Toby she turned her attention to when she spoke.

“It’s really sweet of you to offer to help, but I cannot let you do this.”

“Have you found another way?” he asked.

“Well…, no,” Jane admitted.

“Then I will not let you turn me down,” Toby went on firmly. “I would not hear of you losing your uncle’s estate when there is a simple way I can help.”

“It’s not simple,” Jane protested. “You would end up a married man, with me as your legal wife. How exactly would that be good for your future?”

“Times have moved on, Lady Jane,” Toby replied. “Divorce no longer needs a private act in parliament and…”

“But it is the preserve of the wealthy,” Jane cut in.

“Well, the circumstances will leave me able to afford whatever cost is involved, will they not?” Toby pointed out.

Jane’s mouth opened, but no words came out. Toby apparently had an answer for any point she raised and she suspected that would remain the case for anything she said. That didn’t mean her reluctance melted away.

“I don’t think…”

“We have a reverend who can marry you in secret,” Beatrice interrupted. “Only he, his daughter and the three of us would know.”

“His daughter?” Jane queried.

“Two witnesses are required for the ceremony,” Beatrice explained. “I will be one, the reverend’s daughter the other. That means five people in total will know and all of us will be sworn to secrecy.”

She raised her eyebrows as a challenge when she met her friend’s gaze then lifted her glass to empty it. Picking up the bottle, she held it out.

“Time for us to celebrate your impending nuptials,” she said.

“I have agreed to no such thing,” Jane remonstrated.

“Then that makes you a nincompoop,” Beatrice replied. “It would be a travesty for you to let such an opportunity slip through your fingers. You surely would not be so stubborn as to let your uncle’s hard-earned riches fall into the hands of the government.”

Toby brought his drink to his lips and snapped his head back to down the brandy in one. He then held out the empty glass to let it be refilled by his mother.

“Here’s to a successful union,” he toasted and raised his glass in the direction of Jane.

Beatrice did the same with her glass and also held out the bottle. Jane simply looked at it. She suddenly wished she hadn’t said a word about the situation, but it was too late for that. Things were spiraling out of her control and she didn’t know what to do. Losing her uncle’s estate would indeed be a travesty, but marrying her friend’s son in secret to ensure it did not happen really did not sit well with her at all.

“Say you will,” Toby urged. “This will be good for both of us.”

“But…”

“No buts,” Beatrice interjected. “There is no other way and you know it. If you don’t take the opportunity being offered, your uncle’s fortune will be forfeited and that definitely should not happen.”

Jane closed her eyes and let out a slow breath. When she looked at her friend again, she lifted her drink and felt the burn of the brandy going down. As soon as she lowered her glass it was refilled.

“Say you will,” Toby repeated and clinked their glasses together.

It made Jane lift her drink to swallow the brandy in one and she grimaced as her throat burned. She wasn’t unused to alcohol, but drinking in the afternoon was an uncommon experience. Her glass was filled again, but she still said nothing.

She was virtually a spectator as the conversation went on to the arrangements that would need to be made for the marriage to go ahead. Her head began to swim as she continued to drink until the whole situation seemed a little dreamlike to her. When the bottle was held out to her yet again, she put her hand over the glass.

“I should freshen up,” she said and got up from the seat at the card table.

She blinked her eyes as her head spun a little, so put her hand on the table to steady herself for a second before walking away from it. When she left the games room, she made her way along to the water closet. Once inside the small room, she splashed some water on her face before relieving herself.

When she finished, she straightened her clothes then washed her hands and face properly before looking at herself in the small mirror above the vanity table. Her cheeks were flushed and she vowed to drink no more that afternoon.

“Go home,” she told her reflection.

It definitely seemed like the most sensible course of action because things were moving too fast for her in the company of Beatrice and Toby. What she needed to do was clear her head, take some time to contemplate her situation fully then come to a final decision on what she should do.

Her gaze stayed on her face for a few seconds more as she took in deep breaths to gather her wits as best she could. She then turned away from the mirror, left the water closet and returned to the games room. Her friend was standing just inside the door.

“I think it’s time for me to go,” Jane said right away.

It was a surprise when Beatrice simply nodded her head and Jane guessed she wasn’t the only one feeling the effects of the alcohol.

“Wait for me,” Beatrice said and opened the door. “I just need to quickly freshen up. I’ll see you to your carriage when I return.”

Jane opened her mouth, but the chance to say anything more was gone when her friend exited the room and closed the door. She felt the nervousness of being left alone with Toby, but didn’t want to be rude so walked over to the games table. He was on his feet before she reached it and he spoke first.

“You should not pass up this opportunity.”

“I’m not sure it’s such a good idea,” Jane replied tentatively.

Toby reached out and reactions dulled by alcohol meant he’d taken her hands before she reacted. Her eyes opened wide as she was pulled closer. It made her conscious of the way he towered over her and a lump formed in her throat that she needed to swallow hard to rid herself of.

“I want to do this for you,” he said.

“It’s sweet of you, but…”

The way his head ducked down caught her completely unawares and the kiss was on her lips before she even realized what was happening. Toby let go of her hands to slide his around her waist and she was aware of what a powerful, young man he now was when he pulled her to an embrace. It stirred emotions in a way she didn’t expect and they welled up from deep inside to make her motionless for a second or two. The unnerving moment ended when she twisted her head to break there lips apart.

“Toby, this is…”

“We can be good for each other,” he cut in and leaned in again.

“Please,” Jane implored as she turned her head.

Kisses pressed on her neck to leave her flustered in a way she hadn’t felt for years and it was more than the alcohol that made her head swim now. She struggled to pull herself out of his grasp, but he was too strong. The touch of his lips brought feelings that did not sit well with her, but she could sense the way her body reacted to them and it scared her all the more.

“Please,” she begged. “Your mother will return at any moment. She cannot…”

“This is between the two of us,” Toby said as he tightened his grip.

Jane felt the effect unbridled lust had on a man and shuddered as she became aware of the swell of Toby’s manhood against her. Her breathing grew short as she was held in the embrace, but she finally managed to drag her hips back to separate their bodies. The kisses continued to graze across the smooth skin of her neck until she got her hands to his chest to push him back.

“You have to stop this right now,” she gasped.

“I don’t want to,” Toby let out in a breathless rasp. “You have to reward me for my help.”

“I haven’t agreed to…”

“But you will,” Toby interjected. “There is no other way, you know that. Give me what I want and I will make sure you keep your uncle’s estate.”

“It’s not proper.”

“I can feel you want it,” Toby went on.

Jane pressed her hands harder against his chest as he forced himself forward. She hated how aware she was of his strapping chest muscles rippling as she tried to push against them to hold him at bay. It was more than the effort of that which weakened her though. His lips eventually grazed on her neck again to send a shiver down her spine and the knee-trembling sensation took her breath.

“I have to go,” she said and pushed harder.

Toby’s hands grasped at her waist, but he finally let go and she was able to put some distance between them when she staggered back. Their gazes came together and for a second she couldn’t break the spellbinding eye contact.

Her pulse grew stronger as she tried to gather herself, but it proved difficult to do so and it was because of more than the alcohol. She was in the presence of a man who was half her age, but she felt like the innocent one. Turning away, she walked towards the door and it opened before she got there. Seeing her friend step into the room brought a sense of relief that she was no longer alone with Toby.

“Are you two getting acquainted?” Beatrice asked.

Suddenly, Jane’s relief was laced with excruciating embarrassment, but she tried to keep her voice as normal as she could when she answered.

“Yes, but I fear a little too much brandy has gone to my head and I should take a rest.”

“I was thinking along similar lines,” Beatrice said in a laughing voice. “Would you like to lie down here?”

A glance over her shoulder showed Toby watching them.

“It’s good of you to offer,” she said when she returned her attention to Beatrice. “But the fresh air of a carriage ride will do me good and I can take a nap in my own bed when I get home.”

Beatrice nodded her head before turning her attention to her son.

“Be a dear and ask Joyce to clean up in here,” she said.

“Of course,” Toby replied.

Jane knew it would look odd if she walked out, without saying a word to him. It made her turn back, but she avoided eye contact when she spoke.

“It was lovely to meet you again.”

“I can truly say the same,” he replied. “I hope it will not be long before we are in each other’s company once more and that you will agree to the proposal, so you do not lose what is rightfully yours.”

Jane simply gave a curt nod before turning back to Beatrice. The pair of them left the games room to walk to the front entrance of the house and signaled to the carriage.

“You can’t turn this offer down,” Beatrice said as they waited. “I won’t hear of it.”

“I’ll think about it,” Jane agreed noncommittally.

It was the last words that passed between them and she stepped forward to get in the carriage when the driver opened the door for her. She stayed sitting upright and waved at Beatrice when the vehicle got moving, but she slumped down in the seat when she was out of sight of her friend.

“This is a disaster,” she muttered and closed her eyes.

***

Jane came out of a fitful slumber and felt the dryness in her mouth. It made her lick her lips in an attempt to wet them, but it wasn’t enough. The thirst made her sit up on the bed. She blinked her eyes open, but the slight throb in her temple made her close them again until the sensation dulled a little.

“Never again,” she let out under her breath as memories of the afternoon’s drinking played on her mind.

She tried to clear the thoughts away, but it proved impossible and the embarrassment returned when the image of being held in Toby’s embrace filled her head. It made her move. Sliding to the side of the bed, she dropped her feet to the floor to get up. Her robe was draped over the chair next to the bedside table. She got it to put on then walked over to the occasional table in the corner of the room.

The jug on it was full, so she picked it up to pour some water into the glass and greedily drank it down to quench her thirst. It still wasn’t enough. She poured some more then walked back across the room to sit on the edge of the bed and sipped at the water.

She was still doing this when the faint sound of a tinkling clink came to her. It made her cock her ear to listen. She’d all but convinced herself it was her imagination playing tricks when the sound came to her again.

“What on earth,” she muttered and got up.

She held her breath as she walked around the room and only realized what the sound was when it came to her a third time. Moving to the patio doors that opened out onto the small balcony, she eased the large drapes aside and was looking out into the darkness when another shower of small gravel clinked against the window panes.

The shock of it almost made her drop the glass as she flinched, but she managed to hold on. Her nerves were suddenly frayed and she hesitated for a few seconds before putting down her drink on the floor, so she could unlock the door to step out onto the balcony. Moving to the edge, she looked down and saw the figure standing in the garden below. She knew who it was right away and the fear of being heard by her staff made her keep her voice low.

“What are you doing here?”

“Can I come up,” Toby called back.

Jane gritted her teeth and her agitation grew, but she still kept the sound of her voice down.

“Are you out of your mind? Go home. How did you even get in the garden?”

“Please, let me come up,” Toby exhorted.

Jane closed her eyes for a second. The situation was on the verge of spinning out of all control. If Toby raised his voice any louder, someone in the household might hear and the last thing she wanted was for a scene to develop. Her staff were loyal, but that didn’t mean one of them wouldn’t have loose lips and she didn’t want to have scandalous rumors circulating about young men visiting her home in the dead of night.

She rubbed a hand on her forehead when she opened her eyes to look down. Toby was already grabbing hold of the trellis that supported the ivy growing up the side of the house. She wasn’t even sure if the wooden strips affixed to the wall would hold his weight, but they were both about to find out.

“Come up to the balcony,” she told him and backed away from the waist-high wall surrounding it, so she could close the door.

She stayed where she was to watch and eventually saw hands grasping at the top of the wall. Toby easily hauled himself up onto the balcony.

“What are you doing?” Jane hissed when she stepped forward. “You can’t be here like this. It’s not...”

“Couldn’t stop thinking about it,” Toby interrupted.

Jane didn’t need to ask for an explanation. She understood exactly what he was talking about and it put a scowl on her face when she spoke.

“We drank a little too much, that’s all it was. A mistake. We can put it behind us and never mention…”

“I can’t,” Toby cut in. “It’s all I can think about. We can help each other.”

“No,” Jane protested and moved back as he stepped forward.

“We can,” Toby insisted.

Jane found herself backed against the door and cursed herself silently for closing it. All she could do was lift her hands to press them on Toby’s chest to fend him off, but she could feel the power in his rippling muscles as he pushed forward.

“Please,” she implored. “This is not becoming of a lady or a gentleman.”

“Then don’t be a lady,” Toby said as he leaned forward. “I could feel you wanted it in the games room earlier. I can feel you want it now.”

“No, no, it’s not true,” Jane exclaimed as she pushed harder against his powerful torso, but her efforts were futile.

Her head knocked against the glass as she tried to avoid kisses that pressed on her neck to set her heartbeat racing. It brought alive feelings from deep inside she’d long suppressed, with the touch of a virile, young man’s lips making them well up.

“Please,” she begged, but felt her resolve wilting in the face of a determined effort and her voice grew desperate. “You are the son of my friend and half my age. I cannot…”

“You’re beautiful,” Toby said as he brought his strength to bear, so he could press his body against her soft curves.

Her head lolled around as he grazed his lips on her neck. He brought his hands to her robe in an attempt to shove it from her shoulders and she tried to grab hold of his wrists to stop him. It allowed his body to crush more forcefully against hers and she could feel the rush of primal excitement stiffening his manhood.

“We can help each other,” he whispered when he nuzzled his lips against her ear. “Say you will.”

Jane close her eyes as she pressed her head back more firmly against the door behind, but she was trapped in place. She wanted to shout no, but her body betrayed her in ways she hadn’t experienced in such a long time. Her legs weakened, heat blossomed in her most intimate spot and her mind fixed on the swell of a man’s erection coming to life against her belly. It left her in turmoil and she did no more than let out a muffled whimper when Toby’s lips found hers.

Her body felt limp when their lips parted and she took in heavy breaths as she stared in dark eyes filled with lust. It was impossible to look away, but she was aware of his hand sliding down towards her hip. She only realized why when he grabbed the handle to turn it. They stumbled into the room when the door opened and it was closed again instantly.

“Say you will,” Toby repeated before pulling her to another tight embrace.

She turned her face away from him, but his fingers tangled in her long, dark hair to make her tilt her head back and his lips bore down on hers. The way their bodies crushed together stirred deep emotions and she started to find herself a slave to desires being rekindled by the lust of a young man.

“Please,” she let out in a despairing voice when the kiss ended, but her hair being tugged harder made her entreaties weaker as the breath caught in her throat. “You cannot make me do this.”

“I’m not making you do anything,” Toby replied and nuzzled his lips against the crook of her neck.

Jane’s breathing grew heavier still and she closed her eyes tightly. The feelings taking hold scared her. She forced her hands in between their torsos, but her efforts to push him away were weak as her body responded to the attention being so seductively lavished on it. Toby got his hands to her shoulders again and this time she didn’t try to stop her robe being pushed from them.

It left only the lacy, white strap of her corset top covering her clavicle, but it was brushed aside by fingers and the touch on her naked skin sent quivering tremors through her body. Kisses played on her exposed collarbone to make her head rock back.

“Please,” she implored again, but it didn’t stop the kisses.

They slid back and forth along her shoulder to leave her gasping for breath. She got hands to the hair at the back of Toby’s head, but it took some effort to pull him off. The second she did, his hands grasped at the belt around her midriff to loosen it. He then grabbed the robe to pull it down.

Jane tried to escape his clutches, but her struggles only helped him pull the robe from her. It meant she ended up standing in her pristine white corset top and bloomers. She grabbed at the strap to pull it back in place on her shoulder when she took another step back.

“Beautiful,” Toby said as his gaze roamed over her outfit.

It was too much for Jane. She got a hand across her midriff as she moved back and her gaze dropped to the floor.

“This is not right,” she protested. “You are taking advantage.”

Toby said nothing as he took off his coat and dropped it on the floor. The movement made Jane look and she saw the rigid outline of his manhood showing through the tight, riding britches he wore. She averted her gaze immediately and it didn’t go unnoticed.

“We can take advantage of each other,” Toby said when he stepped forward.

It unnerved Jane and she shook her head when she staggered back. Her hand was grabbed before she could yank it away, but she wasn’t pulled forward. Lifting her gaze made their eyes meet and she felt the resolve to resist his advances melting away.

“I am a spinster,” she said. “Men do not feature in my life other than my friend’s husbands.”

“Then let me be the one who shows you what you’ve been missing,” Toby urged. “We’re perfect for each other.”

“You’re my friend’s son,” Jane let out in a wretched voice. “I cannot…”

“This is between us,” Toby interrupted. “I promise no one else will ever know.”

Jane tried to pull her hand free of his grip, but it was useless. He was too strong. His other arm slipped around her waist when he stepped closer. A hard tug brought their bodies together and her struggles only seemed to excite him. She could feel the throbbing pulse of his erect member against her belly and feelings she couldn’t keep suppressed flooded to the surface.

It didn’t stop her trying to break free from the embrace, but she couldn’t escape. A kiss found her lips to take her breath even more and she was backed up until her legs knocked against the side of the bed. Their eyes met when the embrace ended and she looked down to his hands playing on the ends of the bow that held her corset top closed at the bust.

She got her hands over his, but there was no pulling them away. The bow being loosened let the sides of the material fall apart to put more than a hint of her cleavage on show. Toby bent down and there was no escape. Her legs were trapped against the side of the bed and all she could do was grab at his hair when his lips grazed across the pale skin of her chest.

“This is not right,” she gasped, but the touch brought shudders to her body that made her knees threaten to buckle.

She pulled harder at his hair, but he was not to be denied what he hungered for. His lips caressed on the top of her bust and she bit her lip to hold in a cry she feared might be heard. Ribbons of pleasure ignited to slide down between her thighs and she felt the moist heat of arousal coming alive like it had not in as long as she could remember.

“Toby, you cannot,” she whined, but her voice was feeble and she stopped pulling on his hair.

She shuddered when he straightened up and his lips were on hers in an instant. When the kiss ended, his mouth slid to her ear.

“Please let me see more,” he whispered.

“It is not becoming of a lady,” Jane replied, but knew what he was going to say.

“Then don’t be a lady in your bedchamber,” he replied when he pulled back.

A gasping squeal burst from her lips when he shoved her shoulder to make her sit down. It put her face level with his crotch and there was no missing the thick, rigid outline of his fully erect manhood. She threw herself back on the bed and tried to scramble all the way onto it.

Toby followed to straddle her waist and she struggled against the grip on her wrists that pinned them down to the covers. She puffed at the strands of dark hair that spilled across her face to blow them aside and looked up at him.

“I’m old enough to be your mother,” she said.

“But you’re not,” he shot back. “An older woman has experience.”

“I’m a spinster,” Jane said.

“You’re not innocent though,” Toby said. “And neither am I now. There is nothing stopping this. Nothing at all.”

“What if I say I don’t want it?”

“Are you going to?” Toby shot back.

Jane’s lips clamped together. She knew she should tell him to get out of her bedchamber, but her hesitation cost her the chance. His grip tightened on her hands to keep them pinned down and his lips crushed onto hers. She could sense that the situation threatened to blow up her world, but the idea she should put a stop to it was drowned in a flood of churning emotions that left her disorientated.

Heavy breaths when the kiss ended made her chest heave and she was aware of Toby’s gaze sliding to her cleavage. His grip on her hands was released when he straightened up to sit straddling her waist, but she made no effort to struggle out from under him. He took hold of one side of the bow he’d untied and rolled the end of it in his fingertips.

“I’ve learned a lot of things in the army,” he said.

“They didn’t teach you how to treat a lady,” Jane replied as she watched the way his fingers played with the strip of lacy material that stretched out from her corset.

“Well, I know how to please one,” he retorted and a smile played on his lips.

Jane held her breath when he released the end of the bow to let it drop back down on her chest. He didn’t make any attempt to take her clothes off though. Instead, he began to loosen the buttons of his shirt. She wanted to look away, but found herself unable to do so as strapping, honed muscles were slowly revealed.

His muscular torso was put fully on show when he dragged the shirt off and tossed it aside. He dropped down to all fours, so his face was right over hers and she didn’t turn away from the soft kiss that brushed on her lips.

“You know this will end in scandal for me and for you,” she said.

“It will be worth it,” Toby replied.

His gentleness was gone in an instant when he rose up to his knees and grabbed at her hip to flip her onto her belly. She took hold of the covers when his weight came down on the back of her thighs and there was nothing she could do to stop the laces of her corset top being undone.

It allowed the sides of the white garment to be pulled aside to reveal her naked back and she shoved her face down in the covers when her dark hair was swept aside to expose the nape of her neck. The touch of lips on it sent a tingling shiver down her spine.

Her back arched as soft kisses trailed lower and it was only when she felt fingers slip under the waistband of her bloomers that she reacted. Trying to keep her bottom covered proved fruitless and she felt the shame of a lick trailing down her lower spine to slide into the crease of her plump derriere.

“I have never,” she gasped when she turned her head on its side.

“Then let me teach you,” Toby urged.

Jane struggled when his fingers sank into the soft flesh of her behind. She tried to reach back to knock his hands away, but he was suddenly a man possessed. His tongue slid into the crease of her ass again although this time she was completely exposed and she felt the forbidden pleasure of a touch she’d never experienced.

Shame burned on her cheeks as licks swept relentlessly across her tight hole. It felt so utterly degrading to let herself be used in such an immoral way, but the pleasure was undeniable. She couldn’t pretend otherwise and squirmed around in a hot sweat as Toby’s tongue explored.

“Are you going to pretend you are shocked?” he taunted when he lifted his head.

Jane said nothing. She pressed her face down harder into the covers to muffle the sound of a whimper when he rasped a rough lick across her clenched sphincter again before slowly rimming the tip of his tongue around it. That she liked the feeling felt mortifying, but there was no escaping it. Toby’s weight bore down on her to keep her trapped on the bed.

A tremor rippled through her when the touch ended. She wanted to turn her head to get a proper breath, but couldn’t bring herself to do it and kept her face buried in the covers. It was only when she felt the touch of the hardness pressing down against her naked bum that she realized Toby had undone his britches to expose himself.

She struggled furiously, but it only made the hardness of his manhood slip between her cheeks and she could feel the throb of his lust against her puckered skin. His lips pressed against her ear and she could hear the excitement in his breathing as he forced his hips down to grind harder against her.

When he took hold of her hair, she tried to resist. There was no stopping her head being twisted around and a kiss crushed on her lips to leave her a hot mess of seething emotions. She pressed her face back down in the covers when their lips parted and heard the whispered words when lips nuzzled against her ear.

“Are you going to give me it?”

The way Toby thrust his hips down to force his groin against her bottom left her in no doubt what he was talking about.

“No, please, it is indecent.”

“You liked my tongue,” he said.

“I’m not a whore to be used in such a degrading manner,” she bleated.

“There’s nothing wrong with that,” Toby went on. “You don’t need to be a lady in your bedchamber with me.”

“Please, do not treat me in such a beastly manner,” she begged.

“Then you’ll have to give me something else,” he said.

Jane felt the relief of his weight lifting from her body, but only for a second. A hand grabbed at her hip to turn her over and the corset top was pulled from her when she lay on her back. She wrapped an arm across her chest to cover her breasts and grabbed at her underwear in an attempt to pull it up.

Her hand was grabbed before she could cover herself properly with her bloomers and she fought against the tug when she realized Toby’s intent. There was no stopping her fingers being wrapped around his rigidly erect member, however, and she let out a despairing groan. Her hand was held in place to stop her letting go and she could feel the throbbing pulse of hot-blooded lust.

“Does it bring back memories?” he teased her.

“You’re disgraceful,” Jane whined, but the iron-rod stiffness of his erection made her pulse race faster and she didn’t resist her fingers being squeezed tighter around it.

When he pulled his hand away, she didn’t let go instantly. It was only when she was aware of his gaze on her face that she released her grip on his manhood.

“You should have a closer look,” he taunted.

He moved from over her and grabbed her hand to pull her to the side of the bed, where he got to his feet. It was only when she was sitting up that he let go, so he could shove his britches down to kick them and his footwear off. When he straightened up, he stood proudly naked. His erection jutted out from his crotch and it gave Jane her first real look at it. Her hand was grabbed and she didn’t fight against the grip as she was made to take hold again.

“Is this how you treat women?” she asked.

“Yes, if I’m sure they want me to treat them in such a way,” he replied.

The flush of heat erupted on Jane’s face. His comment made her try to pull her hand away, but it was held in place and her resolve to let go faded when she felt the throbbing pulse again. A shiver rippled through her and grew stronger when Toby reached out with his free hand to grope her breasts.

He made her stroke her fingers along his erect length and his muscles clenched as he shoved his hips forward. The sound of his excited breathing grew louder when he pushed her fingers right down to the base of his manhood, so they pressed against his testicles. It made his erection strain as it jutted out from his groin.

“Oh god that feels good,” he groaned. “But give me more.”

Jane only realized what he meant when his free hand moved up to the back of her head. Suddenly, she was resisting although he was too powerful. It pulled her forward until her lips pressed against the very tip of his erection.

“Don’t deny me this,” he encouraged in a breathless rasp.

His legs trembled as he kept her lips pressed on the sensitive tip of his erect manhood. Jane could feel the pulsating throb growing fiercer as she was made to keep her fingers gripped around the base. She was in unfamiliar territory.

While the men she’d courted in her younger years never asked for her hand in marriage, she had been intimate with a couple of them. They’d never treated her in such a shameful manner, however. This was no genteel encounter. She was in the hands of a handsome, young military man who was taking what he wanted from her and she was letting him.

He held his grip on the back of her head, while easing his hips forward and it spread her lips apart to let the swollen, bulbous helmet of his manhood slip between them. Her eyes opened wide as she looked up. There was no mistaking the lust showing on Toby’s face. He was in the grip of base emotions that controlled his actions and she knew he wasn’t going to stop.

The tip of his erection rubbed against the wet, velvety soft skin of her inner cheek and it stoked his desires. He held her hand tightly around the base of his erection when he began to thrust and her gulping attempts to get a breath only filled her mouth with spit. The sound of Toby’s elation was there to hear as he jabbed his hips forward harder to use her mouth and she hated that his excitement infected her.

She tried to slide her hand higher on his shaft, so less could drive into her mouth. She wasn’t allowed to though. Toby’s legs weakened as the pleasure of soft lips grazing along his erection brought out an inner beast and it made him want more.

He pulled back and dragged Jane down from the bed when he dropped to her knees. Her head was knocked back by a kiss, but it ended in seconds and hands grasped at her arms to make her turn. When she was facing the bed, she was bent down across it. She tried to grab her bloomers to stop them being dragged down, but it was useless.

Her bottom was exposed and she was trapped in place against the side of the bed when Toby shoved his groin against her bum. His humping thrusts made his erection slip between her rounded cheeks and shudders wracked her body. She put a hand back to press it on his belly, but there was no holding him at bay.

When he finally did move back, he grabbed hold of his erection to slide it between her thighs and she let out a whimpering gasp when she felt the hardness rubbing against the swollen sensitivity of her labia. It brought an excitement welling up that she couldn’t contain and the shame burned on her cheeks when he shifted position slightly to enter her.

The wetness of her arousal eased the penetration until she was pinned to the side of the bed again. She could feel the jerking twitches of his throbbing member inside her now and forced her face into the covers. She expected to be ravaged, but it was gentleness she got when he leaned forward to press kisses on the nape of her neck.

It left her motionless as his lips grazed across her skin to send hot tremors trickling down her spine. They came one after the other in quick succession to leave her limbs weak and she groaned when Toby straightened up.

The expectation of being ravaged didn’t come to pass yet again. He pulled out of her and forced her to stand, so he could take the bloomers from her completely. It left them both naked and she gave in when he made her get on the bed. He was over her on all fours  immediately. Her hand was grabbed to pull it to his manhood and she found herself holding on tightly when his lips came down on hers.

She let go of his erection when his kisses slid lower on her body. He grabbed her breasts to squeeze them together and waited until she lifted her head to watch before flickering the tip of his tongue on one nipple then the other. It set her pulse hammering and it wasn’t long before the straining muscles of her neck gave out.

Her head slumped to the covers just as lips wrapped around a pert, pink bud and her back arched up when she felt the ferocious sucking. She grabbed at his head, but only to hold on as the swell of stiffness turned her nipple rigidly erect. The same treatment was given to the other one and each touch thereafter sent hot waves of pleasure down between her thighs.

She could feel the slick wetness on her skin when she squeezed her legs tightly together, but knew they were about to be forced apart when the kisses on her body slid across her belly. It was the last vestiges of instinct that made her resist her knees being parted, but her decorum was long gone.

She gave in as the power of a young, muscular soldier came to bear and she heard his growl of excitement when she was exposed to him. Sex with her other lovers had been basic, perfunctory. What Toby was giving her was well beyond that. He seemed consumed by animal lust for her body and she let him spread her legs wider still, so he could drop between them on his belly.

The kiss on her vulva set her pulse racing faster still and she squirmed around as his tongue explored slick folds of skin. Her back arched tighter still when his hands came between her thighs, with his thumbs sinking into her flesh to open her up.

She pushed a hand against his head and squirmed when she felt more kisses. The taste of her arousal seemed to bring out the beast inside him all the more and she squeezed her thighs around his head as it burrowed forward. Rasping licks swept across the slick, inner skin of her vagina as he pulled harder to open her wider and she bit hard on her bottom lip to hold in cries that threatened to burst out.

The ravaging she expected was coming in a way she never foresaw, with the roiling touch of his tongue slipping inside to lap at the velvety softness of her slick depths. Her mouth opened wide as she tried to grind herself against his lips. It was pure instinct and felt like her body was acting of its own volition to get pleasure.

Her hips began to judder as her first experience of oral sex showed her just how good it could be. Toby’s tongue slithered around inside her and he eventually got his hands on her inner thighs to force them apart. He took in breaths when he lifted his head, but it didn’t stay up long.

Jane felt the quivering tightness in her muscles when his tongue played on her skin again. This time it lapped at soft folds of skin to make her whimper and she knew what was coming when his fingers dug roughly into her flesh. Her hand pressed on his head again, but she didn’t want him to stop. The lick on her clitoris sent a shock wave through her body and she started to writhe.

“Please, please,” she gasped, but didn’t know what she was pleading for.

Her body was a plaything, with the rugged lapping of Toby’s tongue on her clitoris making her buttocks clench. She tried to lift her head, but there was no doing it. Fingers rubbed on her flushed labia to make her gasp.

“Please,” she groaned again, but her body responded

The tightening of her muscles made her bottom lift up. Fingers played on her slick opening and she was a slave to the desires of a red-blooded soldier inflamed by lust. His head pushed forward as he licked harder and she felt the swell of sexual arousal when his fingers began to stroke into her. Her body stretched out and she grabbed hold of the covers as the tingle of pressure between her thighs grew stronger.

Toby’s fingers probed deep to drive her wild, but it was the unrelenting torment of his tongue on her clitoris that took her over the edge. The clenching of her muscles peaked, with the exquisite sensation lasting a mere second before she lost control of her body like never before.

A cry came out before she could stop it and she sank her teeth into her bottom lip to choke off any more. Toby slid his stiff fingers knuckle-deep to let her writhe around on them, while he pressed his tongue on her clitoris. The throbbing pulse in the swollen bud took her breath and it felt like she was losing her mind as her body was engulfed in hot pleasure.

Her hips rose up in the last throes of passion and her body stretched out again to bring intense feelings that made her inner muscles spasm around the stiff penetration plunged deep inside. Relaxation finally came to make her slump down in a heap and she shuddered as fingers pulled out.

Toby was over her limp body in a second and she couldn’t avoid the sticky kiss that pressed on her lips. His muscular frame came down on her as he dropped in between her spread thighs and she felt the hardness of his manhood rub on her inner thigh. She was his to take.

Their eyes met when he lifted his head and pushed himself up on straightened arms. It allowed him to maneuver himself into position, so the thick head of his erection was nudging against her swollen labia. Her mouth gaped when she felt the way the hardness spread her open to slip inside.

The feeling made Toby shudder and he kept himself raised up on straight arms until his jabbing thrust crashed his body between her thighs. She could feel every hard inch of him inside her when he dropped down to pin her to the bed. His lips played on the sensitive skin of her neck to make her head roll around.

“Does it feel good?” he growled.

Jane closed her eyes and didn’t answer. His hips pulled back and he thrust hard to drive his erection deep again.

“Does it feel good, Lady Jane,” he repeated in a hoarse rasp.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned.

She could feel the pulsing throb of hard flesh deep inside and it stayed buried all the way in her vagina to keep their bodies locked together as he nuzzled his lips against her neck. It wasn’t long before he pushed himself up and began to pump his hips.

His movements were slow at first as he stared down at her, but she could see on his face the growing excitement and his efforts became ever more vigorous. He was being driven by animal lust and it made him slam his body between her thighs to drive his erection deep over and over again. It didn’t bring him to a finish though and she realized why when he pulled out.

Grabbing her hips, he rolled her onto her belly. Her limbs felt weak and she didn’t make any effort to resist when he pulled her bottom up in the air. All she could do was bury her face in the covers as he got in position on his knees behind her.

“You’re treating me as nothing more than a common whore,” she gasped when she turned her head on its side. “Is this what soldiering has taught you?”

“I’m showing you how good our union will be,” he replied and grabbed her hips to pull her back towards him.

She could feel the slipperiness of her arousal on his manhood when it pressed in between her buttocks, so he could hump against her. It wasn’t long before he moved back and she let out a gasping squeal when his hand clapped on her naked bottom. She felt his erection slip between her thighs and it came with another spank.

“Now be a dutiful wife and give your husband what he wants,” Toby urged.

Jane let out a groan, but gave in to the demand. She slid a hand back between her thighs to take hold of his erection and guided the tip to her slick opening. A hard thrust made her let go as she was impaled on his erection again.

There was no slow build up this time. Toby was consumed by primal instincts and gave in to them. His hammering thrusts slapped forcefully against Jane’s bottom as he took his pleasure from her naked body and his fingers sank deeper into her flesh, so he could drag himself forward onto her in a quickening rhythm.

She was sure he would go all the way quickly as he ravaged her, but it was clear he wanted to make things last when he stopped himself almost at the edge of losing control. His hands slid around her body to grab hold of her breasts, so he could grope them. She pushed back against him and buried her face in the covers as the rippling spasms of her inner muscles pulsed around his erect manhood.

Nothing was said. Nothing needed to be. They were both caught in the moment as Toby flexed his groin muscles to make his erection strain inside her. He pressed his lips down on her back as he worked his fingers on her stiff nipples. When he pulled his hands away from her breasts, he straightened up to ravage her fatigued body again.

She gasped when his fingers tangled in her hair to pull her head up. It stretched out her neck and she let out whimpering groans as his body hammered against hers. The sound of their naked skin slapping together seemed to spur him on and there was no stopping this time. He could feel the pressure in his testicles as they clenched up tightly and a rush of adrenaline-laced arousal flooded his veins to give him strength.

The loud, smacking sound of his last thrust seemed to surround them and she could feel the quiver of his erection as he held it deep inside her. The tension was palpable as the moment stretched out until a groan of pleasure burst from Toby’s mouth.

His hips bucked hard to slap against her and she was all too aware of the hot spurt of his seed that exploded inside her. The grip on her hair was released to let her throw her head down and she shuddered when his hands latched onto her hips to hold her tightly in place while the pulsating contractions of his muscles brought out more shooting bursts of cum.

She felt the tension return to his body in the last seconds of his strong release and his fingers dug almost painfully into the soft flesh of her hips as his excitement peaked. The quiver of his muscular frame was gone in seconds and he let out a gasp as he slumped forward.

His weight coming down on her was too much and she collapsed to the covers, with his erection still buried inside her vagina. She closed her eyes as they lay in the afterglow and there was silence until the power faded from his manhood. When it slipped out, he rolled to the side and lay beside her.

“I think I’m going to enjoy being married to you, Lady Jane,” he said.

She didn’t respond, but turned her head to stare at his brawny chest and knew that she would take up the offer. Having his name on the marriage certificate would ensure her uncle’s estate stayed in her family, but it was going to cost her more than money. He’d return to her bedchamber and she knew she’d give in to his advances every time he did.


Lady Sarah’s Sinful Seduction

The click of the wardrobe door closing resonated through the bedchamber. It was quiet, but stirred Sarah out of her slumber and the sight that greeted her when she eased the sleeping mask up wasn’t what she expected.

“You’re dressed,” she said in a drowsy voice as she blinked her eyes against the early morning light.

Her husband looked towards where she lay on the bed and she caught a brief glimpse of his displeasure at being discovered before he changed his expression to a smile.

“Yes,” Thomas said to confirm the obvious and turned his attention back to the mirror on the door of the wardrobe. “I, ah…, agreed to meet up with Bernard and some others for the day.”

A frown creased Sarah’s brow as she tried to shake off the drowsiness, so she could get her thoughts clear. At the same time, she rose to a sitting position in the bed and her eyes never left the way Thomas adjusted his bow-tie to get it as he wanted.

“You weren’t going to tell me,” she said and couldn’t keep the slightly accusatory tone from her voice.

“Oh, I didn’t want to disturb you,” he replied and dropped his hands down by his sides as he took a step back to check his appearance.

Sarah knew it was a lie. The dismissive manner in which the words were spoken were all the evidence she needed that her husband wasn’t being completely truthful. He’d obviously intended to leave the bedchamber without awakening her. It annoyed her all the more and her lips tightened together in a scowl, but she softened her expression before speaking again.

“It’s the weekend. You promised we’d spend time together.”

“This came up unexpectedly,” he replied.

“What came up?” Sarah asked.

His sigh of annoyance was quiet, but there was no missing it. Her lips tightened together again and this time she kept the unhappy expression on her face when her husband turned around to look in her direction.

“There’s an opportunity to acquire some business from a financial institution in London,” he told her. “Bernard invited the chairman to his home for the weekend for discussions and asked if I and some others could attend. He wants to put on a good show for the chap and make sure we have an agreement that our organizations can work together before the weekend is over.”

“Will Elizabeth be there?” Sarah asked.

The momentary pause of her husband was telling. It gave him a few seconds to think before he gave an answer about Bernard’s wife.

“No, as far as I understand it she’s planning to visit her parents this weekend. There will be no wives in attendance.”

His gaze dropped and he turned back to the mirror. They were further signs that he probably wasn’t being entirely honest, as was the fact he’d tried to leave the house without telling her he was going. It was an indication he’d tried to avoid the conversation they were now having.

Sarah wanted to confront him to find out what his day would really be about, but it would only lead to another argument and that really wasn’t how she wanted to start her weekend. There had been a few too many squabbles in recent times and they were becoming all the more acrimonious. She decided not to question him about what he was doing, but whether he was really needed.

“Can’t they do without you?”

“No,” he replied without looking. “Bernard insisted I be there.”

He moved to get his jacket from the chair over which it was draped, so he could put it on then walked across to the side of the bed.

“I’ll be back this evening,” he said.

“What time?”

“I’m not sure,” he answered.

Sarah let out a frustrated sigh. While their union had been arranged as one of convenience to unite their two families, there had been genuine affection between them at the outset of their married life. Those days seemed a distant memory though. At least, they did to Sarah.

“You’re more interested in work than me these days,” she muttered sullenly.

“No, no,” Thomas replied. “I’m doing this for us…, for you.”

He sat down on the side of the bed and reached out to settle his hand on her leg. She could feel his touch through the sheets and the quivering flutter of her muscles brought the blossoming of heat between her thighs. A simple caress in the right place always did have the effect of arousing her. It definitely wasn’t what her husband intended at that moment. She was certain of that, but it brought a thought to mind and she decided to see if she could entice him to stay home.

“If you want to do something for me,” she said and let the comment hang between them.

The sweet smile on her face belied the naughtiness of her actions when she lifted a hand, so she could brush the strap of her nightdress from her shoulder. It allowed her to ease the material down the pale, smooth skin on her upper chest until it exposed a hint of the dark pink areola which surrounded her nipple. She was making it abundantly clear what she’d meant by her comment, but it didn’t get her what she wanted.

“Don’t be silly, dear,” Thomas said and pulled his hand away from her leg as he stood up. “I have to go.”

The offhand manner in which her attempts at a seduction were rejected cut deep, but she held her tongue. The words she wanted to yell would definitely spark an argument, which wouldn’t make her feel any better. She knew that and simply watched Thomas head for the door of the bedchamber. When he got to it, he turned to look back at her.

“I’ll be taking Estelle and Geoffrey with me,” he said. “Bernard asked if I could bring some of our staff to help look after his esteemed guest.”

“Fine,” she muttered.

Losing the cook and butler for the day wasn’t exactly ideal, but she couldn’t find it in her to debate the point. She still wasn’t sure that her husband was being forthright with her about his reasons for leaving for the day, but he seemed in no mood to discuss the matter any further when he spoke again

“I asked Estelle to make something for your breakfast and lunch. Mary will still be here, so she…”

“Yes, yes,” Sarah cut in to stop him. “Your friends will be waiting for you.”

She experienced a twinge of guilt at her disparaging words, but the emotion disappeared in an instant when she looked at her husband. He seemed completely untroubled by her frustrations. It felt like his neglect of her was complete when he walked out of the room, without saying another word.

Letting herself slide back down to a lying position in the bed, she pulled the covers over her head and fumed. It was a short while before she heard the sound of the carriage on the gravel driveway. She threw the sheets back, so she could lift her head to look towards the window. The drapes were still closed, with the impulse to get up and open them making her twitchy.

“It’s not like he’s bothered about you,” she finally muttered. “So don’t bother about him.”

The words ended with her banging her head back down on the pillows and pulling the covers over her face again.

***

Sarah wasn’t sure exactly how long she’d remained in bed when she was disturbed. The sound came from outside and made her look towards the window.

“Who on earth?” she let out under her breath as she cocked her ear.

There was definitely cheerful whistling coming from the front of the property. It piqued her interest and this time she did get up to move across the room. Taking hold of the drapes, she pulled them open to get a view outside. At first, she couldn’t see the person making the noise although he finally came into view.

“Robert,” she let out under her breath as she watched him go about his work.

The garden of their home wasn’t large enough for them to employ someone to look after it on a full-time basis They did, however, have a workman visit twice a week to maintain the greenery and keep it looking its best. Until recently that had been an elderly gent from the nearby village. Ailing health meant the work had eventually become too much for him and it fell to Thomas to find a replacement.

Sarah had been introduced to the young man briefly when he was first hired. It was purely a courtesy to let her know he’d be working around the place occasionally, but she’d been on the way out to meet friends at the time and she’d welcomed him in a hurry. He’d been back to the house a few times since although working in the garden meant he largely kept out of the way to get on with the work unsupervised and she hadn’t paid him much attention.

For the first time, she did so and in a manner she knew was unbecoming of a married lady because it wasn’t his gardening skills she focused on. Although she’d just heard him, it seemed clear he’d been working for a while. The sweat of effort showed on his skin and there was a lot of that on show. That he was stripped to the waist came as a surprise, but Sarah wasn’t complaining. His burly, muscled torso was a majestic sight and she didn’t take her eyes from it as he moved around the flower beds at the bottom of the garden.

She settled a hand on the top of her leg as she watched and it brought a memory of her husband doing the same thing earlier that morning while she lay in bed. Thoughts of Thomas sparked guilt, but there was no clearing increasingly illicit thoughts from her head as she stared at the gardener.

“You should be ashamed of yourself,” she let out under her breath, but still didn’t make any effort to walk away from the window.

It was her own touch on the top of her leg making her muscles flutter now, but the blossoming of heat between her thighs was as much to do with the fantasies that began to plague her mind. They made her pull her hand away from her leg. Touching a palm to her face let her feel the warmth of her embarrassment and she knew her skin would be stained red.

That didn’t stop fantasies about a younger man. Her imagination began to run wild as she stared out of the window and it made her squeeze her legs tightly together. Thomas’s work for the bank had kept him busier than ever in recent times. At least, that’s what he told her for his absences and she could barely recall the last time they’d been intimate. It frustrated her and the thought of how she’d come to relieve her urges when she couldn’t rid herself of them flitted through her mind.

“You cannot,” she told herself.

The impulse to give in only grew stronger as she stood watching Robert’s strapping physique. Remonstrating with herself to be sensible only lasted so long before she finally caved in to the urges. The aching heat of arousal intensified as fantasies of a tryst with the handsome, young gardener filled her thoughts and she muttered an unladylike curse under her breath when she stepped away from the window.

There was little chance she’d be disturbed, with only Mary in the house. She wasn’t about to take the chance it might happen though. Moving across to the door, she turned the key in the lock then walked across to the wardrobe. She caught sight of herself in the mirror, but avoided her gaze and quickly opened the door.

Dropping to her knees, she moved the boxes at the front out of the way to get to those stored away at the back. A smile flitted across her lips when she reached for the small, wooden display case to bring it out. Not that it was actually hers and she’d been shocked to see what was inside when Thomas showed it to her.

He’d explained that it had been a lewd gift he’d been given by one of his more ribald friends as a joke. That rang true. Sarah was no innocent when she married and knew what men could be like. Her husband revealing what he’d been given still left her a little stunned. His reasoning that he didn’t want her to unexpectedly find the case, without him telling her why he had it also had a ring of truth about it though.

“Didn’t think I would use it, did you darling,” she murmured as she walked across the room to the bed.

Setting the case down, she undid the metal clasps to lift the lid and a shiver trickled down her spine, as it always did when she set her eyes on the polished, wooden phallus. An obviously skilled craftsman had lovingly carved it into the shape of a man’s erect penis. Sarah felt the quickening of her pulse when she brushed her fingers on the purple, velvet lining of the case.

“Perfect,” she murmured when she lifted the phallus out.

Its resemblance to a man’s erect member was uncanny. She couldn’t profess to having seen that many in her life, but there was no doubt it was accurate in all aspects. Well, almost all aspects. None of the real penises she’d seen matched the impressive size of the carved phallus. That was always the thought that came to mind when she found she couldn’t quite get her fingers all the way around the thick girth of the smoothly polished shaft.

Walking back to the window, she stood at the side of the drapes to make sure they hid her from view while she looked out. More illicit thoughts of a dalliance with a handsome, young man played on her mind as she stared at Robert. It made her fingers clutch tighter around the phallus. She lifted it to her mouth, so she could tease her tongue around the smooth helmet.

She then pressed her free hand against the top of her leg, but this time didn’t keep it there. Her breathing grew a little more ragged when she shoved her fingers between her thighs to press them against her mound through her nightdress and undergarments. The quiver of her thigh muscles ignited to more this time and she could feel the weakness taking hold in her knees. Her chest began to heave as she took in deeper breaths and she couldn’t quite believe the improper manner in which she was behaving.

“You’re a married woman,” she berated herself.

The words had no real effect though. She continued to watch Robert going about his business as he moved around the garden and felt the frisson of disappointment when she eventually couldn’t get a view of him out the window. It didn’t make her move away, but the minutes passed and there was no sign of him returning to a position in which she could see him.

She eventually gave up waiting for him to come back into sight and a quiet curse spilled from her lips when she pulled her hand from between her thighs then hurried to the bed on trembling legs. Throwing herself down on the covers, she wriggled into place to get her head on the pillows. It was only when she was comfortable that she grabbed at her nightdress. She arched her back to raise her bottom, so she could drag the white material up her legs until she got the hem around her waist.

She then dropped her bottom back down and felt the slight shame she always did when she spread her legs for self pleasure. It was something she’d never admitted she did to anyone, but she suspected there were those among her friends that also indulged. Bringing the wooden phallus to her mouth, she closed her eyes when she kissed it then held it against her lips.

Sliding her free hand to the waistband of her bloomers, she wriggled her fingers underneath the cotton material and splayed her legs wider. The growing pressure between her thighs made the pulsing contractions of her muscles stronger and she was a slave to the ache of arousal. It controlled her actions. Her head pressed back into the pillows to made her back arch again, but the touch on her pussy lips sparked a ripple of pleasure that made her slump back down to the covers.

“Bad girl,” she murmured in a gasping voice.

She pressed the smooth wood of the phallus harder against her mouth as she started to masturbate, with the slow, circular motion of her fingertips letting her feel just how wet she was getting. It made her squirm around as a knot of tension took hold in the pit of her belly. A harsh curse came out in a rush of breath when she slipped her fingers between her pussy lips.

“Oh god,” she groaned when she eased her fingers deeper.

Her buttocks clenched to make her pelvic muscles grip around the stiff penetration. It made her hunger for more, so she dragged her fingers out to ease them to her clitoris. The touch on the swollen bud made her mouth gape and she started to circle her fingertips more vigorously to gradually build the pleasure.

At the same time, she opened her eyes to look at the phallus as she dripped spit on the head. It rolled across the smooth wood and suddenly there was only one thought on her mind. Dragging her hand from between her thighs, she worked the lubrication along the thick shaft. She then wriggled around to make it easier to drag her bloomers down, so she could kick them off completely.

Her neck muscles strained when she lifted her head to watch as she touched the tip of the phallus on the top of her pubic mound then stroked it lower. She started to chew on her bottom lip before the smooth wood reached her clitoris and fantasies about letting the handsome gardener have his wicked way with her flashed through her mind.

It was wrong of her to even think such things and doing so brought a flutter of self-reproach. Her fantasies were usually about her husband when she masturbated, but for once it wasn’t his erect manhood she was imagining while she used the phallus. It made her stop what she was doing for a moment, but the memory of how Thomas neglected her in the morning came into her head and she shrugged off the guilt to carry on.

The strain in her neck muscles became too much when she began to spank the solid helmet of the phallus on her clitoris. She used the fingers of her other hand to make the swollen bud pop out of its hood completely, so she could punish it for a few seconds. The sensation left her shuddering, but she eventually began stroking the tip along her pussy lips and slowly increased the pressure to make it spread them apart.

There was no controlling the twitching movement of her hips when she eased the thick head inside. It stretched her pussy wider than any man ever had and the sheer bliss of the delicious feeling almost made her cry out. She sank her teeth into her bottom lip to hold in the sound as she drew her feet back towards her, so her knees rose up. It allowed her to splay them even wider apart and the straining quiver of her muscles brought unrelenting spasms.

The breath caught in her throat as she slowly stroked the phallus deep, with the pulsing contractions of her inner muscles gripping around the thick shaft. The air came bursting back out between her lips when she brought her knees almost together to make her pussy squeeze even tighter around the smooth wood.

“Oh god, oh god,” she gasped as rippling shudders swept through her body.

She held the position while her imagination rant riot with thoughts of what it would be like to have a virile, young man’s weight bearing down on her while his erection violated her slick depths. It ignited a longing that was impossible to resist and she parted her legs to begin stroking the phallus into her vagina. The wetness of her arousal made the action smooth and her head rolled around on the pillow as she pleasured herself.

She still needed more, so got her free hand to her exposed clitoris and began roughly rubbing the swollen bud. It sent her body into paroxysms as her excitement climbed. Images of Robert’s muscled torso fueled her desires and she imagined it was his manhood taking her roughly as she drove the phallus deep over and over and over again.

Her back slowly arched up from the bed as her body was held in the grip of a growing tension. It brought the clenched knot back to the pit of her belly and this time she squeezed her muscles around the thick girth stretching her pussy wide until she was teetering on the very edge of losing her mind.

The pulsing strain in her muscles became too much when she plunged the wooden phallus all the way inside and it ignited an explosion of strong, rhythmic contractions. The rolling motion of her head on the pillow made blonde tresses spill across her face as she became a slave to the hot pleasure of orgasm. It grew stronger as her inner muscles rippled around the thick, hard girth until the grip of tension returned to make her body stretch out in pure bliss. The moment came to an end in a flurry of shudders than made her slump down.

There was no getting control of her breathing as she tried to recover her senses and it was a few, short moments before she gave herself the last pleasure of slowly easing the phallus out of her quivering vagina. She tossed it on the covers and closed her eyes to wait for the arousal to melt away.

“Bad girl,” she muttered when she finally opened her eyes to stare at the ceiling.

She waited a while longer to fully regain her composure before straightening her clothing, so she could get up. Crossing to the window, she looked out although Robert wasn’t in sight and there was no sign of the whistling that had made her get out of bed in the first place. She shook her head as she returned to the bed, but it was really no surprise that she’d given in to temptation. The needs of her body had been too strong.

“You should be ashamed of yourself, Lady Sarah,” she mocked herself as she looked at the phallus lying on the covers, but all she could do was start tidying up to make sure what she’d done wasn’t discovered.

***

“Come back when you’ve finished washing the dishes,” Sarah said. “I have an errand I need you to do for me.”

“Yes ma’am,” Mary replied.

“I’ll be in the drawing room,” Sarah went on and put her napkin down on the dining room table before standing up.

Nothing more passed between them as Sarah walked over to the door, so she could leave the dining room. Her pulse quickened as she made her way along the hallway then stepped into the drawing room. She went to get the vase which sat on the mantelpiece and set it down on the small occasional table beside the high-backed armchair she sat on. A glance towards the large French windows gave her a view into the garden. She couldn’t see Robert, but was sure he was still around.

When she’d come down from her bedchamber earlier in the day, she’d had some breakfast then went to the reading room. Its small window didn’t look out onto the garden and she’d hoped that immersing herself in a story would get her mind on something other than the new gardener.

The idea failed miserably. She could barely concentrate on a single page of the book she chose, so eventually gave up reading to return to her bedchamber. That gave her a few glimpses of Robert as he continued to work, but she tried to stay away from the window. The last thing she wanted was to be caught looking out at him. There was no clearing forbidden thoughts from her mind though and it felt shameful. She could barely believe she was having them, but they just would not go away.

She’d eventually come down for lunch at one in the afternoon. It was served by Mary and telling the maid to return to her when the dishes were washed now put Sarah in danger of doing something extremely foolish. She knew that, but had gone ahead and given the instruction anyway.

“Are you really going to risk your marriage?” she mused quietly as she waited.

In truth, she wasn’t really sure where things were going with Thomas. He seemed a lot more interested in advancing his career these days and the way he’d so easily walked out on her that morning was a sign that the situation wasn’t about to improve anytime soon. If anything, it was getting worse.

Convention meant they could not separate. For that matter, her parents wouldn’t allow it and neither would Thomas’s. The union between their families was too important. His growing indifference towards her was becoming harder to bear though and she’d been debating all morning if it would be so bad if she got what she needed elsewhere. She knew it was wrong, but what her husband didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.

“If…, he doesn’t know,” she let out under her breath.

Him finding out would be the risk she took and the time to make a decision was almost upon her when she heard Mary coming into the room.

“That’s the dishes cleaned, ma’am,” the maid said.

“Good,” Sarah said. She rose to her feet then waited for Mary to come to a stop in front of her before going on. “I’m in need of some new lace handkerchiefs, so want you to go to Bancroft Haberdashery and pick up a set of twelve for me. They know the style I like, so if you tell them my name they’ll know what to give you.”

“Bancroft Haberdashery is on the other side of town, ma’am,” Mary said.

“I’m well aware of that,” Sarah replied.

“It will take me all afternoon to get there and back,” Mary went on. “With Estelle and Geoffrey already gone there will be no one here to look after your needs.”

“I’ll be fine,” Sarah replied. “Here’s what you’ll need to pay for the handkerchiefs.”

She could sense the maid’s reluctance, but handed over the money.

“You’re sure,” Mary said tentatively. “Master Thomas would not be happy at me leaving you without service.”

“My husband is not here,” Sarah replied. “Now, do as I tell you and bring the handkerchiefs to me when you return.”

“Yes ma’am,” Mary said. “Is there anything I can get you before I leave?”

“No, I’m fine,” Sarah replied.

Mary nodded before turning away and Sarah waited until the maid was almost out of the drawing room door before making a request, as if it had just occurred to her.

“Oh, come to think of it, is the gardener here today?”

“Yes,” Mary said when she turned back. “He came this morning and will be here until around five.”

“Oh, good, good,” Sarah said casually and pointed to the vase she’d set down on the occasional table. “I want to brighten up this room and noticed the roses were in bloom the other day. On your way out, could you ask him to cut around a half dozen stems for me to put on display.”

“Of course ma’am,” Mary replied. “Does the vase need water?”

“Yes, yes it does,” Sarah said and moved to pick it up.

She handed it over when Mary came back then sat down when she was alone. The maid returned quickly and set the vase on the occasional table.

“Twelve of the handkerchiefs, remember,” Sarah said. “Let the gardener know about the roses then be on your way.”

“Yes ma’am,” Mary said and walked out of the room again.

Sarah remained in the chair until she heard the sound of the front door. Anticipation prickled when she rose to her feet and hurried across the room to the large French windows. She positioned herself at the side of the drapes to make sure she wasn’t spotted and heard the shout of Robert’s name.

Mary came into view on the driveway and there was no missing the smile that spread across the maid’s face when she walked to the edge of the grass. It showed Sarah that she wasn’t the only person in the house who’d noticed Robert’s impressive attributes.

“Well, well,” she murmured as she watched the gardener come into view.

He was still shirtless and wiped a hand across his bare chest when he came to a stop. Sarah kept her eyes on them as they talked and it was clear Mary was doing more than simply passing on a message.

“The little flirt,” Sarah murmured and a smile played on her lips as she continued to watch.

Robert was clearly enjoying talking to a pretty, young maid and seemed in no rush to end the interaction. The way the two of them occasionally laughed was a sign that he enjoyed the flirting attention of a woman, but the moment came to an end when Mary pointed towards the house. It made Sarah duck completely behind the drapes to avoid being seen.

When she dared to look again, she saw Mary heading down the driveway towards the gates of the property. Robert disappeared from view, so she quickly moved back across the room to the high-backed armchair. Before dropping on the seat, she removed her housecoat to put the pretty dress she wore on display.

Her mind was in a whirl and she debated whether she should put the coat back on while she waited for the sound of the front door opening that would signal Robert’s entrance to the property. That didn’t happen though. Knuckles tapping on glass made her realize that the young gardener had come to the French doors.

She swallowed a heavy breath as she rose to her feet and swept her hands down the front of her dress to smooth it in place. Keeping her demeanor calm proved difficult as she turned to walk across the room. She was shaking inside and her heartbeat quickened to what felt like a hammering pulse when she saw Robert hold up the blooms he’d cut. There was a disappointment that he’d put on his shirt, but she didn’t let it show when she opened the door.

“Mary asked me to cut you some roses, ma’am,” he said, with a smile and held them out.

“Yes,” Sarah replied and moved aside as she opened the door wider. “The vase is on the table and there’s water in it.”

She looked towards the vase when she pointed to it and sensed Robert’s uncertainty when she returned her attention to him. He obviously hadn’t expected to be invited inside.

“My boots,” he said and looked down at the dirt on his footwear.

“Just take them off,” Sarah instructed.

His hesitation went on for a second or two longer before he finally removed his boots and stepped past her. Sarah closed the door before turning. She could feel her heartbeat hammering faster still and her palms grew clammy as she watched him put the blooms into the vase when he got to the small table by the armchair.

“Is there anything else you need from me, ma’am?” he asked.

The indecent thought that flashed through Sarah’s mind brought a flush of warmth to her cheeks. It was similar to the fantasies she’d had that morning while she watched him out the window of her bedchamber.

That had led to her bringing the phallus out of its case and she wondered just what Robert would think if she confessed such an illicit sin to him. Not that she was about to. She tried to calm herself before speaking, so there was no tremor in her voice as she moved away from the door.

“No, that’s fine.”

She came to a stop beside him and reached out in a pretense of arranging the flowers as she wanted. It left the pair of them in a moment of slightly awkward silence before she spoke again.

“They are beautiful.”

“The roses are growing well in your garden this year,” Robert replied.

“You’re doing a fine job of tending them,” Sarah went on. “How are you finding your time with us?”

She glanced up from the flowers to see Robert’s gaze on her and the way it made a tremor ripple down her spine felt so wrong. It was a reaction she shouldn’t be having, but there was no stopping it.

“You do have a lovely garden,” he answered. “It’s a pleasure to keep it looking its best for you and Master Thomas.”

Sarah nodded, but said nothing in reply and a silence stretched out again. It wasn’t her who filled it this time.

“I should get back to work,” Robert said tentatively. “I’m not sure your husband would…”

“My husband is not here,” Sarah interrupted.

Robert pointed to the doors through which he’d come into the room and was about to speak again when Sarah jumped in to stop him.

“Could you put the vase on the mantelpiece for me. I just brought it down for the roses to be put in it.”

“Certainly,” Robert answered.

He picked up the vase before moving across to the large fireplace and Sarah followed. When he glanced back, she pointed out exactly where she wanted the vase to be set down then spoke as if a thought had just come to her.

“Do they have a sweet fragrance?”

Robert reached up to pluck one of the roses from the vase then held it out for her to take. He kept watching when she brought the bloom to her nose and she met his gaze properly for the first time as she tilted her head to the side.

“I saw you with Mary,” she said. “Do you think she’s pretty?”

The question came as a surprise to him. It seemed to rock him back on his heels and his stammering attempt at a response didn’t amount to much. Sarah knew she was playing with fire. There was still an opportunity to let him walk out, with no more being said although it wasn’t what she wanted. She’d engineered the situation to get him standing exactly where he was and the sudden ache in her body for his touch was all she could think about. It made her go on.

“Would your paramour be upset at you dallying with another girl?”

“I…, I don’t have a paramour,” he let out hesitantly.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” Sarah went on and moved forward.

It made Robert take a step back, but the unlit fireplace was right behind him and there was nowhere for him to go.

“I should leave,” he blurted out.

“Do you want to?”

It was another question that took him aback. His mouth opened, but no answer came out. Sarah could sense his unease and felt it herself. What she was contemplating was so utterly reckless and had the potential to end in complete disaster for them both.

“You’re a married lady, ma’am,” Robert said in a hushed voice as he fidgeted.

“And I intend to stay that way,” Sarah said. “But my husband is neglectful these days and does not give me everything I need.”

Robert looked to the doors he’d entered the room through and lifted a hand to rub the back of it across his chin.

“I cannot,” he blurted out when he dropped his hand.

Sarah knew she was acting in a shameless manner when she reached out to press her free hand against his chest. It let her feel work-hardened muscles and she caught his gaze as she held the rose against her lips.

“I watched you in the garden this morning from my bedchamber,” she said. “Was that bad of me?”

“I…”

“The hard toil of labor has given you an impressive physique,” Sarah interrupted him. “Would you let me see it?”

Robert looked to the French doors again.

“Close the drapes,” Sarah instructed when she pulled her hand away from his chest.

He moved as soon as she stepped out of his way and she turned to watch. When he reached the door, his hand went for the handle although he stopped before he touched it. He seemed frozen in indecision and looked over his shoulder towards her.

“I cannot,” he repeated, but still didn’t leave.

His gaze met hers for only a second before sliding lower to her chest. He was still uneasy. There was no doubt about that, but she could sense more than that now.

“I’ll let you see,” she said. “If you show me what I want.”

His tongue slid around his lips and he continued to stare. Sarah brushed the rose against her cheek as she lifted her free hand to the high neck of her dress. The tremble of her fingers made her fumble the first attempt to loosen a button, but she eventually managed it. The way she held Robert’s attention was thrilling, so she gave him more by undoing more of her dress until she revealed a hint of the vivid red of her undergarments.

“Matches the color,” she said and lowered the rose to her chest.

Robert rocked his head back and she could see the way he gulped down heavy breaths. Her attempts at a sinful seduction were tempting him, as she hoped it would. It was wrong. She knew that, but couldn’t stop herself and it seemed she was igniting the lust of a red-blooded, young man.

“Want more?” she asked and let her fingers play on the next closed button of her dress.

It sparked him to action. He grabbed at the drapes to pull them shut, so it hid them from view. Any hesitation he’d had about the situation was gone and he strode hurriedly across the room to get to her. Sarah felt the hot rush of his pulse when she reached out her hand to shove it against his chest. It brought him to a stop.

“If this ever comes out, you know what will happen,” she said.

“My life will not be worth living,” Robert replied.

Sarah felt the strain in her muscles as he pushed forward. The power he exuded was another huge thrill, but she kept him at arm’s length when she spoke again.

“Then I trust you can keep what happens a secret between only the two of us.”

“I have no desire to ruin my life,” he replied.

The temptation to give in to simmering passions was too much for Sarah. She let her muscles go limp and her arm crumpled under the pressure of Robert pushing forward. His hands wrapped around her waist as their bodies came together and she felt the taut muscles of his burly torso crushing against her bosom. The sheer thrill of the embrace made her lift her hand up to tangle her fingers in his dark hair and there was only one thought on her mind when their eyes met.

She tightened her grip in his hair to pull his head down and the kiss sent hot shudders through her curves. There was nothing simmering about the passion now. It erupted to fiery desires as their lips mashed together. Robert’s hands slid down to grasp at her bottom through her dress and undergarments and there was no missing the effect it had on him.

Sarah pushed her hips forward to press her belly against the swelling hardness of his manhood. Playing with the wooden phallus that morning had excited her, but it didn’t come anywhere close to the thrill of feeling the pulse of hot-blooded lust that brought a man erect. The breath was ripped from her as Robert held her tightly and she gasped for air when their lips parted.

His hands came up to the high neck of her dress to pull the material aside, so he could get his lips on the smooth skin of her neck. It weakened her knees and her head rolled around as the kisses sparked a stronger excitement. She was all too aware of the touch of his fingers now fumbling with buttons, but did nothing to stop him loosening them. It exposed her undergarments when she finally pulled back.

“Let me see,” she told him and made no effort to cover herself up when his eyes fixed on her bosom.

He gave in to what she wanted and it was her ogling him as he grabbed at his shirt to pull it up over his head. Before he even got it off, she reached out to brush her fingers on strapping muscles. It was him who did nothing to stop her now and he simply looked down to the touch grazing across his chest.

“Perfect,” Sarah murmured.

Staring at his honed physique from afar that morning had been enough to ignite a longing that made her use the phallus. It was even more thrilling to be standing a foot away from him, while he let her caress his musclebound chest. He tossed his shirt aside and it made her look up to his face.

“I showed you,” he said, with a smile.

Sarah stepped back and brought the rose she still held to her lips. There was no breaking the eye contact and it flushed her body with hot shivers. She brushed the bloom on her mouth for a second then held it out. As soon as it was taken, she grabbed hold of her dress to push it off her shoulders. She then shoved the material down her curvy figure and let it slip down her legs to pool around her feet.

Robert leaned down and she stepped out of the dress, so he could move it aside. When he straightened up, she snatched the rose from him and brought it back to her lips as his gaze roamed over her. She stood in only a corset top and bloomers that did little to disguise her curvaceous figure.

“Do you like?” she asked and brushed the rose down her upper chest until it touched on the corset top.

A nod of the head was all Robert gave in response, but she didn’t even need that. She could see for herself that he liked. The material of his tight breeches bulged and there was no doubt that he was already fully erect. It was electrifying that the sight of her was enough to have that effect. There was no taking her eyes from it until he grabbed her wrist to pull her down to the huge rug they stood on.

The vivid fantasies she’d had that morning were suddenly a reality as she was pushed onto her back to make her long, blonde hair spill across the dark rug. She held the rose by the side of her head as the weight of Robert’s torso bore down on her. The pressure took her breath, but the flush of heat which blossomed between her thighs made her squeeze her legs together.

She could feel the hardness of his erect member rubbing against her hip as their lips came together in another breathless kiss. When it ended, her head rolled to the side as he worked his mouth down into the crook of her neck. The touch was a turn on that brought a whimpering gasp spilling from her mouth.

She stretched out her neck as Robert’s kisses explored and closed her eyes tightly to enjoy the delicious attention being lavished on her. It was only when it ended that she opened her eyes again to look up at him. Letting go of the rose, she grabbed at the black strap of her corset top to pull it from her shoulder. It allowed her to push the red material down until she put a hint of dark, pink areola on show.

She’d tried to seduce her husband into making love in the same manner that morning and the memory of it played on her mind. He’d told her not to be silly, but that wasn’t Robert’s reaction. He fell on her with a hungry longing that was just what she wanted. He grabbed at her top to drag the material down further and she let out a groan when he wrapped his lips around a nipple.

The pink bud was already coming erect, but his eager sucking left it stiffened to a hard bead. Sarah brushed her fingers in his dark locks again and held on as her body was worshiped like never before. The roughness of his strong hands made her shudder when he groped her breasts. She clung onto his head as it moved back and forth between her nipples until it felt like they were on fire.

Finally, she tangled her fingers tighter in his dark hair to pull his head up and saw his gaze come to hers. The eye contact was electric and she felt the rush of shuddering excitement that swept through her. Releasing her grip let him get up to all fours over her and she looked down her body to the way her top was then grasped to shove it up.

Fingertips grazed across the bare skin of her exposed belly. It made her sink her teeth into her bottom lip, but there was no holding in the whimpering groan of delight. He shuffled back to get his head over her midriff and she tensed when she saw the kisses coming. The way they played her naked skin made her hips judder and there was no controlling the convulsive shudders.

“You’re being bad,” she gasped and grabbed at her naked breasts.

His hand came over one of hers to make her grope her breast and the naughty pleasure of it made her mouth open wide.

“I think you like being bad,” Robert said.

It was clear he was no innocent and Sarah felt the delicious flutter of her muscles when his mouth came down on her bare midriff again. The kisses slid lower until they played on the naked skin just above the waistband of her bloomers. The pull string that held them in place around her waist was loosened and she lifted her bottom to give him what he wanted.

It allowed him to ease the material lower and she let out a cry when he kissed on the top of her pubic mound. The way her neck muscles strained when she lifted her head reminded her of her morning play. She wasn’t watching herself now though. There was no keeping still as her bloomers were eased lower still to reveal dark curls.

The refined men she’d been intimate with in her life had never given in to the earthy delights of pleasuring a woman orally. Robert seemed to have no such qualms about doing it though. His kisses slid through the curls as he dragged the bloomers lower. He looked up to see her watching and was suddenly in a hurry.

She let out gasping squeals as he ripped the bloomers down her legs to take them from her. He roughly shoved her legs apart and she instinctively slid a hand between her thighs to cover herself up.

“Never had a man kiss you there?” he asked.

Sarah simply shook her head. It brought a smile to his face and the grip of tension stiffened her muscles when he ducked his head down. The soft caress of his lips on the silky smooth skin of her inner thigh made her back arch and she closed her eyes tightly as kisses moved back and forth between her legs. Each one came higher until they pressed on her hand.

“Oh god,” she groaned when she felt the grip on her wrist, but she let her hand be pulled away.

Kisses caressed on her plump mound right away and ignited convulsing spasms in her belly muscles. They made her writhe around as she was given her first experience of oral sex. Her breathing grew labored as the hot delight of the touches swept through her body. It made her close her legs around Robert’s head, but she felt the prickle of his stubble on her bare skin and let out a cry.

He got his hands on her thighs to spread them indecently and Sarah was a slave to a powerful man. He held her legs apart as he rasped rough licks along her pussy lips. The way it opened her up felt both degrading and delectable, but she wanted to watch and tried to lift her head again to do so. He was like an animal in heat, with only one thought on his mind and it caught her in a breathless rush of exhilaration.

She slid a hand to her belly and could feel the rippling spasms of her muscles as Robert’s tongue pleasured her. His hands slid higher on her thighs to get right between them and she groaned when his thumbs sank into her flesh. It opened her up fully to the onslaught and her squealing gasps rang out when his tongue slid inside.

The lapping touch on the slick, velvety skin of her inner depths made her body sing and the burn of arousal it ignited felt almost overwhelming. She pushed her hand against his head, but there was no making him back off. His lips stuck to her skin as he forced his tongue deeper and Sarah began to let out unladylike curses as her excitement spiraled out of control.

“Please, please,” she gasped.

Robert’s tongue pulled out of her, but only so he could see what he was doing as he used his fingers to expose her clitoris. The little bud was already swollen and Sarah felt the strain in her thigh muscles when she clenched them in anticipation of the touch about to come her way.

“Please,” she groaned again.

A kiss turned to licking that swept across her clitoris as fingers sank deeper in her flesh to expose the little bud fully. Her head started to roll around as the rough touch of Robert’s tongue took her closer to a climax. Spams ripped into her belly muscles to make her hips twitch and judder and she grabbed at his hair as the moment came to a high.

The breath caught in her throat, with the final throes of tension making her body stretch out until the pleasure of the oral sex exploded to orgasm. Her writhing movements became desperate as the world was reduced to the hot sensation between her thighs. Robert didn’t stop licking and she tried to grind against his tongue as emotions flooded out of her in a passionate high.

Her buttocks clenched tightly in the final seconds before the release of tension sent her slumping down to the rug. She saw Robert’s head lift, but couldn’t meet his gaze now and closed her eyes as she lay gasping for breath. He came beside her and she rolled on her side to let him spoon her body.

The rigid hardness of his erection was all too apparent when he forced his groin against the rounded curves of her derriere. She lay motionless for a short while as she tried to recover some composure, but she finally stirred to move forward a little. Instantly, Robert grabbed her wrist and she let him pull her hand to his groin.

It showed that the encounter was far from over and shudders swept through her when she grabbed his erection through his breeches. His hand came around her body to grope her breasts and she could feel the pulsing throb of his arousal as his fingers sank into her flesh. He finally let go, so he could grab her hand to pull it away from his crotch.

“Let me,” Sarah implored when a glance back showed him loosening his breeches.

He stopped what he was doing to rise to his feet and she scrambled up to her knees. Before she had a chance to reach out, he grabbed her corset top to pull it up and she raised her arms to let him take it from her. It left her naked and she looked down to the way his hand grabbed at her breasts again.

She finally knocked his touch away and shuffled forward on her knees to get right in front of him. Reaching out, she loosened his breeches and saw that he was wearing nothing below when she dragged the material down. His erection sprang to attention right in front of her face and it stopped her in her tracks. He didn’t quite match the proportions of the phallus she used that morning, but he was definitely bigger than her husband.

A moment of still came to an end when she glanced up to see the excitement on his face. It made her grab hold of his erection to squeeze it tightly. This was no wooden phallus and there was a thrill to feeling the fierce throb of hot blood she stirred in Robert. He started kicking his legs to try and get the breeches off, but there was no doing it and she let go to help.

“Perfect,” she murmured when he was standing completely naked in front of her.

She’d admired his muscled torso out of her bedchamber window that morning, but having him right in front of her really was something special. She could hardly believe what she was doing. Thoughts of the way she was betraying her husband flitted through her head, but she remembered his rejection that morning. The neglect had cut deep.

It wasn’t what she was getting from the handsome, young gardener. His lust for her was all too obvious and she looked up as she reached out again to wrap her fingers around his engorged manhood. There was no surprise when his hand came to the back of her head. It wasn’t the first time she’d given oral, but it was definitely the most excited she’d ever been about it.

The pressure increased to force her head forward and she gave Robert what he so clearly wanted by kissing on his erection. His fingers brushed into her hair to hold it out of the way, so he could watch her pleasuring him. She did that by flickering her tongue on the underside of the head and she was all too aware of the way it made his legs tremble.

“You do that good,” he groaned.

Tilting her head to the side, she worked her lips down the side of his shaft and back up again. She then did the same on the other side before kissing on the tip. The growling grunt of pleasure he let out excited her when she let her mouth slide over the head. His grip tightened on her hair as she took more of his length.

Clamping her lips around the hardness was thrilling and she held them in place about halfway down his shaft, while stroking her fingers along the remainder of his length. Robert looked up towards the ceiling and the sound of his grunts grew louder when she started bobbing her head to give him her hand and mouth together for a few short seconds.

Her breath came out in harsh, rasping gasps when she finally got her mouth back to the tip. She let a little spit out and brought her hand up to work the lubrication along his shaft. It was as far from being a lady as she could imagine, but she stroked his erect manhood with a relish she could not contain. The silky feel of it was just too good and her eyes didn’t leave what she was doing for a second as she built Robert’s lust into a frenzy.

It spilled over to him taking control when he grabbed her hand to pull it away from his erection. She was shoved to her back on the rug and he was on her in a second. His knee pushed in between her legs to spread them and her breath was taken by the fierce passion in the kiss that pinned her head to the floor.

When he dropped between her spread legs, she felt the hardness of his erection rubbing against her inner thigh. She was putty in his hands and nothing more than a sexual plaything for him in that moment. As she’d used the phallus that morning to pleasure herself, he was now about to use her for his own gratification and she did nothing to stop him. Her breath came out in a rush when their lips broke apart and she grabbed at his arms to hold on when he pushed himself up on them.

The space between their bodies granted her a view of the way he confidently maneuvered himself into position between her spread thighs. A shudder ran through her when the tip of his erection nudged against her pussy lips to spread them. It made her try to lift her head higher to watch, but his thrust was forceful to drive his manhood inside and he dropped on her to bring their lips back together.

Their writhing movements let her feel the way his thick shaft stretched her vagina while it remained buried deep inside. She wrapped her hands around his muscular torso to dig her fingernails into the taut muscles of his back and heard his gasp when he dragged his head up. Their eyes met as he jabbed his hips forward.

“Is this why you tempted me inside?” he said and thrust again.

Sarah slid her hands down his broad back all the way to his taut buttocks and dug her fingernails in them when she spoke.

“Show me how much you want me.”

“You think I want you like a lady?” he replied.

He winced when her nails dug harder into his flesh, but it didn’t stop him pulling back to withdraw.

“Oh god, please,” Sarah gasped when he grabbed her hip to flip her onto her belly.

She’d only ever made love in the missionary position, with the man on top. Robert didn’t want to make love to her though. He wanted to ravage her body, to use her like a whore and she wasn’t going to do a thing to stop him. His hands grasped at her hips to pull her bottom up in the air and he was behind her in an instant.

“I’m not going to treat you like a lady,” he growled as he forced his groin against her buttocks.

It made his erection slip between her cheeks and she dropped her head down to the rug when she felt the throbbing hardness of his manhood rub against her puckered skin.

“You cannot,” she gasped, but her actions belied her words as she pushed back against his grinding movements.

When he shuffled back, he grabbed his erection and she felt the tip nudge against her slick pussy lips again. Hot tremors ripped through her body as a man entered her from behind for the first time ever.

She clawed at the floor as the pleasure radiated through her veins. The penetration felt so deep and her fingers raked across the rug as her hips were grabbed to pull her back. It locked their bodies together and she could feel the pulsing throb of Robert’s erection inside her. He held still for only a second before drawing back until just the thick head spread her open.

Another second of still ended with him thrusting hard to slap his groin against her naked cheeks. Sarah groaned. She could feel the building pressure between her thighs again. It made her muscles tighten when Robert thrust again to drive his erection into her.

The need for another release was all she could think about and it made her shove a hand back between her thighs. She got fingers on her clitoris as Robert began to take her roughly with increasingly forceful thrusts. It made his body hammer against her naked bottom and his grip tightened to pull her back onto him.

She sank her teeth into her bottom lip and closed her eyes to let herself be ravaged by a virile, young man. His thick shaft plunged deep over and over as he threw himself at her with a growing fervor. It made her circle her fingers more vigorously on her clitoris to build the pressure until the frantic coming together of their naked bodies finally tipped her over the edge into yet another climax.

Her cries of delight surrounded them as the pulsing ripple of her inner muscles made them spasm around his thrusting manhood. The grip of primal lust spurred Robert on to take her harder still until his heavy testicles tightened up to his groin. There was only one thought on his mind now and he used a refined lady as if she were nothing more than a common whore to give him the release he craved.

It came when a final thrust ignited the strong, rhythmic contractions of climax. His cry was desperate as he fucked his erection deep inside pussy to fill it with gushing spurts of cum. He tightened his grip on her hips to hold her in complete submission as he made her his. Both of them were caught in the passion of the moment as they stayed locked together until their passion was finally spent.

Even then, Robert kept his groin pressed against her bare bottom and she shuddered as the strong throbbing of his manhood slowly faded away inside her. When he pulled out, she slumped down in a heap on the rug and lay gasping for breath. It was only when she finally rolled onto her back that she saw him already putting his clothes on.

His gaze went between her thighs, but she snapped her legs shut and grabbed her dress to cover herself up. She felt the prickle of shame at what she’d set in motion, but couldn’t pretend she was sorry about the encounter.

“I should get back to work, ma’am,” he said.

Suddenly, she was the lady of the house and he was the gardener again. She simply nodded her head and watched as he crossed the room. It was only when he got to the door that she spoke.

“I may need you to bring me flowers from time to time.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said when he looked back.

Their eyes met for a brief instant and she knew she could trust him. He wouldn’t say a word about what happened and the expression on his face showed that he would give her what she wanted whenever she called on him. She wasn’t sure that would happen very often, but she knew she’d take advantage of every opportunity she could.


Step-Mom Sex-Bomb

“What the hell are you doing?” Scott protested and resisted the forceful tug on the short sleeve of his shirt.

“You are not going to believe this,” Henry replied in a laughing voice as he kept pulling. “It’s so fucking epic.”

Scott grimaced as he tried to shrug off the grasping fingers dragging him away from the counter of the busy bar. He’d drank enough that evening to be happy, but was in no mood to play stupid games.

“You’ve lost it,” he complained and yanked his arm hard to free himself of the grip. “What are you talking about?”

“That,” Henry said and pointed across the crowded bar.

“What?” Scott let out sarcastically. “People enjoying themselves on a night out like we’re supposed to be doing.”

He shook his head as he turned back towards the counter, but his shirt sleeve was seized again before he could pick up his drink.

“I will bloody…,” he started to say, but his words came to an abrupt end when he actually caught a glimpse of what his friend was trying to bring to his attention.

The noisy world around him melted away from his consciousness and he narrowed his eyes as he gazed across the bar. The movement of people kept blocking his view, but it wasn’t long before he was sure of what he was seeing.

“No fucking way,” he let out in a disbelieving voice.

“Yes way,” Henry retorted. “It is, isn’t it?”

The crowd parted in a way that give Scott the perfect view for a few seconds and he was suddenly in no doubt.

“Yes,” he replied to his friend as he stared at his step-mom.

At least, she had been his step-mom when he was younger. Her relationship with his father only lasted a few years before the marriage broke up and she’d moved away.

“When was the last time you saw her?” Henry asked.

Scott shrugged his shoulders as he mulled over the question.

“I guess I’d just turned sixteen when things went sour between Jennifer and my father,” he eventually said. “I haven’t seen her since, so it must be over five years now.”

“She hasn’t changed,” Henry said and mused his comment for a second before changing it. “Well, actually she has. She looks even more fuckable than I remember.”

“Jesus, you’re such a dirty horndog,” Scott let out in a laughing voice. “She’s twice your bloody age.”

“So?” Henry retorted and smirked. “Like you never jerked off to her.”

“Fuck off,” Scott muttered sharply.

“And she was your step-mom…, how screwed up is that. Were you trying to sneak looks at her in the shower?”

“Look, fuck off with your bullshit,” Scott cursed and turned back to pick up his drink.

The truth was Jennifer had been in his life when his growing interest in the opposite sex went into overdrive. He’d had a huge crush on her, which brought with it massive guilt that he fantasized about his step-mom. There had been no stopping it though. He’d never admitted those sins to anyone and was in no mood to confess that his friend’s last comment hit closer to home that he cared to admit.

Not that he’d ever tried to be a peeping Tom with Jennifer. He didn’t have the nerve. The idea of getting caught and ending up in deep shit was enough to dissuade him from doing something stupid like that. He couldn’t claim to be totally innocent, however, although she’d never been around when he did what he did. The mere memory of it was enough to send a shiver of dread trickling down his spine. He knocked back his drink and put down the empty glass.

“We should get out of here,” he said.

“Oh, no, no, no,” Henry replied. “I’m not going anywhere. I plan to be standing right here when that cute blonde gets back from the restroom and, if you had any sense, you’d be hitting on her friend.”

“For fuck’s sake, I told you already she’s not interested in me.”

“Yeah, well go talk to your sex-bomb step-mom then,” Henry joked.

“That’s not funny,” Scott muttered sullenly.

He hadn’t talked to Jennifer since she split up with his father. As far as he understood it, she’d left town for a new job right afterwards and that had been the end of things. He hadn’t thought about her for a long time. She was on his mind now though and it made him glance over his shoulder, but he couldn’t see her through the crowd.

“Here she comes,” Henry hissed.

A brief moment of jarring panic ended for Scott when he realized it was the blonde girl Henry was talking about and not Jennifer.

“Dickhead,” he berated himself under his breath then raised his voice. “What do you want to drink?”

“Beer,” Henry replied.

Scott could see his friend’s mind was firmly fixed on pussy and it brought the prospect of him spending the rest of the evening as a third wheel. The blonde girl’s friend certainly wasn’t interested in him. He’d established that much and turned away to lean across the bar in an attempt to attract the attention of one of the serving staff. It took a short while, but one of them eventually came to him. He ordered a couple of beers and paid for them when they were set on the counter in front of him.

Picking up one of the bottles, he took a couple of gulping drinks. He then grabbed the other beer and turned. Henry was already engrossed in an animated conversation with the blonde girl and her friend was talking to someone else.

“Fucking excellent,” Scott muttered sarcastically.

The night wasn’t exactly going as he hoped, but he got on with it by taking a step forward to thrust the beer into his friend’s hand.

“Cheers,” Henry said, but immediately returned his attention to the blonde girl.

Scott shook his head as he lifted his beer to take another drink. A girl coming in between him and his friend wasn’t exactly uncommon on a night out and it wasn’t always Henry who struck lucky. It was on this occasion though.

“I’m going for a piss,” he said and saw the brief nod of Henry’s head in acknowledgment.

He lifted the beer again to take another drink before putting the bottle down on the counter. He then started to push his way through the throng of people in the direction of the restrooms.  The narrow passageway in which they were located was less crowded to make it easier to walk the last of the distance to them.

He shoved the door open to walk inside and saw that there were a couple of urinals free. Walking over to one of them, he unzipped his trousers to take a piss then moved across to a sink when he finished. His gaze went to his reflection in the mirror while he washed his hands and he shook his head as he contemplated what to do.

By the time he switched off the water, he’d decided to finish his beer and get out of the bar. It was the only thought on his mind when he walked out of the restroom, but it was blown away when he heard his name being spoken in a surprised voice. He knew who it was before even lifting his gaze from the floor and the jittery panic hit hard when he saw he was right.

“God, it really is you,” Jennifer said and brought her hands up to her face. “I can’t believe it.”

Scott didn’t need to feign the shocked look on his face. He was unnerved by the encounter and it kept him quiet. His friend’s comment about Jennifer looking more fuckable than ever flitted through his mind and he felt a swell of shameful guilt as they stared at each other.

“Excuse me.”

The comment by the girl trying to get past them in the narrow hallway broke the slightly awkward silence. Scott grimaced when Jennifer grabbed his arm to pull him aside to move them right next to the wall.

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

“I’m here with some colleagues for a work conference. I’ve been in town for the last three days.”

“Oh,” Scott let out then wasn’t sure how to go on.

“I can’t believe it,” Jennifer repeated and shook her head as she let out a hushed laugh. “You look so grown up.”

“Well, it has been a few years,” he replied.

“Yeah, how’s your dad?”

“Fine,” Scott replied and shrugged his shoulders.

There was silence for a second when someone else moved past and it was Jennifer who broke it.

“Look, wait for me and we can have a proper chat.”

“Oh, I…,” Scott said, but Jennifer was already heading for the restrooms and he let out a hissed curse as he turned to watch.

His gaze slid down to the way the little black dress she wore clung to her curvy hips and ass and the shame hit again. Another curse spilled from his lips when he glanced towards the other end of the narrow passageway. His gut reaction was to run and get the hell out of the bar, but he knew it would be a shitty thing to do.

“This is a fucking nightmare,” he muttered as he debated his options.

He eventually decided not to be a bastard and run, but made up his mind to have a quick chat then make his excuses to get out of it. The wait went on longer than he wanted and he grew all the more agitated about the impending conversation. His eyes flitted to the restrooms each time he became aware of the door opening, but there was no sign of Jennifer.

“Come on, come on,” he muttered under his breath.

His palms started to feel clammy, so he wiped them on the side of his trousers as the wait continued. It stretched his nerves towards breaking point and he let out a curse under his breath when he finally saw Jennifer emerge from the restrooms. Henry’s crude comment about how fuckable she looked flashed through his mind again as his gaze slid down pretty curves.

“Get a bloody grip,” he told himself and put a smile on his face when she came to a stop beside him.

“Come on,” she said. “You can meet my colleagues.”

She was on the move again before Scott got the chance to say anything. All he could do was follow and he forced himself to keep his gaze on the back of her head. The temptation to look lower played on his mind and memories of his youthful crush came back to him as they weaved their way through the crowd to a table.

“Hey,” Jennifer said in a loud voice when she came to a stop. “You’re not going to believe who I met.”

Scott hated the way he became the center of attention to a bunch of complete strangers when every gaze fixed on him. The noise in the place made it difficult for him to hear every word, but he caught on that Jennifer was explaining who he was as she leaned closer to the table. When she straightened up, he lifted a hand to acknowledge the waved greetings of the people, but felt the relief that they quickly returned to their own conversations. The comment then aimed at him went unheard and he lifted a hand to his ear when he spoke.

“What?”

He realized his mistake when Jennifer leaned closer to make herself heard. Her hand settled on his hip and he caught the scent of her perfume. It transported him back to his teens when he’d gone into the bedroom his father and step-mom used. The scent of the perfume had permeated it. He froze when lips came close to his ear.

“It’s too noisy to talk here,” Jennifer said loudly.

Scott frowned when she backed off. She reached to the table to pick up a bottle of pink champagne and spoke to her colleagues for a second before straightening up and motioning her head towards the door of the bar.

“For fuck’s sake,” Scott let out under his breath when she moved off.

The situation was spiraling out of control and there was little choice but to follow again. The cool of the evening air brought goosebumps up on the bare skin of his arms when he stepped outside into the quiet of the dark street.

“Come on,” Jennifer said.

“Wait…, what?” Scott stammered and didn’t move. “I thought you wanted to have a chat.”

Jennifer turned back and took a step towards him.

“You don’t want to stand on the street, do you?” she said in a laughing voice.

It was the first time Scott really noticed that she was as tipsy as him and it showed she’d obviously been having an enjoyable night. She took his wrist to tug on it, but he didn’t give in.

“Where exactly are we going?” he blurted out.

“I got lucky,” Jennifer said and laughed again when she held up the bottle in her hand. “The conference ended today and the organizers held a raffle right at the end. First prize was one of the better rooms in the hotel my colleagues and I are staying in along with this booze.”

“Oh, whoa, whoa,” Scott let out and tried to free his wrist from the grip. “I can’t…”

“Come on,” Jennifer said. “We haven’t seen each other for what…, five years? I’ve occasionally wondered how you and you’re dad were getting on. You’re not going to run out on me when we have a chance to chat, are you?”

A harder tug got Scott moving, but his nerves leapt off the scale to make his pulse race. The chance for a quick chat before he made his excuses to leave was disappearing fast and his mind worked overtime. He couldn’t come up with a plausible reason to say no, however, and suddenly wished he’d fled when he had the chance. Now it was too late as they walked along the street to the Sunset Hotel. It was only when they stepped inside the lobby that the grip on his wrist was released.

“Hold that,” Jennifer said.

Scott took the bottle of pink champagne and stayed standing where he was when she walked away. His gaze did slide down her back this time and stayed on her pert ass for a second or two before slipping down her nylon-clad legs to the black heels she wore.

“This is a fucking bad, bad idea,” he told himself quietly, but he continued to watch when Jennifer came to a stop at the reception counter and spoke to the pretty girl behind it.

He saw a key card being handed over and glanced towards the hotel entrance. The urge to run was there again.

“Last fucking chance,” he muttered, but shrugged off the idea of fleeing almost right away.

It really was too late to get out of the awkward situation he’d landed himself in when he saw Jennifer returning to him. She lifted the key card when she came to a stop.

“Let’s go have a look,” she said.

Scott fell in step beside her as they made their way across to the elevators. The doors of one opened right away. Jennifer moved inside first and pressed the button for the top floor.

“Can’t believe I ran into you,” she said when the doors closed. “What are you up to these days?”

“Final year of college.”

“Computers?” Jennifer asked and laughed.

“Uh-huh,” Scott answered. “Doing a software development course.”

“What did your dad say about that? He used to complain incessantly about the amount of time you spent on that damn computer of yours.”

“He’s glad I finally put my IT skills to some use instead of playing games all day,” Scott said.

“Has he met anyone else?”

The sudden change of topic made Scott grimace and he realized his reaction hadn’t gone unnoticed when he didn’t have to answer the question.

“Yeah, look, forget I asked that,” Jennifer said. “It’s none of my business.”

The loud ping of the elevator arriving at the top floor brought the awkward moment to an end and the doors opening allowed them to step out to the hallway.

“Room 1105,” Jennifer said.

Scott looked at the sign on the wall and pointed in the direction they needed to go. It was him who led the way. He couldn’t shake off the thought that he’d rather be anywhere else, but he’d well and truly dropped himself in it and there was no getting out of the situation now. He came to a stop at the room then watched as the card was swiped through the reader. The click of the lock showed it had worked and Jennifer opened the door, so she could walk inside.

“Not quite what I expected,” she said and laughed.

“Yeah,” Scott murmured in agreement when he followed inside and looked around.

The décor didn’t exactly look modern, with the parquet floor, antique-looking cushioned stools and chunky, wooden furniture pieces giving the room a dated appearance.

“Are the other rooms like this?” he asked and moved across to a circular table, so he could put down the bottle of champagne.

“No,” Jennifer said and laughed. “They haven’t gone for the twee, antique look in the cheaper rooms. See if you can find some glasses and we can have a drink.

“Umm…, yeah, OK,” Scott agreed.

He watched as she moved across to a door and caught a glimpse that it was the bathroom when she let herself inside.

“How the fuck did I get myself into this?” he muttered when the door closed to leave him standing alone.

He looked around and his gaze settled on the small fridge when he saw the glasses sitting on top of it. Moving across to them, he picked up a couple and went to put them on the table beside the champagne. He then walked over to the sofa against the wall, but there was no sitting still when he dropped down on it. His fidgeting worsened as the seconds ticked by to leave him waiting yet again, but his gaze flitted to the bathroom door when he heard it opening.

The sight that came into view was by far the most unexpected of his life. It made his jaw drop, but there was no taking his eyes from what was definitely a vision of perfection. The little black dress Jennifer had been wearing was now gone to reveal the lingerie below and he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. The black chemise had white straps and a white trim, with the hem just reaching the top of smooth thighs. The thin, lacy material showed a hint of the black panties and suspender belt below, with black straps stretching down shapely legs to the tops of sheer, dark stockings.

The outfit put Jennifer’s gorgeous figure on show and she seemed completely at ease strutting across the room to the circular table. She leaned her hip against it and lifted one of her feet onto a cushioned stool before picking up the bottle of champagne. She shook her head to make a show of the way her long, dark tresses tumbled down her back. It was too much for Scott.

“I need to go,” he blurted out when he scrambled to his feet.

“Really,” Jennifer said. “We just got here and you haven’t had your drink yet.”

The untroubled, carefree manner in which the words were spoken froze Scott to the spot and he couldn’t get the thoughts spinning through his mind to make sense. His jaw flapped open again as he watched Jennifer pop the cork of the champagne and she let out a laugh when she grabbed a glass to fill it. She then did the same with the other one and held it out.

Scott remained rooted in place as he stared at her. His mouth hung limply open, but no words came out at first. They finally did in almost a squeak.

“You’re my step-mom.”

“Technically, I was your step-mom,” Jennifer tossed back casually. “That was five years ago though.”

“But…”

“I thought now that you’re twenty one, you were old enough to see how the lingerie looked on me,” she interrupted. “You seemed to like looking at it when I lived with your father.”

Mention of his father made Scott cringe, but he was all the more shocked that Jennifer might have actually known what he got up to when they lived in the same house.

“I never…”

“Really,” Jennifer cut in. “Did you think I wouldn’t notice. I always keep my underwear drawer tidy, so it’s not difficult to spot when grubby little fingers have been playing.”

A cold sweat erupted on Scott’s forehead and his gaze dropped to the floor as he shuffled his feet nervously.

“You never told…”

He was interrupted for a third time by a laugh and his face screwed up as his heartbeat hammered like crazy.

“Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t,” Jennifer said.

His eyes were open wide when his gaze shot up and his panicked expression was met with another amused chuckle.

“No, of course I didn’t tell,” she went on. “You were young, your hormones were jumping…, it’s hardly uncommon for a teenagers to do stupid things and boys more so than girls. From what I believe, it’s impossible to control the beast. Is that true?”

The final question was asked in the sweetest, teasing voice and brought a hot blush of red to Scott’s cheeks. He knew it revealed his guilt and there was no point in denying it, so he didn’t even bother trying.

“Sorry,” he mumbled.

“So, does it look better on me than in the drawer?” Jennifer asked.

“Fucking hell,” Scott exclaimed and tilted his head from side to side. “Look, I really am sorry. I should go.”

He’d taken no more than one step when he was stopped by another question.

“Did you like my pink panties the best?” Jennifer asked.

There was no need for him to ask what she meant. Those panties were indelibly etched into his brain. It never occurred to him at the time to question why they always seemed to be on the top when he opened the drawer. The arousal scrambled his brain and all he wanted in the moment was to touch them, play with them. Jennifer’s remark made it clear that finding them so often on the top had been no accident.

“Shit,” he muttered.

“Yeah, shit indeed,” Jennifer went on in a laughing voice. “Knew you would like the girly color. If I’d known I’d bump into you tonight, I might have worn a pink pair.”

Scott’s gaze flitted to the way her foot remained raised on the cushioned stool, while she kept her hip pressed against the edge of the round table to steady herself. It was a provocative pose, but not all that held his attention. There was no missing the way the transparent material of the chemise showed a hint of the black panties below and he felt the unwelcome flutter of his cock twitching in his pants.

“Take it,” Jennifer said and held out the glass of champagne.

“I can’t,” Scott almost whined. “This isn’t right.”

“No, it’s not,” Jennifer said, but the mischievous smile on her face belied her words. “Tell me what you did with them.”

“What?” Scott let out in a confused voice.

“You know what,” Jennifer went on. “The pink panties. Tell me what you did with them between taking them out of the drawer and putting them back again.”

“I…, I…,” Scott stammered.

His cheeks burned brightly and he couldn’t get himself to say the words. He suspected Jennifer knew perfectly well what he’d done with them though and that was confirmed when she spoke again.

“Did the soft, cotton material feel good when you stroked it along your hardon.”

Scott rocked his head back. The words made him feel such a dirty little deviant, but hearing them come from Jennifer’s mouth ignited a stronger swell of hot blood that he struggled to fight against. It felt like the world was crashing down on him and he stumbled towards the door.

“One night,” Jennifer said.

It brought him to a stop to glance back in her direction, but his throat constricted and he couldn’t get any words out. He watched as she lifted the glass to take a drink then held it out to him again.

“I’ve probably had a little too much to drink already,” she went on. “Gets me in the mood and, well, here we are. I’m staying for one more night and leave in the morning. I really didn’t expect to bump into you, but doing so brought back memories. Is it doing that for you?”

Scott tightened his lips together, but there was no point pretending. He nodded his head.

“One night,” Jennifer said again. “And those fantasies could turn to something more. Don’t you think I look pretty.”

Thoughts tumbled through Scott’s mind. Meeting up with Henry that evening had been about chasing women, but the one in front of him was the last person he expected to hook up with. There was only one answer to the question though and it came out in a hoarse croak.

“Yes.”

“Then help me celebrate winning this bottle of champagne and the room for the night,” Jennifer said.

Scott lifted a hand to rub the back of it across his mouth. He was staring at his tipsy step-mom in nothing but sexy lingerie and she was hitting on him. It was the sort of wet dream he’d regularly had during his impressionable teenage years. The situation was no dream though. If anything, it was a head-fuck that he could barely get himself to believe although the chance to live a fantasy for real was being offered.

“I had a massive crush on you,” he blurted out.

“Yeah, I know,” Jennifer said and stretched out the hand in which she held the champagne. “Take it.”

Scott rubbed the back of his hand across his mouth again and felt how dry his lips felt. He flexed his fingers when he dropped his hand back by his side and his gaze met Jennifer’s.

“Take it,” she urged him.

It spurred him to action and he tilted his head from side-to-side as he crossed the room. It did little to remove the stiff tension from his neck and his angst heightened when he came to a stop. The scent of Jennifer’s perfume came to him once more and there was no fighting the rush of arousal.

His gaze flitted down to stocking-clad thighs when he took the glass, but he looked away immediately when he brought the glass to his lips and rocked his head back. He downed the glass of champagne almost in one and heard the hushed laugh. There was no controlling his erection when their gazes came together again.

“Bringing back good memories?” she asked and picked up the bottle from the table to hold it out.

Scott brought his glass to it, but he wasn’t watching the alcohol being poured. His gaze flitted to Jennifer’s other hand. She teasingly eased the hem of the chemise up to give a flash of the black panties underneath for a second before letting the material slip down again when she pulled the bottle away. It made him shift awkwardly as his swelling erection strained against the tightness of his underwear.

“What happens in this hotel room stays in here,” Jennifer said and picked up her glass to take a drink before going on. “It’s our secret and no one else finds out.”

“So, it’s wrong then,” Scott said.

“Of course it’s fucking wrong,” Jennifer said and winked. “A lot of the best things are.”

She lifted her glass to her lips to take another sip of champagne.

“I don’t remember you drinking,” Scott said.

A wicked smile spread across Jennifer’s face when she spoke.

“Yeah, I usually don’t because, well, look at the crazy things I get up to when I do have a drop too much.”

She lifted the glass to take another drink of champagne, but her eyes never left Scott while she did. Drinking didn’t always get her horny, but on the occasions it did she usually gave in to temptation and let herself get carried away. She was about to do it again, with the boy that used to be her step-son. It really was wrong, but there was no pretending it wasn’t turning her on.

Reaching out, she grabbed Scott’s wrist and felt his instinctive reluctance when she pulled. It was easily overcome, however, and she heard the sound of his muted gasp when she dragged his hand to her raised leg.

“Doesn’t that feel silky smooth,” she teased him as she rubbed his palm on the nylon of her stockings.

A glance to the front of his trousers showed the effect it was having and she went after more. Knocking back the champagne in her glass, she put it down to free up both of her hands.

“You liked looking at my underwear,” she said and released her grip on Scott’s wrist, so she could get her hands to his shoulders.

It was telling that the touch on her nylon-clad leg didn’t end and the soft, brushing caress of fingertips made her thigh muscles flutter. Her breathing grew heavier as she dropped her gaze to Scott’s hand. She was about to let things get out of hand with him and she could see the effect it was having.

“Drink your champagne,” she ordered.

It brought his gaze to hers and she watched as he did as he was told. She snatched the empty glass from his hand to put it on the table then slapped her palms on his shoulders again. This time she applied pressure and that there was no resistance excited her. Scott readily dropped to his knees before her and the way she so easily held his rapt attention was a thrill.

His eyes followed every move of her fingertips trailing slowly along the smooth inner thigh of her raised leg until they brushed on the darker stocking top. The quiver of her muscles made her push the heel of her shoe down harder on the cushioned top of the stool and she eased her knee to the side to spread her legs wider apart.

“Is it pretty?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Kiss it then,” Jennifer urged.

Scott’s head darted forward instantly and the fluttering spasms of her muscles grew more intense as he pressed his lips on the silky material. She trailed her fingers higher and saw his gaze following again as he continued to kiss the stocking top. Taking hold of the hem of the chemise, she eased it up to put her panties on show to him.

“You can kiss higher if you want,” she said.

The feel of his lips sliding onto her naked skin made her legs tremble and she put her free hand on the tabletop to keep herself steady. Her pulse quickened as soft kisses neared her panties. Scott stopped at the edge of the black material and his wide-eyed gaze came up to hers. She wanted to giggle at how sweet he was being, but held it in and nodded her head to give him the permission he sought.

The pulse of pleasure hit hard when his lips slid onto her underwear and she bit her bottom lip to hold in the groan. Her muscles tensed as the brushing touch of his mouth played on material that was already wet and she knew he could taste her. His tongue came out, without her needing to say anything more and she guessed he was living out a long-held fantasy when a lick trailed along the puffy outline of her pussy lips.

“Yeah, that’s good,” she gasped and pulled her hand from the table to get it to the back of his head.

There was no need to hold him in place though. He eagerly went after what he craved by rasping his tongue along her pussy lips through the black material. It sent shivers racing down her spine and she started to struggle to balance herself on the one foot she still had on the floor.

“Wait,” she said and grabbed his hair to pull his head back.

It allowed her to get the foot on the stool down to the floor. A smile played on her face when she saw his tongue slide around his lips. It made her caress his face and he looked up when she brushed her thumb across his mouth. He willingly sucked it between his lips to take the taste from it, but that gave Jennifer a hunger for more and she pulled her hand away.

Sitting on the table, she shuffled her butt right to the very edge then spread her legs. There was no need for her to give permission now. Scott’s hands settled on her thighs as he threw his head forward and she tangled her fingers in his hair while he gave the pleasure she wanted. Her muscles contracted as she pushed towards the kisses on her panties and the rush of exhilaration was potent when he began rasping licks along the swollen outline of her pussy lips again.

A thought eventually popped into her head and she couldn’t resist it. Tightening the grip on his hair, she yanked his head back and slid her free hand between her thighs to rub fingertips on her underwear.

“Do you like my black panties?” she asked.

“Yes, fuck yes,” Scott gasped.

A wicked smile played on Jennifer’s lips when she slid her touch to the edge of her panties.

“But you want to see something pink, don’t you?”

Scott’s eyes never strayed from between her spread legs when he answered.

“Yes.”

There was a thrill to acting so brazenly and holding the attention of a much younger man. Her tongue played on the corner of her mouth and she kept her gaze on his face to watch his reaction when she eased the black material aside to expose herself to him. The movement of his head made her tighten her grip on his hair to hold him at bay and all he could do was watch as she used her fingers to spread slick folds, so she could open herself up to him.

The way he struggled to lean forward excited her, but she held him back until she finally let go of his hair. His mouth was on her immediately and the rasping lick sent a hot shudder of delight through her body. His tongue slithered inside and she forced her fingers harder into her flesh to keep herself spread open for him.

Her head rocked back to stretch out her neck as she pushed towards the rough licking inside. The feel of Scott’s tongue lapping against her velvety, inner skin sent her temperature soaring, but the hot bliss of the oral sex only made her crave more. She slid her fingers up to the top of her pubic mound and sank them into soft flesh to pull on it.

There was no need for any instructions. Scott’s tongue came up to her swollen clitoris right away and her body was jolted by the roughness of the licking. She pulled harder on her panties to keep them out of the way and arched her back to push towards the tongue pleasuring her.

The twitching judders of her hips were impossible to contain and she made no effort to hold in her groans now. They echoed around the room as she pushed harder towards the licking before finally shoving Scott back to see him slide his tongue around his wet lips again.

“Someone’s turned into a bad boy,” she teased him.

“What does that get me?” he asked.

A smile played on Jennifer’s lips when she tugged on his hair to make him rise to his feet. She pulled him to a kiss that she could taste herself in, but eventually shoved him back to drop down from the table. Wrapping her arms around his waist, she dragged him forward to bring their lips back together. It allowed her to press her belly against his groin and there was no missing the throbbing hardness of his arousal.

The smile returned to her lips when she ended the kiss. Their eyes met and there was silence as they stared at each other until she reached out to press her palm against his crotch.

“Definitely a bad boy,” she teased him. “Did you always get it up so bad for your step-mom.”

Scott felt the flush of heat on his cheeks, but he wasn’t about to answer the question. Jennifer knew, anyway. Her other hand came to his chest to push him back and they edged around to the side of the bed.

“Well, I showed you mine,” she joked when she pushed hard to make him fall down to the covers.

He scrambled all the way onto them as she followed to straddle his thighs and his movement was ended by her weight coming down on his legs. There was no missing where she was looking and a glance showed the way the hard bulge of his erection showed through his trousers.

His buttocks clenched to make his muscles strain when she trailed a fingertip along the stiff outline. He was the one who unbuckled his belt then loosened the fastenings of his trousers and he saw the amusement in the eyes that met his.

“So keen,” Jennifer teased him. “Ever been with a naughty cougar before?”

Scott answered by shaking his head. He’d never even given any thought to it, but he now wanted it more than anything. Tension gripped hold of his body when the weight lifted from his legs. Jennifer shuffled back a little on her knees then leaned forward to grab the waistband of his trousers. It made him lift his butt to let the material be dragged down.

His underwear quickly followed to reveal his erection and he was pinned down when Jennifer settled in place on his thighs again. This time, the caress of her fingertip trailed along his naked shaft and the juddering spasms of his hips were impossible to control when he felt the touch play on the sensitive head.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

Jennifer gripped hold around the base to make his hard cock stand up straight from his groin and held his gaze when she leaned down to press her lips on the tip. Scott watched in amazement as she let spit dribble out to roll across the glistening head. Her fingers came up and he let out a groan when she started stroking to work the lubrication along his throbbing length.

“Does that feel good or would you rather play the way you used to?” she asked.

“Huh?” Scott let out in an uncertain voice.

He only realized what she meant when she let go and shuffled back to get to the side of the bed. When she dropped to the floor, she reached under the short chemise to take hold of her panties, so she could ease them down her legs. She got them to her knees then let go to let them slide all the way to her feet. It allowed her to step out of them and lean down to pick them up. She got on the bed to straddle his legs again and Scott couldn’t pull his gaze from the way she wrapped the wet panties around her hand.

“Sorry they’re black,” she teased him when she clasped her underwear-clad hand around his shaft.

The soft caress of the silky material against his erection made his hips buck harder and he writhed around as the pleasure of the stroking left him gasping for breath.

“Did you ever, you know?” she asked in a teasing voice.

Scott was sure he knew what she meant, but asked the question anyway in a harsh rasp.

“Did I ever do what?”

“You know…, finish in my panties?” Jennifer said.

Scott shook his head.

“I wouldn’t have dared,” he said. “I was terrified I’d get caught. All I did was stroke them on my cock to make myself shoot in the shower then put them back in the drawer.”

“Then I fucking wore them you little pervert,” Jennifer said and laughed.

“You said you knew,” he shot back.

“Did you ever think about doing it?” Jennifer asked.

Scott shifted uncomfortably, but admitted the truth.

“Yeah, every time.”

“Show me now,” Jennifer said and unfurled the panties from her hand to leave them draped across his erection. “I want to see.”

He simply stared at her. She was asking him to act out his dirty teenage fantasies and it seemed surreal. It was a chance he wasn’t about to miss though. He grabbed hold of the panties and shuddered as he wrapped the silky material around his erection.

“Oh, wait,” Jennifer said and shuffled back on her knees again.

When she got off the bed, she hurried to the table to get the bottle of champagne. In a matter of seconds, she was back in position straddling Scott’s thighs and let out a wicked laugh before lifting the bottle to take a swig. She wiped her free hand across her mouth when she finished.

“Make it stand up straight for me,” she said.

Scott tensed when he saw what was about to happen, but willingly played along. He wrapped the panties around the base of his erection and took a tight grip to make it point up at the ceiling.

“You’re wasting it,” he said as the bottle was brought to the tip of his hard cock.

“No I’m not,” Jennifer said as she poured some of the alcohol.

“Fuck,” Scott cursed when her head ducked down.

The touch of her tongue licking at the champagne running down his erection sent a hot rush of pleasure through his body. The strain in his muscles made him force his ass up from the bed and he took in gasping breaths as licks swept up his shaft to the very tip. More champagne was poured and this time he got more.

He tried to lift his head to watch as the soft, silky caress of Jennifer’s lips slid over the head of his erection, but the burst of pleasure sapped the strength from his body. The juddering spasms of his hips grew stronger as he held his erection in place to get the kinky blowjob.

“See, not wasting it,” Jennifer said laughingly when she came up for air.

Scott didn’t say a word. He simply watched more of the champagne being dribbled on his erect manhood. A curse spilled from his lips when Jennifer took it in her mouth again. Her long, dark hair tumbled down onto his belly to block his view and he hurriedly grabbed hold to move it out of the way.

Their eyes met as Jennifer slowly bobbed her head to take more of his erection between her lips and he could feel the way she licked at the champagne. The pace of the blowjob eventually quickened and his body stretched out as he fought the rising pressure in his balls. He really wanted the delicious moment to go on forever, but his excitement threatened to come to the boil.

“Show me,” Jennifer gasped when her head came up again.

“But…”

“I’ll get you hard again,” she interrupted. “Just fucking show me.”

“Shit, shit,” Scott groaned, but he started to stroke the wet panties along his erection.

Closing his eyes for a second took him back to the days of his youth and memories of using Jennifer’s panties filled his mind. This time was even better. She was now watching and he could see the excitement on her face matched his own as the pace of his hand quickened.

It wasn’t long before he was edging and he quickened and slowed the pace to keep himself there until Jennifer forced the matter to get what she wanted. She shoved a hand between his thighs to grip hold of his balls, but Scott felt one of her fingers slipping to the sensitive spot just behind them.

The strong touch pressing roughly against his perineum was too much, with the tension coming to a peak to make his body arch up. He got the panties to the tip of his erection just as his body convulsed and his loud cry was followed by a thick spurt of pearly white cum splashing the black material.

“Dirty bastard,” Jennifer let out, but her eyes never left the sight in front of her.

She slid her finger further back towards his clenched asshole, while gripping tighter around his testicles to massage them. It was enough to send him into paroxysms and hot spasms made his hips buck hard as he shot a thick load into the wet panties. His body arched up from the bed again as his excitement soared to a high and the sound of his groans filled the room.

He stretched out in the last throes of pleasure, but the strength suddenly drained from his quivering muscles to send him crashing down to the covers in a gasping heap. The hand came from between his thighs to grasp the panties and he saw the smirk on Jennifer’s face.

“You dirty fucker,” she said. “Look what you did to my panties.”

“You bloody made me,” Scott gasped.

“How the fuck am I supposed to wear them now,” she shot back and sniggered. “Did it feel good to live out your fantasy?”

Scott didn’t respond. There was no need to. They both knew the answer to the question and he brought a hand to his chest to feel how hard his heartbeat hammered.

“Undo the buttons,” Jennifer said.

It brought a frown to his face until she spoke again.

“Maybe if you show…, I will too.”

It showed the evening was only getting started and Scott was suddenly in a hurry to undo the buttons of his shirt, so he could take it off. Jennifer moved to the side of him and he knew what she wanted. He wasted no time in getting completely naked and watched as she straddled his waist to sit down on his fading erection.

“What happened,” she joked as she squirmed around on him. “All your power is going.”

She lifted the bottle she still held to take a drink of champagne before spilling some on his chest. It appeared her comment about getting him hard again was true. He tangled his fingers in her dark hair when she leaned down to trail her tongue across the champagne on his skin.

The touch of licks playing on his nipples made him shudder, but things got better still when Jennifer straightened up. She took a drink then let some of the champagne run over her bottom lip to spill from her chin onto the lacy chemise.

“Oops,” she said, but then did the same thing again and held out the bottle. “Take it.”

He was happy to do so and tensed his muscles to force his groin up against the weight pinning him down as he watched the chemise being removed. His gaze fixed on stiffly erect nipples jutting out from dark areola and he knew what was about to happen when the bottle was snatched from his hand. Jennifer took another drink. This time the champagne she released from her mouth spilled down onto her upper chest and trickled onto her naked breasts.

“Can you clean it for me,” she said and leaned forward to drop her free hand to the covers.

It put her breasts right over Scott’s face and his head darted up, she he could get his tongue chasing the rivulets of champagne on smooth skin. He got his mouth to a nipple and felt just how thick it was. The sound of a groan spurred him on and he forced his lips against smooth skin while he rolled his tongue around the stiff bud.

He clamped his mouth tighter in place when Jennifer tried to pull up and her groans turned to a squeal as her nipple stretched out. It eventually popped free of his grasping lips to let her straighten up.

“Bad boy,” she said and clapped a hand on his cheek, but he knew she wanted more when she took another drink.

She let the champagne spill down onto her chest and leaned back down immediately to let him go after her other nipple. He hungrily licked at the alcohol dripping from it before wrapping his lips in place to suck hard. It sent shivers racing down her spine, which grew stronger when she pulled up to drag the stiffly swollen bud from his mouth.

“You getting hard again, stud?” she joked when she straightened up.

Scott got hands to her hips to hold on as she swiveled them to grind down on his groin.

“I think I have some work left to do,” she said before shuffling back to stand up.

The way she grabbed hold of his cock got him scrambling up to his feet. The grip tightened when she took a drink from the bottle and she held on to lead him across the room. Scott’s gaze flitted down to her naked ass and stocking-clad legs before sliding all the way to the heels. It was the sexiest sight of his life and he drank it in as he was taken into the bathroom.

“Turn the shower on,” she told him when she let go of his cock.

He was quick to move inside the cubicle, so he could switch the water on and he turned to watch her settle her butt against the sink counter. It was a performance he knew was being put on for his benefit and his gaze never wavered. The way she snapped the straps of the suspender belt free of the stocking tops was perfect and he watched her every move as she rolled the nylon seductively down her legs after kicking off her heels.

When she was completely naked, she moved to the cubicle and rolled the door shut when she stepped inside. It was a moment to savor for Scott as he stepped back to let her move under the cascade of water.

“Fucking hell,” he murmured as he watched her slide her hands back from her forehead to slick her wet hair down to her scalp.

“See something you like?” she teased him and kept her hands on her head.

The water streaming down her naked curves was a perfect sight for Scott. He feasted his eyes on it until she lunged forward to crash her body against his. It trapped him against the tiles and he gave in to his head being pulled down. It brought their lips together in a fierce kiss, with his muscles straining as he pushed against her body.

Her hands came to the back of his head to hold him in the embrace and he shuddered when her tongue slithered into his mouth to tangle with his. He grabbed at her hips, but was quick to slide his hands around to her buttocks. Sinking his fingers into soft flesh made her body press harder against his and he chanced his arm to see how far he could take things.

His finger slipping between her cheeks to press against her asshole made her gasp as she jerked her head back to end the kiss. Their eyes met, but there was no protest from her and a wicked smile played on her lips.

“Is that what you young studs like?” she asked and her smile widened. “To make a girl do dirty things.”

“Are you going to let me?” he shot back.

The disappointment he felt when his hand was grabbed to pull it away from her ass didn’t last long. She turned to face away from him and leaned forward to slap her hands against the wet tiles.

“Is this what you need to get you hard again?” Jennifer asked in a teasing voice. “If it is and you make me cum, you can have whatever you want after.”

“Fuck,” Scott let out.

His teenage wet dreams about his step-mom paled into comparison with what she was actually giving him. He watched water trickling down her spine to run into the crease of her ass. It made him reach out and the sound of her gasp excited him when he trailed his fingers across wet, silky skin.

She looked over her shoulder and their eyes met as he wiggled a finger between her cheeks to touch it on her asshole. Her mouth opened, but it was only to let out another gasp. There was no protest and he knew she was going to let him play any way he wanted. He tangled the fingers of his free hand in her hair to pull her head back as he leaned forward.

“Does it feel good,” he asked when he got his lips close to her ear.

It was a question she’d asked him a couple of times during the encounter. He couldn’t even remember if he answered, but she did.

“Yes, are you going to kiss it, bad boy?”

“Fuck,” he let out in a hushed groan as he nuzzled his lips against her ear.

She squirmed around as he pressed his fingertip more forcefully against her tiny, puckered hole. He could feel the give as he made it stretch and Jennifer’s breathless groans echoed around the small, tiled space. The sound of them grew louder when he brushed his lips across the sensitive skin of her neck.

“Kiss it,” she encouraged him and pressed her forehead against the wall to balance herself, so she could get her hands to her rounded cheeks.

Scott dropped to his knees as she spread her buttocks to expose herself to him. He immediately leaned closer to kiss on her asshole and the sound of her groans erupted again when he swept a lick across her puckered skin. His animal lust came out as the woman who’d been his step-mom let him get kinky with her gorgeous body.

There was no need for him to tell her to spread her legs. She willingly did and he took the opportunity to slide fingertips up the inside of her smooth thigh. It was his fingers sinking into slick folds of skin to spread her pussy open now. At the same time, he shoved his head forward and pressed the tip of his tongue against her asshole.

“God, yes, yes,” Jennifer wailed as she pulled harder on her ass cheeks.

The teasing touch of Scott’s tongue brought a moment of forbidden, knee-trembling euphoria that weakened her legs. She wanted the touches though…, wanted them so badly and pushed back to them. A finger slipped into her pussy, but she wanted more.

“Your finger is slippery enough to do it now,” she said after a second or two.

Scott understood. He had the same thought in his mind and was being given permission to go after it. Jerking his head back, he pulled his finger out of pussy. Jennifer pulled harder still on her cheeks when she felt the brushing touch on her asshole. It settled in place and the lubrication helped it slip past the pulsing clench of her sphincter.

The feel of the stiff penetration made her hips jolt forward. She was suddenly an even hotter mess as illicit sensations gripped hold of her body. The fluttering pulse of her thigh muscles threatened to send her crashing to the floor, so she let go of her buttocks to slap a palm against the wall.

Her other hand went straight between her thighs to touch the finger she was impaled on. Hissed curses burst from her lips when it began to stroke into her asshole. Scott leaned forward to lick on puckered skin while he finger-fucked tight asshole.

“Don’t stop…, don’t stop,” Jennifer urged.

He had no intention of doing so. He sank the grip of his free hand harder into soft flesh and pulled to spread buttocks. The rush of arousal started to stiffen his cock again and he could feel the pulse of hot-blooded lust growing stronger by the second. Henry’s comment of earlier in the evening flashed through his mind and it excited him that he was playing the naughtiest of games with his sex-bomb step-mom.

Her squeals of delight as he fucked his finger knuckle-deep in her asshole spurred him on and he kept licking her puckered skin while he played. She got her hand right between her thighs, so she could plunge her fingers hard inside her pussy and left them buried deep as the gut-wrenching pleasure of her asshole being roughly used took her closer to orgasm.

She knew how to take herself all the way, but kept her fingers buried deep in her pussy to enjoy the delicious sensation of her asshole being so ruggedly plundered by a young man lost to the excitement. There was no doubt it would be getting him hard again and building his lust to the point where he couldn’t control it. That’s what she wanted.

His finger drove harder into her asshole and the pulsing contractions of her anal muscles gripped around the stiff penetration. The need for a release from the mounting tension was finally irresistible and she gave in to the urge to finger-fuck herself. Her hand pumped hard between her thighs, so she could take herself to the edge.

The tense knot in the pit of her belly was almost unbearable when she pulled her fingers out of her pussy to get them to her clit and the punishing circular motion rubbing against the swollen bud was the moment she lost it. Her body stiffened in an exquisite split-second of ecstasy before the tension burst to shuddering convulsions that left her shaken.

Scott’s finger fucked all the way inside her asshole and unrelenting spasms made her muscles ripple around the deep penetration. The strength drained from her shaking legs and it was all she could do to keep herself upright as a burning rush of ecstasy ripped through her. It made her mouth open wide, but no sound came out now.

Her mind went blank as the rhythmic contractions of her muscles became her world. The physical release grew stronger by the second to take her to a high, with the tension returning to her body to bring a heady elation that stretched out for a few seconds before melting away to leave her a ball of mush. She didn’t want it to be the end, however.

“Get up, fuck me,” she let out in a breathless rasp.

The sound of her hoarse groans excited Scott all the more when he slowly eased his finger out of her asshole. He scrambled up to his feet and grabbed her hips to pull her back, so he could trap his erection in the smooth crease of her ass. She pressed her hands against the wall to push back. The relaxation of the afterglow made her shudder, but she could feel just how hard he was and wanted him inside her.

“Do it, fucking do it,” she urged and bumped back against him.

He pulled her under the cascade of water and she bent forward to let him shove his erection between her thighs from behind. She wasted no time getting her hand to it, so she could guide the head to her slick opening and a long, mewling groan spilled from her lips when she felt the thick penetration spreading her pussy open.

It was her who pushed back to slap her ass against his groin and the feel of taking every hard inch left her gasping for a breath. She was giving him a dirty fantasy and the way he went after it brought her excitement back. His hands latched onto her hips, so he could start thrusting and she reached out to the wall to press her palm against the wet tiles as his naked body crashed against hers.

Water rained down on them as he took her roughly and it was thrilling that all that seemed to matter to him in the moment was using her like a fuck toy. The frantic action pounded his cock into her cunt in a frenzy and his grip tightened on her hips to pull her back as he drove forward relentlessly. It slapped their wet skin together as the pace of the sex quickened until Scott took himself to the edge again.

It was only a matter of minutes since he shot a load in black panties, but the exhilaration of a wildly passionate encounter was too much for him again. He let out a desperate cry as he fucked his full length in pussy and clenched his buttocks tightly. Jennifer started to rock her body to keep his erection sliding into her and knew when the moment came.

His fingers sank almost painfully into her hips to pull her back. It locked them together as one under the rain of streaming jets and a split-second of quivering tension exploded to hot spurts of cum. Scott turned his face up to the cascade as his body bucked against Jennifer’s naked ass, with his balls pumping out a second load deep inside her.

He forced himself forward in the last seconds of the climax and it felt like his guts were being ripped out. Harsh curses spilled from his lips while he tried to hold onto the feeling for as long as he could, but his strength melted away and he slumped forward onto Jennifer.

She could feel the jerking throbs of his erection slowly growing weaker inside her. When the sensation faded, she bumped her ass against him to make him back off. She turned when she straightened up and grabbed hold to pull him to a kiss. It squashed her breasts against his torso while she held him in the embrace, but she eventually broke their lips apart.

“No one ever finds out about this,” she said as she stared at him.

“What, that I lived out my teenage fantasies and fucked my sexy, gorgeous step-mom?” he shot back.

“Yeah, that would be the secret you have to keep,” Jennifer said and ran her hands back over her head to slick her hair down. “Now fuck off out of here and let me have a proper shower.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Scott said with a smirk.

Jennifer shook her head as he stepped past her. She reached out to grope his ass when he slid the door open, but he walked out of the cubicle to bring the moment to an end.

“Do I have to leave?” he asked when he grabbed a towel.

“No, we still haven’t had that chat,” Jennifer replied and slid the door shut.

She knew he’d be waiting for her when she came out of the bathroom and there was no knowing if the chat might turn to more while they drank the rest of the champagne.

“You’re a bad, bad girl,” she muttered, but a smile played on her lips when she reached out to the wall shelf to pick up the small bar of soap to have her shower.


Step Sis One Kiss

The sound of the front door slamming shut ignited blind panic and Johnny fumbled his attempt to fold the lacy, red panties up before shoving them back in the drawer.

“Shit,” he muttered as he looked down at the half-assed job he’d made of it.

He’d always been so careful on the previous occasions he went into step-sister’s room to put things back exactly the way he found them. There was no chance to do so on this occasion, however. It was too risky. He took a last look in the drawer before hurriedly closing it then rushing across to the door. Cracking it open, he cocked his ear to listen.

There was no sound of footsteps coming up the stairs and he felt a flutter of relief. It didn’t last long when he recognized the musical ring tone that started playing. That showed it definitely was Sarah who’d arrived home earlier than expected.

A glance back at the chest of drawers made him grimace, but he didn’t dare go back. The danger of being caught was just too great and he wasn’t about to take the chance. Letting himself out into the hallway, he caught the faint sound of Sarah’s voice downstairs as he crept quietly along to his own bedroom. He closed the door when he got inside then went to throw himself down on the bed.

“Stupid fucking dickhead,” he hissed through gritted teeth.

He’d nearly been discovered. That would have been a disaster and he could almost hear the disappointment of his father in his head. His step-mother would likely be disgusted by his behavior also and living in the house afterwards would turn into a nightmare. If he wasn’t thrown out, that was.

“Don’t you ever fucking do it again,” he berated himself and draped an arm over his eyes as he tried to get his heartbeat to stop hammering in his chest.

Thoughts tumbled through his mind about how much things had changed in recent times. He found them almost too much to believe. Growing up an only child had been a good life until his parents decided they didn’t love each other anymore. The split hadn’t been acrimonious, but it made the separation no less difficult for Johnny to cope with.

He’d ended up living with his father and only just got used to it being the two of them when things changed again. A whirlwind romance and marriage brought a new mother into his life, but she came with her own past and he suddenly found himself no longer an only child.

He’d always been shy around girls, so having a pretty, older step-sister in the room right next to his wasn’t an easy adjustment to make. Not that he and Sarah didn’t get along. At least, they tolerated each other. The situation had been thrust upon them both, without either having any real say in the matter and there wasn’t a lot they could do but try to make the best of the situation.

It wasn’t long before Johnny realized the new living arrangements actually gave him an opportunity. His college studies finished at four every weekday and it meant he was the first to arrive home at around four thirty. Getting there when the house was empty provided an hour of alone time before Sarah made an appearance at just after five thirty.

That hour was when he usually masturbated if the mood took him and he’d being doing that when the idea came to him. He’d resisted it at first as the most stupid thing he could ever do, but his resolve gradually weakened in the days that followed. He’d eventually taken the opportunity to go into Sarah’s room, so he could look in her underwear drawer.

Well, it started with looking.

The last couple of times he’d gone further and just thinking about it was enough to make the shame burn on his cheeks. He’d planned to have some fun again that day. The interruption had stopped him in his tracks and killed his erection although he could still feel the way his heartbeat raced.

“Never again,” he muttered and let out more slow breaths in an attempt to compose himself.

The flutter of panic returned when he heard footsteps coming up the stairs, but they went past his room and ended with the sound of Sarah going into her room. He held his breath as the tension ratcheted up almost unbearably and his gaze went to the door when he pulled his arm from over his eyes. The ensuing silence stretched his nerves, but he finally let the air come flooding back out of his mouth.

“Dickhead,” he hissed to berate himself again and slung his arm back over his eyes.

A few seconds later, he heard music coming from Sarah’s room. It was usually what happened when she came home from work, but on this occasion it became clear she’d switched it on for more than enjoyment. She’d used it to cover the sound of her sneaking along to his room and easing the door open. Johnny only realized she’d done that when the sound of her voice startled him.

“I know what you’ve been doing.”

His arm fell away from over his face and the panic returned with a vengeance when he sat bolt upright to the sight of his step-sister coming into his room. Her words struck fear into his heart. It was almost impossible not to show that when he stammered a response.

“Umm…, I’m not sure I, uh…”

The knowing laugh stopped him in his tracks.

“OK,” Sarah said sweetly. “If that’s the way you want to play it, we’ll see what my mum has to say about it.”

The shock of her disappearing from view as quickly as she’d appeared left Johnny stunned for a split-second, but he shook off the inaction to scramble off the bed and shouted her name as he ran out of his bedroom. It was just in time to see her walk into her room. He called her name again, but there was no response and it felt like his legs turned to jelly as he followed.

“What the hell are you…,” he blurted out when he reached the door, but the sight which greeted him ended his words.

Sarah made a show of closing the underwear drawer before moving across the room to sit down on the bed. It panicked Johnny all the more and he wanted to run away, but knew he couldn’t. His step-sister’s threat about saying something kept him in place and he did the only thing he could think of by trying to brazen it out.

“What are you talking about?” he asked when he stepped forward.

“Don’t act all innocent with me,” Sarah retorted. “You know exactly what I’m talking about.”

“You’ve completely lost me,” Johnny said.

“Let’s ask my mum then,” Sarah replied and leaned across to the bedside cabinet to pick up her phone.

Sweat beaded on Johnny’s brow and the lump that formed in his throat meant he couldn’t get a breath out. He remained quiet as he watched Sarah’s fingertips play on the screen of the phone. There was no knowing if it was a bluff, but he eventually cracked under the mounting pressure.

“Wait,” he blurted out.

“Too late,” Sarah said and lifted the phone to her ear. “I’ll let my mum tell your dad what you’ve been getting up to and you can explain to him what a dirty little deviant you are.”

“No, wait, I…”

His words were cut off when Sarah began talking again, but she wasn’t speaking to him now.

“Hey, how’s your day going?”

Johnny grimaced when he saw her gaze fix on him. The silence that followed freaked him out and he could only assume it was his step-mother on the other end of the line.

“Yeah, yeah, I got home early today like I told you,” Sarah said.

A smile played on her lips while she listened again.

“Yeah, he’s here,” she eventually went on. “I think he got a surprise when he heard me coming in early.”

Johnny’s face screwed up. They were obviously talking about him and the dread that Sarah would go through with her threat to say something to her mother about what he’d been doing brought a strain to his body that made him want to bolt. There was no doing it though and he remained glued to the spot as a longer silence stretched out.

“No, nothing special,” Sarah said to end the quiet in the room and a sly smile spread across her face. “Just checking you’ll be home at the normal time.”

She listened again for a few seconds before saying goodbye to her mother and hanging up the call. The sense of relief Johnny felt lasted only a split-second.

“You look like you’re about to piss your pants,” Sarah taunted and let out a derisive laugh. “That’s very strange for someone who claims they don’t know what I’m talking about.”

Johnny swallowed heavily as they stared at each other. The urge to flee filled his mind yet again, but he knew it would be a mistake. He was seeing a new side to his step-sister, who seemed to relish his discomfort and he wasn’t sure what to make of it.

“Are you going to tell me you don’t know what I’m talking about again?” she went on and lifted the phone to brandish it in his direction. “Or do you want me to call my mum back and have a proper discussion with her?”

The comment made Johnny gulp down another heavy breath. He couldn’t meet the gaze on him and looked down at his feet.

“No,” he muttered.

“How many times have you done it?” Sarah asked.

Johnny screwed up his face and fidgeted. He had no fucking idea where things were going, but knew he couldn’t brazen it out now. That didn’t mean he was about to tell the whole truth.

“Just a couple of times.”

“You’re such a fucking liar,” Sarah spat out and rose to her feet.

“I’m telling you, it’s…”

“Look,” Sarah cut in harshly. “You fuck me about one more time and I will bring your world crashing down around you like you won’t believe. Is that what you want?”

Johnny’s lips tightened together and all he could do was shake his head.

“Then you better tell me the bloody truth,” Sarah warned. “I had an inkling before today that something was off, but there was no fucking missing it this afternoon.”

The panic unleashed when he’d heard the front door of the house closing had made Johnny careless in the way he’d put the panties back in the drawer. That had apparently dropped him in it. He rocked his head back to stare up at the ceiling of the room.

“So, how many times?” Sarah asked.

Johnny brought his gaze down to look at his step-sister. Instead of answering the question, he asked one of his own.

“Are you going to tell on me?”

“That all depends on you,” Sarah replied. “If you fuck me around and bullshit me, I’ll happily have a heart-to-heart with my mum and see what she has to say about your afternoon activities. Maybe she’ll find out you’ve been in her bedroom…”

“NO,” Johnny exclaimed to stop the remark before it finished and shook his head vigorously. “No fucking way.”

“Just my knickers you’ve been sniffing then.”

“I didn’t sniff them,” Johnny protested.

The response came back as quick as lightning.

“But you did take them.”

Johnny’s agitation worsened and he glanced towards the door.

“I’m sorry, so sorry,” he said when he returned his gaze to Sarah. “It won’t happen again.”

“Sure it will,” she scoffed.

“No, I promise…”

“Get the red panties,” she cut in.

Johnny’s mouth flapped opened, but nothing came out now. The quiet in the room unsettled him all the more and he eventually let out a nervy, agitated titter of laughter as he waited for his step-sister to speak. When she didn’t, he felt compelled to say something to fill the awkward silence.

“You’re shitting me.”

“You come in my bedroom to get my panties,” Sarah replied in an almost matter-of-fact voice. “Well, you’re here now, so do it…, go get them.”

Another half-suppressed laugh spilled from Johnny’s lips as he stared at her.

“You’re joking,” he eventually said.

“Do I look like I’m fucking laughing?” Sarah retorted. “Go and get them.”

Johnny shuffled his feet nervously. He glanced towards the chest of drawers, but still didn’t move. When he returned his gaze to Sarah, she lifted her phone.

“I’ll count down from five then call my mum,” she said. “I’ll leave the choice up to you how this goes. Five…, four…, three…”

“OK, OK,” Johnny blurted out.

He felt the relief of seeing the phone being dropped on the bed, but it was short-lived. Walking across to the chest of drawers, he reached out and was aware of how much his hands shook when he grasped the handle. Sliding the drawer open brought a frown to his face. The red panties were no longer there. At least, they weren’t in sight.

“Oops,” Sarah said in an amused voice.

Johnny turned his attention back to her and found himself a little spellbound. His freaked out response to the situation meant he’d barely noticed what she wore. He now did. The white, long-sleeved cardigan hugged her pretty curves as she stood in a provocative pose. One arm was stretched straight down her body towards her crotch and she held her other hand at her mouth, with the tip of her forefinger gripped gently between her teeth.

Her long, light-brown hair, which was generally styled in a neat ponytail now framed her cute face as it spilled down messily past her shoulders towards her breasts. The alluring sight captivated Johnny and it was more than nerves making his heartbeat race now.

“Forgot that I moved them,” Sarah said when she pulled the finger away from her mouth. “You might have to find them somewhere else. See if you can.”

“What?” Johnny said limply and knew himself how pathetic he sounded.

“You find them and maybe I’ll let you keep them,” she said, with a sly smirk. “I bet you’d like that. Go looking and I’ll tell you if you’re hot or cold. You know that game don’t you?”

Johnny grimaced. He knew the game alright, but hadn’t expected to play it with his step-sister and sure as hell never anticipated being in the bedroom with her looking for her underwear.

“Go on,” she urged.

There was little choice for Johnny but to play along with the game and he looked around. He tilted his head from side to side before walking across to the wardrobe, but he was stopped in his track.

“Way too obvious,” Sarah said dismissively, before letting out a sniggering chuckle. “And you’re as cold as fucking ice. You’ll have to try harder than that if you want to find them.”

Johnny grimaced again when he turned to face her.

“I can’t do this,” he whined.

“I’ll give you a clue,” Sarah said and crooked a forefinger to beckon him in her direction.

She sat down on the bed again, but Johnny couldn’t get himself to move. The situation was spiraling out of control and his mind was in turmoil.

“Come on,” Sarah encouraged and patted the bed. “They’re somewhere around here. I’ll tell you that much.”

Johnny’s shoulders sagged and he was sure she was just having some fun at his expense to torment him. He had no idea where that would lead, but it was her in control of the situation. There was no knowing if she would go through with the threat to tell her mother if he walked out the room, but the idea she would scared him enough to stop him leaving. Moving across to the bed, he walked around it and opened the drawer of the bedside cabinet.

“Getting warmer,” Sarah said.

There was no sign of the panties in the drawer, so he closed it and lifted the pillow nearest to him.

“Oh, getting hotter,” she told him.

He let it drop down and leaned across the bed, but the other pillow was eased just out of his reach before he could touch it.

“Oops,” Sarah said and smirked. “That might be right, but you’ll need to come around here.”

Johnny swallowed hard. He’d deliberately gone to the opposite side from where she sat, but he was being forced to move around the bed.

“That’s it,” Sarah encouraged in an amused voice as he walked tentatively around to the bottom of the bed. “Are you starting to feel toasty?”

Sweat beaded on Johnny’s forehead. The moment was becoming excruciatingly embarrassing, but it wasn’t all he was feeling and he fought against the swell of hot blood that threatened to give him a boner. Sarah’s gaze followed his every step, but he gave her a wide berth before moving closer to the bed again, so he could lift the pillow. There was no sign of the panties though.

“So close,” Sarah said. “Don’t you feel burning hot?”

He was too slow to react when she reached out to grab his wrist.

“No, wait,” he babbled, but the hard tug pulled him right in front of her.

“Down on your knees,” she told him.

“I don’t…”

He resisted a firmer tug and saw her expression harden.

“Do you fucking want me to make that phone call?” she threatened before pulling again.

He gave in this time and dropped to his knees in front of her. The kiss was shockingly unexpected. It brushed against his lips before he knew what was happening, but he jerked his head back. His wide-eyed gaze brought another laugh from Sarah and the amusement showed in her voice.

“Don’t tell me you still haven’t fucking found them.”

The frown on Johnny’s brow faded in an instant when he looked down from her face to see the way her knees parted a little. A glimpse of inner thigh turned to a flash of red when she spread her legs wider.

“Oh shit,” he let out in a surprised voice and yanked his wrist free of the grip.

“I see you found them,” Sarah said and laughed. “You want them.”

His gaze rose to hers, but he really couldn’t read the expression on her face.

“I…,” he let out, but didn’t know how to go on and his voice tailed off.

The pulse of hot blood grew stronger when he dropped his gaze back to Sarah’s knees parting wider. It let him see the smooth skin of her inner thighs all the way up to the red panties.

“Am I bringing those deep, dark secrets to the surface?” she taunted him and laughed.

Johnny lifted a hand to wipe the back of it slowly across his lips. His gaze never wavered from the gorgeous sight of silky skin and the panties he’d been holding not long before.

“Those are the kind of secrets that can get you in so much trouble your head will fucking spin,” Sarah went on.

Mention of trouble heightened Johnny’s unease and he lifted his gaze. He still couldn’t read his step-sister’s expression and it was her who spoke as they stared at each other.

“Always a risk to give in to those feelings, don’t you think? Pick the wrong girl and your world can turn to shit in a heartbeat.”

The words made Johnny cringe and he couldn’t get himself to say anything. In the end, he didn’t need to when Sarah carried on speaking.

“Then again…, strike lucky with the right girl and who knows what that might get you.”

She touched a hand on the hem of the long cardigan. The movement caught Johnny’s attention and the breath caught in his throat when he looked down to the material being inched a little higher.

“Meet one of those girls,” Sarah continued. “And maybe you’ll find out you’re not the only one with hidden secrets.”

Johnny licked his lips. The rush of arousal became too strong to fight against and he could feel the strain of his swelling erection in his underwear. The sudden way Sarah sprung to her feet took him by surprise and he shuffled back on his knees.

“Maybe,” Sarah said, with a conniving smile. “You’ll find out that girls can be every bit as lewd as dirty dick boys.”

She pulled the hem of the cardigan up high enough on her thighs, so she could get her hands underneath it without actually putting her panties on display. Grabbing hold of them, she shimmied her hips as she pulled her underwear down.

It left Johnny mesmerized and his tongue slid around his lips again as he watched the red material come into view. Sarah let her panties go, so they slid all the way down her legs to her ankles. She then stepped out of them and sat on the side of the bed again before reaching down to pick them up.

“Have to be careful who you reveal that side of your nature to though,” she said. “Plenty of people wouldn’t understand, so there are some secrets you don’t really want becoming common knowledge. I’m sure I can trust you to keep your mouth shut about me though…, if you want me to do the same for you.”

Johnny shuffled back a little when the panties were held out to him. The moment was overwhelming and he couldn’t quite get himself to believe what was happening.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” he mumbled as he dropped his gaze.

The sniggering guffaw he heard brought a stronger flush of red to his cheeks as he grimaced.

“That’s a bit fucking rich considering what you’ve been getting up to,” Sarah mocked. “As far as I know, you’ve been in here every bloody day since I arrived…”

“No,” Johnny cut in, but it didn’t stop his step-sister.

“I’ve probably gone to work every morning wearing underwear that’s been wrapped around your dirty dick.”

“No, wait, I…”

“And now that I’m offering you the chance to do just that, you’re acting like some innocent choirboy who’s shocked by the very idea,” Sarah went on and thrust out her hand. “Take them.”

Johnny grimaced again. He could feel the pulse of hot blood making him harder, but the turmoil in his head left him reeling.

“Who knows,” Sarah went on. “Maybe if you show me I’ll return the favor. Do the pretty college girls play those sort of games with you?”

The comment made Johnny gulp down a heavy breath. His gaze flitted to the way Sarah parted her knees slightly to give a little glimpse of inner thigh. He was all too aware she wasn’t wearing panties now and what that might get him.

“Fuck,” he muttered as his gaze remained fixed on her legs, but she didn’t move them any further apart.

“And if you really don’t want to do it,” Sarah commented. “Maybe you should tell that to your dirty dick.”

The mocking remark made Johnny get hands in front of his groin, but it was too late to cover himself up. He yanked his head back when the panties were shoved towards his face and the sound of a laugh was followed by another derisive comment aimed at him.

“I thought you liked sniffing them. The ones you play with in the drawer are laundered. I’ve been wearing these ones, so you’ll enjoy it all the more.”

“Fucking hell,” Johnny blurted out.

“Take them,” Sarah encouraged and reached out with her free hand. “Have you had them wrapped around your dick while dreaming about finishing in them. Maybe I’ll let you do that.”

Johnny struggled against the grip on his hands, but finally gave in to them being pulled from in front of his crotch. He felt the humiliation when he looked down to the bulge of his swelling erection showing through his jeans. It did nothing to take away the hot arousal he couldn’t control.

“Looks like it’s got a mind of it’s own,” Sarah taunted. “Come on, let me see it.”

“You’re my step-sister,” he whined.

“That didn’t seem to bother you when you were sneaking in here to look in my underwear drawer, so don’t come over all coy on me now. I bet the fact I’m your sister gets you harder, you pervert.”

“No, I…”

His words came to an abrupt halt when Sarah grabbed at his jeans. He shuffled back, but the zipper was already half dragged down.

“Don’t fuck me about,” Sarah said and made a show of glancing at her phone. “Do you think I won’t call my mum?”

“That’s blackmail,” Johnny muttered.

“And?” Sarah challenged and got her hand to his crotch again. “It’s not like I really need to blackmail you. We both know that. You can’t pretend you don’t want this.”

Johnny grimaced. He looked down to the zipper of his jeans being eased all the way open. It excited him in a way he couldn’t control. What they were doing wasn’t exactly wrong. They weren’t really related and didn’t even know each other until their parents met. It still felt so wrong although that did little to cool his ardor.

“Fuck,” he let out.

He closed his eyes when the panties were rubbed against his nose. It was clear Sarah wasn’t about to give up and he shuddered when he got his hand to his crotch. Forcing his fingers through the gap in his jeans, he got them below his underwear to grab hold of his throbbing member. He gripped tightly and the panties were pulled from his face when he hesitated.

“Do it for me,” Sarah urged.

The excitement was there to hear in her voice and it made Johnny drag his erection out into view.

“Dirty bastard,” Sarah rasped then let out a husky, seductive titter.

She leaned closer to get a better view and there was no keeping the smile from her face as she stared at the thick, throbbing veins snaking along a rigidly swollen cock.

“Take your jeans and underwear down,” she coaxed. “Let me see all of it.”

There was no hesitation from Johnny now. He was caught up in a rush of euphoria like never before and was in a hurry to undo the button of his jeans, so he could shove them and his underwear down. It caught hold of his erection until it sprung free to stand up proudly.

“Push them all the way down,” Sarah urged.

When his boxer shorts and jeans were around his knees, Johnny straightened up and heard the giggling elation of his step-sister as she stared at the way his erection jutted out from his groin. He tensed when she reached out and his legs started to shake when she trailed a fingertip slowly along the underside. There was no controlling the quivering spasms of his cock when the touch brushed across the head.

“Show me what you do,” Sarah said when she moved back.

Johnny took the underwear from her without a second thought now and felt the thrill of a dirty moment making his cock harder still. The anticipation of the touch of panties was a moment he always savored and it came as no surprise that it was made even better by being watched. He let out a gasp when he wrapped the red material around his erection and began masturbating.

“Dirty bastard,” Sarah said again as she watched. “Is that what you always do with my panties when you come in here.”

“No,” Johnny gasped. “I just looked at first. It’s only the last couple of times I got the nerve to do this.”

“Bad boy,” Sarah said in a laughing voice. “I should be fucking mad at you.”

“But you’re not, right?” Johnny said.

His hand came to a stop when Sarah reached out. The twitching pulse of his muscles made his legs shake when her fingers curled around his balls to squeeze them.

“Maybe…, maybe not,” she teased him when she glanced up to catch his gaze. “Keep stroking.”

Johnny felt the weakness taking hold when he began to work the soft material along his throbbing length again. The massaging touch of Sarah’s fingers flooded his veins with hot blood and the way she watched showed she wasn’t mad. She seemed unable to take her eyes from the way her panties were being used and her grip tightened around balls.

“Have you ever finished in them?” she asked.

“Fuck, no,” Johnny exclaimed. “How the hell could I do that? I never intended to get caught.”

He saw her gaze come up to his again and there was a sly grin on her face when she spoke.

“Well, you have been caught and there’s nothing stopping you from doing it now.”

“Really?” Johnny blurted out in disbelief.

“Uh-huh,” Sarah replied. “I want to see it.”

Johnny squeezed his eyes shut for a second as he stroked the panties along his erection to a quicker pace. He could feel the rising pressure taking hold. It made his buttocks clench and he forced his hips forward. A glance showed him Sarah’s knees parted, but the cardigan kept her covered.

“Want to see?” she asked.

He looked to her face to see she’d noticed where he was staring. The grip on his testicles being released let him shuffle back a little on his knees and there was no doubt his step-sister was enjoying the sordid game they played. She parted her knees wider to give a glimpse all the way to the top of her legs.

There were no panties covering her up now and Johnny’s mouth opened wide as he got a glimpse of pussy. The pulse of hot blood it ignited made his cock throb even more fiercely and he began masturbating with the panties that had been pressed against the tight slit he stared at not long before.

“Look at my little brother,” Sarah taunted. “Jerking off his dirty dick to the sight of his sister’s cunt.”

The vulgar words made Johnny grimace, but it was clear Sarah was reveling in the moment. What he was doing felt shameful, but he couldn’t pretend he wasn’t turned on like never before. It made him stroke the panties frantically along his erection to build the pressure towards breaking point.

Sarah spread her knees wider still to give him a better look between her naked thighs and there was no taking his eyes from the perfect sight as he pushed himself towards the release he now craved with a passion. His muscles tightened as he arched his back to shove his hips forward until he reached the edge.

“Come on, fucking do it,” Sarah rasped. “All over the gusset.”

She reached out to clasp fingers around his balls again, so she could pull him right in front of her. Johnny let out a gasping cry. The touch of his step-sister was too much and he hurriedly dragged the panties from around his erection as he tried to hold himself back. He barely got the underwear held in place before it became too much.

He grabbed his erection with his free hand to squeeze his fingers around the base and held the panties at the tip when his guttural cry of pleasure rang out. His hips jerked hard as a thick string of creamy white erupted into the gusset. The knee-trembling moment left him gasping for breath as he emptied everything from his balls into the panties. He felt the quivering strain in his erection as his excitement peaked and pushed his hand down against Sarah’s to bring out the last spurts before the strength in his body melted away.

“Fuck, fuck,” he gasped as he felt the weakness take hold.

“Wait,” Sarah said and let go of his balls to grab for her phone.

“Fuck off,” Johnny whined when he realized what she was about to do. “You can’t take pictures.”

Sarah let out a sniggering laugh as she ignored him. She got the camera set on her phone to get the pictures she wanted of the cum-soaked panties held at the tip of his still-hard erection.

“You’re a bad, bad boy,” she taunted when she lifted the phone in front of her face to look at the pictures.

Johnny staggered to his feet on shaky legs. He reached down to grab at his underwear and jeans, but pulling them up proved difficult with only one hand.

“Now get out my fucking bedroom,” Sarah said.

Johnny brought his gaze to her face and saw the smirk. The flush of shame at what he’d done hit harder. There was no pulling his jeans up properly into place with just one hand, but he didn’t know what to do with the panties he held.

“Go on, get out,” Sarah said.

It made him turn and he moved awkwardly across the room towards the door. When he got to it, the shout of his name made him turn back.

“Make sure you wash them,” Sarah said.

Johnny simply stared wide-eyed at her. He really didn’t know what to say, so simply turned to leave and made his way along to his own room. He slammed the door shut and went to throw himself down on the bed.

“Fuck,” he cursed and looked at the panties he still held.

It sent a shudder running through him as images of shooting his load into them right in front of Sarah filled his mind, but the thoughts faded away to the worry of what might happen. Not that he could do anything about it. His step-sister was completely in charge of the situation and he knew he’d be a pawn in whatever game she wanted to play.

***

“Thank fuck,” Johnny let out under his breath when he closed the front door of the house to end another day of college.

It felt like it had been wasted though. Images of the previous afternoon kept intruding into his thoughts and concentrating on what he was being taught grew ever more difficult as the hours passed. After lunch he’d barely taken in a word the professors said and he eventually skipped the last lecture to go home.

A glance at his watch showed it was just after three thirty and dirty thoughts took hold with a vengeance when he leaned back against the door. He grimaced when he felt the movement in his pants, but didn’t fight it as he got moving to hurry up the stairs to his room.

When he got to it, he stopped to look towards his step-sister’s bedroom. Not that he planned to go along to it. There was no need. He already had what he wanted and there was no stopping the throbbing quiver of his stiffening cock as walked in his room.

Dumping his bag on the floor, he took off his coat to hang it up then closed the door before walking across to the wardrobe. Opening it up, he squatted down and shifted around the boxes in the bottom to find the one stashed at the very back. The heady surge of anticipation made the breath catch in his throat when he lifted the lid to look at the red underwear.

“Can’t believe it,” he muttered as more thoughts of the previous afternoon came to him.

Not long after getting back to his room, he’d had a shower and taken the opportunity to wash the panties as he’d been told by his step-sister. He’d then dried them with his hairdryer and hid them in the box before throwing himself down on the bed to replay what happened in his head over and over.

There had been no choice but to go down for dinner when his dad and step-mum arrived home from work. They always ate together at the dining room table as a family, so he couldn’t get out of it although he’d made every effort to act normal. It was seriously awkward though. The sly smirk he caught on Sarah’s face occasionally felt a little excruciating, but he’d eaten as quickly as he could then used college coursework as an excuse to go back up to his bedroom.

He didn’t go near the panties though. Being caught with them would be a disaster, so he’d left them well hidden at the back of the wardrobe. That was then, however, and this was now. He was in the house alone. That meant he could take them out and he put the box back in the wardrobe before moving across the room to throw himself down on the bed.

Closing his eyes, he brought the panties to his face and held them there as he let his mind be swamped by images of the fun he had with Sarah in her bedroom. The stiffening of his cock made him squirm around on the covers and it was only a matter of seconds before he was fully erect.

“Fuck,” he let out in a rasp of breath.

Suddenly, all he wanted to do was have the panties wrapped around his dick again, so he grabbed at the zipper of his jeans to pull it down. It reminded him of doing the same thing in Sarah’s bedroom the previous day. He let out another curse as he forced his fingers through the gap to get them below his underwear. His buttocks clenched tightly as he pulled his erection out then rubbed the panties on it.

The loud knock came without warning and he was suddenly in a blind panic as he tried to stuff his hard cock back in his jeans. The door swung open before he could manage it and the sight of Sarah’s grinning face made him curse.

“You just about gave me a fucking heart attack,” he complained before banging his head down on the pillow.

“Thought you’d been caught in the act, did you?” Sarah mocked as she walked in the room. “I’d love to be a fly on the wall when you were trying to explain to your dad or my mum why you were jerking yourself off with a pair of my panties.”

Johnny let out a slow breath as panic gave way to relief. He closed his eyes for a second before opening them again to see Sarah move to the bottom of the bed.

“What the hell are you doing here?” he let out as he finished stuffing his erection back in his jeans. “Aren’t you supposed to be at work?”

“Took the afternoon off,” she replied, with a smirk. “Are you going to be coy and hide it from me today?”

Johnny screwed up his face. He saw her gaze fix on the panties in his hand.

“Do you want them back?” he asked.

“No, you can keep them,” she told him. “My little gift to you.”

There was a pause as they stared at each other and it was Sarah who eventually broke the silence.

“So, what are you going to give me in return?”

Johnny pushed himself up to a sitting position and leaned back against the headboard. He saw the smirk on Sarah’s face and felt a rush of euphoria he knew was so wrong. What they were doing was risky. Not that he was being given a lot of choice in the matter although he couldn’t exactly pretend he was unhappy about that.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“Hmmm,” Sarah let out in an amused voice and made a show of rubbing her chin, as if she was pondering the question.

The smirk widened on her face and it suddenly registered with Johnny that she was wearing the same cardigan as the day before. It was clear she’d been waiting for him to come home, but there was no knowing exactly what that meant. When she finally spoke again, it wasn’t to answer the question he’d asked.

“Didn’t take you long,” she mocked. “You were in the house less than five minutes before my panties were wrapped around your dirty dick.”

“Is that what you want to watch?”

“Maybe,” Sarah said and sat down on the bottom of the bed. “Been looking at the picture I took of you a lot.”

Johnny shifted a little uncomfortably as the swell of hot blood brought him fully erect again. He rubbed his fingers against the red material and let his gaze slid to the bare skin of Sarah’s thighs.

“Are you thinking I might give you another pair?” she teased.

“No,” he replied when he met her gaze.

The smile on her face was a sure sign that she knew he was lying. It meant he couldn’t hold the eye contact. His cheeks flushed and he felt the embarrassment taking hold. He squirmed around as he looked at Sarah’s thighs again. His interest didn’t go unnoticed and he kept watching as she edged the hem higher to put more bare skin on display.

“Don’t have a pair to give you today anyway,” she said in a mischievous voice.

Johnny slid his tongue around his lips as he watched. The idea she might be naked below the cardigan was a turn on, but it appeared his step-sister wasn’t about to show if she was or not when she lifted her hand away from her leg.

“Been thinking about something a friend told me,” she said.

The comment made Johnny frown.

“What was that?” he asked.

“Been thinking about it a lot since I watched you blow that big, sticky load in my panties yesterday,” Sarah went on.

It deepened the lines on Johnny’s forehead. He looked at the red panties, but said nothing and just waited.

“About how hard guys cum,” Sarah said and sniggered. “And how to make it shoot out like a fucking fountain.”

“Uh…, I’m not sure I understand,” Johnny said tentatively when he turned his gaze on her face.

“Prostate stimulation,” she said, with a sly smile. “That’s the trick apparently. Been wanting to try it since my friend told me, but it’s not exactly a topic of conversation you can bring up with a boyfriend. At least, I haven’t had the nerve to do it, but, well, now…”

Johnny lifted a hand to wipe it across his mouth as he continued to stare. He didn’t quite understand what his step-sister was talking about until she pulled an item from the pocket of her cardigan and held it up.

“Oh, whoa, whoa, whoa,” he blurted out. “I don’t think…”

“We’ll work up to it,” Sarah cut in to stop his protest. Her gaze flitted to the metal, bullet-shaped butt plug she held for a second before returning to Johnny. “I’ll give you a little P-spot massage first.”

Johnny held his breath as he watched her lift her free hand and make a come-hither motion with her forefinger. He didn’t need an explanation now. The instinctive clenching of his asshole made his erection throb.

“No fucking way,” he said limply.

A smile spread across Sarah’s face when she slowly brought her free hand to her mouth to brush a touch on it then made a show of sucking her finger for a second.

“The first rule is always give a girl what she wants,” Sarah said and brushed her fingertips seductively across her mouth again. “Don’t you know that? Most will be more than happy to give you something in return if you do.”

The implications were all too clear to Johnny. She was offering a blowjob on the condition he gave up his asshole to her, so she could play her kinky game and he felt his muscles pulse more fiercely.

“I can’t…”

“Sure you can,” Sarah interrupted. “Don’t you normally have a shower when you come home from college?”

Johnny tilted his head from side to side as he stared at the butt plug. It wasn’t like he didn’t know about them, but he never intended to come into close contact with one. The toy Sarah held looked huge to him and if he gave in there was no doubt she’d happily violate his asshole with it.

“I sometimes have a shower when I get home,” he muttered to answer her question.

“Then go and have it,” she told him and got to her feet.

He stayed where he was, but the lure of oral sex wouldn’t leave his mind. His experience with the opposite sex was limited, but he’d struck lucky at a couple of the college parties he’d attended. On both occasions he and the girls got carried away because of a little too much alcohol and he’d been a more than willing recipient of the blowjobs they’d given him.

There was no drink involved on this occasion, but another offer had come his way and he knew he couldn’t miss out. It would get his step-sister playing with him again and he wanted it. Oh god, he wanted it so badly and could feel the pulsing strain of his erection in his underwear.

“Go on,” Sarah urged and motioned her head in the direction of the bathroom door.

Johnny slid to the side of the bed and got to his feet. He walked over to the door and turned to look back. It showed him he was being watched.

“Will we go to hell for this?” he asked and was only half joking.

Playing around with his step-sister felt like a taboo step too far. That didn’t mean he was about to stop and the amused expression on Sarah’s face showed what she thought of his remark.

“It’s our secret,” she said. “Just you, me and the friends I show the pictures will know about us.”

“Fuck off,” Johnny let out.

He couldn’t tell if she was being serious. It was too late to worry about it, however. He’d let the pictures be taken the day before and could only hope she wouldn’t want to take any more. She motioned for him to get moving, so he went in the bathroom. After closing the door, he walked across to the sink and stared at his reflection in the mirror.

“Dickhead,” he berated himself.

However, there was no pretending he wasn’t excited at the prospect of his step-sister taking advantage of him again. His cock was trying to burst out of his jeans and he could feel the way it strained as the arousal took a stronger hold on him. Moving over to the cubicle, he slid the door open and reached in to switch on the water.

He was then quick to strip naked and dumped his clothes in the sink. It got him a sight of the way his erection jutted out from his groin in the mirror and he watched as he stroked his fingers up and down.

It was only when the mirror began to steam up that he turned away from it. Moving back to the cubicle, he stepped inside and slid the door shut before sticking his hand under the water. He turned the temperature down a little before positioning himself directly under the cascade of jets and turning his face up to them.

A step back let the water rain down on his erection to bring a tingle of pleasure that weakened his knees. He reached out one hand to press it against the tiles and got the fingers of the other wrapped around his hard cock to stroke it. Tremors set his legs shaking. The delicious sensation made him close his eyes to enjoy the moment.

Thoughts of Sarah in his bedroom flooded his mind and he knew he should hurry to get back to her. The idea of his asshole being plundered brought raw nerves though and he continued to masturbate. It was only when he opened his eyes again that he saw the action wasn’t about to take place in the bedroom.

“Fucking hell,” he complained as he stared at his step-sister. “Stop sneaking up on me.”

The sound of the shower water had masked her coming into the bathroom to slide the door of the cubicle open.

“Sneaking up on you is fun,” she said, with a smirk. “Look what I catch you doing.”

Johnny looked down to the way his fingers were clasped around the base of his erection.

“You must be thinking about this,” Sarah joked when she held up her hand. “Put it on the shelf.”

The butt plug being tossed in his direction made Johnny let go of his cock, but he missed the catch and the toy fell to the wet floor.

“Turn around and bend over to pick it up,” Sarah said.

Johnny grimaced. He wasn’t about to do that and simply knelt down to get the plug. When he straightened up, he put it on the shelf.

“Haven’t had my shower yet either,” Sarah said. “I thought I’d wait on you getting home to have one.”

The way she started to unzip the cardigan held Johnny captivated.

“No fucking way,” he let out under his breath as the sides of the cardigan parted to give a glimpse of naked skin.

It quickly became clear that Sarah wasn’t wearing a bra and he remembered her comment about not being able to give him another pair of panties.

“Be a gentleman and turn around,” she said.

Johnny took a last look at the provocative way she stood before acquiescing. His breath came out in short, sharp gasps as he faced the tiles and listened. He desperately wanted to look, but forced himself not to. The sound of the door sliding shut came to him and he shuddered when Sarah’s body pressed against his back. He could feel her naked breasts squashing against his skin and looked down to her hand sliding around his waist.

She’d mostly watched and given instructions the previous day, but it seemed she was intent on something more on this occasion. Johnny’s knees threatened to buckle when her fingers clasped around the base of his cock. Her chin dug into the back of his shoulder and there was no missing the sound of her mischievous laugh when she squeezed tightly.

“Got it fucking bad for me, haven’t you?” she taunted.

Johnny rocked his head back when she loosened her grip to slowly stroke her fingers up his full length then all the way down again. She squeezed tightly around the base to make him gasp before letting go and stepping back.

“Better when it’s slippery,” she said.

It made Johnny turn just in time to see her reach out to the shelf. His heart was in his mouth, but it wasn’t the butt plug she grabbed. Instead, she picked up the bottle of shower cream and flipped the cap, so she could pour some in her free hand. He grabbed hold of the plastic bottle when it was thrust towards him.

There was no order for him to turn around now and it let him feast his eyes on the perfect sight of Sarah soaping up her naked body. He could barely believe his luck as he watched her cover her pert breasts with lather then slide her hands down over her taut belly.

“You like that little bro,” she jeered as she rubbed her soapy fingers on her neatly trimmed pubic hair to cover it in lather then worked a hand between her thighs.

The twitching throb of his erection grew stronger as he watched, but she suddenly stepped towards him and turned. He knew it was no accident when her soap-covered hip grazed against his erection. The amusement was there to hear in her voice.

“Oops, sorry, can you do my back for me?”

She held her hands under the streaming jets to clear the soap from them before running them back over her head to slick her wet hair down. A glance over her shoulder showed his rapt attention on her and she made a move to push her ass against the hardness of his cock before stepping forward.

“Can you, pretty please?” she asked in a sweet voice that was laced with mischief.

It spurred him to action and he popped the cap to pour some of the shower cream in his palm then returned the bottle to the shelf. His hands shook as he got them on her shoulders and began to work the soap in.

“My whole back,” Sarah encouraged in a teasing voice.

Johnny pushed back against the wall of the cubicle. He slid his hands lower and looked down to his step-sister’s bubble butt.

“Don’t stop,” she told him when his hands reached her lower back.

He took the opportunity she was giving and ran his hands down onto her naked ass. A squeeze of his hands dug fingers into soft flesh and he heard the giggling titter.

“You’re supposed to be fucking washing me,” she said.

Johnny felt the throb of his erection as he circled his hands slowly on his step-sister’s rounded cheeks to cover them with soap. The urge to slide a hand between her thighs played on his mind, but he couldn’t quite find the nerve to do it.

“You need to be soaped up too,” Sarah eventually said and reached back to grab his wrists, so she could pull his hands around her body to get them to her tits.

She shoved her ass back to grind against the hardness of his erection. It sent tremors down her legs, which grew stronger when his fingers sank into the soft flesh of her breasts. The sinuous movement of her belly kept her slippery ass rubbing against his groin, but she finally pushed back harder still to get the feeling of his throbbing, erect cock slipping in between her buttocks.

“Fuck,” she gasped and rocked her head back.

She kept her hands over his to hold them in place on her tits, but there was no need for any encouragement. The groping touch of his fingers mauled her flesh to make her nipples stiffen against his palms.

“What kind of a girl do you think I am?” she eventually said in a sniggering voice and pulled his hands away, so she could turn around. “You haven’t even kissed me yet.”

She grabbed his hair to pull his head down and he closed his eyes as the soft caress of her lips played on his. Her soapy belly now rubbed against his erection and it stoked his lust to make him shove his hips forward to lock their bodies tighter together.

“One kiss is all you get,” she said jokingly when she jerked her head back. “Well, on the lips, anyway.”

She let go of his hair and brushed fingertips down his torso, so she could wrap a slippery grip around his rigidly erect manhood.

“Can you hold on long enough to get what you really want?” she teased him as she gave a slow, sensual handjob.

Johnny’s head cracked against the tiles when he threw it back. He could feel his balls clenching up to his groin and fought against the sensation. The caress of Sarah’s hand quickened, however. It made him squeeze his eyes shut as her touch brought an excitement that mounted, but her fingers finally came to a stop just below the head and a strong squeeze suppressed the urge to let go.

“Fuck,” he groaned as his thigh muscles quivered.

“We haven’t played our game yet,” Sarah teased and leaned forward to squash her tits against his chest.

“Your game,” Johnny said breathlessly.

“Don’t see you complaining,” she retorted as she pinned him to the wall to rub their bodies together.

Johnny could feel the stiffness of her nipples grazing against his chest and looked down when the touch slid lower. There was no holding in the curses as Sarah worked her tits onto his belly. The fluttering contractions of his muscles grew stronger and he pushed back against the wall to hold himself up.

“You like that?” Sarah murmured. “My tits all wet and soapy on your naked body.”

“Yes,” Johnny gasped.

His neck stretched out as he pushed his head back against the wall when the creep of fingers slid up his thigh to cup around his testicles. It brought memories of the previous day flashing through his head, but he was about to get so much more than masturbating into a pair of his step-sister’s panties. Her tits rubbed against his erection to make it quiver, but she pulled back immediately to end the touch.

“Not my boobs you want, is it bad boy?” she teased when she dropped to her knees and glanced up.

“No,” Johnny groaned in a strained voice.

His thigh muscles began to spasm when Sarah’s fingertips slid onto the sensitive skin just behind his balls.

“You’re going to give me what I want though, aren’t you?” she teased him.

Johnny didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. She was playing out her fantasy and they both knew he wasn’t going to do a damn thing to stop her. The gentle caress of her fingertips slid further back along his perineum to make him rise up on tiptoes and his mouth opened wide.

It was a new experience, but one he was finding he liked more than he cared to admit. The anticipation of a touch on his tight ring made his muscles pulse and he heard the giggling glee of Sarah when her finger found its mark.

He could feel his legs threatening to crumple under him as he rose up higher on tiptoes, but there was no escape from Sarah’s touch. Her breathing grew short as she wiggled her finger a little harder to try and break the resistance of protesting muscles.

“Are you fighting me?” she teased as she slid her fingertip back along Johnny’s perineum.

“Fuck,” he let out as he dropped down onto the soles of his feet.

Fingers cupped around his balls again and Sarah’s other hand gripped around his erection. The slipperiness of the soap made the slow action of her fingers gliding up and down silky smooth and the rush of pleasure was intense. He pushed himself back against the wall and reached out a hand to slap it against the tiles in an attempt to steady himself on trembling legs.

“Is it better when I do it?” Sarah asked and smirked when she looked up.

They both knew the answer without Johnny having to say a word. He was loving every second of her taking advantage of him and he looked down to the way she continued to stroke his erection. She finally pushed her hand right down to the base to make his stiff, quivering shaft jut out from his groin.

“I’m not fucking kissing it when it’s covered in soap,” she said when she looked up.

Johnny took the hint and cupped his hands together when he reached out to get them under the showerhead. It took a few seconds to get enough water, but he wasted no time spilling it over his cock to wash away the soap.

“Again,” Sarah demanded.

The tremors grew stronger to make Johnny’s legs weaken when he felt a fingertip slide along his perineum again. Sarah got it in place to press against his asshole even before he got his cupped hands to his groin to spill more water over his hard cock.

“There we go,” Sarah said and looked up to hold his gaze when she leaned closer.

She saw the way his face contorted when she flickered her tongue on the underside of the head.

“You going to cum hard for me, bad boy?” she asked in a teasing voice.

Johnny was up on tiptoes again, but the pressure of the slippery finger on his asshole didn’t let up this time. His abused muscles began to pulse harder still and he groaned when Sarah’s lips slid over the tip of his cock to engulf the head in the wet warmth of her mouth. It was heaven. He looked up to the ceiling while the seductive rolling of her tongue swirled slowly around glistening skin.

The sound of his groans made Sarah giggle breathlessly when she backed off and their eyes met when he looked down. It held him in a scintillating moment until the finger pressing against his asshole slipped past the resistance of his sphincter.

“Fuck,” he gasped when his head jerked back to bang against the wall.

“First time having your tight hole made to gape by a girl?” Sarah teased.

It was, but Johnny said nothing in reply. From what she’d revealed to him, he assumed she was enjoying her first time doing it to a boy. The vibrant excitement in her voice showed just how much she was savoring the experience.

“Fuck, fuck,” Johnny cursed through gritted teeth as the stiff penetration slipped deeper.

“Just about there I think,” Sarah said and started to wiggle her finger.

It ignited a rush of pleasure in Johnny that left him breathless. The grip of fingers around the base of his erection pushed down against his balls and he let out a desperate groan when soft lips grazed over the thickly swollen head again.

His body tensed as more of his length slipped into the soft wet of his step-sister’s mouth. She began to bob her head to give him a blowjob as she stroked her finger slowly in and out of his asshole. The pulsing contractions of his muscles around the stiff penetration made the caress of lips sliding along his hard cock all the better and his hips began to judder as he fought against the rising pressure.

Sarah let out a gasping breath when she came up for air after a short while. She jabbed her finger knuckle-deep and looked up to the contorted expression of delight on Johnny’s face. Keeping her gaze on it, she leaned forward to sweep rasping licks up his length as she held her finger deep.

“Come on,” she urged. “Let me fucking see it.”

Johnny glanced down to the excited look on her face and held the eye contact as she began to finger his asshole again. It set his mind in turmoil. A longing for the pleasure made him love the sensation, but there was no pretending he didn’t feel shame at letting his step-sister use him in such a sordid manner. He watched as she took the head of his cock in her mouth yet again and began to work her lips along his stiffly swollen manhood.

The quivering twitch of his hips became uncontrollable as he felt himself reaching the edge. He didn’t want the moment to end and desperately fought against his body succumbing, but eventually knew it was impossible. His warning shout made Sarah’s head pop up and she immediately began to stroke her fingers along his erection to a quickening pace.

At the same time she wiggled her finger inside his asshole and it was the moment it became to much for Johnny. His muscles were coiled like springs in the final moment of the climb that exploded to the strongest climax of his life.

A thick, shooting spurt of cum blasted just past Sarah’s face and she let out a giggling squeal as she watched. She forced her hand right down to the base of her step-brother’s erection to push it against heavy balls and kept wiggling her finger to give a prostrate massage that brought out more heavy, pulsing bursts of creamy white.

Johnny was in bits. The clenching of his muscles around Sarah’s finger prior to each spurt sent hot wave after wave of pleasure ripping through his shuddering body. It was all he could do to stay upright on shaking legs. Tension gripped hold of him in the final throes of ecstasy until the delicious moment peaked and he felt the strength drain from his body.

“See how good I am to you,” Sarah teased when she leaned forward to kiss on the head of his erection.

She looked up to see she was being watched and it excited her as she lapped at the last dribbles of cum trickling from the little slit. The sound of Johnny’s exhausted groans echoed around the small space when she forced her finger all the way in his asshole and gave him a final rush of bliss by ever so slowly extracting it.

His legs gave out to make him slide down the wet wall and slump onto the floor. Sarah squeezed his erection as she held on tightly. It let her feel the dying throbs as the stiffness slowly melted away. Johnny was sure it brought another encounter with his step-sister to an end, but it quickly became clear that she wasn’t finished with him.

***

When Sarah let go of his fading erection, she got to her feet and moved right under the showerhead. The water rinsed the lather from her body and a smile played on her lips when she reached out to pick up the butt plug.

“Fuck off,” Johnny whined.

She turned to see the grimace on his face as he stared at the toy. His chest heaved as he sucked in heavy breaths and she couldn’t keep the amusement from her voice.

“Is it still pulsing?”

Johnny didn’t need any more explanation to understand the cheeky remark. He could feel the throbbing contractions of his abused anal muscles. His eyes remained on the toy as it was wielded and there was no keeping the gruff desperation from his voice when he spoke again.

“Fuck off.”

“That’s not very nice now, is it?” Sarah said and let out a snorting titter. “Didn’t I say that you should give a girl what she wants.”

“Please,” Johnny let out in a hoarse rasp.

“Well, maybe not this time,” Sarah went on and a smile played on her lips. “We’ll have to find somewhere else to put it.”

Johnny watched in amazement when she turned around to face away from him. His gaze slid to her rounded cheeks and the breath caught in his throat when she sank the fingers of her free hand into her flesh. The glimpse was fleeting when she pulled on her buttock, but the rush of excitement was potent.

“No way,” he muttered.

“It has to be lubricated though,” Sarah went on. “Can you do that for me?”

Johnny looked up to the way she glanced over her shoulder at him. It was the sexiest sight ever, but her words made him sure she was only teasing.

“You’ve got a tongue haven’t you?”

“Are you fucking serious?” he exclaimed.

“Try me,” Sarah replied.

It was too good a chance to miss. His hesitation gave way to scrambling movement as he got up to his knees and shuffled forward. Sarah turned back to face him before he got in position and he stared at the V of dark, trimmed hair on her plump mound.

“You have to get this wet first,” she said.

He looked to the plug being held out to his face. The heaving of his chest was nothing to do with the exhaustion he’d felt only a matter of seconds before. His pulse started to race again as he felt the arousal come back to his body. He’d often masturbated a couple of times in the hour he was alone in the house after college, but it was usually a while before he got hard again.

This time his body was recovering almost instantly and he could feel the rush of hot blood returning to his spent cock. He knew what was wanted when the narrow tip of the plug was brushed against his lips and gave in right away. The sound of a hushed laugh came to him when he was made to take the toy in his mouth.

“That’s it,” Sarah said. “You get it nice and wet for me.”

The humiliation took hold as Johnny worked his tongue around the body of the butt plug to soak it.

“Good boy,” Sarah taunted as she pushed the plug further into his mouth until she forced the base right against his lips.

It made him gag and he heard another laugh before the toy was eased out of his mouth.

“More,” Sarah said and held the tip under his lips.

He let spit dribble out onto it, but the toy was eventually pulled away. Sarah turned then leaned forward to press her free hand against the tiles. Johnny simply stared at the beautiful sight being presented to him.

“It won’t get fucking lubricated on it’s own,” Sarah eventually said.

Her words sparked him to action. He sank his fingers into the soft flesh of her cheeks and it was much more than a glimpse he got of a tiny, puckered hole when he spread buttocks. A stronger pulse of hot blood made his cock twitch when he leaned forward to kiss on asshole. It was definitely the dirtiest moment of his life and he couldn’t believe just how much he wanted it.

The sound of whimpering gasps spurred him on to rim the tip of his tongue around asshole before getting it slippery with licks. He’d watched anal porn videos on a few occasions, but the thrill of actually doing it for real ignited another heady rush of arousal. Pulling harder on buttocks, he shoved his head forward to nuzzle his lips on puckered skin before licking frantically. It was only a shove on his head forcing him back that brought the moment to an end.

Sarah pulled her hand away, so she could slap it against the tiles. That enabled her to reach back with her other hand to hold out the spit-soaked toy. She leaned further forward to press her forehead on the cool tiles and her voice came out in a rush of breath.

“Put it in.”

Johnny lifted his hand to rub the back of it across his mouth. The moment of hesitation came to an end when he snatched the plug from Sarah. He dug the fingers of his free hand into soft flesh again and held his breath as he teased her exposed asshole with the narrow end of the plug.

Sarah closed her eyes and pressed her forehead harder against the wall. It allowed her to get a hand to the top of her pubic mound and a trembling weakness took hold of her legs when she slid a touch between her thighs. Her mouth opened wide as she circled fingers on her flushed labia, but it was the growing pressure on her tightly clenched hole that really held her attention.

Johnny leaned in, so his face was only a matter of inches from naked flesh as he pushed harder. The sight of a tight sphincter beginning to succumb brought a stronger surge of arousal and he could feel the throbbing stiffness returning to his cock. His eyes never left the sight in front of him though. Trying to break the resistance was a massive thrill and he knew he’d managed it when he heard the whimpering cry of his step-sister.

She grabbed at her other buttock with her free hand to pull on it and that gave Johnny an even better view of the way he was violating a tight hole. The increasing thickness of the toy entering made asshole gape and the sound of Sarah’s cries filled the cubicle as her sphincter was stretched indecently open until the widest part of the body slipped inside.

“Let go,” she gasped.

Johnny did so and watched as pulsating muscles finished the job of pulling the sex toy all the way inside. His excitement mounted when Sarah spanked her naked butt to make her asshole grip around the toy. Her hips juddered as the pleasure ignited and she circled her fingers on her pussy all the more enthusiastically. It turned her legs to jelly and staying upright became all the more difficult.

“Fuck,” she gasped when she pulled her hand from between her thighs.

She turned around on shaky legs and leaned back against the wall before reaching out to grab Johnny’s hair. There was no resistance from him when she pulled. He let himself be dragged forward to put his face inches from naked skin again.

“Use your tongue,” she urged and shuffled her legs apart as she tightened her grip on his hair.

She got her free hand between her thighs and used fingers to spread herself. It exposed the glistening pink of her sensitive inner skin to the licks that began to rasp across her pussy.

“Yeah, yeah, like that,” she groaned and leaned back harder against the wall.

The grip of her asshole tightened around the plug when she clenched her muscles to push forward. It made her muscles strain and her hips began to judder as her veins flooded with the hot pleasure of oral sex. She let go of hair, so she could grope her tits as Johnny’s head buried between her naked thighs and the surging delight pushed her closer to the release she really started to crave.

She still wanted more, so slid her hand lower to get it to the top of her pubic mound. Digging her fingers into her flesh exposed her clitoris and there was no need for any words. Johnny’s tongue came to the swollen bud immediately and her cries of delight grew louder still as she was caught in a heady rush of exhilaration that made her shove her hips forward.

It made her muscles strain and the strong contractions tightened her asshole around the butt plug. Her neck stretched out when she rocked her head back and she pushed herself against the wall as she was pleasured. When she finally looked down again, it got her the sight of her step-brother’s swelling cock and that brought the urge for more than his tongue.

“Get on the fucking floor,” she barked and shoved his head away.

Johnny dropped onto the wet floor immediately to lie down under the cascade of streaming jets and grabbed his erection to stroke it. His hand was knocked away when Sarah straddled his waist. She got her fingers around his stiffening shaft and gripped tightly.

“Can’t believe you’ve got it fucking up for me again so quickly,” she said.

She could feel the pulsing throb of his lust, but loosened her grip to stroke her fingers up and down until she brought his cock fully erect. Holding it tightly, she moved into place and lowered herself to make the tip brush along her swollen, puffy lips.

“If you want this again, you better not fucking cum in me,” she warned.

Johnny pressed his head down on the floor to arch his back. He always lasted longer the second time when he masturbated, but he was about to get so much more than his hand and the fear that he’d lose control played on his mind.

“You fucking hear me?” Sarah warned.

“Yes,” Johnny replied and squeezed his groin muscles tightly when he felt the head of his cock slipping inside the velvety softness of pussy. It made him arch his back tighter still and he closed his eyes tightly to concentrate on holding himself in check.

Sarah shuddered as she pushed down slowly to impale herself on the full length of his erection. She then leaned forward to slap her hands on his wet chest and the sinuous movements of her belly made her rock back and forward.

“So good,” she groaned as she quickened the pace of the rocking.

She dug her fingers into taut muscles and heard the groan when she began to ride hard cock. The slapping sound of their wet skin coming together filled the cubicle as she quickened the pace of the sex. There was a thrill to being in control, so she could take what she wanted from an aroused boy and she forced herself down harder onto Johnny. He grabbed her hips and she felt his fingers sinking deep into her flesh to hold on.

She only cared about her own pleasure now though, so she rode his erection more enthusiastically to build her excitement and heard the groan when she sat down on the full length again to hold it deep.

“Does my cunt feel good?” she growled in a hoarse rasp as she swiveled her hips.

Johnny didn’t answer. He clenched his buttocks to force his ass up from the floor and could feel the quivering strain of his throbbing shaft inside tight pussy. The sense that his excitement might burst out of control made him slump back down and he tried to think of anything other than sex when Sarah began to ride his cock again.

Her fingernails dug into his chest to bring pain and he tried to focus his attention on that rather than the pleasure of his erection driving deep into pussy over and over until Sarah sat down hard on him. The throbbing pulse of her asshole around the plug heightened the pleasure of her inner muscles gripping around hard cock.

“Fuck…, fuck,” she groaned as she got fingers to her clitoris.

A punishing touch made the sensitive bud throb and the sensation reverberated through her pussy. It made her all too conscious of having both holes filled to the brim and her body stretched out in the final seconds as her mind zoned out. All that mattered was the intense pressure between her thighs as she pushed down harder on cock and circled her fingers in a frenzy to bring things to a head.

The split-second of tension left her crying out, but it broke hard to orgasm and the hot rush of pure bliss ripped through her body. The pulsating contractions of her muscles were uncontrollable and her head swung around as she was engulfed in hot shudders that made her writhe around on hard cock until the stomach-tingling sensation became her world.

Her cries grew louder as the climax hit a peak and the tension returned to make her muscles clench around the hardness of cock and butt plug until the relaxation hit. She slumped forward onto Johnny and took in deep breaths as she tried to recover.

“Please,” he finally said in a despairing voice.

Sarah summoned the strength to lift herself up from him, so she could drop to her knees at his side. She wrapped her fingers around his erection and her pussy wetness lubricated a silky smooth handjob that gradually quickened until she had him arched up from the wet floor of the cubicle. It made her frantically masturbate him until he couldn’t take what she was giving.

She felt the quivering tension in his throbbing shaft and forced her fingers down to the base. His body stretched out until a convulsion ignited another thick shower of cum. The sticky streams splashed across his belly to streak it with white until the release eventually began to weaken.

“Dirty bastard,” Sarah teased as she stroked her fingers along his length to bring out the last of his cum.

The moment ended with the sound of his despairing, gasping breaths when he slumped down on the floor.

“Two times in quick succession,” Sarah said when she let go. “Never had a boy get it that bad for me.”

She let out a laugh as she struggled to her feet to stand under the water, so she could wash herself. Johnny dropped his gaze to her ass when she turned to slide the door open. It got him the sight of the end of the plug nestled against her cheeks.

“Fuck,” he let out in a rush of breath.

“Let’s see if we can get you to wear it next time,” Sarah called out.

Johnny’s last sight of her was when she grabbed a towel from the wall rail to cover herself up. It was only when she disappeared from view that he clambered to his feet. Getting under the showerhead, he turned his face up to it and closed his eyes.

“Next time,” he muttered and it brought a smile to his face.

He’d be waiting to put himself under the control of his sexy, older step-sister to let her take advantage of him again and couldn’t wait to see what that got him.


Taken by the Gunslinger

Reluctant Avenger

“Goddamn it girl, ain’t you got no pride in your family,” Caleb Carter barked as he limped slowly across the room to drop down on the makeshift wheelchair by the fireplace. He picked up the fire iron to thrust it aggressively into the embers and used it to stir up some flames before tossing on another log.

Katie wanted to throw up her hands in frustration as she watched, but knew it would anger her father all the more so stopped herself from doing it. What he’d just asked of her was insane although, in all honesty, it didn’t come as a complete surprise. She still couldn’t get her head around it though.

“Come on, Paw,” she implored. “You know I’m as proud as anyone of the Carter name.”

“Then show it,” Caleb snapped and looked across the room. “Avenge your brother’s death. That low-down, filthy, cocksucker Samson deserves to die for what he did to Chad.”

Katie tried to hold back the obvious question about her now-deceased sibling, but after a few seconds of biting her tongue she let it come out.

“What the hell was he doing taking on Butch Samson?” she bemoaned and shook her head grimly. “Chad ain’t in that league when it comes to gun play and he knew it. He was more than likely drunk and…”

“It doesn’t bloody matter how it happened,” Caleb yelled in a spittle-flecked explosion of snarling anger although he then took a deep breath in an attempt to quell his temper before it really got the better of him. “The upshot is your brother is six feet under now and we can’t let that go unanswered. Samson will be bragging about what he did and running the Carter name into the mud. He needs to be shut up once and for all.”

“I’m no gunslinger,” Katie protested. “How in the hell…”

“I ain’t asking you to challenge Samson to a gunfight,” Caleb cut in angrily. “Just go hunting like you do with hogs and deer. You’re the best we got at that, always have been. It should be easy pickings for you to put an end to the life of a filthy skunk.”

“Jesus,” Katie muttered under her breath.

She’d been hunting in the woods around the small farmstead since she was big enough to lift a rifle and knew she was the best in the area. There was a whole world of difference between bringing home food for the table and shooting down another human being in cold blood, however. That was some serious shit. She couldn’t even remember aiming a weapon at a person. Turning away from her father, she walked over to the window of the small house and looked out to the growing light of another day.

“He deserves it, Katie,” her father said in a voice that now sounded disconsolate.

She could hear the anguish in the words and let out a slow breath as she turned back to glance across the room. Chad had always been the favorite child. She was under no illusion about that and couldn’t even say she resented it much. It was a macho world and boys always came first.

“I know,” she eventually said. “But I’m no killer, Paw. I’m not even sure I could...”

“Your brother’s dead,” Caleb screeched as his anger erupted again and his fingers clenched tightly into fists. “I want revenge. I want that goddamn son-of-a-bitch Samson stomped into the mud like he did to my son.”

Katie’s lips tightened together. Her father was saying the words, but she’d be the one acting on them and she wasn’t sure she could. She was sorry about her brother’s death, but he’d been an idiot to take on Butch Samson. Chad was more than likely liquored up with a swaggering confidence that belied his abilities.

It wouldn’t be the first time that happened. She’d seen it with her own eyes, but his fights were usually with fists. On this occasion, he’d made the grave mistake of challenging a gunslinger and it got him buried in the ground. She didn’t want to join him there, so came up with the only excuse she could think of.

“I wouldn’t know where to start looking for Butch Samson,” she said. “It’s…”

“You don’t have to,” Caleb interrupted. “I spoke to Henry yesterday evening before you got back from town.”

“Oh Jesus,” Katie let out before she could stop herself and saw the irritation her reaction brought to her father’s expression.

“Goddamn it,” he barked. “You could do worse than that boy.”

“Could do a lot better,” Katie muttered and looked out of the window again.

Henry was a couple of years older than her and they’d known each other since they were kids. That didn’t mean they were friends though. She knew what a filthy horndog he’d grown up to be and got the distinct impression that sex was the only thing on his mind now. There was no doubt he was good looking and there were girls in the area who would happily spread their legs to give him what he wanted. She wasn’t one of them though.

Not that she was completely innocent. Her hormones were jumping as much as any of her friends and she sometimes had thoughts that came out of nowhere to unnerve her. That didn’t mean she was about to fall into bed with just anyone and certainly not with a leering asshole who seemed to undress her with his eyes every time they bumped into each other. She had her own ideas about how she wanted to lose her virginity.

“I asked him to come just after daybreak,” her father said to cut into her thoughts.

“For what?” she asked when she spun around to bring her attention back to him.

There was no answer at first while he rolled closer in the makeshift wheelchair. It was only when he got to her and took her hand that he spoke.

“To take you to where Samson is. He’ll get you to that cocksucker and you do the rest.”

The words sent a chill down Katie’s spine. She wanted to drag her hand free to run out of the house, but her father’s grip tightened and there was no escape from him or his harsh gaze.

“Promise me you’ll make sure that piece of shit gets what he deserves,” he said in a grating rasp of breath.

Katie closed her eyes for a second. The urge to run came on stronger, but she knew she couldn’t. The situation felt unreal, like she was having a nightmare. She definitely wasn’t though. Lifting her eyelids to the sight of the expectation on her father’s craggy face brought that home to her.

“Promise me,” he urged and tightened his grip.

The words came out of Katie’s mouth in a reluctant mumble.

“I promise.”

He leaned forward in the wheelchair to get a hand behind his back and she knew why, but kept the grimace from her face when she saw the bible being brought out. Her hand was grabbed to put it on the cover.

“Swear it,” Caleb said. “Swear you’ll do it on the bible.”

Katie stared in his eyes. She’d been brought up to believe that swearing on the bible set things in stone and that backing out once you’d done it would send you to the fires of hell. It made her reluctant to say the words, but she knew there was no choice. Her hand was held in place and she knew it wouldn’t be released until she gave in to her father’s demands.

“I swear it,” she said quietly

“Now go and get saddled up,” her father went on. “Henry will be here soon.”

He released the grip on her hand and turned his wheelchair around to roll away. The thought flashed through her head to beg him to change his mind, but she dismissed it almost as quickly. It would be a waste of time. He was set on her doing what he’d asked and she’d just sworn on the bible that she would.

She cussed under her breath to make sure he didn’t hear it before heading across the room. When she reached the door, she glanced back. Nothing more than a brief look passed between them before she let herself out to make her way towards the small barn.

She wanted to scream when she pulled the doors open to walk inside the building, but knew he father would likely hear. Instead, she let out a harsh expletive and put her hands over her eyes when she came to a stop.

“Stupid bloody…”

The guilt of almost taking her dead brother’s name in vain stopped her doing it. She and Chad had fought like cat and dog at times, but she’d had affection for him. It didn’t mean she wanted to avenge him though. He was an almighty asshole for taking on Butch Samson. That was only ever going to end one way.

Bravado could only take you so far. Her brother had plenty of that, but there was a fine line between being brave and being stupid. Chad had crossed it when he challenged a gunfighter and found out it was a step too far. He’d paid for that with his life and the consequences had landed squarely on her shoulders.

“It’s not right,” she muttered as she uncovered her eyes and walked across to where the horse was kept overnight.

It nuzzled its nose into her chest when she stepped right up to the stall. She took a moment to cradle its head and the fantasy of riding off into the blue yonder flitted through her mind. The thought was taken away by the sixth sense that she was being watched and she spun around expecting to see her father had followed.

That wasn’t the sight which confronted her though and she grimaced when she caught sight of Henry leaning casually against the wooden frame of the open door. It was no surprise to see his hand on his crotch as he let his gaze roam over her trim figure. The silence of the moment was unnerving and she broke it when she stepped forward.

“What the hell are you doing?”

“What…, is it against the law to look or something?” he answered mockingly as he pushed himself away from the frame of the door.

There was no missing the way his gaze slid down to her hips and she spat out the words.

“You know there’s more to a girl than what she’s got between her legs.”

“Yeah,” Henry said in an amused voice when he looked up to her face. “But what she has there sure is pretty.”

Katie rolled her eyes to show her disdain at the remark, but shrugged off the annoyance to explain what she’d actually meant when she asked her initial question.

“I’m not talking about you being a horndog. I meant what are you doing talking to my father about Chad?”

Henry shrugged his shoulders as he moved forward.

“I just visited to say sorry for what happened to him,” he replied. “It was harsh.”

Katie’s lips tightened together for a second before she spat out more words.

“Good for you. How in the hell did it get from that to you telling my father you’d take me to where Butch Samson was?”

“He asked me to try and find out where he was,” Henry said, with a shrug of his shoulders. “What was I supposed to do…, say no to him?”

“Well, if you had any goddamn brains you would have,” Katie retorted. “My brother is dead. Is that what you want for me too?”

“No, I…”

“Did you find out where Samson is?” Katie interrupted.

“Heard rumors in the saloon,” Henry replied as he came closer.

“Then keep them to yourself,” Katie said.

“What do I get if I do?” Henry asked, with a smirk when he came to a stop in front of her and reached out.

Katie slapped his hand away before it got near her.

“Nothing,” she snapped.

“Not much of a deal for me, is it?” he said and the smirk played on his lips again.

“Jesus, Henry,” Katie complained. “You’re such a piece of pig shit. Do you think of anything other than your dirty dick these days?”

“Come on,” he encouraged and leaned forward.

Katie stepped back, but the touch of the horse nuzzled against her shoulder to bring her to a stop. She turned her head slightly to look and was too slow to react when Henry reached out again. His hands slipped around her waist to pull her forward and she let out a stifled yelp when their bodies came together.

“Let me go,” she complained as she shoved at his chest, but he was too strong.

“You know you’re the only one for me,” Henry said. “You’ve always been my favorite.”

Katie kept struggling in his grasp to try and free herself as she let out a waspish comment.

“That’s not what Meredith informed me in town yesterday. She let me know you told her that she was your favorite.”

“I don’t know what she’s talking about,” Henry said. “She means nothing to me.”

“Doesn’t stop you taking advantage though, does it?” Katie went on. “Does telling a girl she’s your favorite always work to make her spread her legs for you?”

The smirk played on Henry’s lips again, but there was no chance for him to answer the comment. Katie shoved harder at his chest when she saw her father limp into view at the open door of the barn.

“Henry’s here, Paw,” she said.

“So I see,” he replied.

The exchange was enough for Henry to let go and he sprang back a step. Katie saw the flash of panic in his eyes before he turned around.

“Morning, Mr. Carter,” he said tentatively.

“What did you find out?” Mr. Carter asked as he moved forward to step slowly inside the barn.

Henry glanced back towards Katie. She could see in his eyes that he wasn’t about to lie for her and it brought a frustration as she resisted the urge to cuss him.

“Old timer came through town a couple of nights ago,” Henry said when he returned his attention to Mr. Carter. “Jed Harper told me the man was a gold miner. He had too much to drink and started shooting off his mouth about how he’d witnessed a gunfight with Butch Samson.”

“The fight with Chad?”

“Happened in Blissford,” Henry said. “So, I guess it was.”

“Where’s Samson now?”

“The old timer said that Samson fled town after the fight to avoid the sheriff. The story was that he ended up in Thorntrails, but that was a few days ago.”

“That’s plenty of time to move on,” Katie said to join the conversation.

She saw the harsh look her father aimed at her before he spoke.

“Only one way to find out if he’s still there.”

“It’s a six hour ride from here,” Henry said.

“Then you better get going,” Mr. Carter said as he limped towards them and the annoyance showed in his voice. “Why isn’t the horse saddled?”

“Henry showed up before I got the chance,” Katie answered defensively.

“Then get it done,” Mr. Carter said.

He slung an arm around Henry’s shoulder to pull him away as Katie moved inside the stall. She eyed them suspiciously while she got the saddle from the back wall, but there was no hearing their whispered words. A muttered cuss spilled from her lips as she worked quickly to finish what she was doing, so she could get to them although their conversation had ended by the time she led the horse out of the stall.

“Get the gun,” her father told her and held out a hand.

Katie reluctantly gave him the reins then left the barn to return to the house. When she entered, she walked across to the fireplace. The heat of the flames felt comforting and she held her hands out to the warmth. A chill dread still came over her when she looked at the rifle mounted high on the wall.

“Goddamn it,” she muttered.

She took in a deep breath and let it back out slowly before reaching up to bring the gun down. It was something she’d done more times than she could even begin to remember in her life and she usually did so without a second thought. That was for hunting though. This time was different and she could feel in her bones how much she didn’t want to go through with what she’d been asked to do. She’d made a promise though, had even sworn on the bible.

She let out a murmured complaint as she slung the strap over her shoulder then walked over to a cabinet. Pulling out the top drawer, she opened one of the ammunition boxes inside to grab a handful of bullets and looked at them. It made her all the more aware of what she was being asked to do and she shook her head. There was no getting out of the situation now though, so she shoved the bullets in her pocket then grabbed another handful and did the same.

“You ready?”

She spun around to the sight of Henry standing at the door of the house.

“Why the hell didn’t you lie?” she complained bitterly.

Henry shrugged his shoulders.

“Ain’t right what happened to Chad,” he said.

Katie’s lips tightened together.

“Then you go and avenge him,” she spat out after a few seconds.

“I’m sorry for what happened, but I ain’t a fool,” Henry said. “I’ll get you to Butch Samson if I can. That’s as far as I take things though. Chad wasn’t my brother, so I ain’t risking my life for him.”

A loud shout rang out. It made Henry turn to look towards where Mr. Carter stood at the door of the barn holding the reins of the horses.

“Yeah, coming,” he shouted back.

He turned to look back at Katie, but nothing more was said. Only a brief glance passed between them before he disappeared from view. She lifted a hand to rub it across her eyes then reluctantly got moving to walk to the door. When she stepped outside, she made her way back to the barn.

Hot Journey

Katie brought her horse to a stop beside Henry’s under the shade of the tree then took off her stetson, so she could use it to fan herself. The warm breeze it created did nothing to cool her down, however, and she heard the laugh.

“Not much good in this blazing heat,” Henry mocked before taking a drink from his canteen.

He then took off his stetson and doused his head with water to let it stream across his face. It made him close his eyes. When he eventually opened them again, he held the canteen out to Katie. She shook her head to refuse the offer and continued to fan herself with her hat.

“How much longer?” she asked.

Henry looked out across the open range ahead and took a moment to muse on the question before answering it.

“Maybe another hour or so until we hit the outskirts of Thorntrails.”

“Then what?”

“We find a spot to rest up,” Henry replied, with a shrug of his shoulders. “I’ll head into town at dusk and see what I can find out.”

“What about me?” Katie asked.

Henry hung his canteen back on his saddle then slicked his wet hair back from his forehead.

“No point in you coming with me at first,” he eventually said. “It’ll be simpler for me to check things out if I’m on my own. Once I got an understanding of the situation, I’ll ride back and let you know what the deal is. You can then make up your mind what you’re gonna do.”

“How about we forget all that and just wait it out here then go home?”

“Your paw won’t be happy about that,” Henry said.

“Yeah, well I can live with it,” Katie replied. “We can just feed him some bullcrap story that Samson wasn’t around, so we couldn’t do anything.”

“And you think that’ll be the end of it?”

The pointed remark made Katie’s lips tighten into a pout. She knew the answer to the question, but didn’t even want to think about it. Her paw wouldn’t give up. Chad’s death had hit him too hard. His thirst for revenge cut deep and it would consume him until either he or Samson was dead to bring an end to the matter.

“Your paw ain’t gonna give up after what happened to Chad,” Henry went on to put voice to Katie’s thoughts.

“Yeah, I know,” she replied disconsolately.

“If you don’t do what he wants, he’ll more than likely try something himself,” Henry said. “He wants Samson dead by the hand of a Carter to avenge Chad. That means either you or him.”

“I ain’t stupid,” Katie snapped and rocked her head back.

In truth, she hadn’t actually contemplated that. She’d been too preoccupied with worry for herself to think about anything else. What Henry said was probably true, but she didn’t want to have it on her mind because it put a different complexion on the situation. Her brother was dead and she didn’t want the same fate to befall her father. Then again, she had no desire to take someone’s life either.

“Goddamn it,” she cursed harshly when she brought her gaze back to Henry. “Why didn’t you just tell my paw you didn’t know anything?”

Henry shrugged his shoulders.

“If I didn’t tell him, someone else would have,” he said. “You know him better than anyone, so should understand he’ll keep trying.”

Katie let out a growl of despair. She wanted to shout at Henry, but in truth it wasn’t his fault. He’d only been trying to help and she knew in her bones what he’d said was right. Her father would have found out something eventually that led her to where she now was. It was inevitable.

“This is a nightmare,” she muttered and slapped her hat back on her head.

She turned to watch when she saw Henry dismounting. He grabbed the canteen from his saddle then walked to the small creek nearby, so he could fill it up to douse his head with water again. Filling it up a second time, he returned to Katie and held it out.

“Better to cool down before we get going,” he said.

She looked out to the sun-parched landscape ahead and decided to take him up on the offer this time. Snatching the canteen from his hand, she removed her hat and closed her eyes before tilting her head back to pour the cool water on her forehead. It felt refreshing as it streamed across her face and she didn’t stop until every last drop had poured out.

A touch brushed on her leg and she snapped her eyes open to realize that Henry hadn’t exactly acted out of the goodness of his heart. His lecherous gaze was fixed on her chest and she looked down to the way her wet top now stuck to her pert breasts.

“Jesus, Henry,” she griped and leaned forward to shove the canteen in his chest. “Do you have to be such a goddamn horndog all the time.”

“What?” he protested in an amused voice as he backed off. “You got what boys like. There’s no need to be embarrassed about it.”

“Who the hell said I was embarrassed,” Katie shot back at him, but she could feel the blush of redness on her cheeks and it was nothing to do with the baking heat of the sun.

His leering gaze stayed on her as she grabbed her top to pull the wet material away from her skin.

“You done looking?” she grumbled.

“I can do more than look if you want,” he replied.

“Yeah, you wish,” Katie muttered then raised her voice. “Get the hell away from me.”

“That’s not very nice now, is it? We could have a good time together.”

Katie shook her head before slapping her Stetson on and her voice was dismissive when she spoke.

“If I’m going to have a good time it’ll be with a real man who knows what he’s doing, not some horny dick boy who probably shoots it in his pants before he can even get them off.”

“Oh, don’t you worry about my abilities,” Henry retorted. “Ain’t no one complained about what I give them.”

Katie knew he was likely bragging about his prowess and rolled her eyes. It didn’t stop him looking and she knew she should be disgusted when she saw his hand rubbing the obvious bulge in his crotch. For a second or two she was transfixed, however. The flutter of heat between her thighs made her swear quietly and the slight shame of getting a little turned on by his display made her avert her gaze.

“You ain’t getting nothing from me,” she spat out.

“Can’t blame a boy for trying,” Henry replied.

That the smile stayed on his face annoyed Katie, but she said nothing more and looked ahead. She held her top away from her chest to make sure the wet material didn’t stick to her breasts and Henry eventually moved back to the creek to refill the canteen. When he finished, he mounted again and they both let their horses drink their fill from the small watercourse before they got moving.

Katie tilted her head forward, so the wide brim of the stetson cast a shadow over her face, but it didn’t provide a lot of relief from the scorching sunshine as they made their way across the open range.

They were the only ones out on it. At least, they didn’t see anyone as they crossed the wide open space, but that was hardly a surprise. Any sensible person would be taking a siesta to stay out the heat of the early afternoon.

Katie found herself wishing they’d done the same under the shade of the tree although she was sure Henry would have tried to turn it to something more. Not that she was really worried about what he might do. He was a horndog, but she could handle him and knew he wouldn’t really try anything unless she let him.

“Yeah, not going to happen,” she muttered and realized she’d spoken a little too loudly when Henry replied.

“You say something?”

“No,” she lied and lifted her head to see him watching her.

She dropped her gaze back down to just concentrate on riding and the time it took for the remainder of the journey seemed to drag in the burning heat. It was sweat rather than water that made her clothes damp by the time the outskirts of Thorntrails finally came into sight through the dusty view ahead of them. It brought them to a stop for a short while until Henry spoke.

“There,” he said.

Katie looked to see him motion his head. She glanced in the direction he indicated to see a small patch of woodland to the west of them. A simple nod was all she gave in return to show she understood and she followed as Henry set them on a path towards it.

The shade from overhead branches finally provided some welcome relief from the burning rays of the sun when they rode into the trees, but they didn’t stop right away. It was only when they came upon a small pond in a clearing that they reined their horses to a halt near the water.

“Here’s good enough,” Henry said and dismounted.

Katie did the same and it brought the hot journey to an end.

The Wait

“Christ all mighty, are you going to finish every last drop of that?” Katie grumbled when she saw Henry taking another drink.

“Not unless you help me,” he retorted and held out the bottle of moonshine.

Katie snorted her annoyance as she shook her head to refuse the offer. She couldn’t say she was completely surprised by his actions though. When they first arrived at the small pond, they’d spent some time getting themselves squared away. However, it didn’t take long to feed and water the horses then collect some firewood and that left a few hours to wait out the rest of the afternoon.

Henry had brought the bottle out almost as soon as they settled down and had been swigging from it on and off ever since. Katie still had no real idea how the rest of the day would go. Whatever happened, having Henry cock-eyed on moonshine certainly wasn’t going to help matters.

“Some use you’ll be if you’re drunk,” she muttered.

“I can hold my liquor,” he retorted and took another gulp.

“Yeah, sure you can,” Katie retorted and rolled her eyes.

She could hear the slight slurring in his speech and it wasn’t a good sign. Chad had been the same, as were most of the young men she knew. Most claimed they could hold their liquor, but she’d seen enough to know that pretty much all of them were talking bullshit. That thickheaded bravado had probably been what got her brother killed.

Lifting a branch, she jabbed the end in the embers of the campfire to make flames flare up. Once she’d finished, she waited a few minutes to let the coffee pot heat up some more before pouring herself a cup from it.

“This is what you should be drinking,” she said.

“Oh, give it a rest will you,” Henry complained and waved his hand dismissively. “You’ll never get a boy to like you if you gripe like a goddamn sour-faced, old hag all the time.”

“Yeah, well if the boys are all the same as you, I’ll be happy that none of them like me,” she countered and lifted the cup to take a sip of black coffee.

“You don’t want to spend your life alone, do you?” Henry asked and took another swig from the bottle.

“No,” Katie answered. “But that doesn’t mean I’m going to spread my legs for just anyone and especially not you. I’ll leave that to the little whores you try to sweet talk into bed.”

Henry let out a raucous guffaw that made moonshine spill over his bottom lip, so he wiped his sleeve across his chin to dry it.

“I’ll let Meredith know what you think about her,” he joked and let out another belly laugh.

“From what I heard, she’ll open her legs for anyone,” Katie said. “The pair of you are well suited to each other. When’s the wedding?”

“You know it’s only you I want for my bride,” Henry mocked and toasted her with the moonshine before taking another drink.

“Yeah, well, I wouldn’t hold your breath waiting on that to happen,” Katie replied and shook her head. “I’ll let Meredith and the other floozies you hang around with have your dirty dick.”

She looked to Henry as he rose to his feet and saw the way he swayed a little off balance. His mouth opened, but she barked a comment at him before he got the chance to say anything.

“Go duck your head in the pond to clear away the drunkenness.”

He turned to look at the water then up to the darkening sky.

“Yeah, maybe,” he muttered almost to himself and walked over to where his saddle lay on the ground.

He took the cork from his pocket, jammed it in place and shoved the bottle of moonshine back in a saddlebag.

“Get my horse ready, will you?” he said when he straightened up. “It’s almost time for me to get going.”

Katie was about to tell him to do it himself, but she saw him walk off towards the pond and kept her mouth shut. She could only hope that dousing his head in the water would clear his head some, so he’d have his wits about him when he rode into town.

Getting to her feet, she walked across to where the horses were tethered to a tree. She loosened the reins of Henry’s mount to lead it across to the saddle. Leaning down, she picked it up to heft it over the back of the animal and quickly secured the straps in place. She’d only just finished when she heard the shout.

“Hey, look at this.”

A frown creased her brow as she looked towards the pond. The sun now hung low in the sky and the orange glow of twilight made her squint her eyes, so she lifted a hand to shield them.

“What is it?” she called back.

“You won’t believe it,” Henry replied. “It’s something special.”

The words piqued her curiosity, so she walked towards him. As she approached the edge of the pond, she saw his clothes piled in a heap and realized he was doing more than dousing his head in the water. She lowered her hand from her face when she came to a stop and saw him sitting up to his neck in the dark water.

“What is it?” she asked again.

“Found something huge in here,” he replied.

“What…”

His snorting guffaw stopped her saying any more as he got up and she cursed him under her breath. He turned sideways to her and the silhouette of his body in the growing darkness clearly show his fully erect cock jutting out from his groin.

“Don’t you think it’s huge?” he taunted, with a belly laugh as he wrapped his fingers around his shaft.

“You’re such a disgusting pig, Henry,” she threw at him before turning away to walk back towards his horse.

The sound of splashing showed he was coming out of the pond, but she didn’t give him the satisfaction of looking back. She only realized he hadn’t stopped to put his clothes on when her wrist was grabbed to spin her around.

“What the hell are you doing?” she exclaimed and shook her hand forcefully to free it from his grip.

“C’mon,” Henry replied in a pleading voice. “You can’t make me go in town like this. I won’t be able to get my head straight.”

The comment made her look down and she felt the flutter of something that wasn’t disgust when she saw how big he actually was. Not huge, but definitely bigger than the two other erect cocks she’d seen in her life. She tried to snatch her hand away when he reached out again, but her reactions were too slow and his fingers wrapped around her wrist.

“Goddamn grow up,” she shouted as she fought against the tugging. “I ain’t touching it.”

“It’s not like you haven’t done it before,” Henry said. “Tommy told me.”

Katie felt the hot burn of shame on her face. Tommy’s was one of the two cocks she’d seen. Well, she’d done more than just look at it and the memory of jerking him off came to mind. It had been a massive thrill to make him lose control and she’d been spellbound by the thick, streaming spurts of cum that jetted out from his stiff manhood.

It was an embarrassment to find out that he’d bragged to someone about what she’d given him though. Then again, she couldn’t pretend it came as a huge shock. She knew that boys would be boys and there was no changing that.

“Let go,” she complained as she kept struggling to free herself.

“Please,” Henry urged as he kept tugging on her wrist. “It’s just your hand. What’s the harm in that?”

There was no fighting his strength. Katie tried, but he was too powerful and she let out a gasping curse when her fingertips brushed on the hardness of his erection. Her gaze fixed on it and she felt the prickle of arousal that brought heat between her thighs. There was a guilt that being made to touch his thickly swollen member excited her, but she couldn’t pretend the emotions weren’t there.

“Why are you making me do this?” she screeched.

“Because you want to.”

“No, I don’t,” Katie protested, but knew she was lying and was sure Henry could sense the feelings she was desperately trying to disguise.

The sound of his excited groan when he got her fingers wrapped around his erection infected her in a way she hated and she gave herself away even more by squeezing to feel the throbbing response it got her.

“Harder,” Henry growled and gripped his fingers tightly around hers.

It sent a shiver down Katie’s spine. Henry’s erection was definitely bigger than the two she’d played with before. She’d been drinking on those occasions and let herself get a little carried away by jerking off the boys. That wasn’t an excuse she could use this time to justify her actions to herself. She hadn’t touched a drop.

On this occasion she was letting herself be forced. She couldn’t fight against Henry’s strength, but knew if she really kicked up a holy stink he’d back off. That wasn’t what she did though. She continued to struggle against his grip, but not enough and he began to stroke her fingers along his hard cock. It made her heartbeat race faster and the heat blossoming between her thighs made her squeeze them together.

“Yeah, knew you would like it,” Henry groaned as he kept making her stroke his erection.

Katie found her eyes drawn to the way she was being made to play with hard cock. She saw the bead of pre-cum leak out to trickle across the swollen head and was transfixed. Henry pulled his hand from over hers, so he could slap it down on her shoulder and it was clear she was giving him a knee-trembling moment.

The chance was there to let go, but she didn’t do it. She remembered the excitement she felt when she played before. It was there again as she gripped tightly just below the head, so she could brush her thumb across the tip. It got her the sound of a desperate groan and she looked up to the tormented grimace of open-mouthed pleasure on Henry’s face. His fingers dug into her shoulder as he tried to steady himself and she was amazed at just how easy it was to turn a man’s legs to jelly.

“Spit on your hand,” he gasped. “It feels better when it’s slippery.”

Katie let go to bring her hand up, so she could spit on her palm. She was giving in to what he wanted, but it was her in control now and it felt good in a way she couldn’t explain to herself. Dropping her hand back down, she gripped hold again and Henry’s groans were louder still when she started to pleasure him.

She gradually quickened the pace of the stroking until her fingers were racing up and down. The quiver of Henry’s muscles was all too obvious and he clenched his buttocks to force his hips forward. He started to mouth gasping curses as his excitement climbed towards breaking point and Katie didn’t let up. She stroked faster still and felt the pulsing throb as his erection strained. His breathing grew heavier as the pressure in his groin came to a peak.

“Can’t, I can’t...” he groaned.

Katie had enough experience to know what his garbled uttering meant, so stroked her fingers all the way down his erect shaft right to the base and forced them against his testicles. The quiver in his cock lasted no more than a second before a thick string of his seed was unleashed to arc through the air and she let out a gasping squeal as she watched the dirty display of a man letting go.

It was all the more thrilling because she made him do it. She squeezed her fingers tighter around the base of his erection to feel the intense, pulsing contractions of his muscles and watched intently as more streaming spurts of his cum exploded into the darkness. When they began to weaken, a last few dribbles of creamy white slid down his shaft to trickle across her fingers.

“Eww…, filthy fucker,” she blurted out and released her grip.

He tried to grab her hand, but she skipped away from him and saw his knees buckle as the last elation of the climax made him stagger back on weak, trembling legs.

“Feels so good,” he gasped.

Katie watched as he dropped to the ground to lie down then put a hand on his heaving chest. Her gaze went to his still-solid erection, but the pulse of hot blood gradually weakened to sap the power from it. She eventually moved away from him to walk to the pond, so she could wash her hands.

“Idiot,” she berated herself quietly, but there was no pretending that playing with Henry’s erection hadn’t excited her.

She could still feel the flush of arousal between her thighs, but it now came with a sense of shame that she’d given in so easily. Cupping her hands, she scooped some cool water in them to wash the stickiness from her skin. She then splashed her face a couple of times. A glance over her shoulder showed Henry still stretched out on the ground. It made her straighten up, grab his clothes from where they still lay by the side of the pond and walk across to him.

“Get dressed,” she told him and dumped the clothes on his chest. “It’s time for you to go into town.”

Henry’s Return

The brittle crack of a twig snapping ignited a rush of adrenaline, but Katie tried to hold her nerve. Waiting alone in the darkness had spooked her more than she expected and she could taste the bile in her throat as she rolled onto her belly behind her saddle. It made her swallow hard as she aimed the rifle in the direction of the noise. The twitching tremors of her muscles grew stronger as the seconds passed by, with the breath catching hard in her chest until she felt the relief of hearing the shout of a voice she recognized.

“Take it easy, it’s me.”

She didn’t let her guard down completely though and kept the gun aimed at the shadowy figure who stepped into the clearing from the darkness of the surrounding trees leading a horse. It quickly became clear it was Henry returning from town, however, and she eased her finger off the trigger of the gun. The sense of relief disappeared when she got to her feet to greet him as he approached her.

“Well?” she asked although wasn’t sure she wanted to hear the answer to her query.

“Samson’s still in town,” Henry replied.

“You saw him?”

“Yup,” he replied. “Obvious place to look was the saloon, so I went there first.”

“And?”

“I had a couple of drinks, so I could check out the place,” he answered and lifted a hand to wipe it across his sweaty brow.

Katie’s lips tightened together. She couldn’t hear the slurring in his voice now, but it wasn’t exactly good that he’d drank more. There was no point complaining about it though, so she let it slide.

“Go on,” she urged him.

“All I ever seen of Butch Samson is a wanted poster,” he said. “But it was enough for me to recognize him. He was at the card table.”

“You’re definitely sure it was him?” Katie queried. “You had a lot to drink, so…”

“Yeah, I’m sure,” he interrupted in an annoyed voice. “I’m not an idiot. Someone vouched that it was him.”

The news that he’d spoken to someone unnerved Katie.

“Who?” she asked.

“Got talking to one of the soiled doves. They…”

“One of the what?” Katie butted in and felt the heat rise in her cheeks when she heard the sniggering guffaw.

“What age are you?” Henry mocked. “You’re such an innocent.”

“I don’t know what…”

“A saloon girl,” Henry interrupted. “I got talking to a saloon girl.”

“You didn’t bloody tell her why you were there, did you?” Katie exclaimed.

Henry shrugged his shoulders.

“Not really,” he said. “The girls are told to keep customers drinking if they can, so she asked if I wanted another when she saw me finish my drink. I took the chance to say yes and let her sit down when she came back with it.”

Katie suddenly wished she’d went with Henry rather than being talked into letting him carry out a recce first. There wasn’t a lot she could do about it now though. What was done was done. She suspected he’d probably been thinking about his dirty dick more than getting information when he let the saloon girl sit down.

“What did she say?” she asked.

“Told me it was Butch Samson,” Henry answered. “Apparently he’s staying at the saloon. Gets drunk most nights playing cards. Sometimes takes a girl up to his room, but mostly goes up alone. From what she told me, most of the girls are scared of him. He can get a bit rowdy, but its not like the owner’s gonna ask him to leave. Everyone knows his reputation.”

“Rowdy like how?”

Henry shrugged his shoulders.

“She didn’t say, but you know what saloons are like. Doesn’t take much for someone to take umbrage at a loose comment and fists fly.”

“Bad idea with Samson,” Katie muttered and found herself wondering just how the argument with Chad had broken out before escalating into a gunfight. Not that it mattered now.

She turned away from Henry and wiped a hand across her mouth. She’d hoped to get the news that Samson had moved on, so she could go home. That wasn’t the case, but she still just wanted to get the hell away from Thorntrails.

Henry’s words of that afternoon played on her mind though. Her paw wouldn’t give up and that left her with a dilemma. The idea of killing someone made her sick. If she didn’t, however, the situation wouldn’t be resolved and that put her father at risk.

“The chance is there,” Henry urged to break into her thoughts. “Saddle up and we’ll go into town.”

The remark made Katie rub at the back of her neck as she looked down at the ground. Thoughts continued to tumble through her mind at breakneck speed and she couldn’t get them to calm down, so she could make sense of them.

“Come on, let’s go,” Henry said.

“Easy for you to say,” Katie snapped when she rounded on him. “It’s not like it’s your finger on the trigger.”

“The bastard killed your brother.”

“Yeah, and I don’t want to end up six feet under like Chad,” Katie replied.

Henry looked at the rifle she still held.

“You were aiming that at me when I returned,” he said.

“Yeah, so?”

“If you thought I was a danger you would have blown my head off, without a second thought,” Henry went on.

“That’s different,” Katie muttered darkly.

“No it’s not,” Henry replied. “Samson’s a danger and you’re good with that gun, so use it. Do the right thing by your brother.”

“What and just snuff out a life, like that?” she replied and snapped her fingers.

“You do it all the time when you hunt.”

“That’s goddamn beasts,” Katie protested.

“Yeah, well, that’s what Samson is. A goddamn beast. No one will miss him. Someone will probably give you a medal for putting him down like the filthy rat he is.”

“But…”

“You promised your paw you would. He told me you swore it on the bible.”

The words weren’t what Katie wanted to hear and her face tightened into a grimace as memories of the conversation with her father that morning came back to her. She contemplated them for a moment before she started jabbering.

“Don’t think I can go through with it. We can just go back and lie, tell my paw I killed him. He’ll…”

“Oh, no, no, no, leave me out of that,” Henry cut in. ‘I told you already that won’t wash.”

“Come on, he’ll never know the truth of it.”

“And what happens the next time an old-timer comes through town shooting off his mouth about seeing Butch Samson in a gunfight. Hell, what if Samson bloody turns up in town? He travels around the territory, so it could happen.”

“Well…”

“I ain’t taking the chance of getting caught in a lie like that,” Henry continued. “My life wouldn’t be worth living and neither would yours. Just think how bad it would be. On top of that, it’s guaranteed your paw would go after Samson himself. Do you want that?”

Katie let out a frustrated sigh.

“No,” she muttered disconsolately.

“Then you need to do this,” Henry said. “Get it over with right here and now, tonight. It’s only then you’ll be able to get on with your life, without this hanging over you.”

He was the one who picked up her saddle and it felt like the weight of the world bore down on her shoulders to make them sag while she watched him working. When he finished, he mounted his own horse then held out the reins of hers.

“You need to do this,” he repeated.

Katie looked at him. Her hesitation went on for a few seconds before she finally strode forward to take the reins and got up on her horse. Things were about to come to a head and her frantic mind conjured up the unwanted thought that she’d either be a killer or dead when the dust settled.

The Saloon

The ride into Thorntrails didn’t take long. As they approached the saloon, the quiet of the dusty main street gradually gave way to the tuneless, jangling melody of a piano floating out into the darkness through the batwing doors. The sound sent a chill shiver down Katie’s spine and sparked memories that unsettled her.

She’d occasionally been dispatched by her father to bring Chad home from town, with the recollections of doing so flooding her mind as she reined in her horse to bring it to a halt. She’d always known where to find her brother and those forays into the saloon to drag him out of it were the only times she’d been in one.

She was about to enter another and her gaze took in the wooden facade and large sign above the entrance proclaiming the delights to be found within. The shabby, peeling paint spoke of a building that had stood in place a little too long, without any care being lavished on it. That was hardly a surprise. It wasn’t as if the patrons of a saloon were bothered about its appearance. Most of them went into the place in search of some cheap drink and the attention of a woman. The surroundings likely didn’t trouble them in the slightest.

“Come on.”

Henry’s comment brought her out of her thoughts. She watched as he dismounted and tied the reins of his horse to one of the hitching posts in front of the saloon. His gaze came to hers and he motioned his head towards the building.

“Come on,” he repeated.

Katie let out a slow breath before getting down. Trembling hands made her fumble a first attempt at tying the reins to the wooden rail. She ignored Henry’s snort of amusement while she worked to tether her horse in place, but shot him a withering glance when she finished. She rubbed her clammy hands on the sides of her denim-clad thighs as she watched him walk towards the saloon entrance.

His glance back towards her when he pushed open the batwing doors got her moving, so she didn’t have to listen to him telling her to come on again. She looked towards the sound of the music when she walked inside. The man sitting on the stool in front of the piano looked the part, with sleeve garters pulling the white material of his shirt up his arms to keep it out the way of his playing. The occasional missed or wrong note spoiled the tune, however, and revealed he was no real maestro at tinkling the ivories.

“Sit there and I’ll get us a drink,” Henry said.

Katie looked away from the piano player to see Henry pointing towards an empty table. He walked away from her before she said anything, so she quickly moved over to the table and dropped on a seat. When she’d gone into her hometown saloon to get her brother, she’d got in and out as quickly as she could. This time was different and the nervousness of sitting alone wasn’t lost on her.

Glancing around showed her the place wasn’t too busy, however. There were a few men standing at the wooden serving counter and a few others scattered around the other tables. Her attention fixed on a saloon girl sitting on the lap of a burly cowboy. One of his hands was firmly clamped over a breast through the faded pink material of a pretty dress and the way the girl squirmed around showed she was probably grinding down on an erect cock.

“Jesus,” Katie muttered, but for a few seconds she couldn’t pull her eyes from the shameless display.

A flutter of unwanted emotions rose up from deep within as she watched the way the girl was being mauled. It brought the heat back to her face, so she looked away to cast her gaze around for the card table. Her eyes narrowed when she located it. The dealer was wearing a similar get up to the piano player, but she focused on the others sitting with him. She could only see the faces of two and neither was Butch Samson, as far as she could make out.

It was only when she saw Henry returning that she looked away from the gamblers. He was almost at the table when she realized he wasn’t alone. The woman in tow was probably the one he’d talked to earlier and that came as a surprise, but Katie tried not to show it. She looked at the glass of whisky put down in front of her and nothing was said until the other two were sitting.

“Doesn’t look like much,” the woman commented before picking up her glass to take a drink.

Katie bristled at the comment and met the gaze fixed on her. It didn’t waver and she was the one who broke the eye contact.

“She’ll do it,” Henry said. “Bastard killed her brother.”

“Yeah, well, Samson has a lot to answer for,” the woman went on quietly. “No one’s going to miss him. What’s your name?”

The question made Katie look up from the table.

“Does it matter?” she asked.

“No, I guess not,” the woman replied.

Katie held the gaze on her this time. She’d imagined Henry would speak to a pretty, young thing, but that certainly wasn’t the case. The woman looked old enough to be his mother and whether she was pretty was hard to tell.

Much of her heavy curls were piled up on the top of her head, but enough spilled down the sides of her face to partially cover it. That didn’t hide the heavy makeup which adorned her eyes, cheeks and lips. It was slapped on so thick that it seemed like a disguise to hide her true identity. Her dress was definitely a size to small although that was probably deliberate to make her large bosom almost pop out of the low cut neckline.

It was a gaudy appearance, but a glance at Henry showed that it had the desired effect. His eyes were glued to the woman’s cleavage and Katie found herself wondering if his intention was to be with a saloon girl while he was away from home. He seemed to sense he was being watched and averted his gaze when he spoke.

“Jessie can get you in.”

Katie frowned.

“Uh…, get me in where?” she asked.

“Samson’s room,” Henry replied.

“What?” she blurted out.

The silence that followed her outburst felt oppressive as her gaze flitted between the two others at the table. It was Jessie who eventually ended it.

“How else you gonna do it?”

“I have a rifle and…”

“And what,” Jessie broke in loudly, but leaned forward and lowered her voice as she went on. “You gonna stand out on the street waiting for him to come to the window of his room, so you can get a shot and hope that nobody notices you loitering about for your chance. Good luck with that idea. It ain’t smart.”

Katie looked across to the stairs in the corner of the saloon that led to the upper floor of the building. She motioned her head towards them when she brought her gaze back to the woman opposite.

“And your smart idea is what exactly?” she asked. “To take me up those stairs to his room and hope that no one notices.”

A frown creased Katie’s brow as she watched Jessie slide fingers under the top edge of her dress and presumably under her bra. A glance towards Henry showed the way he watched intently, with a smirk on his face. There seemed little doubt his thoughts were along the lines of what it would be like to get his hand under the dress and on the big tits of a saloon girl.

“There’s a back door to get into the first floor,” Jessie said when she pulled out a key to show it. “Put in by a previous owner years ago and now only available to some of the people who work here. It’s a way to get to the rooms, without having to come through the saloon. The staircase is round the back of the building. I can get you inside through that, without anyone knowing.”

“Am I’m supposed to take the chance that Samson isn’t awake,” Katie said.

“No chance of that,” Jessie replied. “He got liquored up while playing cards earlier and ended up losing. He disappeared upstairs alone with a bottle and I would wager that whisky is now finished. He’ll be drunk as a skunk and more than likely passed out on his bed.”

A memory of the conversation with her father that morning flashed through Katie’s head and made her grimace. He’d told her to put an end to the life of a filthy skunk and Jessie’s mention of the same animal reminded her of the comment. It made her shake her head grimly as she brought up another reason why going up to the room seemed like a bad idea.

“It’s too loud,” she said. “People will hear a gunshot.”

“There’s a burlesque show in here at around eleven,” Jessie replied. “The place fills up and gets rowdy when some of the girls flash a little flesh for the watching cowboys. Always gets a reaction, with the hooting and hollering filling the place with noise. That’s the opportunity. We go up when the show starts, I let you in and show you the room. Just put a pillow over Samson’s head, do what you got to do and we’ll be back down here before anyone even notices we’re gone.”

Katie felt the bile rise up in her throat. It made her pick up her drink to knock back the whisky and her face screwed up when she felt the hot burn of the alcohol going down. She could barely get a breath out when she put the empty glass down and the sense of panic that took hold felt overwhelming.

“It’s perfect,” Henry said.

“Easy for you to say,” Katie rasped and set her gaze on Jessie. “What’s in it for you? Why are you helping?”

“Samson’s an accident waiting to happen,” Jessie replied. “The flash point will come sooner rather than later and someone will suffer. I don’t want it to be me, one of my girls or someone else I know. From what Henry told me, you’ve got a powerful reason to want him dead and I ain’t got a problem with that. No one is gonna mourn him or go looking for the person who finished him off. Most will be glad to see the back of him. Get it over and done with quick and nobody will even suspect you. You’ll get your revenge, leave town and that will be an end to it.”

“This is your chance,” Henry said. “You can keep your promise to your paw.”

Katie closed her eyes as more memories of earlier in the day came alive. They raged through her head to torment her. It left her in a state of confusion that drained the blood from her face to leave her looking paler than a ghost. The clink of the glasses snapped her out of her thoughts and she let her eyelids slide up.

“You look like you could do with another,” Jessie said as she picked up the three empty glasses and held out a hand to Henry.

He gave her the money to buy more drinks. When she walked off, he looked at Katie.

“You know Samson deserves it, right?” he said.

Katie didn’t answer. There was no doubt he was right, but he wasn’t the one who’d do the deed. She could feel the bile rising in her throat again as the idea of killing someone sickened her.

“Don’t you back out now,” Henry urged and reached across the table to grab her wrist. “Get revenge for Chad. One shot and this will be all over. Like Jessie said, just put a pillow over his head and pull the trigger. You can go home and know that Samson is out of your life for good. It will make your paw proud.”

The flash of anger made Katie yank her wrist free of his grip.

“You do it then, if it’s so bloody easy,” she muttered.

“Not my fight,” Henry replied.

“Yeah, you’re a lover not a fighter,” she mocked. “Planning to get your hands on some big tits, are you?”

There was no response to her comment and it left her stewing in silence. Jessie eventually returned with the whisky. As soon as the glasses were put down on the table, Katie picked hers up. She was no drinker, but for once she needed the alcohol.

The burn of it going down made her cough, but she didn’t stop as more glasses were put in front of her while the minutes ticked inexorably past. She wasn’t even sure how many she’d had when the words she dreaded were finally spoken.

“It’s time,” Jessie said.

Taken Roughly

The cheer that accompanied Katie rising to her feet had nothing to do with her. She understood that when she looked towards the small stage at the far end of the saloon to see two pretty girls striding onto it. Her gaze stayed on them as they turned their backs to the crowd, leaned forward then flicked their dresses up to reveal the frilly knickers below. The burlesque performance getting underway ignited louder cries, as the hooting and hollering of men enamored by the sexy display rang out.

“Hurry,” Jessie urged.

A grip around Katie’s wrist yanked her away from the table. She glanced back towards Henry, but it was no surprise to see he was on his feet watching the show. It made her glance back to the stage and she wondered how the girls could even hear the piano music they were obviously dancing to over the cacophony of whistles and catcalls. The sight of it was taken from her when she was led out the batwing doors to the quieter darkness of the street.

“Get your rifle,” Jessie said.

Katie moved to her horse. The cool of the night air combined with the alcohol she’d drank to make her head spin a little. It gripped her in a sense that the situation was gathering a momentum she couldn’t halt, but she still hesitated when her fingers touched on the butt of the rifle.

“Let’s go,” Jessie hissed.

The urgency in the saloon girl’s voice made Katie pull the weapon out of the saddle scabbard. Her wrist was grabbed again and a hard tug got her moving to lead her into the narrow alley at the side of the building. The tipsy fog in her brain meant she couldn’t get her thoughts straight and before she knew it she was climbing the staircase at the rear of the saloon. At the top of them, Jessie used the key to unlock the door. It allowed them to enter the first floor of the building and the sound of the men watching the show came to them again.

“Stay close to me,” Jessie said after closing the door.

The pair of them hugged the wall as they scuttled along the dimly lit hallway. Katie couldn’t get a breath as her fears heightened. She felt her panic growing when they came to a stop at a room.

“In here,” Jessie said and grabbed the handle.

“You’re sure?” Katie blurted out.

A nod of the head was all she got in response before the door was opened. She lifted a hand to wipe it across her mouth then raised the rifle into firing position before stepping forward to move into the room. The surprise of the door being closed immediately distracted her for a second before she narrowed her eyes to peer towards the bed in the darkness.

She couldn’t quite make out the shape of a man under the covers and only realized why when she came to a stop. The bed was empty. Her heart raced as she swung the rifle around and turned, but it was too late. She realized she was in trouble when she heard the click of a pistol being cocked. It came with the sound of a gruff command.

“Drop it.”

It made her freeze and she instinctively knew she’d never get a shot off. If she tried, she was dead. A gunslinger had the advantage over her. His skill and speed meant it would be futile to try anything.

“I said drop it,” Butch growled to repeat the warning as he got to his feet from the rickety chair in the corner of the room.

One look showed Katie the pistol aimed squarely at her head. She’d been set up to walk into a trap. It was the only explanation for why Butch Samson wasn’t in bed. He’d been sitting in the chair waiting for her intrusion and it put him firmly in control of the situation.

Katie knew making one false move would be the end of her. It left her with no choice but to do as she’d been told. Her hands shook as she lowered the rifle and there was no getting a breath as her throat constricted. The terror was all too real and her eyes opened wide when Butch took another step towards her.

“Put it all the way down on the floor,” he went on. “Slowly. No sudden movements.”

His pistol remained unerringly aimed at her head as she leaned forward. Every one of her movements was done at a snail’s pace until the rifle was set down on the floor.

“Now kick it under the bed,” Butch ordered.

Katie looked down at the weapon as she moved her foot to it. A flick of her boot sent the rifle slithering under the bed and she heard the clunk of it banging against the wall to put it well out of her reach.

“Please,” she let out timidly as she raised her hands.

“Shut up,” Butch barked in a gruff rasp. “Now turn around and clasp your hands at the back of your head.”

“Please,” Katie repeated.

The pistol was thrust in her direction and she let out a frightened whimper as she gave in to the commands. She closed her eyes when she felt the gun barrel touch on the back of her head. Butch’s free hand began to pat her down, but she knew he was doing more than searching for a concealed weapon. The memory of the saloon girl being mauled by the cowboy flashed through her head when her breasts were groped.

The search went on longer than it needed to, but her shoulder was finally grabbed to spin her around. A forceful shove in the chest made her stagger back against the side of the bed. It knocked her legs out from under her and she squealed as she collapsed down to sit on the covers.

“Who the hell are you?” Butch demanded.

“Please don’t kill me,” Katie implored.

She winced when a strong grip snatched hold of her chin to tilt her head back, so she looked up to meet the harsh gaze on her.

“Answer the bastard question,” Butch barked.

Katie closed her eyes. The loud commotion of the show going on down in the main part of the saloon came to her and she feared it would be the last thing she ever heard when she opened her eyes to the sight of the gun aimed at her forehead. She winced when the grip tightened on her chin. It made her voice come out in a breathless rasp.

“You killed my brother.”

“I killed a lot of people,” Butch retorted.

“His name was Chad Carter,” Katie went on in a quiet voice. “You killed him in Blissford not long ago.”

“That stupid, goddamn son-of-a-whore,” Butch barked. “He should have backed off when I warned him.”

“You killed him.”

“Got what he asked for,” Butch replied. “If you’re gonna act the bigmouth, hotshot, young gun and challenge someone, you better have something to back up the words. He didn’t.”

Katie grimaced. She’d seen her brother act in that manner all too often. Taking on the man standing before her was Chad’s last act though. He’d bitten off a whole lot more than he could chew and paid for it with his life. Samson’s words could be a lie, but they rang true to her and she wished she’d defied her paw and refused to come after the gunslinger. It was too late for that now, however. She was in his clutches.

“Seems like you were aiming to finish off what your brother couldn’t,” Butch said.

“No, I…”

“Want a piece of advice from someone that knows?” Butch cut in harshly. “You set out to kill someone, make sure you do the job before the tables are turned. Don’t hesitate.”

The grip tightened on Katie’s chin and she felt the touch of cold steel on her forehead.

“Please,” she begged desperately. “Please don’t kill me.”

“It’s what you were going to do to me,” Butch growled.

There was no answer to that. Denying it would be futile. It was why she came in the room. She closed her eyes and waited, but the shot didn’t come. Instead, the grip on her chin loosened and she recoiled when Butch’s hand slid down to grope her breast through her top.

“No, you can’t,” she gasped and knocked the touch away.

“You want to walk out of here alive, you better give me something,” he growled. “Take off the top.”

Katie didn’t react as she watched him loosen the chest buttons of his long johns, so he could pull the material off his shoulders and drag it down to his waist. She couldn’t help herself. Her gaze flitted over his strapping torso and she could see the many scars of a life lived as a fighter. His arm stretched out as he pointed the pistol at her again.

“I goddamn said take it off.”

The gruff order made her flinch. She contemplated begging for mercy, but knew it would be a waste of time. There was none on offer. Her gaze slid down to the way Butch grabbed his crotch with his free hand and there was no doubt in her mind what he wanted from her. It put images in her head that came out of nowhere. It felt utterly degrading that she could have such shameful thoughts and she let out a gasping whimper.

Her mind often conjured up the scenario of a man making her give him what he wanted. The thoughts usually came to her in the dead of night when she was lying in bed unable to get to sleep. They ignited a hot flush of arousal that only left her body when she finished playing with herself. The pleasure always died away to intense shame that she could have such debauched dreams and actually masturbate to them.

It was no fantasy she was experiencing now though. She’d put herself in a desperately dangerous situation with a gunslinger and there was no doubt he intended to take advantage of having her in his room. The threat of the gun was being used to make her act, but that served to ignite a prickle of heat between her thighs. She hated herself for it, but couldn’t pretend that feelings she kept hidden deep inside were being stirred.

“Do it,” Butch yelled and reached out to grab her top with his free hand.

The material was dragged up to reveal her taut belly. She grabbed hold, but there was no stopping her top being yanked higher still to expose her breasts. Rough fingers mauled her naked flesh to make her cry out, but she knew no one would hear. The sound from the show in the saloon was too loud.

A moment of respite came when Butch’s hand pulled away from her breasts. He leaned to the side to slam the gun down on the small table at the side of the bed then straightened up again. There was no stopping him now both his hands were free.

Katie grabbed at her top, but it was dragged up and she couldn’t prevent it being taken from her. She crossed her arms over her breasts to cover them up as Butch stepped right in front of her.

“Oh god, please no,” she blurted out. “I’m a…”

She stopped herself finishing the sentence, but a glance up showed it didn’t matter. Butch knew what she was going to say and she saw the wicked smile that flashed across his face.

“First time for you, is it?” he snarled. “We better make this good then.”

She fought against a grip on her wrist, but he was too strong for her and there was nothing she could do to stop her hand being dragged to his crotch. Memories of earlier in the evening flashed through her head. She’d been forced by Henry although it wasn’t the same. It wasn’t nearly the same.

Stopping Henry would have been straightforward if she’d really wanted to. She knew she had the control. That wasn’t the case with the man looming over her now. Butch really was going to take what he wanted like one of her fantasies and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do to stop him. He was totally in charge and he could toy with her in any manner he chose.

She tried to fight his strength, but it was impossible. Feelings she knew she shouldn’t have came alive as her hand was pressed against his swelling erection. There was no pulling it away and he reached out to grab her other arm to uncover her breasts.

“Bastard,” she cried out when she looked up to his lecherous gaze.

She could feel his lust growing stronger. Every twitching pulse of hot blood brought him more erect and the fierce throb of his arousal brought a heady mix of elation and fear that felt so wrong to her.

“Don’t need to waste no money on one of the floozies from downstairs tonight, do I?” Butch growled. “I’ve got me something much sweeter.”

The grip on Katie’s arm was released. The surprise of it made her slow to react and her naked tits were being roughly mauled before she managed to grab at Butch’s wrist. She couldn’t pull his hand away now and the rugged touch of his fingers sinking into her flesh brought pleasure that felt even more wrong.

“Please, don’t do this,” she gasped.

“That’s it, girly,” he replied in an excited rasp. “Let me hear you begging for your innocence.”

He tensed his muscles to force his groin forward and Katie could feel the straining stiffness of his erection as her hand was held against it. She knew that begging was going to get her nowhere, but couldn’t stop herself doing it now. Her words only seemed to excite Butch more and she heard his gruff laugh when he grabbed at her nipple. There was no hiding the stiffening of the pert bud as his fingers rolled around it, but he suddenly pulled his hand away.

Her squeal was loud when he grabbed a handful of her hair. The grip on her wrist was released to let her drag her hand away from his crotch, but her eyes fixed on the way he shoved his long johns lower.

There was no missing the way his strong erection sprang into view to stand up proudly. She tried to stop him grabbing her hand again, but his grip tightened in her hair to make her cry out and she gave in. Her fingers were wrapped around his rigidly engorged manhood and emotions from deep inside flooded to the surface.

It left her feeling more ashamed than ever before as she was made to stroke her fingers along his erect length. Memories of giving the same to Henry flashed through her mind, but that had been the end of their sexual encounter. She’d pushed him all the way to losing control with her hand. That wasn’t going to happen with Butch. She met his gaze for an instant when she looked up, but couldn’t hold the eye contact.

He was going to make her do a lot more than just stroke his erection. The grip on her hair tightening even more to bring a flutter of pain made that all too clear. Her fingers were shoved to the base of his manhood and she shuddered as her head was dragged down to his crotch.

The grip of her fingers tightened around hard flesh as she was made to keep holding on, with the strain in her neck muscles feeling more and more uncomfortable. There was no resisting though. Butch wanted her mouth and he was going to have it whether she wanted him to or not. Her gasping breaths grew shallower as her lips touched on the slick, rounded head of his erection and a shudder made her relax.

“Take it,” he growled as he forced his hips forward.

His hand came away from over hers, but she didn’t let go of his cock. She winced as he pulled harder on her hair to make her give in. A louder gasp made her lips part and a jabbing thrust filled her mouth with hard flesh. Her eyes opened wide as she tried to look up. There was no letting go now. Having her hand around the base stopped the full length fucking into her mouth.

“Come on, bitch,” Butch snarled. “Show me how good you are.”

Katie slid her hand higher on his shaft as he tried to thrust deeper into her mouth. The sound of his groan when she gripped tightly around his thick girth brought an excitement that swelled up unbidden. It was wrong. She shouldn’t like what was happening, but the reality of being made to act like a whore for a bad man was even more thrilling than the fantasy.

A harder thrust rubbed the slick head of his cock on her inner cheek and she gagged when the tip almost brushed against the back of her throat. The sound of her distress only seemed to stoke Butch’s lust for her. She slapped her free hand on his belly, but there was no holding him at bay.

There was only one thing she could do. Give him what he wanted. It made her start bobbing her head and his groan was louder as she pleasured him. She closed her eyes as she worked her lips along his erection to a quickening pace. It worked to make him stop thrusting and for the second time that evening she gave a man a knee-trembling moment.

She was being the dirty slut he wanted and couldn’t pretend it was entirely because she was being forced. That thought brought guilt and she dragged her head up. It was a mistake. She realized that right away. The grip on her hair was released and it was quickly followed by a shove on her shoulder that sent her crashing down to the covers.

Butch was over her in a second and his weight pinned her down. She instinctively fought against his attempts to get her under his control fully, but his determined efforts won out. He managed to wrap the fingers of one hand around both her wrists to pin them down to the covers.

“Bastard,” she yelled at him when his face came over hers.

She turned away from an attempted kiss and it stopped his lips getting on hers. Instead, they played on her neck as it stretched out and the shivers it sent racing down her spine felt so good, but so wrong. It made her fight harder, but there was no escaping the strong grip that pinned her hands down. Her shouts grew louder as she continued to curse him, but that only seemed to spur him on.

He tried to force her legs apart with his knee as he got his other hand between their bodies. It allowed him to grab between her thighs and she squirmed around as he groped her. The movements only made her more aware of his erect cock rubbing against her body. His hand came higher to rip at the buttons of her jeans and there was nothing she could do to stop them being undone.

Her struggling ended and it made him let go of her wrists, so he could grab her hair. It held her head in place and she couldn’t avoid the kiss that found her lips now. She could taste the whisky on his breath as his torso crushed down on her naked breasts and she was consumed by the searing shame of getting turned on by the force he used to make her do unspeakable things.

There was nothing she could do to stop him taking advantage of her. He wanted her nubile, young body and was going to take it however he saw fit. Whether she liked it or not wasn’t an issue for him. He was in the grip of primal urges that he acted upon. Their eyes met when the kiss ended and she lay gasping for breath as she stared up at him.

“Is this what you came looking for?” he taunted and shoved his hips down to grind his groin against hers.

“Is abusing girls what you need to get it up?” Katie spat back through gritted teeth.

“And here I was thinking you loved me,” Butch mocked.

He pushed himself up to his knees to straddle her waist before she responded. Grasping her hip, he pulled hard and her attempts to stop herself being flipped onto her belly were in vain. Her instincts kicked in again to make her grab for the waistband of her jeans, but she couldn’t stop the denim being dragged down to expose her naked bottom.

The jeans were ripped out of her grip and she clawed at the covers on the bed as she tried to scramble away from Butch. It was impossible though. She let out a pained cry when his hand came down on her naked ass.

“You know you’re going to give it to me,” he growled.

“Please,” Katie yelled.

She knew she should shout no, but couldn’t get herself to do it. The confused torment of raging emotions left her shaking as the jeans were pulled from her. It was a fantasy she masturbated to so often, but this time it was playing out for real. She wanted to get away from the man using her, but at the same time was all too aware of intense cravings that she couldn’t pretend weren’t there.

It felt like her body was betraying her. She clamped her legs together, but there was no stopping fingers wiggling in between her thighs. The wetness of her arousal was there for Butch to feel and the gruff laugh she heard brought an excruciating embarrassment.

“Definitely found myself a whore who likes what she’s getting,” he taunted. “You’ll be perfect for a job downstairs when I’ve broken you in.”

The crude insult made Katie shove her face into the covers. She tried to clamp her legs tighter together, but all that did was trap Butch’s hand in place as his fingertips pressed against her slick skin. There was no stopping the hot rush of pleasure filling her veins, but she didn’t want to show it so sank her teeth hard into her bottom lip to hold in the moans that threatened to come out.

The quivering spasms of her thigh muscles were impossible to disguise though. They grew stronger until Butch’s hand finally pulled from between her thighs. Pleasure turned to pain in an instant when he landed a vicious spank. There was no holding in the cries now, but she pressed her face harder into the covers to stifle the sound.

The pleasure came back when kisses pressed on her lower back. She grasped at the covers when his lips slid lower and her knuckles turned white as the tension ratcheted up. Fingers sank into her buttocks to spread them and she gave in to impulses she couldn’t control. It made her head pop up.

“You can’t…, you can’t,” she cried out, but there was no stopping the inexorable touch of Butch’s tongue sliding lower.

She let go of the covers with her right hand and reached towards his head. Her fingers tangled in his hair as she desperately squirmed around, but his tongue trailed down onto her puckered skin. She pulled harder, but there was no dragging him away. Licks rimmed around her tiny, puckered hole and ignited a hot flush of pleasure that filled her with shame.

The rush of arousal made her wetter though and there was no hiding it when fingers slid between her thighs again. This time, they wiggled between slick folds of skin to ease inside. Harder licking on her asshole made her muscles contract and her pussy tightened around the penetration of stiff fingers plunging deeper.

She tried to hold in the groans, but they slipped out as the rougher, rasping touch of Butch’s tongue swept across her naked skin. It felt both degrading and delicious at the same time and there was no escaping the attention being forced upon her. His fingers began to stroke in deeper as he kept licking, but he finally backed off.

Her body felt limp as she was rolled onto her back. Her squealing attempts to avoid a kiss when Butch loomed over her were ended by the grip on her hair. He forced her legs apart to drop in between and she couldn’t escape the hardness of his erection rubbing on her thigh. It made her twist her head frantically, but his lips only broke away from hers when he dragged his head up.

“Does it feel good to be a bad girl?” he taunted.

“Fuck you,” she hissed through gritted teeth.

His weight came down to pin her in place and her neck stretched out as she desperately tried to avoid being kissed again. It only presented her throat to him and the caress of his lips on sensitive skin sent shivers down her spine. Her head lifted from the covers when he kissed lower still and she tried to grab at his hair again.

Her grip didn’t stop him though. Her back arched when his lips wrapped around a stiff nipple to torment it. No matter how much she tried to convince herself differently, his hunger for her body was a turn on and it was made all the more potent by the way he just took what he wanted.

His head moved back and forth across her chest before he grabbed at her breasts to squeeze them together. The way he licked her cleavage brought a whimpering groan spilling from her lips and the tension in her muscles made her torso stretch out.

He suddenly let go to scramble down the bed until his head was over her waist. His nails scratched at her skin as he forced her thighs apart and the sensation brought back the tremors to her body. Being so crudely exposed made her act to get a hand between her legs, so she could cover herself up. Butch made no effort to pull it away at first. His lips pressed on her inner thighs and stronger spasms made her muscles quiver.

The kisses came higher and she tried to resist when her hand was eventually grabbed. Her efforts were weaker than ever and she felt the mortification of giving in so easily. There was no pretending she didn’t want the touches though. The clenching of her muscles made her butt lift up from the covers, but the tension evaporated when a lick swept across her slick labia.

Butch became even more of a beast. She cried out when his thumbs sank into her flesh to open her up, with more rasping licks playing on the glistening pink he exposed. A sliver of instinct was still there to make Katie try to close her legs, but his head burrowed between them and her body arched up when his tongue slithered inside.

His thumbs dragged roughly at slick folds of skin to spread her vagina indecently wide and her hips began to buck as the roiling violation of his tongue plunged deeper inside. It made her thighs squeeze harder around his head, but that only made her aware of the rough prickle of his stubble on sensitive skin. Her neck stretched out as her mouth opened wide to let out gasping whimpers as her body responded to the rugged onslaught of a man in the grip of raging lust.

She’d expected him just to throw her down and fuck her, but she was getting so much more and hated that she loved the feelings in which she was drowning. It sent her into a spin as the pressure between her hips grew stronger and there was no respite when his tongue pulled out of her. His thumb slid up to flick across her stiffly swollen clitoris and it was too much.

“Please, please,” she whined as a knot clenched in her lower belly.

Each forceful, brushing touch of his thumb made the tension grip tighter until her excitement spilled over. A convulsing shudder ripped through her body to send her crashing down to the covers and she was lost to orgasm. Butch scrambled up the bed to get over her and she couldn’t get a breath when his lips crushed down on hers.

She writhed around under him as he worked her legs apart to get in between then took hold of his erection, so he could get it in position. Katie let out a cry when he roughly entered her. A slamming thrust gave her every hard inch of his thickly engorged manhood to lock their groins together. It made her head roll around as the pleasure of her shuddering climax rose to a peak.

He forced himself onto her and the grinding movements of his hips pinned her down to the bed. Her virginity was his to take and he gave in to animal lust as he started to thrust. His lips came down on her neck as her body stretched out. She was his to use and he pumped his hips frantically to crash between her spread thighs. It fucked his erection deep as she lay limply in the afterglow of orgasm to let herself be ravaged by a gunslinger.

There was only one thing Butch wanted now and he went after it with a brutish passion. His thrusts became ever more savage as the pressure in his body mounted. It made his balls tighten up to his groin as he used her for his own pleasure and he didn’t make any effort to hold himself in check. He pounded his cock into virgin pussy to rip the innocence from Katie and she sensed the moment it was too much for him.

A last thrust buried every inch of his erect manhood inside her and she felt the tension in his body explode to the hot, streaming spurts of his seed inside her. He let out gasping groans as his weight came down fully on her, with each powerful contraction of his muscles making his hips buck hard.

Katie could feel every one of the shooting spurts inside as her virginity was taken. Her body trembled under the assault, but the elation was still there as the last pleasure of her orgasm melted away. Butch’s movements finally weakened when his balls emptied, but he kept her pinned down and she could feel the jerking movements of his erection inside her.

The sensation slowly died away as the power drained from his body and she shuddered when he finally rolled off her. A glance showed the way he lay gasping for breath. Her body felt limp and she lay silently as she tried to recover from the onslaught. When she finally moved, she shuffled towards the side of the bed. Her eyes fixed on the pistol sitting on the low table. It was within her reach and she reacted without thinking.

Grabbing the weapon she spun around to aim it.

Revenge… Or Not!

“What in the hell did I tell you?” Butch growled in a hoarse rasp as he sat up on the bed.

“Shut up,” Katie yelled as she got to her feet and stretched out her arms to keep the pistol trained on him.

“Don’t hesitate,” he snarled as he moved across the covers. “That’s what I goddamn told you.”

“Stay where you are,” Katie shouted at him and waved the weapon.

That her order had no effect spooked her and she backed away from the bed. She squeezed her finger on the trigger as Butch rose to his feet. His steely eyed gaze never wavered.

“I’m warning you,” she yelled in a louder voice. “I can use this.”

“Then do it,” he countered and stepped forward.

It made her move back and her hands began to tremble. The chance was there to avenge her brother and make Butch suffer for what he just did to her. She knew the cheers and cries from the saloon would cover the noise of a shot. He showed no signs of backing down though. He strode forward and she tried to keep a gap between them. That became impossible when she bumped against the wall.

“Stay back,” she screeched. “I’m warning you.”

The threat didn’t work and she felt the pressure on her arms when his chest pressed against the barrel of the gun.

“Last chance,” he growled.

His challenge made it seem like he had a death wish, but Katie couldn’t get herself to act. She was no killer and pulling the trigger to snuff out a life so ruthlessly in cold blood was a step too far. Her scream of frustration was loud as she rocked her head back. The sound was lost in the cries of the men watching the burlesque show. Butch grabbed the barrel of his gun to snatch it from her hand then lunged forward.

His lips were on his before she could stop it and their naked bodies slammed together to pin her to the wall. She heard the clatter of the pistol dropping to the floor and twisted her head in an attempt to free herself from the kiss. Her breath came out heavily when she managed it and she made a show of wiping the back of her hand across her mouth.

“Bastard,” she cursed when he took a step back.

The smirk on his face now made her react. She swung her hand hard to slap him and the crack of her palm landing wiped the smug expression from his face.

“There’s some fight in you after all,” he taunted and lunged forward again to grab at her throat.

It pinned her to the wall and his lips were on hers again. She closed her eyes tightly as she was caught in a flare of hot, breathless passion. It was crazy. She knew she should fight to free herself from his clutches, but she couldn’t get herself to do it. His hand dropped down to grab her wrist when the kiss ended.

She pulled against the tug, but there was no stopping herself being dragged across the room to the bed. She was shoved onto the covers and Butch was on her before she could get her wits about her. Her writhing struggles were in vain as she was pinned down under his weight once more.

“You’ve had your fun, just let me go,” she yelled, but knew she was wasting her breath.

“Why would I do that when you want this as much as me,” Butch replied.

She hated hearing the words because there was a truth to them she didn’t want to admit, even to herself. It made her turn away from a kiss she saw coming, but her hair was grabbed and the fierceness of his lips on hers left her in a breathless whirl. His head finally lifted and she stared up at his face right over hers.

“I should have pulled the goddamn trigger,” she let out in a hoarse rasp.

“Never hesitate when you have the chance,” Butch retorted. “You’ll always regret it.”

There was no chance for Katie to say anything when his mouth clamped onto hers. She closed her eyes as another flare of passion ignited and she knew it was only going to lead to one thing. His power had faded after he took her virginity, but she could already feel it returning as he forced himself onto her again. When he ended the kiss, he brought a hand up to brush fingertips on her lips.

“Had that,” he said.

It made Katie look up at him and there was no breaking the eye contact as he slid his hand down the side of her body. She made no effort to close her legs when his touch pushed in between her thighs.

“Had this too,” he repeated.

Her muscles tensed as his fingertips entered her vagina. It made her hips quiver and she felt the pleasure returning to her body. The touch pulled away quickly though and Butch rose up to his knees to straddle her waist. He grabbed at her hip and there was no resisting his strength as he turned her onto her belly.

“Only one virgin hole left,” he went on.

The sudden realization of where things were heading made her struggle, but his weight came down on the back of her thighs to hold her on her belly. He brushed the hair from the nape of her neck then trailed his fingertips down the curve of her spine.

“You can’t,” she let out in a muffled gasp as she pushed her face down in the covers.

“Should have pulled the trigger,” he taunted.

It was took late for that, however, and Katie knew it. She’d put herself at his mercy once more and he was going to take advantage. The way his fingers slid relentlessly lower made her tremble and she shuddered when they slipped in between her buttocks. He’d already shown her the pleasure of a forbidden touch on her tiny, puckered hole, but he planned to go further now and use more than his tongue.

Her hips pushed down hard against the mattress when she felt the pressure on her asshole. The twitching pulse of her sphincter clenching tightly put up some resistance and she turned her head to take in heavy breaths when his hand pulled away. It was only a brief moment of respite, however.

She felt the slipperiness on Butch’s finger when it wiggled back between her cheeks. It made her shove her face down into the covers as she grabbed hold of them. The touch on her asshole was even stronger this time and the clenching of her sphincter wasn’t enough. Her head came up as she let out a cry, but it was pleasure she felt as she was violated.

The slipperiness on Butch’s finger allowed it to ease past the twitching clench of her tight anus and she heard his gruff laugh when she let out another cry. It turned to a squealing yelp when his free hand came down hard on her buttocks. Her muscles were suddenly on fire, with quivering contractions bringing pleasure to the pain as the stiff penetration slipped deeper.

“Look who likes it,” he mocked.

There was no chance for Katie to respond when his palm cracked on her ass again. The stinging ache ripped through her veins to make her grip the covers tighter and it turned her knuckles white. She started pleading when he landed another spank. She was given no mercy though.

The agony of the searing sting was tempered by the pleasure of the slippery touch stroking into her asshole and her hips pressed down harder against the bed. Her cries got louder as Butch toyed with her for his own enjoyment, but he finally eased his finger out.

Katie buried her face in the covers when the pressure on the back of her thighs lifted. It was only when her ankles were grabbed that her head popped up. She gripped the covers tighter although couldn’t stop herself being dragged down the bed to be pulled off it.

Her knees cracked hard on the floor to make her wince. There was barely a chance to get her breath before she was turned to face her tormentor. He stood before her and it was clear what he wanted when he grabbed her wrist, but she didn’t try to stop him. She let him pull her hand to his semi-erect cock.

“You’ll want to get it really wet,” he said.

Katie looked up at him and there was no breaking the eye contact as he gathered her hair into a bunch at the top of her head. She could feel the swell of his flesh and gripped her fingers tighter around it.

“Do it,” he let out in a growling order as he pulled on her hair.

Letting herself be used in such a debauched manner brought an excitement that felt shameful, but it was there. She shoved her fingers right down to the base of his erection to make it jut out from his groin and heard his groan when she licked on the swelling head.

“Bitch, yeah,” Butch groaned as she gave what he wanted.

She forced her fingers harder against his balls and the throbbing pulse of hot blood stiffening his cock grew stronger by the second as she kept rolling her tongue around the slick head. Eventually, she pressed her lips on the very tip and let spit dribble out. When she moved back, she slid her fingers up to the lubrication to work it along his length.

“More,” he urged and pulled her in again.

A shudder ran through her as she let more saliva spill on the tip of his erection then used her fingers to work it in. His grunts of pleasure showed she was doing something he liked, but there was no doubt he craved more when his grip tightened on her hair as she tried to back off.

He forced the tip of his erection against her lips, but she resisted his efforts to make him work for what he wanted. It brought his free hand to the back of her head and she gagged when he made her take his cock. There was no getting a breath when he jabbed his hips forward and her eyes started to water.

All she could do was surrender to his urges, so she gripped tight around the base of his stiff shaft and began to give a blowjob. She’d been told how dirty it felt to give head by Meredith, but she was now finding it out for herself. Bubbly strings of spit started to spill over her bottom lip as she forced her lips down to where her hand gripped around the shaft. It let the tip almost fuck to the back of her throat and the sound of her loud, gagging efforts seemed to fill the room.

It made her realize she couldn’t heard the noise of the show anymore. The sudden image of Henry popped into her head and she wondered what he was thinking about her not returning. That changed to the idea that he hadn’t even noticed. He’d probably paid to be with Jessie or one of the other saloon girls and was concerned with nothing more than putting his dirty dick somewhere tight and wet.

She’d taunted him earlier in the evening about finding a real man to be with, but didn’t expect that to happen before the night ended. There was no doubt she’d found what she’d been fantasizing about though. It made her put thoughts of Henry out of her head as she continued to work her lips along Butch’s erection until it was as hard as before and soaking wet.

His grip tightened to pull her head up and the flare of pain made her wince. It made her let go of his erection and she watched as he gathered the strings of spit hanging from her chin in his palm to spread them around the head of his cock.

There was a moment of still when he let go of her hair and she looked up into his eyes. It ended when he grabbed her shoulder to make her turn on her knees then bent her down across the bed. The sudden urgency of his movements when he dropped behind her took her breath and she buried her face in the covers to muffle the sound of her cry when he spanked her.

“Show it to me,” he barked.

Being made to act in such a degrading way stirred emotions from deep inside. It made her cheeks burn, but she gave Butch what he wanted by getting her hands on her ass cheeks to spread them. Her breath came out in shallow, rapid gasps as she exposed herself and the slippery touch of the tip of his erection was instant.

Butch was consumed by animal lust as he forced himself onto Katie. She buried her face even deeper in the covers to muffle the sound of her groans. His finger had felt big when he slid it inside, but it was nothing compared to size of a fully erect cock. The quivering contractions of her anal muscles did nothing to stop the man behind though.

She pulled harder on her cheeks as the aching pleasure of the rough penetration made her asshole gape. She could feel the throbbing pulse of hard flesh slowly sliding deeper and shudders lit up her body as she was made to take all of Butch’s erection.

He grabbed her hair to yank her head up and there was no holding in her cries when his other hand smacked hard on the side of the hip. It made her let go of her cheeks and it was all she could do to take in gasping breaths when he landed another spank.

“You like that, bitch?” Butch growled as he pushed forward to trap her against the side of the bed.

Katie said nothing, but the burning ache between her thighs made her hunger for another release. She pushed back against his grinding movements to give herself some room, so she could get a hand to the top of her pubic mound.

A shudder ripped through her when she slid the touch lower. It was something she’d done more than she cared to admit in recent times, but it was more than masturbation she was about to enjoy. The touch on her clitoris made her gasp and her mouth opened wide when her hair was pulled. It made her spine arch and she started to push back against Butch.

He grabbed her hip with his free hand and she circled her fingertips on her clitoris when he started to fuck her. It caught him in the grip of a raging lust for her body again and his groin slapped hard against her buttocks to make them jiggle as he drove his erection forcefully into the soft tightness of her asshole.

His fingers sank deeper into the flesh of her hip, so he could pull himself onto her and his thrusts became ever more aggressive as he used her for his own pleasure. It wasn’t only him enjoying the frantic anal sex though. Katie circled her fingertips furiously on her clitoris as his erection drove deep over and over again until she was edging another orgasm.

She pulled her hand from between her thighs at the last second and closed her eyes tightly. His hammering thrusts tipped her over the edge and the tension in her muscles exploded to unrelenting shudders that ripped the strength from her body. Butch’s groin crashed against her all the more frantically until he pushed himself all the way and the end came when she felt the hot spurts of his release inside her.

He buried every hard inch in her asshole and clung on tightly to her as her anal muscles gripped around his shaft to hold it deep. The way his body bucked against her brought out groans from them both until the spurts finally began to weaken. She felt the quiver of his body in the last throes of the release before he slumped forward onto her.

She tried to hold onto the sense of euphoria, but it slowly began to ebb away. The rhythmic contractions of her muscles squeezed around his stiff shaft until his power was gone and she groaned when he pulled out of her. She winced when he spanked her before grabbing her arm to pull her onto the bed with him. They lay in silence for a while and it was her who finally broke it.

“My paw wants you dead for what you did.”

“He’s not the only one,” Butch replied.

“I can’t go home now,” Katie said and brought her hands over her face.

“Then don’t,” Butch told her.

She pulled her hands from over her face to look at him. She had no idea what the words meant, but she knew she definitely couldn’t go home. Her life as a farm girl was over although she’d found something else and all she could think about was staying with Butch, so she could be taken by a gunslinger again.


Beastly Beset Upon

“You should go easy on that wine,” Bethany said.

Candice raised the glass she held up in front of her face to see it was half empty. Her gaze then went to the bottle on the rustic, wooden coffee table she had her feet up on. It was already way more than half empty and she was the only one drinking it.

“Yeah,” she muttered, with a halfhearted shrug of her shoulders when she looked across the table to where her friend sat.

Her less than enthusiastic response was met with a sympathetic smile.

“You sure you don’t want me to stay with you?” Bethany asked.

“No,” Candice replied immediately and shook her head. “I’ll only bring you down.”

“That doesn’t…”

“It really is OK,” Candice interrupted. “I appreciate you giving me a ride here and it’s sweet of you to offer to stay, but you head on back to civilization. You shouldn’t have your weekend ruined because of me. Spending a couple of days in some solitude is what I need.”

“To get miserable and blind drunk?” Bethany asked pointedly.

Candice chewed on her bottom lip. Drinking herself into oblivion was a terrible idea although it did have an appeal. It would stop her falling into a miserable despair over yet another failed relationship. At least, it would block out thoughts of it. This one had lasted longer than most, but had ended the same way as too many others when she was unceremoniously dumped.

It stung hard, but she couldn’t pretend it had come completely out of the blue. Things with Johnny had become a little rocky in recent times. She’d thought it was just a phase they’d get through. Unfortunately, he didn’t share that view and had called time.

“No, I’m not going to get blind drunk,” she eventually replied, but saw the skepticism on her friend’s face.

“Just don’t go completely overboard,” Bethany suggested. “I know you were hoping…”

“Yeah, well there’s no point in hoping now,” Candice cut in and immediately regretted the harsh tone of her voice. “Sorry.”

“No need to be sorry,” Bethany went on.

Candice lifted the glass to her lips. She really had set her heart on things working out with Johnny. He hadn’t share the sentiment, however, and the way he finished things in a phone call had felt brutal. She should have hated him for it, but the end of the relationship just made her miserable. She sucked in a deep breath then let it back out noisily.

“Don’t get too down,” Bethany sympathized. “You’ll meet the right person.”

“I guess,” Candice said, with the lack of enthusiasm showing in her voice again. “But how many wrong ones do I have to go through first?”

Bethany leaned forward to pick up the coffee cup from the table and took a sip before putting it back down again.

“Is that such a bad thing?” she asked cheekily in an attempt to lighten the tone of the conversation. “If you ask me, it sounds like fun. Think of all those deliciously delectable dicks just waiting to stand up for a pretty girl like you. I’m jealous.”

Candice’s nose wrinkled as she screwed up her face and her voice came out in a whine.

“Shut up.”

“I don’t get any of that action now,” Bethany went on in a teasing voice. “I mean, how long have I been stuck with just one?”

“You told me Blake was great in bed,” Candice replied.

“He is,” Bethany said. “I love him to bits and I’m not complaining, but there’s a lot to be said for those hedonistic times of going out on a Saturday night to a club all dolled up to your prettiest to catch the attention of someone new. They were exciting. Sometimes I miss them.”

“Slut,” Candice joked.

“Nothing wrong with that when you’re young, free and single,” Bethany retorted in a laughing voice. “You should stop worrying so much about meeting the right one and just have some fun. It’ll click with someone eventually.”

“Really?” Candice asked in a dubious voice.

“That’s the way it was with me and Blake,” Bethany answered and let out a wicked chuckle. “I just wanted to fuck his brains out when I first laid eyes on him and wasn’t thinking about anything more than that. Now, look at me all domesticated and being a good girl for one guy. What’s all that about?”

“Well, now you put it like that, your life does sound utterly hellish.”

“Shut up,” Bethany said in curt voice then let out a shameless titter. “All I’m saying is you should make the most of being single while you can. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with sowing some wild oats and playing the field. I know that’s not the way you feel right at this very moment, but it’s a long time with one guy once you do settle down. You know, in sickness and health, for richer, for poorer and all that blah, blah, blah…”

“So, your suggestion for me is to find someone whose brains I can fuck out,” Candice said and rolled her eyes.

“Or let them fuck you into oblivion, so you lose the ability to walk and can’t even remember your name,” Bethany shot back, with a playful smirk. “I could be wrong, but I’m sure doctors prescribe that as the very best medicine for getting an ex out of your system.”

“Hmm,” Candice mused. “Maybe I need to have a little chat with Blake to clue him in about how dirty your mind really is.”

“Oh, he knows that already,” Bethany replied, with a wink. “It’s why he loves me so much and will never let me go.”

Candice couldn’t stop the laugh coming out as she stared across the table. She eventually put the glass down and got to her feet.

“I think you better go home and give him the weekend he expects then,” she said.

Bethany leaned forward to pick up her cup and finished her coffee before standing.

“You sure you’ll be fine?” she asked. “I can put him off and…”

“No,” Candice said and waved away the offer. “You go back. I’ll be fine. I like spending time here.”

“Do your parents still get here much?”

“Whenever they can,” Candice replied. “Dad’s been really busy at work lately by all accounts and doesn’t get many weekends off. That’s curtailed their trips into the country, but they still like getting out of the city when the chance presents itself. They tell me some time enjoying nature is a great way to recharge your batteries.”

She walked over to the door of the cabin, opened it and stepped out onto the small deck area.

“You need to get yourself a car,” Bethany said when she followed outside. “Being stuck up here without transport doesn’t seem like the smartest idea.”

“It’s just for a couple of days,” Candice replied. “And the town is only five miles away.”

“Yeah, good luck walking to that if you need anything,” Bethany joked.

“Great exercise,” Candice shot back.

“Rather you than me.” Bethany said. “Sure you’ll be OK?”

“Yeah, I just plan to relax and take it easy. I’ll be fine.”

They turned to hug each other before moving down the steps to the cleared area in front of the cabin.

“OK,” Bethany said when she opened the door of the vehicle. “Got your phone?”

“Yep,” Candice answered and took it out of her pocket to show it.

“Charger?”

“In my bag,” Candice said.

“Enough wine to get you through the weekend?” Bethany teased.

“Oh, more than enough,” Candice replied.

They hugged again before Bethany got in the car and closed the door. She got the engine running then rolled down the window.

“I’ll be back on Sunday evening around six,” she said. “Anything changes and you want to come home early just give me a call.”

“Will do,” Candice agreed and took a couple of steps back.

The headlights coming on lit up the tree-lined track that provided the only access to the secluded cabin from the outside world.

“Take care,” Bethany called and waved before closing the window.

Candice watched the car move off, with the illumination lighting up the greenery as her friend left. The glow of the headlights gradually dimmed as the vehicle disappeared from view to leave her standing alone in the growing darkness of evening. She moved back to the steps, walked up them onto the deck and sat down on the rocking chair her father liked so much.

The peace and quiet of the surrounding woodland was interrupted every so often by the tuneful call of birds. It relaxed her and she closed her eyes to just enjoy the last warmth of the day fading away to the cool of evening. The sound of a twig snapping loudly startled her out of a light slumber after a few minutes and her gaze darted towards the treeline.

The darkness didn’t give much of a view into the trees, but she was sure she caught a glimpse of something moving. She knew there were deer in the surrounding woods and her father told her he’d seen a few feral pigs snuffling around during one of his hikes. From her experience, bigger animals didn’t come around the cabin much. However, she was sure what she’d caught sight of was a little more substantial than the usual squirrels and raccoons she’d spotted during previous visits.

Not that she was about to investigate. Exploring the surrounding woods was a daytime activity and she wasn’t about to enter them in the darkness of evening. She kept her eyes peeled as she continued to watch the treeline where the noise came from. Things remained serene, however, and she eventually got up to go back inside.

Picking up the bottle and her glass from the coffee table, she walked through to the bedroom and set them down on the bedside cabinet. She decided having a bath would be a good way to get the rest of the evening started, so went to turn on the water. Putting her hand under the flow, she checked and adjusted the temperature to what she wanted.

“OK,” she let out under her breath and returned to the bathroom.

She took a drink before starting to strip off and was down to her underwear before realizing she hadn’t closed the drapes. Not that it really mattered. She was probably five miles from the nearest other person, so there was no one around to see her getting undressed. Picking up the bottle, she topped up her glass then took another drink.

She could feel the heady buzz of enjoying a little too much alcohol a little too fast when she crossed the room to the window. Reaching out, she grabbed the drapes although caught something out of the corner of her eye that made her look. She was sure she’d seen movement again, but all seemed still.

“A peeping Tom deer or pig,” she let out under her breath and found the comment stupidly ridiculous enough to start laughing.

An idea popped into her head and the slight tipsiness of too much wine made her act without giving it a lot of though. Unhooking her bra, she pulled it off to throw on the floor then cupped her naked breasts to squeeze them together.

“You like them apples?” she called through the glass and laughed harder.

It was a few seconds before she realized the utter ludicrousness of her actions and she shook her head as she reached out to the drapes again. Too much alcohol always could have the effect of making her a little outrageous and she’d done a few foolish things under the influence. Flashing her tits at an animal in the woods was probably up there with some of the best.

“Idiot,” she muttered and dragged the drapes shut.

She kicked her bra in front of her as she walked back across the room. Picking it up when she reached the bed, she put it with her other clothes then took off her panties. The sudden thought of Johnny flashed through her mind to make her grimace. Getting naked with him had been fun although that wasn’t going to happen again.

“Fucking stop thinking about him,” she berated herself and picked up the glass to take it with her when she walked through to the bathroom.

She tried to clear thoughts of her ex-boyfriend away as she sat on the side of the tub to wait for it to fill. When it did, she switched the water off, tested the temperature to make sure it was OK then got in. A sigh spilled from her lips as she settled down into the warmth and she took another drink of wine.

It felt good to luxuriate, but the relaxation just gave her mind time to mull over her failed relationship. She closed her eyes and tried to concentrate on the conversation with Bethany. That proved difficult, so she sipped more of the wine to get herself drunker. It worked, but not enough to clear away thoughts of Johnny and she cursed herself.

The glass quickly emptied and she silently berated herself for not bringing the bottle through as well. After a few seconds of deliberation, she rose to her feet and reached out to get the towel hanging from the wall hook. Wrapping it around her chest, she stepped out of the tub and left a trail of wet footsteps on the floorboards when she walked through to the bedroom. She got the bottle from the bedside cabinet and was about to return to the bathroom when she heard noises coming from outside.

“What the hell,” she muttered as she looked towards the closed drapes.

It sounded like something was crashing through the trees and the rush of adrenaline it ignited was part anxiety and part curiosity. She put the bottle back down before moving across to the window, but the noises ended when she edged the drapes aside to look outside. There didn’t seem to be anything around. At least, nothing she could see in the darkness.

“Bloody animals,” she muttered then raised her voice. “Go to sleep.”

She watched for a second or two longer, but it remained quiet. Letting go of the drapes, she was about to walk away when the noises started again.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she griped and took hold of the drapes again.

Her anxiousness turned to the flash of annoyance when she dragged the heavy material aside to look outside. The noise didn’t stop this time. She could see branches swaying in the darkness, as if something was moving past them. Whatever it was remained just out of sight, however. Her lips tightened together as the irritation of the disturbance grew.

There would be no getting any peace if the racket continued and, in a fit of alcohol-fueled bravado, she stomped out of the bedroom to make her way to the front door. Dragging it open, she stepped out onto the deck and started screaming obscenities at the top of her lungs in an attempt to scare off whatever was making the noise. When she stopped shouting there was silence. It felt somehow oppressive and she was suddenly aware of how fast her heartbeat raced.

“Yeah, good going on the relaxation thing, Candice,” she mocked herself and shook her head.

Her eyes narrowed as she stared into the darkness. A sudden movement unnerved her and she held her breath as she observed an indistinct shape broken up by the shadowy outline of branches slowly coalesce into something big.

“What the good god?” she muttered as she stepped forward to the top of the steps.

The huge, lumbering figure that slowly appeared out of the darkness of the trees couldn’t be real. It was impossible. At least, that’s the thought that went through her mind and she blinked her eyes. They weren’t deceiving her though. Her jaw fell agape, but the constriction in her throat suddenly made it difficult to get a breath.

She narrowed her eyes to peer into the darkness and knew it wasn’t the drink or an overactive imagination making her hallucinate. There was suddenly not a shred of doubt in her mind about what was right there in front of her. It was a Bigfoot or Sasquatch or Skunk Ape or whatever other name that folklore gave to the legendary beast which was supposed to inhabit woodlands and forests.

Except, this was no legend. She could clearly see it with her own eyes and blinking them rapidly did nothing to change that. It took a step towards the cabin and the shock left her frozen in place. The moment of hesitation exploded to blind panic when the Bigfoot suddenly quickened its pace. It wasn’t lumbering now and its huge paces ate up the distance to the stairs.

Candice let out a shriek as she backpedaled, but it was a mistake not to turn. Her heel caught against the door sill to make her stumble and she couldn’t keep her balance. An even louder screech burst from her mouth as she crashed down to the floor on her backside, but the rush of adrenaline when she looked out to the area in front of the cabin meant she barely noticed the pain of the fall.

The Bigfoot’s loping gait had already brought it to the bottom of the steps and it took them all in one massive stride to get onto the deck. Candice’s panic burned brighter as she aimed a kick at the bottom of the door. It swung almost shut before a huge hand stopped it from closing.

She froze when it slowly opened again. A powerful, muscular body filled the doorway entirely and it was all she could see until the beast ducked its head down, so it could enter the cabin. The sight of that roused her out of inaction and her bare feet scuffed on the floorboards as she desperately tried to shuffle backwards on her butt.

The attempt at fleeing was futile when she bumped against the side of the heavy, wooden coffee table. It brought her to a stop, but the beast didn’t stride forward. The moment of still as they stared at each other was unexpected, but allowed her to look properly at its truly enormous size in the light of the cabin.

Its head nearly reached the ceiling, with its burly, wide-shouldered body covered in short, dark hair that did nothing to conceal honed muscles that flexed. Long, thickset arms hung down almost to its knees and ended in massive hands that looked easily capable of crushing anything it got a hold of. Its legs appeared short in comparison to the length of its torso, but she’d already seen how quickly it could move and its sheer size and power filled her with a chill dread.

“Please,” she let out, but it got no reaction and she was aware of the Bigfoot’s gaze sliding down her body.

Her fall and desperate attempt to escape had left her limbs skewed akimbo. The sudden realization that the towel was doing little to cover her up made her slap a hand down on the white material as she dragged her legs together. Her actions elicited a grunt that brought the panic rushing back when the Bigfoot’s gaze returned to her face.

Their eyes met and she recognized something in them that she’d seen before. Lust. It had always been unmistakable in the eyes of boyfriends when she flashed them a little flesh to help get them in the mood. She’d always loved seeing it, but this was something else completely.

“Oh god, no,” she let out as she scrambled to her feet.

The Bigfoot didn’t react and just watched. It gave her an opportunity, but as soon as she turned to run for the bedroom it followed. There was no chance to get the door shut when she was inside. She tried. It was useless though. A powerful hand pressed against the wood and the hard shove pushed her back.

She looked to the window, but knew there was little chance of escaping that way when the Bigfoot ducked down to follow her inside. Its loping strides would catch up with her before she was even halfway across the room. Not that it moved as they stared at each other again and an unwanted thought popped into her mind.

She had flashed a little flesh. Not more than a few minutes before when she got undressed, she’d taken off her bra and cupped her breasts to put them on display out the window. At the time, it had been nothing more than a foolish, drunken act she probably would have forgotten about. It suddenly took on a lot more significance.

The Bigfoot was the noise she’d heard in the trees. It had witnessed her provocative show at the window and she could only assume that she’d ignited its libido. There was no knowing for sure, but she’d done it enough times to know the effect it had on men. Would it do the same to a beast? Her breathing grew ragged as it stepped forward to make her back off.

“Please,” she implored again, without even knowing if it could understand anything she said.

Even if it could, its mind wasn’t on communicating and that was made all too clear to Candice when she let her gaze slide down its massive body.

“Oh my god,” she wailed when her eyes fixed on a swelling penis that already looked massively larger than anything she’d seen before.

She wanted to look away, wanted to pretend it was all a nightmare that she’d wake up from, but found herself transfixed as she backtracked. The bed brought her to a stop on this occasion when the back of her legs knocked against it and she couldn’t avert her gaze as the Bigfoot stepped forward.

It let out a grunt when it halted and Candice looked up to its face. The animal lust of an aroused beast was there to see in its eyes when its gaze fixed on her. She squealed when it reached out and trying to move back only banged her legs harder against the side of the bed. It made her lose her balance and she sat down.

“Please,” she let out yet again, but there was nothing she could do when her wrist was seized.

She tried to pull back against the tug, but the Bigfoot was too powerful. It easily dragged her hand to its crotch to show what it wanted. A sight of her almost naked body at the bedroom window not long before had stirred its ardor. The effect it had was all too obvious when Candice returned her gaze to a swelling erection.

A shudder ran through her when her fingertips brushed against engorged flesh. Her mouth opened wide, but the protest she wanted to shout wouldn’t come out as she became spellbound by how big a cock could grow. She’d never been with anyone who boasted a massive manhood and occasionally wondered what it would be like when she watched porn on the internet.

This was no dirty movie though. This was really happening. There was a huge penis becoming swollen with hot blood right there in front of her face. It was still only semi-erect when she was made to take hold and finding out she couldn’t even get her fingers all the way around the thickly engorged girth came as a shock.

“Oh god, I can’t do this,” she groaned, but didn’t let go.

She could feel the throbbing pulse of a growing arousal she’d ignited. It wasn’t a man in front of her though. It was a huge, untamed beast that appeared to be caught in the powerful grip of a primal lust for her body. She should have been terrified, but the threat of any real harm gradually left her mind.

That wasn’t the Bigfoot’s intention. She could sense that. It wanted her for something else altogether and the discussion with her friend earlier in the evening flashed through her mind. She’d been cheekily told what doctors recommend to get over an ex. It wasn’t true and she’d taken the idea as nothing more than a joke.

That was then, however, and this was now. It wasn’t someone who wanted to fuck her brains out though. It was something, a raging brute of a beast with a burning lust for her naked curves. She could feel it. The pulsing throb of hot-blooded arousal grew stronger still when she squeezed her fingers tighter on stiffening flesh to bring a monster cock to life.

“Oh god, I can’t do this,” she mouthed again, but still didn’t let go and there was no taking her eyes from a truly enormous erection swelling right in front of her.

She held on even when the grip around her wrist was released. It was only when the Bigfoot pawed at the towel that she let out a squeal and pulled her hand from its groin. A hard tug loosened the knot and she was too slow to grab at the white material.

Her naked breasts were exposed to put them on show again. Even more than that was revealed when the towel was dragged away to leave her completely naked. She threw herself back onto the bed, but saw the way her body was lasciviously ogled while she tried to scramble up the covers. It made her try to keep her legs together, but she knew she was flashing more than her tits now. She let out heavy, ragged breaths as the Bigfoot followed her.

The sound of ungodly creaks rang out as its heavy weight bore down on the bed, but the sturdy, rustic legs of the furniture piece held firm. Candice kept scrambling back until she was braced against the decorative, wooden headboard. It left her with nowhere else to go.

Her eyes darted around, but there was no escape from the situation and the shame burned brightly when the thought came to her that she didn’t want to. It felt so depraved. Giving in would make her nothing more than a sexual plaything for a wild beast, but there was something exhilarating about that. The loss of control left her trembling when her gaze finally alighted on the bottle of wine.

Grabbing hold, she brought it to her lips and took a big mouthful. She couldn’t swallow it all, with some spilling over her bottom lip to splash down onto her chest. It caught the Bigfoot’s attention and the way it lapped at her naked skin sent hot ribbons of pleasure through her body. She knew she shouldn’t tempt it, shouldn’t build its hunger for her, but there was no stopping herself in that moment and it was more than alcohol-lowered inhibitions making her act.

Tipping up the bottle spilled the last of the wine over her upper chest and her back arched when the rasping licks of a long, rough tongue swept across her flesh. It stiffened her nipples to hard, sensitive beads, with every touch on them setting her body alight until the last traces of alcohol were licked from her breasts.

Dropping the empty bottle, she grabbed hold to squeeze her tits together, like she had when she put them on display out the window. The Bigfoot was now licking for more than the wine. It was in the grip of a searing lust and Candice’s back arched tighter as a dirty moment stretched out.

It ended with licks sliding lower on her body to make her slump down. She sank her fingers deeper in her flesh to squash her tits harder together as the Bigfoot chased the trickles of red wine rolling across her belly. Big, strong hands grabbed at her legs to make her spread them and she let out a cry as the beast’s rasping tongue slid right between her thighs.

The rough caress of licks ignited fluttering spams that made her hips judder and she bit her lip hard to hold in cries that threatened to come bursting out of her mouth. She felt the tip of the Bigfoot’s tongue wiggling hard to spread slick folds of skin and felt the embarrassment when it started snuffling.

It wasn’t the wine it went after now and more forceful licks spread her pussy lips wider, so it could taste her arousal. The Bigfoot’s head came up and she watched as its tongue slid around its lips then played on the roof of its mouth. She could only think of one reason for its actions, but didn’t even want to contemplate that her fertility was being tested.

It made it clear she was being treated as nothing more than breeding stock. A Bigfoot wasn’t interested in love or a relationship or any of those normal conventions that bound a man and women together. It only cared about finding a sexual mate and wanted her for a fertile womb.

She gasped when it ducked down between her thighs again. Its strong fingers dug into the plump flesh of her mound to savagely expose her slick opening and her muscles tightened when she felt its long tongue enter her. A rush of pleasure burned through her veins and she put a hand on its huge head. Not to try and push it away though.

The juddering spasms of her hips became more pronounced as the roiling touch inside left her in a breathless agitation. She pushed towards the licking, closing her eyes and trying to grind against thick lips as she was eaten out by an aroused beast that grabbed her thighs. Its fingers sank into her flesh to hold her in place while it took its greedy fill of her.

Candice’s spine arched tighter still until the Bigfoot backed off, with the tension leaving her body to make her slump down. Her neck muscles strained when she lifted her head and the eye contact made her shudder. She really was in the hands of a beast and she could see how much it wanted her. It was scary just how much that turned her on, but she made no attempt to close her legs and it left her completely exposed.

The Bigfoot pushed itself up to its knees and she was all too aware of the way it loomed ominously over her. She could plainly see it wasn’t only its body that was huge when she let her gaze slide to the way its now fully erect penis stood stiffly proud. It was more hard inches than she’d ever seen in her life, with the thick length appearing freakishly menacing. That did nothing to dampen the unchecked arousal flooding her veins as she continued to stare.

The shiny, swollen helmet looked absolutely enormous, with the thick shaft stretching up a muscular midriff. Once again, she couldn’t stop herself. She needed to know and took hold to pull the big erection down to her body. With heavy balls pressed between her thighs, she stared wide-eyed at just how far the long erection stretched up her belly. It sent shivery palpitations through her, but feeling the strong, throbbing pulse of engorged flesh against her naked skin was short-lived when her hand was knocked away by the Bigfoot.

It shuffled towards the bottom of the bed and Candice let out a shriek when her ankle was grabbed to pull her down the covers. She tried to take hold of them, but there was no stopping herself. It dawned on her what was happening and that set her mind into an agitated fluster.

The Bigfoot didn’t want to lie on top of her and make love in the missionary position. It was a beast driven by primal impulses. Its instinct was to fuck like an animal, rough and raw, with her bent over the bed. A hunger to pass on its genes was controlling its actions and Candice coming to the cabin had provided it with the perfect opportunity to do just that.

Her squeal was loud when she was dragged off the bed to the floor. Hands grasped at her hips, but the Bigfoot’s erection was right there in front of her and she acted on instinct too. Gripping hold, she leaned forward to kiss on the thick head.

A moment of hesitation made her look up and the way she was being watched brought excitement. She held the Bigfoot’s gaze as she rolled her tongue around the glistening helmet then tilted her head to the side to kiss all the way down its erect length.

Her breath came out heavily when she then trailed the tip of her tongue along thickly engorged veins bulging with hot blood. When she got back to the slick helmet, she flickered licks on the underside and couldn’t quite believe she was being so brazenly promiscuous. She could feel the Bigfoot’s huge cock quivering as she continued to play with it.

Taking in a deep breath, she slid her lips all the way over the bulbous helmet. It almost filled her mouth, but a huge hand came to her head and she gave in to letting her mouth be shoved lower. She needed to fight against the pressure when she started to gag, but her excitement came out in a way she couldn’t even begin to explain to herself.

It made her bob her head to give a blowjob, but that only brought home how enormous the Bigfoot’s erection was. She couldn’t even get close to halfway down it and her lips started to ache because of the way they needed to stretch to take the thick girth.

She had to fight hard against the hand on her head to get her mouth back to the tip, with the sound of her rasping breaths filling the bedroom. Spit spilled out to slide across glistening skin and she brought her hand up to spread the lubrication lower. Loud grunts of pleasure filled the room as she quickened the pace of the stroking, but she knew that wasn’t how things were going to finish.

The Bigfoot was in the grip of a hungry need that was only going to be satisfied in one way. It eventually grabbed at her hand to pull it away from its erection and she did nothing to stop herself being turned around. A strong shove pressed between her shoulder blades to knock her forward, so she ended up bent across the bed.

She buried her face in the covers as she was held down, with the fingers of the Bigfoot’s other hand grasping at her buttocks to spread them. It bent down to lick between her thighs and she turned her head to see the way it seemed to be testing her fertility again. Tension gripped hold of her body when the huge beast then shuffled forward to get in place right behind her.

She buried her face in the covers once more and grabbed hold of them when the hardness rubbed against her naked cheeks. The touch of the bulbous helmet pressing against her pussy lips brought out a muffled squeal. There was no holding in her cries and more came out as she let herself be taken. Her hips began to judder to knock them against the side of the bed when she felt the way her slick entrance stretched agape to accommodate the sheer thickness of such a huge cock.

The discomfort of taking something so massive was there at first, but slowly morphed into a hot delight that made her grip the covers tighter until her knuckles were white. A thrust made her head rear up and the sound of her cry filled the room as she took more of the Bigfoot’s long length. She could hear its breathing growing ragged as it succumbed fully to primeval desires. It wanted her with a passion that ripped through its body and it pressed a hand onto her lower back to hold her down as it shoved its hips forward.

Candice could feel every muscle in her body straining. The tremor in her thighs turned to stronger, rippling spasms that made her think about another of her friend’s cheeky comments earlier in the evening. She wasn’t going to lose the ability to walk, but her legs weakened as the pleasure of the penetration grew stronger.

A curse spilled from her lips when the Bigfoot began to hump against her. She had no idea how much of the thick length she’d taken, but she felt filled to the extreme and the pulsing quiver of her inner muscles rippled around the rigid hardness. It made her crave a release from the growing pressure between her thighs and she tried to push back.

Her efforts barely moved the heavy weight of the Bigfoot, but gave just enough room to get a hand between her thighs. The rapid, circling touch of her fingertips played on her swollen clitoris to make her cry out louder and the sound seemed to spark a beast into action.

The Bigfoot began to thrust and in a matter of seconds it was driving forward in a brutish onslaught. Relentless, hammering thrusts crashed against Candice’s ass to trap her against the side of the bed as she was ravished like never before. Something was fucking her brains out and she wanted it.

All other thoughts fled her mind. The only thing that mattered was the hot pleasure of the sex that built the pressure between her thighs as she was ravaged by a monster. Thick, hard cock pounded deep into her pussy to make it gape and she kept her fingertips punishing her clitoris until her body was stretched out in the last throes of the climb to a moment she desperately wanted.

The Bigfoot used her harder still, its heavy, muscular body slamming against her as a frenzied lust spurred it on to keep pumping its hips. It grabbed hold of her to pull her back onto its erection and it was the moment Candice lost it. The ecstasy stirred from somewhere deep inside to give her a feeling better than anything before as the orgasm exploded to life.

Her screams of elation filled the room as her body filled with shuddering vibrations that left her shaking uncontrollably. The sound of her euphoria got her taken even more roughly. Being beastly beset upon was giving her the best climax of her life, with the pulsating spasms of her inner muscles clamping around the massive erection ruggedly defiling her.

Her passion peaked in the return of the tension to her body and she could intensely feel the way her pussy was being so savagely ravaged. The final pounding thrusts rag-dolled her against the side of the bed and the swell of pleasure hit another high when she felt herself being trapped in place, with the Bigfoot’s muscular midriff pressed tightly against her ass.

The pulsing throb of its erection grew stronger still until its howling grunt of guttural angst rang out. Candice forced her face into the covers as she pushed back to hold a spurting erection deep inside as one thick, gushing stream of hot cum after another erupted in her.

It was the strongest climax she’d ever experienced and she could feel the Bigfoot’s rapid-fire muscle contractions as it continued to force itself onto her until its heavy balls emptied of their load. She squealed when its heavy weight slumped down in the aftermath, but there was nothing she could do.

The throbbing pulse of its arousal slowly started to fade away to take the power from its huge erection, but it didn’t back off at first. It kept their bodies locked together to enjoy the last pleasure of breeding her then finally pulled out. She felt the weakness in her body, but managed to turn and collapsed down to sit on the floor.

The Bigfoot was already standing and she could see the glisten on the helmet of its huge cock. A glance up showed it watching her and their eyes met for a moment before if finally turned away to walk to the door. It ducked down to leave the bedroom and disappeared from view.

She closed her eyes tightly for a second or two as she tried to recover from the savage, animalistic encounter. Rising to her knees after a short while, she turned and pulled herself onto the bed then collapsed down on the covers. The swell of pleasure slowly melted from between her thighs and a sense of shame filled her mind for a few seconds at what she’d let happen.

Not that she could have done anything to stop a beast in heat. It took what it wanted from her. She couldn’t even pretend she hadn’t wanted the sex and could still feel the after effects of it on her body. That she liked them ignited another flutter of shame.

“Fuck” she cursed as she lay staring up at the ceiling.

The smart thing to do was get the hell out of the cabin before a beast came back for more. She was sure it would, but already knew she wasn’t going to be smart. It would leave her exposed to more of what the doctor recommended for getting over an ex. Whether that took away the unhappiness of a failed relationship remained to be seen, but it would sure as hell get her more hot sex with a monster cock.


Head for the Horseman

Tavern Meet

The chill gust of an autumn evening blew in the tavern when the door swung open. It was met with a gruff response by the old man at the nearest table as he lifted a hand to protect the fluttering flame of a candle.

“Shut that bloody door, for god’s sake.”

“Alright, alright, keep your hair on,” Matilda grumbled as she stepped all the way inside then closed the door.

The man continued to bellyache as she passed him by, but she didn’t rise to the bait. There was no point. It would serve no purpose to get involved in a disagreement with a jackass and start her evening on a sour note. Instead, she kept going and glanced around as she moved in the direction of the serving counter. It showed no more than a couple of other customers sitting at dimly illuminated tables.

The gentle swirl of smoke rising up from the candles cast a murky pall over the surroundings. That wasn’t unexpected, but the quietness of the place was and brought a scowl to Matilda’s face. When she reached the counter, she leaned forward to settle her forearms on the unpolished, wooden surface and nodded a greeting in the direction of the old barkeeper.

“Not very busy, Arthur,” she said when he approached her.

“Business can be slow,” he lamented, with a shrug of his scrawny shoulders.

“Tell me about it,” Matilda replied and glanced around the quiet tavern again. The lack of customers in the gloomy darkness really wasn’t what she wanted to see and it made her wonder if she’d made a mistake in visiting the place.

“What’s it to be?” Arthur asked when her gaze returned to him.

“Not sure it’s worth it,” she answered. “Doesn’t anyone come here looking for a good time these days? I thought that’s what taverns were for.”

“It’s early,” Arthur said. “Maybe liven up later.”

Matilda’s lips tightened together as she contemplated what to do. It had been a while since she’d set foot in the place and the situation didn’t exactly look promising. In days gone by, she could have practically guaranteed that some business would come her way when she paid the tavern a visit. Times were hard, however, and there was no disguising the fact although Arthur’s last remark had been an attempt to do just that.

She suspected it was nothing more than an effort to talk things up, so she’d part with some cash by ordering a drink and she wasn’t sure if that was such a good idea. Business really had been bad in recent times and her finances were in an awful state. It’s what brought her out that evening. She didn’t mind investing in a drink if there was a chance of coming out ahead by making some money. The prospect of that seemed slim though.

“I’ll give you the room for less,” Arthur said to interrupt her musing.

She narrowed her eyes as she stared at him. Things definitely must be grim if he was willing to cut a deal for less. It went against his miserly nature and he’d certainly never done it before. The usual arrangement saw her give him a third of what she earned for the use of a room while she needed it.

“How much?” she asked.

“I’ll take a quarter,” he said. “But just tonight mind. Don’t get any ideas that it will be a regular thing.”

Matilda lifted a hand to rub the back of it on the underside of her chin. Going back out into the cool evening air so soon after arriving didn’t exactly appeal, so she eventually decided it was worth one drink to see if something came her way.

“Fine,” she said to seal the deal.

Arthur put a cup in front of her then got a bottle from under the counter to pour the alcohol.

“Let’s hope this place does liven up,” Matilda said.

She took a coin from the pocket of her coat and placed it on the counter. Picking up the cup, she went to sit at a table in the corner of the tavern. She sipped slowly to make her drink last, but started to think she’d wasted her time as the minutes ticked past to more than an hour. Her gaze went to the door each time it opened, but customers were few and far between and the people who did come in seemed interested in only alcohol.

She nursed her drink for as long as she could, but eventually finished it and decided there would be little point in buying another one. It made her heart sink. She’d almost resigned herself to a fruitless evening when she heard the door opening again and looked to see someone else arriving out the dark of the night.

The raised collar of the man’s heavy coat and the scarf wrapped around the lower half of his face obscured his features, but she was certain she knew who it was. She kept her gaze on him as he crossed over to the serving counter and saw she was right when he uncovered himself. It gave her hope that some business might come her way after all, but the sudden realization that Mr. Lloyd wasn’t alone tamped down her expectations.

She continued to watch while he and his compatriot spoke to Arthur. When the drinks were served, she saw the old barkeeper point in her direction. It led to another cup of alcohol being poured and she knew she was about to be approached. She still couldn’t be completely certain it would lead to her making money.

There was no harm in putting something pretty on show for the men, however. It might tempt them to take up what she offered, so she loosened the buttons of her coat and eased down the neckline of her dress enough to expose a generous glimpse of plump cleavage. The scene was set and she prepared herself for a meeting when she saw the two men walk in her direction.

“Evening Matilda,” Mr. Lloyd greeted her when he stopped at the table and held up the cup. “Bought you one.”

“You’re a sweetheart,” she replied and put a welcoming smile on her face. “Why don’t you gents take the weight off your feet.”

“Don’t mind if we do,” Mr. Lloyd said and dropped down on one of the empty chairs.

His compatriot did the same and Matilda set her gaze on him. He seemed uneasy, but that wasn’t surprising in the line of work she currently pursued. Both men were older. In her experience that meant they were likely married and probably looking for something their wife wouldn’t give. She wasn’t about to quiz them on their intentions though and simply picked up the cup put in front of her to take a sip.

“Haven’t seen you around much lately,” she said when she put the cup down and set her gaze on Mr. Lloyd

“Been busy,” he told her.

“Well, you know what they say about all work and no play making for a dull life,” Matilda commented.

She saw the smile that spread across Mr. Lloyd’s face, but he lifted a hand to indicate his friend.

“This is Mr. Barton,” he said to make an introduction.

Matilda nodded in the direction of the other man sitting on the opposite side of the table from her. The flickering flame of the candle cast light over him and she definitely didn’t recognize his features. She had a good memory for faces and his was one she hadn’t seen before. Not that it bothered her. All that mattered was their paths had crossed that evening.

“It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance,” she said and smiled.

“And you,” he replied, with a curt nod.

His unease seemed all the more acute and he couldn’t or wouldn’t meet her gaze, so she turned her attention back to Mr. Lloyd. It showed where he stared and she glanced down to the cleavage she’d put on display. That it had caught his attention wasn’t a complete surprise. She knew what he liked and brushed fingertips across her bare skin as she let out a teasingly suggestive comment.

“More than enough for two fine gents to take pleasure in, don’t you think?”

The smile returned to Mr. Lloyd’s face when he looked up from her chest, but it wasn’t him who spoke.

“I am a married man,” Mr. Barton said.

“That is no concern of mine,” Matilda told him. “What takes place within the walls of this tavern will never be known outside it. Not from my mouth, anyway. I can promise you that.”

“I’ll vouch for her,” Mr. Lloyd said.

“Then we can proceed,” Mr. Barton replied.

Matilda narrowed her eyes as her gaze flitted between the two gentlemen who’d joined her. She picked up her cup to take a drink. Nothing had been said by the time she put it down, so she took the initiative.

“Proceed with what exactly?” she asked. “What is it that you want?”

She took another drink as she waited for an answer, with Mr. Lloyd also sipping some alcohol before he leaned closer and lowered his voice.

“My companion has a particular liking.”

Matilda let her gaze flit to Mr. Barton, but he still refused to make eye contact.

“And that is?” she asked.

“He has a preference to watch a comely wench in all her naked glory being taken,” Mr. Lloyd answered

“Does he,” Matilda let out slowly. “Does he now.”

“I’m sure you’ll understand it’s something he would not want known in polite society,” Mr. Lloyd went on.

“I could see why that would be the case,” Matilda said. “But you already know it’s a secret I will guard, as I have done with yours. I’m not one for bandying around tawdry gossip and tittle-tattle.”

“Then you are prepared to play out his desires?”

“Are you?” Matilda asked pointedly.

She saw a look pass between the two men before their attention returned to her.

“I have agreed to give him what he wants, which is what brought us here,” Mr. Lloyd said.

“To find me?” Matilda asked.

“Let me just say it was most definitely a delight to espy you when we entered,” Mr. Lloyd commented.

“Then there is only one further matter that needs our attention,” she told him.

He reached in his pocket. When his hand came back out, he placed it down on the table and pushed what was under it across to her. Matilda was ready to take the money as soon as it was revealed. She quickly pulled it down into her lap, with a quick count revealing it was double what Mr. Lloyd had paid on their previous encounters.

“Most generous of you,” she told him when she looked across the table again. “We have a deal. Wait here.”

Rising to her feet, she moved to the serving counter and Arthur came over to her right away.

“Bet you’re glad you picked my place now,” he said.

“Worked out well,” Matilda conceded and slid his share of the money across the counter to him.

His eyes lit up when he saw what he’d been been given and he was quick to reach under the counter.

“Room 2,” he said and held out a key.

“Time for me to ply my trade,” Matilda said when she took the key.

“Enjoy yourself,” Arthur told her, with a smirk.

“Oh, don’t you worry, I surely will have fun,” Matilda replied and turned away from the counter to walk back in the direction of the table.

Upstairs Room

“Well, gents, here we are,” Matilda said after using the key to lock them in the upstairs bedroom of the tavern.

She turned to see both men eyeing their surroundings in the semidarkness, but their attention returned to her when she removed her coat. Hanging it on the wall hook beside the door, she stepped forward and put her hands on her hips.

“We need some light,” Mr. Lloyd said.

“Of course,” Matilda agreed.

She walked across to a table on which a candlestick stood. Getting a match from the box, she used it to light the wick and did the same with the candle on the small cabinet beside the bed. She then put her hands on her hips when she turned to face the men. They had a better view of her now and she could see the way their eyes roamed over her voluptuous figure, so took a moment to let them enjoy it before speaking.

“Tell me how we’ll do this now that I’m all yours.”

Mr. Lloyd took off his coat and tossed it on the bed before moving around to stand before her.

“You know what I like,” he said.

The gruffness in his voice was a sure sign that the grip of lust had already started to take hold of him. It put a smile on Matilda’s face when she reached out a hand to settle it against the front of his trousers. A flutter of movement became more pronounced as she pressed harder against a cock stirring to life.

“Is that what you want from me?” she asked.

“I want everything from you today,” Mr. Lloyd replied.

“And your friend?”

“I told you,” Mr. Lloyd went on. “He likes to watch.”

“That’s all?” Matilda asked skeptically.

“Well, there might be something more you can do for him,” Mr. Lloyd replied.

“Yes, I would wager good money there is,” she said and looked across the room to the sight of Mr. Barton removing his coat.

It wasn’t the first time she’d been in a room with two men and that had nothing to do with her current line of work. She’d been an adventurous girl long before she got involved in that. Every other time she’d been with a couple of gents it had ended with her in the middle of them, but it appeared this time might be different.

Not that she was complaining. She’d already got what she wanted from the encounter when payment was made for her services and it was now time for her to give what the men craved. It brought a flutter of excitement that quickened her pulse. That was a reaction she could never control.

Pulling her hand away from Mr. Lloyd’s groin, she slapped it against his chest to make him step back, so his legs knocked against the side of the bed. However, he looked to his companion closing the curtains then sitting on the only chair in the room.

“This will give him a better view,” Mr. Lloyd said and grabbed for Matilda’s wrist.

She let herself be led to the chair and was made to face the man sitting on it. Mr. Lloyd moved behind her and she looked down to his hands coming around her body to cup her curvaceous breasts through her dress. A shiver trickled down her spine when the grip tightened and she pushed back against the growing hardness that rubbed against her plump bottom.

“Is my full figure to your liking?” she asked Mr. Barton.

The way he crossed his legs answered her question and brought another smile to her face. He was obviously getting every bit as aroused as his friend at the prospect of what she was about to give and it was a thrill to so easily capture the attention of a married man. The prickle of heat grew stronger between her thighs and she brought her hands over Mr. Lloyd’s to make him grope her more forcefully. It was brazen, but she knew that’s what he liked.

She felt the effect it awakened in him when he forced his hips forward, with the throbbing pulse of his growing erection all too apparent against her bum. It made her breathing quicken and she felt the curse taking hold. That’s what she called it, anyway, when the arousal started to guide her actions. It could make her insatiable and the emotions had bedeviled her from the moment puberty changed her body.

She’d been a late developer and thought the curves of a woman would never arrive. When they finally blossomed, she’d quickly cottoned on to the power they gave her over the opposite sex. The mere possibility of seeing them could get a man eating out of her hand, but it wasn’t long before she was doing more than just showing them off.

She’d become promiscuous in a manner that could be almost shameful on occasions. At least, that’s what she thought when she let herself get carried away, but she’d never been shy of taking the sexual opportunities that came her way. She was caught up in another one at that very moment. Being watched while she was groped made her push back with more enthusiasm to grind against the hardness rubbing against her bottom.

The rush of euphoria it ignited clouded her brain until all she could think about was the sex she wanted as much as the men. So many times she’d given in to those strong impulses with a rapacious hunger and she was on the cusp of doing so yet again. It gave her an appetite for more, so she pulled Mr. Lloyd’s hands from her breasts and stepped forward.

Leaning down, she settled her hands on the arms of the chair to put her ample bosom right in front of Mr. Barton’s face. She knew what would happen and wasn’t disappointed. Hands latched onto her hips from behind as Mr. Lloyd took hold then thrust forward to aggressively hump against her plump behind.

“Is this what you crave?” she asked in a breathless rasp as she looked at Mr. Barton.

There was no need for him to answer. She could see the excitement written all over his face already. The pressure of Mr. Lloyd forcing himself onto her shoved her forward until she was almost pushing her buxom chest into Mr. Barton’s face and there was no missing the way he crossed his legs tighter.

Matilda eventually pushed back, so she could straighten up. She used her bottom to bump Mr. Lloyd away then turned around to face him. Reaching out, she pressed her hand against his crotch and heard his grunt when she groped his erect manhood.

“Take your dress off,” he urged.

“You take it off,” she told him and raised her hands up in the air.

He grabbed at the material and pulled it up to get it over her head. When he took the dress from her, he tossed it aside and feasted his eyes on her luscious curves. Matilda unhooked her bra while he stared at her, but didn’t ease the straps from her shoulders and it kept the cups in place covering her breasts.

A gasp spilled from her mouth when she was grabbed to move her into position, so they were standing side-on to the chair. It gave Mr. Barton the perfect view of the proceedings taking place right in front of him.

“Is it just me taking my clothes off?” Matilda asked and dropped to her knees.

She reached out to grope Mr. Lloyd’s erection through his trousers as he pulled his shirttails out from where they were tucked in. He didn’t even bother undoing the buttons and the haste with which he dragged his shirt over his head made her chuckle.

“See how much he wants it,” she said when she looked at Mr. Barton. “Can’t control himself in my presence. How about you?”

There was no answer to her provocative question, so she pulled her hand away from the hard bulge of a throbbing erection to settle it on Mr. Barton’s knee. It made him push back in the seat, but he kept his legs firmly crossed. The touch ended when her wrist was grabbed by Mr. Lloyd after he dropped his shirt on the floor.

“Give him the show he wants,” he urged and pulled her hand back to his crotch.

“Do you mean what you want?” she taunted him playfully.

A smile played on his lips when she looked up at him, but he said no more. She could clearly see how excited she’d already got him. The stiff outline of his erect manhood showed through the material of his trousers and there was no missing the way he tensed when she brushed her fingertips along the bulge then kept going to get her touch to the buckle of his belt.

She was quick to undo it then loosened his trousers, so she could pull them down. The cotton briefs he wore below bulged out and she looked up again as she leaned forward to kiss on the stiff outline of his erection.

“So hard for me today,” she said when she moved back. “I think someone likes being watched.”

Hooking her fingers under the briefs, she yanked them down to make his erection spring free. She wasted no time in taking hold and heard his gasping grunt when she squeezed tightly around his thickly swollen member.

“Is it something softer than my hand you want?’ she asked and squeezed her upper arms against her breasts to make a deeper cleavage.

He grabbed at the straps to drag them from her shoulders and she let go of his erection to finish taking off her bra, so she could put her voluptuous curves fully on display. His eyes locked onto them and she gave him more by using her upper arms to squash her breasts together again.

“Get it wet first,” Mr. Lloyd urged.

He grabbed for her hand and she let it be pulled back to his crotch. Circling her fingers around the base of his erection, she waited for what she knew he’d do next. It didn’t take long for his fingers to tangle in her hair and she gave in to her head being pulled forward.

Usually, she looked up to give him eye contact when she slowly rolled her tongue around the swollen head of his erection to wet it. She didn’t on this occasion. Instead, she glanced to the side to see the way Mr. Barton avidly watched her putting on a bawdy show. His rapt attention spurred her on to be naughtier still and their eyes met as she slowly licked down to where her hand was gripped around Mr. Lloyd’s manhood. She then kissed all the way back up.

“Do you like watching me be such a brazen wench?” she asked. “Is that what you’re desperate to see?”

Mr. Barton nodded, so she trailed her tongue up and down a rampant erection a few more times while he watched. She then flickered rapid licks on the underside of the swollen head, as she reached out her free hand to his legs. He uncrossed them this time and she held his gaze as she kept licking. At the same time, she slid a touch higher on his thigh.

He slapped his hand down over hers before it reached his groin, but she didn’t need to touch him to see how excited he was. The bulge in his trousers was all too apparent. She tried to force her fingers higher still, but he stopped her.

“Wife wouldn’t like it?” she teased him and pulled her hand away.

She turned her attention fully to Mr. Lloyd and he tightened his grip on her hair when he spoke through gritted teeth.

“I told you to get it wet.”

She set about doing what he demanded by leaning in to kiss on the tip of his erection. It sent shudders through her that grew stronger when she parted her lips to let them slide lower. There was no getting a breath when she began performing fellatio.

The bobbing of her head was slow to begin with, but she gradually quickened the pace and took more of his length to make herself gag. It soaked his engorged shaft in spit and long, hanging strings of it stretched out from the glistening helmet to her mouth when she came up for air.

She worked her fingers up to the tip to break the strings and was all too aware of the way Mr. Lloyd’s legs trembled as she toyed with him. The lubrication of her spit gave a silky feel to the stroking and she quickened the pace until he grabbed at her hand to pause the action.

“Am I too much for you already?” she teased him when she looked up.

“You know what I need,” he said.

“All the way to a finish on this occasion?” she asked and saw him shake his head.

She held his gaze as she cupped her breasts to squeeze them together. Lifting them up, she ducked her head down to flutter the tip of her tongue around a thickly swollen nipple. It was a naughty skill she’d found she could perform in her younger years when her tits had grown big enough and she knew how much men liked to watch. Both in the room with her at that moment couldn’t tear their eyes from the show she gave them.

It ended when Mr. Lloyd grabbed her arm to pull her up to her feet. When he let go, she turned to face Mr. Barton then leaned forward to slap her hands down on the arms of the chair. He looked almost mesmerized as her heavy, naked breasts swung pendulum-like in front of him.

Mr. Lloyd’s fingers hooked under the waistband of her panties to drag them down and it exposed her chubby backside to him. She winced when a spank landed, but didn’t complain about the rough treatment. Another smack of his hand followed, but she knew what it would get her and remained bent forward.

It wasn’t long before Mr. Lloyd shed all his clothes to get naked and dropped to his knees behind her. He dragged her underwear down to take it from her and she gasped when his fingers sank into the soft flesh of her ample bottom to spread her cheeks.

An intimate lick made her gasp and she leaned further forward. It was a deliberate act to shove her breasts right in Mr. Barton’s face. She heard his grunt, but all she could think about now was the attention being lavished on her from behind. Fingers played on her flushed labia while sweeping licks rasped across her puckered skin.

The deliciously depraved acts made her close her eyes as the curse took a stronger hold on her. The licking grew more forceful and she shuffled her feet apart to spread her legs when fingers entered her. It set her thigh muscles quivering and she pushed forward to squash her luscious curves against Mr. Barton’s face. There was no escape for him, but she was sure he didn’t want to.

It allowed her to get a hand to his crotch. He grabbed at her wrist, but his weak attempts to stop her quickly melted away as she groped his erection through his trousers. She could feel just how hard it was, but let go when the man behind suddenly leapt to his feet.

Mr. Lloyd grabbed her shoulder to make her straighten up then turned her around to face him. Their eyes met and a wicked smile played on her lips when she sat down. It plonked her firmly on Mr. Barton’s lap and she could feel the hardness of his erection pressing against her naked bottom.

He was doing a lot more than watching, but there wasn’t so much as a squeak of protest from him while she squirmed around to make her bum rub on his swollen manhood. She then reached back to grab his hands, so she could guide them to the sides of her large breasts and he willingly squashed them together. It created a deep cleavage and she ducked her head down to let spit spill from her lips.

She kept her hands over Mr. Barton’s to make him rub her breasts together, so the saliva lubricated her cleavage. His chin settled on her shoulder, so he could get a view of what he was doing, but Matilda’s attention went to Mr. Lloyd.

“Yours to take,” she told him.

She worked her legs in between Mr. Barton’s and forced him to spread them. Sitting on his lap put her high enough that when Mr. Lloyd stepped forward to get right in front of the chair, her breasts were almost level with his erection. He took hold of it to spank the bulbous head on her naked skin and the hoarse growl of his desire was all too obvious when he rubbed the tip on one thickly swollen nipple then the other.

It wasn’t long before he eased his manhood into her cleavage, with the slipperiness of her saliva lubricating the way to a lusty tit-fuck when he started to thrust. He grabbed at her shoulders to hold on and she held her hands over Mr. Barton’s to make him squeeze her big breasts firmly around hard flesh.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” she said breathlessly when she looked up.

She didn’t need Mr. Lloyd to answer. His excitement was all too apparent as he grasped harder on her shoulders to brace himself while he pumped his hips frantically. She looked down to the thick head of his erection popping out of the top of her cleavage at the end of each forceful thrust.

There was a thrill to knowing Mr. Barton was watching her tits being used in such a crude manner and she wriggled around on his lap to rub her plump behind against his rigid member through his trousers. She could feel the throb of his arousal as he forced his fingers into her flesh to squash her breasts even more firmly around his friend’s rampant manhood.

Mr. Lloyd was relentless as he took his pleasure. There were times Matilda had been with him when her cleavage was all he needed to find a release. She was sure this would be another of those occasions as he bucked his hips ever more vigorously to make her tits bounce, but his efforts eventually slowed then stopped.

His muscles strained when he made the head of his erection slide out of the top of her cleavage once more and held himself in that position. She pulled her hands from over Mr. Barton’s to brush her fingertips on the little slit of a rigidly erect cock and looked up when she heard the groan.

“You always love to watch while you make them pretty with your virile seed,” she teased Mr. Lloyd. “Aren’t you going to do that today?”

His chest heaved as he sucked in gasping breaths and it was a short while before he replied.

“Need more.”

When he pulled back to free his erection from the grip of soft, slippery cleavage, Matilda spread her legs wider then dropped a hand down.

“Is this what you want?” she asked and waited until his gaze was between her plump thighs before using her fingers to spread slick folds of skin.

Mr. Lloyd took hold of his erection to stroke it as she stretched herself even more indecently open to let him feast his eyes on her. Sliding her other hand between her thighs, she eased fingers inside to get them wet then held them out to him. He eagerly ducked his head down, so he could suck them clean.

“Let him see as well,” he said when he straightened up.

Matilda scrambled up from Mr. Barton’s lap then hurried over to the bed. She sat down at the bottom of it and spread her legs wide again to shamelessly expose herself.

“You can’t see from over there,” she said as she circled fingertips on her flushed labia.

The two men looked at each other. It was Mr. Lloyd who moved first to hurry across the room. Mr. Barton was quick to follow and both of them dropped to their knees in front of her. She knew she shouldn’t get so utterly thrilled about revealing herself to them in such an indecent manner, but the devil was in her.

Having their rapt attention on her every move made her wetter. She could feel the pulsing ache of arousal between her thighs growing more potent as she dug fingers into her flesh to spread soft folds of skin, so she could give them the perfect view of lush, glistening pink.

A shudder ran through her when she eased a touch just inside for a brief second and she held her hand out to Mr. Barton this time. He didn’t take her fingers into his mouth in such an enthusiastic manner as his friend, but take them he did and another shudder ran through her while he sucked them clean.

“There’s an easier way for you to taste,” she said when she pulled her hand away.

She threw herself back, so her upper body crashed down to the mattress. She then squirmed around to get her bum perched on the very bottom of the bed. There was a moment of still before strong hands pressed on her plump thighs to spread them wider.

The urgency of kisses trailing up both her legs made her back arch and her neck stretched out as she pushed her head down against the bed. That the men could not constrain themselves from worshiping her naked body was a massive turn on. She’d given them a taste and they wanted more. She held herself open until they were licking her pussy then slid her fingertips to the top of her pubic mound.

It enabled her to expose herself completely to them by digging fingers deep into soft flesh to attract rasping licks to her swollen clitoris. Her mouth opened wide as she tried to lift her head to watch the way the men lapped eagerly at her slick skin. Mr. Barton seemed to have abandoned the idea of just watching and was now lavishing attention on her just as avidly as his friend.

The fluttering spasms of her muscles made her thighs quiver while the two men took what they wanted, but it pleasured her just as much. It felt like her body was on fire as the licking grew ever more fervent until she was so close. She was fully in the grip of the curse now and the longing for more became overpowering.

“Let me feel it inside,” she begged.

Her words turned to a squeal when she was dragged down to her knees on the floor. Hands were everywhere on her naked body, grasping, groping, making her turn around and she squealed again when a push between her shoulder blades bent her down over the bed. She pawed at the covers as fingers dug roughly into her flesh to spread her buttocks.

“Take her hard,” Mr. Barton urged.

There was no doubt Mr. Lloyd intended to do just that when he grabbed his erection then shuffled forward on his knees to get in position right behind her. He spanked the swollen head on puckered skin and left it sitting in place for a second before easing it down to slick pussy lips.

Matilda buried her face in the covers to stifle the sound of her gasping groans as she was entered with a rough abandon. It brought out Mr. Lloyd’s lust all the more when he grabbed her hips. A forceful thrust gave her every hard inch of his manhood and a shudder ripped through him as he kept his groin pressed tightly against her chubby, rounded cheeks.

“Does she like this?” Mr. Barton said and placed a hand on her lower back.

She heard the chuckle of Mr. Lloyd as he watched fingers sliding lower until they played on her tiny, puckered hole. Quivering tremors swept through her as the touch brought a forbidden delight that felt so, so good.

“Oh god, you’re making me be such a whore,” Matilda groaned when she felt the pressure increase on her asshole.

Mr. Barton leaned in to drip spit, so it wet his fingertip and he wiggled it harder against a clenched sphincter. The pulsing contractions of Matilda’s muscles tried to resist, but the slipperiness helped the finger violate her and she let out a desperate groan when it slipped past the tightness.

The grip on her hips sank deeper into her flesh, so Mr. Lloyd could pull himself onto her and she could feel the straining throb of his erection as he held it fucked all the way inside her. The need for a release from the burning ache in her body was all she could think about and she tried to get a hand to her clitoris. She was trapped too tightly against the bottom of the bed, however, and knew there was only one way to change that.

“Take me,” she let out in a husky rasp when she lifted her head.

The pressure eased when Mr. Lloyd pulled back and it gave her a chance. She got fingers to her clitoris before he thrust forward and her world became the burning emotions flooding her senses as she punished the erect bud. Her mouth opened wide, but it became almost impossible to get a breath as the two men used her.

The slippery finger stroking into her asshole made her muscles spasm, but it was the thick erection ravishing her pussy that made her cry out. The hard, pumping thrusts of Mr. Lloyd slammed against her bare bottom relentlessly as he took her roughly from behind. He seemed caught up in a primal, brutish need for her body and his grip on her hips tightened even more as he frantically pulled himself onto her.

The rhythmic, slapping sound of their naked skin coming together filled the room, with his erection pounding in harder as she tormented her clit. It brought her excitement to a high and her body tensed in the final few seconds. Mr. Barton slipped his finger knuckle-deep inside her as she continued to be fucked and her pelvic muscles coiled like springs until the pressure broke in a shuddering convulsion that ignited her orgasm.

Her cries rang out as the burning reverberations ripped through her shaking body. It made her muscles grip and release around the finger that stayed buried deep in her asshole and that in turn seemed to make the driving penetration of Mr. Lloyd’s thrusting cock feel even better as he kept throwing himself ferociously forward.

She was held in the toe-curling grip of pleasure as the orgasm built to a shuddering high that brought back the tension. Her head rose up from the covers to make her back arch and the hard cock plunging deep in her hit just the right spot to give her a heavenly moment of pure elation before the sensation melted away to leave her a trembling mess.

Mr. Barton’s stiff finger continued to violate her asshole and his shouted encouragement spurred Mr. Lloyd on to hammering thrusts that plunged his erection forcefully into her slick depths over and over until the intense excitement of the wild sex spilled over to his climax.

It arrived when he trapped her against the bottom of the bed to lock their bodies together. He clenched his buttocks to build the tension to breaking point and his growling cries of excitement filled the room as he let go with strong, gushing bursts of cum. Each one sent a tremor through his body that made his hips buck hard, with euphoria flooding his veins until his passion peaked then eventually started to fade.

He let out gasping breaths when he slumped forward onto Matilda and she kept her face buried in the bed covers as she relished the flutters of pleasure given by the throbbing pulse of his erection slowly losing power inside her. When he straightened up, he moved back to slump down on the floor.

Matilda felt the final flourish of pleasure when the finger slowly withdrew from her asshole. She remained bent over when Mr. Barton got to his feet, but she pushed herself up to look when she heard the sound of a raucous laugh.

“You need to rid yourself of that,” Mr. Lloyd mocked his friend.

“Let me do it for you,” Matilda urged when she saw the hard bulge in Mr. Barton’s trousers. “You can’t go home to your wife like that.”

She saw the look that passed between the men, but their attention came back to her.

“Not going home to her,” Mr. Barton said.

“Well, whatever you plan to do,” Matilda went on. “You can’t let yourself become so aroused and not get the release. It’s not good for you.”

“She’s right,” Mr. Lloyd said, with a wide smirk. “And I’m not going back downstairs with you looking like that. Having her take it from you is better, don’t you think?”

“Let me help you,” Matilda urged and shuffled forward on her knees.

She knew she didn’t have to do any more. Her night could be over, but a married man was a thrilling conquest. The reluctance was there to see in Mr. Barton’s expression and he took a step back when she kept shuffling towards him on her knees. He was about to take another step when she reached out to press a hand on his crotch.

“So hard,” she said. “You need the relief.”

Mr. Barton’s head rocked back and he let out a gruff, rasping breath. The buttons of his trousers being loosened made him look down and he grabbed for Matilda’s wrist.

“You wanted me up here,” she said.

“To watch you,” he croaked and his voice broke.

“Then watch me,” Matilda told him and shook off his grip.

She caught the movement out of the corner of her eye and turned to see Mr. Lloyd getting dressed. Their eyes met for an instant and she smirked.

“I know you’ll watch,” she told him before returning her attention to the man standing before her.

He still seemed conflicted, but didn’t try to grab her hand again as she finished loosening the buttons of his trousers. It allowed her to get a hand through the gap and the sound of his gasp was loud when she took hold of his erection. She pulled it into view and the memory of playing with Mr. Lloyd’s swollen manhood while she looked in Mr. Barton’s eyes came to her.

“Isn’t watching this so much better?” she teased him when she looked up to catch his gaze and held it as she leaned in to swirl her tongue around the thickly swollen helmet of his erection.

He seemed unable to stop her and couldn’t pull his gaze from the way she pleasured him. His breathing quickened when she slid her lips all the way over the head to engulf it in the wet warmth of her mouth. The trembling of his legs made him unsteady and his fingers dug into her flesh when he grabbed at her shoulder.

She kept looking up at him as she took more of his length, but his head rocked back to break the eye contact. It made her concentrate on what she was doing as she gave fellatio to her second erection of the night. Each time she worked her lips down, she let them slide lower until the tip of Mr. Barton’s erection started to brush against the back of her throat.

This time she didn’t end the oral sex when she started to gulp for air. Instead, she waggled her head from side-to-side to overcome the gag reflex and shuddered when she pulled her fingers from around the base of his erection, so she could work her mouth all the way down to his balls.

“Didn’t give me that,” Mr. Lloyd said as he stepped closer to watch.

Matilda held the deep-throat for as long as she could, but she finally needed to come up to take a breath. As she gasped for air, she pressed her lips on the tip of Mr. Barton’s erection and began stroking. His fingers dug deeper into the flesh of her shoulder as her touch raced up and down his stiff length and she could sense she was pushing him to the brink.

It made her take his erection back in her mouth. She pressed her tongue against the underside of the head and could feel the throbbing pulse of his arousal growing stronger as his excitement ran out of control. His neck stretched out as he gave in to her and she quickened the pace of the stroking to pleasure him until he couldn’t cope with it.

His hoarse, shouted warning made her clamp her lips around his swollen shaft just below the head and her fingers were a blur as she built the pressure until his testicles were clenched up tightly to his groin. He couldn’t resist the pleasure she gave him and the tension in his muscles finally hit breaking point.

His desperate groan made her slide her lips lower as she worked her fingers right down his shaft to push against his balls. The quivering tremors of his body erupted to rapid-fire contractions around the base of his straining erection as strong, primal instincts forced his hips forward.

Matilda closed her eyes as shooting bursts of hot cum splashed the roof of her mouth. The thick load landed on her tongue and she gulped as it slid down her throat. She held Mr. Barton’s erection in her mouth until he gave her everything and let out gasping breaths when she finally backed off.

Gripping tighter around the base, she then dragged her fingers slowly up his still-throbbing length to make the last dribbles of cum trickle across the glistening head. Her gaze went up to his when she leaned in and he couldn’t look away while she flickered her tongue at the little globules of white to lick them away.

“Now, doesn’t that feel so much better,” she said and kissed the tip of his fading erection before letting go.

“Yes,” Mr. Barton gasped and staggered back on trembling legs.

He seemed to lose the power in them completely and his knees almost buckled as he took faltering steps backwards to return to the seat. The way he collapsed down heavily on it made the legs of the chair creak and Matilda couldn’t take her eyes from the effect she’d had on him. His chest heaved as he tried to recover the strength she’d taken from him.

“Well, now that you’re satisfied,” she quipped as she continued to look across the room at him. “My work for tonight is done.”

Their eyes met and a moment of silence ended when he spoke.

“Well, maybe you can do one more thing for me.”

Matilda frowned. She recalled wagering that Mr. Barton would want to do more than just watch her having sex and thought it would entail the relief she just gave him. That didn’t appear to be the case, however.

It seemed there was something beyond that he also wanted from her.

An Offer

“A delivery?” Matilda queried as she pulled her underwear into place to cover herself up.

There was no response at first and she was aware of the eyes of the two men following her every move as she continued putting her clothes on. It wasn’t until she smoothed her dress down over her hips that Mr. Barton spoke again.

“Yes, a delivery. It has to be made this evening.”

Matilda said nothing as she moved across the room to get her coat from where she’d hung it on the wall hook. A frown creased her brow when she turned back to face the men again.

“Bit late in the day to be making deliveries, isn’t it?” she commented.

“No choice,” Mr. Barton replied. “This is the only time it can be done.”

“Why’s that?”

There was silence for a few seconds and she saw the uneasy glance that passed between the two men. Their exchange didn’t come across to her as a particularly good sign. The movement of her slipping an arm into her coat seemed to catch their attention and they looked at at her again.

“It’s complicated,” Mr. Barton said.

Matilda finished putting on her coat then lifted a hand to rub a finger across her top lip as she waited for more to be said. The room stayed quiet, however. She wasn’t quite sure where things were going and her instincts warned her not to find out. Complicated usually meant trouble and she had enough difficulties in her own life to deal with. She really didn’t want to involve herself in the problems of someone else.

“Why don’t you deliver it yourself?” she asked and saw another look pass between the men.

“It’s…”

She anticipated the answer and interrupted Mr. Barton to finish what he started saying.

“Yes, complicated. You told me that already, but it doesn’t really tell me anything at all. I think we should…”

It was Mr. Barton who interrupted her now.

“I’ll make it worth your while,” he said.

Matilda’s eyes narrowed. Alarm bells rang loudly in her head and her instincts still told her to get the hell out of the room. The remark piqued her curiosity, however.

“How so?” she asked.

Mr. Barton reached in the pocket of his coat to bring something out. He turned to put it down on the bed and Matilda couldn’t resist. She crossed the room to look and her eyes opened wide as she stared down at the bank notes that had been laid out on the covers. The flickering flame of the candle illuminated them and she had to count a couple of times to make sure she wasn’t making a mistake.

“I don’t understand,” she eventually said when she looked at Mr. Barton.

“I really need the delivery made tonight and I’m willing to pay well for you to do it,” he told her.

Matilda chewed on her bottom lip. There was more money on the bed than she could make working in the tavern every night for three months straight. It made no sense for someone to pay that much for a delivery. Well, unless it was an illicit deal in some way and they needed a scapegoat to take the rap if things fell apart. It made the alarm bells ring louder still in her head.

“Is this on the up and up?” she asked skeptically.

“There’s nothing illegal about what I’m asking you to do, if that’s what you mean,” Mr. Barton said.

“Then why would you pay so much?”

“Because I need it done and completed tonight,” he answered. “It’s as simple as that.”

Matilda’s lips tightened together. There was nothing simple at all about the situation. Something definitely wasn’t right and she knew the smart thing to do was leave the bedroom. She’d got what she visited the tavern for, so there was no need to involve herself in anything else.

Then again, the money on the bed would be a godsend. There was no doubt about that. Things had been more difficult in recent months than at any other time in her life. Some financial security would give her the chance to move on from the lamentable state of affairs she’d fallen into and find something better.

Her mind was abuzz with questions, but she knew if she started asking them it would inch her closer to doing something she might end up regretting. Instead, she turned her gaze on Mr. Lloyd and spoke to him

“And what have you got to say about all this? Is it the real reason you brought your friend here?”

“It’s his deal,” Mr. Lloyd replied.

“But you knew about it,” Matilda said.

“Yes, I knew about it,” he admitted.

“And you brought him here to meet me?”

Mr. Lloyd shrugged his shoulders before speaking again.

“We came here because I thought we might find someone in the tavern who could help. I really had no idea that someone would be you. Are you here every night?”

Matilda pursed her lips as the pointed question made her think. It was the first time she’d been in the tavern for a while, so she could believe that the meeting was entirely coincidental. That didn’t mean she should do any more than she already had though.

She returned her gaze to the other man in the room and pondered whether she should ask the question on her mind. A quick glance at the money made her act and she blurted out the query before she could stop herself.

“What’s the delivery?”

She watched as he reached in his pocket again. He held up the envelope he brought out.

“That’s it?” she exclaimed in an incredulous voice. “You’re seriously telling me that you’ll pay so much money to have a single letter delivered. Haven’t you heard about postmen? They’re a lot cheaper.”

“I know, but they won’t make a delivery at this time,” he replied.

“It’s just a letter,” Matilda commented.

“But it’s important to me,” he replied and picked up the money. He put half in his pocket and held out the other half. “I’ll give you this right now and the rest when the job has been completed. Is it a deal?”

Matilda let out a slow breath as she set her eyes on the money being presented in front of her. She chewed at her bottom lip as the urge to reach out and take the notes filled her mind, but she still held back to ask another question.

“Where exactly is it to be delivered?”

“The name and address are on the envelope,” Mr. Barton answered.

“That doesn’t tell me a lot,” Matilda said.

There was a pause before Mr. Barton spoke again.

“Do you know Little Hampton?”

“I’ve heard of it,” she replied. “It’s not exactly close though. How am I supposed to…”

“I have a coach outside,” Mr. Barton cut in. “We can take you most of the way, but I want the delivery to be made by someone who is not known to me. You’ll be dropped off before the river crossing to make your way to the address. Come back after you complete the job and I’ll hand over the rest of the money.”

“That’s it?” Matilda asked.

“Yes, that’s it,” Mr. Barton replied.

Her lips pursed again as she took in a deep breath. He made the whole scenario sound straightforward and easy. It seemed anything but to Matilda though and there was no shaking off the feeling there was a whole lot more to things than she was being told.  She closed her eyes and rocked her head back. The impulse to walk away played on her mind, but the lure of the money stopped her from doing so.

“Do we have a deal?” Mr. Barton asked to break the silence.

Matilda opened her eyes and brought her gaze to the money being held out to her.

“You promise me there is nothing illegal about this,” she said.

“It’s just a delivery,” Mr. Barton replied. “Nothing more, nothing less.”

Matilda drummed her fingers against her hip as they stared at each other. She knew she wasn’t being told everything, but could sense that no more information would come her way. It was her decision to make and the misgivings that continued to flit through her head caused her to dither.

Her gaze eventually returned to the money in Mr. Barton’s hand and she let out a curse under her breath when she made up her mind. Reaching out, she snatched the notes from him and her impulsive action sealed another deal with the men.

Late Night Carriage Ride

“I just have to give this back to the barkeeper,” Matilda said when they reached the bottom of the stairs and held up the room key to show what she was talking about.

“Come outside when you’re finished,” Mr. Barton replied. “The carriage is on the other side of the street.”

Matilda nodded her head and watched as the two men walked away from her to make their way in the direction of the tavern door. Before they reached it, she was on the move towards the wooden counter. A customer was being served, but the wait suited her purpose. When Arthur finished and came towards her, she glanced over her shoulder to make sure Mr. Lloyd and Mr. Barton had left the place.

“Enjoy yourself?” Arthur asked, with a smirk when he came to a stop.

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” Matilda shot back and lifted the key to show it.

Arthur put his hand underneath and the key dropped onto his palm. He returned it below the counter before asking another question.

“Is that you finished for the night?”

Matilda simply nodded her head. She never cheated him out of his share of the money when he let her use a room in the tavern, but there was no need for him to know about the other payment she’d received. He wasn’t due any of that and she didn’t intend to give him any. She did want to pick his brains though.

“Have you seen the man Mr. Lloyd came in with before?” she asked.

“Not that I recall,” Arthur replied. “Why?”

“Oh, no reason really,” Matilda replied as nonchalantly as she could muster. “I haven’t been in much lately, so just wondered if he’d become a regular in recent times.”

“No, he hasn’t,” Arthur said and shook his head. “Haven’t seen much of Mr. Lloyd either. Will they be coming in more often now?”

“Didn’t arrange anything with them,” Matilda said.

“But you gave them a good time, right?”

“Oh don’t you worry about that,” Matilda answered. “I always make sure men get exactly what they deserve.”

“Well, that should bring them back,” Arthur said. “Be good to see more of you in the place.”

Matilda was sure Arthur couldn’t care less about seeing her. He was, however, very much interested in the money she could bring him. If the rest of the night went without a hitch, he probably wouldn’t get another penny from her though. She’d have enough money to avoid coming to the tavern looking for business and wouldn’t have to deal with him at all.

Whether the rest of the evening did go without a hitch was the question on her mind though. The information she’d gleaned from the short conversation with Arthur seemed to confirm that her meeting with the two men was purely coincidence. It certainly didn’t appear that they’d been coming in the place looking for her. She just happened to be in the right place at the right time… or the wrong place at the wrong time.

“I better get going,” she said.

She turned away from the counter before Arthur could say anything else and walked quickly across the tavern. The old man who’d bellyached when she first entered the place was still sitting at the nearest table to the door, so she deliberately opened it fully to let the breeze rush in. A smirk played on her lips when the sound of his gruff curse came to her, but she didn’t hang around to hear any more and slammed the door shut when she stepped outside.

A look around in the darkness showed a largely deserted street. It unnerved her, but not as much as setting her gaze on Mr. Lloyd standing beside the open door of the small carriage. Second thoughts about what she was doing played on her mind and made her hesitate until he lifted a hand to wave her over.

“What’s the worst that can happen?” she muttered under her breath, but really didn’t want to think about an answer to that particular question as she got moving to cross the street.

“Ready?” Mr. Lloyd asked when she came to a stop beside him.

“As I’ll ever be,” she replied.

He motioned his head to the open door of the carriage, so she moved to it and climbed inside. Nothing more was said when he got in after her. The seat wasn’t really built to accommodate three people comfortably and the tight squeeze meant she was trapped in place between the two men. Their thighs jammed against hers and she could feel the flutter it brought to her muscles.

“Are you going to tell me anything else about what I’m doing?” Matilda asked when the driver got the carriage moving.

“Nothing to tell, “Mr. Barton replied. “Just deliver the letter to the address. That’s all I need you to do.”

Matilda hoped his remark was the truth, but there was a disquieting niggle at the back of her head. No matter how she tried, it wouldn’t go way. There seemed little point in asking any more questions though. No further information would come her way and she’d just have to use her wits to play things as she found them. She could only hope that would be enough to get her through the rest of the night without incident and back home safely with a pocket full of money.

She leaned forward a little and tried to look across Mr. Barton to get a view out of the window, but the darkness outside obscured her view. It also provided cover for the touch of Mr. Lloyd’s hand settling on the top of her plump thigh. The squeeze of his fingers sent a tingle rippling between her legs and made her shift in the seat. It seemed his mind was already on more.

Settling back on the seat, she turned to look at him. Not long before they’d been fornicating in the bedroom of the tavern and his cum was still inside her. He’d paid for that privilege though. This was a freebie and she decided to let him have it. In truth, she knew she was doing it more for herself than him because it took her mind off the journey.

The way the three of them were squashed together on the seat meant her legs were tightly clamped together. That didn’t stop Mr. Lloyd trying to wiggle his fingers against the material of her dress to get them in between her thighs, but he couldn’t do it. There was no doubt he was getting excited again, however.

Matilda played the game by sliding her hand across onto his lap and let out a hushed laugh when she felt the swelling hardness of his erection coming to life. The breath caught in her throat as she groped him and it became clear their actions hadn’t gone unnoticed by the other person sitting in the carriage.

“Are you going to give her more?” Mr. Barton asked.

The provocative comment made it clear that Mr. Barton wasn’t annoyed by the situation. If anything, there was a hint of elation in his voice and it made Matilda pull her hand from Mr. Lloyd’s groin.

“Barely enough room to swing a cat in here,” she said. “How are we going to...”

“Then sit on his lap,” Mr. Barton cut in. “Like you did with me in the tavern.”

Matilda turned to look at him and saw the smile on his face.

“I do believe someone wants to watch more sex,” she quipped.

“Then let him,” Mr. Lloyd urged.

Matilda turned her head to see him unbuttoning the flies of his trousers. He slid his hand through the gap and she caught sight of his swelling erection being brought into view in the darkness.

“Didn’t take long for you to get your vigor back,” she said and reached out.

Knocking his hand away, she took hold of his manhood to stroke it fully erect.

“You like me a lot, I see,” she taunted him and dragged her fingers right down to the base to make his erection jut up from his groin.

His hand came to her hair to show what he wanted, but there really wasn’t enough room for her to bend her head down to his groin. She let go of his manhood to lick her palm and the slipperiness of the spit made the stroking feel silkier when she took hold again. His hips juddered to show his enjoyment of her touch and she was aware of the way his torso stretched out as she quickened the pace of her fingers.

“Stand up,” he urged when the need for more than a hand filled his mind.

“There’s not enough space in here,” Matilda said when her touch was pulled away from his erection.

Both men took hold of her arms to make her get to her feet and she could barely keep her balance as the carriage rattled along the dark streets towards the outskirts of town. It made her put her hands up to the roof in an attempt to steady herself. Her dress was grabbed to drag it up her legs.

“Keep it out of the way,” Mr. Lloyd urged.

Matilda pulled one hand from the roof of the carriage to grab at her dress, so she could hold it up around her waist. Rough, groping touches grasped at her panties to drag them down and it exposed her naked bottom to fingers seizing handfuls of plump flesh. She knew both men were taking advantage, but did nothing to stop them.

It wasn’t about payment now or being subservient to the needs of men. She wanted the touches, could feel the ache they brought between her thighs. In her younger days, she’d been keen to take her sexual pleasure wherever she could find it. She’d never played with two men in a carriage though. It brought back the curse with a vengeance and the hot rush of arousal made her legs tremble when her buttocks were spread.

She knew whose finger it was playing on her tiny, puckered hole. Mr. Barton had done the same thing while she was being used from behind in the tavern and it seemed he wanted to violate her again. The slipperiness on his fingertip wiggling against her sphincter broke the resistance of her clenched muscles and she bit her lip to hold in the sound of a groan when she felt the penetration.

There was no keeping still as she let the men explore. The need for the intimate touches became her world and she shuffled her feet apart when a hand slipped right in between her thighs. Mr. Lloyd seemed to have no qualms about feeling his cum trickle out of her as he dipped his fingertips inside. It made her knees threaten to buckle and she pressed her hand harder against the roof of the carriage.

The ache of desire grew stronger as the men played. Their fingers stroked deeper into her holes and the building pressure in her body made her neck stretch out as she rocked her head back. The rush of elation was intoxicating and her voice was a whimper when she started begging for what she wanted. All it got at first was fingers stroking in harder and faster to bring her close to the brink and it was her who tried to pull away to bring the dirty moment to an end.

“Give her what she wants,” Mr. Barton said when he eased his finger free of the tight grip of asshole.

Mr. Lloyd pulled his fingers out of wet pussy and grabbed hold of Matilda’s panties to drag them down to her knees. When he let go, they slipped to her ankles and she looked down to try and step out of them.

“Give them to me,” Mr. Barton urged.

The tight space made it awkward for Mr. Lloyd to lean down, but he eventually managed to scoop the panties up from the floor of the carriage to hand them over. He then shuffled along the seat to get in place right behind Matilda, so she could straddle his legs facing away from him. She held her dress up to make sure she was uncovered when she sat down on his lap and felt the hardness of his erection being trapped against her bare bottom.

“Lift up a little,” he urged as he squirmed around on the seat.

Matilda tried to do so and it gave him a little room to slide forward. When his erection came in sight, she grabbed hold of it with her free hand to bring the tip to her slick opening and dropped down to settle on his lower abdomen. Her body tensed as she wriggled around to make the thick head slip in and she then pushed forward to take more of his erect manhood inside her.

“Oh god,” she groaned when she felt the virile, throbbing pulse of his lust for the second time that evening.

She turned her gaze to the darkness outside and was sure they’d now left town. The road was more uneven and it made the carriage rattle as it sped along. Each tremulous jolt of the wheels made the penetration of Mr. Lloyd’s hard cock feel even better and the sound of his gasping grunts was a sign that he enjoyed the sensation every bit as much as she did.

“Let me see,” Mr. Barton said and got himself in position, so he could lean across towards the other two.

Matilda dragged the material of her dress higher still to make sure she was completely uncovered. Mr. Barton’s face came within a matter of inches from her spread thighs and she knew he was getting the perfect sight of her pussy being made to gape by thick cock.

“Is that what you wanted to see?” she gasped and got her free hand to the top of her pubic mound.

She waited until his eyes locked on her fingers before sliding them lower to brush them on the base of the rampant erection which filled her. Sliding her hand lower, she took hold of Mr. Lloyd’s testicles and squeezed gently. The throb of his excitement grew even stronger inside her and she was surprised that he could become highly aroused again so soon after he fucked her.

It was a turn on that she could reignite his lust so quickly and she couldn’t contain her hunger for the sex. She slid her fingertips to her clitoris to bring it fully out of its hood and circled touches on the swollen bud. It made her upper body stretch out to push back against the man behind, with his hands coming around her chest to cup her breasts.

She cursed under her breath when he groped her roughly through her dress, but it made her torment her clitoris more vigorously. Being watched made it all the more salacious and her mouth opened wide as she rubbed harder to build the pressure between her thighs towards breaking point.

“Let me taste,” Mr. Barton urged as he leaned closer.

Matilda shuddered as she held her hand out to him. It wasn’t just the taste of her pussy on her fingertips, but that didn’t seemed to discourage Mr. Barton in any way. As he sucked her fingers clean, Mr. Lloyd dropped his hands down to her plump mound.

“Yes,” she gasped through gritted teeth when his rough touches began punishing her throbbing clitoris.

The tension made Mr. Lloyd’s muscles quiver and Matilda could feel the strain of his erection deep inside her as she pushed down onto it. His touch eventually pulled away, so she got her fingers back to her clitoris. He got his hands under her bottom to try and lift her up a little.

It was awkward, with so little space in the small carriage. The way she was being shamelessly used again by two men excited her though and she rubbed her clitoris harder as Mr. Lloyd began to buck his hips to fuck her. Her mind was on fire as she looked down to the way Mr. Barton kept his head right in front to watch hard cock driving deep into her pussy.

Mr. Lloyd had only one thought on his mind now and his efforts became more frantic as the craving to feel that moment of release for a second time in quick succession powered him on. Matilda pushed back against him as she felt the tightening in her core. She spread her legs wider as hard cock pounded into her slick depths, with her belly muscles clenching until the rough sex finally got her what she craved.

She went motionless for a split-second before the burning tingle between her thighs erupted to orgasm. Her squealing gasps of delight seemed to excite Mr. Lloyd all the more and his efforts became even more frenetic as he worked to bring himself to the edge. His hard cock hammered into Matilda as she writhed around, with pulses of hot pleasure ripping through her shuddering body.

Her mouth opened wide as she looked down to Mr. Barton watching the way she was being brutishly ravished yet again. He urged his friend on and Mr. Lloyd bucked harder still to drive his erection deep until his excitement finally spilled over.

Matilda was engulfed in the peak of her pleasure when he let go inside her and she closed her eyes as hot spurts of his seed shot hard. He wrapped his arms around her torso to hold her tight and she could feel the quivering strength in his muscles as their bodies remained locked together in the grip of passion. She let out another squeal when the moment finally passed and slumped down on him in a gasping exhaustion.

He tried to push deeper inside her to take every last bit of pleasure from their coming together, but the tension finally melted away from his body as he relaxed. His hissed curses of delight were the only sound in the carriage for a short while as the power slowly drained from his erection.

“Put them back on,” Mr. Barton encouraged.

It took Matilda a second to realize he was talking about her panties, but she looked down to see them being held for her. The awkwardness of the situation made her face screw up and she squirmed around to pull herself off Mr. Lloyd’s fading erection before lifting her feet one by one to slip them into her underwear.

The panties were pulled up her legs to get them in place and she shoved her skirt down to cover herself up. It felt a little mortifying that she’d allowed herself to get so carried away in the heat of the moment, but there wasn’t a lot she could do about it now. She was made to get up, so Mr. Lloyd could shuffle along the seat and it let her drop back down between the two men.

“Goddamn,” Mr. Lloyd uttered as he tried to stuff his softening penis back through the gap in his trousers.

“Took your power, have I?” Matilda teased when she turned to watch.

He didn’t reply as he straightened his clothes. When he finished, he collapsed back on the seat and closed his eyes. The silence that followed felt a little awkward and it didn’t end until Mr. Barton spoke.

“We’re almost there.”

Matilda looked out the window, but couldn’t see much in the darkness. A tap on her arm made her turn her attention to Mr. Barton and she saw the letter being held out to her.

“When you cross the bridge over the river to get in the village, keep going straight then take the second street on your right. The house you want is the one at the very end. The name on the envelope is who you give it to…, no one else.”

Matilda said nothing as she took the letter and put it in the pocket of her coat. Her mind ticked over with questions, but the chance to ask them disappeared when the carriage came to a stop at a junction.

“Walking along that road will get you to the bridge,” Mr. Barton said and pointed out the window.

“How far?” Matilda asked as she looked out into the gloomy darkness.

“About one mile,” he answered.

She let out a groan before speaking again.

“Can’t you get me closer than that?”

“Can’t risk being spotted,” Mr. Barton answered. “It’s…”

“Complicated,” Matilda cut in before he said the word.

She really wasn’t sure what she’d got herself involved with, but knew it was her last chance to back out when Mr. Barton opened the door to step down from the carriage then looked in at her.

“We’ll stay right next to this large oak tree until you get back,” he said. “I’ll give you the other half of the money then.”

Matilda’s lips tightened together. Having the lure of the payment dangled in front of her pushed the reservations she had aside. She wanted the rest of the cash, so shuffled along the seat to get out.

A Head for the Horseman

“I’ll see you when you return,” Mr. Barton said before climbing back inside the carriage.

Matilda got a last glimpse of Mr. Lloyd slumped limply on the seat. Despite the situation she found herself in, she couldn’t stop a smile flitting across her lips. It was patently obvious how much he’d enjoyed his night with her.

She could still feel the last pleasure of the sex they just shared, but there was no chance for her to enjoy it. There were already other things on her mind and the sight of the men she’d spent the evening with was taken from her when the door of the carriage closed. She let out a slow breath and the expression on her face changed to one of uncertainty.

“One bloody mile,” she muttered when she turned away from the carriage to look along the dark route she was about to walk.

Then again, if someone had told her she’d be paid the money on offer for simply walking a mile and back, she’d have bitten their hand off for the opportunity. The trouble was, she couldn’t get the niggling suspicions out of her head that the job wouldn’t be as quick and easy to complete as it had been made out to be.

There was no point in backing out now though. Hopefully her doubts were misplaced and it wouldn’t be too long before her evening came to a successful end. She glanced over her shoulder as she began hurrying along the road. It showed her the carriage remained beside the large oak tree. As she kept going, she could see it less clearly with each turn of her head until it disappeared from view completely. That stopped her looking back.

Instead, she kept her gaze fixed firmly ahead to make her way forward as quickly as her legs would carry her. She could hear the sound of burbling water to her left. It revealed the river wasn’t too far away from the road although she couldn’t get a sight of it in the gloomy surroundings.

Not that it really mattered. The bridge was what she wanted to see. That would show her the walk was coming to an end. It would be a short while before that happened though and all she could do was keep her head down and take one step after another.

Doing so became more of a challenge when she saw the darkness up ahead becoming all the more ominous as the road entered a wooded area. She didn’t stop though and forced herself to speed up when she walked into the trees. However, it felt like they swallowed her up completely.

A sense of claustrophobia took hold to make her throat constrict and she could feel her insides churning. The thick canopy of branches and leaves overhead let almost none of the dim moonlight through. She could barely see her feet as she looked down to the road and her heartbeat pounded faster in her chest as her nerves stretched tighter. There was little choice but to forge ahead and hope it wouldn’t be too long before she came out the other side.

“One foot in front of the other,” she repeated over and over, but there was no shaking off a growing agitation as she kept walking in the deep darkness.

It was the sound of the wind rustling through the branches and leaves which got her mind on something other than the eerie surroundings. It reminded her of the old man cursing when she opened the door of the tavern to let the breeze in and the memory brought a wry smile to her face.

“Silly fool,” she muttered, but wasn’t sure if the insult was aimed at the old man or at herself for the situation she’d put herself in.

She eventually cleared thoughts of him out of her head to set her concentration on the task in hand. Walking faster left her breathless, but she didn’t slow down as she hurried to get past the trees. She finally managed it and felt a brief sense of relief at being in more open surroundings again. A glance up to the sky showed the moon peeking out from behind dark clouds to provide some illumination of the way ahead.

It was a sound rather than a sight which convinced her she was nearing her destination, however. The burbling of the water grew louder and she assumed it was because the road was curving around towards the river. That meant the bridge couldn’t be too far off and she realized she was right when she eventually caught a glimpse of it in the distance.

“Finally,” she muttered.

It brought the end of the walk closer, but another faint sound came to her on the breeze. This was one she didn’t expect to hear and it stopped her in her tracks. She cocked her ear to listen and knew she wasn’t mistaken. The faint clip-clop of hooves grew louder. Her first thought was that Mr. Barton had changed his mind and was coming to stop her delivering the letter.

She squinted her eyes as she stared back along the road towards the wooded area, but she couldn’t really see anything in the darkness. There was no doubt someone was approaching though. Whether that was good or not, she didn’t know. The sound of hoofbeats grew louder still as the animal’s feet thudded down on the hard surface of the road and Matilda felt her heart coming up into her throat. Her hope that it was Mr. Barton was dashed when she finally caught sight of the rider heading in her direction.

It was a lone figure on horseback and she stepped off the road in the hope she wouldn’t be noticed in the evening darkness. She kept her head bowed and felt the relief when the rider passed her by, but the respite was short-lived when the horse was brought to an abrupt halt not much further along the road.

She swallowed hard as she watched the person turn their mount to ride back in her direction. It made her take a couple of steps back towards the low wall behind her. There was no doubt she’d been noticed, but it was only when the figure drew close enough for her to get a proper look that a shock hit Matilda like a thunderbolt.

The collar of the dark cloak was high and it was dark, but she was in no doubt that her eyes were not deceiving her. Her panic heightened when the rider tugged hard on the reins to make the horse rear up on its hind legs. Her foot snagged on a clump of grass when she tried to back off and a cry came out of her mouth as she stumbled. There was no keeping her balance and she winced when she fell to her backside on the ground.

The sound of her distress revealed exactly where she was and she winced when the front hooves of the horse crashed back down. It was too close for comfort. The animal snorted loudly as it edged nearer to her and stamped at the ground. Her only thought was to get away, with the soles of her shoes scuffing on the grass as she tried to scramble backwards on her butt.

The lump in her throat meant she could barely get a breath. It felt suffocating and all the more so when her efforts to get away were thwarted by the low wall. Bumping into it brought her to a stop, but her feet didn’t stop pushing and it pinned her against the stones. Her gaze stayed on the rider dismounting and her eyes opened wide in terror as something she could scarcely believe approached her.

She found herself staring at an urban legend she’d heard spoken of in whispered voices on a good few occasions. She’d always dismissed it as nothing more than ancient folklore. Tall tales passed around a campfire by people trying to scare each other in the dead of night. The Headless Horseman was the stuff of nightmares, but she could see for herself that it was more than mythology.

The dark cloak fluttered in the breeze to give a fleeting glimpse below it to the tight shirt stretched over a hard-muscled body, but it wasn’t that which held Matilda transfixed in horror. Her gaze was glued to the high collar of the outfit. It should have concealed a neck, which in turn should have supported a head.

“Can’t be,” she hissed through gritted teeth.

She blinked her eyes a couple of times in a last, desperate hope that they really were deceiving her, that she might be mistaken. Her actions changed nothing though. No head was visible. She couldn’t get out a breath and there was no pulling her gaze away from the high collar until the movement of a hand reaching below the cloak caught her attention.

What was brought out remained hidden in the clutches of the Horseman until it was tossed in the air. Matilda’s eyes slavishly followed the trajectory of the object, with the glint of moonlight on steel igniting a stronger dread. The soles of her boot scuffed on the ground again, but there was no escape as the wall kept her trapped where she was.

Strong fingers deftly caught the sharp blade and Matilda shrank back when the knife was thrust towards her. Her mouth opened wide, but no sound came out as she stared at the weapon. She couldn’t make sense of it being offered to her handle-first and she pressed back harder against the wall as it came nearer.

The Horseman stepped right up to her and reached out with his free hand. When it latched onto Matilda’s arm, she let out a whimpering cry. She was dragged to her feet, but when the strong grip was released the buckling of her knees almost made her fall straight back down. It was only a faltering step backwards to press her legs against the low wall that kept her upright.

“Please,” she let out in a bleating entreaty.

The touch of the knife handle on her bare skin made her snatch her hand away, but her wrist was grabbed. She struggled against the grasp of the Horseman’s fingers, but he was too powerful. Her arm stretched out and she watched in a panic as the handle of the knife was slapped down on her palm.

“Oh god, please,” she implored, but her fingers were wrapped around the handle to make her take the knife.

The Horseman pointed over the wall, but all Matilda could do was stare at him in dread. There really was no head. He shouldn’t exist, but there he was as large as life towering over her. Being so close brought home just how huge he was. He seemed to block out the moon completely as he loomed over her and the dizzying fright of the situation brought palpitations that left her almost in a faint.

There was no tearing her gaze from him until his fingers cupped her chin. The chill touch brought a squeal bursting from her lips as she was made to look into the field beyond the wall. Her eyes narrowed as she gazed into the gloom.

She had no idea what she was supposed to be looking at initially, but the Horseman kept pointing and she tried to follow the line of where his finger aimed. It showed some dark shapes on the ground and the inkling of what was happening fluttered into her mind. She couldn’t get herself to believe her thoughts, however. They were just too bizarre.

She turned back to the Horseman, but there was no gaze to catch. There was no head at all and it made her sure that what she was thinking was right. She knew the autumn tradition of making a Jack-o-lantern to celebrate All Hallows’ Eve. It was something her father had done for her every year during her childhood. She’d even helped him on occasion to scoop out the innards before he carved a spooky face and illuminated it with a small candle.

That was years before though. She hadn’t thought about it in a long time. Suddenly, it was at the forefront of her mind even though Halloween was still many weeks away. That didn’t appear to matter though. It seemed that a demand was being made of her that she produce a Jack-o-lantern. The knife she’d been given, the pumpkins pointed out to her. It all led to that conclusion, but she couldn’t get herself to move.

A grip on her arm made her wince and it didn’t let go when the Horseman deftly vaulted the low wall. Matilda let out a squeal as a tug got her scrambling after him. Once in the field, she was pulled across to the dark shapes and shoved down to her knees on the ground. It was all just too unbelievably surreal and she wanted to curse Mr. Barton for getting her into the situation.

She glanced up, but the pumpkins were simply pointed out to her again. There was no choice other than to give what was wanted. She could only hope that making a head for the Horseman would be enough to bring the encounter to an end. Getting herself to actually believe that was almost impossible though. She feared what would happen if and when the knife was taken from her, but all she could do was concentrate on the job she’d been ordered to carry out.

The Horseman loomed over her as she reached out to grab the stem of the nearest pumpkin to pull it in front of her. She was about to sink the blade into the top to get the work started when her wrist was grabbed to stop her. Her blood ran cold as she froze in position and her gaze never left what happened right in front of her.

However, all the Horseman did was turn the pumpkin over. He then let go of her wrist and motioned for her to continue. Her hand shook as she used the blade to cut the bottom off, so she could get to the flesh inside. She wasn’t stopped this time and tried to ignore the huge rogue of a figure looming large over her as she carried on working.

Using the knife to cut at the flesh, she started scooping it out as best she could with her free hand. It was hard going to do the job with only the blade though and she sensed the growing agitation of the Horseman at the time she took. Her heart leapt up into her throat as she tried to work faster to hollow out the pumpkin, but it was a while before she scraped out the last of the innards.

It was the Horseman who grabbed hold to turn it over again. Matilda closed her eyes for a second and tried to remember the design her father carved. She could see it in her mind’s eye. Whether she could produce it was another thing altogether. All she could do was try and her eyes snapped back open when a strong hand slapped down on her shoulder.

It made her arm shake more noticeably as she prepared herself then started to jab the knife into the pumpkin. The design wasn’t exactly tidy, but she managed to get a couple of large, hexagonal eyes cut out. Just underneath them, she twisted the point of the blade in to drill out a couple of smaller, circular holes for nostrils.

Fingers squeezed tighter into the flesh of her shoulder as she began to work on the mouth. The jagged grimace that slowly emerged was eventually completed to the best of her abilities and she shrank back when the Horseman grabbed the stem of the pumpkin to pick it up.

She couldn’t drag her gaze from the outlandish scene taking place right in front of her. The Horseman lifted the pumpkin up high then lowered it down inside the collar of the cloak he wore. It seemed to wobble in place for a second when he let go and Matilda was sure it would crash back to the ground.

That didn’t happen though. She frowned when a pulse of light seemed to flash in the openings she’d cut into the pumpkin. It made her rub her eyes. Once again, they weren’t deceiving her though. She could see what looked like small, flickering flames coming to life, but it was no candle making them.

“No, no, no,” she mouthed, without realizing she was even speaking as the illumination grew brighter.

Her feet scuffed on the ground once more as she tried to put some distance between herself and the Horseman. She still couldn’t look away from swirling tendrils of smoke that began to rise around him in the darkness. The constriction in her throat seemed to tighten when he looked directly at her. It seemed ridiculous to even say that, but she could see the life burning in the eyes of the pumpkin head she’d made. It was something else that left her utterly at a loss, however.

“Perfect,” the Horseman growled in a hoarse rasp.

Head for the Horseman

“You can…, can speak,” Matilda stammered in a startled rasp of breath.

“Once someone is kind enough to make me a head, yes I can speak,” the Horseman replied. “So, I’ll say thank you for that.”

Matilda stared in open-eyed awe at what she’d created by her own hand. There had been no kindness involved in her actions though. She’d been compelled to make the pumpkin head and the amazement she felt at it coming so vividly alive didn’t take away from the dread of a truly surreal moment. The jagged grimace she’d carved didn’t move, but there was no doubt she could hear the words the Horseman spoke. She could barely believe it and slowly shook her head from side to side, without even realizing she was doing it.

“Can’t be,” she muttered.

“Oh, it can be,” the Horseman said and stepped forward to hold out a hand.

Matilda couldn’t swallow the lump in her throat as her gaze darted to the blade she’d used to carve the Jack-o-lantern that now functioned as the Horseman’s head.

“Please,” she implored when she returned her attention to him.

“Give me my belonging,” he snapped and thrust his hand closer.

Matilda’s chest heaved and she was aware of the Horseman’s gaze apparently fixating on the way her large breasts rose and fell as she took in heavier breaths. It seemed crazy to even think such a thing, but she was sure it was true. There was no denying him what he wanted when his hand came closer still and her arm felt weak as she held up the knife.

It was snatched from her and she watched as the blade was wiped on the side of the Horseman’s breeches to clean it. The knife was then returned to its place of keeping beneath his cloak. That at least provided a modicum of relief that she wasn’t in any imminent danger although that feeling didn’t last long. A silence stretched out until she eventually couldn’t stand it

“I’ve done as you ordered me,” she uttered in a tremulous voice. “Please, let me go on with my business.”

There was no answer at first and another ominous hush descended over them. It made Matilda want to flee, but she suspected it would be impossible to get away. She didn’t think she could outrun the monster standing over her. The sound of the whinnying horse came to her and she glanced to where it stood looking over the low wall. The comment she heard brought her gaze back to the Horseman.

“And what would that business be?”

“I’m going to visit a friend in Little Hampton,” Matilda lied.

She held her breath as the Horseman stepped closer still. She could see the burning flicker in the large eyes she’d carved only a few moments before. It held her almost mesmerized for a few seconds, but she bowed her head to break the spell. She was drawn to look when another silence stretched out, however.

The tendrils of wispy gray she’d seen swirling around the pumpkin head were nearly gone, with the last of them disappearing into the little round nostrils when the Horseman took in a long, slow, deep breath. It was another action that seemed inconceivable. She couldn’t believe it was possible, even as she watched it happening. There was a pause before he audibly let the air back out and spoke.

“Well, well, if I’m not mistaken you’ve been having an enjoyable time with some friends already this evening.”

He inhaled deeply a second time and his hoarse cackle afterwards brought a realization to Matilda that she didn’t want. It wasn’t only the scent of smoke he’d got when he took in the deep breaths. He could smell something on her and she knew what.

“Oh god,” she hissed as she tried to shuffle backwards across the uneven ground on her bottom.

Her mind worked overtime with thoughts that began to make some sense of the evening’s events. She’d been set up for a job that wasn’t just a simple delivery. That seemed clear now. The men likely suspected the circumstances which would unfold when she tried to get to the village. It was why they couldn’t risk making the trip themselves. The risk was too great. If the Horseman confronted them, as he most assuredly would have done, they probably wouldn’t have survived the ordeal.

She, on the other hand, was a woman sporting a scent the Horseman would take in when he put on the pumpkin head. The two gentlemen she’d met that evening had gone out of their way to make sure she was drenched in the fragrance of sex. She’d fucked Mr. Lloyd in the carriage only a short time before. That was after letting him take her from behind in the bedroom of the tavern then giving Mr. Barton some relief with her mouth straight after.

There seemed little doubt the Horseman was savoring the pungent aroma of her salacious activities when he inhaled deeply once more through the round, carved nostrils. The whispered tales she’d heard of his exploits were usually filled with murderous intent and never ended well for the poor souls he encountered. Those were just stories though. It certainly didn’t appear to be the reality of the situation she now found herself in. Her life didn’t seem to be in danger. At least, not at that very moment it wasn’t. There were other things on the Horseman’s mind.

When he stepped forward, the breeze caught his cloak to make it flutter open. Matilda couldn’t stop herself. She glanced at his crotch and the darkness didn’t quite conceal the tell-tale sign of arousal that already showed through his dark breeches. It made her want to curse, but she clamped her lips together to stop the sound coming out. The thought that flashed through her mind was that she might need to shamelessly let her mouth open wide to give pleasure, so she could escape the clutches of a legend.

The idea unnerved her, but it wasn’t the only emotion that bubbled up. That didn’t come as a complete surprise, but the fluttering prickle of heat between her thighs still felt mortifying as she scrambled up to put herself in front of the Horseman on her knees. She was offering herself to him and was all but certain the invitation would be accepted. He loomed over her as she shuffled forward and he didn’t move a muscle when she reached out to ease his cloak open.

She looked up to see the flickering flames growing stronger in large eyes and it brought emotions that felt even more unspeakably shocking to her. There were plenty of times on her knees when she’d looked up to what was definitely a lustful gaze on her. It had always been a thrill that she could so easily make herself the object of someone’s desires.

This time she could literally see a lust for her coming to life. The flickering flames of longing in the very eyes that she’d carved burned brighter still when she brushed her fingertips along the outline of what was clearly a swelling erection. The Horseman forced his hips forward, so she pressed her palm harder against the bulge and could feel her touch igniting a stronger pulse of hot blood. It wasn’t only him becoming aroused though.

Matilda could sense the grip of the curse taking hold of her yet again as she brought a cock erect. She’d always relished doing that to a man. On this occasion it wasn’t a man though. She was all too aware of that each time she glanced up to the pumpkin head she’d made. A hand touched on her shoulder and she felt the grip tightening as she continued to graze her fingertips along the swelling outline of an erection that was big.

The Horseman seemed to fill her vision as he rose to his full height over her and she heard his grunt when she grabbed at his erection through his breeches. It really did feel big. The heady intoxication of that didn’t rid her mind completely of the fear. She was sure the danger of the situation wasn’t completely gone, but she knew what she had to do.

She’d found a weakness in a monster that she was perfectly positioned to take advantage of. It’s why Mr. Barton had been so keen for her to do the job and likely why she was offered so much money to tempt her into agreeing. He knew she had the ability to take a man’s power. She’d demonstrated as much in the upstairs room of the tavern and the back of the carriage. Doing the same again would give her a chance to get past the Horseman and reach the safety of the village.

“How long since…,” she asked, but didn’t finish the comment when she took a tighter grip of the Horseman’s erection though his dark breeches. There was no need. Her meaning was understood.

“Too long,” he growled. “Far too long.”

“I can feel that,” she told him and let go of his manhood to loosen the buttons of his breeches.

She could sense how much he wanted her touch. It excited her in a way she knew it shouldn’t. That tamped down her fears some more and there was no stopping. She grabbed at the dark material to drag it down and saw the bulge in the long, white, cotton drawers she revealed. Her gaze stayed on it as she took hold again, but the Horseman loosened the drawstring at his waist.

It showed what he wanted, so Matilda gave in by pulling the cotton underwear down. The sight that came into view showed that everything about the Horseman was big. His swelling erection already jutted out from his groin and she felt the burn of desire as she stared at one of the most impressive cocks she’d ever seen.

Taking hold of it was met with a gasping grunt and she looked up. It brought home the weirdness of the moment as she looked in eyes literally smoldering with passion. The flickering flames grew brighter still when she clutched her fingers tighter around flesh becoming engorged with hot blood. She could feel the throbbing response to her grip and kept looking up as she leaned in.

The grunts of pleasure increased in volume as she eased the foreskin off the thickly swollen helmet and flickered the tip of her tongue on glistening skin. She took in shallow, rapid breaths as she pleasured a legend. The hand on her shoulder grasped tighter and the way the Horseman’s legs began to tremble showed that he was already succumbing to her wiles.

It spurred her on and there was more than just escaping on her mind. That should have been her sole focus. To get away from a monster she was in danger from. However, the pulsing throb of his erection brought heat between her thighs and put her in the grip of a curse that threatened to make her insatiable.

She shuddered as she rolled her tongue around the engorged helmet a few times then dripped spit on it. Bringing her hand up, she watched what she did as she got her fingers stroking and twisting along the Horseman’s swollen shaft to lubricate it. She knew in turn that she was being watched by a burning gaze and that excited her all the more. It made her quicken the pace and keep adding more spit.

The silky sensation of her slippery hand gliding up and down a big cock coming fully erect took her breath. She couldn’t even get her fingers all the way around the base as it swelled thicker and worried that her heartbeat was going to leap out of her chest while she played. It made her bosom heave and a shiver trickled down her spine when the hand on her shoulder slid down to her breasts.

“Show me,” the Horseman demanded as he tried to dig his fingers into flesh through the material of Matilda’s clothes.

She stroked her hand right to the base of his erection to make it jut out proudly from his groin and pushed against heavy balls. Her tongue was a blur as she flickered it at the underside of the head, but the demand was made of her again in a more forceful voice and she acted in response by letting go of hard cock to get fingers to the buttons of her coat.

As she loosened them, a memory of acting in a similar manner at the table in the tavern earlier in the evening flashed through her head. Putting her cleavage on show at that time had been an attempt to entice a couple of gentlemen to pay for her services. As it turned out, that had been a waste of time. They’d intended to be with her from the moment they became aware she was in the tavern.

It had set in motion an evening that put her on a collision course with a legend. She was now about to bare her breasts to the Horseman and could see the quiver of his full erection as the eyes she’d carved remained avidly fixed on her.

Pulling the sides of her coat apart, she dragged the neckline of her dress down. It was the Horseman who seized her bra though. The rugged way he yanked at the material to make her breasts spill free brought harsh gasps spilling from her lips. The manner in which he then grabbed hold to maul her naked flesh engulfed her in tremors.

His fingers dug in deep and she could feel the calluses on his palm as they grazed roughly against her nipples. She pushed towards the groping touch, wanting it in a way that felt so utterly wrong. The delirium of being in such a dangerous situation was there, however, and there was no pretending otherwise.

It made her act. Getting her hand over his, she encouraged him to molest her more forcefully and felt the swell of her nipple as it stiffened. She tried to stifle the groans, but it was impossible as she was held in the grip of an illicit craving that only grew stronger while her breasts were ruggedly groped.

Pulling his hand across her chest, she slapped it against her other breast. Hot shivers raced down her spine as he lustfully grabbed a handful of naked flesh, but she let go to get her own hand back to his erection. The pulsing throb of his lust seemed stronger than ever as she started stroking her fingers up and down.

The Horseman slapped his free hand on her shoulder and she knew she was giving him a knee-trembling moment when she quickened the pace of the stroking. It made him grasp her tits harder still, but his touch eventually came up to her head to show he wanted more that her hand.

His strong fingers tangled in her hair, but she was already leaning in. Her lips parted wide as she worked them over the thick head of the Horseman’s erection. She got both her hands gripped around his shaft to hold onto it tightly, while both of his hands came to the back of her head.

It enabled him to pull her onto his erect manhood, but she didn’t need him to. The curse had taken an intense grip on her and there was no resisting the impulse to give oral to such a virile erection. The throaty, gulping sound of her efforts surrounded them as she worked her mouth lower with each bob of her head. It made her eyes water and the thick helmet was soaked in spit as she let it slide all the way to the back of her mouth over and over again.

The grip on her head tightened to pull harder and the sound of her gagging became desperate as the Horseman kept her giving the blowjob. The rounded tip of his erection started to slide down her throat to make her gasp for air more desperately. It was dirtier than anything she’d done that evening. She was held in the savage desires of a highly aroused monster to keep giving what he wanted until bubbly strings of spit hung down from her mouth towards her naked breasts.

She had to struggle fiercely to pull her head back, so she could take in some gasping breaths. The Horseman seemed even more in the grip of the libido she’d stirred, however. Matilda was sure he wanted more than her mouth, but she parted her lips wide to get them back over the thick head again and realized just how conflicted that made him.

She took advantage of this by keeping one hand tightly gripped on his engorged shaft, while moving the other down to cup fingers around his heavy balls. Her massaging touch ignited the sound of loud, hoarse grunts that filled the cool, night air around them and she sensed his hunger for a release. It made her bob her head faster to give him the gulping sound of her gagging once more.

At the same time, she slipped fingertips to the sensitive spot just behind his balls. She pressed hard before stroking along his perineum and could feel the pulsing contractions of his muscles. His fingers brushed roughly into her hair, but she didn’t let him pull her off. Instead, she got the hand she had gripped on his shaft stroking and twisting up and down as she continued to give the blowjob.

His huge body stretched out over her as she worked harder still to make him crave a finish. If it had been far too long since his last ejaculation, she could only imagine how much he wanted to have the feeling back in his life. His hand went to the back of her head to pull her onto him and she knew she had him. She gave what he wanted by letting the bulbous helmet slip down her throat again.

There was no getting a breath as he forced himself onto her, but she slid her fingers right to the base of his erection and pushed down hard against his balls to make his cock quiver in her mouth. The moment came when she eased a fingertip of her other hand back along his perineum all the way until it pressed against his puckered hole.

It was the touch that proved too much for the Horseman. She felt the quivering throb of his erection in her mouth and wiggled her finger harder against his asshole to make it slip a little inside, while pushing down hard against his balls. His body tensed as she forced him over the edge and a guttural howl of raw passion rang out when he succumbed.

Matilda tried to pull her head back, but his grip tightened to hold her in place and there was no avoiding the streaming spurt of his thick, fecund seed erupting down her throat. His hips bucked hard to fuck his hard cock deeper into her mouth, but a shudder ripped through him to weaken him and it allowed her to slide her lips up to just below the head.

She clamped them in place around his throbbing shaft and stroked frantically to let him shoot spurt after hot spurt of cum into her mouth. The need for a breath eventually made her back off and she let out a gasping squeal as the last of the sticky deluge splashed her chin and spilled down onto her bare breasts.

Gripping tighter around his thick shaft, she dragged her fingers all the way up to the underside of the head and his legs trembled as he staggered back a step. She continued to hold his erection as she leaned in to take it back in her mouth and got her tongue working. It brought out the last of his cum and she greedily licked at the sticky dribbles. He shuddered and took another faltering step back as his knees threatened to buckle completely.

The end of his climax gave Matilda the chance she wanted, but she needed to act quickly before he regained the strength she’d taken from him. Backing off a little, she grabbed at his breeches and drawers to drag them down around his knees then shoved hard against his midriff. His arms flailed out to the side as he desperately tried to keep his balance, but his disheveled clothing wrapped around his legs to make him stumble and he crashed down on his backside.

His roar of anguish split the air. It sent a chill dread down Matilda’s spine, but she wasn’t about to hang around. Rising to her feet, she scrambled back in the direction of the wall and clambered over it. A glance back as she hurriedly straightened her clothing showed the Horseman still slumped on the ground. His eyes burned bright in the darkness and she wasn’t sure if that was caused by lust or fury now.

It didn’t matter to her though. The encounter had ended with her using her wits to escape his clutches. Well, it would end if she fled the scene and she did just that. Turning away from the bizarre sight, she got back on the road to run the last of the distance to the bridge.

Making a Delivery

It wasn’t until Matilda was almost on the other side of the river that she slowed her pace to come to a stop. In truth, that was as much to do with the stitch in her side as anything else. The adrenaline rush of fleeing the clutches of the Horseman had made her oblivious to the burning ache in her muscles, but she was all too aware of it now. She grimaced as she leaned heavily on the stone parapet of the bridge and closed her eyes to try and catch her breath.

The thumping of her heartbeat in her ears was all she could hear at first and she tried to take in deeper breaths to recover from the exertion of her escape. That finally allowed her to listen properly and she felt the relief of not hearing the clip-clop of hooves on the road that would have signaled she was being pursued.

“Breathe,” she urged herself and took the advice by inhaling deeply a few more times.

When she opened her eyes, she turned to look back in the direction of where she’d come from. She could just about make out the silhouette of the horse in the darkness, but she couldn’t see its rider. The flickering flames in the pumpkin head would definitely have been visible to her. She was sure of that. There was no sign of them though and she could only assume the Horseman remained out of sight on the other side of the low wall.

“Get going,” she let out under her breath.

It didn’t get her moving at first though. She was suddenly aware of the stickiness on her chin and got a handkerchief from the pocket of her coat to clean herself up. When she finished, she returned the handkerchief to where she’d got it from and her fingertips brushed against the money. That focused her mind on what she now needed to do and she glanced back across the bridge.

While she wasn’t being chased, that didn’t mean it wouldn’t happen and she needed to put as much distance as she could between herself and the Horseman. Her chest rose and fell as she took another couple of deep breaths to shrug off some more of the ache in her side before turning her attention to her destination. She looked around as she hurriedly walked into the village and came to a stop when she reached the first junction.

“First or second?” she muttered and wracked her brains.

She remembered Mr. Barton telling her she should keep going straight when she crossed the bridge then make a right turn. Her head spun in the aftermath of the encounter with the Horseman, however, and it took a few seconds of deliberation to recall which turning she was meant to take.

“Second,” she told herself, but still hesitated before muttering under her breath. “Definitely second.”

She glanced back in the darkness, but all remained quiet and she was sure she wasn’t being hunted down. The flash of disappointment came unbidden and she cursed herself before turning her attention to the task in hand. When she set her gaze ahead, she got moving once more and it didn’t take long for her to reach the second turning.

“Last house,” she said when she walked around the corner.

There was no doubt in her mind about that, so she hurried along the dark street until she reached the very end of it. A light shone in one of the windows of the final cottage, but the rest of the place was in darkness. It was a sign there was someone inside and Matilda’s lips tightened together as her insides churned.

“You need your head examined,” she berated herself, but she’d come this far and there was no point in backing out now. The rest of the money was within her grasp and she wanted it.

She remembered one of Mr. Barton’s comments before they parted ways, so got the envelope from her pocket to check the name written on it.

“Right,” she murmured once she’d committed the information to memory and put the letter back in her pocket.

Walking up to the cottage, she lifted a hand to knock. The wait went on longer than she expected and she started to think there might not actually be anyone in when she heard a tentative call from inside.

“Is that you Papi?”

“No,” Matilda called back through the closed door and took the chance that the person on the other side of the door was who she wanted. “I’m here on an errand.”

There was a pause of no longer than a second before she heard the grating sound of a key turning in the lock. The door opened no more than an inch or two and the concern was all too clearly etched on the pretty face that appeared at the narrow gap.

“Did he send you?” the young woman asked.

“He?” Matilda queried.

“Jonathan,” the girl answered.

Matilda wrinkled her nose. She couldn’t be sure they were talking at cross purposes, but there was only one way to find out.

“Jonathon Barton?”

The expression on the woman’s face remained uncertain. However, she nodded her head to answer the question.

“How do you know him?” she asked.

The thought that flashed through Matilda’s mind wasn’t one she was about to share. She didn’t know exactly what she’d walked into, but mentioning what happened in the tavern, or the carriage for that matter, would go against her promise to keep her client’s indiscretions secret. Instead, she came out with a reply, which wasn’t a lie although it didn’t tell the whole story.

“He was introduced to me through a friend of mine.”

“Oh,” the woman said.

Matilda would have preferred to stay completely anonymous, but guessed there was only one way to get the information she needed to confirm she was speaking to the person she wanted.

“I’m Matilda,” she said.

“Uh,” the young woman replied nervously, but completed the introductions by giving her name. “I’m Jane.”

It was enough to convince Matilda she was, indeed, at the correct place, so she reached in the pocket of her coat to bring out the letter.

“This is for you,” she said and held out the envelope.

Jane frowned as she eyed it. There was no missing the suspicion in her expression, but she eventually opened the door wider.

“Do you think I’m bad?” she asked.

Matilda was a little taken aback by the question, but answered it straight away.

“No, I don’t even know you. Why would I think that?”

“He’s married,” Jane said.

Their eyes met, but Jane dropped her gaze immediately and it was clear she was uncomfortable. Matilda recalled a comment she’d made to Mr. Barton in the tavern. She’d told him he couldn’t go home to his wife with the strong erection he’d got as they played in the bedroom. His reply had been he wasn’t going home at all.

It appeared she’d found out the reason why and she wondered if he’d ever go home to his wife again. A man having an affair was none of her concern though and she wasn’t about to get judgmental about him or the woman she stared at. She could write a full length novel about the irresponsible things she’d done in her life. Hell, what she’d done that evening was ridiculously foolhardy, but she wanted the money that completing the job would get her.

“You better read this,” she said and held out the letter.

Jane’s lips tightened as she stared at it. Her unease was plainly on display, but she eventually stepped aside.

“Come in,” she said.

“I…”

“Please,” Jane implored.

Matilda chewed on her lip as she contemplated what to do. She didn’t really want to go inside. At the same time, trying to make her way back to the carriage didn’t seem like a particularly smart idea either. Thinking about that put the image of the Horseman in her mind, but it was one where she was on her knees holding his huge erection and it sent a shiver down her spine. That she instinctively focused on the indecent act they’d shared seemed crazy, but that’s what filled her head.

“Please,” Jane urged again.

It interrupted Matilda’s thoughts. She decided taking up the offer would give her some time to gather herself, so she nodded and stepped across the threshold. The door was closed before she was led along the dark hallway then taken inside the one room which was illuminated.

The flickering flame of the candle brought to mind thoughts of the pumpkin head she’d carved although that quickly turned once more to the oral sex she’d given and she grimaced. She tried to clear the images from her head as she looked around spartan furnishings that included only a single bed, wardrobe and table with one chair.

“This is for you,” she said and held out the letter again when she returned her attention to Jane.

“He wants us to be together, but…,” Jane murmured.

Matilda wanted to let out a sigh in response to the comment, but knew it would come across as unsympathetic. It made her remain silent although that started to feel awkward when it stretched out.

“But he’s married,” she said gently to finish the remark.

Jane nodded her head. She lifted a hand to start biting at her thumbnail and her eyes darted around nervously.

“My father and brother don’t want me leaving here either,” she said when she pulled her hand away from her mouth.

Matilda wasn’t sure what to say, but sort of understood the situation. It had been a life she’d lived for a while during her formative years although she’d developed a wild streak when she started having sex and had broken free from the shackles of her family. Jane obviously hadn’t.

It made a little more sense to Matilda of the situation she’d put herself in. Mr. Barton clearly didn’t want to confront Jane’s father and brother himself, but had taken the chance to make something happen while he thought they weren’t around. Matilda wasn’t about to ask where they were, but it went some way to explaining why the delivery had to be made that very evening.

A potential confrontation with Jane’s family wasn’t all that had worried Mr. Barton though. He’d clearly been aware of the Headless Horseman legend, which was another reason he’d shied away from coming to the village himself for fear of the murderous intent in the stories. That’s why Matilda had been brought in. She’d done exactly what was expected of her by reaching the cottage to deliver the letter.

“Look,” she said. “Maybe you should read…”

“Will you read it for me?” Jane interrupted.

“What’s written in the letter is private,” Matilda replied. “It’s for you. I shouldn’t read it.”

“Please,” Jane exhorted. “I’m scared of what it says. It might, it might…”

Matilda waited, but nothing more was said. She understood the concerns though. There were likely a million and one thoughts flashing through Jane’s head about what the letter might contain. That the poor girl was worried it might not be good news wasn’t exactly surprising.

“You’re sure?” Matilda asked.

“Yes,” Jane said and moved to the bed, so she could sit down. She then patted the covers beside her.

Matilda didn’t take up the invitation to sit and remained standing. Her hopes when she left the carriage was that she’d simply make the delivery then return to get the rest of the money for completing the job. That idea had long since fled her mind. She’d already given a lot just to get to the cottage and was becoming far more involved than she wanted. It made her shake her head grimly as she looked at the letter, but she started to rip open the envelope. Pulling out the paper from within, she unfolded it then read silently.

“Is it bad news?” Jane asked.

A couple of seconds passed before Matilda lifted her gaze from the letter.

“He wants you to go to him,” Matilda said.

It made Jane leap to her feet as she spoke.

“When?” she asked.

“Right now,” Matilda went on. “He dropped me off about a mile from here to make the delivery.”

“Why didn’t he just come himself?” Jane asked.

That thought came in Matilda’s head to answer by saying it was too complicated. It’s what she’d been told and she almost coughed up a laugh, but managed to choke it down. The situation wasn’t funny, anyway, so she came up with another response.

“He thought it was too risky. I’m guessing he found out your father and brother would be gone, but didn’t want to take the chance he was wrong and risk a confrontation.”

“And he wants me to go to him now?” Jane queried in an almost disbelieving voice.

“That’s what the letter says,” Matilda replied and held it out.

Jane moved closer and didn’t hesitate to take the letter now. She scanned the contents and her eyes were as wide as saucers in the dim candlelight when she looked up from the paper she held. Nothing was said for a few seconds as they stared at each other.

“Will you take me to him?” Jane eventually blurted out.

Matilda’s nose wrinkled as she took a step backwards.

“Look, I don’t…”

It was as far as she got when Jane dropped down in front of her. A grip on her dress stopped her taking another step back.

“Please,” Jane begged. “I need to do this, to get away from here.”

Matilda’s whole face screwed up now. She could see the anguish in the expression looking up at her. It brought back memories of leaving home when she was younger. She’d never regretted it and understood the emotional outpouring of a young woman desperate for a new life.

“Please,” Jane implored. “I have money that I…”

“I don’t want your money,” Matilda interrupted.

She’d already been well paid and wasn’t about to take advantage of someone in distress. The impulse to help played on her mind, but what that might mean for her didn’t bear thinking about. At least, that’s what she tried to tell herself as she attempted to shake off a salacious idea about the Horseman playing out in her head.

“Then tell me where he is exactly,” Jane went on. “So I can go to him.”

“Goddamn it,” Matilda let out under her breath.

Giving that information could put Jane in danger and Matilda knew she wouldn’t be able to live with herself if she did that. On the other hand, if she didn’t give the details she wouldn’t be able to ask the question that came to mind. Her head rocked back as she contemplated what to do and she eventually decided to take the chance.

“Look,” she said when she brought her gaze back down and grabbed hold of Jane’s arm. “If you walk over the bridge to cross the river then head along that road to a junction, Johnathon’s carriage is waiting there. Is there any other way to get to it rather than going along the road?”

“Well, only by hiking across the marshes,” Jane said. “But that’s a bad idea at the best of times and definitely at night. It’s longer and the trail is difficult to follow in the darkness. Moving off it can be really dangerous. There are just too many sinkholes, patches of quicksand and deep water channels. You can easily disappear and never be found again.”

Matilda lifted a hand to rub her brow as she contemplated information she really didn’t want to hear. She was given no time to think though.

“It’s much quicker and safer to walk along the road,” Jane said. “We can go that way.”

The breathless elation Matilda heard in the comment wasn’t good. It showed Jane had made up her mind that she was going to take the plunge and change her life. There was probably next to no chance of stopping her now.

Matilda considered telling the story of what happened while she walked to the village, but a few seconds of deliberation was all it took to come to the conclusion that it was a bad idea. She suddenly wished she’d kept her mouth shut about where the carriage was. The cat was out of the bag though and she watched as Jane went to the wardrobe to begin packing a bag. A thought came in her mind and she decided to try at least delaying things.

“You’d be better waiting until daylight,” she said.

“My father and brother might come back before then,” Jane said when she stopped to look across the room. “I can’t risk that and Johnathon might not wait all night. This is my chance right now, this very minute. I don’t want to miss it.”

A deep frown creased Matilda’s brow as she watched the packing resume. She more than ever wished she’d simply delivered the letter and walked away. It would have meant she only had herself to worry about. That wasn’t the case now and she knew she couldn’t let Jane head out into the night on her own.

“You’re not worried about traversing the road at this time of night in the dark?” she asked.

Their eyes met when she looked across the room and the moment of hesitation was telling. It was no surprise that people in the village would be aware of the Headless Horseman legend, but the determination in Jane’s expression was all too obvious. It also showed in her voice.

“It’ll be fine.”

Matilda grimaced as she again contemplated telling the story of what happened during her walk to the village. She suspected it wouldn’t change anything now though. The chance that had been presented was one Jane was going to take, so she could get the life she craved.

Moving across the room, Matilda dragged clothes down from the makeshift hangers in the wardrobe to hand them over. It sped up the process and Jane closed the bag when the packing was completed then got to her feet.

“Thank you for this,” she said and threw her arms around Matilda.

The embrace made Matilda close her eyes tightly. There were too many thoughts raging through her head and she couldn’t make sense of them. It was her who finally ended the hug and her fingers dug into Jane’s upper arm.

“I’ll take you,” she said. “But you have to promise to do exactly what I tell you.”

“It’s just a simple walk,” Jane replied. “If we hurry, it’ll be over before we know it.”

“Yes,” Matilda let out under her breath when she released the grip on Jane’s arms to turn away.

She could only hope the return to the carriage was straightforward and simple. However, a niggling sense that a second meeting with a legend was in the offing left her feeling conflicted. She should hate the prospect of that with every fiber of her being, but a little voice at the back of her head was trying to convince her otherwise.

Dark Woods

The candle being snuffed out plunged the room into darkness, with Matilda and Jane waiting a few seconds in complete silence for their eyes to adjust to the dingy gloom.

“Let’s go,” Matilda eventually said to break the oppressive atmosphere pervading the bedroom.

Moving to the door, she opened it and led the way along the hallway then glanced back when she came to a stop at the front door of the property.

“Remember,” she said. “If I tell you to do something, just do it. No questions.”

The only answer she got was a nod and she took a deep breath before opening the door. A quick look around showed the dark street was deserted, so she stepped outside. Jane followed and Matilda waited for the door to be closed and locked. She then watched as the flap of the letter box was opened, so the key could be shoved through.

There was a pause of a few seconds, before Jane showed she really intended to leave for good by letting the key go. The clink of the metal hitting the floor inside gave her pause for thought and she was lost in a flood of memories, both good and bad, until a hand touched on her lower back. It made her glance over her shoulder and nothing needed to be said when their eyes met. She simply nodded again to show she was ready and turned around.

The pair of them hurried along to the end of the quiet street then turned left to head in the direction of the bridge. Matilda could feel her heartbeat quickening with every step she took and it was about so much more than the exertion. There was no stopping a growing dread, but that wasn’t the only emotion she felt. Lifting her hand when they reached the river, she brought them to a stop.

“Let’s keep going,” Jane hissed urgently.

“Just give me a few seconds to gather myself,” Matilda replied, while she peered into the darkness ahead. “It’s been a long night.”

As far as she could make out, the horse was no longer where she last saw it beside the low wall. She also couldn’t see any flickering glow of light that would reveal the Horseman was still in the vicinity. There was a sense of relief that the way ahead looked clear. Whether it stayed that way was another matter, but she cast the thought aside and grabbed hold of Jane’s wrist to get them moving again.

Her nerves were on edge as they hurried along the road and she kept an ear cocked for the sound that would signal trouble coming their way. There was no clip clop of hooves on this occasion, however. The only things that disturbed the silence was their heavy breathing and the incessant burbling of the water in the river.

When they passed by the spot where she’d carved the pumpkin head for the Horseman, she looked over the low wall into the field. Memories of being on her knees to pleasure him came to mind. It felt disconcerting that it was the most sordid part of the encounter she kept going over in her head and she tried to clear away the images as she hurried on.

When she saw the darkness ahead deepening, she knew they were nearing the wooded area. The flutter of angst made her insides churn, but she knew once they were on the other side of the trees it wouldn’t take very long to reach the carriage. Her grip tightened on Jane’s wrist as she got them moving faster still.

The claustrophobic sensation of being swallowed by the oppressive gloom hit again when she led them into the small woodland, but she did her best to ignore it as she plowed ahead. Her hopes began to rise that they would make it back to the carriage without incident, but she realized it wasn’t all she felt. That the niggle in the back her head was now one of disappointment felt ridiculous, but there was no pretending it wasn’t there.

“Idiot,” she muttered.

“What’s that?” Jane asked.

“Oh, I just said…”

“No, that?” Jane interrupted in a perplexed voice and pointed when she came to a stop.

Matilda frowned as she turned to look. The flickering flames were there and gone then there again. They seemed to dance in the air as they flitted through the trees and she could understand Jane’s confusion. She knew exactly what she was looking at though and her heart leapt up into her throat to make her voice little more than a hoarse rasp when she gave the order.

“Run.”

“I don’t underst…”

“Run,” Matilda urged in a louder voice and tightened her grip on Jane’s arm to get them moving again.

Her eyes never left the flames as she and Jane fled along the road in the darkness. It was clear the Horseman wasn’t mounted on this occasion. That gave them a fighting chance to escape his clutches and she started to think they might make it when she saw they were nearing the edge of the woods.

At the last second, the movement of the flames seemed to pick up speed and she realized the pair of them were going to be cut off before they got out of the trees. The huge, lumbering frame of the Horseman emerged out of the darkness and she heard the frightened cry of Jane. It brought Matilda to a decision. Both of them couldn’t escape, but maybe one could.

“Just keep going along the road to the junction,” she urged when she let go of Jane’s arm as they kept moving. “It will get you to Johnathon’s carriage. I kept my side of the bargain, so tell him not to cheat me.”

She couldn’t believe what she was doing as she pushed Jane ahead then veered off the road at the last second. Her actions seemed to catch the Horseman off guard and he came to a complete halt in a split-second of what seemed like indecision.

He looked in the direction of Jane, but his attention came back to Matilda as she ran harder to launch herself at him in an attempt to repeat what she’d done after giving him head. There was no element of surprise this time, however, and his breeches weren’t around his knees to trip him up.

The momentum of her run gave her a slight edge as she slammed her shoulder hard enough against his torso to knock him off balance. A grip on her arm sent her tumbling down onto the grass with him though. They were a tangle of limbs for a few seconds before he came out on top and grabbed her wrists to pin them down. A glance showed that Jane had stopped at the edge of the trees and was looking back.

“Go,” Matilda yelled in a breathless rasp. “Get out of here.”

Her shout spooked Jane, who turned away from the scene to run out of the woods. Matilda brought her attention back to the living legend over her. She’d put herself back in his hands and while she could tell herself she’d acted to save another, she knew there was more to it than that. Her actions had been instinctive, but she suddenly wondered if she’d made a grave mistake. The sight of the pumpkin head in close up frightened her, but it wasn’t all she felt as powerful hands kept her trapped in place.

“That’s twice you’ve knocked me over,” the Horseman growled.

“And me just a woman,” she replied.

“Yes, that you are,” the Horseman said and breathed in deeply.

Matilda squealed at the speed with which he got up and pulled her to her feet with him. She glanced towards the edge of the woods, but there was nothing to see but trees now. Jane had gone and would be on her way to the carriage. She, on the other hand, was in the grip of a monster once more and the gut-wrenching feeling in the pit of her stomach was a mix of fear and elation as she was easily lifted to be slung over his shoulder.

Beating her hands on his broad back had little effect and she gave up as the Horseman strode away from the road to move back in the direction from which he’d come. It took them deeper into the dark woods and there was no pretending she wasn’t scared, but the anxiety was tinged with an excitement. The situation was out of control and there was a thrill to that which took her breath.

She still tried to keep her wits about her and let her gaze flit around in an attempt to keep track of where they were going. That became more difficult the further they went and there was a surprise to eventually seeing more flickering lights through the trees. It set her heartbeat racing faster and the shape emerging out of the darkness made her realize they were approaching an isolated shack.

It looked a little ramshackle, with the thatched roof in need of repair and the area cleared of trees around it looking a little overgrown. She saw the horse tied up at the side and the approach of its master made it whinny. The Horseman did no more than look in its direction as he strode to the small building and kicked the door open to walk inside.

Matilda let out a shriek when she was unceremoniously dumped onto fur skins on the floor. Her dress hitched up her legs as she tried to scramble into a sitting position and she was aware of the way her smooth skin was ogled. She reached for the hem, with the intention of pulling the material back down to cover herself up then stopped herself from doing it.

To get out of the situation she’d need to submit to the lust of the Horseman once more and give him what he wanted. At least, that’s the way things appeared and it put her emotions in a spin. She should hate the idea with all her being, but that little voice telling her otherwise was there at the back of her head again.

Shacking Up

The door of the shack being slammed shut made Melinda flinch. There was no lock, but the Horseman stayed between her and the only means of escape. Being trapped intensified her emotions, with a mix of jittery dread and exhilaration taking hold.

“What do you want from me?” she eventually blurted out to break the oppressive silence.

The Horseman didn’t respond as he pulled off the dark cape he wore then tossed it on a rickety-looking chair. The flame of a candle standing on a small table flickered in the breeze caused by the door shutting. It reminded Matilda of how her evening got underway when she first entered the tavern, which seemed a ridiculous thought considering the situation she now found herself in.

That moment when the old man bellyached his displeasure seemed a lifetime away, but it had only been a few hours earlier. So much had happened since then, but her night wasn’t over. Far from it and she was caught in a swirl of conflicting sentiments as she eyed her surroundings in the fluttering light of the candle. Her gaze latched onto something else sitting on the table. It held her interest for a second, but she caught the movement of the Horseman stepping towards her out of the corner of her eye.

It was the burning flames in the large eyes of the pumpkin head that she fixated on when she looked at him. His gaze seemed to roam over her and she felt a tingling heat making her skin flush. The undercurrent of arousal threatened to bring the curse to life and there was never any stopping it when that happened.

“You shouldn’t have run,” he growled menacingly.

“Seemed like the smart thing for me to do,” Matilda replied in a tremulous voice. “I did as you demanded of me in the field and carved you a pumpkin head…, then gave you something extra. There was no need for me to stay any longer. I told you I had business to attend to.”

“That was your friend you were with?”

Matilda said nothing at first. She’d sacrificed herself to make sure Jane got to Jonathon. At least, that’s what she tried to tell herself. The truth was her actions had been guided by more than altruistic concerns for another when she veered off the road to launch herself at the Horseman.

“Her identity is no concern of yours,” she eventually spat out as defiantly as she could to continue the bizarre conversation. “She is nothing to you.”

“And you?” the Horseman asked and let out a gruff cackle. “What are you to…”

“Nothing,” Matilda cut in. “Open the door and let me go.”

Even as she said the words, she knew it wouldn’t happen. She was caught in two minds as to whether she actually wanted it to. Not that it mattered what she thought. She’d let herself be captured and it wasn’t her in control of the situation.

The Horseman responded to her comment by taking another step forward to close the distance between them. It showed he wasn’t about to open the door and Matilda felt a sense of elated unease that she’d become trapped in his clutches again.

When he took another pace, she shuffled backwards on the fur skins, but there was nowhere for her to go. Bumping against the side of the shack brought her to a stop and it reminded her of being trapped against the low wall that bordered the field earlier in the evening.

Too many recollections of an eventful evening were flashing through her head and they wouldn’t stop. She’d ended that previous encounter on her knees giving the Horseman head before using her wits to escape. That wasn’t going to happen on this occasion, but she had a similar sense that she wasn’t in any real danger. At least, she wasn’t for the moment and was in no doubt why. She’d given him a taste of something that had been absent from his life for too long and he wanted to remedy that.

“What do you want from me?” she asked again.

There was still no answer, but there didn’t need to be. She knew what the Horseman wanted and couldn’t pretend she was any different. She’d put herself in the position she now found herself because she wanted it too. That didn’t make being in the presence of a scary legend any less threatening and the breath caught in her throat when he stepped right in front of her.

Her back pressed harder on the wall of the shack as she pushed herself against it. She was aware once more of just how imposing the Horseman was when he loomed over her and couldn’t stop her gaze settling on the front of his breeches. The tell-tale sign of what he craved was there already and her breath came rushing back out when she felt the fluttering pulse of warmth between her thighs growing stronger.

It felt shameful to have those feelings, but they were there and she knew the effect they’d have on her. The image of being on her knees in the field flitted through her mind yet again. She’d given him oral sex to take his power. This time, she suspected it would take more than that to escape his clutches, if she managed it at all. There was no holding in the gasp when he snatched hold of her wrist to pull it to his groin.

“You know what I want,” he snarled. “It’s what you want too, so stop pretending you don’t know.”

“I’m not…,” Matilda exclaimed and made a show of struggling against the grip, but it was futile.

She was no match for the power of a beast in the grip of ardent sexual desires and it was clear that the Horseman lusted for her body. A shudder ripped through her when her hand pressed against the bulge and she could feel the throbbing pulse of his primal urges. It ignited her own and she let out heavy, gasping breaths.

The rise and fall of her chest caught the attention of the Horseman, who let go of her wrist to sink his fingers into her breasts through her clothes. It was a chance for her to pull her hand away from his groin, but she didn’t and that felt all the more disgraceful. The curse was taking hold of her and the growing heat between her thighs made her squeeze them tightly together.

“Take it off,” the Horseman barked in a hoarse rasp and grabbed at her coat.

Matilda did pull her hand away from his groin now, but didn’t help. She didn’t need to. His urgency to take the coat from her was all too apparent. When he managed it, he tossed it aside and she let out a squeal when he dragged the neckline of her dress down to expose her bra.

It felt like he was on the cusp of ripping the clothes from her to get her naked, so she grabbed at the material of her dress. His strong fingers sank into her breasts through her bra, but he pulled his hand away from her chest when she dragged the material up to get it over her head. It made him take a step back and she tossed her dress aside to put her voluptuous curves on display. Sucking in deep breaths caused her chest to heave and she saw the way it held his gaze on her breasts.

“Wants them just like Mr. Lloyd,” she muttered and her voice was louder as she scrambled to her feet. “Sit down.”

To her surprise, the Horseman moved back when she put her hand on his chest to push. His gaze never left her breasts and she knew she was going to do more than simply show them to him. She could feel the hammering beat of his heart as she kept pushing. It revealed how exhilarated he was to have her back in his grasp and she kept pushing until his legs knocked against the rickety chair.

She slid her hand down to his crotch and for the second time that evening started to loosen the buttons of his breeches. When she finished, she dropped down to her knees. She was aware of his gaze staying on her, but didn’t look up to the pumpkin head. Instead, she kept her attention on what she was doing as she dragged the dark material down to reveal the cotton drawers below.

The Horseman loosened the drawstring, as he’d done in the field, and Matilda yanked the white material down to reveal his growing erection. She wasn’t even sure if the seat would hold his weight when she pushed hard on his midriff. The creak of the wood was loud when he sat down, but it held and she was quick to drag the breeches and drawers from him.

Her pulse quickened when she put her hands on his bare knees to spread them apart, so she could shuffle forward. It got her right between his muscular legs and she wasted no time in getting her fingers wrapped around his manhood. The strengthening pulse of hot blood pumping flesh erect was all too obvious and Matilda heard the growling moan when she gripped tighter. It did make her look up to the burning eyes locked onto her, but it wasn’t all she saw. The sight of the jagged grimace she’d carved made her shudder.

“Lord help me,” she muttered under her breath as she brought her gaze back down and leaned in.

She got her other hand wrapped around the Horseman’s thick shaft, but having both holding on didn’t come close to covering his full length. He tangled his fingers in her hair when she rolled her tongue around the swelling head, but she ignored it. The taste of pre-cum filled her mouth, with her pulse quickening as she kept licking. His grip tightened to keep her in place, but it wasn’t necessary. She was going to give everything he wanted in an attempt to take his power, so she could get to what she really wanted.

The sound of the Horseman’s gruff moans grew louder as she continued to pleasure him with her tongue. She gripped tighter still to savor the swell of stiffening flesh and was all too aware that her fingers didn’t wrap all the way around the thick girth once it was fully engorged. A pull on her hair brought her mouth to the tip and she let spit spill on it.

Sliding a hand up, she worked the lubrication along the Horseman’s impressively large manhood and kept adding more saliva until the stroking of her fingers felt silky smooth. It wasn’t enough for him though. Another pull on her hair forced her lips against the tip and she parted them to take the bulbous head all the way in her mouth.

The creak of the chair grew louder as the attention Matilda lavished on the sensitive head made the Horseman squirm. She started to work her lips along his erection to give another blowjob, but there would be no ending things like that on this occasion. Not that she wanted to. She could feel the growing ache between her thighs as the curse took a stronger hold and it guided her actions.

Forcing her mouth lower still made her gag on the thick head, with the gulping sound of the sloppy blowjob filling the small shack as she kept giving it. The tip almost started to slide down her throat to rip the breath from her and she fought against the pulling on her hair.

She let out a hoarse gasp when she managed to drag her head up and slid her tongue around her lips to break the strings of spit that stretched out from them. Not for one second did she tear her gaze away from the bulging veins that snaked along the Horseman’s monster erection. The slick glisten of her spit was all too obvious on hard flesh and her rapt attention remained on the dirty sight as she tried to recover her breath.

When she eventually let go, she got her hands behind her back to loosen her bra. She then dragged the straps from her shoulder to make the cups fall away from her breasts. It was memories of giving Mr. Lloyd a tit-fuck that plagued her mind as she exposed herself. His erection was nowhere near as big as the one in front of her now though and she felt a shiver trickle down her spine.

She gave the Horseman the same show she’d given in the bedroom of the tavern by lifting her breasts to rim her tongue slowly around one thickly swollen nipple then the other. It held his attention, so she kept doing it before finally squashing her tits harder together and letting spit drool over her bottom lip to spill into her cleavage. It showed what she was about to give and the Horseman grabbed hold of his erection then slid his hand right to the base to press his fingers down against his balls.

His erection jutted up menacingly from his groin, with Matilda unable to hold in the curse she let out through gritted teeth as she stared at just how big it was. She leaned in to kiss on the tip as she rubbed her breasts together and made a show of letting more spit spill over her bottom lip when she straightened up. Her breath came out heavily as she used her fingers to spread the lubrication all over the smooth skin of her cleavage.

She then leaned in and moved slowly from side-to-side to swing her breasts, so they brushed against the Horseman’s stiffly erect manhood as he continued to hold it. Her nipples rubbing against the hardness sent shivers down her spine and brought the longing for more. Grabbing her tits, she leaned all the way in to trap his erection in her cleavage and her voice was breathless when she spoke.

“Let go.”

He did so to let her slide her breasts all the way down to squeeze them around the thick base. She could feel the throbbing pulse of hot blood pumping and shuddered as she forced her breasts tighter around hard flesh. The creak of the chair erupted as the Horseman shuffled around, with the flutter of his belly muscles all the more noticeable when he clenched his pelvic muscles to make his erection strain.

Matilda held the position for a few seconds, so he could revel in the pressure of her soft flesh squeezing around his hard cock. She let more spit drool over her bottom lip to spill onto the thick head and watched it slowly roll down his shaft. The second he slumped down on the chair, she started to stroke her tits along his length.

She kept the movements slow at first, bringing her tits up to just below the head before sliding them down his stiff shaft again. It wasn’t long before she quickened the pace of the tit-fuck and knew the Horseman was in the thrall to the sensations assailing his body when she started to engulf the thick head between her breasts.

His groans sounded almost pained as the pleasure ripped through his veins and she quickened the pace of the action even more until she was enthusiastically stroking her tits along his length. The suddenness of stopping with the head engulfed in the soft grip of her cleavage brought out a louder groan from the Horseman.

Matilda glanced up to the pumpkin head and saw the fire burning brightly in the large, hexagonal eyes as she squeezed tighter. He reached out to grope her as she held the position, but his hand pulled away when she began to eagerly tit-fuck him again.

She pushed down hard each time to make her tits slap against his groin and the slick, slippery noise of naked skin coming together surrounded them. Her breath came out heavily as she worked frantically to tease and torment him, but knew that things weren’t going to end with her taking a sticky load over her chest. His hand eventually came to her shoulder to make her stop and she got the sensitive head of his erection trapped tightly in her cleavage again.

He pushed back in the chair to lift his butt up and she could see the strain in his muscles as they quivered. Loosening her grip a little let him fuck into her slippery cleavage and she was sure the chair would break under the weight of his efforts as he bucked up to make her tits jiggle. When he slumped down, there was a moment of still as they looked at each other and she knew he’d go after more than her breasts.

The moment broke to him shoving her shoulder and she let go of her breasts as she was forced back. The Horseman scrambled forward to drop to his knees and another shove sent Matilda crashing down to her back on the fur skins. Before she could react, he was on her. Her knickers was grabbed to drag them down and she writhed around as they were ripped from her then tossed aside.

She gasped when strong hands grabbed at her legs and did nothing to stop them being spread. The Horseman got a knee in between to spread her thighs wider and there was no hiding the slick glisten of arousal on her naked skin. The rough caress of fingertips trailing up her inner thigh made her back arch, but she slumped back down when she felt the intimate touch on the flushed, swollen flesh of her labia.

There was no holding in a groan, but Matilda sank her teeth painfully into her bottom lip to stop more coming out. Her hips juddered as strong fingers kept exploring and she knew she was showing her excitement when she pushed towards them. They slipped a little inside to make her thigh muscles quiver, but the touch pulled away quickly and she watched in almost horrified fascination as the Horseman lifted his hand.

There was no doubt he was taking in the scent of her sex through the round nostrils she’d carved in the pumpkin head. She couldn’t tear her gaze away from the outlandish sight, but it seemed to stir his lust even more and he got both his knees in between her thighs and forced her to spread them wider still.

It exposed her completely to him as he shuffled forward and that left her feeling more vulnerable than ever before in her life. The temptation of what came into her mind was still too much to resist though. She grabbed hold of his erection to pull it down, so she could press it against her belly and seeing how far it stretched up her body unnerved her.

“Way too big,” she murmured, but didn’t let go and kept it pressed down against the softness of her belly.

The Horseman ripped at the buttons of his shirt, so he could take it off and it left them both completely naked. He knocked Matilda’s hand away from his erection, so he could grab hold and shuffled back a little. The muscles in her neck strained as she tried to look down her body to watch the way the thick head rubbed against her flushed pussy lips. It slid in between to spread slick folds of skin and the glisten of her arousal was all the more apparent.

“Please,” she groaned when the bulbous head eventually slipped inside.

The way it stretched her open made her squirm, but her movements stopped when the Horseman threw himself forward. His hands slapped down onto the fur skins on either side of her torso and she let out a cry when he thrust hard to fuck his full, erect length all the way inside. Her cry was stifled when his heavy weight came down on her to make the strapping muscles of his chest crush against her naked breasts.

It pinned her down and it was all she could do to take in a breath as his body pressed down on hers. She could feel the pulsing throb of his arousal inside making her feel so full, with the quiver of her thigh muscles making them spasm. Sliding her hands around onto his back, she raked her nails down his spine and it sparked him to action. He pushed himself up on straightened arms over her and immediately started to thrust like a beast in heat.

The ferocity of his onslaught left Matilda writhing around under him while he relentlessly hammered in between her spread thighs. It plunged his erection deep into her wet pussy, with his frantic efforts becoming ever more brutish as he succumbed to the primal, animal urges that welled up from deep within. Their sweaty, naked bodies slammed together as he continued to throw himself at her, with his hips pumping harder and faster as the pleasure of using her roughly became his world.

Matilda’s back arched up from the fur skins as she submitted to being taken by a monster and it was every bit as good as she imagined it would be. That felt so wrong, but there was no stopping him. His need for her seemed to build with each forceful thrust that ravished her.

She slid her hands lower to clamp them on his taut buttocks, with the pain of her nails digging into his flesh spurring him on to pound his big cock into her slick depths. Her gaze went to the pumpkin head, but she couldn’t keep looking at it and closed her eyes as the Horseman ravaged her with a savage passion.

His excitement rose to a high as the pressure in his groin made his heavy testicles clamp up to his groin. It didn’t slow him down though. The hard, driving thrusts of his hips crashed between Matilda’s naked thighs until a final one buried his straining manhood balls-deep inside her. She pushed towards him to try and take herself all the way before he lost control, but he was no different from any man she’d fucked. At the moment of ejaculation, he cared only for the pleasure the sex gave him.

His hands clawed at the fur skins as his body stretched out tautly over her and his guttural groan of raw passion rang out. Strong, rapid-fire contractions of the muscles at the base of his erection set him off, with the hot pleasure of the spurting release overwhelming him as thick streams of his seed erupted inside Matilda. She could feel every one of them shooting hard and closed her eyes tightly while the Horseman was held in the grip of a strong climax.

The urge to breed made him force his hips forward until the spurts finally weakened then died away completely. His strength waned to make him slump down and Matilda let out a gasping groan as she was crushed beneath his weight again. The throbbing pulse of his lust slowly melted away and she could feel the power leaving his erection. It was only when it slipped out of her that he rolled away.

She lay gasping for breath, with the ache between her thighs tormenting her until she gave in to the need to get her own relief. Sliding a hand between her spread thighs, she lubricated her fingertips in the cum spilling from her gaping pussy and arched her back to make her body stretch out as she started to masturbate.

Her body quivered in anticipation as she circled her fingers on her swollen, flushed skin. It was the curse guiding her actions. She knew that, but couldn’t resist the craving to rid the ache from between her thighs. Opening her eyes made her all too aware of the way she was being watched by a burning gaze, but even that didn’t stop her.

She got fingers to her clitoris to pop it completely out of its protective hood. Her rough, massaging touch spread the Horseman’s seed all over the swollen bud and the dirty feeling built the pressure towards breaking point. Her butt lifted up from the fur skins in the last seconds of the climb to make her body stretch out and she fucked her fingers inside her cum-filled pussy then closed her legs tightly.

Her inner muscles rippled around the penetration of her stiff fingers until the tension broke hard inside her. In that moment, it was as good as she’d ever felt. She let out tortured gasps as the orgasm burst to life to rip through her shuddering body and there was no holding in the cries as the burning rush of euphoria took hold to make her writhe around.

For a few long moments, she wasn’t in control of her body at all. Sweeping waves of pleasure rolled over her and her mind went numb as the intense release came to a high. It brought the tension back to make her body arch tightly before she finally slumped down in a crumpled heap. The flickering light of the candle slowly came back into her consciousness and she became aware of her surroundings again.

It made her glance to the side. She saw the way the Horseman’s fingers were wrapped around his cock while he watched her and it brought back yet another memory. Mr. Lloyd hadn’t taken long to regain his vigor after he’d fucked her in the tavern and she’d given in to him again in the back of the carriage.

The Horseman seemed to be recovering even quicker from ravaging her and the chance to escape from him was gone already as his strength returned. She berated herself under her breath for giving in to the temptation to masturbate. It left her in the hands of a beast who still lusted after her naked body. Her gaze went to the way he stroked his cock and it made her act before he did.

She shrugged off the weakness in her limbs to scramble up to her hands and knees, so she could clamber over him to straddle his waist. His hand pulled away from his cock when she shoved her hips down and she could feel his flesh stiffening. It made her swivel her hips to grind down against the swell of his erection as it started to come back to life.

Leaning down, she kissed on the strapping muscles of his chest, with her lips sliding back and forth between his nipples. It brought them erect and it was suddenly her controlling the action again. More cum spilled from her as she kept gyrating her hips and it lubricated the grinding motion of their groins rubbing together. The silky sensation made her want to gasp in delight, but she sank her teeth into her lip to hold in the sound.

That she was reigniting his libido so quickly after a climax seemed unbelievable, but she could feel his animal lust returning with a vengeance. It showed he wanted more and she shuddered when he grabbed her hair to pull her head up. That enabled him to get his free hand to her breasts and there was no holding in the groan as he mauled and groped them roughly.

She could feel his cock stiffening even more against the slick skin of her flushed labia and it brought the ache back to her body. This time she wanted to orgasm on more than her fingers and she grabbed at his hand to pull it away from her tits. His grip remained in her hair as she rose up to her knees and took hold of his swelling erection to make it stand up from his groin.

The breath caught in her throat as she lowered herself. He really was a virile beast, with his manhood coming fully erect as she rubbed herself against the tip. Pushing down spread her pussy lips and her mouth opened wide as the pleasure of forcing herself onto the thick head made her thighs quiver. She let out a curse as she pushed down harder still to take more of the Horseman’s thick shaft.

A shuddering convulsion ripped through her when she sat all the way down to fill herself with every hard inch and felt the pulsing throb of his manhood inside her again. It stretched her wide and her breathing grew ragged as she began to rock her hips back and forward. It set a fire burning between her thighs and her movements become more aggressive as she took her pleasure from such a huge cock.

The growl of the Horseman rang out when she slapped her hands down on his midriff and dug her nails into his flesh. It revealed she wanted him every bit as much as he wanted her, but she didn’t care. Emotions welled up that brought the curse roaring back and all she wanted was the intense feeling between her thighs. The grip on her hair was released, but only so hands could return to her breasts and her excitement climbed as the groping touch sank into her flesh.

The rough caress of calloused palms rubbed against her swollen nipples, with the tingling pleasure it gave making her rock her hips harder still to writhe around on the Horseman’s erection. She leaned forward to press her hands down more forcefully on the taut muscles of his belly, so she could start riding cock. The quiver in her thigh muscles grew more pronounced as she dropped down hard and she closed her eyes as she let the devil inside come out to make her insatiable.

The Horseman’s hands came lower to latch onto her hips and the strength of his powerful grip helped lift her higher. It pulled her down harder on his thick erection, with the slick sound of the sex growing more rhythmic as Matilda stayed on top to ride cock with a frantic enthusiasm until the burn of pleasure between her thighs came close to a release.

She dropped down to take the Horseman’s full length and got fingers to her clitoris as she fervently rocked her body to writhe around on his erection. There was no holding in the cries now as the wild action brought her right to the very edge. Tension gripped hold of her body and she felt her inner muscles clamp tightly around the thick girth of his rampant manhood.

Her head rocked back to make her neck stretch out as she roughly tormented her clit and it was the spark that set her off. The taut contraction of her muscles suddenly exploded to orgasm and she was lost to the hot waves of ecstasy that swept through her. She writhed around on the Horseman’s erection as the euphoria climbed to a high that brought an exquisite moment of pure bliss as she let go completely.

It was her power that had been taken when she slumped forward onto the Horseman’s muscular torso. He was in no mood to let her enjoy the afterglow of relaxation though and rolled her off him. Her face pressed down into the fur skins when she was shoved onto her belly and she let out a stifled gasp as he loomed over her.

He straddled the back of her thighs and she turned her head to the side, so she could take in a rasping breath when his weight came down on her legs. She reached back to try and push a hand against his belly, but her efforts were easily swatted aside. The hardness of his erection pushed down into the crease of her ass to slip between her cheeks and the fierce throbbing made her squirm.

“Please,” she gasped, but wasn’t sure what she was begging for.

She’d aroused the libido of a beast to put herself in his savage grasp. His lust was about to be unleashed on her naked body again and she let out a groan when the weight lifted from the back of her thighs. Hands grasped at her hips to pull her ass up in the air and she buried her face in the fur skins.

The way her buttocks were roughly spread brought out another groan. She was completely exposed to the Horseman and shuddered when the thick head of his erection spanked on her naked skin. The tip rubbed along her puffy, swollen lips to bring back the pleasure and she held her breath as she waited for him to take her. Her thigh muscles rippled when she felt the penetration, but only the thick head slipped inside her.

That lubricated it with cum and she realized what was about to happen when it eased back out. It made her reach back again to push a hand against his midriff, but her touch was swatted away once more and she felt the tip of his erection slide to her tiny, puckered hole. It made her gulp down a heavy breath.

She’d been with men who liked that although they’d never had big cocks and she felt the unease of the pressure increasing. The flutter of pleasure was there as well and she knew the Horseman was going to take what he wanted. She couldn’t stop him and didn’t want to. It made her bury her face in the fur skins to free up her hands, so she could get them to her buttocks.

Pulling on them hard helped to stretch her tight hole, but the thick head of the Horseman’s erection felt way, way too enormous against the tight clenching of her sphincter. He wasn’t about to be denied what he wanted though and she pulled harder on her buttocks as he forced himself onto her. The shuddering pleasure of being brutishly stretched open brought out gasps that were stifled when she forced her face down.

There was nothing stifling the Horseman’s guttural roars as he took a forbidden pleasure. He pushed his hips forward to overcome the tightness of her clenched sphincter. When the thick head slipped inside, he grabbed hold of Matilda’s hips to pull himself onto her and the sound of her desperate groans excited him.

His grip tightened as he jabbed his hips forward. It fucked his cock into asshole and he looked down to the way he made a tight hole gape. He let go with one hand to spank it hard on a naked cheek and Matilda let out more stifled cries as the pulsing contractions of her muscles rippled around the thick shaft plunging deeper in her.

She let go of her buttocks to grab at the fur skins and her knuckles turned white as she held on tightly. The Horseman started to fuck her asshole and his gaze stayed on the way he ravaged a tight hole at first. Each thrust drove his erection deeper until he finally got his groin slapping against naked buttocks. It was the moment he let loose with a ferocious onslaught, the weight of his body slamming forward as he gave in to primal urges.

Matilda could only try to hold herself steady as he slammed against her naked butt. The feel of his cock sliding deep brought back the ache in her body even stronger than before, but she resisted the urge to get a hand to her clitoris again. She could feel the pulsing throb of the swollen bud as thick, hard cock ravished her asshole to take her roughly from behind.

The Horseman’s lust continued to grow as the pleasure of plunging his cock all the way into the velvety tightness built his excitement towards fever pitch. It made him hammer forward harder still as his balls tightened up to his groin, but he clenched his buttocks to hold himself back until it was finally impossible.

His mouth opened wide as the last few crashing thrusts fucked his erect manhood deep in asshole. It brought him right to the very cusp of losing control and there was suddenly no holding back his passions. He sank his fingers into the flesh of Matilda’s hips to pull himself onto her roughly a final time. It buried his full length in the tight grip of her asshole and the sensation made the pulsing pleasure in his groin erupt to climax.

His body stretched out as he forced his hips forward to hold his erection deep while strong, pumping streams of his seed erupted. Every nerve-ending in his body was set alight as he held Matilda in his grasp to empty his balls in her again. There wasn’t so much this time, but each spurt sent a shuddering wave of pleasure through his body until letting go with the last of them brought the tension back.

The straining quiver of his erection gave him a last burst of elation that stretched out until the relaxation hit. He collapsed forward and Matilda let out a squeal as his weight sent them both collapsing down to the floor. She could feel the power of his erection dying away inside her tight hole and his gasp was loud when he finally rolled off her.

The chance was there as he lay in an exhausted heap trying to take in deep breaths, but it was gone in an instant when he grabbed hold of her wrist. She pulled against his grip, but even at that moment it was too strong and there was no freeing herself.

It brought the fear that escaping from the wooden shack would be impossible.

Box of Delights

Matilda wasn’t sure how many minutes passed agonizingly by before she felt the grip around her wrist weaken a little. It gave her a sliver of hope although she wasn’t about to get ahead of herself. In her experience, it wasn’t unusual for men to get drowsy after sex and fall into a post-coital slumber. The Horseman had certainly taken his fill of her body to satisfy his lust. That it might have left him powerless in the aftermath gave her a chance although the fear of disturbing him kept her motionless.

Usually she could take a peek and check if the man’s eyes were closed to confirm he’d fallen asleep. That wasn’t going to help her on this occasion though. She still took a look and it showed the light in the large, hexagonal eyes. The flames weren’t burning quite so brightly now and she took that as a sign that the Horseman was indeed resting.

There was only one way to find out for sure, however, and she held her breath as she cautiously pulled against his grasp. That he didn’t react emboldened her actions and she felt the elation when his fingers loosened a little more. They remained limp and it enabled her to gradually free herself from his clutches. The hot prick of nerves made goosebumps rise on her skin as she waited a few seconds to see if he stirred.

When he didn’t, she slowly got up to a sitting position and glanced around. Her clothes were strewn around on the floor of the shack, with only her knickers within reach. She carefully reached out to pick them up and kept her eyes on the Horseman as she eased her feet into the underwear and slowly pulled it up into place.

Her heartbeat hammered as she contemplated what to do next. When she finally moved, she slowly rose up onto her knees. She didn’t take her eyes from the Horseman for a second as she shuffled across the fur skins to where her bra was. She seemed to be getting away with it, so tried to hasten her actions as she gathered the rest of her clothes to get dressed.

It was only when she put on her coat that she quietly rose all the way to her feet. Her only thought should be to flee the place, but it was something else that came to mind and she remained frozen to the spot as she decided whether she should act on her impulses. Her gaze flitted to the table, with her eyes fixing on the candle first before sliding to the other item she’d noticed when she first entered the shack.

“Get out of here,” she urged herself in a hushed voice, but it didn’t make her move.

That the little wooden container on the table had been fashioned in the style of a treasure chest held her attention and her lips tightened together. There was no guarantee it held something valuable, but she couldn’t get that idea out of her head.

“Box of delights,” she murmured and knew she had to take a peek.

It was risky, but a glance at the Horseman showed him still lying motionless on the ground. That made up her mind for her. She held her breath as she took her first step across the fur skins and tensed up when she heard the slight groaning creak of the floorboards below.

It gave her second thoughts, but the fact the Horseman didn’t move in the slightest convinced her to keep going. There were a few more creaks as she crossed over to the table and came to a stop beside it. She glanced over her shoulder, but there was still no sign of activity.

Bringing her attention back to the table, she reached out. The sight that greeted her when she eased the lid of the box up made her eyes open wide, with the glittering beauty of the jewelry leaving her spellbound. She was sure the money in her pocket wouldn’t even come close to paying for one of the items and there were so many.

A shiver trickled down her spine when she brushed the fingertips of her free hand across the pieces. As far as she was concerned, it was payment for her services. She wasn’t about to take everything though. That was far too risky and threatened to bring the wrath of a monster crashing down on her.

Helping herself to a few things was a better idea in the hope they wouldn’t be missed in the sparkling array of rings, necklaces, bracelets and other jewelry pieces that almost filled the box to its brim. A quick search netted her two silver rings, one adorned with a large, sparkling diamond and the other a deep red ruby. She slipped them on her fingers before searching again. This time she came across a matching gold bracelet and necklace. Both were adorned with the most beautiful pearl drop decorations and she couldn’t resist.

She slipped them in her pocket and her heart raced faster than it had all night when she glanced over her shoulder once more to the sight of the Horseman stirring a little. It made her fears kick in, but he seemed to settle again after a few seconds and the scary moment passed.

When she returned her attention to the box, she took a brief second to admire some of the other pieces and as a last impulse snatched a large, diamond broach before quietly closing the lid. The Horseman had taken what he’d wanted from her, but she was now getting her due reward and it really was going to set her up for life. She could only hope he didn’t notice that some of his bounty was missing, but it was too late for her to worry about that. Now she needed to get the hell out before he did awake.

She slowly crept over to the door of the shack and took one final look at a monstrous legend before letting herself out. Darkness surrounded her when she closed the door. The cool of the night air made her shiver while she waited a few seconds to let her eyes adjust then hurried off into the trees. She wasn’t altogether sure if she was heading in the right direction, but she kept going and felt the relief of finally coming across the road.

The burbling of the river showed she was in the right place, so she set off at a brisk pace. It got her to the edge of the woodland and she stopped to look back. There were no dancing flames to be seen following her. It appeared she’d escaped from the Horseman for a second time. She wasn’t about to give him a chance to get his hands on her again that night and turned her gaze ahead to hurry away from the trees.

It wasn’t long before the large oak tree came into view ahead and she screwed up her face when she realized there was no carriage waiting beside it. In truth, that was hardly a surprise. Jane likely told the two men what happened, but whether they came back to look for her she didn’t know. It didn’t matter anyway.

The events of the last few hours had worked in her favor and she knew she could change her life with the riches that had come her way in a single night. Her breath spilled out heavily when she came to a stop at the junction. She looked at the oak tree and it got her a sight of the envelope she’d given Jane now pinned to the trunk by a nail.

Moving across to it, she ripped it down and a smile played on her lips when she opened it. Her last words to Jane had been to tell Johnathon not to cheat her. It seemed her words had been passed on and she felt the elation as she counted the other half of the money she was due for making the delivery. She couldn’t believe he’d actually left it when there was no guarantee she’d turn up to get it.

“The man had faith in you,” she muttered as she closed the envelope and stuffed it in her pocket.

It had truly been a night to remember, but it wasn’t over yet and she wasn’t about to hang around in case the Horseman woke up. There was a chance he’d come looking and she’d had her fill of him. At least, she had for that night and set her sights along the dark, deserted road as she took the first step of what was going to be a long walk home.


Wolfman in the Woods

The birdsong floating in through the open window of her room caught Aileen’s attention and it turned her gaze away from the small, dressing table mirror. The sound of an approaching dusk was something she’d always enjoyed. On this occasion, however, her heart sank.

“Isn’t right, isn’t right,” she muttered darkly, with a shake of the head and turned her attention back to her reflection.

She resumed brushing her long, red hair as she stared at herself and her mood didn’t improve. It wouldn’t ever again if her parents got their way. She was convinced of that. They loved her and had probably convinced themselves that what they were doing was in her best interests. As far as she was concerned, however, it was a disaster.

Being promised to an older man she barely knew, let alone loved, had come out of the blue and marriage to him definitely wasn’t something she desired. Not that she had her heart set on anyone else at that very moment, but she had dreams of spending her future with someone she treasured and adored. A life that made her happy.

That might be nothing more than a romantic dream, but the chances of it happening would be gone for good if she let the plans set in place come to fruition. Her parents wanted the destiny of their family entwined with that of the Hamilton’s. Aileen’s betrothal to the oldest son was their way to make it happen.

“Isn’t right, isn’t right,” she let out again and brushed her hair harder as the heat of anger welled up.

She made herself stop before she did her beautiful, red locks any damage and took in slow breaths as she tried to quell the angst that threatened to overwhelm her. She loved her parents and knew they loved her. However, on this occasion what she wanted for herself and what they wanted for her was not in accordance. Not by a long way.

“Go through with it,” she told her reflection before looking at the white gown hanging on the closet door.

It wasn’t the marriage she was talking about. That was set for six months time, which was far too close for her liking. She’d racked her brains for a way to get out of it, but kept coming back to one solution. If it worked, there was every chance her engagement would end. Avoiding an unwanted marriage wasn’t the only reason she’d become so fixated on the plan though.

She’d tried to deny to herself time and time again that there was a second reason she wanted to go through with it. She did so again when she met her gaze in the mirror. Her face screwed up, but the niggling truth was there at the back of her mind. A hot flush erupted on her cheeks and, suddenly, she couldn’t bear to look at herself.

Dropping the brush on the dressing table, she got to her feet and walked across to the window. She’d lived in the small cabin all her life, so was well used to the surroundings. For once, the trees at the edge of the clearing looked ominous to her and that was only going to worsen as the darkness of evening drew in.

She glanced over her shoulder at the gown again and wondered if it would have the effect she hoped. It put her mind in turmoil while she listened to the dusk chorus of birdsong growing louder as red and orange hues began to tinge the sky. Nightfall wasn’t far off. Another sound eventually came into her consciousness to make her forget all about the wildlife.

“No, no, no,” she let out in an agitated murmur as she hurried across the room to the door. “Can’t be.”

Yanking the door open, she stepped into the main living area of the cabin and it confirmed her ears had not been deceiving her. She didn’t move to the window, but through it she caught a glimpse of the horse-drawn cart coming to a halt at the front of the property. That brought on a full-blown panic.

Her parents didn’t usually arrive home until after dark and she thought she had time to prepare for what she intended to do. That luxury was now gone. Hurrying back into her room, she shut the door and slumped back against it. There was no time to waste, but thoughts flashed through her head at breakneck speed and she couldn’t make sense of them at first. It left her frozen in place until she finally made a concerted effort to calm herself by taking in slow, deep breaths.

“You have to do it now,” she told herself and it galvanized her into action.

Hurrying over to the small dressing table, she grabbed a ribbon and tied her long hair up into a messy bun to get it out of the way. She then ran to the open window and had climbed halfway out when she remembered. It made her look back to the gown still hanging on the door of the closet.

“You dolt,” she berated herself in a hissed voice and it caught her in a moment of indecision.

The sound of the front door of the cabin opening was followed by her name being called. There was no time to go back for the white gown. If her parents found her at home, the chance to flee the cabin would be gone and she didn’t want to wait another full month to go through with her plan. That was too long. She needed to act with all haste to give it every chance of working. Cursing herself under her breath, she climbed all the way out the window and bolted for the treeline.

She barely made it into hiding before the sound of her name being called came to her once more. Peeking out from behind a tree got her a sight of her mother moving to the open window she’d just climbed out of. Her name was shouted again and it went against all her instincts to defy a parent’s call by staying out of sight. Guilt welled up, but she shrugged it off.

She’d made up her mind. At least, she thought she had and waited until her mother left the room to ensure there was no chance of being spotted before she set off through the trees to head in the direction of where she needed to go.

***

Aileen put a hand on her heaving chest when she came to a stop at another treeline. She was used to walking through the woods, but on this occasion she’d hurried as fast as she could to arrive at her destination and the effort had tired her out. It took a short while for her to gather her breath. While she did, her eyes never left the cabin in the center of the small clearing.

Nothing stirred in the darkness, but that didn’t come as a surprise. She considered circling around to the front of the property to see if there was a wagon parked, but in the end decided it didn’t matter whether there was or not. The curtains of the window she looked at were closed, but the flickering light of a candle showed that the person she’d come to see was definitely at home.

Dropping her hand down from her chest, Aileen crept out from the cover of the trees and made her way across to the cabin. She knocked on the window immediately then pressed herself against the wall at the side of it. The wait stretched out and she was about to tap on the glass again when the curtains were eased aside.

Light streamed out from the room into the darkness and she checked quickly before stepping out completely into view to show herself as she lifted a hand in greeting. She saw the frown crease Fiona’s forehead, but the window was opened and she heard the hissed comment.

“What are you doing here at this time?”

“Need a favor,” Aileen replied. “Can I come in?”

Fiona glanced over her shoulder towards the door of her room, but her gaze came back almost immediately. She pushed the window all the way open and shoved the curtains aside. Aileen took the invitation to climb inside.

“What kind of favor?” Fiona asked as she closed the window then dragged the curtains shut.

Aileen lifted a hand to brush the back of her fingers across the underside of her chin.

“I’m going to do it,” she said.

Lines creased Fiona’s brow again while she stared at her friend.

“Uh…, do what?” she asked.

Aileen now rubbed the back of her hand across her mouth and felt how dry it was. When she dropped her arm back by her side, she slid her tongue around her lips to wet them. It was only then that she spoke.

“Can I see the map again?”

The frown melted away from Fiona’s brow and her expression turned to one of concern as she shook her head.

“Not a good idea,” she said before walking across the room to sit down on her bed.

Aileen followed and dropped to her knees in front of her friend.

“Please,” she implored.

Fiona shook her head again.

“No,” she replied resolutely. “I don’t want to be responsible for…”

“You won’t be responsible for anything,” Aileen butted in. “This is all on me.”

“You don’t even know if the stories are true,” Fiona whined.

“Then letting me see the map makes no difference.”

“You don’t need to see it again,” Fiona protested.

“Please,” Aileen begged. “Just one last time, so I’m sure of the way.”

There was silence now as they stared at each other, but Fiona eventually broke it and her voice was agitated.

“It could be the end of you. You shouldn’t…”

“My life is over anyway,” Aileen interrupted morbidly and threw up her arms. “There’s no point in living if I’m made to go through with this marriage.”

“Oh, don’t be so melodramatic,” Fiona snapped then regretted speaking in such a curt manner and grimaced.

Another silence stretched out for a few seconds and it was Aileen who broke it this time.

“Would you go through with such a betrothal?”

Fiona’s lips tightened together and she didn’t need to say a word. The expression on her face clearly answered the question.

“Well, would you?” Aileen asked again more stridently.

A sigh spilled from Fiona’s lips. She wanted to say it was better than being dead, but wasn’t actually sure if that was true and held her tongue. Being trapped in a loveless marriage sounded like a nightmare to live day after day after day for the rest of her life.

“Just get it for me, will you?” Aileen went on. “Please.”

“My dad…”

“Will be intoxicated already if it’s like any other day,” Aileen cut in. “Don’t pretend otherwise.”

Fiona knew better than to deny it. The pair of them had been friends for long enough that they knew each other’s lives inside out. Her father believed that if he worked hard then he could drink hard and it was the way he lived pretty much every day of his life. She’d tried to make him stop for the good of his health, but he never paid her any heed.

“Yes, he’s drunk already,” she admitted and got to her feet, but didn’t move away from the bed. “How do you know you’ll even get what you want if you go through with this?”

Aileen shrugged her shoulders.

“I have to try something,” she eventually said. “I can’t just meekly give in to what my parents want. It would be too much to bear.”

“No one will want you afterwards if things turn out as you hope,” Fiona went on. “Not just the man you’re supposed to marry.”

Aileen tilted her head from side to side as she remained on her knees to ponder the remark and she finally looked at her friend. The corner of her lips turned up and, despite the situation she found herself in, she couldn’t hold in the mischievous comment.

“Not even you?”

She saw the flush of red that spread across pale cheeks. The two of them had a history that went back a long way and there were times when they’d shared more than friendship. For her, it had been nothing more than a chance to experiment with budding emotions she hadn’t quite understood.

However, she knew it was more than that for Fiona. Not that there was anything serious between the two of them now other than a close friendship. It had simply been games they’d played during their sexual awakening, but she knew her friend’s preference was definitely for girls.

“You’re so bad,” Fiona eventually muttered and stepped away from the bed.

She walked across to the door and came to a stop. Reaching out, she grabbed the handle, but just held on at first. Glancing over her shoulder, she spoke.

“You’re sure about this? Like, really, really sure?”

“Yes,” Aileen insisted. “Please get it for me.”

Fiona kept looking at her friend for a few seconds more before quietly opening the door to slip out of the room.

***

Aileen was waiting for the door to open again, but it still gave her a start when she heard her friend returning. Her gaze went to the rolled up parchment under Fiona’s arm, but the question she asked wasn’t about that.

“Your father didn’t stir?”

Fiona just motioned her head in a beckoning gesture and Aileen got up to walk across the room. The door was held ajar for her to peek into the main area of the cabin and she saw her friend’s father slumped over the large, wooden table. His snoring was loud enough to show he was out of it.

“He drinks too much,” Aileen said quietly.

“I keep telling him that,” Fiona replied, with a resigned shrug of her shoulders. “Doesn’t take any notice of me though. It’ll be the death of him.”

Mention of death sent a shiver down her spine, but it wasn’t her father she was thinking about now.

“You’re taking a huge risk if you do this,” she said when their eyes met. “You know that, don’t you?”

“Just show me,” Aileen replied immediately.

Fiona closed the door to take away the sight of her father then moved across the room. Dropping to her knees at the side of the bed, she took the parchment from under her arm and slowly rolled it out on the covers. Aileen went to join her friend and felt the flutter of anticipation as she watched cushions being placed on either side of the map to hold it open.

“Wonder where he got it from,” she mused as she stared at it.

“Yeah, I’ve wondered that too,” Fiona replied. “I can hardly ask him though, can I? He’d go mad if he found out I even knew about the map, never mind looked at it and showed it to you.”

Aileen put a fingertip on the parchment.

“This is roughly where your cabin is,” she said.

“I know,” Fiona replied and reached out to almost the edge of the map. “And if the legend is true, this is where you need to go.”

Aileen pursed her lips as she looked at the drawing of an archway marked with a large W.

“You ever wanted to go?” she asked.

“God no, I wouldn’t even risk it in daylight,” Fiona replied. “I’m not an idiot.”

“You think I am?” Aileen asked.

That her friend simply shrugged her shoulders pretty much answered the question in the affirmative. Then again, it was probably true. Going to the place during the day would be foolhardy. She was on the cusp of doing so on the night of the full moon and knew what that might bring. It was insane to even consider it. The flutter of angst that came alive was instant, but it wasn’t all she felt and she forced herself not to squirm when a prickle of heat ignited between her thighs.

“Do you think the story is true?” she asked.

“Which one?” Fiona remarked pointedly.

“You know which one,” Aileen shot back immediately and took a sideways glance at her friend.

“Who knows,” Fiona said, with a shrug of her shoulders. “Might be a tall tale for all we know. The story of Alice Brown is only one among so many and the others don’t exactly end well.”

“She survived,” Aileen said.

“Well, if the story about her is true she did.”

Aileen said nothing in response to that. She trailed a fingertip slowly from one landmark to another to make her way across the map to the archway.

“How far do you think?” she asked.

Fiona shrugged her shoulders, but then went on to answer the question.

“Half a mile to the waterfall,” she said and put her finger on it. “About the same from there to the top of Pasture Hillock. That’s the closest I’ve ever been, so who knows from there. If you take the route past Hayward Mill and the scale of the map is right, it looks like it’s about another mile or so to get to the archway. I’ll assume that’s actually a real thing.”

“Two miles,” Aileen murmured and trailed her finger from the cabin location to the archway again.

“Two miles there,” Fiona remarked pointedly and her voice was a little dark when she went on. “And hopefully two miles back.”

The ominous comment sent a shiver down Aileen’s spine. She’d contemplated on more occasions than she cared to admit what she might actually find if she went to the place. The truth was she’d never thought about not coming back. Alice Brown had met a monstrous legend and survived the ordeal. Well, if the story was true, she had.

Rumors about the legend of a wolfman had been rife since Aileen was a little girl, with parents warning their children not to go in the woods at night and all the more so when the moon was full. The stories had been scary enough to convince her to obey when she was younger. However, she’d grown up to the idea that it was really nothing more than fairy tales told to keep kids from wandering too far into the wilderness.

Now, she wasn’t so sure. The map seemed genuine, with many of the features on it being places she knew were real. Whether that included the archway remained to be seen, but the W beside it and the wolf head symbol shown in the woods beyond signified something. As far as she knew, the real wolves had been hunted to extinction in ancient times and there had been none in the area for centuries.

Whether that meant there actually was a wolfman in the woods was up for question. By the end of the night, she might be able to give a definitive answer. That brought back a mixture of fear and trepidation, but it was also laced with an undercurrent of anticipation.

“I’ll come back,” she said, with more confidence than she actually felt.

“In what condition?” Fiona replied. “You’ve never even…, well, you know. Hell of a way to experience your first time if it turns out that Alice Brown’s story is true and you actually meet a monster.”

“Won’t be my first time,” Aileen said and saw the mocking expression thrown in her direction.

“Touching Edward Burnshaw’s whatchamacallit doesn’t count,” Fiona taunted.

“At least I did,” Aileen retorted, with a smirk. “And he liked it.”

“Eww,” Fiona said and stuck her tongue out to make an expression of disgust. “Rather you than me. I wouldn’t touch a horrible, ugly-looking thing like that if you paid me.”

“Yeah, well, I know what you like, so...,” Aileen teased and giggled.

“Shut up,” Fiona complained, but couldn’t stop a laugh coming out. “Anyway, I’ve touched something better. In fact, I did something better than just touch it and I was in control all the time, not some dirty horndog of a boy.”

Aileen’s eyes narrowed as she stared at her friend. Her reason for coming to the place was forgotten for an instant. They usually shared their secrets, but it appeared there was one Fiona hadn’t revealed.

“Oh yeah,” Aileen said. “And what would that be?”

Fiona lifted a hand to rub her cheek and her unease was all too obvious.

“Promise you won’t say anything,” she said.

“Do you really need me to make a promise?” Aileen replied. “When have I ever…”

“Yeah, yeah, fine,” Fiona interrupted and scrambled up to her feet.

A frown showed on Aileen’s forehead now and it deepened while she watched her friend cross the room to a closet. When it was opened, her mind went back to what fleeing her own home not so long before had made her leave behind.

***

“Can I borrow that?” Aileen said when she leapt to her feet.

She saw the confusion on her friend’s face as she crossed the room. When she reached in the closet, she took hold of a hanger to pull it from the rail and bring it out.

“Oh, yes, it’s pretty isn’t it,” Fiona said when she set her gaze on the gown.

“It’s more than pretty,” Aileen said as she fingered the decorative gold braiding that adorned the green material. “It’s so perfect.”

“I’ve never worn it,” Fiona said. “It’s really for a special occasion, but...”

“Well, tonight is going to be special,” Aileen interrupted. “I wanted to go in my white gown, but my parents came home early and I was halfway out the window of my bedroom before I remembered. There was no chance for me to go back and get it.”

“What, so now you want to borrow my dress for your crazy plan?” Fiona said.

“Please,” Aileen said. “Can I try it on?”

“Afterwards,” Fiona replied. “I haven’t shown you yet.”

She crouched down to rummage around at the bottom of the closet. When she straightened up, she held a wooden box and went to put it on the bed. Aileen hung the green dress on the door of the closet before going to join her friend.

“What is it?” she asked.

“You won’t believe it,” Fiona replied.

“Well, show me and I’ll tell you,” Aileen said.

She watched as the latch on the box was loosened and she really didn’t believe what she saw when the top was slowly lifted to reveal the contents. Her jaw dropped, but she was silent for only a second.

“Where the hell did you get that?” she let out in a high-pitched squawk then slapped a hand over her mouth. Her gaze flitted to the door as she thought about what was beyond, but it was unlikely that anything would disturb the drunken slumber of Fiona’s father.

“Elizabeth James gave it to me,” Fiona said and reached in the box. “She’s been going in to town a lot lately and a friend she knows got it for her. At least, that’s the story she told me.”

“No way,” Aileen let out as she watched.

“Bigger than Edward Burnshaw, huh?” Fiona said in a sniggering voice as she held up the smooth, wooden dildo.

Aileen’s eyes opened wide. She’d been utterly infatuated when she played with Edward and had eagerly got on her knees in front of him to look at every little detail of his aroused manhood. What she found herself staring at now was an impressively accurate replica of what she’d seen and touched that day.

“And this one stays hard,” Fiona went on. “How long did Edward last?”

“Not long,” Aileen admitted and felt the prickle of heat between her thighs again as she recalled Edward losing control.

The surprise of seeing a man ejaculate for the first time had made her scramble back to avoid thick streaks of semen splashing on her. Her eyes hadn’t left the amazing sight for a second though. What she looked at now obviously couldn’t emulate that, but it was bigger. It looked a lot thicker too.

“Why did Elizabeth give it to you?” she asked.

“She took it home then panicked that her parents might find it,” Fiona replied. “She wanted it gone and I happened to be in the right place at the right time to help her out.”

“Bad girl,” Aileen said and snatched the toy from her friend’s hand.

It showed, without a shadow of a doubt, that it was longer and thicker that Edward’s erect manhood. Not that it was the same. There was none of the heat and throbbing hardness that had got her excited when she played, but there was no doubt what she held was impressive. The memory of a comment said not long before came back to her.

“You have, haven’t you?” she said, with a smirk and let out a titter when she fixed her gaze on her friend.

Fiona’s wide-eyed expression was the only answer needed to show that her remark about doing more than touch the wooden dildo was true. Aileen returned her attention to the sex toy and smiled as she brushed the fingers of her free hand on the smooth, rounded head.

“Are you going to let me?” Fiona asked.

The comment wiped the smile from Aileen’s face and she shoved the toy against her friend’s chest.

“Oh, no, no, no,” she spluttered and felt her heartbeat surge. “No way. I...”

“Go on,” Fiona cut in and a hot blush erupted on her cheeks. “I just want to see. Getting a proper close-up look isn’t so easy when doing it alone.”

Aileen took a step back and shook her head as she spoke.

“Go ask Elizabeth James.”

“She’s got a boyfriend now,” Fiona whined. “She wouldn’t let me play with her anyway, but you…”

“I’m not listening,” Aileen interrupted and stuck her fingers in her ears, but she still heard what was said.

“You want to borrow my gown, don’t you?” Fiona said and let out a mischievous laugh as she wielded the dildo.

“That’s not fair,” Aileen complained as she dropped her hands back by her side.

“Life isn’t,” Fiona said. “I mean, you’re being set up to marry an older man you barely know.”

“And now you’re trying to take advantage of me as well,” Aileen retorted.

“Not me,” Fiona said. “I know how much you like it and don’t try pretending otherwise. It’s not like you ever said no before.”

Aileen’s nose wrinkled as she made a face, but she knew she couldn’t deny it. Fiona was the only person who’d ever touched her intimately. She hadn’t even let Edward Burnshaw do that. Hadn’t even shown him between her thighs.

“Go on, please,” Fiona begged more insistently. “You’ll have to take off your clothes to put on the gown.”

“Yeah, I could do that quickly,” Aileen retorted.

“Don’t you want to know?” Fiona went on. “I mean, what it feels like when something like that goes in. More to the point, if you really do want to experience that for real before running off into a moonlit night to chase a dirty dream.”

“I’m doing it because I have to,” Aileen protested.

Fiona’s sniggering response showed what she thought of the comment.

“I am,” Aileen insisted, but even she didn’t quite believe what she was saying.

She did feel like she had to go through with the plan in an attempt to escape an unwanted betrothal. However, there was more to it than that. The idea of being with a wild beast ignited her libido in the small hours of the morning when she lay in bed thinking about it. She couldn’t begin to count the number of times she’d masturbated to that fantasy and she knew she couldn’t fool Fiona. Her friend knew her all too well. She was lost in thoughts of a wolfman when a kiss on her lips made her jerk her head back.

“Come on, let me do it,” Fiona implored.

“Your father,” Aileen said.

“You saw the state he’s in,’ Fiona shot back. “He won’t hear a thing.”

“But…,” Aileen let out.

A hand came up to stop her protest and she watched as her friend threw the dildo on the bed then rolled up the parchment. Fiona then got to her feet and walked to a chair. Picking it up, she moved over to the door and jammed the back of the seat up under the handle.

“There,” she said and turned back, with a smile on her face.

***

A shiver trickled down Aileen’s spine when her friend came back across the room. Her pulse quickened as Fiona stepped in front of her, but she made no attempt to move away. All she did was close her eyes and wait in anticipation. The soft kiss that eventually brushed on her lips stirred her libido and she felt a knot clenching in her belly.

When the kiss ended, lips grazed across her cheek and she could hear her friend’s breathing growing heavier when a touch played on her ear. She kept her eyes squeezed shut as she waited for the words and they finally came to her in a whisper.

“It feels so good. Let me show you.”

“Yes,” Aileen replied.

The evening definitely wasn’t going as she’d intended. Her parents had come home early to make her flee her bedroom in haste, without taking her white dress. She was now giving in to her friend and it was going to get her another lesbian experience. It wouldn’t be just stroking followed by the penetration of a finger on this occasion and she opened her eyes to look at the dildo lying on the bed.

Memories of being with Edward Burnshaw flitted through her mind again. It was a man she wanted to be with. Her fantasies were all about the opposite sex, but she couldn’t pretend there wasn’t something alluring about the salacious moment she found herself in. As much as she tried to pretend to herself she was simply doing it for the gown, she knew that wasn’t the only reason.

Her breathing quickened as lips brushed against her ear for a second or two, but nothing more was said. The die was cast. She’d given her answer to Fiona and she shuddered when lips slid back to hers. It wasn’t only a kiss she got now. Fingers grasped at the dress she wore to start pulling it up.

The embrace ended with the linen material being dragged higher still on her body. She raised her arms up above her head to let the dress be taken from her and it was tossed on the floor. Her heartbeat raced faster still when Fiona’s lips played on the side of her neck. It made her tilt her head back to reveal more of her sensitive skin and shivers trickled down her spine as the caress of more soft kisses explored.

They slid down onto her upper chest, with her black bra being grabbed to ease it down just enough to reveal her nipples. It exposed them to licks and her head rocked back further as the pleasure of the intimate touches rippled through her body like a growing inferno. She cursed under her breath as her legs weakened and grabbed at hair to pull her friend’s head up.

“Let your pretty hair down,” Fiona said and grabbed at the ribbon holding red locks in place.

Aileen’s long hair spilled down all the way to her waist. It covered her breasts for a second until it was swept aside. Fiona ducked down again and the flickering tease of her tongue moved back and forth to stiffen nipples to erect beads before she took one between her lips. She could feel how wet she was getting, but the night wasn’t about her and she wiggled her fingers between her friend’s smooth thighs as she kept sucking.

“Oh god,” Aileen moaned as the knee-trembling moment threatened to make her legs buckle under her.

She heard a giggle when the sucking of her nipples ended. The hand pulled from between her thighs to come up and a push on her shoulder moved her back. Her legs bumped against the side of the bed to make her sit and her friend came after her.

In a matter of seconds, she was lying on the bed. Fiona scrambled over her on all fours and their eyes met. Nothing was said before they kissed, with the caress of lips then sliding lower on Aileen’s body. It got her another couple of licks across her erect nipples that made her squirm, but the touches then slid lower to trail across her bare midriff. The knot in the pit of her belly returned and she grabbed at hair.

“We’ve never done this,” she gasped.

It was true. The encounters during their formative years had been kisses and fingering. They’d never gone any further, but Fiona was obviously keen on trying more and it came out in her impassioned plea.

“Please,” she begged. “You’re chasing a fantasy tonight. Let me go after one of my favorites.”

More kisses on Aileen’s belly brought fluttering spasms to her muscles and she could feel how wet she was getting. The impulse to give in was there and she finally did it by letting go of hair.

Fiona felt the hot burst of exhilaration as she was given free rein to kiss down onto panties. She’d been fantasizing about what that would feel like for so long and was now in a position to find out. Scrambling up onto her knees, she forced one in between Aileen’s bare legs to spread them and heard the stifled groan when she brushed fingers on the wet material. Pushing a little harder made the outline of flushed pussy lips show and it was too much of a temptation.

She dragged her hand away and got in position between spread thighs to duck her head down. The taste was every bit the aphrodisiac she thought it would be and she hungrily lapped at the wet arousal on panties to make her friend squirm. When she lifted her head, she slipped her fingers under the edge of the underwear and her eyes opened wide as she exposed the slick prettiness of an aroused pussy.

Aileen bit her lip hard to hold in the squeal when a kiss pressed between her thighs. Her knees lifted up as she dragged her feet back towards her, so she could spread her legs even wider apart to give in completely. Fiona kissed harder on slick skin before pulling back a little to trail the tip of her tongue along pussy lips flushed with hot blood.

It stoked her excitement and she kept licking as she got her hands between smooth thighs. Digging her fingers into soft folds of flesh gave her a sight of glistening pink and her mind was on fire. She wiggled her tongue into the velvety softness to make it slip inside and closed her eyes as she played a naughty game she’d long wanted to.

Her lips stuck to slick skin as she forced her tongue deeper still to lick out pussy for the first time in her life. It was perfect. She forced her hands against inner thigh as she lost herself completely to the moment and it was only the need for a breath that finally made her come up gasping for air.

“Show me,” Aileen gasped.

Fiona understood. She picked up the dildo from the covers and saw she was being watched. It made her be naughty and she held the eye contact as she rolled her tongue around the head of the toy to wet it.

“Did you do that with Edward Burnshaw?” she teased afterwards.

“No,” Aileen admitted. “Just used my hand.”

The touch of the smooth, wooden dildo trailing along her pussy lips made her buttocks clench. Her chest heaved when her breathing quickened to shallow rasps and she closed her eyes as her back arched up from the bed.

“See how good it feels,” Fiona said.

“It’s too big,” Aileen whined.

“And too thick,” Fiona replied, with a hushed giggle. “You’ve never been stretched out like this before.”

The arching of Aileen’s spine grew tighter as the tip of the dildo eased between her pussy lips. She’d got used to using her finger, but this was better. Much better. The back of her head pressed down into the covers as the thick shaft eased further inside to make her pussy stretch open like never before. She bit her bottom lip, but hissed curses still came out as the toy was fucked all the way inside her to make her feel so full.

Fiona couldn’t take her eyes from the sight. She leaned closer to let her tongue flicker on bare skin. At the same time, she got the thumb of her free hand to the top of Aileen’s pubic mound. Sinking it into flesh and pulling up exposed clitoris for her first ever close up view. A smile played on her lips when she touched the tip of her tongue on it and heard the groan.

“Like that?” she asked, but the only answer she got was more groans when she licked harder across the little swollen bud.

Aileen started to squirm uncontrollably as the pleasure of the moment ripped through her trembling body. Her mouth opened wide to gasp for air while her clitoris was tormented by more licks. The rough touches set her arousal ablaze and it wasn’t all she got. The dildo started to slide in and out too and it was the best feeling she’d ever had.

There was no holding in her hissed cries of yes, but she bit her lip harder in an attempt to keep the sound down. The chance of being caught was minimal, but they were taking a risk and that acted as a turn on. Fiona grasped her fingers tighter around the end of the dildo as she plunged it into pussy and she backed off a little to watch just how perfect it looked being stretched out wide.

Aileen’s excitement mounted as she was given her first taste of sex. It was only a dildo, but it showed her just how good taking something big and thick felt and she pushed towards the toy as it was stroked into her more enthusiastically. The licking of her clit resumed and the growing burn of pleasure heightened towards climax until she was teetering so close.

“Yes, yes,” she gasped in a spluttering voice as the rising tension made her muscles contract like coiled springs.

It took her right to the edge as Fiona kept pumping her hand to fuck the dildo in until the pleasure was too much. The arching of Aileen’s spine made her butt rise up and it held her in a moment of excruciating still before her body succumbed completely.

The burst of hot ecstasy ripped through her to make her slump down and she writhed around in a hot mess as she was given the full length of the toy. The rippling pulse of her inner muscles around the thick shaft was too good. It came with more licking on her clit that took her elation to a heady peak and her ass rose up from the covers again.

An exquisite moment of quivering tension held her in its grip and her mind went blank as she was lost to the sensation for a few long, delicious seconds before she collapsed back down to the covers. She squirmed away from Fiona to make the dildo pull out of her and got a hand on her chest. Her heartbeat hammered and she closed her eyes as she tried to calm down.

“See, told you how good it was,” Fiona said. “Now you have a taste of it, do you still want to go through with your crazy plan?”

A shudder swept through Aileen’s slender figure and she opened her eyes to see her friend’s tongue playing on the slick head of the dildo. There was only one answer to the question and she gave it.

“Yes.”

***

Aileen brushed fingers through her long, red locks as she stood in front of the mirror in Fiona’s room. She was all too aware of a growing trepidation as she watched her reflection, but eventually turned to look towards the bed. Her friend was sprawled out lazily on the covers still clutching the wooden dildo.

“Should I tie it back up?” she asked as she kept running her fingers through her hair.

“No,” Fiona said, with a shake of the head. “It looks pretty hanging loose against the green and gold material.”

The comment made Aileen return her attention to the mirror, but it was what she wore that she inspected now. It was pretty, but could be a little revealing if she wanted. She dropped her gaze all the way down to the way the hem brushed on the floor. It kept her slender legs completely covered if she stood straight. However, a slit in the side of the gown ran all the way up almost to her hip. Standing with her knee bent uncovered a lot of smooth, bare skin and it looked provocative when she tried out the pose.

“Sexy,” Fiona teased.

“Shut up,” Aileen whined and straightened her legs to make the green material cover her up again.

“Do you want to know what’s even sexier?” Fiona went on and slid to the edge of the bed, so she could drop her feet to the floor.

“What?” Aileen asked.

Fiona left the dildo on the covers when she got up from the bed. She crossed the room to move right behind her friend and leaned forward to settle her chin on a shoulder. Sliding her hands around to the front of the gown, she undid the one hook keeping the top part of the gown closed. The sides parted to reveal a plunging neckline that went all the way down almost to Aileen’s belly button. That put more bare skin, and much of her black bra, on display.

“Now bend your knee again?” Fiona went on.

Aileen felt the flutter of her pulse when she struck the pose and stared at her reflection. It was definitely provocative.

“Do that and you’ll come back,” Fiona said. “A man, no matter the beast inside, will only want one thing if he sees you like that.”

The rush of anticipation made goosebumps rise on Aileen’s skin, but it came with a hot flush on her cheeks. The pose was sexy and she could only imagine what Edward Burnshaw would have said if he’d seen her dressed in such a way. She was in no doubt it would have brought him rigidly erect before she even got near him.

“See how good you look,” Fiona said as she trailed her fingers down through red tresses.

The blush on Aileen’s cheeks grew hotter. She was quick to straighten her posture then redo the hook at her neck to pull the sides of the material back together. It covered her up.

“Spoilsport,” Fiona said and cheekily cupped her friend’s breasts through the green material. “I was enjoying looking at that.”

“You had your fun,” Aileen said and pushed the hands away from her breasts. “It’s time for me to go.”

“You’re sure?” Fiona asked.

Aileen turned around. She raised the hood of the gown to cover her head before nodding.

“Yes, I’m sure,” she said, with more confidence than she felt.

The hug from her friend made her close her eyes, but she pulled out of it to walk across to the window. It was the way she came in and the way she would leave.

“What about this?” Fiona asked.

Aileen glanced back to see the dress she’d arrived in being held up.

“I’ll come tomorrow to get it and give your dress back,” she said.

She watched as the dress was thrown onto the bed, but her gaze stayed on it for only a second before flitting to the wooden dildo. It sent a shiver trickling down her spine. Letting it be used on her had felt good. In truth, really good. It was an imitation though. The toy didn’t have the heat and strong, pulsating throb that had got her really wet when she’d played with Edward’s aroused manhood.

Her fantasies had been about that ever since. If the night panned out as she hoped, she might end it knowing the feeling of being so full with the real thing. However, she needed to get to the place first and set her mind on doing so. Turning her attention back to the window, she opened it to climb up onto the sill. She then jumped down into the cool, evening darkness. Trepidation took hold when she glanced back.

“What about your parents?” Fiona asked.

“I’ll worry about that when I get home,” Aileen answered.

She saw the expression of concern on her friend’s face and knew what Fiona was thinking.

“Don’t worry,” Aileen said, with as much conviction as she could muster. “I’ll get home.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Fiona replied, but the concern didn’t leave her face.

It wasn’t how Aileen wanted to end the visit, so she gave a smile and got one in return. It was the last thing that passed between them before she turned to hurry away from the cabin. She quickly crossed the clearing to step back in the woods and set off in the direction she needed to go.

Thirty minutes or so had passed when she caught the faint sound of rushing water. It grew louder as she made her way to a large clearing. Stepping into it got her a sight of the waterfall, with the cascade of water plunging down into a small pool.

Walking to the side of it let her feel the spray on her cheeks. It was cooling and she stood with her eyes closed for a few seconds before squatting down to cup a little water in her hands. Straightening up, she leaned forward and splashed her face. It washed away the sweat of the trek through the woods. There was still a long way to go, however, so she got moving again right away.

It got her to the base of Pasture Hillock, where she stopped to have a short rest. Climbing it would be the hardest part of the trek, but she eventually set her mind on doing so. She could feel the ache in her thighs before she was even halfway up, but kept moving and eventually reached the top. It gave her a view ahead in the darkness and she was sure she could pick out the brick chimneys of Hayward Mill in the distance.

“Not too far now” she told herself.

She remembered the comment that Pasture Hillock was the closest Fiona had ever been to the place. The sudden thought popping into her head that she should turn around made her grimace.

“No,” she said resolutely after a few seconds of contemplation.

She’d come this far. There was no point in stopping, so she got moving again and eventually reached the mill. It had ceased operations years before as far as she knew and was likely dilapidated. Walking to the huge, rusted gates, she looked through the bars at the building and was about to carry on when the sound of a hacking cough startled her.

“Who’s there?” she blurted out in alarm and almost stumbled when she stepped back.

A hunched, elderly man seemed to appear as if out of nowhere on the other side of the gates. It provided a barrier between them and Aileen tried to slow her racing heartbeat as she stared at him.

“Bit late for a walk, isn’t it?” he commented.

“I’m, I’m…,” she stammered. “Who are you?”

“Could ask the same of you,” he responded. “What are you doing out here?”

Aileen took another step back. The shock of the unexpected encounter was still there, but the bars between them meant the man couldn’t get to her. Not quickly, anyway. She reckoned she’d be able to easily outrun him if he did try to come through the gates although he made no moves to do that. A silence stretched out when she didn’t answer his question and it was him who spoke again.

“He’ll like you?”

“Who’ll like…”

“Don’t play games,” the man interjected harshly. “You’re not out here on a pleasant evening stroll to enjoy the countryside. Not on this night of all nights.”

A warmth flushed onto Aileen’s cheeks. She had no idea who the elderly man was, but he obviously knew something. Her lips tightened into a grimace for a second before she tried to relax.

“What do you know?” she asked.

“Enough,” he shot back and there was a momentary pause before he went on. “To be sure that he’ll like such a pretty sight.”

Aileen narrowed her eyes. She wanted to ask who the man was talking about, but knew it would more than likely be met with another riposte about not playing games. Instead, she asked something else.

“Is the archway real?”

The man motioned his head, so she turned to look although wasn’t sure what he was indicating to her. A sudden thought came to her, which sent a shiver down her spine. It made her turn her gaze back on him.

“Are you…,” she started, but left the question hanging.

The response that came back was a gruff chuckle and she wasn’t sure what to make of it until the man spoke.

“If it was me, I wouldn’t be on this side of the gate behind twenty feet high walls.”

Aileen’s eyes narrowed as she took a step forward.

“Does that keep you safe?” she asked.

“Safe enough,” the man answered. “He’s shown no inclination to climb them.”

“It’s true then,” Aileen blurted out.

“I believe it,” the man said. “I’ve seen it.”

Aileen was all too aware of her heartbeat quickening. He could simply be an old man who’d lived alone in solitude for too long and was talking crazy. Then again, it might be more than that.

“Should I believe any of what you’re saying?” she asked.

“Well, if that’s your attitude I’ll bid you goodnight,” the man said and turned away from the gates.

“Wait,” Aileen called and saw him look back towards her. “What were you trying to show me?”

His eyes narrowed as he stared. She was sure she’d offended him and that he would walk away without saying another word.

“Please,” she implored.

“The lone tree,” he finally said and motioned his head.

Aileen took a quick look to see the tree and turned back just as the man spoke again.

“The trail starts there. The archway you asked about is at the end of it. Make sure you walk through it and keep going straight on. When you reach the rock face, stand between the big oak and the boulder.”

Aileen waited for more, but none was forthcoming.

“And?” she asked.

The man turned away from her, without saying another word and she moved right up to the gate to call after him.

“Please, will I come back?”

“That I can’t answer,” the man said over his shoulder, without so much as a glance back now.

He kept walking towards the large building and was eventually swallowed up by the darkness. Aileen wasn’t sure what to make of the encounter. There was one way she could tell if there was any truth in what the elderly man told her, however, so she turned to look at the lone tree.

***

It didn’t take long to find out. Less than fifteen seconds of searching around the area of the tree revealed what Aileen was looking for. There was no doubt in her mind about that. The trail had been tramped down to bare earth by feet walking along it, but the idea of that brought a thought to mind.

“Whose feet?” she pondered nervously and lifted a hand to wipe the back of it across her brow.

When she lowered her hand, she glanced over her shoulder towards the gates of the mill. There was definitely no sign of the elderly man. It was just her alone in the darkness now and getting herself to move was more difficult than she imagined. Thoughts of the impending betrothal and what her life would be like married to a man she didn’t love finally spurred her to take a first step along the trail.

It was something else on her mind when she took another step then another and her breathing quickened as she left the lone tree behind her in the darkness. Her mind filled with ideas of what she might be walking into. It brought a stronger rush of emotions as she kept moving, but something suddenly pierced into her consciousness to bring her to a dead stop.

She cocked her ear to listen carefully, but could hear nothing. That was the problem. She’d lived in the cabin her entire life and had spent plenty of time in the surrounding countryside as she grew up. The sounds might quiet down when night fell, but they were never completely silent. There was always something making a noise, such as the rustle of leaves and branches in the wind or the calls of nocturnal animals.

On this occasion there wasn’t a solitary sound. Not one that she could hear. The surroundings seemed freakishly still and completely bereft of the normality she was used to. It unnerved her and she turned to look back along the way she’d come. Bringing a hand to her chest let her feel just how fast her heart was beating.

“Move,” she berated herself in a quiet hiss to break the unnatural silence.

Her gaze went forward again to the trail in front and a few seconds of deliberation ended with her setting off again. It wasn’t the lack of sound that abruptly stopped her in her tracks for a second time. The archway seemed to loom out of the darkness to tower over her and it gave her the jitters.

Her bosom rose and fell as heavy breaths spilled from her lips and there was no stopping the thoughts that flashed through her head. They stopped on the image of her kneeling at the side of Fiona’s bed looking at the map.

“If it’s real,” she murmured.

She was sure she recalled Fiona making a comment like that about the archway. There was no doubt now though. It was there right in front of her as real as anything she’d ever seen. The elderly man had told her to walk through it and she was right on the cusp of doing so.

“If you do it,” she muttered.

Even as the words came out, she shrugged them off. She’d come this far and wasn’t about to turn back. It brought a stronger turmoil of conflicting emotions that left her rooted to the spot for a few seconds more, but she eventually forced herself to go on. Her pulse raced faster still as she stepped through the archway to find herself right at the very end of the trail. The map had been right about everything and she thought about the W which was marked on it.

“W for…,” she mused as she remained standing where she was and the image that came into her head sent a chill shiver down her spine.

A legend might actually be true, but there was only one way to find out for sure. Taking a deep breath, she stepped into the trees and did as the elderly man said. Walking straight ahead took her deeper into the shadows of the woodland and she glanced over her shoulder every so often to check behind.

She’d left the end of the trail and archway well behind when she finally came across a small clearing. Stopping right at the edge of it, she eyed the surroundings to see she was definitely in the right place. Everything was as the elderly man had told her. A vertical rock face was there to see on the opposite side of the clearing from where she stood, with the big oak and the boulder not far from it.

Nothing stirred as she watched. The unnatural silence was still there. It held her back, but she eventually impelled herself to step tentatively out of the trees. There was no swallowing the lump in her throat as she walked into place then froze when she came to a stop between the oak and the boulder. Her senses seemed heightened to the extreme as her gaze darted around in the darkness, but the expectation that arriving at her destination would spark something to happen right away slowly faded.

“What now?” she muttered after a few minutes of waiting that seemed to take forever to pass.

The words were barely out of her mouth when the snap of a dry twig broke the ungodly quiet to startle her. It made her slowly back up until her back was pressed against the large trunk of the oak tree. Her gaze flitted around even more, but it wasn’t until she caught sight of movement that a panicky dread really set in.

It was too late to flee when a large figure came loping out of the darkness to leap up in one bound onto the top of the boulder. Anguish turned to surprise, but only for a second as thoughts spun through her mind at whirlwind speed. Her gaze went to where she’d walked into the clearing, but came back when she heard the comment.

“And what do we have here?”

***

The breath caught in Aileen’s throat as she stared at the man. He slowly straightened up to his full, towering height to reveal he wore only a pair of tattered breeches. Her eyes opened wide as she let her gaze roam over him. This was no elderly, hunched gent. He looked young, virile and supremely powerful, with his bare chest revealing straining pectoral muscles and a taut, rippling midriff.

“No answer?” he asked when Aileen didn’t respond to the question he’d asked.

The easy smile he aimed at her was the last thing she anticipated. She’d come expecting to find a beast and, instead, found herself in the presence of an Adonis. At least, that’s the thought that popped into her mind. It didn’t take away the fear that she’d put herself alone in the woods with a stranger, but she wasn’t sure what to make of his demeanor. The way he casually dropped down to the ground from the boulder made her press back harder against the tree, but it was the only move he made before speaking again.

“Cat got your tongue?”

“I, I…,” Aileen stammered.

“Are you lost?” the man asked.

It was another unexpected question. Aileen narrowed her eyes as she contemplated how to answer, but eventually did so by shaking her head.

“Well, well, I know what we have then,” he went on and stepped forward. “A pretty thing looking for some adventure.”

It set Aileen’s pulse hammering, with a potent mix of angst and exhilaration leaving her trembling as she pinned herself to the tree. She could almost feel the heat emanating from the man’s muscular frame when he came right up to her. It left her trapped in place. Her gaze flitted up to the dark eyes fixed intently on her, but she couldn’t hold his gaze. As he leaned in, the breath caught in her throat again.

Memories of the encounter with Edward Burnshaw flitted through her head. She’d been in complete charge of the action on that occasion though. This time she wasn’t. The risk of the situation spiraling out of control felt threateningly real and she closed her eyes tightly when the caress of the man’s lips nuzzled against her ear. There was no stopping the shiver that trickled down her spine and she knew it hadn’t gone unnoticed when she heard the hushed laugh.

“The thing is,” he went on in a whisper. “Exactly what kind of adventure would bring someone like you into these dark woods.”

“I…,” Aileen blurted out, but didn’t know how to go on as heat flushed on her cheeks.

“You what?”

“I’m engaged to be married,” Aileen answered in a rush.

“What concern is that of mine?” the man asked.

More shivers slithered down Aileen’s spine to make her squirm as his lips grazed gently on the side of her neck. The heat wasn’t only on her face now and it made her squeeze her legs tightly together.

“None,” she said to answer the question. “But it’s an arranged marriage with a man I don’t know or love. I want to get out of it.”

“And?”

Aileen hesitated. She debated if she should admit what really brought her to his realm, but eventually made up her mind to be honest and the words came out in a harsh gasp of breath.

“The engagement will end if I’m with the child of another man.”

“Man?” he asked pointedly.

It brought the burning flush of embarrassment to Aileen’s cheeks when his hand came to the underside of her chin to make her look up at him. There was silence for a second or two before he spoke again.

“So, that’s the adventure you came here looking for.”

Aileen let out a stifled squeal when his body pressed against hers to trap her in place against the tree. Her breathing came out heavily as his lips played on the soft, sensitive skin of her neck and it brought a stronger prickle of heat between her thighs. The fear didn’t leave completely, but it was the intoxicating thrill of him taking total control that grew stronger.

His hand found the slit of the gown to slide beneath the material and she gasped when his fingers brushed on her bare skin. What she was doing felt so utterly insane, but the air around them seemed filled with an electric charge that made her shudder. A memory of her friend’s fingers slipping in between her smooth thighs earlier in the evening came to her, but that was nothing in comparison to getting the same from a strong, virile man.

It made her part her legs a little, so he could press his fingers against her underwear and the moan she let out was silenced by a kiss. The crush of the man’s lips on hers left her shaken and it was impossible to stop the strong, quivering spasms of her thigh muscles as an intimate touch rubbed against the material of her knickers.

The moment ended abruptly when he backed off. Their eyes met and this time she held his gaze. He lifted his hand to take in the scent on his fingertips as they continued to stare at each other and a smile played on his lips.

“Perfect,” he said. “You seem ready for what you want, but it will bring out the beast inside.”

“Will that be the end of me?” Aileen asked nervously.

The man’s smile widened.

“You want a sexually potent mate, don’t you?” he asked. “Isn’t that what you came here looking for?”

The way he snatched at her wrist gave her a start, but she did nothing to stop her hand being pulled to his crotch. She couldn’t even if she wanted to. He was too powerful and she felt the tell-tale signs of arousal when her palm pressed against his breeches. It brought memories of being with Edward and she did the same thing she’d done then by dropping to her knees. On this occasion she was being purposely submissive and a glance up found her staring into dark eyes. It held her mesmerized for a few seconds before she lowered her gaze.

She was acting in a shameless manner and it was about more than avoiding an unwanted betrothal. The elation of being in the hands of such a powerful man was a bigger turn on than she’d anticipated and she brushed her fingertips along the growing bulge in his breeches.

It was him who loosened them, but Aileen readily took over to drag them down. He wore nothing below and her eyes fixed on his semi-erect manhood. There was no need for him to grab her wrist now. She willingly got her fingers wrapped around his shaft and felt the swell of hot-blooded arousal. It took her breath.

His hand settled on her head and she took the cue to lean in. She was already giving more than she did with Edward and knew that was going to continue. It caught her up in the delight of acting in such a salacious manner and she liked the sound of his guttural growl when she kissed on the tip of the man’s erection. It made her look up.

“I don’t even know your name,” she said.

“Nor I yours,” the man replied and used the grip on her head to pull her back in.

It ended the talk and Aileen kissed on the tip of his swelling member again. The pulses of hot blood strengthened and she could feel flesh stiffening in her hand as she squeezed tightly. She started to stroke her fingers along an erection she was bringing to life, as she’d done with Edward, but this time she set her mind on more.

Kissing on the swelling head, she rolled her tongue around it then let spit spill from her lips onto the tip. Her breath came out in a gasping rush as she brought her fingers right up to start spreading the lubrication along the man’s shaft and kept doing that until he was fully erect.

His hand pushed on the back of her neck and she gave even more by chasing her first experience of oral. A hot shudder of delirium swept through her when she eased her lips over the head to hold it in her mouth, while she kept stroking along the rest of his thick shaft. She eventually brought her fingers to a stop gripped around the base and closed her eyes as she began to give pleasure with her lips.

Feeling his manhood violate her mouth ignited her own desires and she could sense the pulses of heat between her thighs wetting her panties. The hand on the back of her neck made her give more. She willingly did so until the sound of her gulping breaths filled the air around them as she let the man’s rampant manhood slide all the way to the back of her throat time and again.

The need for air finally made her try to back off, but she wasn’t allowed to at first. The man’s cries grew louder as she continued to give him oral sex, but the sound of his obvious excitement became more hoarse and guttural. A panic took hold when she heard a baying yelp and she fought to drag her head up, so she could get her mouth off the man’s erection.

A look up brought panic. His mouth opened wide to reveal sharper teeth and the pulsing quiver of his muscles made them start to bulge. He staggered back from her and there was no taking her eyes from him.

It was all true. The legend, the map, the elderly man’s instructions. Her eyes opened wide as she watched a supernatural transformation get underway. The man kicked off his breeches to get completely naked before clambering atop the boulder. He rose to his feet then spread his arms wide, as if he was welcoming the dim light that filtered down from the sky onto him. Aileen looked up to the sight of the large, silvery orb now clearly in view in the inky blackness.

“Oh dear Lord, what have I done?” she let out under her breath as she rose to her feet.

***

Taking a step back pressed Aileen against the trunk of the large oak again and there was no tearing her gaze from the mind-boggling sight taking place right in front of her. The man raised his eyes to the sky and she could see his muscles noticeably swelling larger.

He let out a gruff yelp that opened his mouth wide and it slowly stretched out to the shape of a wolf-like muzzle. His pale skin visibly darkened as short, wiry hair sprouted all over and the suddenness with which he dropped to all fours on the boulder made Aileen recoil. She could hear the audible pop of muscles and sinew stretching out as the metamorphosis made his body swell in size, with the contortions of his writhing frame appearing tortuous.

They became more frenetic as the beast inside him came out, with his loud, anguished cries revealing the torment he appeared to be going through. The strain in his body was all too obvious as the change continued unabated until it was no longer a man atop the boulder. That was all too obvious as Aileen continued to stare until the movements finally stilled.

Nothing stirred for a few seconds before the large figure leapt to its feet to stand astride the boulder. The man had been tall before, but looked even bigger now and Aileen rubbed her eyes. She’d literally witnessed him transform into a beast right there in front of her, but she could barely get herself to believe it. Her gaze slid down the powerful, strapping physique of what was now clearly the wolfman of legend and it fixed her gaze on something scarcely credible.

“Oh my god,” she gasped.

She’d been transfixed by the manner in which Edward’s manhood had swelled when she’d taken hold and it had looked huge to her when fully erect. The dildo she’d played with earlier that evening had been bigger still, but even that paled into insignificance compared to what she now stared at.

Even from her position pressed against the oak tree in the silvery light of the full moon, she could see bulging veins standing out on the wolfman’s enormous erection. It stood up menacingly to jut out from its powerful loins and she found herself spellbound by the incredible sight.

“Unreal,” she spluttered and looked up to see dark, beady eyes fixed intently on her.

The memory of something Fiona said earlier that evening flashed through her mind and she said the words quietly under her breath.

“A man, no matter the beast inside, will only want one thing if he sees you like that.”

Well, she’d put herself firmly in the sights of a monstrous legend and was about to find out if her friend’s comment was true. Her hands trembled as she lifted them up to loosen the hook holding the sides of the gown together. The sides parted to put the bare skin of her torso and bra on show. She then stepped away from the oak tree to strike the pose she’d watched herself perform in the mirror and bending her knee put her leg on display as well.

Her breathing quickened as the wolfman watched her performance. There was no reading it’s demeanor, but it didn’t appear aggressive when it leapt down from the boulder. She lowered her gaze submissively as it approached and felt so small in its towering presence. The still of the moment when it came to a stop beside her exploded to action when it shoved her shoulder. She stumbled back, but couldn’t keep her footing and let out a squeal as she crashed down to her butt on the ground.

The wolfman followed immediately and she lay all the way down on the grass as it clambered into place over her on all fours, with its huge head right above hers. Their eyes met and she felt the sharpness of its nails grazing across the smooth skin of her thigh.

“Please,” she groaned as her legs were shoved apart.

The touch of strong fingers between her thighs made her flinch and she gasped for breath as the burst of hot arousal came alive. It was shameless to feel the excitement, but it was being brought out of her by a powerful beast. A glance between their bodies showed the intimidating size of its massive manhood, but the impulse was there in her mind to know what it felt like. She gave in to temptation and heard the sound of the growl when she took hold.

“Oh god,” she groaned.

When he was a man, she’d been able to wrap her fingers around the thickness of his swollen shaft. There was no doing that now and she could feel the virile, pulsing throb of strong arousal as she squeezed. Fingers pushed harder against her panties and she could feel herself being opened up through the material.

The wolfman stayed in place looking down at her face for a few seconds more before it finally shuffled back. That forced her to let go of its erection and her neck muscles strained as she watched it moving into position. Her breathing grew ragged when it came to a stop, with its head over her waist. The graze of its sharp nails played on her naked skin again to make her gasp and she saw its gaze come to hers before sliding back down her body.

“Wait,” she called when it grabbed at the gown.

The last thing she wanted was for the gown to be ripped from her, so she tightened her belly muscles to lift her butt up from the ground. Taking hold of the green material herself, she dragged it up past her waist. She slumped back down when strong hands shoved her legs wide apart and she let out another gasp when the wolfman’s rough tongue swept across her panties.

The taste of her arousal made it lick harder and the rugged caress of its tongue set her thigh muscles quivering. She lifted her butt up from the ground again to drag the gown higher on her slender figure. The strain in her body seemed to make her even more sensitive to the onslaught as she struggled to take the gown off.

When she finally managed it, she slumped back down and tossed the gown aside. That left her in her boots, knickers and bra. She’d never felt more vulnerable in her life as the huge head of the wolfman buried between her thighs, but the craving for its attention was all she could think about.

She’d let Fiona get between her thighs earlier in the evening, but this was so much better. It brought a fantasy to life that she’d masturbated to on so many occasions. This was all too real though and she felt the prickle of wiry hair against the smooth skin of her inner thighs when she closed her legs around the wolfman’s head. It wanted her taste. There was no doubt about that as it licked harder still, but it eventually backed off.

It immediately grabbed hold of her underwear and Aileen squealed as she was dragged across the ground a little before lifting her butt. The breathless exhilaration of the moment brought out more cries as her knickers were ripped from her. They were tossed aside before strong fingers sank into the flesh of her thighs to make her spread them.

Veins stood out on her neck when she lifted her head to watch and the wolfman’s gaze came to hers for a split-second before it ducked down. There was no material between its tongue and her soft, plump mound now and the rough delight of a rugged assault left her shaking uncontrollably.

Memories of being eaten out by Fiona played on her mind as she was given the same by the wolfman. Its long, muscular tongue was a whole new experience though. She could feel the penetration going in so deep and the pleasure ignited muscle contractions that made her hips buck up from the ground. The arching of her back was so tight as the burning heat of arousal lit up her body to make her push towards the licking inside.

The wolfman forced its long tongue deeper, with the roughness of the surface playing on soft, velvety skin to make Aileen cry out as she writhed frantically. Her mouth opened wider as the licking continued and she could already feel the need for a release from the growing tension in her body.

“Please, please,” she cried out as she got a hand on the wolfman’s huge head.

It stayed buried between her slender thighs to hold them spread wide and she couldn’t resist the urges that took hold. Sliding her touch from its head, she got her hand on her belly then eased her fingers lower. She was being shameless, but the need for a touch on her clitoris while a long, prehensile tongue lashed around inside her was overwhelming.

Her body bucked when she pressed fingers on the hot, swollen bud. It made her spine arch tighter and she pushed more eagerly towards the licking as she started to rub. The circular motion of her fingertips brought more pleasure and she started to thrash around on the ground. Louder cries burst from her mouth as the burning tension in her veins took a stronger hold on her until she was so close.

She clamped her lips together to stop the sound of her cries as she grabbed at the wolfman’s head with her free hand and tried to grind against its muzzle. Her body eventually stretched out tautly, with the deep licking inside setting her right on the cusp of orgasm. The pressure felt unbearable as she forced her fingers hard against her clitoris to give herself the final push and her mouth opened wide in a scream that filled the night air when the release came.

Shuddering convulsions engulfed her half-naked body as the wolfman grabbed her hips to hold her on its lapping tongue, while the hot pleasure of the climax tore through her shaking body. She closed her eyes as the feeling that she was about to pass out came over her. It didn’t happen, but a toe-curling elation filled her veins to sweep her up to an exquisite high.

Her body stretched out again in the last throes of orgasm before the sensation melted into more shudders that dropped her back to the ground. She pushed at the wolfman’s head, but it stayed between her thighs and her feet scuffed on the ground as she tried to scramble away from the licking. Its long tongue finally pulled out of her and it shuffled forward on all fours until it was looking down at her face again.

She got her fingers wrapped around its erection, which felt harder than ever. Its gaze bored into hers until she couldn’t look and she closed her eyes tightly as she pulled the tip of its manhood down to rub it on her flushed pussy lips.

“Too big, too big,” she groaned as the thick head entered her.

That was similar to what she called out when Fiona used the dildo on her. The wolfman’s erection was no imitation though. She could feel the hot, pulsing throb inside her and kept her fingers grasped on the engorged shaft. The relaxation of the afterglow made her body feel limp, but she clung on to hard flesh as the swollen head stretched her tight, virgin pussy wider still.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned as the rippling pleasure of the penetration filled her veins.

She tried to squeeze her inner muscles around the thick hardness, but it left her feeling even weaker. The wolfman’s head dropped down, with its muzzle pressing against her ear. She could hear the harsh gasps of its excitement as it pushed harder to make her take more of its thick length.

Her mouth opened wide as it jabbed its hips forward. The feel of its enormous erection fucking deeper into her was so much better than her fantasies and she couldn’t believe just how much she wanted a beast to violate her. She squirmed around as the wolfman began to thrust, but it did so only a few times before pulling out.

“No, please,” she groaned.

It grabbed at her bra, with a strong tug snapping the clasp so it could be taken from her. Fingers grabbed at her bare breasts to dig into her flesh and it set her pulse racing again. The groping lasted only a second before the wolfman rasped its tongue across her naked chest. Her nipples were already swollen to hard beads and the licking sent hot pulses of pleasure through her body.

She wondered just how much of the man was left inside when the beast took control. There must be some because she’d expected the wolfman to do nothing more than throw her down on the ground for breeding when the transformation happened. That wasn’t happening though.

It straddled her chest on its knees then sat down and she could see the immense size of its erection almost in front of her face. She grabbed hold to pull the thick length into her cleavage and strong fingers began to grope her tits again. The wolfman eventually squeezed her breasts around its manhood and she shuddered when it began to thrust into them.

A glance at its face showed its muzzle gaping in pleasure and she got her hands in place to rub her fingertips on the swollen head as the thrusts grew more forceful. The sharpness of its nails dug into her flesh as it squeezed her tits tighter around its manhood and the flutter of pain made Aileen shudder.

“Take me,” she eventually cried out.

It stopped the wolfman’s thrusts and its eyes fixed on her face for a second before it let go of her tits. She waited until it shuffled down her body before spreading her thighs wide to let it get in between. That wasn’t the way it wanted her though and she let out a squeal when it grabbed at her hip to flip her onto her belly.

She clawed at the ground when its muzzle came down to press against her ear. Her eyes closed tightly when a huge hand swept her red locks aside to expose the nape of her neck. The lick on it set her trembling and she dug her fingers into the soft earth when the wolfman’s tongue slid down her spine all the way to her buttocks.

“Oh god,” she let out in a stifled gasp when its tongue slid along the crease of her ass then wiggled in between her cheeks to give her a forbidden touch.

She couldn’t pretend she hadn’t wondered what that would feel like and now she was finding out. Fingers grasped at her buttocks to spread them and she felt licks rasping across her tiny, puckered hole. The touches felt so indecent, but she clenched her muscles to push up and show that she wanted them.

A howl split the air to make her flinch when the wolfman finally straightened up. It grabbed her hips to pull her up onto all fours, but she was quick to drop her head back to the grass. A glance back showed a roused beast moving into place behind her. They were going to mate like animals and it excited her more than she would ever admit to anyone.

The hardness of the wolfman’s erection rubbed against her ass cheeks and she pushed back to grind against it. Her excitement came rushing back when she felt the thick, rounded tip press against her flushed pussy lips. They opened up to the touch and she pressed her mouth against the ground to stifle the sound of her groan as she was entered again.

She could feel the strong, pulsing throb of the wolfman’s shaft as it slid deeper inside her. The memory of Fiona joking about how the dildo would stretch her out like never before came to mind. That had been true. She was feeling something even better now. The hot, hard throbbing flesh of a virile beast was penetrating her so deeply and she shuddered when the wolfman’s muscular loins pressed against her naked cheeks.

She couldn’t quite believe she’d been made to take it all, but the sensation brought back the hot pressure between her thighs. Just how full she felt in that moment was beyond belief. It was better than anything she’d imagined and she felt the prickle of short, wiry hair rubbing against her smooth skin.

The wolfman turned its muzzle up to the full moon above and let out a piercing howl. She was giving it what it wanted and felt the swell of its thick shaft inside her. Its gaze came back down and she could sense its sudden purpose as it tightened its grip on her hips, The strong primal compulsion to pass on its seed took hold of its actions and Aileen let out a groan when it started to mate her.

It was caught up in its own needs and she was now being used for its pleasure. Hard thrusts began to slam against her butt. That fucked its massive erection in so deep and she could feel the intense pressure between her hips as she was taken roughly from behind.

There was no thought for her needs, but she was getting something she craved. The hunger for sex brought out the wolfman’s animal lust and it pumped its hips furiously to ravage tight pussy. Aileen pressed her mouth harder against the ground to stifle the sound of her excitement. The rough way her virginity was being fucked from her by the monster cock of a rampant beast brought her close to another climax.

Its muscular loins slapped against her naked ass harder and harder as it mated her until its excitement finally spilled over to a release. The image of Edward’s spurting erection came to her mind. She wasn’t going to see this time, but the way she was pulled back onto the full, thick, throbbing length of the wolfman’s erection when it let go was even better.

Its muzzle turned up to the sky to let out howls of pleasure as thick bursts of its seed erupted strongly. The grip on Aileen’s hips tightened, but she also pushed back onto the wolfman’s spurting erection as she was given exactly what she wanted. Her head came up and she made no attempt to stifle her cries now as she became a beast’s mate.

She was held on its erection until its heavy balls finally emptied inside her. Even then the throbbing of its arousal didn’t calm down and she writhed around on the full length until it finally pulled out of her. She still wanted more when she turned to see it collapse down on the ground.

Scrambling into place over its waist, she took hold of its slippery erection to bring the head to her gaping pussy and groaned as she slid down to take its thick shaft all the way inside again. She immediately got a hand between her thighs to start fingering her clitoris and closed her eyes while she pleasured herself on its still-hard cock until she brought her excitement to the edge.

Its fingers dug into her breasts at the last second and she opened her eyes to see it watching her intently. Her breath came out in rasping gasps as she writhed around all the more while punishing her clitoris until she climaxed for a second time. On this occasions she was impaled on its long, thick member and she could still feel the throbbing as the pulsing contractions of her muscles gripped around its stiff shaft.

Her breathless excitement came to a shattering high that ripped the strength from her body, but she held herself in place to savor the hot rush of euphoria until it finally began to melt from her body. Shudders engulfed her as she slumped forward onto the wolfman’s muscular torso.

She could feel the throbbing of its erection weakening inside her and realized it wasn’t only the sexual arousal dying away. It made her close her eyes, but she stayed in place as the transformation reversed. By the time she was straddling the man’s naked body, his erection had gone and she was quick to get off him.

She’d survived a meeting with a wolfman in the woods. In fact, she’d done so much more than that. She’d reveled in the meeting and got exactly what she wanted for herself. Searching for her knickers, she put them back on to hold the virile cum of a beast inside her. Whether it did what she hoped, she’d need to wait and see.

There was one thing she was sure of though. Pregnant or not, she’d come back to the woods and stand between the oak tree and boulder to bring out the beast in a man once more. The truth was she’d be dreaming of nothing else until the full moon was high in the sky again.


Redhead Tease

“Hey Elayna,” the pretty girl behind the counter said. “What you doing here? I thought you quit.”

I put a smile on my face as I settled my forearms on the counter to lean forward and there was no missing the way Tanya’s eyes lit up when her gaze fixed on my cleavage. It was a thrill to so easily catch the attention of a pretty girl, so I remained bent over to let her enjoy the sight.

“You heard right,” I said. “I’m here for a one night special only.”

“Does Gus know?” Tanya asked.

“Yup,” I replied. “Checked and cleared with the illustrious owner of the club. Is there a room available for me to get ready.”

“Uh-huh,” Tanya replied and reached beneath the counter. “Room 3 is free. You can use that.”

“Thanks,” I said and held out my hand when I straightened up to let her drop the key in it.

I turned away from the counter and had only take a couple of steps when I heard another comment.

“The boys sure are in for a treat this evening,” Tanya said.

A glance back showed her now lasciviously eyeing my curvy butt and I stood still for a second before shaking my ass a little.

“And the girls,” I teased.

I saw the hint of pink on her cheeks when she looked up from ogling my butt, so gave her a cheeky wink before moving off along the narrow corridor. A year of working at the place previously meant I was intimately familiar with the layout and nothing seemed to have changed since I left.

The sound of loud music came to me when I passed by the entrance to the stage and I couldn’t resist. Stopping, I eased the curtain aside and looked out into the dark interior of the club. There were a few men already dotted around the place, but it would get busier as the evening wore on.

I saw a couple of girls walking around the tables and there was another on the stage strutting her stuff to the music. It brought back memories of my time doing the same. I was about to do it again, but only for one night and only for one man. He didn’t know that yet, but I knew he’d come running when I got in touch.

Thoughts of Brandon brought a smile to my face. It was time to start the game, so I let the curtain fall back across the entrance to the stage and continued walking along the narrow corridor to the set of stairs at the end of it. Climbing them got me to the first floor of the building, where I walked along to Room 3 and used the key to let myself in.

Switching on the light illuminated the dressing table and full length mirror against the opposite wall of the small room. I walked across to them, dropped my bag on the floor and sat on the chair. Leaning forward, I inspected my face in the mirror. I’d put on my makeup before coming to the club and liked what I saw.

“Brandon will like it too,” I let out under my breath and smiled when I got my phone out of my pocket.

Putting it on the dressing table, I got back up to go and lock the door then returned to the seat. This time I didn’t sit down straight away. Instead, I stripped off my top and skirt. It left me standing in a pair of tight pink panties and a pink bra that consisted of not much more than a few silky straps and little, pink roses that barely covered my nipples.

The underwear left a lot of bare skin on show, so I got my phone and stood before the full length mirror to play with my belly button piercing as I took a picture of my reflection. I then sat down to send Brandon a text asking if he liked flowers. A giggle spilled from my lips when I saw the answer that came back was nothing more than a couple of question marks. I had the picture set up already and sent it to him.

Barely a couple of seconds passed before a drooling and flushed face emoji came back and I knew he was mine to have some fun with. The picture had him hooked already and there was no doubt he’d want more. If he played the game the way I imagined he would, the night would end with him getting a lot more than pictures and the thought of that was enough to ignite the flutter of heat between my thighs.

***

The ringing brought a smile to my face, but I made Brandon wait. I knew he wouldn’t hang up and felt the anticipation building until I finally swiped my finger across the screen to answer the call.

“Well, well,” I said in a teasing voice when I saw his handsome face come into view. “What made you call me?”

“Let me see,” he replied.

“I’ve no idea what you mean,” I told him and giggled.

“For fuck’s sake, Eleyna,” he implored. “Please.”

I giggled again. The sound of desperation in his voice was music to my ears. I made him wait a little bit longer before tilting the phone down to give him a flash of the pink underwear then brought the phone back up to my face.

“You like?” I asked, but already knew the answer.

“Where are you?” he asked.

“I’ll give you three guesses,” I told him and pulled the phone away from in front of my face to show more of the surroundings.

There was no reply at first and I could feel the flush of heat between my thighs growing stronger. It was too much to resist, so I slid my free hand down to my panties and my belly muscles fluttered when I brushed fingertips along the outline of my pussy through the pink material.

“Nope, I’m not sure,” Brandon eventually said.

“Well, I’ll let you think about it,” I replied and let out another giggle before hanging up the call.

The tease of the game made my pulse quicken and I leaned back in the seat to spread my legs wider. My breathing grew heavier as I stroked a little harder and the wetness of my excitement started to show on the pink material. It made me hook my fingers under the edge of the pink panties to ease them aside, so I could touch on naked skin and I could feel the slickness of arousal as I eased my fingertips a little inside. My phone ringing again made me let the material slide back into place and I answered right away this time.

“The club,” Brandon said immediately.

“Clever boy,” I praised him cheekily and lifted my free hand to brush fingers against my lips. “So you know I’m going to put on something pretty.”

Nothing was said in reply and I knew I had him captivated. His eyes opened wide as I took a glistening fingertip in my mouth.

“Did you…” he blurted out.

I pulled my hand away from my mouth and smiled.

“You know what performing does to me,” I told him.

“Fuck, fuck,” he cursed.

“Keep your phone close,” I told him. “You might get something nice.”

I hung up again before he got the chance to say anything and knew it would drive him crazy. Closing my eyes, I imagined his cock getting hard in his trousers at the thought of being with me. It turned me on and the idea of what I was about to do excited me even more.

Setting the phone down on the dressing table, I got to my feet to strip off the pink underwear then opened my bag. Reaching inside, I pulled out the little black outfit I intended to wear that evening.

All I put on at first was the lacy black top. It did not much more than cover my shoulders and upper arms. I grabbed the black straps to pull them in front, so I could tie them in a neat bow to hold the top in place. A smile played on my lips again as I looked at my reflection to see the way my pretty red tresses spilled down across the smooth skin of my breasts.

“Just what he likes,” I murmured and was sure Brandon’s eyes would pop out his head when he saw what I was about to show him.

When I sat down, I propped up the phone on the dressing table and adjusted the position to make sure I was fully in view on the screen from my shoulders down to my thighs. Starting the video, I grabbed hold of my naked breasts to squeeze them together and flicked my thumbs across my nipples. The feel of them stiffening under the touch sent a shiver down my spine and I leaned forward.

“Want them, Brandon?” I asked. “Or is this what you’re thinking about?”

I let go of my breasts to trail fingertips down my body. Stopping for a second, I played with my belly piercing and felt my breathing quicken as I stroked lower then spread my thighs to expose myself.

“Maybe you want this,” I said and began to brush my fingertips along my swollen pussy lips.

My hips juddered as the pleasure of masturbating for a lover rippled through me.

“I know you like it,” I said and spread my legs wider still.

It enabled me to slide a finger on either side of my pussy and slowly stretch it open to reveal the pretty, glistening pink of my arousal. When I pulled my hand from between my thighs, I was quick to reach out for my phone to end the video.

A smile played on my lips as I watched it before quickly sending it on its way to Brandon. Things were hotting up and I was in no doubt his cock would be straining for release from his underwear after he watched my first naughty performance of the night.

***

“Oh god,” Brandon said when I answered his call. “You are so fucking bad.”

“Mm-hmm,” I replied breathlessly. “Tell me how much you like it.”

“More than you’ll ever know,” he said. “Don’t stop.”

“I wasn’t intending to,” I told him and giggled. “Show me how much you like first.”

It was Brandon who tilted his phone down now and it was no surprise to see his erection sticking out of the gap in his trousers. The fingers of his free hand were clutched tightly around it and he’d pulled down to roll the foreskin completely off the head. I could see the slick sheen of arousal and it made me slide my hand back between my legs.

“Don’t waste it,” I told him. “I’ve got some nice places you can put that.”

“Let me see,” he groaned.

“What?” I teased and heard the desperation in his voice once more when he replied.

“Please.”

It was a pure thrill to get him so aroused by pictures and video, but I knew how to get him even more excited.

“Do you want to see my tight little cunt again,” I let out in a low rasp and heard the rush of breath coming down the line when he gasped.

I knew that saying the dirty words would make him grip even tighter around his hard cock. The longing to masturbate would fill his mind, but I’d offered him something better. Propping my phone on the dressing table again, I leaned forward.

“You better get down here,” I said. “What I’m about to show you is just the start of the night for me and I’ll need more. A lot more. If you don’t come to me, someone else will get it.”

“Fuck,” Brandon gasped.

It was a lie. I wasn’t going to give it to anyone else, but it was a tease to make him think I would be a bad girl who’d be a slut for anyone. I could sense just how much he wanted me and knew he wasn’t going to miss out on the opportunity I was giving him. Leaning back in the seat, I squirmed around to get comfortable then slung my legs over the arms of the chair to spread my legs indecently wide. The thrill of being so brazenly naughty made me wetter still.

I could hear Brandon masturbating as he watched, but knew he wouldn’t finish. The sounds excited me as I brushed my fingertips slowly along my pussy a few times before stretching it wide to expose myself. As I held myself open, I slipped the fingers of my free hand inside and my back arched as I started to masturbate for a lover to watch.

The excitement of the kinky game was such a turn on and I stroked my fingers in harder and faster. I still needed more, so pulled my hand from between my thighs and reached down to my bag. It took me a few seconds to find what I wanted and I showed it when I lifted it up, so Brandon could clearly see.

The sound of his excited curses came to me as I brandished the rabbit vibrator right in front of the screen. When I sat back, I switched it on and the buzzing filled the room. My muscles tensed when I settled the tip on my flushed pussy lips. They felt so sensitive to the touch and the juddering of my hips was uncontrollable as I slowly slid the toy inside until the little clitoral stimulator was pressed in place.

The vibrations ripped into me and my mouth opened wide as I wriggled around on the seat. I checked to make sure I was still properly in view for Brandon then let little whimpering gasps spill from my lips when I started stroking the vibrator into my wet cunt. My actions were exaggerated for him to watch and the sounds coming back to me showed that he was loving every second of the naughty show.

I clenched my buttocks and pressed the back of my knees down onto the arms of the chair to make my thigh muscles quiver as I fucked myself with the toy. A flush of sweat erupted on my skin and I let out louder cries as I gradually pushed myself closer to losing control.

Brandon urged me on as he watched me masturbating and I drove the thick, buzzing toy in harder still to take myself to the very edge. My back arched tightly in the final seconds. It made me fuck the vibrator all the way inside my pussy and I felt the strong, pulsing contractions of my inner muscles ripple around it.

The clitoral stimulator was what pushed me over the edge. It pressed against my swollen bud, with the vibrations leaving me in convulsions and the building pressure finally erupted to orgasm. I writhed around in the chair as my mind went numb, with the burning pleasure of the climax tearing through me until my excitement hit a peak.

My body stretched out in the last seconds as I was held in the grip of tension, but the moment passed and I slumped down, closed my eyes tightly and gasped for breath. I almost forgot I was being watched until I heard the sound of Brandon telling me I was such a bad girl.

A last shudder swept through me as I eased the toy out, dropped my feet to the floor and leaned forward to get my phone. Bringing it to my face, I brushed my red locks from my sweaty forehead and smiled.

“Let me see,” I said.

Brandon tilted his phone down to show his fingers still tightly clasped around his rigidly erect cock.

“Good boy,” I told him. “Now bring it to me and I’ll let you play with something you like.”

There was no response as I reached down to the bag again and rummaged inside. What I lifted this time made Brandon’s eyes open wide. I already had him, but knew that the thick butt plug would be on his mind when I hung up the call.

***

I stood in front of the mirror and turned from side to side to inspect my reflection. Brushing my fingers through my hair made the red locks fall across the black bra I wore. I then took hold of the little silver heart hanging from my necklace as I fixed my gaze on the way my breasts were squeezed together to create a deep cleavage.

“He’ll like it,” I murmured then looked lower still.

The little black skirt was pretty and I turned a little to see the way the hem barely reached the bottom of my butt cheeks. I moved position some more and eased the the black material up to reveal the black thong I wore. The little strip of material between my rounded cheeks almost covered the end of the butt plug I’d put in. Not quite though and I knew I’d be giving the people in the club a sexy show they’d love when I went on stage.

Tensing my pelvic muscles made my tight asshole grip around the thick body of the plug. It felt so good and sent a shiver down my spine. I knew who else would like it and considered sending Brandon another picture. If he played the game I wanted, he’d see it soon enough though so I decided not to. I’d taken my time getting ready to give him a chance to get to the club and knew he’d turn up.

When I faced the mirror again, I looked down to the black sandals I wore. They left my feet almost uncovered, so my painted toenails were on display. There were probably customers in the club that would get off on that pretty sight and lots more that would love the silky straps of the sandals that wound up my shapely legs all the way to my thighs.

Fuck me shoes a friend had called my sandals and there was every chance that’s would they would be before the end of the night. I certainly didn’t intend to take them off until the game was over. If things worked out as I wanted, they’d be all I wore of the outfit by the time I was finished with Brandon.

I did a twirl and saw the way the skirt flew up to put the thong I wore on show. It was going to get me attention and I could feel the flush of hot arousal coming back between my thighs. There would be no need to masturbate to take away the sensation this time and I’d have something better than a vibrator to play with.

“Move,” I told myself.

Stepping across the room, I let myself out then locked the door. Sliding the key inside my bra, I made my way along the hallway and walked down the stairs. There was no one in sight and it let me get to the stage entrance, without being seen.  Easing the curtain aside got me a look inside and showed me the place was busier. I couldn’t see Brandon in the darkness, but was sure he’d be sitting somewhere thinking about me.

Music was playing, but none of the girls were dancing. I’d timed it perfectly and took a deep breath before moving through the entrance to step onto the stage. Eyes came to me straight away and it reminded me of the time I worked in the place. The attention was something I loved and I could feel the exhilaration taking hold as I sashayed across the stage to the silver pole.

Taking hold, I strutted around it a few times to make my shapely legs stretch out. A glance towards the crowd showed that more eyes were on me. A shiver of excitement slid down my spine as I started to dance to the music, the sensual moves putting my hot curves on show. I eventually strutted to the front of the stage and squatted down.

Putting my hands on my knees, I slowly spread them and could hear the murmur of excitement of the men nearby as I gave them a flash of the tight, black panties before snapping my legs shut again. Straightening up, I moved back to the pole and took a tighter hold as I swung around. It made my skirt fly up like I knew it would to give a flash of my ass cheeks.

The darkness in the club likely covered that I was wearing a butt plug as I kept dancing and swinging around the pole. I could see my show was catching the attention of more of the customers though, with some of them getting close to the front of the stage to get a better view. I decided to give them one.

My hips shimmied and swayed as I made my way right in front of them. It enabled me to look down on their faces and I could see the excitement on them. I squatted down again to spread my knees and kept them open a little longer this time. When I straightened up, I turned to face away from the men and slowly leaned forward to slide my hands down my legs.

Bending over made the material of the skirt ride up, so the watching guys would get a perfect view of my ass. I’d deliberately stood so I was just out of reach and knew that it would drive them crazy that I was so close yet couldn’t be touched. It made me wetter that they were lusting after my body.

My heartbeat raced faster still as I stayed bent over. I could feel the stretch of the strip of material between my buttocks and there was no doubt that the men nearby would be able to see the end of the plug. The flush of arousal made my legs tremble, but I stayed in the same position for a few seconds longer before slowly straightening up and turning.

The excitement on the faces of the men in front of me was all the more obvious and it was thrilling that they couldn’t take their eyes off me. Their gazes followed me every step of the way back to the pole and I grabbed hold to swing fast, so that the skirt billowed up again. The thought came in my head and I couldn’t resist.

A cheer went up that brought more attention to me when I stopped dancing and slid my hands under my skirt to take hold of my panties. The black material came down when I pulled it and I slowly eased it all the way to my ankles. It enabled me to step out of the thong before moving to the front of the stage again and I could see the men were practically drooling when I squatted down.

The calls came for me to spread my knees, but I kept them tightly together. Every gaze was on me as I played the tease out, with the wait going on until I quickly gave a flash of my pussy to the watching men then snapped my legs back together and straightened up. I took a couple of steps back as I looked out into the crowd and eventually spotted what I wanted.

It was perfect timing again as the song I’d been dancing to came to an end. Cries of disappointment rang out as I moved back to the side of the stage. I didn’t leave through the entrance though. Instead, I walked down the stairs to the floor and liked the way I was watched as I strutted through the tables to get to the one I wanted.

“Fancy seeing you here,” I said, with a sweet smile.

I didn’t give Brandon a chance to say a word before dropping on his lap and I let out a giggle when he started to squirm. There was no missing the hardness of his erection as I wriggled around to rub my bottom against it. Slinging my arm around his neck, I got my lips to his ear.

“Did you like my show?” I whispered.

“You’re a bad girl, Elayna,” he replied.

I pushed myself down harder against his erection as I answered.

“Do you want me to show you just how bad?”

I didn’t give him a chance to speak again before rising to my feet. I was aware of the gazes of other men on me as I held out a hand. There was no doubt they’d be jealous when they saw Brandon take it. I pulled hard to help him to his feet and led the way to the back of the stage then on to the stairs leading up to Room 3.

***

The passion flared when I slammed the door shut and my lips crushed onto Brandon’s as we kissed and stumbled our way across the room. He couldn’t keep his hands off me and I felt the excitement of his touch sliding under my skirt to grab my naked ass. I knew what he wanted and there was no surprise when his fingers slipped between my buttocks to play on the end of the plug.

I let out a gasp as I slammed him against the dressing table and our eyes met. The hunger for me I could see in his gaze brought out a breathless giggle and I got my hand to the front of his trousers. His cock was already fully erect and I liked the way he tensed his muscles to push against my hand.

“I see you liked my show,” I teased him.

“You’re such a dirty little exhibitionist, Elayna,” he blurted out.

“Me?” I said sweetly and heard his gasp of breath when I leaned in to nuzzle my lips against his ear. “Did you like the way I showed my tight cunt to those men?”

“Fuck,” Brandon cursed.

I knew he loved that I’d been so bad, but he didn’t come out and say it. He didn’t need to. I groped his erection through his trousers and could feel just how hard he was for me.

“Tell me you love it,” I whispered in his ear.

His fingers slid up my back to tangle in the hair at the nape of my neck and a hard tug dragged my head back.

“You’re such a slut,” he rasped through gritted teeth.

“Want me to show you?” I asked.

There was no chance for him to answer when I forced my head forward to crush my lips onto his again. The grip on my hair was released, with his hand sliding down my back until he got it under the short, black skirt. I liked the way his grip dug into my flesh to spread my cheeks before his fingertips brushed against the end of the plug.

I couldn’t resist the tease, so pulled out of the kiss and ended his touch on my ass by dropping to my knees in front of him. His hands slapped down on the dressing table as he leaned back and I looked up to catch his gaze when I brushed fingertips along the stiff outline of his cock through his trousers.

“Take off your shirt,” I told him.

His fingers scrabbled at the buttons to loosen them and I waited until he removed his shirt before undoing the button and zipper at his crotch. He kicked off his shoes as I started to drag his trousers down to take them from him.

“And what do we have here?” I teased him when I leaned forward to kiss on the bulge stretching out his tight briefs.

There was no response and a glance up showed I was being watched intently as I hooked my fingers under the waistband of the briefs to ease them down. It exposed the swollen head of his erection and I leaned forward to kiss on it as I dragged his underwear lower. When I let go, it slipped to his ankles.

“Is this for me?” I asked when I curled my fingers gently around the base of his thickly swollen shaft.

“Fuck, fuck,” Brandon gasped.

He’d let me get him naked in a matter of seconds and I could see how desperately he wanted me. I kissed on his hard cock again before looking up to give him eye contact as I flickered the tip of my tongue on the underside of the head.

It brought more curses spilling from his lips, but I let go and grabbed at my bag. Pulling it to me, I reached inside and found the little box. Bringing it out, I opened it and took out the cock ring.

“You’re so bad to me,” Brandon gasped.

“You know you like it,” I replied, with a smirk.

I got lube from the bag to pour some on the head of his cock. Stretching out the ring, I eased it onto his erection, with the lube helping it slip all the way down to the base. The sound of his gasp came to me when I let go, so it tightened in place. I then wrapped my fingers around his shaft to feel the intense, pulsing throb of hot blood stiffening it even more.

“Now turn around,” I said when I let go.

“Come on,” Brandon groaned.

“You know you want it,” I told him in a sweet voice. “Don’t lie to me. It’s the only way I’ll let you play with mine.”

Leaning forward, I kissed on the cock ring then slid the tip of my tongue all the way up his erection to the tip.

“Turn around,” I told him again.

Brandon’s face screwed up, but he did as I asked and leaned forward to brace himself. Getting the other butt plug I’d brought, I poured some lube on the tip and heard the groan when I stroked it along the crease of his ass. I then sank my fingers into his flesh and felt the rush of excitement when I saw the puckered hole I exposed.

Touching the tip of the plug on it brought out a gasp from Brandon, but he didn’t move as I pushed harder and leaned in to watch the way I slowly stretched him open until the narrow, rounded end of the toy slipped in. The clench of his muscles was all too obvious as I eased it deeper, with the thick girth stretching his asshole wider.

The sound of his heavy breathing came to me as I eased the plug further in then let go and spanked his ass. He gasped louder as the contractions of his muscles finished the job of taking the toy all the way inside. I spanked his ass again and he spun around to end the punishment.

“My turn,” he said and took hold of my arm to pull me to my feet.

***

The way Brandon manhandled me around to face the seat was a turn on and I willingly let him take control by pushing me forward. I knew what he wanted, so settled my knees on the chair and leaned forward to grab hold of the back. His hands came around my torso to roughly drag down my bra, so my tits spilled free of the black material.

I let out a gasp when his fingers dug into my flesh to grope me roughly, with his hands holding on tightly to cup my breasts as he came right up behind me. It was his lips on my ear now and I heard the harsh rasp of his breath.

“Are you going to show me?” he asked and let out a hushed laugh.

“If you do everything I want,” I told him.

“Oh, I will,” he said.

“Promise,” I demanded and heard the sound of another hushed chuckle in my ear.

“I promise,” he told me.

I got my hands over his to make him maul my tits harder still and rocked my head back when his mouth slid down onto the side of my neck. The caress of his lips sent shivers down my spine as he gave in to the lust. It felt so good and I closed my eyes to enjoy his passion playing out on me.

“Take the bra off,” I eventually said and pulled my hands from over his.

He let go to free up his hands, so he could loosen my bra and I dragged it off. I then loosened the little black skirt to make it slip down to my knees.

“Is that what you want?” I asked and swept my red locks aside to expose the nape of my neck to him.

It got me the kisses I wanted and more shivers trickled down my spine. I was stripped down to my sandals already and I gripped the back of the chair as the touch of Brandon’s lips trailed slowly down my spine. It wasn’t long before he’d dropped to his knees behind me and I gave him what he wanted by letting go of the back of the seat to get my hands to my ass.

“Or is this what you want?” I asked and slowly parted my buttocks to fully expose the end of the butt plug.

Brandon’s lips were on it immediately, with a kiss followed by the tip of his tongue slowly rimming around the end. At the same time, his fingers slipped in between my thighs from behind and I knew he could feel how slick I was with arousal. It made me push against his touch, but it was another sensation that made me bite my lip.

Taking hold of the end of the plug, Brandon eased it out a little to make the wider part of the toy stretch my tight asshole. The shudders of delight it ignited was just too good. I could feel his tongue playing on my naked skin, with the pleasure suddenly laced with pain when he let go and spanked my ass.

“See how you like it,” he joked.

“Do it again,” I told him in a breathless gasp and pulled harder on my buttocks.

I pushed down to grind against his fingers as the plug slid all the way back inside. Just as it did, Brandon’s hand landed again with the sting of pain making my body tense up for a second or two before the rush of elation swept through me.

“Hold them for me,” I urged him and shuffled my knees apart to spread my legs.

He gave me what I wanted by positioning his stiff fingers between my thighs, so I could push down to take them inside. I let go of my ass cheeks to grab at the back of the seat and burning convulsions ripped through me as I started to ride his fingers. His tongue came back onto my naked skin to rim around the end of the plug again.

It made me push down harder to take his stiff fingers knuckle-deep and I could feel my excitement rising towards orgasm as I played. I wanted more than fingers for that, however, and let out a gasp when I finally pulled myself off them. Brandon’s hand eased from between my thighs, so he could get it to his mouth and a glance over my shoulder showed him eagerly licking to taste me.

“Take more,” I said then bumped him back and turned to sit down.

His eyes lit up when he saw me sling my legs over the arms of the chair to spread my legs indecently wide. It was the way I’d let him watch me masturbate when I called him earlier. There was no need to do that now though. His head ducked down to kiss on my pussy and he got fingers to it, so he could spread slick folds of skin.

It opened me up to his tongue and I pushed towards it as he hungrily licked me out. I still wanted more, so got fingers to the top of my pubic mound and sank them into soft flesh to pull up. It exposed my clitoris fully and Brandon’s tongue came to it. Rasping licks teased and tormented me and I got a hand to the back of his head to hold him as I swiveled my hips to grind against him.

His mouth glistened with my arousal when I let him back off. I was desperate to orgasm, but there was a better game to play. It made me shove him back, so I could drop my feet back to the floor. I grabbed his hair to pull him to a kiss that I could taste myself in.

When it ended, I got up. I was wearing nothing but a necklace and a pair of sandals as I stood over Brandon and his eyes roamed over my naked curves. Stepping past him, I squatted down to reach in my bag and held out what I’d got when I straightened up.

“A mask?” he said when he got to his feet.

“Well, I thought you might not want anyone to recognize you,” I replied and curled my fingers around his erection.

The fierce, pulsing throb of arousal showed just what he felt, but that excitement didn’t come out in his voice.

“Oh, no, no, no,” he said when it dawned on him what I wanted.

“You promised you’d do everything I wanted,” I said, with a sweet smile.

His face screwed up, but he didn’t complain when I let go of his hard cock to put the mask on him.

“You know this is fucking crazy right?” he said when he inspected himself in the mirror.

“Uh-huh,” I replied and took hold of his erection again. “But think how jealous those guys will be when they see you balls-deep in my tight cunt.”

I saw the look on his face as I squeezed tighter around his swollen shaft and used the grip to lead him to the door.

***

“We’re going to get in so much trouble,” Brandon said.

“Relax,” I told him as I eased the curtain of the stage entrance aside. “Or maybe you can’t.”

I squeezed my fingers tighter around his stiff shaft. It was as hard as I’d ever felt it. There was no doubt that was down in part to the cock ring and butt plug I’d made him wear, but I was sure he was just as excited as I was at the prospect of what we were about to do.

He’d certainly shown no reluctance to being led down the stairs from Room 3 and we’d managed to get to the stage entrance, without being seen. That was about to change. I could see even more people in the club now. It was their lucky night because they were about to enjoy a lot more than me dancing and teasing them.

I looked to the girl strutting her stuff on stage. It was a pretty sight and I knew Brandon was enjoying it as well when he pushed up against me. The song went on for a little while longer as she gave a seductive performance, but the music finally ended and she walked off stage into the crowd. It set the scene.

“Ready?” I asked.

“No,” Brandon replied and laughed nervously.

“But you’re going to do it, right?” I said and squeezed tighter around his hard cock.

I felt the strong rush of arousal when I stepped through the curtain. A few gazes came to me and it wasn’t long before a murmur went through the crowd. A cute girl in nothing more than a pair of sexy, strappy sandals leading a naked man in a mask by his erection wasn’t expected and it was a thrill to capture the attention of almost everyone.

Taking Brandon across the stage, I let go of his erection and shoved him against the pole. Men starting moving to the front of the stage to get a better view and I strutted around the pole a few times to let them get in position before dropping to my knees.

Brandon’s muscles tightened when I pushed his legs apart, so I could trail fingertips up the inside of his thigh. He let out a gasp when my hand brushed against his balls and I knew his asshole would be squeezing tightly around the butt plug I’d put in him. Looking up got me the sight of his gaze through the mask and I held the eye contact when I slid my hand up to wrap my fingers around his shaft.

The throb of his arousal was so strong, but I knew he’d last. He wouldn’t want to finish the night with a blowjob and neither did I, but it was a good way to show the crowd they were about to get something special. I slowly stroked my fingers up and down Brandon’s full length a couple of times before leaning in.

The murmur of excitement I heard made my heartbeat race faster. A glance to the crowd showed all eyes watching. It’s what I wanted and I kept the attention on me by nuzzling my mouth on the tip of Brandon’s erection. His fingers tangled in my hair, but he didn’t need to do anything.

I willingly slid my lipstick-red lips over the head of his hard cock to hold it in my mouth, while stroking my fingers up and down a few more times. It ended with me gripping tightly around the base to push down on the cock ring and Brandon couldn’t hold in the groan when I began to give him a blowjob.

My movements were slow and deliberate at first and I made sure not to take too much. The sound of calls came to me and it spurred me on to give more. I closed my eyes as I forced my mouth lower to make the tip slide to the back of my throat. It made me gag and I didn’t try to hold in the sound. If anything, I exaggerated it and knew the watching people would like that.

I felt the grip tighten in my hair as I kept my head bobbing. Taking cock so deep in my mouth filled it with spit and I let it come out to spill down onto my naked tits. I quickened the pace to give a really dirty show and made sure there were thick, stringy bubbles of spit stretching out from my lips to the head of Brandon’s erection when I came up for a moment of respite.

I looked up to see the way I was being watched by my lover then set my gaze on the crowd. The hunger for me in their eyes was such a turn on and I knew every one of them was wishing they were Brandon. I kept looking at them as I slid my tongue slowly around my lips to break the strings of spit before leaning in again.

Brandon let out hoarse gasps when I took his hard cock once more. I gave an even sloppier blowjob this time to make sure the dirty sound of it reached the crowd. A shudder ripped through me when I forced my lips lower still and waggled my head to get over my gag reflex. Pulling my hand from around the shaft, I got my mouth all the way to the cock ring to make the thick head slip down my throat.

My nose stayed buried in Brandon’s pubes while I held the deep-throat for as long as I could and my breath came out in a harsh rasp when I finally came back up for air. I immediately grabbed hold of cock to start stroking as I tried to gather myself. It let me feel just how iron-hard it was. The time had come to be even naughtier and I rose to my feet.

Leaning in, I pressed my naked body against Brandon’s. It trapped his slippery, spit-soaked erection against my belly. That let me feel the pulse of his lust as I got my lips to his ear.

“Let me cum first,” I said. “Then you can take it out to finish.”

He knew what I meant. It’s what he liked. That made me giggle as I moved back and grabbed hold of his erection to lead him to the front of the stage.

***

“Lie down,” I urged Brandon.

His nervous gaze came to me, but he gave in to do as I told him. The murmur of excitement was growing to a crescendo and it made me want to give even more of a dirty show.

“Move forward,” I told him and knocked a foot against his leg.

He squirmed around to shuffle down the stage and I heard his curse as I kept him moving until the back of his knees reached the edge. It made his lower legs hang down and put us very much in touching distance of the watching men. That’s exactly what I wanted.

I put a foot on either side of Brandon’s hips to straddle him and saw his gaze come to mine. It wouldn’t be the first time I’d rode his hard cock by a long shot. The position was one of my favorites, but this time I wouldn’t be facing him. I feigned that I was about to drop down and heard the appreciative murmur when I turned around to face the crowd.

“Reverse cowgirl,” someone shouted.

“You like that boys?” I asked when I dropped to my knees facing them.

The closest men were literally a foot away from me and I could see their gazes taking in every inch of my naked body. I sat down on the hardness of Brandon’s erection and squirmed around for a few seconds to make it rub against my pussy before lifting up again.

Reaching between my thighs, I grabbed hold of his cock to make it stand up and rubbed the tip along my pussy lips. My gaze never left the men as they watched. I could see the lust for me in their eyes as I made the thick head of Brandon’s erection slip between my pussy lips.

A man reached out to grab at my tits, with his fingers digging into my flesh. The other men just watched, but when I didn’t protest more reached out to me as I slowly slid all the way down Brandon’s erection to take every hard inch in my pussy. Suddenly, it felt like there were hands everywhere on me.

I knew it was Brandon’s squeezing my luscious ass, but all the other touches were from strangers. A gasp spilled from my lips as my tits were mauled and some of the touches slid lower to get between my thighs. Fingers sank into slick folds of skin to stretch my pussy wider open as I rolled my hips to force myself down harder onto Brandon’s erection.

The men closest were getting a perfect view of how my pussy was being stretched open by a thick shaft. They weren’t just watching though. More started pushing forward to reach out to me as I started to ride cock. I leaned back to press my hands down on Brandon’s belly, so I could start fucking harder.

The squelching sound on my wet cunt driving down onto hard cock could be heard and it excited the men even more. I let them fondle and maul me wherever their wanted and hands fought to try and get to my tits and pussy. It was so slutty, but one of the best feelings of my life as I let myself be used as a fuck toy.

I rocked my hips hard as I kept riding cock to make it ravage my pussy and it took me closer. Fingers dug into my flesh to expose my clitoris and I shuddered as the rubbing touches sparked a stronger arousal. I wanted to finish and lifted myself up a little to keep my weight off Brandon.

He knew what I needed. As soon as I stopped moving, he started to power his butt up from the stage to jackhammer his cock into my needy cunt. I closed my eyes as the kinky game took me all the way, with the tension rising until the hard sex made my orgasm explode to life.

It brought hoarse cries of pleasure spilling from my lips. Brandon continued to ravage my cunt, while every other bit of my body seemed to be under assault from grasping hands. The groping and fondling didn’t stop for a second, even when I finally dropped my weight down to pin Brandon to the floor again.

There was a cry of disappointment from the watching men when I lifted up to make Brandon’s cock pull out of me. He wasn’t complaining though. He scrambled up to his knees to get out from under me. I didn’t let him pull me away from the front of the stage when he forced me on to all fours though.

Dropping my head to the stage, I arched my back to raise my ass higher when he got in position behind me. The clap of his hand spanking on my ass brought a cheer, but it wasn’t only him taking advantage. I was still close enough for the other men to reach out to me and the groping touches returned to my body.

Fingers tangled in my hair to make me look at the men and I could make out their lecherous gazes. Hands latched forcefully onto my tits to grope them, but it was the feel of the butt plug being eased out that made me shudder. It stretched my asshole wider to make my muscles quiver before it came all the way out.

Hands slid under my body and I could feel fingers probing into my dripping pussy as the tip of Brandon’s erection settled against my gaping asshole. The thick head slipped inside and I closed my eyes tightly as I gave myself willingly to a lover and a group of strangers.

The fingers slipped deeper in my pussy and there was no way of even knowing how many of the men were fingering me at once. Brandon thrust forward to drive his hard cock into my asshole and it locked our bodies together. For a few seconds he held his erection deep, but I was giving him something he loved and his lust came out to be unleashed on me.

His thrusts started to slap against my naked cheeks as he went after what he wanted with a hungry passion. It fucked his hard cock into my asshole like he wanted to destroy it and he didn’t hold back as he let himself get caught up in the excitement of the dirty sex show we were putting on.

The way I was being roughly mauled and groped by the other men was going to leave me covered in bruises, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was the sex and Brandon gave it to me hard and fast. His body kept slapping against my cheeks as he pounded my asshole and he didn’t need to worry about holding himself back now. He just went for it to get the relief he craved and I knew he was about to enjoy it when his cock buried deep in my tight hole to lock our bodies together again.

He let out a groan as strong contractions started to pump his cum into my asshole and I could feel every one of the powerful spurts. It left me gasping for breath as his hands on my hips held me in place to take everything. When his climax peaked, he started to thrust again and didn’t stop until his erection lost power.

When he backed off to pull out, I was left in the hands of the other men. I willingly let myself be turned, so that my ass was presented to them. That got both my holes fingered and I could feel the stiff, probing touches plunging in deep. Brandon’s cum spilled from my asshole to slide down onto my pussy and thighs, but that only seemed to heighten the excitement.

I was held in place to be fingered harder and wasn’t even sure how many of the men were taking advantage. It didn’t matter to me in that moment. The fingers fucking deep inside my cunt and asshole felt so, so good as I willingly let myself be violated. The kinky action brought my excitement to another high and I let out whimpering groans as my body succumbed.

The pulsing contractions of my inner muscles gripped around so many fingers as they continued to fuck into me and the moment only came to an end when Brandon grabbed hold to pull me away from the men.

A cheer went up as I rose to my feet on shaky legs. My knees felt weak as I took a last look at the men before Brandon led me to the stage entrance. We threw ourselves through it to get back to the narrow corridor then hurried for the stairs to make our way back up to Room 3.

Brandon slammed the door shut when we were inside and we looked at each other. The passion flared once more as we came together in a breathless kiss and we stumbled across the room to crash into the dressing table. It locked our naked bodies together in an embrace, but the tiredness finally hit and we dropped on the seat, with me sitting on his lap.

“You’re going to get me in so much fucking trouble,” Brandon said.

“Uh-huh,” I replied and giggled. “But think how much fun that trouble will be.”


Redhead Tease 2

The sound of ringing made me sit up from where I was relaxing on the couch. I stretched my arms up to release some of the stiffness in them before reaching for my phone on the coffee table. A frown creased my brow when I didn’t recognize the number. It made me wonder if I should answer, but curiosity got the better of me and I did so. The face that came into view on the screen was someone I knew, someone I’d seen recently. We weren’t exactly friends though.

“Tanya?” I said.

“I hate you, Elayna” she replied and made a face at me.

“And you decided to call out of the blue to tell me this because…”

I left the comment open for her to finish and she did, but not with something I understood.

“You should have told me.”

“Uh…,” I let out and didn’t have to wait too long for her to fill in the blank.

“I heard what you did,” she said.

It dawned on me what she was talking about. My naughty little escapade with Brandon was obviously the talk of the club and the story had been relayed to Tanya.

“And you hate me for that?” I said.

“No, of course not,” she replied. “I hate that you didn’t tell me.”

“Spur of the moment,” I told her, which wasn’t strictly true. The thought of going on stage with Brandon had been lurking at the back of my mind when I entered the club, but I hadn’t been one hundred percent sure I’d go through with it until I did.

“Can’t believe I missed it,” Tanya complained.

It dawned on me why she was annoyed.  I remembered her eyeing up my tits and bum when I first arrived and it was all too clear that she’d liked what she saw. Her phone call to me revealed that working on the reception desk meant she’d missed my performance with Brandon. It seemed she was a little irked at not seeing my tits, bum and everything else being put on full display in a kinky sex show. It gave me an idea for how to have some more fun.

“Aww, poor baby,” I teased her. “How can I make it up to you?”

“You don’t have to…”

“What about if I send you something pretty?” I interrupted.

She was obviously taken aback by my offer and the silence stretched out for a few seconds before she spoke again.

“Like what?”

“Are you working?” I asked.

“Not tonight, no,” she replied.

“Then keep your phone close,” I told her and hung up.

The prickle of heat was already there between my thighs and it grew stronger as I got up to hurry through to my bedroom. I’d been presented with the chance to play another game and was sure Tanya would be up for it when she saw what I sent her.

Going to the cabinet against the wall, I opened the top drawer and searched for what I wanted. When I found everything, I went to put it on the bed and quickly stripped naked. I sat down to take the silky white stockings out of the packet and pulled them on one by one.

The delectable feel of the sheer nylon sliding up my legs gave me shivers and the appearance of the lacy, holdup tops against my bare skin was perfect. I loved putting stockings on and all the more so what I was doing it for someone new. In this case it was a girl, but my mind was already ticking over and I’d decided it wouldn’t be just the two of us if she played along.

I slipped my feet into the ruffled, pink panties and stood to pull them up into place. A tight, white bra completed my outfit. It squeezed my breasts together and left a lot of bare cleavage on show. I then went to put on some makeup, which I finished off with dark red lipstick.

The necklace on the dressing table caught my attention. It was one I liked, so I decided it would be a nice added touch. When I put it on, the long, silver strip hung down into my cleavage and I brushed my fingers along it. Moving to the wardrobe, I turned from side to side as I inspected myself in the mirror on the door. There was no keeping the smile from my face and my voice was sing-song as I kept my gaze on my reflection.

“Hmmm, cute…, cute and sweet.”

The pristine lingerie made me look so innocent although the thoughts in my head were anything but. They were getting decidedly more outrageous as I got my phone then went to sit on the armchair in the corner of the bedroom to prepare myself.

When I started videoing, I put my face in the frame so Tanya would see that first. I played with my red hair as I started to speak the words again that I’d said in front of the mirror. I slowly moved the phone to make the picture slide lower on my body and let fingertips play on my stocking-clad thigh as I spread my legs apart. I left the pretty outfit I wore fully in view for a few seconds before giving a close up of my chest. The video ended on my fingers grasping at my breasts to grope them a little.

A smile played on my lips when I watched what I just filmed. I did look cute and sweet, but there was every chance it would put dirty ideas in Tanya’s head. That was fine with me. I was quick to bring her number up on my phone, so I could send the video.

The second it was gone I felt the tingle of anticipation. It was similar to the evening at the club when I sent Brandon a picture of me in my undies to get things underway. That night ended with a bang. If things worked out as I hoped, I was about to have another fun evening of kinky games.

***

It was no surprise when my phone rang again and a smile played on my lips when I answered Tanya’s call.

“Still hate me?” I asked cheekily.

“No,” she yelled down the line. “I love you. That outfit looks so perfect on your gorgeous curves. You really do look so cute and sweet. Thanks for letting me see the video.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “I’m glad you like it.”

“Are you still wearing the outfit?” Tanya asked.

I pulled the phone away from my face and tilted it a little to give her a flash of my underwear. The sound of her excited squeal come down the line before she spoke.

“You look so beautiful.”

“Did it give you dirty thoughts?” I asked and giggled.

“Shut. Up,” she complained, but her reaction was telling.

“You did take a bit of time calling me back,” I went on to tease her. “Were you doing something nice?”

Her silence was a sign she might have her hand down her panties while she watched the video a few times and the thought of that excited me. I slid my free hand down across the smooth skin of my belly to get it to the waistband of the ruffled, pink panties and wiggled my fingers below the material. There was still no answer from Tanya, so I went on teasing her.

“Were you doing this?” I asked.

I moved the phone down to let her see the movement under the pink material as I rubbed fingertips along my pussy lips. There was no missing the sound of another loud squeal that came down the line and I knew I had her.

I gave her more by letting out a deliberately loud groan to show that I liked that she was watching what I was doing. I kept playing the tease by not really letting her see anything other than the movement of my hand under the panties when I eased fingers between my slick pussy lips to slide them inside.

I tensed my muscles around the penetration as I held my fingers in place for a few seconds and closed my eyes as the quivering pleasure came alive. The glisten of arousal was unmistakable when I eventually pulled my hand from under my panties and there was no doubt Tanya would see it. Bringing the phone back up showed me the excitement on her face and her jaw dropped when I casually started to suck on a fingertip.

“You’re so bad,” she gasped.

“That’s what Brandon told me,” I replied when I released the finger from my mouth. “And look what he got. You heard all about it I’m sure.”

“Yeah, I really wish I’d seen it,” Tanya said. “What I was told sounded so hot.”

“Well, maybe I could get him over here and you could come visit too,” I told her.

I almost laughed out loud at the way her jaw dropped now and it was a few seconds before she spoke.

“You’d really give me a private show.”

“I wouldn’t want you watching,” I said. “You missed out on that at the club, so how about I give you something way better.”

“Like what?” she blurted out eagerly.

I already had the plan set out in my head and saw her face light up when I told her what I wanted to get her involved with. It was no surprise that she was all for it, so I gave her my address and told her to come straight away.

When I hung up, I brought Brandon’s number up on the screen of my phone to call him. It wasn’t too difficult to convince him to come around to my apartment when I gave him a peek of what I was wearing. It would be our first time together since the night at the club and he was all too willing to let himself be enticed into another kinky game.

I told him to come at eight, so that he’d definitely arrive after Tanya although didn’t tell him she’d be here. That would be a nice little surprise to spring on him. A smile played on my lips when I hung up the call. I was bringing things together for what planned to be a spectacular evening and got my hand back under my panties to slide fingers between my thighs. The intimate touch sent shivers down my spine.

“You’re so bad, Elayna,” I told myself and a wide smile spread across my face.

That’s exactly what I intended to be with a handsome man and a pretty girl.

***

The first knock on my door came at seven.

“Perfect,” I let out under my breath as I got up from my bed.

That gave me an hour to play with Tanya before Brandon turned up to join in the fun. I took off my robe to leave me wearing only the outfit I’d put on when I sent her the video. When I reached the door, it occurred to me that it might not be her. I considered going back to get the robe for a nanosecond before just taking the gamble.

It turned out to be the right move and I saw the wide-eyed look of almost disbelief after opening the door to present myself to Tanya. It made me remember arriving at the club when I gave her a flash of my cleavage and she’d ogled my ass when I had turned to walk away from the reception counter. She was about to get more than a flash of me and I stood for a few seconds to let her gaze roam over my curves.

“Come on in,” I eventually said and moved aside.

She took the invitation to step over the threshold and walk inside. The second I closed the door, I shoved her against the wall and leaned in to get my lips on hers. She willingly accepted the kiss and I could feel her melting into it when our bodies pressed together. It was thrilling and I heard her gasp of breath when the embrace ended.

“That was just to thank you for coming,” I said.

“And what now?” she asked.

“Now,” I replied and took hold of her wrist. “We get ready.”

I started walking and let her arm stretch out before I tugged to get her moving. It put her a step behind me and I knew her eyes would be fixed on my ass. A quick glance back when we got in the bedroom showed I was right, but her gaze came up to my face when I turned.

“We’re about the same size,” I said as I eyed her up.

Moving to the cabinet that I’d got my underwear from, I opened the drawer again. I had already put what I wanted on top and picked it up. I then held the black bra, thong and lacy top against my body to let Tanya see.

“This is what I wore for the show at the club,” I said. “Do you like it?”

“It’s gorgeous,” Tanya replied. “Are you going to wear it for Brandon again.”

“No, I’ll be wearing what I already have on,” I told her and smiled.

It took a second for it to dawn on Tanya what I was saying and she let out a nervous laugh.

“You’re really going to let me wear it?” she asked.

“After your shower,” I replied.

Moving across the room, I put the outfit on the bed then went to get a clean towel.

“There,” I said when I returned to Tanya and thrust the towel at her.

When she took it, I turned her around and pushed her across to the bathroom door.

“Just a quick shower now,” I said and spanked her ass.

She let out a squeal as she moved forward then stopped and looked back,

“Go on,” I told her and pushed her again to make her walk into the bathroom.

I then grabbed the handle to pull the door, but left it standing ajar. It let me hear the sounds within. As soon as the shower was turned on, I stripped off my underwear and stockings to put them on the bed. I knew the steam would build up in the cubicle and waited for a few seconds.

When I finally moved, I saw the glass of the cubicle door was steamed up and it covered my entrance to the bathroom. That was exactly what I wanted. I walked across to the shower and Tanya let out a surprised squeal when I slid the door open to step in beside her. Before she had the chance to say a word, I pushed her against the tiles to kiss her. It brought our bodies together again, only this time we were both completely naked with water raining down on us.

I slid my lips lower when I ended the kiss and she tilted her head back to expose more of her neck. It gave me the chance to explore and I worked my hands down the sides of her body to grope her cute curves.

“I can’t believe this,” Tanya gasped as the caress of my lips sent shivers racing down her spine.

“You missed the show, so I thought I’d give you one of your own,” I told her through the kisses.

She pushed back harder against the wall as I worked lower to get my mouth to a nipple. The little pink bud stood out proudly from the darker areola and came even more erect when I got my lips around it to suck. It surrounded me in the sounds of Tanya’s breathless excitement and the cute little groans and whimpers brought out the bad girl inside me.

I sucked harder still before trailing the tip of my tongue across to her other nipple to give it the same love. Tanya’s moans grew louder as I played, but it was time to give her a show and I backed off. She remained motionless as I turned my back to her and leaned forward to slap my hands against the wall. A glance over my shoulder showed that her eyes were already on my naked ass.

“You like it?” I asked and started to roll and shimmy my hips to put my pretty bum on display for her. “You can get a closer look if you want.”

She didn’t need to be told twice and dropped to her knees on the floor. I glanced over my shoulder to see her face almost on my bottom, so kept the sensual movements going before I started to twerk. It gave her the sound of my cheeks slapping together as I flaunted my ass right into her face and knew that I was showing her everything.

When I slowed my movements, I glanced over my shoulder to see her almost mesmerized. It made me push back harder to bump against her face and she looked up.

“You don’t just have to watch,” I told her. “You heard the story of what I did at the club, so you know the kind of things I like.”

The words were barely out of my mouth when Tanya buried her face in my cheeks. Her hands grasped at my hips to hold me and I squirmed and wriggled as her tongue slipped between my buttocks. The wiggling touch on my asshole set my legs trembling and I pushed back.

Tanya’s hands slid onto my ass cheeks and she roughly spread them to expose my asshole completely to the licking. It made my spine arch tightly and I pushed back harder. I wanted the touches, wanted them so badly and it was me groaning now as attention was lavished on my naked body.

I kept one hand pressed against the wall and slid the other one down between my thighs. My breathing grew labored as I stroked fingers along my pussy lips then worked them up to get them to my clit.

“Your fingers,” I gasped. “Use your fingers too.”

Tanya was only too happy to give me what I wanted and I spread my legs wider when her hand came between my thighs from behind. I started circling fingertips on my clitoris as stiff fingers entered my pussy and I tried to squeeze around them as they slid deeper. They were held all the way inside for a few seconds before they began to stroke into me and it set my libido alight.

“Yes, yes,” I groaned as I pushed down to eagerly take stiff fingers fucking hard into me.

Tanya didn’t stop licking, but the tip of her tongue eventually wiggled against my asshole and I could feel it stretching open a little under the pressure. It made me rub my clit harder still as fingers pumped into my wet cunt hard and fast.

I closed my eyes tightly as the kinky shower action built towards a high, with the sound of my loud groans echoing around the tiles. Tanya didn’t let up for a second. I’d given her my body to play with and she was taking full advantage. Her fingers powered in knuckle-deep over and over again as the tip of her tongue wiggled harder to try and slip a little into my asshole until the building arousal was too much for me.

My body stretched out as I was taken to the edge and I tried to hold myself there to enjoy Tanya’s attention, but it was too good. A knot clenched in my belly as I pressed fingertips hard against my clitoris and the quiver in my muscles came to a high that exploded to orgasm.

Tanya fucked her stiff fingers all the way into my wet cunt when my cries rang out. The touch on my asshole felt so sensitive and I tried to push back to it as my inner muscles clenched and pulsed around the deep penetration. It left me shaking and gasping for breath as the hot pleasure held me in its grip until the rush of excitement finally peaked.

“Fuck,” I groaned as the strength drained from my trembling body.

Tanya slow stroked her fingers into my pussy a few more times before easing them out and backing off. I glanced over my shoulder to see her licking my taste from her fingertips and the way she lapped eagerly was a turn on.

“Fuck,” I cursed again and saw her gaze come up to me. “You do that good.”

“Will I get to do it again?” Tanya asked and smirked.

“Definitely,” I replied and turned on shaky legs. “But let’s get you ready for the rest of the evening first.”

***

I slowly wound the long, silky straps of the sandal up Tanya’s shapely leg. It gave me the opportunity to graze fingertips across smooth skin and goosebumps rose on my skin. I could still feel the afterglow of the orgasm I’d enjoyed in my veins, but it was something else I was thinking about when I tied the straps off to finish dressing her.

“What do you think?” I asked.

Tanya said nothing at first as she rose to her feet to move in front of the mirror. I didn’t take my eyes from her for a second. She turned from side to side to inspect her appearance before finally answering.

“It’s gorgeous,” she said. “This is really what you wore on stage at the club.”

“Yeah,” I replied and giggled before going on. “Well, the first time I was on stage I wore it. All I had on the second time was the cute sandals.”

“Awesome,” Tanya murmured almost to herself as she continued to stare at her reflection.

The outfit did look good on her and my eyes dropped to the way the hem of the short, black skirt barely reached the bottom of her pert cheeks. I felt the pulse of arousal returning as I stared, but it wasn’t my pleasure I was thinking about now.

“Nearly ready,” I said and got to my feet.

Tanya turned away from the mirror to look at me as I walked around to the bedside cabinet.

“What else is needed?” she asked.

“I want to know which one you like?” I told her and opened the drawer of the small cabinet.

Reaching inside, I brought out three of the toys I kept stashed there for whenever I was in the mood. Using the dildos on myself always felt amazing. This was going to be better though and I saw Tanya’s eyes open wide when I showed her what I was holding.

“Fucking hell,” she let out.

She moved across the room to stand in front of me and I held the three dildos up.

“Different sizes for different moods,” I joked. “From a little tiddler 5 inches when you want something easy all the way up to the big black 9 inches when you want to fucking destroy yourself. Which one do you like?”

Tanya’s eyes stayed open wide as they flitted between the three toys I held.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“Then there’s really only one way to know for sure,” I replied and saw her gaze come up to mine.

“Oh, no, no, I…”

It was all Tanya got out before I shoved her hard to make her legs knock against the side of the bed. She couldn’t keep her balance and squealed as she sat down. I dropped to my knees on the floor and shoved her legs apart. It let me see the way the tight black material of the thong stretched across her plump mound.

The sight was mouthwatering and I got in between Tanya’s legs quickly to stop her closing them. My fingertips brushing across the bare skin of her thigh made her throw herself back, so her upper body crashed down to the bed. She spread her legs wider to show she was up for what I was about to give her and her gasp of breath was loud when the caress of my fingers grazed across the black material.

“You’re so bad,” she said.

“So people keep telling me,” I replied in an amused voice. “Let’s see you be bad for me and ease that thong aside.”

She got a hand between her spread thighs straight away and I licked my lips as she hooked her fingertips under the edge of the black material to ease it aside. It let me feast my eyes on her shaved pussy and she squirmed when I reached out to stroke fingertips on her bare skin. I could already feel the slick arousal of her excitement and brought my hand to my lips to taste it.

“Little one first, don’t you think?” I teased her and threw the other two dildos on the bed beside her.

She glanced at them for a second before bringing her attention back to the one in my hand.

“Just like an erect man,” I said and lifted the dildo to my mouth to lick around the smooth helmet. “That should be enough lubrication for this one.”

There was no missing the tension taking hold of Tanya’s body when I brought the dildo between her thighs to rub the tip along her pussy. It made her wriggle around and a glance showed me the way she bit her bottom lip.

“Feel good?” I asked and pushed a little harder.

“Yes,” she groaned as her pussy lips easily gave in to the smooth helmet opening her up.

I leaned closer to take in the heady scent of perfume as I made her take more. She pulled harder on the thong to hold it out of the way as she let herself be violated and the judder of her hips grew stronger as the shaft slid deeper in her wet pussy. I kept pushing until she’d taken it all then leaned in to kiss on shaved skin.

The sound of her breathing grew heavier as I got my tongue to her clitoris and flickered soft licks on the little bud to make it swell. Her muscles clenched to lift her butt up, so she could push towards me. I pulled my head back to give myself some room to start stroking the toy into her and her back arched tighter.

“Fuck yes,” she groaned as I pleasured her with the dildo, her writhing movements becoming more pronounced as she let herself get caught up in the excitement of a dirty moment.

I quickened the pace to let her feel the dildo fucking in harder. It made her wetter and I took my chance to lean down and taste when I slid the full length of the toy in her again. The quiver of her thighs was all too obvious as she tried to squeeze herself around the shaft and her body rose up when I backed off then slowly eased the toy out.

“Fuck,” she cursed as she slumped down, but I didn’t give her any chance to relax.

“So that’s the little one,” I said and tossed it on the bed. “Middle size is seven inches.”

Her neck muscles strained as she tried to lift her head to watch when I picked up the second dildo to brandish it.

“Vibrant pink color is a bit garish,” I went on and spat on the tip before using my tongue to spread the lubrication around. “But a nice curved shape to hit the G spot and get the juices really flowing.”

Tanya’s head crashed back down to the covers when I rubbed the tip of the toy on her clit then slowly slid if lower to ease the head inside. It stretched her swollen pussy lips wider and her hips began to twitch and buck while I slowly made her take the full length.

“That’s a good little girl,” I teased her as I eased the dildo in and out a little.

I couldn’t be sure I was getting her G spot, but her whimpering gasps showed she liked the touch inside. My eyes never left the way her pussy lips were opened up to take the thick shaft and I leaned in to get my lips back on her shaved skin. She writhed around as I continued the short, sharp movements of the dildo, but I gave her more when I moved my head back.

I started to fuck more of the curved length into her and her head swung around as the pleasure I gave filled her veins. Fucking her with the toy brought out the bad girl inside me and I made her take it harder. She started to cry out as seven inches plunged in deep, but the sound died away when I finally withdrew the dildo and threw it down on the bed.

“Too big,” Tanya moaned when she saw me pick up the black dildo.

“Uh-huh,” I agreed, with a wicked smile when I saw her gaze come to mine. “Ever had…”

I left the comment hanging in the air, but Tanya didn’t respond to it. Her gaze stayed on me as I reached out to the drawer of the bedside cabinet to get a little tube of lubrication.

“Makes it easier,” I said when I squeezed lube on the thick head of the big toy then used fingers to spread it along the full length of the shaft.

I liked the way Tanya watched and made her wait to build the anticipation. Clasping my fingers on the thick girth of the shaft let her see they didn’t go all the way around. I could feel the pulsing throb of my own inner muscles as I played and knew that she’d be experiencing the same thing.

Veins bulged out on her neck as the strain of trying to hold her head up had an effect, but she finally couldn’t keep watching and closed her eyes as she threw her head back down. The clenching of her buttocks made her ass lift up from the bed when I touched the thick head on her pussy lips.

Her mouth opened wide as she started to let out whimpering gasps, with the spasms of her thigh muscles making them flutter relentlessly as I made her take the head. She started to curse as she felt just how thick the shaft was, but I didn’t stop. I leaned closer to enjoy the sight of her pretty pussy being stretched indecently wide as I slowly eased the toy inside.

The arching of her body grew more taut as the toy plunged deeper still inside her wet cunt until I got her to take every thick inch. The twitching pulse of her hips was unstoppable to make her writhe around and her squeals of pleasure were music to my ears when I got my lips on her clit to suck on the little bud.

“Please, please,” she began to cry, but I didn’t know what she was begging for.

I suspected she didn’t know what she was begging for either, but she kept doing it when I lifted my head. Gripping tighter around the base of the black dildo, I began to stroke it into her pussy and her moans of pure ecstasy surrounded me. That encouraged me to be a little more brutish and I fucked the big toy into her harder.

She didn’t once ask me to stop and that let me play with her hot body. Her writhing movements grew desperate as I made her take the full length time and time again until her body was coated in a sheen of perspiration. Her head swung from side to side to make her pretty, dark hair stick to her sweaty face and I knew she was going to cum when her body arched up so tightly.

I fucked the thick toy all the way inside her and got my mouth back on her clit. Rasping licks were the final push she needed. It brought the tension in her trembling body to a high, with the moment breaking to orgasm as she lost all control.

I kept licking her clit as she squealed and thrashed around on the bed, but she let go of the thong to get her hand to my head. It pushed me away and I watched the sinuous rippling of her belly muscles as her pussy gripped and pulsed around the thick shaft of the dildo. Her hips rose up again as her excitement came to a high and the sound of her low, guttural moans filled the room as she was held in the grip of the climax for a final few seconds.

She slumped down in a heap when the tension left her body and gasped for breath as I gave her the final pleasure of the long dildo slowly easing out. Leaning in, I nuzzled my lips against her spread pussy lips and held myself like that until she got a hand on my head to push me away again.

“Bitch,” she gasped when our eyes met.

“Just showing you how good they are,” I told her and smirked. “So, which one is your favorite?”

The flush of pink on her cheeks was about more than the pleasure she just enjoyed and I knew the answer.

“Big black,” I said and saw her nod her head.

I barely finished saying the words when I heard the knock on the door.

“Well,” I went on and laughed. “Let’s see if Brandon agrees with you.”

***

I stopped at the front door of my apartment, brushing fingers through my hair to make the red tresses spill down across the white bra I wore. Taking a moment to gather myself, I put a smile on my face when I opened the door to put myself on view to Brandon. His quiet curse was a sign that he liked my appearance.

His gaze took in the way the white bra squeezed my breasts together to make a deep cleavage before sliding lower to the pink, ruffled panties. He eventually glanced down at the white, lacy tops of the stockings. A smile was on his face when he looked back up to meet my gaze.

“Now this is my kind of greeting,” he said.

“I wanted to be sweet and cute for you,” I told him as I reached out to grab the collar of his jacket. “And it gets better.”

Pulling him inside, I swung the door shut then slammed him against the wall. My lips were on his before another word was said, with his hands coming around my body to latch onto my ass. He squeezed hard to pull me forward and it locked our bodies together. The passion ignited took my breath and I wondered if he could taste the girl on my lips. Our gazes met again when the kiss ended and I pulled myself out of his grasp.

“You look a little flushed,” he said.

“That’s the effect you have on me,” I shot back with a wink then got my hand to the front of his trousers and let out a hushed laugh when I went on speaking. “I can see the effect I’m having on you.”

I liked how easily I could get him aroused and groped him for a few seconds. When I pulled my hand away from his crotch, I took hold of his wrist and he readily let me lead him along the hallway. He probably expected me to take him in the bedroom, but he said nothing when we passed it by. I didn’t need to look at his face to know he was surprised when I took him in the lounge. It was there to hear in his voice.

“What the fuck!” he let out.

“You recognize Tanya, don’t you?” I said when I let go of his wrist. “She works the reception desk at the club.”

There was no response to that revelation as I crossed the room to Tanya and I saw his gaze flitting between the two of us when I turned around to face him.

“Recognize her pretty outfit?” I asked.

I saw his gaze settle on Tanya and his expression was a picture when it dawned on him that she was wearing the very outfit I had on when I’d met him at the club.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

“Tanya’s upset,” I answered. “She was at the club when we had our fun. Poor girl was working the reception desk and didn’t get to see us, so I told her she could come across here and I’d invite you.”

“And?” Brandon asked.

“And…,” I said. “Tanya liked what we did, but she’s never done anal. I said you’d let her try.”

“Fucking hell,” Brandon let out and brushed his hand through his hair.

His gaze never left us for a second though and a glimpse at his trousers showed the arousal I’d brought alive in the hallway was getting stronger. The tell-tale sign was there to see and I knew how to get him harder.

“We played together while we waited for you to arrive,” I went on and motioned for him to look at something.

Before I’d gone to answer the door, I’d told Tanya to set out the three dildos we’d played with on the sofa and she’d done it. Brandon’s eyes opened wide when he registered that the slick glisten of our arousal was on the thick shafts.

“Which one do you like?” I asked. “We’ll give you a show here first to get you really up for us and maybe let you use a toy when we’re in the bedroom.”

“On who?” he asked.

“That would be telling,” I teased him. “Pick one and you’ll find out.”

He lifted a hand to wipe the back of it across his mouth and it was clear he couldn’t quite believe the game I’d lured him into.

“Black one,” he said when he dropped his hand back by his side.

“Now there’s a fucking surprise,” I said. “Didn’t I tell you he was a pervert, Tanya?”

“He’s cute,” Tanya replied. “Does he like girl-on-girl?”

“Is there any guy that doesn’t?” I said and laughed.

Crossing the room to Brandon, I slapped a hand against his chest to push him back to an armchair. When his legs bumped against it, he dropped down to sit. I sank to my knees and shoved his legs apart before sliding my hands slowly up his thighs. I could feel he was harder when I groped him, but did so for only a second before easing down the zipper of his trousers.

It enabled me to get my hand through the gap and I could feel the throbbing pulse of hot blood when I grabbed hold of his erection to pull it into view. Leaning down, I kissed on the tip and rolled my tongue around it once.

“Enjoy,” I said and got back to my feet.

Tanya came to me, so we were right in front of the armchair when we embraced. The softness of her body pressing against mine felt so delicious and I liked the way her hands came around my body to grab my ass. It’s what Brandon did to me in the hallway and a glance at him showed his fingers already gripped tight around his erection while he watched the way my butt was groped.

I got my lips on Tanya’s and could sense that she was every bit as excited as I was to tease and torment a guy to distraction. It made our lips crush harder together in a hungry kiss. Her tongue slipped into my mouth to tangle with mine and I closed my eyes tightly as I melted into the embrace. She gripped my ass harder to make me gasp when I pulled out of the kiss and we both looked at the way Brandon stroked his cock.

“He likes my ass,” I told Tanya and giggled. “He’ll hate that it’s yours now.”

“I better show it to him them,” she replied.

She was definitely getting into the game and let go of my ass to take a step back.

“Ever seen a girl go down on her?” she asked Brandon.

He simply shook his head and watched as she strutted around me to get behind. A sting of pain erupted when she spanked my ass.

“Down on the carpet,” she barked.

I dropped to my knees then threw myself forward to get my forehead on the carpet. It left my ass sticking up in the air and Tanya sank down behind me.

“Spank her again,” Brandon said.

Tanya didn’t give him what he wanted at first. Instead, she grabbed the ruffled panties to drag them down my legs so she could take them from me. She then loosened my bra and I finished the job of taking it off. It left me in just a pair of pretty white stockings when the spank came.

I forced my mouth down against the carpet to stifle the groan then turned my head to look at Brandon. He was stroking his cock harder and clearly liked what he was seeing. Tanya grabbed hold of my butt to make me flinch. It exposed me to her and Brandon, but she didn’t bury her face between my cheeks like she had in the shower.

Instead, she came close to rim the tip of her tongue around my asshole and there was no doubt she was putting on the show for Brandon’s benefit. His eyes were locked on the dirty sight of my tiny, puckered hole becoming soaked with spit when Tanya started to rasp licks across it.

“More, more,” I groaned and got a hand between my thighs.

Tanya’s thumbs dug into my flesh to stretch my asshole. She then wiggled her tongue harder against it. The pleasure of the touch sent shivers through my body and I started to brush fingertips along my pussy. I gasped when they slipped inside and I started to stroke them in as my body succumbed to the attention being lavished on it by a pretty girl.

I could feel the pressure mounting as Tanya’s tongue continued to wiggle harder. At the same time, she forced her thumbs harder into my flesh to pull on my buttocks. It allowed the tip to slither a little inside and there was no holding in the sound of my whimpering moans.

I fingered myself harder still and looked to see Brandon masturbating more vigorously. He wouldn’t make himself cum though. The prospect of getting more from two pretty girls would make sure he kept himself under control.

Tanya let go of my ass with her right hand as she kept tonguing me and I felt her fingers rub against mine when they came between my thighs. I was so wet that they easily slipped inside my pussy. That didn’t stop me fingering myself, but I could feel hers sliding in and out as well.

“Fuck, fuck,” I let out in a high-pitched gasping squeal as the rough fingering took me closer still.

I wanted the climax so bad and pushed back towards the tongue violating my asshole while fingers started to plunge deep and hard into my tight little cunt. The quiver of my muscles grew stronger to clamp them around the penetration and I kept watching the way Brandon masturbated to the sight of two girls putting on a kinky performance for him.

The clenching pulse of my pelvic muscles was just too much as Tanya’s tongue wiggled a little deeper in my asshole. I fucked my fingers knuckle-deep and held them there as her fingers continued to stroke in and out frantically, with the kinky action taking me to the edge. I tried to hold myself there, but the attention being lavished on me was just too good.

My body tensed when the moment I craved came to life and I let out a loud cry as the orgasm crashed down hard on me. Tanya fucked her fingers in deep beside mine as she kept tormenting my asshole with her tongue and my body was wracked with shuddering convulsions as the pleasure ripped through me.

My mind went numb as the ecstasy came to a high and my body quivered for a few delicious seconds of exquisite bliss. A squeal burst from my lips when Tanya backed off to spank me again, with the stinging pain making my muscles clench for a few seconds before the relaxation hit.

“Fuck,” I gasped and slumped to the floor.

I took only a second of respite before pushing myself up and turning to the sight of Tanya sucking on her sticky fingers. A glance showed Brandon was captivated by the sight and it gave me an idea.

“Want to taste her?” I asked him, but didn’t wait for a response.

I tried to shrug off the weakness in my limbs when I grabbed hold of Tanya, but didn’t have to work hard to get her down on the floor. Getting a knee in between her legs, I shoved them apart. Brandon’s eyes were on me now as I got in position and ducked down to slide my tongue across the black material of the thong.

It was Tanya who got her hand between her thighs to ease the underwear aside, so she could reveal her shaved skin. I leaned in to kiss on it before brushing my fingertips along flushed, puffy lips to get them wet.

“Want to taste her?” I asked again and held out my hand.

Brandon let go of his cock immediately to grab my wrist, so he could pull sticky fingers to his mouth. His eagerness to suck them clean was thrilling, but I pulled them away from him quickly.

Leaning down, I kissed on pussy again and Tanya pulled the thong further aside. Her back arched as I started to lick her then brushed fingers into slick folds of skin to open her up. It was her whimpering now as I forced my tongue in deep. My lips stuck to her skin as I waggled my head to make her groans louder.

I closed my eyes as I shoved my head forward to keep licking her out and the arching of her back made her butt lift up, so she could grind herself against me. It got my tongue and lips soaked and the temptation was too much. A gasp spilled out heavily when I dragged my head up and looked at Brandon.

There was no need to ask if he wanted to taste her this time. He grabbed my hair to pull me to a kiss and I forced my tongue into his mouth. It set his libido on fire and I winced as he held me in the kiss to savor the taste of Tanya’s pussy.

I pulled myself free to duck down again and this time sucked a finger before wiggling it between her ass cheeks. Tanya squirmed and writhed as the slippery touch eased past the tight clenching of her sphincter and the sound of her gasping whimpers erupted again when I got my tongue back inside her.

It was her fingers tangled in my hair now as she started to grind against my mouth again. I forced my finger deeper and could feel the clench and release of her anal muscles. Her grip tightened as she held me in place and I licked her out frantically to help her get all the way. Her asshole tightened around my finger as he butt lifted up and her body started to tremble uncontrollably.

She was in thrall to the touches pleasuring her, but I was sure she was all the more excited at being licked out in front of a watching man. Her movements became more vigorous as her excitement rose to a peak and her body stiffened until she was stretched out tautly. I fucked my tongue in as far as I could while I fingered her asshole and it broke the tension inside her.

Her cry was desperate when the orgasm claimed her and she writhed around as she pushed towards me to revel in the hot pleasure ripping through her body. She arched up as her elation built to a high and I finally pulled my head back to watch her in the last throes of her climax.

Her breath came rushing out when she finally slumped back down and I gave her the last flutters of pleasure by slowly easing my finger out of her asshole. A glance towards Brandon showed his spellbound gaze on us.

“I think she’ll really like trying anal,” I told him, with a smirk.

Getting up, I went to the sofa to get the dildos then returned to help Tanya up onto shaky legs.

“Get naked,” I told Brandon then led Tanya across to the door of the lounge. When there, I looked back. “I’ll shout when we’re ready for you. Come through then.”

I saw him get to his feet to begin stripping, but watched for only a second before leading Tanya out of the room.

***

“OK, we’re ready for you,” I shouted.

I slipped my arm around Tanya’s waist and she did the same to me, so we could stand close together as we waited. The growing sense of anticipation was palpable and it came to a head when we saw Brandon walk into the bedroom. What he clapped eyes on brought him to an abrupt halt and it was a few seconds before he uttered a word.

“Bitch,” he let out. “You tricked me.”

“What?” I replied sweetly and curled my fingers around the five inch dildo jutting out from my groin.

Tanya did the same with the big black nine inches she wore and we both stroked our fingers along the toys that we’d turned into strapons by slotting them through the hole in the harnesses we now wore. Brandon couldn’t pull his eyes from the sight until I spoke again.

“I told you Tanya wanted to try anal.”

“But, I thought…”

“Yeah, I know what you thought, honeybun,” I joked. “But you’re not the only one with a weapon today. You’re not going to disappoint Tanya, are you? It’s her first time with a cock and she’s feeling so empowered.”

I saw his gaze fix on the big black dildo as Tanya kept sliding her fingers along the lubricated toy.

“Too big,” he muttered.

“Well, I gave you the choice when you arrived,” I teased him. “You said you wanted to play with that one.”

His face screwed up as he remembered me asking him to pick one in the lounge.

“Bitch,” he said again.

“Uh-huh,” I replied, with a cheeky smirk. “That’s exactly what you’re going to be. You get off on sticking your big dick in my asshole, so tonight it’s time for me and Tanya to find out what all the fuss is about.”

I walked across to the chair in the corner of the room, sat down then patted my stocking-clad thighs. Brandon lifted a hand to wipe it back and forth across his chin. It was clear he was taken aback by the surprise we’d sprung on him. He’d come in the bedroom expecting anal sex, but not the kind being offered. He wasn’t about to give up the chance that he might get his hard cock in a hole though.

“Come on, bitch,” I teased him and took hold of the dildo I wore. “You know you want it.”

It got him moving to walk across the room. He came to a stop in front of the seat and I grabbed his hips to make him turn, so he was facing away from me.

“Bend over,” I said and cracked a hand on his naked ass.

The sound of his stifled groan was thrilling as he gave in by leaning forward and settling his hands on his knees. I grabbed his buttocks to spread them. My hands were slippery from lubricating the toy and Brandon let out gasps as I rimmed my fingertips around then over his asshole to make sure it was nice and greasy.

“Let’s see you take it,” I ordered when I grabbed hold of his hips to pull him back.

His buttocks clenched when he straightened up, with the strain in his muscles as he tried to move into position making his legs tremble. He started to curse as I grabbed at his ass to part his cheeks and took hold of the dildo with my other hand.

“Yeah,” I said. “I see why you boys like this.”

I brushed the tip of the toy on his asshole and tensed my muscles to push against tight clenching. The slipperiness of the lubrication did its job and I slowly stretched a protesting sphincter until the head of the dildo slipped inside Brandon’s asshole. Taking hold of his hips again, I pulled him down onto my lap until he was sitting on my lap with the full length buried inside him.

“Fuck,” he cursed as he squirmed around.

“No getting comfortable, is there?” I joked when I grabbed the hair at the nape of his neck to yank his head back.

At the same time, I slid my other hand around his waist to take hold of his erection. It let me feel the strong, throbbing pulse of his arousal as I got my lips on his ear.

“Yeah, you fucking like it, bitch,” I told him as I squeezed tighter around his rigid shaft.

“Fuck you,” he replied, but the breathless excitement was there to hear in his voice.

I tensed my muscles to try and push up against his weight and his show of defiance turned to a groan.

“Be nice,” I teased him. “And maybe Tanya will suck your cock. You want that, don’t you?”

There was no response, so I yanked hard on his hair again to jerk his head back.

“Don’t you,?” I said.

“Yes,” Brandon groaned.

“Then be a good boy and suck hers,” I told him and let a hushed laugh spill into his ear. “You’ll want to get it nice and slippery. It’s nearly twice the size of mine.”

I pushed up against his weight once more to let him feel the dildo buried in his asshole and liked the sound of his gulping gasps. It was nerves, but I understood that. Nine inches was fucking enormous and no easy take.

Tangling my fingers tighter in the hair at the back of his head. I pushed him forward and gripped the fingers of my other hand tighter around his erection. The throbbing rush of hot blood seemed stronger than ever as Tanya moved into position to stand right in front of him then slid her fingers to the base of the dildo to hold onto it.

“That’s it,” I said as I forced Brandon’s head forward until he was kissing on the thick head of the black dildo.

Tanya grabbed at his hair too, so we were both controlling him as we made him take the head of the dildo in his mouth. I started to slowly stroke his erection as he gave in to what we wanted. We both encouraged him as he started to work his stretched lips along the shaft. It didn’t take much to get him gagging on cock and he gasped for breath when he forced his head back after only a few seconds.

“Is that the best you can do?” I said and let out a cheeky laugh. “You’re not a very good girl.”

“Fuck off,” Brandon gasped.

“You’re mouth isn’t for talking now,” Tanya said and moved forward.

There was no escape for Brandon as we held his head to make him take cock again. This time Tanya took control and started to rock her hips to fuck the dildo into his mouth. I slid my hand down to the base of his erection and gripped tightly to enjoy the strong throbbing of hard flesh as Tanya got into the game.

She started to throw her hips forward a little harder to drive more of the impressive length into Brandon’s mouth and we both held his head to stop him backing off this time. The sound of his gagging grew louder as Tanya made the tip of the dildo slide all the way to the back of his throat time and time again until thick strings of spit hung from his lips. She finally gave him some respite by pulling back.

“I think he likes it,” I said and let go of his cock.

“Of course he does,” Tanya said and gathered the spit hanging from his lips before gripping the dildo to start stroking it. “Think it’s wet enough?”

“Fuck,” Brandon cursed in a gasp of breath.

“I’ll get him ready for you,” I said and let go of his hair. “Down on all fours, bitch,”

The dildo pulling out when he stood up made his legs tremble and we were on him instantly to get him down to all fours on the floor. I slid down from the chair to get behind him and heard his gasp when the thick head of the black dildo brushed on his lips. It was already back in his mouth before I sank fingers into his buttocks to spread them.

Asshole was there for me to take. I kept Brandon’s taut cheeks spread with one of my hands, so I could get the fingers of the other wrapped around the dildo to guide it into place. I got to watch this time as I violated a boy’s tight asshole and it brought the bad girl out in me again.

As soon as the head was inside, I thrust forward hard to slam against his ass. It gave him the full length and shoved him forward onto the dildo in his mouth. He was ours to play with and we both took the opportunity with relish. I grabbed his hips to start thrusting and there was a massive thrill to roughly pegging him.

The sound of his gulping gasps grew louder as I threw myself forward harder, with Tanya matching my movements to fuck the black dildo into his mouth as he was forced onto it. The pair of us looked at each other and smirked as we gave a willing man a taste of being in the middle of a threesome.

I could feel the base of the harness rubbing against my pussy and knew Tanya would be experiencing the same as we kept roasting Brandon until I finally stopped to leave the dildo buried in his asshole.

“I think he’s ready for you,” I said and heard his groan.

It made me spank his ass and his stifled groans grew louder as Tanya kept jabbing her hips forward. She finally pulled back and stroked her fingers along the slippery, spit-coated dildo right in his face.

“Let’s find out if he can take it,” Tanya said.

“Maybe we should give the poor boy an incentive to bend over for you,” I said.

I eased my hips back to pull the dildo out and spanked his ass again. Getting to my feet, I loosened the harness to slide it down my legs, so I could step out of it. I then kicked it aside and sat down on the chair.

“Do you want this?” I asked and settled my hands on my stocking-clad thighs as I spread my knees apart. “I know you like it.”

A glance back towards me got Brandon scrambling around. He eagerly crawled in between my spread legs and I slumped down in the chair to perch my butt on the very edge. His lips were on me in a flash and I grabbed his hair to hold on as his tongue wiggled in between my swollen pussy lips.

“Yes,” I gasped as my head rocked back to stretch out my neck.

Tanya took her opportunity. She moved right in behind Brandon and took over where I left off. Sinking her fingers into the taut flesh of a buttock, she pulled on it to expose asshole. Her tongue slid around her lips as she guided the bulbous head of the toy into position.

Brandon’s head jerked up as soon as he felt the touch and he looked at me. I could see the nervousness in his gaze and cupped my fingers on his chin. He started to squirm as the pressure on his asshole increased. This was no five inches though.

The black dildo was one I loved using, so I knew just how massive it felt when stretching a hole. Brandon’s mouth opened wide. He started gasping for breath as Tanya pushed forward harder and he let out a groan when his tight asshole succumbed. It turned to the sound of his groans as he was made to take more.

I tightened my grip on his hair to shove his mouth back onto my pussy and started to grind against his lips. There was an excitement to listening to his muffled groans when Tanya grabbed his hips to start really pegging him with nine inches. The jabbing movements of her hips shoved him forward and I felt his tongue enter me.

I clenched my buttocks to lift my ass up a little, so I could smother his mouth with soft flesh and he started to lick me out frantically as he was taken roughly from behind. Tanya didn’t hold back. She started to power forward to ravage his asshole and it forced him onto me.

I shouted encouragement to her and it seemed to spur her on to pump her hips even more vigorously until she finally made him take all nine inches. It locked their bodies together and she gripped his hips tightly to hold herself in place.

“Does that feel good?” I asked when I dragged his head up.

“Fuck you,” he groaned and licked his lips.

“Now there’s an idea,” I replied and looked at Tanya. “Move back a little.”

She held Brandon’s hips to pull him with her and it gave me enough room to slide to the floor. I immediately turned to bend over the chair and put my curvy ass on show.

“Fuck,” Brandon cursed when I reached back to grab hold of a buttock and pulled on it.

I was showing him what he wanted and he shuffled forward on all fours. The black dildo stayed buried in his asshole when he rubbed the head of his erection on my pussy lips. I groaned when I felt it enter me and pushed back hard to take it all.

Tanya tightened her grip on his hips to make him take all nine inches again and the dildo stayed buried in his asshole. I settled my hands on the chair as I began to rock my body to force myself back onto hard cock, with my rounded cheeks slapping against Brandon’s groin.

He eventually pushed forward to pin me against the chair, but all that did was set him up and Tanya took full advantage. I could feel the strong throbbing of his erection deep inside me as his asshole was ravaged by the big black dildo again. It was so good, but I wanted more and chased it.

“Get him on the bed,” I urged.

Tanya forced herself forward to make the base of the harness grind against her pussy and it kept the three of us trapped in place for a few seconds longer. She finally moved back to ease the dildo out and I bumped against Brandon to make him pull out of me. Rising to my feet, I grabbed his arm to make him get up then led him across to the bed.

Shoving him in the chest knocked him down onto the covers and he scrambled all the way onto them on his back. I was over him before he’d even settled and got myself in place over his waist. His gaze came to mine when I grabbed hold of his erection to hold it, so I could impale myself on it.

A shudder ripped through me as I slid down the full length to take it deep inside my pussy and it was no surprise when Brandon’s hands came to my ass. He pulled on my cheeks to spread them like I knew he would and a wicked smile played on his lips.

“Let’s see how you fucking like it,” he growled before looking past me to Tanya. “Your chance to take her like I did in the club.”

Tanya wasn’t about to miss out on that opportunity. She got on the bed to straddle Brandon’s legs and it put her right behind me. A shove on my shoulder made me lean forward to slap my hands down on a muscular torso.

“Can you take nine?” Brandon asked when our eyes met.

He pulled harder on my buttocks and I shuddered when the tip of the dildo rubbed against my exposed asshole. My pussy was filled with hard cock and I could feel the squeeze of my muscles pulsing around the hardness as the pressure increased. It was my mouth open wide now as Tanya pushed harder to stretch my tight hole open until the thick head of the black dildo entered me.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

It felt so uncomfortably delicious to have my asshole stretched indecently while I was also filled with cock. I pushed my hands down harder on Brandon’s torso and he held onto my ass when I started to slowly roll my hips.

Tanya kept pushing forward to make me take more, with the double penetration setting my body on fire. Brandon’s hands came to my hips and I knew what he wanted. He tensed his muscles to make his erection strain inside me as I started to ride him.

I felt Tanya’s hands latch onto my hips too and she started trying to fuck the dildo into my asshole while I bounced on cock. It made me take more of the thick toy until every inch of it was buried inside my asshole. Being trapped between two kinky lovers was just what I wanted and I closed my eyes as I let them both use me.

It built the pressure and in the last seconds, I held myself up just above Brandon. I knew what he would give me and he didn’t disappoint. His excitement came out as he started to power up from the bed. Tanya started thrusting too and I closed my eyes as I let myself be ragdolled. The frantic action ravaged my pussy and asshole until it was just too much for me.

I still held myself up as Brandon’s body slammed up between my spread thighs and I waited until I heard his desperate groan before dropping down to pin him to the bed. He bucked hard as he started to cum inside me and I got fingers to my clit.

Tanya continued to fuck my asshole while I roughly rubbed my clitoris to spark a climax. She pushed in deep when I let out a gasping scream and suddenly my asshole and pussy were filled full as I lost control. The hot pleasure of the orgasm left me writhing around on a hard cock unloading thick spurts of cum in my pussy.

Brandon slowly rose up as the pleasure of the strong release filled his body with tension and he gasped when he slumped back down. I dropped down on him as my excitement peaked, with the hot spasms of my inner muscles around a deep double penetration leaving me harshly gasping for breath.

A shudder ripped through me when the tension melted from my body and I slumped forward. Brandon grabbed my hair to pull me to a kiss and I only ended it when I felt Tanya pull back to drag the dildo out of my asshole.

I rolled off Brandon and looked at Tanya when I spread my legs wide. Her gaze went to the trickles of white spilling from my ravaged pussy and I didn’t need to say a word. She dragged off the harness then got in position to kiss on the sticky mess between my thighs.

Her tongue entered me and I grabbed her hair to force myself against her while she licked out my cum-filled pussy. When her head came up, I pulled on her hair to make her crawl up my body and lapped at the sticky white on her lips. She kissed me, with her wriggling tongue slipping into my mouth and I eagerly sucked it as I got a hand between her thighs.

We were giving Brandon another show and kissed deeply to share his cum. I got my fingers into pussy and felt Tanya start to squirm around as she forced herself onto them. All I had to do was hold them for her and her movements grew more aggressive as she used them to get herself close.

Her head jerked up when the moment came and I fucked my stiff fingers all the way inside her wet cunt to feel the quiver of her muscles. The sound of her curses filled the room as she got her orgasm and she pushed hard onto my fingers to hold them deep when I pulled her down to another kiss. I held her in it while she writhed around on top of me and her gasp was loud when she finally rolled off.

“You two are dirty fuckers,” she said in a gasping voice and laughed.

“Takes one to know one,” I shot back and couldn’t resist the tease when I looked at Brandon. “How’s your tight little hole?”

“I’ll remember to be more careful the next time you tell me a girl wants anal,” he replied.

“No you won’t,” I said. “You know you’ll give me everything I want anytime I tease you.”


Redhead Tease 3

I put a finger to my lips to shush the two girls sitting opposite me and waited for them to quieten down before dialing the number. Whether they would stay silent was another matter. We’d all had a little too much wine and it was the alcohol that really fueled the idea. Our intention had always been to have some fun, but the way we were going to do it came together as we drank.

The ringing went on longer than I wanted, but the call was finally answered. I turned my attention from two pretty girls to the phone in my hand and put a smile on my face.

“Hey, Brandon,” I said when his face appeared on the screen. “How are you?”

“Fine,” he replied. “Something you wanted?”

I lifted a hand to twist a red strand of hair around a finger and my smile grew wider.

“Just feeling a little lonely and need some company,” I told him. “I’ll put on something nice if you come around to see me.”

“Oh, yeah,” he said and laughed. “Like what exactly.”

“Like this,” I told him and pulled the phone away from my face to show more of myself.

It revealed to him that I was wearing nothing more than a skimpy, gold bikini and a silver necklace that hung down into my cleavage. The outfit didn’t cover much and put a lot of bare skin on show. I gave him a nicer sight by sliding forward on the armchair to get my butt perched right on the edge then spreading my legs. The sound of his curse coming down the line made me giggle.

“Do you like me in it?” I asked.

“What do you think?” he shot back.

“Well, why don’t you come here and take a closer look,” I teased him and let the fingers of my free hand rest on the gold material of the bikini bottoms. “Might not stay in it all night, you know.”

“Oh god, let me see,” he begged. “Right now, let me see.”

“Promise you’ll come visit me then,” I told him.’

“Yup, done, I’ll come straight away,” he spat out and I could already hear the hoarse excitement in his voice. “Just give me a little glimpse.”

I glanced across the coffee table to the two girls and it was a thrill to have them fixated on me too. It made me squirm around a little as I made everyone wait before hooking my fingers under the edge of the bikini bottoms to slowly ease the material aside. Exposing myself so crudely to watching eyes had the usual effect and I could feel the tingle of arousal taking hold.

“Shaved it for you,” I said and held the phone between my spread legs.

Letting Brandon and the two girls ogle me for a few seconds was a delicious tease that made my belly muscles flutter and clench, but I took the sight from them by easing the material back into place to cover myself up.

“Don’t be too long now,” I told Brandon when I brought the phone back up to my face, so I could blow him a kiss.

“On my way,” he said.

I blew him another kiss before hanging up the call and looked across the coffee table again.

“You’re such a dirty little tease,” Tanya said in a laughing voice. “All you have to do is give the poor boy a flash of your bits and he comes running like a lovesick puppy.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. “He’s the perfect guy. Every girl should have a Brandon in their life.”

“And you’ll just happily share him with us?” Kelly asked.

“Well, I don’t want to be selfish,” I joked and let my gaze slide over her shapely figure.

She had curves to die for and it was no surprise that she worked as a dancer at the club. Not that I really knew her. It was Tanya who’d extended the invitation. Kelly seemed only too keen to get involved in the games I played though. Coming up with the plan while we drank the wine had been fun and my call to Brandon had set the ball rolling.

“How long until he gets here?” Kelly asked and I saw her gaze slide between my still-spread legs.

I made no attempt to close them when I answered her question.

“Probably around thirty minutes or so.”

“So,” Kelly went on and finished her drink before putting the empty glass down. “What should we do until he arrives?”

I slid my free hand between my legs again to let my fingers brush across the stretched material of the bikini bottoms.

“Well, we’ll need to be really wet to play our game,” I said and laughed.

I saw the look that passed between Tanya and Kelly. It showed we weren’t going to wait for a man to turn up before getting the evening’s fun underway. I loved the way I so easily caught their full attention when I eased the gold material aside to put my smooth, shaved skin on show to them again.

***

Tanya and Kelly didn’t so much come around the coffee table as shove it aside to get to me. Their eagerness to lay hands on my body made me squirm around and I got my butt perched right on the edge of the seat when they dropped to their knees on the floor in front of me. The twitching quiver of my thigh muscles felt delicious when hands grabbed at my knees.

My legs were already spread, but it seemed the two girls wanted them parted indecently wide. I wasn’t about to stop them and readily gave in. It left me completely exposed as they trailed their fingertips up the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. They both leaned forward and it was a thrill to feel their fingers brushing into my hair, so they could turn my head to one kiss after another.

I willingly gave in to the attention. It was thrilling to be the center of attention for two pretty girls. The rushing pulse of my heartbeat grew stronger as hands slid right up between my thighs. It wasn’t my fingers brushing on the gold material of the bikini bottoms now and I pushed against the touches.

The kisses we shared grew more passionate to take my breath and tongues began to slip into my mouth to tangle with mine. I squirmed around all the more when fingertips slid under the bikini bottoms and I groaned as intimate touches made my skin flush. Kelly brought the last kiss to an end and slid her lips to my ear.

“We have to thank you for getting us a man to play with,” she joked and the sound of her hushed laugh in my ear sent shivers racing down my spine.

The hands pulled out from under my panties to grab at the bikini top and it made my tits spill free. Tanya was on them instantly, with her lips brushing across a stiff nipple before she took it in her mouth. Kelly’s lips came back to mine and the kiss trapped my head against the back of the chair.

I couldn’t keep still and my breath came rasping out when the kiss with Kelly ended. My neck stretched out as I pushed my head back harder and there was no holding in the groans when lips slid across the sensitive skin of my throat. My muscles clenched and pulsed, with the ache between my thighs making me wetter.

Kelly kissed lower until both my nipples were being sucked at the same time. I looked down to the way the stiff, little buds were stretched out when lips pulled on them. It felt so good. Fingers hooked under the edge of the bikini bottoms to drag the gold material aside and the touches that began to graze across my shaved skin set my mind on fire.

“Suck on this,” Kelly said when she pulled her mouth off my nipple.

Her hand came from between my thighs and I eagerly took the fingers that appeared in front of my face into my mouth to suck on them. I could taste myself on them and made sure they were well coated in spit before I let go.

My head banged back against the chair when I felt the slippery caress of fingertips brushing down my pussy lips and not stopping until they found my tight little hole. I cursed hard, but wanted the touch and pushed towards it.

“Help me,” Kelly said and giggled.

Tanya let go of my nipple to look down and a smile played on her lips as she watched the pulsing clench of my asshole trying to resist. She sucked on her fingers to get them soaking then got them beside Kelly’s.

Suddenly, there were two girls playing with my asshole and my mouth opened wide to let out squealing gasps as they made my tiny, puckered hole stretch. The way fingers entered me made my hips judder and my cries grew louder as the dirty pleasure of the stiff penetration left me shaking.

Lips got to my nipples again to suck on them before both girls started kissing lower. I felt so disheveled, with the skimpy bikini pulled aside to expose me completely to the lust of two horny girls. Their kisses slid across my belly, with their free hands pressing on my inner thighs to spread them even wider.

Closing my eyes, I listened to their giggling glee as their heads got right between my thighs. I didn’t even know which of them licked along my pussy lips first and it made me feel like a little slut that I was giving myself so easily. That just excited me more though and I pushed towards an exploring tongue.

Whimpers spilled from my lips as slippery fingers played together while slipping deeper in my asshole. The protesting of my muscles brought stronger spasms and I had to look. It got me the sight of one tongue after another sweeping along my pussy lips as two girls eagerly shared me.

When their heads moved back, their free hands clapped on the very top of my thighs and they worked together with their thumbs to expose the slick glisten of arousal on pretty pink skin. It wasn’t only my legs spread indecently wide now. Touches dug deeper into my flesh to open up my pussy and I groaned when the girls went after the taste.

My back arched as licks began to rasp across my sensitive skin. It made my buttocks clench, which only made me all the more aware of the stiff fingers violating my asshole. The pulsing spasms on my muscles gripped around the penetration as lapping tongues swept up my pussy to rasp across my clit.

“Please, please,” I groaned.

The heads pulled from between my thighs, but I wasn’t complaining as I watched a hungry kiss between two girls, whose lips were sticky with my arousal. It seemed to excite them all the more and they were back on me in a flash when their mouths parted. I pushed towards the licking as thumbs spread me indecently again.

I could feel the hot pressure rising when Kelly’s tongue slipped inside my wet cunt and wiggled hard. Tanya got her lips around my clit to suck on the little bud and the pair of them teased and tormented me relentlessly. Their fingers started to stroke into my asshole as they shared my pussy and kept kissing each other.

My body stretched out as I pushed back harder in the chair and it felt like a delicious torture when fingers dug harder into my flesh to fully expose my swollen clitoris to one rasping lick after another. I closed my eyes and didn’t even know whose fingers entered my pussy. All I could feel was the way they stroked in deep as licks kept playing on my clit.

The grip of tension took a stronger hold on my body as the kinky play pushed me closer to losing control. Both girls knew exactly what buttons to press to set my world alight and they worked together to bring me right to the edge. I groaned when fingers plunged knuckle-deep in my asshole, with my buttocks clenching to make my anal muscles grip around the penetration.

Fingers kept fucking into my pussy, while rougher licks played on my clitoris and my body started to shake as I edged a climax. It brought out more of my cries as I teetered so close to losing control.

The fingers came out of my pussy, so Kelly’s tongue could slide back in deep. A thumb flicked hard across my clit as I was licked out frantically and I pushed towards the touches deep inside my holes.

Kelly’s lips stuck to my shaved skin as the wriggling, lapping caress of her tongue on my slick, velvety inner skin drove me wild. I got my hand on the back of her head to pull on it as I pushed towards the licking inside and there was finally no holding back. My mouth opened wide in the last seconds as the tension peaked and a moment of exquisite still broke to a burning orgasm.

The pulsing contractions of my inner muscles rippled around the penetration of fingers as I pulled harder on Kelly’s head to keep her tongue buried deep in my pussy, so I could orgasm on it. Tanya kept flicking her thumb over my clit before she leaned in to start licking the swollen bud again.

It built the hot elation to a high that made me scream in delight and I writhed and squirmed on fingers and tongues until the moment finally passed to make me slump down in a sweaty heap. I trembled as fingers slowly eased out of my asshole to give last flutters of pleasure and I finally released my grip on Kelly’s head to let her back off.

It got me a sight of two girls hungrily kissing to share the taste of my pussy and I gasped for breath as I watched. The embrace finally ended and their gazes came to the way I lay slumped across the armchair.

“You owe us,” Kelly teased and licked her lips.

“I always pay what I owe,” I shot back.

“I’ll vouch for that,” Tanya said and laughed. “This is just the start of the night’s fun.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. “Brandon is coming to play and you can have all the fun you want with him when I get him naked.”

***

I’d barely regained my composure when the knock on the door came. The coffee table was back in place, so I reached out to pick up my glass and emptied it of wine. When I rose to my feet, I put my finger to my lips to indicate to the two girls sitting on the sofa to remain silent.

“I’ll say it’s time to have some fun loudly,” I told them quietly. “When you hear that come through to the bedroom.”

They nodded to show they understood before I walked out of the lounge. A smile played on my lips when I heard the sound of another knock as I moved along the hallway. When I reached the door, I checked my appearance in the wall mirror. The pretty, gold bikini didn’t look so disheveled now, but I knew it would again before the evening ended. If I was still wearing it at all, that was. I waited until I heard a third knock before opening the door.

“So impatient,” I said with a smile. “Is it hard already or something?”

“Fuck, fuck,” Brandon let out when I dropped to my knees before him.

He looked either way, but there was no one in sight. That didn’t mean one of the neighbors or a visitor wouldn’t appear and I knew I was taking a risk. Getting on my knees had been spur of the moment, but the danger of being caught excited me and I reached out.

My hand pressed on Brandon’s crotch before he caught my wrist, but he didn’t pull my hand away when I groped him though his trousers to start bringing him erect. He looked either way again, but the hallway of the building was deserted.

“Here?” he let out in a gasping voice.

“Can’t wait,” I told him and got my fingers to the zipper. “I need it right now.”

“Ah, for fuck’s sake,” Brandon hissed, but didn’t do anything to stop me.

Getting the zipper down allowed me to force my hand through the gap in Brandon’s trousers and I felt the delicious swell of arousal when I got my fingers wrapped around his cock.

“You do like me,” I teased him when I looked up.

I could see the nervousness on his face and could feel it myself. That didn’t make me stop though. Gripping tighter, I pulled his growing erection into view and leaned forward to kiss on the head.

“Your neighbors,” Brandon said.

I let out a quiet giggle as I flickered the tip of my tongue on the underside of the slick glans and looked up.

“Won’t they get a surprise,” I said. “Finding out that the polite, pretty redhead next door can be a dirty little slut when the mood takes her.”

I took the head of Brandon’s stiffening cock in my mouth and closed my eyes while I gently sucked to enjoy the swell of arousal bringing him fully erect. The sound of footsteps coming up the staircase brought the moment to an end. I was quick to scramble to my feet and grabbed the lapel of Brandon’s jacket to drag him inside the apartment.

I closed the door then shoved him hard against the wall before kissing him. At the same time, I wrapped my fingers around his erection to slowly stroke it and the hot pulse of arousal sent shivers down my spine. His breath came out in a gasp when my lips slid to his ear.

“I fucking need it so bad,” I whispered in his ear. “My cunt is aching for cock, so let me do whatever I want.”

“Yes,” he said and pushed towards me as I kept stroking his erection.

“Promise,” I teased him.

“Fuck off,” he said. “You know I’ll do whatever you want.”

“That’s so sweet,” I said, with a giggle and backed off.

Tightening my grip on his erection, I led him along the hallway and glanced back when I reached the bedroom door. I saw he was looking along to the lounge and guessed he was thinking about the last time he visited the apartment.

“The bedroom tonight,” I said and used the grip on his erection to lead him through the door.

“Oh you bitch,” he said when he saw what I’d already set out on the bed.

“What?” I asked sweetly and let go of his cock to walk across the room.

I reached down to pick up the two pairs of handcuffs and let them dangle from my forefingers. Brandon’s gaze flitted between them before coming up to my face.

“One for me and one for you?” he asked.

“Guess again,” I answered and laughed before throwing the cuffs down on the covers.

I crooked a forefinger in a beckoning gesture and saw his gaze slide over my curves as he came to me.

“Just relax,” I said as I took hold of his coat to push it off his shoulders. “Don’t boys have dirty dreams of being tied up by a bad girl?”

He said nothing as I removed his coat then carried on stripping him until he was standing naked before me.

“Mmm…, look at you,” I said when I dropped down to sit on the side of the bed.

Brandon’s hand latched onto my tits to grope them as I took hold of his erection and leaned forward. There was no chance of being disturbed now and I glanced up to give him eye contact as I rolled my tongue around the slick head.

He groaned when I took his cock in my mouth again. His fingers dug into my flesh as he kept groping my tits, but his hand pulled away when I started to bob my head. It let more of his erection slide into my mouth while I gave him oral and I eventually clamped my lips tightly around his shaft around halfway down. When I came up, I brushed my fingertips on the red lipstick ring.

“Time to play a game,” I said. “Let me tie you up and I’ll see how far down I can get a lipstick ring.”

I rose to my feet before he could reply, so I could pull him to a kiss. It trapped his erection against my belly and I could feel the fierce pulse of his arousal. His hands slipped around my waist onto my lower back then slowly slid down to ease under the gold material of the bikini bottoms. That made my head jerk back to let out a gasp when his fingers pulled on my cheeks to part them, so he could brush touches on my asshole.

“If you want that pretty hole, you have to play along,” I told him and stepped back to make his hands pull out from under the gold material. “Get on the bed.”

I grabbed his arm to pull him around, so his back was to the bed then shoved him hard in the chest. It made him sit and I felt the thrill of him giving in to what I wanted. When he was lying down, I got over him to straddle his waist and sat down to grind the bikini bottoms against the hardness of his erection. At the same time, I picked up the two pairs of cuffs.

“Hands,” I said.

He tentatively raised them and I snapped the end of one pair of cuffs around his right wrist then the end of the other pair around his left.

“Now reach up towards the headboard,” I ordered.

“Fuck,” Brandon let out, but he complied.

I threw myself to all fours over him, with my tits right above his face. His head came up, so he could kiss on the bikini top while I secured the other ends of the cuffs to bars on the decorative, metal headboard. It left him tied up and trapped in place.

“See,” I said when I straddled his waist again. “Doesn’t that feel so sexy?”

He looked to the headboard as he pulled against the cuffs, but there was no escape for him. His gaze came to me when I started grinding down onto his erection again and his muscles tensed as he tried to push up.

“Couple of more things,” I told him and moved to the side of the bed.

Opening the drawer of the bedside cabinet, I pulled out the box with the cock ring and a tube of lube.

“Just need to get you really hard,” I said.

He squirmed around when I squeezed some of the flavored lube on the tip of his erection then used my fingers to work it along his shaft. His back arched as I began easing the cock ring over the swollen head and his breath came out in heavy gasps when I got it all the way to the base. It tightened in place when I let go and I grabbed hold of his erect manhood to squeeze tightly.

“And this too,” I said and pulled my hand away.

I leaned over to the drawer again and put a smile on my face when I got the blindfold out to show it.

“You won’t see what’s coming,” I said. “Makes it much more titillating.”

“Ah, come on,” he groaned, but there was nothing he could do.

I straddled his face and spread my legs wide when I lowered myself to let him kiss the bikini bottoms for a few seconds before sliding the blindfold around his head.

“Can you see?” I asked when I got the black material over his eyes.

“No, I can’t see,” he replied.

“Perfect,” I said and raised my voice to make sure the girls heard me. “It’s time to have some fun.”

***

For the third time that evening, I put a finger to my lips to indicate that Kelly and Tanya shouldn’t make a noise when they stepped through the bedroom door in just their underwear. By the look of their tousled hair, they’d been having some quiet fun of their own in the lounge. Their minds were on something else now though.

They had eyes for only the naked man tied down and blindfolded as they moved to opposite sides of the bed and dropped down to their knees. There was no missing the excitement on their faces. It infected me, so I got the games started be leaning down to a kiss. At the same time, I settled my hand on Brandon’s chest and he squirmed around as I trailed my fingertips down across his belly.

When the touch was almost at his crotch, I lifted my hand. It wasn’t me who took hold of his erection to make it stand up though. Kelly did that and the smile on her face was wide as she slowly stroked her fingers up and down. Brandon was oblivious to the fact it wasn’t me playing with his hard cock. His breath came out in a gasp when I ended the kiss.

“Does that feel good?” I asked and turned to watch the way Kelly stroked her fingers along his stiff length.

Brandon’s buttocks clenched as he lifted his ass up from the covers to make his erection throb harder.

“Want me to kiss it?” I went on.

He didn’t answer. Kelly slid her fingers right to the base of his erection to make it jut up from his groin and Tanya waited a second, so it looked like I’d moved into position before she leaned forward to kiss on the tip. I watched as she then swept her tongue around the slick head a few times before backing off.

“Mmm…, how good was that?” I teased him and watched Kelly stroke her fingers up and down. “Want it again.”

I didn’t wait for an answer before leaning down to kiss his lips. It was Kelly who leaned forward this time. She kissed on the tip before sliding her mouth all the way onto his hard cock. Brandon started to twist his head to break free of my kiss right away and his gasp of breath was louder when he managed it.

“What the fuck,” he exclaimed.

“Oops…, did I forget to mention I invited some friends over?” I teased him when I nuzzled my lips against his ear. “Must have slipped my mind.”

His body arched up when Tanya cupped her fingers around his balls. At the same time, Kelly took more of his erection into her mouth as she started giving him a blowjob.

“Bitch,” Brandon groaned.

“Three bitches to be precise,” I whispered in his ear.

“You set me up,” he said.

“And look what it’s getting you,” I went on. “Do you want to play our game? Well, two games really. One for you and one for us.”

Kelly’s head came up, so she could take a breath and I saw the girls look at me.

“Who’s us?” Brandon asked.

“Well, you know Tanya,” I said. “I seem to recall you liked her wearing a nine inch strapon. The other girl you might have seen. Kelly works at the club and she’s got a figure to fucking die for. So, do you want to play the games?”

“Do I have a fucking choice?” Brandon said and rattled the cuffs against the metal bars that held him in place.

“Oh yeah,” I teased him. “You’re all tied up and at our mercy, so let’s tell you the rules. Each of us is going to sit on your face, so you can eat out wet cunt. We won’t tell you the order and all you’ll hear is our moans, so you won’t know who it is. Your task is to guess which pussy is mine. Do you think you can?”

Brandon didn’t answer and I looked to fingers stroking along his erection again, while his balls were fondled.

“You guess right,” I told him. “And you get three cunts to fuck and you can cum in any one of them you want. Guess wrong though and you’ll be forced to watch me fucking the pussy you picked with nine inches right over your face. It will be so tantalizingly close, but just out of reach. The other girl, well, she gets to play tease and denial games with your cock and balls to make things even more of a torture. I’ll give her some anal beads to put in you then ease out while you watch.”

“Fuck, fuck,” Brandon cursed.

“And to make things that little bit more difficult,” I told him. “Our game when you’re licking out cunt is to see just how far down your big, hard cock we can put a lipstick ring. Who knows, you might get three deep-throats. The problem for you is if you can’t hold it in at any point and cum…, the game ends.”

“How am I supposed to…”

I ended his whine by crushing my mouth down onto his and he said nothing when our lips broke apart. The touches on his cock and balls ended when I rose to my feet and went to join Kelly. I then motioned for Tanya to go first.

She was only too happy to do so and quickly stripped off her underwear when she rose to her feet. Moving up the side of the bed, she clambered onto it to straddle Brandon’s head and the sound of his gasp became muffled when wet pussy came down on his mouth.

I nodded to Kelly and she leaned in to grasp hold of Brandon’s erection again. His squirming movements became more pronounced when lips slid over the head of his cock. I watched a blowjob getting underway before turning my attention to the way Tanya writhed around on his face.

The sound of her whimpering groans was a sign that Brandon’s tongue was already inside her pussy while she forced herself down more voraciously onto him. She grabbed at her tits to grope them as she kept grinding on his mouth. It was a sexy sight to watch, but my gaze was taken from it when I heard gagging.

That made me look back to a blowjob and I knew I was going to beat Kelly in our game. She’d put a ring around Brandon’s cock that was lower than the one I gave him earlier, but it wasn’t near the base. Spit hung from her lips when she came up for air and she didn’t try to better her efforts when she started sucking cock again.

I heard Brandon’s hoarse gasps when Tanya lifted up. She glanced over her shoulder and I motioned for her to finish before I brushed my fingers into Kelly’s hair to drag her head up. She let me pull her to a kiss and I could taste cock on her tongue when it came in my mouth to tangle with mine.

The kiss ended when Tanya got off the bed. I nodded for Kelly to take her turn, but didn’t watch when she moved up the bed and got naked. I was aware of her getting in place to straddle Brandon’s head, but I’d already grabbed hold of his cock and leaned in before her pussy was on his mouth.

I closed my eyes as I started to give a blowjob. With each bob of my head, I slid my lips lower and easily got them past the mark Kelly had put on Brandon’s cock. I could hear his desperate gasps as his mouth was smothered by wet cunt again, but knew he would be getting his tongue deep inside. It excited me and I waggled my head as I pushed lower still on his erection.

Tanya leaned in to watch as I pulled my hand away from around the base of Brandon’s shaft. He was mine, but I was letting him have fresh pussy and could hear the slippery, squelching sound of slick skin grinding down on his lips as I went all out to claim his cock.

I felt Tanya’s fingers touch on the bulge in my throat as I forced my lips down to smear red on the cock ring I’d put in place. It was the sound of my gagging that was loudest as I then forced my lips past the ring to put lipstick on Brandon’s balls. The thick head of his erection throbbed in my throat to choke me, but I held the deep-throat for as long as I could before finally coming back up.

A glance showed Kelly writhing on his mouth. I couldn’t see, but the movement of her arm showed she was probably fingering her clitoris as she used a tied-up man to pleasure herself and his gasping breaths rang out as his lips and chin were soaked in slick arousal. Fingers brushed in my hair and I let myself be pulled to a kiss with Tanya.

While it lingered, I gripped around Brandon’s erection and could feel the strong, pulsing throb of his arousal. It was as excited as I could remember feeling him, so I pulled out of the kiss and got my lips back over the tip of his erection. I gave him head for only a few seconds to let Kelly enjoy his mouth a bit longer then backed off.

Getting to my feet, I moved up the bed and tapped her on the shoulder. As she was moving aside to get off the bed, I looked to see Brandon’s cock already in Tanya’s mouth. She wasn’t going to beat me though. I could see the red of my lipstick on his balls and it was unlikely she was going to let her throat bulge like I had.

I turned my attention to his face and saw the slick, glisten of pussy wetness all around his mouth. The urge to lean down and get my lips on his filled my head, but I resisted it. He knew what a dirty girl I could be and kissing him would likely give the game away it was me. The sound of gagging came to me and I took a quick look at the way he was now being given head by Tanya.

It was making him squirm, but the way his head rolled around came to an end when I got naked to straddle his face and forced myself down on him. Being devoured by the girls in the lounge not long before meant my pussy was already creamy wet with arousal and I saw slick strands of it stretching out from my puffy mound to his lips when I lifted up a little.

It gave Brandon a chance to take in a breath before I dropped down on him again. The cuffs rattled against the bars of the headboard and I looked to the way the metal dug into his wrists as he pulled against his bonds. It excited me all that more that I had him tied up and blindfolded.

I let out a groan when his wiggling tongue slid into the slick wetness of my cunt. It made my hips judder as I started rocking them to writhe around on him. He stiffened his tongue to shove it inside as far as he could and I understood why Kelly was fingering her clit. I did the same as the rush of pleasure that came from dominating a bound lover flooded my veins.

I could hear Tanya’s gagging getting louder as she forced her mouth down on Brandon’s erection and I started to roll my hips to ride his tongue as it stayed buried in me. I got my free hand to my tits and dug fingers roughly into my flesh as I kept rubbing my clit. It brought me close, but I held myself back. There would be plenty of time to get another orgasm when the game ended.

The luscious strands of wetness stretched out from Brandon’s lips to my slick mound again when I slowly lifted up to make his tongue pull out. He gasped for breath and the sticky strings were broken when he licked his lips. A shudder ran through me as I watched for a few seconds before scrambling to the side of the bed and getting up.

Tanya’s head came up when I was standing beside Kelly. It showed me that I’d won our game, with mine the only lipstick that was on his balls. Nothing was said as the three of us then looked at each other and I waited a few seconds before I spoke.

“So, Brandon boy,” I said. “Which of those cunts was mine?”

His hesitation spoke volumes and I couldn’t hold in the giggle.

“Are you going to tell me they all taste the same,” I teased him.

“No,” he gasped. “I think, I think…”

He hesitated again and it was clear he had no fucking idea if I’d been on him first, second or third. That meant he would just have to hope for the best and guess. I moved to the bedside cabinet to reach in the drawer again. Opening the box I brought out, I got the string of smooth anal beads and liked the sound of his gasp when I brushed them across his lips.

“Think hard now,” I teased him.

“The second,” he blurted out. “You were the second.”

I looked at the smirks on the faces of the girls.

“Oh dear, lover boy,” I told him. “No cunt for you…, are you ready for some anal fun?”

***

Brandon’s squirming movements made the cuffs rattle against the headboard, but I wasn’t about to let him go. I helped Tanya spread his legs wide, so she could get in between on her knees then handed her the anal beads.

“Have fun,” I told her and moved over to the wardrobe.

I opened the doors to reach inside and put on the strapon harness I brought out to get it comfortably in place around my waist. The sound of a groan made me look up from what I was doing and I saw Brandon arched up from the bed. It was clear why. The first of the smooth beads was being wiggled against his asshole to torment him. He was clearly loving and hating the feeling of being made to play with a new toy for the first time.

Moving back to the side of the bed, I stood beside Kelly and we watched his tight, puckered hole being stretched open to take the lubricated bead. His body bucked when it slipped past the tightness and he slumped down.

“Fuck,” he cursed as Tanya got the second bead pressed against his hole right away.

The look on her face showed she was having fun dominating a tied-up guy. All three of us were.

“Put them all in,” I told her.

“Do I get to show him now?” Kelly asked.

“Wait,” I told her. “I have something to show you first.”

I moved to the bedside cabinet and reached in the drawer to get the big, black dildo. Kelly’s eyes opened wide when I held it up.

“It’s fucking ginormous,” she said and there was no missing the excitement in her voice.

“And thick,” I told her. “Ask Brandon, he liked it.”

She gave him no more than a cursory glance before reaching out to me. I handed her the dildo and watched her clutching it tightly before reaching in the drawer again.

“Hold it for me,” I said when I brought out the lube.

She did so to let me squeeze some of the clear gel on the head and it was all I had to do. It was Kelly who worked the slipperiness along the thick toy to get it glistening. Her eyes never left it until we heard Brandon groan loudly.

“They get bigger,” I told him when the third bead of the string rubbed on his puckered hole.

“How big?” he gasped.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be able to take them,” I said.

Tanya would make sure of that and I saw the smirk on her face as she eased the third bead past the tight clenching to make Brandon groan and writhe again. I turned my attention to Kelly, who was still stroking fingers along the toy.

“That’s fine,” I said and grabbed for the dildo.

Kelly released her grip on it and watched as I slotted it through the hole in the harness, so it stuck out from my groin.

“Look at you big boy?” she joked when she reached out to stroke her fingers along the slippery toy again.

“You can show him now, but don’t let him touch,” I told her.

She squealed as she let go of the dildo and clambered onto the bed. I looked to Tanya, who was feeding the last of the beads on the string into his asshole. Brandon was holding in the groans now and I looked to his face to see his tight-lipped expression.

“They feel even better coming out,” I said and he knew the comment was aimed at him.

“Fuck you,” he gasped.

Kelly straddled his head on her knees and reached down to ease the blindfold up, so he could finally see again.

“Do you like what you picked?” I asked.

He stared up at the pussy above his face and Kelly showed him more by sliding a hand between her thighs then using her fingers to spread puffy folds of skin.

“But you picked that wet pussy for me to play with,” I went on and saw his gaze come to mine.

He let out another groan, but it wasn’t a bead this time. A quick glance showed Tanya’s fingers gripped tightly around the base of his erection to make it stand up from his groin.

“Tease and denial,” I told her and knew she was going to enjoy the game when I saw her smile.

I watched as she leaned in to kiss on the tip of his erection and she’d already started rolling her tongue around the slick head when I got on the bed to move right behind Kelly.

“So tonight it’s mine,” I said and roughly shoved a hand between her thighs from behind.

I knew it would drive Brandon crazy. Any man would feel the same being forced to watch as wet pussy was stretched crudely open for fingers to slip inside. He tried to lift his head, but the cuffs held him down to stop his mouth getting to slick skin. His groan sounded tortured now.

“Stop fucking complaining,” I teased him. “You got to taste it. You got to taste all three and you’re looking at the one you picked, but I get to play with it.”

I liked the sound of Kelly’s whimpering groan when I eased my fingers deep into the soft, luscious grip of her velvety depths. Feeling just how wet she was turned me on and I finger-fucked her for a few seconds before pulling my hand from between her thighs. It enabled me to suck on my fingers and I made sure to let Brandon see what I was doing.

“Mmm…, I see why you picked her,” I taunted him and saw his gaze fix on the pussy so close to his face. “But she needs more than fingers to make her cum.”

Kelly let out a squeal when I shoved her forward. She slapped her hands against the headboard to grab hold, so she could steady herself. Her pussy stayed over Brandon’s face and he had to watch when I grabbed the dildo to rub it along the crease of her curvy butt. Forcing it between her cheeks, I pressed it against her asshole and heard her gasp.

The cuffs rattled as Brandon tried to lift his head, but Kelly was just out of reach. His body shook when he let out a groan and I glanced over my shoulder to see Tanya had started to ease the beads back out of his asshole. I knew that feeling. It was a delicious torment that set muscles fluttering and the sound of his excitement showed he clearly liked it.

“Fuck me,” Kelly urged and held onto a bar of the metal headboard with one hand, while getting the other between her thighs to spread her pussy open for me.

I giggled as I slid the tip of the toy right between her thighs to let her feel how big it was. She let out harsh gasps as I made her take the tip. There was no doubt it was a torment for Brandon as he watched and I suspected that was making him squirm around just as much as the beads slowly being popped out of his asshole.

A glance over my shoulder showed the head of his cock being sucked by Tanya, but she kept the fingers of her free hand gripped tightly around the top of his veiny shaft. She was taking Brandon close, but denying him the ultimate pleasure.

I brought my attention back to the sight of pretty, rounded cheeks right in front of me. Gripping tighter around the base of the dildo, I gave Kelly more than the tip this time and saw the shiver that raced along her spine. She let out gasping moans as I eased more of the thick toy in her pussy to stretch it wider.

“Have you had nine before?” I asked.

“No,” she groaned. “It’s too big.”

“Fits perfectly,” I told her and grabbed her hips to pull myself forward.

I couldn’t see Brandon when I locked my body to Kelly’s to give her every inch of the toy, but guessed his neck muscles would be straining as he tried to lift his head as close as he could to the action.

Tanya let her lips slide lower on his cock to hold it deeper in her mouth as she slowly eased out another of the anal beads. The sound of his groans spurred me on to start fucking Kelly and she got both hands on the headboard to hang on as I stroked the dildo into her. I kept my movements slow at first and it was her who wanted more.

“Harder,” she urged as she pushed back towards me. “I want to squirt on him.”

“Dirty bitch,” Tanya said when her head came up.

She half-eased out a bead to leave it trapped in Brandon’s stretched anus and leaned down to lick on it. My breathing quickened as I tightened my grip on curvy hips and started to power forward. It slammed nine, thick inches into wet cunt to slap my groin against naked cheeks and I pumped my hips harder still as Kelly begged for more.

She got one of her hands between her thighs again to let her fingertips brush against the dildo shaft as I made it brutishly ravage her. The sound of her squealing whimpers grew louder as I slammed forward. Brandon’s body arched as the bead in his asshole slipped out while he was licked.

His eyes never left the sight above his face and he was spellbound watching the thick toy destroy tight pussy. Kelly got her fingers to her clit and began to punish the little, swollen nub to bring herself the edge.

“Pull it out when I tell you,” she let out in a hoarse rasp.

I kept slamming forward to drive the toy deep into her as she frantically circled her fingers on her clitoris. Her body stretched out as I pounded her hard, with her cry coming when the tension peaked. I pulled back to drag the dildo out and she screamed as the hot burn of orgasm made her squirt.

“Fucking hell,” I let out as I watched.

I’d never seen a girl squirt so hard. There was no escape for Brandon. He couldn’t touch but he took a sticky faceful that he couldn’t get out the way off. A glance back showed Tanya sucking his cock again as his back arched. She brought him to the edge then denied the release to him yet again to make him cry out.

It opened his mouth wide as the sticky deluge of pussy wetness showered his face and I turned my attention back to that dirty sight. Grabbing the dildo, I held it tightly to grind my pussy against the base and it sent shivers through me as I stared.

Kelly seemed to wilt as the peak of her orgasm ripped the strength from her body. Her wet pussy smothered Brandon’s mouth when she slumped down, but I didn’t give him the chance to enjoy it. Grabbing her arm, I pulled her to the side of the bed to take her from him.

“Only one way to finish now that this is soaking wet,” I said and stroked my fingers along the slick dildo.

Tanya let out a squeal of delight as she scrambled out of the way to let me get in between Brandon’s spread thighs.

***

“Mine is bigger than yours,” I teased Brandon when I smacked the dildo down on his hard cock. “Are you jealous?”

“Fuck you,” he gasped.

“Not tonight, honey,” I taunted him. “If it’s OK with you, I’ll do the fucking.”

I rubbed the slippery toy against his erection. He wasn’t exactly small, but he didn’t compare to nine inches of big, black dildo.

“First though,” I went on and grabbed the string of anal beads to tug on it. “We better get the rest of these out of you.”

I looked at Tanya when I spoke again.

“Put a couple of pillows under his lower back.”

Kelly helped, with the two girls moving to either side of the bed and dropping to their knees. Brandon was made to lift his ass up, so the pillows could be slid into place and it kept his butt raised when he settled on them. I pulled on the string just hard enough, so he could feel the last of the beads move inside him without coming out.

There was no doubt it was a torment. I could tell by the way he squirmed around. It made the cuffs pull against the bars of the headboard, but he wasn’t going anywhere until we were finished with him. Tanya and Kelly leaned across his stretched-out body to get their lips together, with the kiss lingering for a while before they grabbed at his erection to make it stand up.

“Bad girls,” I said when they kissed again.

This time they had the slick head of his erection trapped between their soft lips. I pulled harder to make a bead slowly appear and let it hold his asshole open for a few seconds before popping it out completely. The gasping giggles of the two girls rang out when they backed off, but they started brushing their lips up and down either side of Brandon’s aching erection.

I could see the torment on his face and added to it by easing another bead slowly out. It was the last one, so I held the toy up to show him. His gaze met mine for only a second before he looked back down to the way tongues tangled on the head of his erection.

“You’ll be glad that’s out,” I teased him and tossed the string of beads on the covers. “Or maybe not.”

His eyes fixed on the way I gripped around the base of the toy to make it jut out from my groin. Tanya had made him take it on his previous visit to my apartment and now it was my turn. I stroked my fingers up to the head of the dildo as I shuffled forward on my knees. It got me in position where I could rub the tip on the underside of his balls.

They were already clenched up tightly to his groin because he’d been taken close by Tanya. I don’t know how many times she’d denied him, but he looked ready to burst. My gaze fixed on what I was doing as I slowly stroked the tip of the dildo along his perineum to get it pressed right against his quivering asshole.

I could see the pulsing of his muscles as they tried to resist the pressure. Tanya and Kelly began sharing his cock to give him one blowjob after another in quick succession. It made his body stretch out even more tautly as I forced the tip of the toy against his puckered hole. He let out a low groan that just kept going as I gradually made his asshole gape until the thick head of the toy slipped inside.

He then started to curse at me, but that just excited me more. I watched the blowjobs going on in front of me as I eased the thick shaft of the dildo slowly deeper until I’d made him take all nine inches.

“Does it feel as good as the last time?” I asked.

“Fucking hell,” Kelly said and brushed her fingers on his puckered skin. “I’ve never seen a boy being stretched out like that before.”

“Pretty, isn’t it,” I replied and shoved my hips forward to start humping against Brandon.

It was letting him feel the big, thick length pushing deep into his asshole and he cursed me more vehemently.

“Shut up and fucking take it,” I told him when I met his gaze and saw the torment in his eyes.

He was loving every second of the kinky game though. The pleasure of the blowjobs continued as two girls used his erection as a play toy, while I humped against him harder.

“Can’t,” he groaned and his ass lifted up from the pillows.

Kelly wrapped her fingers around his shaft just below the head. She squeezed tightly to deny him again and his desperate groans rang out. It was time to finish it, so I grabbed at the sides of his thighs and dug my nails into his flesh to hold on as I started to thrust.

I saw Kelly and Tanya watch for a second as I began to ravage his asshole, but they turned their attention back to what they wanted for themselves. They’d started the evening by sharing pussy to make me cum and were ending it by sharing cock.

The kisses and licks they aimed at the underside of the head brought out Brandon’s groans as they forced their fingers down his shaft to make it strain. His cries rang out louder as I fucked him harder to drive all nine inches into his tight hole and my body crashed between his spread thighs to slap against his.

“Let him feel it,” I said.

The girls trapped the head of his cock in a kiss again and they began stroking their fingers along his stiff shaft. I sank my nails deeper in his flesh as I roughly pulled myself onto him and my eyes never left the way I destroyed his asshole with a thick dildo. His spine arched tighter as the dirty action brought him close again.

There was no denying this time and I plowed his tight hole to keep pounding the toy deep until he lost control. It made me bury the dildo all the way in his asshole to make his muscles spasm around it. The stifled squeals of the two girls told a story as they kept the head of his cock trapped in a kiss to let the first couple of strong spurts splash inside their mouths.

Their giggling glee rang out when they backed off a little and I humped against Brandon to let him feel nine inches violating his asshole, while two pretty girls shared the cum streaming from his hard cock. It splashed on their faces as they tried to catch more on their tongues until they both had sticky white streaks hanging from their lips. As the spurts weakened, they kissed again although this time they were only interested in the cum they could share.

I grabbed hold of his erection to give him last flutters of pleasure as I started to fuck the dildo into his asshole again until his power faded. He arched up as I slowly withdrew the thick toy and his gasp of breath was loud when he slumped back down.

“Kiss me,” I said.

Tanya and Kelly were only too happy to do that and Brandon watched the kinky snowballing games we played with his cum. Passing it between our mouths was dirty, but we all kept doing it to let him watch.

“Poor boy’s been drained,” I said afterwards and flicked fingers at his cock and balls.

“Let me go,” Brandon said and rattled the cuffs against the bars of the headboard.

“That wasn’t part of the deal,” I replied. “I was going to keep you here as a sex toy for me and my friends.”

“Fuck. Off,” he said. “Let me go.”

“Don’t you want to play again?” I asked and gave him a sweet smile.

He didn’t say fuck off to that. The chance to play more of the dirty games I set him up for was something he definitely didn’t want to miss out on.


Little Redhead Riding Hood

I took a last look at myself in the mirror when I heard the knock on the door. My outfit was sexy, with the cute, red top giving a little peek of the black bra below and a big peek of cleavage. The top ended just below my breasts to leave my midriff completely uncovered, so my belly piercing was there on display for all to see and the red checked skirt did little more than reach the very top of my thighs. It left some silky smooth, bare skin between the hem and the tops of the black, fishnet stockings.

“So, let’s see what this gets me,” I said before turning away from my reflection.

I left the bedroom to walk to the front door of my apartment. When I opened it, I saw Brandon’s eyes light up and let out a giggle.

“Nice outfit,” I said as I took in the dark cape and the painted on red trickles at the corners of his mouth. “You’re a vampire, I take it.”

“Yeah,” he replied. “And you are…”

I slowly did a complete three hundred and sixty degree turn to give him the full effect of what I wore and caught his gaze when I faced him again.

“Can’t you guess,” I teased him.

“Uh…”

“I’m Little Red Riding Hood,” I told him and laughed.

“Wow, I don’t remember her being quite as sexy from the fairy tales of my childhood,” he said.

“OK, I’ll be Little Redhead Riding Hood then,” I shot back and brushed my fingers through my pretty, red tresses. “She’s all grown up and this is what she wears. Like it?”

The way Brandon’s gaze roamed appreciatively over me answered the question and I couldn’t resist. Reaching out, I pressed my hand against the front of his black trousers and felt his cock stiffening.

“I see it’s having an effect,” I teased him and felt the way he pushed against my hand. “Sure you’ll be able to drive in that state.”

“No, but you could help with that,” he said.

I pulled my hand away from his crotch to grab his cape, so I could drag him inside and slammed the door shut. Leading him along the hallway, I took him into the bedroom then over to the bed.

“Sit,” I told him.

When he did so, I dropped to my knees and shoved his legs apart. Moving in between, I got my hands to the button and zipper of his trousers to loosen them. He put his hands on the bed to lift his butt, so I could drag the black material down then did the same with his underwear.

“Can’t control yourself around me, can you?” I teased him.

“You look too good in that outfit,” he said.

I took hold of his growing erection with one hand and brushed the fingers of the other along my cleavage.

“I’m just an innocent little maiden,” I joked in a sweet voice. “You’re not going to take advantage of me, are you?”

I saw the way I held him spellbound by continuing to brush fingers along my cleavage and it gave me an idea.

“It’s not me taking advantage,” he said.

I let out a mischievous giggle as I clasped my fingers tightly around his swelling erection then loosened the grip to stroke up and down until it was fully erect.

“Just needs a little lubrication,” I said and leaned in to let some spit dribble on the head. “Work it in for me.”

I let go and watched him take hold to spread the spit along his shaft. His eyes never left me and he knew what I was going to give him when I ducked my head down towards my chest and let spit spill from my lips. It trickled between my tits and I squashed my hands against the sides of them to make the lubrication wet my skin.

Brandon couldn’t tear his gaze from me, so I gave him more. Working a hand beneath a cup of my black bra, I plucked my tit out of it and felt the excitement as he leaned closer.

“Oh you kinky bitch,” he groaned as he watched my performance.

“I’m just a sweet girl,” I said in a feigned tone of innocence then put a wicked smile on my face.

I ducked my head down towards my chest again. This time I pulled my breast up, so I could flicker the tip of my tongue on my nipple. The naughty display held Brandon in a spell and his eyes opened wide as he watched the way I licked at the little pink bud to make it stiffen. He started to stroke his hard cock.

“I’ll help you if you help me,” I said and reached out with my free hand to get it over his.

I made him stroke his erection faster and he eagerly joined in the game when I started licking my nipple again. His head came forward to let his tongue join mine and the way they played together on my nipple set my pulse running fast. The hot pleasure made me wetter and I knew I’d get completely carried away if I let the naughty game go on, so I shoved him back.

‘Let’s get you calmed down for the drive,” I said and slipped my breast back in the silky cup of my bra.

“Fuck, fuck,” he cursed when I knocked his hand away from his erection.

Taking hold, I gripped tightly as I leaned in. I then used my other hand to pull the red top and bra out a little from my chest. It allowed me to slide the head of his hard cock underneath then let the material go.

Brandon cursed again as his erection was trapped in place against my luscious curves. I got my hand over it to force it deeper into my cleavage and let more spit drip on my skin. The throbbing pulse of his arousal was all too obvious when I pushed my hands at the sides of my breasts to squash soft flesh around his stiff shaft.

“Hmm…, titty fucking a poor, innocent little girl,” I teased him. “You’re a very wicked vampire.”

His only response was to start thrusting, so his hard cock fucked into my slippery cleavage and I pushed harder against the sides of my breasts to let him enjoy the sensation. It brought out his lust all the more and my tits began to jiggle and bounce as he used them harder. I got my fingers in place to let them rub on the sensitive head as it popped out the top of my cleavage.

“Come on bad boy,” I urged him. “Fuck my titties harder and show me what a dirty, fairy tale slut I am.”

I knew the kinky talk would spur him on and looked up to give him eye contact as he pushed himself harder still. His breathing grew ragged as he pumped his hips to take his pleasure from my tits and I could sense the moment it was all too much for him. That it had taken barely any time at all make me smirk.

“Finish it,” I urged him.

I pushed down hard to make his erection slide up between my tits then ducked my head down to slurp and suck noisily on the head. It brought curses bursting from Brandon’s mouth as he tried to hold back to enjoy the moment for as long as he could. His buttocks clenched tightly as the tension in his body became overwhelming and I heard the desperation in his groan.

I let the sensitive head of his erection slip back down into the soft grip of my tits and got my hand over it. There was no holding in the laughing squeals when thick spurts began erupting against my palm to fill my cleavage with a sticky load.

Brandon’s groans filled the bedroom as I gave him what would likely be his first climax of the evening. The Halloween party we were going to was out in the country and I hoped there would be plenty of people there who would want to play. It would give me the chance to have much more fun and I planned to make the most of it.

The hot spurts splashing my hand began to weaken and I let Brandon enjoy my tits for a little bit longer before backing off to make his erection pull out from under my bra and top. I grabbed some tissues from the box on the bedside cabinet and couldn’t believe I managed to clean myself, with barely any of the cum getting on my outfit.

“Want it?” I teased him and held out the sticky tissues.

“Fuck off,” he replied as he pulled his underwear and trousers up to get them back in place.

I cleaned myself a little more before throwing the tissues away and looked up to see I was being watched.

“Are you going to shower?” he asked.

“No,” I said and shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe someone will kiss them tonight and be able to taste you.”

“Bad girl,” he said.

“That’s the plan,” I replied, with a smile and rose to my feet. “So, let’s go see how bad we can be.”

***

The full beam headlights illuminated the trees bordering either side of the narrow country lane as Brandon drove along it.

“We’re out in the middle of bloody nowhere,” I said in a laughing voice when I glanced at him. “Why would anyone live out here?”

“Blair is absolutely minted,” Brandon said. “Made his money as a stockbroker before starting his own company and that took off as well. I guess he wanted somewhere private to live.”

“How do you know him?”

“Through work,” he answered. “Company I work for wants to keep him sweet because he can throw a lot of business our way. I got to know him because of that. We’ve had a few meetings that became raucous nights out, so we got to know each other quite well.”

“Yeah, I bet you did,” I joked. “You didn’t tell me you had millionaire friends.”

Brandon shrugged his shoulders.

“Didn’t think my work life and personal life would overlap,” he said and laughed. “Getting an invitation to his Halloween party came out of the blue.”

“And he knows you’re bringing a guest?”

“The more the merrier apparently,” Brandon said. “I thought you’d enjoy a shindig at a millionaire’s mansion.”

“Well, I could get used to things like that,” I told him and put a hand on his thigh.

I set my gaze out the windscreen as the journey came towards an end. The space opened up before us at the end of the narrow lane to reveal a huge property set in a large clearing.

“Wow, it’s not exactly a little log cabin in the woods,” I joked.

“A millionaire isn’t exactly going to slum it now, is he?” Brandon replied.

“No, I guess not,” I said.

The wide driveway was already filled with cars and I stared at the large mansion as Brandon found a spot to park. When he pulled the key from the ignition to cut the engine, we got out.

“Come on,” he said and took my hand to lead me to the door.

It was opened as we approached, with a pretty girl dressed up in a Barbie costume greeting us with a smile.

“Cute outfit,” I said.

“Likewise,” she replied and I liked the way her gaze slid down to the hem of my short skirt before coming back up again. “You have your invitation?”

Brandon brought an envelope out of his pocket to hand it over. The invitation inside was checked before the girl motioned with her hand for us to enter. A look around showed the place was decked out in carved pumpkins, ghost and witch effigies, and other spooky decorations to give a Halloween vibe. It was clear no expense had been spared to make the place look the part.

“Enjoy yourselves,” the girl said and smiled again.

I leaned closer to lower my voice as we walked away from her.

“Are you thinking about fucking Barbie?” I teased Brandon.

“Are you?” he shot back.

“Now that would be something,” I said. “Have you been here before?”

“Just once to bring some documents to Blair,” Brandon said. “But he was busy at the time and I was in and out the place quickly.”

It was clear where the main party was being held. We followed the sound of loud music to what appeared to be a huge ballroom, which was lit in green and similarly decked out in lavish Halloween decorations. We’d barely walked through the door when Brandon’s name was called out loudly. I turned to see a man in a Frankenstein costume approaching. He pulled off his mask when he came to a stop and smiled as he spoke.

“You made it.”

“Told you I would,” Brandon replied. “It looks like some party.”

“It’s just getting started,” the man said. “Are you going to introduce me?”

I returned the smile aimed at me.

“Blair,” Brandon said. “This is Elayna.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Blair said.

“And you,” I replied. “This place looks amazing.”

I took the hand held out to me to shake it and was aware of Blair’s gaze taking in my costume.

“If I’m going to throw a party, I’ll pull out all the stops,” he said and laughed. “So enjoy and make yourselves at home.”

I nodded my head as I eased my hand from his and his attention turned to Brandon.

“We need to have a chat about business,” he said. “But no rush. Get yourself a drink and have some fun first.”

“Thanks,” Brandon said.

When Blair moved off to speak to another guest, Brandon and I walked over to a table against the wall. It was laden with every type of drink imaginable to show again that no expense had been spared.

“What do you want?” Brandon asked.

“Now there’s an offer,” I joked and squeezed his ass when I stepped up right beside him.

“I meant to drink,” he said.

“Spoilsport,” I replied and pulled my hand away. “Vodka for me.”

He grabbed a couple of clean glasses then found a bottle of vodka.

“Anything in it?” he asked when he’d filled the glasses with a healthy measure of alcohol.

“Just some lemonade,” I told him.

When he got the bottle, he topped up the drinks and handed one to me. I knocked it back in one and winked when I handed back the empty glass.

“Might as well make the most of it,” I said. “It’s not everyday you get invited to something as lavish as this.”

Brandon laughed as he drank his vodka in one then set about filling the glasses again. This time I took a sip when I was handed the glass and turned to check out the surroundings.

“Do you know anybody else?” I asked.

“Probably not,” he replied and laughed. “I met Blair through work and the others here are likely his real friends.”

“Do you think I can snag myself a millionaire?” I joked.

“What…, we just arrived and you’re trying to dump me,” he shot back, with a smirk.

“Aww, poor baby,” I teased him. “You know it’s you I love.”

“Yeah, you love using me,” he said.

“You know you want me to,” I went on and laughed. “Maybe I can entice Barbie into a threesome to show you a good time, but what man do I get afterwards?”

“I’m sure there are a few who wouldn’t mind getting their hands on you in that outfit,” Brandon answered and took a sip of vodka. “But we should have a look around first. We might as well take the chance to explore a place like this.”

“Yeah, OK,” I said and finished my second drink. “Top me up.”

We got another couple of vodkas before making our way out of the ballroom. There were a few others having a look around, but all we did was nod greetings at the people we passed by while we took a quick tour of the downstairs.

“Think he’d mind if we went upstairs too?” I asked when we stopped at the bottom of the ornate staircase.

“Well, he did say to make ourselves at home,” Brandon said and I saw the smile on his face when he took my hand.

***

I finished my drink and put my empty glasses down on a table. Brandon followed suit before leading the way upstairs to a wide hallway on the first floor of the property. He opened the first door he came to.

“Jesus, look at this place,” I said when we stepped inside the bedroom. “It’s bigger than my apartment.”

A huge, four-poster bed dominated the space, with a plush, shag pile carpet and polished, wooden furniture giving the room a luxurious feel.

“That’s a fancy bed to fuck on,” I said, with a smirk when I returned my attention to Brandon.

“Maybe later,” he said and grabbed my hand to pull me out of the room.

We had a quick peek inside each of the rooms we passed and it got us to the door at the very end of the hallway. Brandon opened it and motioned for me to walk inside first. I did so and came to an abrupt halt when I set eyes on the Frankenstein costume.

“Oh, sorry, we didn’t meant to intrude,” I apologized. “We were just having a look around.”

I backed up, with the intention of leaving. However, a shove on my shoulder pushed me forward. Brandon followed inside and I turned to tell him Blair was there. The smirk I saw stopped the words coming out as he shut the door.

“You were right,” Blair said when he took off the Frankenstein mask. “She is a gorgeous redhead.”

My gaze flitted between the two men and it dawned on me that finding Blair in the room was no accident. He’d been waiting for us.

“You fucking set me up,” I hissed at Brandon.

“Now you know how I feel,” he tossed back and his smirk widened.

It made me think of the times I’d lured him into kinky games with my friends. He’d given in every time. On this occasion, he’d turned the tables on me and I felt the ripple of excitement that two men so obviously wanted me.

“I told you I needed to keep him sweet,” Brandon went on. “And he was very interested to hear about how much you liked anal. That’s something the two of you share in common.”

“Dirty bastards,” I said as Brandon stepped closer.

I backed away from him to move across the room. He was joined by Blair and my gaze flitted between them as they stalked me. There was only so far I could go and I came to a stop when I bumped against a large window. The two men got right in front of me and I gave in to a kiss from Brandon.

Blair leaned in afterwards and I let him kiss me. His hand settled against my hip and stayed there when our lips parted. My pulse was already racing when I felt his grip tighten.

“Never wears panties either,” Brandon said.

“Now that is interesting,” Blair replied.

He pulled on my hip, so I let him turn me and was all too aware of the way he dropped to his knees behind me. I was being pimped out to one of Brandon’s friends. It was depraved, but my heartbeat raced faster still as hands settled on the outside of my thighs. The touches slid higher to make my legs tremble and I felt the hot flush of arousal it ignited. My gaze went out the window as hands slid higher to slip under the material of my short skirt.

“Yeah, no panties,” Blair said when he started groping my ass cheeks and got fingers between my thighs. “She is a bad girl.”

I looked down to the lawn below. It was partially lit although the illumination didn’t reach all the way to the treeline. The movement still caught my attention and I peered into the partial darkness to see a figure step out of the trees. For a moment I was oblivious to the touch under my skirt as the wolf-like shape seemed to stare up at the window.

“Nice costume,” I said.

“Huh?” Brandon replied.

“Nice costume,” I repeated and glanced back. “One of the guests is out in the garden dressed up like a wolfman.”

Brandon stepped forward, but when I looked again the figure was gone.

“Did those vodkas go to your head?” he teased me.

A grip on my buttocks spread them and I was suddenly back in the moment. Blair had taken no notice of what I’d said. He was busy with something else and I reached back to grab at my skirt to pull it up for him. His tongue was on my asshole in a second and he lapped eagerly at the tiny, puckered hole.

“Fuck,” I gasped as I pushed back.

His fingers sank deeper into my flesh and I shuddered as the tip of his tongue wiggled against my asshole. It made me push back harder. I’d been set up to act slutty for a guy I’d just met and it excited me.

“Yes,” I groaned.

I felt my tight little sphincter succumbing to the wiggling pressure. Blair was clearly in thrall to getting his hands on me and I kept my skirt pulled up to let him play with my asshole. He let out gasps of breath when he pulled back.

“Get her to the bed,” he said when he rose to his feet.

Both my wrists were grabbed and the men’s lust for me was thrilling as they pulled me across the room to shove me down on the covers. They followed quickly and manhandled me onto all fours. My skirt was pushed up over my back, but my attention went to the man who dropped to his knees in front of me.

“Bastard,” I said then groaned when I felt more licking on my asshole to wet it.

“Payback is a bitch, huh?” Brandon said.

I watched as he lowered the zipper of his trousers right in front of my face. He got his hand through the gap to pull his erection into view. It wasn’t too long before that he’d had it between my tits, but seeing me being used by another man had brought back his strength.

Another groan spilled from my lips as I gave in to what the men wanted. In that moment they were looking at me as nothing more than holes to be used. It made me push back to grind against the tongue soaking my puckered skin. At the same time, I lifted a hand from the bed to grab hold of Brandon’s erection, so I could pull it to my mouth.

“Is this what you want?” I asked.

It was Brandon who let out a groan now as I flickered my tongue on the head of his erection, while more rasping licks swept across my asshole. I’d joked that I would set up a threesome with Barbie, but it was me in the middle of one now with two men and I groaned when fingers slipped between my thighs to rub on my slick pussy lips.

The wetness of my arousal was slid to my asshole to give Blair the taste and it made him lick more vigorously as his excitement came out. I took the head of Brandon’s erection in my mouth to suck on it and knew I was about to get more.

Blair straightened up behind me. He grabbed roughly at my cheeks to spread them with one hand and I heard the distinctive sound of a zipper being lowered. In a matter of seconds the thick head of his raging erection rubbed against my asshole.

“Yeah, you like being a dirty little slut?” Brandon growled as he tangled his fingers in my hair.

There was no way I could answer when his hard cock slid deeper in my mouth. I clamped my lips around his shaft as he started to thrust, but it was the pressure on my asshole that really brought pleasure. Blair’s fingers dug deeper in my flesh as he forced his erection past the clenching of my tight sphincter and I let out a muffled groan.

His hands grabbed at my hips and it was clear he just wanted to ravage me. I felt the tension take hold as he made me take every hard inch of his erection. It shoved me forward to make me gag on the cock in my mouth and the sound of it seemed to excite both men even more.

I closed my eyes as they began fucking me to keep me trapped between them. Blair held on tighter to my hips as he drove forward to pound his hard cock into my tight asshole. I’d done not much more than say hello to him on arrival, but he was now taking me anally with a rough abandon as his lust played out on me.

Brandon pulled back and I looked at the spit covering his cock. It made for a slippery handjob when he began to masturbate right into my face. My mouth opened wide when I looked up, but it was the cock ravaging my asshole that took me to the edge.

Blair pulled himself onto me as his excitement came to a high and his body stretched out when his last thrust left his erection buried deep in my asshole. He started to cum first and I let out whimpering squeals as I looked up in Brandon’s eyes. That set him off and he pushed the head of his cock in my mouth to make thick spurts of cum shoot down my throat.

I was pulled back harder to keep my ass locked to Blair’s groin as rapid-fire contractions made hot bursts of cum fill my asshole until he’d given me everything. Brandon shoved his hips forward and I clamped my lips around his shaft as his climax came to a high. He almost slumped down in the aftermath and I opened my mouth to show him my tongue playing with a sticky load before I swallowed it.

Blair took his last pleasure from my asshole by stroking his erection into it while he still could, but the power drained from it to make him back off and I collapsed down on the bed.

“Maybe we should have that chat now,” Blair said a few seconds later.

Brandon agreed to bring the sex to the weirdest of endings.

“You don’t mind, do you?” Blair asked and I realized the question was aimed at me when he spanked my ass.

“No,” I said. “I’ll catch up with you in the ballroom.”

I watched as they walked out of the bedroom to leave me alone. It gave me a chance to go to the bathroom and clean myself.

“Bad girl,” I told myself when I looked at myself in the mirror. “Being slutty for Frankenstein and a vampire.”

That made me think of the figure I’d seen step out of the treeline. It had disappeared as quickly as it had appeared, but I was certain it had been looking up at me. Leaving the bathroom, I went back to the window and saw the movement after a few seconds. This time the figure stepped closer to the lit part of the garden when it came into view and it got me a better look.

“That really is some fucking costume,” I muttered and was sure I was being watched again.

It intrigued me. I’d been left alone and wasn’t sure how long Blair and Brandon would be in their meeting, but it gave me a chance. After less than a second of deliberation, I decided to take it.

***

I opened the door of the bedroom carefully to peek out. There was no sign of Brandon and Blair, with the hallway appearing deserted.

“OK,” I let out under my breath and felt the prickle of anticipation when I stepped out of the room.

I closed the door quietly and set off back in the direction of the staircase, so I could make my way down to the ground floor of the mansion. The music coming from the ballroom seemed louder than ever and it appeared the Halloween party was getting into full swing. Joining the festivities wasn’t on my mind though.

Looking along towards the front door of the property showed a couple of people milling around, but they didn’t pay any attention to me. Leaving that way would mean passing by Barbie. Not that it was a problem, but Blair’s bedroom looked out onto a lawn at the rear of the property.

There was likely a back door that opened out onto that area, so I went on the hunt for it. That got me in a beautifully decorated lounge, where I walked across to the patio doors. I stuck my nose almost up to the glass to peer outside. There was nothing to see in the darkness, but I couldn’t shake off the notion that the figure I’d seen was lurking in the trees just out of view.

I was sure they’d been looking up at me when I’d stood at the window of the bedroom and it still intrigued me what they were doing in the garden. That made me unlock the patio doors to step outside into the cool of the evening. I stopped to look around again and caught the hint of movement in the trees. The figure didn’t come fully into view though and I couldn’t even be sure it was them.

“Fuck,” I let out under my breath and glanced back over my shoulder.

The thought of going back inside to the party was there for only a second before I dismissed it. Turning my attention back to the treeline, I set off to hurry across the lawn. I heard the sound of a twig breaking and it brought me to a stop,

“Hey,” I hissed.

I held my breath as I listened, but all that came my way was the snap of more dry wood breaking underfoot. Letting the air back out did nothing to slow the racing of my heartbeat. I was doing something crazy, but it felt exhilarating and I couldn’t stop myself. A flash of movement caught my attention and there was no missing the sound of movement.

“Hey,” I hissed again, but there was no reply.

I looked back again to see the lights in the large house. A glance up showed me the window I’d been staring out of. The thought of the two men fucking me on the bed sent a shiver down my spine and brought a hot tingle of arousal between my legs. It made me crave more.

“Fuck it,” I muttered when I turned my attention back to the darkness of the trees.

I caught a hint movement again, but it disappeared out of sight almost immediately. The temptation was too much. I wanted to know who it was, so stepped into the trees and followed the sound of the noise.

It led me further into the woodlands until the view in front of me opened up to a small clearing. That got me a sight of who I’d been following in the darkness. The man wasn’t wearing a costume, however, and I realized he was completely naked when I stepped forward.

“What the fuck!” I blurted out.

“You look good in that costume,” he said.

My breathing grew heavier as I looked down to see he was semi-erect. There was distance between us and I was sure I could easily run back to the property if I had too. Not that I really felt in any danger. The vibe coming from the man wasn’t threatening and he made no move towards me. If anything, he seemed casually at ease being completely naked in the dark woods.

“What the hell are you doing out here?” I asked.

“Feels good doesn’t it,” he said and stretched his arms out to the side. “Being in the open air.”

I watched as he turned full circle and I could feel his gaze on me when he came to a stop.

“Where’s your costume?” I asked. “You were wearing a costume when I saw you from the upstairs window.”

“Want me to put it back on?” he asked.

“It looked cool,” I said.

“Then let me show you,” the man went on.

The laugh he let out sounded hoarse and he stretched his arms out wider as he looked up to the moonlit sky. I couldn’t take my eyes from him and felt the prickle of unease when he let out a hoarse growl.

“Are you…”

It was all I got out before I saw something I couldn’t quite wrap my head around. The man’s head tilted back, his mouth opening wide and his jaw lengthened. It fucking lengthened. I blinked my eyes a couple of times, but they weren’t deceiving me. It made me take a faltering step back.

The sound of muscles and sinew popping as they transformed seemed to echo around the small space, with the man’s body swelling to a large, musclebound torso on which dark hair sprouted.

“No, no, no,” I muttered as I took another step back. “This isn’t happening.”

It was though and there was no taking my eyes from the transformation that turned man to beast. I’d looked out the window of the bedroom thinking I was seeing a cool costume. What I’d actually seen was a monster lasciviously eyeing me. It had probably seen me being kissed and fondled by a couple of men. Had it put ideas in its mind?

A glance down to its crotch gave an indication of the answer. Everything about the transformation made the man bigger. That included his semi-erect cock, which now jutted out from a muscular groin and looked huge.

“Oh shit,” I bleated as the transformation came to an end.

It wasn’t a man before me now. I was looking at a legend come to life. Its dark eyes fixed on me and that sent a shudder through my body. I couldn’t get myself to move as we stared at each other, but the werewolf suddenly dropped to all fours and loped forward. I let out a squeal as I tried to turn. My foot caught on a tuft of grass to make me stumble and my hands dropped to the ground. I desperately tried to push myself back up, but I was too slow.

A huge hand swiped at my ankles as I scrambled towards the edge of the clearing. It knocked me down and the soles of my shoes scuffed against the ground as I tried to scramble away. My foot was grabbed to bring me to a stop and I saw where the werewolf stared. In my frantic efforts to flee, my skirt had hitched up to reveal I was wearing nothing below and a beast licked its lips as its beady eyes took in the sight of what it so clearly wanted.

“Please,” I bleated, but there was no escape.

My emotions welled up as the grip on my ankle made me spread my legs wider. The fear was there, but I got the sense I wasn’t in danger. Well, not of any physical harm that was. The werewolf wanted me for something else and it brought out an excitement in me that I couldn’t pretend wasn’t there. I squirmed around as a snuffling muzzle rubbed against the bare skin of my lower leg and the tension ratcheted up as the touch came higher.

“Please,” I let out again.

Its eyes came to mine to hold me transfixed as its snout came higher on my inner thigh. The quiver of my muscles made them flutter as the breath stuck in my throat. I’d put myself in the hands of a beast and shuddered when its nose brushed against my naked pussy to bring a tingle of arousal.

The werewolf sniffed deeply to take in my scent. It was followed by the sound of a guttural growl and I knew it could sense I was in heat. That was the only way to describe how I felt and there was no doubt my arousal excited it. A knee came between my legs to force them wider and I gasped when my arms were grabbed to pin them down.

I closed my eyes as the werewolf’s nose brushed against my belly to make my muscles flutter. The touch came higher to get in my cleavage and images of earlier in the evening flashed through my mind. I’d joked with Brandon that someone might take in the taste of his cum on my tits before the evening was out.

It was happening. It was really fucking happening and I shuddered as a rough tongue lapped at my naked skin. The werewolf could taste the sex on me and I saw the lust in its eyes when its huge head came over my face. It wanted to mark its territory with its own scent and I was certain it saw me as nothing more than a sexual opportunity.

Its head came down, with its tongue lapping at the smooth skin of my neck to send shivers down my spine. The tingle of heat between my legs grew stronger as a powerful beast loomed over me. I looked down my body and could see the quiver of a huge cock stiffening.

“Oh god,” I let out as the werewolf’s tongue slid back to my breasts.

It kept my arms pinned down as its teeth grabbed at my top and bra to drag them from my breasts. I gasped when licks began to sweep across my nipples. It stiffened them to put my arousal even more obviously on display and I groaned when a ridiculous thought flashed through my head.

I’d joked to Brandon that I was dressed up as Little Redhead Riding Hood for the Halloween party. Now I’d come outside and let myself be lured into the woods by a real Big Bad Wolf. It put me at the mercy of a beast and there was no doubt its lust was going to come out, so it could make me do every dirty thing it craved.

***

I shuddered when the grip on my arms was released, but there was no escape. The truth was I didn’t want to. I couldn’t pretend I hadn’t fantasized about being in the hands of a dominant, wild beast that wanted me for nothing more than my body. There was an excitement to that idea that always got me wet although I never really expected it to happen for real. This was no fantasy though and I gasped when I was pulled to my feet.

It got me a sight of the werewolf’s erection jutting out from its groin and it already looked massive. I reached out, but my hand was slapped away before I could touch. Gasps spilled from my lips as I was pulled to the edge of the clearing, but the breathless sound of them turned to a squeal when I was shoved face first against a tree trunk. The bark felt rough to the touch as I slapped my hands against it.

A glance over my shoulder showed the werewolf dropping down behind me. My skirt was grabbed to be tugged and I hurriedly loosened the zipper to let it be taken from me. In seconds I was stripped naked from the waist down and completely exposed. It made me bend forward to brace myself against the tree as a hungry lick slid along the crease of my ass.

“Fuck,” I groaned as the excitement mounted.

It wasn’t only me feeling it. The sound of another guttural growl came to my ears and I looked again to see the werewolf smacking its lips. That brought another curse bursting from my mouth. An aroused beast had already tasted the cum of one man on my naked tits. Now it was tasting the cum of another on my ass. That didn’t seem to put it off though.

If anything, it seemed to bring out its primal urges all the more and I was certain it was going to breed me to fill my wet cunt with its own cum before letting me out of its grasp. I saw the way its tongue flickered out. It looked so long and I couldn’t take my eyes from it. The quiver of my thigh muscles wouldn’t stop when I felt another lick slide along the crease of my ass. My body responded, with the ache between my thighs making me wetter still as I pressed my forehead against the rough bark of the tree trunk.

Strong fingers grasped at my tautly clenched, rounded cheeks and I gasped as sharp nails raked across my skin to bring flutters of pain. The werewolf was leaving its mark on me already and my hips jerked forward when it spread my buttocks to open me up to more licks. They swept roughly across my puckered skin before I felt its long tongue wiggle between my thighs to press against the flushed, sensitive flesh of my pubic mound.

I groaned before sinking my teeth into my bottom lip to stifle the sound while the werewolf’s tongue intimately explored me. The quiver of my muscles made my legs tremble as the pleasure took hold. When its huge head pulled back, I felt its fingers dig deeper into my ass cheeks to spread them indecently.

“Oh god,” I mouthed and closed my eyes tightly when I felt the tip of its tongue wiggle forcefully on my asshole.

Its thumbs dug in harder to my flesh to stretch my tight hole and I could feel Blair’s cum spilling out. That didn’t put off the werewolf. It pulled harder still to open me up and I made no attempt to stifle the sound of my excitement now when it’s tongue entered me.

I leaned further forward to arch my spine and pushed back to a forbidden touch slipping deeper inside me. It felt so dirty to let myself be used anally when my asshole was filled with cum, but the werewolf’s strong, long tongue had no problem opening me up. The licking deep inside set my body alight and I got a hand to my tits to start groping them while I was teased and tormented into complete submission.

The muscles in the pit of my belly clenched tightly as I gave in to being so crudely violated, but my craving was there just as much as the werewolf’s. I wanted the pleasure it was giving me and pushed back harder to grind against the short, prickly hairs of its snout.

Its thumbs pulled harder still on my flesh to make my asshole gape wide and I could feel my muscles protesting the kinky abuse as a knot clenched tighter in the pit of my belly. I was feeling things I’d never had with a man and it was all I could do to stay upright on legs turning to jelly as the werewolf’s strong tongue wiggled around inside me until it finally came out again.

“Fuck,” I gasped when a hand grasped on my hip to turn me around.

I looked down at the disheveled state of my Little Redhead Riding Hood costume. Some of it lay on the ground, while the rest had been dragged aside to put my body on show. It made me feel so slutty as I met the gaze on me. I wanted to be bad in that moment and the werewolf kept its eyes on my hand as I slid it down my body to get it between my thighs.

“You’re such a slut, Elayna,” I taunted myself, but didn’t stop.

Pushing back hard against the tree, I spread my legs apart to really put myself on show to watching eyes. It was my fingers digging into soft flesh now to put the glistening pink of my pussy on show. The werewolf lapped at its fur to rid itself of the taste of my cum-filled asshole. It wanted its tongue pristine for an even better taste and smacked its lips together as it took in the strong scent of the arousal that showed I was in heat.

I tried to hold in the cry when a rasping lick swept across my pussy, but the touch was just too good. It set my legs shaking and I dug my fingers deeper into slick folds of skin to open myself up to the forceful lapping. I still wanted more and used the fingers of my other hand to pop my clitoris out fully into view.

It exposed the little throbbing bud to the licking and my muscles tensed as I pushed my hips forward. Dirty fantasies came to life like never before and I could feel my excitement soaring. My breathing grew ragged as the werewolf’s tongue kept playing on my bare skin and I looked down when the licking ended.

It got me a sight of the werewolf sticking out its tongue all the way. I wasn’t sure if it was deliberate, but the long length sent convulsions through me. Licking my asshole had just been the prelude to what the werewolf really craved. Its hungry gaze fixed on my pussy as I held it open. I was being so shamelessly promiscuous and it almost felt like my body buckled when a wiggling tongue roughly entered me.

“Fuck, fuck,” I gasped and pushed back against the tree to hold myself up.

It felt like the werewolf’s long, wiggling tongue was going so deep into my belly. Whimpering cries spilled from my lips as I held myself open until a bristly snout was rubbing against my naked skin.

The rapid, quivering spasms of my thigh muscles weakened my legs as I got a hand on the werewolf’s huge head. It forced its tongue even deeper inside and I could feel it lapping against the slick, velvety softness of my pussy. The growling sound of its excitement infected me and I pushed towards the licking as I got fingers to my clitoris.

My chest heaved as I tried to take in breaths when I began circling touches on my clit. The prickle of the werewolf’s short hair played on the sensitive skin of my inner thighs to heighten the pleasure and I cried out as it voraciously licked me out. I could feel every touch of its thrashing tongue inside me and desperately wanted to cum on it.

Pulling harder on its head was an effort, but I tried to grind myself against its snout while I punished my clitoris. It kept hungrily eating out my wet cunt and I felt the growing pleasure eventually getting me edging.

“Yes, yes,” I cried out as the penetration of its tongue stayed deep inside my pussy.

I circled my fingers on my clitoris harder still to give myself the final push I needed and my head banged back against the tree as my body stretched out. Harsh gasps spilled from my mouth when it opened wide and the sound turned to a stifled scream when the release from the tension came.

The werewolf didn’t stop. I writhed around, with its long tongue buried deep inside my pussy as the shuddering convulsions of orgasm left me in bits. My mind went numb while the pleasure ripped through me until I could feel it in my fingertips and toes. I clenched my buttocks in the last throes as I desperately tried to hold onto the elation of my slick inner depths pulsing around a strong, lapping tongue, but the sensation melted away to leave me exhausted when I shoved the werewolf’s head back.

I slumped down the tree to drop to the ground. At the same time the werewolf rose to its feet and I saw the way its big erection jutted out towards me. It showed that things weren’t over. Far from it. A beast wanted to breed me and I scrambled up to my knees to show that I wanted the same.

***

My hand wasn’t slapped away this time when I reached out and I heard a low, husky growl when I wrapped my fingers around a stiffening cock. Well, not all the way around because it was already too thick for that. The pulse of arousal felt so strong and I saw the werewolf’s head rock back when I glanced up. It’s jaws opened wide to let out more growls while I squeezed harder.

“This is not happening,” I murmured as I let my gaze slide down to flexing chest muscles then lower still to a honed six-pack that was covered in short, coarse hair.

I reached out with my free hand to brush touches on bulging, solid muscles. It made me shiver as I brought my gaze down to the werewolf’s swelling erection. I got both hands gripped on it, but there was still more than half of the thick, veiny shaft exposed.

Another glance up showed I was now being watched and I held the werewolf’s gaze as I leaned in to nuzzle my soft lips on the underside of the slick glans. It ignited fiercer throbbing that thrilled me, so I got my tongue working to slide it around the glistening head a few times. I had to let go when my top and bra were ripped from me and it left me on my knees in the dark woods wearing nothing more than a pair of shoes and stockings.

A look around showed my Little Redhead Riding Hood costume scattered across the ground. All I was now was a dirty girl, naked in the woods under the control of a beast that lusted after my body. I could feel just how much when I squeezed tighter on hard flesh to savor the strong, throbbing pulse of arousal.

I’d been with men who could become wild when I got their cocks hard. Teasing them brought out their animal lust and I loved when they treated me as nothing more than holes they could use to satisfy themselves. This was something more though. I really was with a wild animal that was going to take whatever the fuck it wanted from me and I was going to let it. I craved it just as much.

The werewolf grabbed roughly at my breasts to grope them and I felt the delicious ache of sharp nails raking across my skin. It covered my tits with scratch marks as a beast claimed me as its own. Its strong fingers digging more forcefully into my flesh mauled my tits and made me sweep quicker licks up onto the thick head of its erection.

I could feel the swell of hard flesh growing thicker still and gripped tighter to hold on. Leaning right in, I spit on the engorged head and gasped for breath when I brought one of my hands up. The excited growling increased in volume as I spread the lubrication all over smooth flesh.

When I pulled my hands away for a second, I stared at the menacing perfection of the thick, curved length that jutted out proudly from the werewolf’s groin. It took my breath, but there was little chance to enjoy the sight when a strong hand came to the back of my head to drag me in. That set me off to really be a dirty slut.

I got fingers cupped around heavy balls as I swept licks up the full length of the thick shaft. Hoarse gasps of breath spilled from my lips as I soaked hard flesh with spit then gripped my fingers on the base as I forced my mouth over the tip. I aggressively started to bob my head to take as much as I could and the sloppy, slurping sound of my efforts seemed to excite the werewolf.

Its hand pressed harder on the back of my head and my eyes watered as the thick head of its cock slid all the way to the back of my mouth to almost choke me. I struggled to back off to get a breath, but the werewolf wouldn’t let me. Its erection slipped down my throat as it got both hands on my head to make me give what it wanted. It started to thrust and I closed my eyes tightly as it took out its raging lust on my mouth.

The desperate sound of my gagging rang out as hard cock fucked roughly down my throat and I let out hoarse, retching gasps of breath when the werewolf eventually pulled back. My gaze fixed on the long strings of spit stretching out to its impressive cock. I gathered them with my hand to give a slick, slippery feel to the stroking when I started to give a handjob.

The werewolf wanted more than that, however, and I willingly gave in by getting my mouth over the bulbous head again. The sound of my rasping breaths filled the night air, but the blowjob quickly turned into my mouth being roughly fucked once more. It brought a flood of spit spilling over my bottom lip down onto my tits while they were groped and mauled to cover them in scratch marks.

More retching gasps of breath spilled from my lips when I managed to back off and gather the drooling spit in my palm again. This time I simply held onto the thick base while I rasped my tongue along the bulging veins that snaked up the thick shaft. Tilting my head back showed the open-mouthed excitement of a beast when I kissed its heavy balls.

I pressed my palm against the shaft to trap it against the werewolf’s body and shuddered when I saw just how far it stretched up a honed six pack. Taking a hanging testicle in my mouth, I rolled my tongue around it then gave the same love to the other one. I kept doing that until a grip on my hair dragged my head back. My neck stretched out to make my muscles strain as I stared up into dark eyes.

A powerful werewolf was showing who was in control and the eye contact sent shivers down my spine. Its free hand clasped around my throat as we continued to stare at each other. My gaze eventually dropped to the rampant erection right in front of me. It got me pulled in and I closed my eyes as I pressed my face against the hardness. I could feel the strong, pulsing throb of hot-blooded lust and it turned shivers to full body shudders.

“Fuck,” I gasped and pulled back to lick up the iron-hard shaft.

The grip on my hair made my head tilt back and the werewolf took hold of its massive erection to spank the thick head on my mouth. I stuck out my tongue to lick on slick skin as it kept smacking down. It wasn’t long before the werewolf was ready for more, however. I could sense it and let out a squeal when I was shoved down to the cool grass.

Strong hands clasped on my hips to make me squirm, but I willingly let myself be manhandled onto my belly. The weight of the werewolf came down on the back of my thighs and I groaned as its erection pressed into the crease of my ass. I could feel the throb of its arousal against my tight hole and pushed up to grind against the hardness.

The weight eventually lifted and I looked up at the beast looming over me when I was turned onto my back. My arms were grabbed to pin them down and the werewolf got its knees in between my legs to make me spread them wide. I was completely at its mercy and saw just how far its huge, thick erection stretched up my belly when it leaned in.

It brought a curse bursting from my mouth, but I wanted the sex so badly and knew my tight, wet cunt was about to be ravaged by a monster cock.

***

My breath came out heavily as I tried to free my hand from the werewolf’s strong grip. It didn’t let go at first, however. That kept my arms pinned down to the ground as its knees pushed against my inner thighs to spread them wider. I tensed my muscles to lift my ass up, so I could grind my soft mound against the hardness of its monster cock and show just how much I wanted it.

“Please,” I groaned and struggled harder to free my hand.

The werewolf eventually released its grip on my right wrist, so it could reach towards its groin. I didn’t let it take hold of its erection though and knocked its hand away, so I could clasp my fingers on its thick shaft. It allowed me to guide the action and I brought the tip of its cock to my slick entrance.

My neck muscles strained as I lifted my head to watch the way I rubbed the tip against my swollen pussy lips. I could sense the pent up lust of a beast about to be unleashed on me and my mouth opened wide as I eased the thick head into my pussy. I was giving myself to it and that’s all I needed to do. When I let go a slamming thrust gave me every hard inch of a huge erection.

“Yes, yes,” I let out in a breathless rasp as my wet pussy was stretched wide by the thick girth.

I felt fuller than ever before in my life and closed my eyes as I pushed towards the werewolf to grind against it. Its low husky growls seemed to send vibrations through its body and I could feel them inside me. It made my muscles flutter and spams relentlessly and I tried to grind even harder against its groin.

Pain tinged the pleasure when its sharp nails raked up the smooth, sensitive skin of my inner thighs. Its hands pressed in place to spread my legs even wider as it eased its hips back then slammed forward to fuck its erection into me roughly.

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned.

I wanted it to make me its bitch, to take me like a slut on the grass of the clearing in the woods. Its hands slid higher to get to my waist and its grip was strong as it held me down to really start fucking me. Hard, slamming thrusts crashed between my thighs and I arched my back to lift my butt up from the cool grass as its thick erection roughly defiled me.

Its snarling excitement came out as it powered forward to ravish my wet cunt, with harder thrusts powering its thick erection savagely deep into my slick depths. The rugged action left me gasping for breath and I desperately wanted a release from the growing pressure I could feel between my thighs. It made me slide a hand down my body to get fingers to my clitoris.

I’d cum on its tongue not long before, but this was even better. Its huge cock made my tight pussy gape like never before as it pounded into me and my back arched tighter while I rubbed frantically at my clitoris. The strain in my neck muscles was there again as I raised my head to watch the way I was being ravaged by a beast.

Its only need in that moment was to breed me and it did so with a ruthless abandon. The grip around my waist tightened as strong hands held me in place to be rag dolled. I couldn’t keep my head up. It slumped back to the ground and I closed my eyes tightly as the powerful, muscled body of a monster hammered between my spread thighs to drive its hard cock viciously into my pussy.

I arched up from the ground as I kept my fingers punishing my swollen clit, with the sweaty, throbbing pleasure of being used so hard finally bringing me to the brink. I started to cry out yes as the tension peaked and the way it broke inside me sent me into meltdown. My screams rang out as the werewolf kept thrusting and I squirmed and writhed under its massive body as the ecstasy flooded my veins.

The high of my orgasm left me stretched out on the ground, with my pussy rippling around the werewolf’s thick cock. A shudder ripped the strength from me and I slid my fingers down from my clitoris to let them brush against the hardness of the thick cock plunging deep inside me.

My voice was desperate as I started begging for cum, but I couldn’t stop myself. I needed to feel it and my pleading grew louder until a final thrust left cock buried deep inside. It felt so good to have the weight come down on top of me to pin me to the ground. I got my hands to the werewolf’s taut buttocks and dug my fingers in deep to hold on tightly as powerful, streaming bursts of cum filled my pussy.

I could hear the growling pleasure in my ear as the werewolf’s muscular body stretched out over me. Its hips pushed forward as it tried to bury its spurting erection even deeper inside me and it was only when its climax finally began to weaken that it slumped down. It crushed me under the heavy weight and I could barely get a breath, but the throbbing pulse of its erection starting to fade away inside me felt so good.

It made me clamp my hands on its buttocks harder to keep its cock buried deep inside me. Heavy breaths spilled from my lips as I came down from the ecstatic high and I groaned when the werewolf finally rolled off me.

“Fuck,” I gasped and brought a hand to my chest to feel the racing of my heartbeat.

I stared up into the dark sky and saw the moon slowly appear from behind the clouds. It brought a howl from the werewolf and I wondered if the people in the mansion heard the sound. The chances were that the loud music of the party drowned it out and no one would come to see what was going on in the woods.

Sliding my hand down from my chest, I got it between my thighs to brush fingertips in the thick cum that spilled from me. I squealed when my hand was grasped and I turned to look at the way the werewolf sniffed at my fingers. A glance down its body showed its cock already getting hard again and I couldn’t quite believe it.

No man I’d ever been with had recovered that quickly, but it wasn’t a man I was with now. It was a territorial beast that now seemed to view me as its possession and it was going to breed me again. I dragged my hand free of its grip and reached out to get my fingers clasped around its thick girth. My pussy wetness felt slippery on the shaft and the swell of hardness was unmistakable when I started stroking.

My hand was eventually knocked away and I remained stretched out on my back as the werewolf got over me again. Eye contact made shivers race down my spine and I knew it was going to fuck me again. It didn’t drop down on me though. Instead, its hand clasped onto my hip and I squealed as I was easily flipped over onto my belly.

Sharp nails trailed down the curve of my spine to make me claw at the grass and I let out gasping breaths when fingers gripped hold of my buttocks to spread them. A rasping lick swept across my tightly puckered asshole and I let out a groan. The werewolf wasn’t going to breed me. It was going to claim a final prize.

It had put its scent on my mouth and pussy. Now it was going to do the same with my asshole. More rough licks swept across my puckered skin before hands clamped on my hips to pull my butt up in the air. I pressed my face against the cool grass, but it was the heat of a throbbing erection that made me shiver when it rubbed against my asshole.

I’d come to the party hoping things would get a little raucous and being set up by Brandon for a threesome had got the night off to a kinky start. My asshole had been fucked by Blair during that encounter. I’d now set myself up for the same thing again by coming out into the woods. It was going to get my tight hole destroyed by a huge cock and I shuddered when the tip settled in place.

I pressed my face harder into the grass to free up my hands, so I could reach back to grab hold of my buttocks. Pulling hard helped to stretch my tight hole and the pulsing contractions of my muscles grew stronger, but it didn’t stop the werewolf. It pushed forward hard and its growl was loud when the slick head of its erection slipped into the tightness.

A forceful thrust made me let go of my buttocks to slap my hands down on the ground and I braced myself against the weight of the werewolf pushing forward to make me take its full length. It raked his fingers up my spine then back down again to send shudders through me and I cursed when hands clasped onto my hips.

I was about to be rag dolled again by a beast, but I wanted it. Oh god, I wanted it so bad in that moment and pushed back to hold the werewolf’s long, thick erection deep in my asshole. I could feel the pulsing beat of its lust as I squeezed my muscles around the thick girth and that seemed to set it off.

Its groin started to slap against my naked cheeks and I closed my eyes tightly as the pleasure of the sex reignited in my body. I gasped for breath as harder thrusts started to slam against me. It made me force my hands against the ground, so I could push back to the werewolf’s muscular body as it slammed against me.

In a matter of seconds it had worked itself into a frenzy and its brutish arousal was unleashed on me again. It wasn’t interested in me or my needs or what I craved. It wanted to make me its bitch the only way it knew how and its hard cock ravaged my asshole. That turned me on so badly and I slid a hand between my thighs to let my fingers rub against the thick shaft as it fucked in deep over and over again.

I contorted my body to reach my hand back further, so I could get my fingers clasped around heavy balls. The werewolf let out growling grunts as I massaged them. I wanted what they held and its hard cock pounded even more savagely into me while I let myself be taken by a beast until it fucked in deep and let out a desperate howl when it turned its face up to the sky.

I shuddered as I gripped balls harder and could feel the rapid-fire contractions that began pumping my asshole full of a thick load of werewolf cum. There was a thrill to milking its heavy testicles dry and I didn’t let go until the last weak spurts erupted inside me. The werewolf took its last pleasure by fucking me again until its power drained.

When it pulled out, I turned on my back and slumped onto the ground. My legs were forced open and the snuffling nose of the werewolf came between them. Thick cream pies filled both my gaping holes, with cum spilling from them and I lifted my head to watch as they were inspected.

The werewolf eventually straightened up to howl into the sky. It gave me a last look before loping off to the edge of the clearing and I watched it disappear.

“Fuck,” I gasped as I closed my legs.

I looked down at the scratch marks on my skin. It left evidence that I hadn’t been dreaming, but it wasn’t about to divulge the story of what happened to anyone. Who would fucking believe it? Getting to my feet, I moved around to gather my clothes and got dressed again.

A glance around showed I was alone in the clearing. I didn’t hang around though and hurried back to the patio doors. Locking them when I got inside, I made my way back up to the bedroom I’d been fucked in and hoped Blair wasn’t there. The room was empty, so I moved across it to let myself in the bathroom. I looked disheveled when I checked my appearance in the mirror and it brought a smile to my face.

“Little Redhead Riding Hood got fucked by the Big Bad Wolf,” I murmured as I ran fingers through my tousled hair.

Turning away from the mirror, I tidied myself up before checking my reflection again. I adjusted my top to cover as many of the red marks on my tits as I could, but I’d know they were there and I’d know how I got them.

I’d barely spent any time in the ballroom with the other guests, but it had been one of the best parties of my life. I could only hope that a werewolf wasn’t just for Halloween. Getting ravaged in the woods by a beast was the dirtiest experience of my life and I knew I’d readily go chasing it again if the chance ever arose to get back to Blair’s mansion.


Little Redhead Riding Hood 2

I let out a tired puff of breath as I walked out of the office building into the darkness and stopped to close the buttons of my jacket. It wasn’t often I worked late, but there were occasions it happened. There was generally no avoiding it, but going home late was always a frustration.

“Just get moving,” I told myself.

The sudden sense that I was being watched unnerved me before I even took a step and I turned to glance around. There was no one in sight. At least, no one I could see. The sensation returned as soon as I set my gaze forward again and the hair rose on the back of my neck. It made me want to look around once more, but I resisted the temptation and did get moving.

“It’s nothing,” I muttered although wasn’t quite sure I believed myself.

I passed a few people as I headed in the direction of the bus stop, but they weren’t the ones giving me the creepy feeling that eyes were on me. I didn’t think so, anyway. It wasn’t until I got on the bus that I was finally able to relax. and I did nothing more than sit staring out the window on the journey. The sights of the city largely washed over me as my mind wandered and it meant I nearly missed my stop for getting off.

I came out of the reverie to suddenly realize I was staring out the window at my neighborhood. Scrambling up to my feet, I rang the bell just in time. It had me hurrying towards the front of the vehicle when it came to a stop.

“Thanks,” I told the driver.

He simply nodded an acknowledgment as I got off. The sense of being watched crept into my mind again and it started to freak me out a little. It made me quicken my pace as I walked along towards my apartment building as quickly as I could. I stopped to look around when I reached it. As far as I could tell, there was no one around. The feeling persisted though and a cold shiver trickled down my spine.

“Get a bloody grip,” I muttered and made my way inside the building.

I had the keys ready when I reached my home and let myself in immediately. Moving through to the bedroom, I looked at the clock on the bedside table. It showed me it was almost eight in the evening.

“You worked too much,” I told myself and tried to shrug off the unease as simply tiredness after a long day at the office.

I hurriedly shut the curtains before stripping off and went to have a shower straight away. The cascade of warm water felt good and I closed my eyes to just stand under it for a while. I eventually roused myself to pick up the shower cream and squeezed some into my palms to wash myself. When I got a hand between my legs, I pulled at the hair.

“Too long,” I muttered and let the water rinse the soap from my body before reaching for the bikini trimmer on the shelf.

Stepping out from under the water, I leaned against the wall and spread my legs. The buzz of the small device I held came alive when I switched it on and I took a few moments to trim my pubic hair shorter. I kept brushing the fingers of my free hand across my skin to check the progress as I worked and could feel the prickle of arousal it brought alive.

“For fuck’s sake,” I berated myself, but didn’t stop.

I pressed myself back against the wall as my legs began to tremble. The idea came to me and I got the trimmer in position, so I could feel the buzz of the vibrations against my flushed skin when I pressed the end of the handle against my pussy.

“Jesus,” I groaned.

I’d been thinking of nothing more than a quick shower when I stepped under the water. I hadn’t even been horny when I decided to trim my hair, but now dirty thoughts began to flood my mind as I used my fingers to expose my clit. Touching the buzzing handle of the trimmer on the little bud made me gasp.

I let myself slip down the wall to drop all the way to the floor and held the handle in place as I spread my legs wider. My head rocked back against the tiles as the delicious vibrations brought pleasure, but I still wanted more. Sliding my fingertips down to my slick entrance, I plunged them inside and started to masturbate.

Thoughts of the long day and the weird feeling on my journey home disappeared into a haze of dirty fantasies flashing through my head as I stroked my fingers into my wet cunt harder. It brought harsh breaths spilling from my lips as I pushed to get to the moment I craved.

The second I was edging, I left my fingers buried deep as I pressed the buzzing handle of the trimmer harder against my clit. The swelling pulse of arousal grew stronger and I tried to hold onto the feeling until the need for relief was too strong. I started fingering myself again and the tension rose to a peak that broke hard inside me.

My gasping cry echoed around the tiles as the orgasm gripped hold of my body and brought the hot bliss I wanted. I squirmed around, but kept the trimmer pressed against my clit and plunged my fingers deep. The high of the climax came in a flurry of shudders that ripped the strength from me and I slumped down on the wet floor in the aftermath.

“Fuck, fuck,” I gasped as the tingling pleasure between my thighs slowly melted away to leave me trembling.

When I eventually got up, I stood on shaky legs as I finished trimming my hair to a light fuzz. Switching the trimmer off, I returned it to the shelf and slapped a hand against the wall as I stood under the water to let it rain down on me. When I finally got out of the shower, I dried myself and returned to the bedroom. I lay down on the bed and could feel the pulse of hot blood flushing my skin. It made me squeeze my legs together and the urge to masturbate was there again.

“Fuck,” I cursed at getting myself so horny.

The idea of teasing Brandon and letting him watch me while I played made me get up to walk over to the chest of drawers. It might even bring him to my apartment for more than masturbation and the thought of that excited me more while I searched through the top drawer for what I wanted.

When I found the black panties and bra, I put them on. The short, lacy robe was an added touch I couldn’t resist. I tied the belt loosely in place around my midriff before walking across the bedroom to check my appearance in the mirror on the wardrobe door.

“He’ll like it,” I let out under my breath as I inspected the sexy outfit.

Thoughts of Brandon fled my mind as the eerie feeling I’d had on the trip home returned. It was weird considering I was alone at home, where no one could be watching me. The sensation wouldn’t go away though and made me step over to the window.

I eased the curtains aside to look down on the scene outside and saw a figure standing half-hidden in the darkness of an alleyway on the other side of the street. It made me sweep the curtains back in place and my heart pounded as I was suddenly transported back to the Halloween party at Blair’s mansion. Looking out the window on that evening had ended up with me in the dark woods with a beast.

“Don’t be fucking stupid,” I muttered, but there was no getting thoughts of what happened that night out of my mind.

My hand shook when I eventually forced myself to ease the curtains aside again. It showed the entrance to the alleyway was now deserted and my cheeks puffed out as I exhaled heavily.

“It’s your bloody imagination working overtime,” I tried to tell myself.

The words were barely out of my mouth when the loud knock on the door came and that definitely wasn’t my imagination.

***

A fist thumping harder on the door of my apartment brought a fear that was laced with an undercurrent of excitement.

“Can’t be,” I muttered as I stepped out of the bedroom to look along the hallway.

My imagination was in overdrive now, but I wasn’t sure what to do. Another knock showed that the person on the doorstep wasn’t about to leave.

“Shit,” I let out under my breath as I looked down at what I wore.

I considered going back to put on a robe, but another even louder knock made me grimace. Moving along to the front door, I pressed my forehead against it.

“Who’s there?” I called.

The sound of a laugh coming back made my face screw up again, but I couldn’t believe what I was thinking. It seemed impossible, but it would explain the eerie feelings I’d been having since I walked out of the office building. There was only one way to be sure, so I reached for the security chain to slip it in place.

Taking a deep breath, I pulled the door open. The chain caught to leave a gap. It was enough for me to see though. The woods had been dark that night at Blair’s mansion and I hadn’t really been that close to the man in the clearing. There was no doubt in my mind it was him, however, and I slammed the door shut then turned to lean back against it.

“Now, that’s not very nice, is it?” he called.

I brought a hand to my chest and felt the hammering of my heartbeat. My breathing grew shallow as memories of the Halloween party flooded my my mind. I’d ended up in the woods with a beast and he was now standing on my doorstep. It made me turn and I pressed my forehead against the wood as I squeezed my eyes shut.

“How did you find me?” I asked through the door and heard another laugh.

“There’s no escape once I have your scent,” the man answered. “Didn’t you know that? On the night of the full moon I can find you wherever you are.”

“No,” I let out under my breath. I couldn’t believe it was true, but there he was standing on my doorstep.

I’d willingly given myself that night at Blair’s mansion and thought it had been a one-off.  A werewolf had voraciously taken what it wanted and left me ravaged in the woods. It seemed that wasn’t enough. This was my home though. I thought it was a safe place, but suddenly it didn’t seem so.

“Open the door,” the man called. “You know you’re going to give in.”

I paced away from the door and turned to look at it, my mind in turmoil. The fear that I’d felt that night in the woods was there again, but it wasn’t the only emotion. I knew I wouldn’t be hurt, but giving in would put me in the hands of a beast again. It felt like a slutty, shameful thing to do. The man wouldn’t just go away, however. He wanted me again and had sought me out. Stepping forward, I reached out to the security chain then hesitated.

“Maybe I should just transform out here in the hallway,” the man called. “Maybe go visit your neighbors and…”

“No,” I called back and the decision was made.

I pulled the security chain free then grabbed the handle to open the door. The man barged inside right away and slammed the door shut. It was the first time I’d seen him in light and his rugged features came right up to mine. I backed against the wall and our bodies came together as his lips crushed onto mine.

It was wrong, so wrong to let a virtual stranger come inside and treat me like his possession. I couldn’t pretend it didn’t excite me though. Passion exploded and I knew it would get me in trouble. The man’s muscular body trapped me in place as the forceful kiss lingered and his hands started to roam.

“Bastard,” I cursed when I twisted free of the kiss.

It was met with a gruff laugh as he grabbed me between the legs.

“You missed me then?” he taunted.

I couldn’t stop myself. I pushed towards his groping touch and his lips came on mine to pin my head to the wall. Rough fingers yanked the black material of my panties aside and I let out a muffled gasp when he groped my naked pussy. The slick arousal had been there since I masturbated in the shower and I’d got wetter while dressing up.

My intention had been to call Brandon. There was no need to do that now. I wouldn’t even get the chance. There was a hand between my thighs and rough fingers probing at my slick entrance. My arousal wouldn’t be missed and that was made all the more obvious when the kiss ended. The man brought his hand up and I watched as he licked at the glistening wetness on his fingertips before offering them to me.

I slid my tongue around my lips before taking the fingers to suck them clean. It was so bad, but the way it turned me on sent hot shudders through my body. My taste was in the forceful kiss that followed. I didn’t even know the name of the man in my apartment. That didn’t stop me getting a hand to the front of his trousers.

I pressed my palm against the obvious, swelling hardness of his growing erection. He stepped back, but I kept my hand in place and heard another chuckle. It made me bring my gaze up to his as I kept groping his cock through his trousers. The hint of red showed in his pupils. It was a reminder of what he was and it unnerved me.

“I knew you’d be a dirty little slut for me,” he said as he grabbed between my legs again. “That’s why I came to find you.”

The rough groping weakened my knees and I pushed myself back against the wall. I gave the same back and heard a hoarse, guttural growl as I brought his cock fully erect.

“Are you going to fuck me as a man or…,” I said and left the unfinished question hanging between us.

There was no response, so I pushed him back and dropped to my knees. It put my face right in front of the hard bulge of his erection and I leaned forward to kiss on it. Getting my hands to the fastenings of his trousers, I dragged the zipper down to get my fingers through the gap and it showed he wasn’t wearing any underwear.

I really was being slutty by grabbing hold of his erection to drag it into view. The man had basically forced his way into my home and taken me captive once more. However, I was willingly down on my knees for him, with his hard cock in my hand. I leaned forward, but was stopped from kissing on the slick head and looked up.

“I’m not going to do anything,” the man said. “We all are.”

“Huh?” I let out in a confused voice, but it didn’t take long for me to understand.

“Meet the gang,” he went on and reached out to open the door.

The gaze of the three men who walked inside came to me and I saw their faces light up as they stared at the sexy underwear I wore. It put my figure on show and it was clear they liked what they saw.

“Fuck,” I cursed as the door slammed shut.

***

Suddenly, I was being crowded by four horny men. They pulled me to my feet and shoved me against the wall. Instinct made me grab at hands, but there were too many. Far too many. My wrists were grabbed to be pinned to the wall and it left me completely exposed. A kiss pressed on my lips and I was aware of hands everywhere on my body.

A long tongue slipped into my mouth, but that was only the start as the kiss grew more forceful. My bra was dragged down to make my tits spill free of the silky cups and fingers dug roughly into my flesh. Lips came around nipple, with teeth gripping on the stiffening bud to pull on it.

I twisted my head to try and break free of the kiss, but there was no doing it. Strong, grasping touches pulled on my legs to make me spread them and I couldn’t even tell how many hands got between my thighs. Fingers squirmed and wriggled under my panties to get to my pussy and I could feel the wetness of my arousal being spread to my asshole.

I started to struggle, but the grip on my wrists was too strong. There was no escape and the truth was I didn’t want to. It was so shameless that I longed to be used in such a depraved manner by so many men, but it made me wetter as fantasies that lurked in the deepest, darkest recesses of my mind really came to life. Fingers slipped easily into my slick pussy, with more of the wetness being spread to my asshole.

The pressure of fingertips made my sphincter clench, but it held the touch back for mere seconds and I gasped as it slipped inside. My legs threatened to buckle as my asshole and pussy were roughly fingered. I gasped for breath when the kiss ended and looked at the lust on the faces in front of me. One of the men ducked down and both my nipples were sucked forcefully, one after the other, to stiffen them to thick, hard beads.

I barely got a couple of breaths before my head was pinned to the wall by another kiss. There were so many hands, so many mouths. It felt like my body was on fire as the pleasure swelled, with fingers fucking in harder to stroke knuckle-deep into my tight holes. I closed my eyes tightly as the onslaught grew more frantic and then suddenly it stopped.

The grip on my wrists ended to let me pull my hands from the wall. The lacy robe was dragged from me to leave me standing in disheveled underwear and I did nothing to cover myself up as I looked at eyes roaming over my half-naked body. It was easy to see which men had been playing with my pussy as they hungrily licked their fingers to devour my taste.

My cunt was dripping and it felt utterly wrong to get so aroused for the rough treatment I just suffered, but it was only the start. I knew that. I’d opened the door to let them in and they were about to take full advantage of the opportunity I’d given them. The sound of growls unnerved me and I watched as clothes were ripped off.

It got me the sight of growing erections, but that wasn’t the only thing swelling. The growls got louder and I started to hear the creak and pop of muscles and sinews stretching. I’d watched with wide open eyes when man turned to beast in the dark woods. This time it was happening in the light of my apartment and it wasn’t just one.

I scrambled away from the wall, but couldn’t take my eyes from the scene as I backed along the hallway. Mouths turned to elongated snouts that opened to reveal sharp teeth, chest muscles bulged larger, limbs lengthened as four men took on their wild, beastly form. I let out a squeal when dark, red-tinged eyes fixed on me.

There was a breathless, fearful excitement when four huge, muscular werewolves lunged towards me. I turned to run for the bedroom. A strong hand swiped at my feet just as I got through the door and it knocked me down to all fours. I tried to crawl forward, but hands grabbed at me. My panties and bra were practically ripped from my body to get me naked and a grip on my wrists pulled me over to the bed. I squealed as I was shoved down on the covers.

One of the werewolves came after me and I struggled when it got over me. I pushed at its chest, but the touch of my hands on strong, flexing muscles had no effect. I turned my head to the side and shuddered when a lick swept across my neck then slid down to rasp across my nipples.

Hands grabbed at my legs to spread them and huge head pushed in between my thighs. A wiggling tongue probed at my pussy, but pulled away when the werewolf above me rolled to the side. It held its grip on me, so that I ended up straddling its chest when it was on its back. I saw its long tongue flicker out and gave in completely to the situation.

Shuffling forward, I got over the werewolf’s huge head and lowered myself. Rapid, fluttering spasms made my thigh muscle ripple when a strong lick swept across my pubic mound. I’d shaved it not long before and that put my pussy on perfect display to watching eyes. I went after what I wanted and slipped a hand between my thighs to spread soft folds of skin, so I could open myself up.

Another lick swept across pink, glistening skin to make me cry out and I pushed down onto a wiggling tongue. I dug my fingers harder into my flesh as I dropped lower and a desperate groan rang out when I felt the penetration.

Fingers dug into my buttocks and a glance over my shoulder showed another werewolf eyeing my ass. I pushed down harder on the long tongue sliding so deep into my wet cunt. It lapped at slick velvety skin as I squirmed around. At the same time, I felt licks begin to sweep across my puckered skin. It made me stop moving and I closed my eyes when I felt the pressure on my asshole.

“Oh god, oh fucking god,” I bleated through clenched teeth when the tongue of the werewolf behind eased inside my asshole.

It was every bit as long as the tongue licking out my pussy and I started squirming again as I eagerly took the kinkiest of double penetrations. The touches seemed to slide so far inside and the strong lapping took my breath.

I felt the touch in my pussy stiffen and slide so deep. I couldn’t stop myself. It was the one of the dirtiest things I’d ever done as I started to ride the tongue in my cunt, while my asshole was roughly licked out.

The movement on the bed in front of me was the first sign I was about to get more. It was the grip on my hair pulling me forward that made me squeal. My hands dropped down onto the covers as I was pulled onto all fours and my eyes snapped open to the sight of a thick, curved erection jutting out from a powerful groin.

I looked up to see the gaze on me. There was no doubt what the third werewolf wanted and the other one wasn’t about to be left out. It got at the side of me, with its hand coming under my body to grope my tits. My eyes locked on the huge erection right in front of my face. It looked truly threatening, with bulging veins filled with hot blood snaking up the long shaft.

The grip in my red tresses pulled me to it and I shuddered as the hardness rubbed against my face. It made me aware of just how big the werewolf’s erection was. It moved back and I watched long fingers wrap around the thick girth. The tongue in my asshole slid deeper to ream it out as I forced myself down on the one now thrashing around in my cunt.

Another squeal burst from my lips when the werewolf at the side of me grabbed one of my wrists. It nearly made me crash down, but I managed to balance myself on one hand. A glance to the side showed another huge cock jutting out towards my naked body. My fingers were made to grip on it and I felt the strong, pulsing lust of a beast.

The grip on my hair forced me to look forward again and I tightened my grip on one massive cock as another spanked on my mouth. My breathing grew ragged as the bulbous, swollen head slipped between my lips. They were stretched wide by the thick girth and I felt the slight panic as I started to gag.

The sound only seemed to excite the werewolves and I let out a stifled groan as my mouth filled. I could feel lapping tongues in my pussy and asshole as strong fingers wrapped around mine to make me start stroking the monster cock of the werewolf at my side. The groping of my tits grew rougher and I couldn’t concentrate on any one sensation. There were far too many assaulting my naked body at the same time and my excitement mounted as I was turned into a fuck toy for raging beasts.

A growl spilled from the open snout of the werewolf in front as it began to thrust forward. There was no backing off and I gagged harder on thick cock. A strong hand came under my chin to clasp around my throat and it held me tightly in place as my mouth was ravaged.

I could barely get a breath as a long, thick cock started to fuck to the back of my mouth. It stretched my lips uncomfortably as the werewolf’s thrusts grew even more vigorous. The tip of its huge erection began to slide down my throat and I closed my eyes as they began to water.

The excitement of aroused beasts came out even more as they all preyed on my naked body and it sent me into meltdown. My hips juddered as two long tongues plundered my pussy and asshole forcibly, while I was made to stroke a thick throbbing length. My mouth was roughly abused, with bubbly strings of spit hanging from my lips as an enormous cock relentlessly fucked between my lips to make the thick head slide down my throat.

It was too much. My body was being set alight like never before and the dirty pleasure of putting myself in the middle of a snarling, werewolf gangbang took me right to the edge. Hands grasped at my hips and I was pulled down onto a long, lapping tongue that went after the taste of my pussy, while my asshole gaped under the assault of being licked out.

The hot tension peaked as my body succumbed to the rough onslaught of four aroused werewolves and the intense burst of pleasure sent me into convulsions. The throbbing pulse in my clitoris made me writhe crazily on the tongues in my pussy and asshole and I could hardly get a breath as thick werewolf cock continued to fuck into my mouth.

The toe-curling ecstasy ripped the strength from my body as my excitement peaked in a flurry of shudders. I gasped for breath when the werewolf in front backed off. A glance up showed its hungry longing and there was no doubt it wanted more from me. They all did. My limbs felt weak, but there was barely a chance to gather myself as I was pulled away from the tongues pleasuring me.

Before I knew it, I was on the floor. The two werewolf’s who’d been licking out my pussy and asshole were too slow. They were left on the bed as the other two took control of my sweaty, naked body.

***

I was dragged on top of the werewolf that threw itself to its back on the floor. It put me in position straddling its muscular chest and I saw its tongue flicker out as it grabbed my hips. It wasn’t intent on licking out my wet cunt though. I gasped as I was pulled backwards, but readily gave in to being dragged over its waist. Looking down showed me its huge cock menacingly stretching up across its honed six-pack. The sheer size was enough to make me flinch.

It was the werewolf that had fucked my mouth under me. I could tell that by the way its cock glistened with the sheen of my saliva. Reaching down, I grabbed hold and felt the hot, throbbing pulse of its lust when I made its slippery, spit-soaked erection stand up from its groin.

Shuffling into position, I rubbed the rounded tip on my pussy lips. They’d already been stretched open by a strong tongue, but that was nothing compared to the thick girth of the bulbous head.

A harsh curse burst from my lips when fingers grasped at my buttocks to spread them. A glance over my shoulder showed the werewolf behind lick its palm then spread the wetness around the head of its erection. It was getting itself ready to mate with me. The sight of that sent a shiver down my spine and I knew I was on the cusp of another double penetration. It wouldn’t be tongues this time though.

The quiver in my thigh muscles made my legs tremble as I pushed down on the werewolf under me. It stretched my pussy wide to take the thick head and I let out a mewling groan as the strong grip on my hips pulled me down to make me take every hard inch. It felt so deep inside and I started rolling my hips to writhe around on it.

The erection of the werewolf moving right up behind me rubbed against my asshole. Taking two cocks that were so enormous was going to destroy me, but I could feel the hungry need for just that taking hold in my mind.

The other two werewolves caught up to the action and I turned my head to look at the thick, hard erections that appeared on either side of me. My hands were grabbed, but I didn’t need any encouragement to take hold. I wanted to and was setting myself up for another savaging from four beasts as I pulled the erections in my hands closer.

My attention darted from side to side, so I could suck and lick on the slick, engorged head of one huge cock then the other. Strong fingers tangled in my hair and it was a thrill to have the two werewolves start fighting over my mouth. It got me pulled back and forth as I writhed around on the cock fucked deep in my pussy.

The werewolf to my right got its erection between my lips. They stretched wide to take it as I was given more rough oral by a werewolf in the grip of animal lust. It wasn’t long before strings of spit hung from my mouth, but that just lubricated a brutal blowjob.

The strong hands on my hips lifted me up and I managed to get my mouth off cock as I was pulled back down to take the throbbing shaft of the werewolf under me all the way inside my wet pussy again. All I got out was a hoarse gasp of breath before my mouth was pulled to the werewolf on my left. The thick head of its erection spread my lips and I let out a stifled groan as I was made to take more forceful oral, with hard cock sliding all the way to the back of my mouth.

At the same time, the werewolf under me kept lifting me up and pulling me down on its huge erection. The way it plunged in deep to stretch out my cunt sent hot rivulets of pleasure through my body and I gagged as the thick head of a huge cock started fucking down my throat to make it bulge.

I gasped for breath when the grip in my hair eventually pulled my mouth off cock and I was forced to let go of the erections in my hands when a strong shove between my shoulder blades knocked me forward. My palms slapped down on the muscular chest of the werewolf under me and its grip on my hips held me in place on its huge cock.

It put me in position for the werewolf behind. Strong fingers gripped on my ass to spread my buttocks and I felt the slippery tip of its enormous cock press against my puckered hole. The discomfort of my sphincter being brutishly made to stretch open turned to hot pleasure when the slippery head eased into my asshole.

My cries rang out as I was made to take the double penetration of two enormous, werewolf cocks. I could feel the throbbing pulse of them inside me at the same time as both my holes were brutally made to gape.

The two werewolves who’d been standing either side of me now dropped to their knees in front and it showed the way their hard cocks glistened with my spit. The hands of the beast under me slid up to grip under my armpits and it held me up. That enabled me to get my hands to the cocks right in front of my face and I pulled them to my mouth one after the other to kiss on them.

The werewolves in front shuffled forward and I got their big erections pushed almost together, so I could lick on the slick heads of both at the same time. A grip clasped onto my hips from behind and I let out desperate cries as hard cock started to fuck into my asshole. It left me gasping for breath, but my wide open mouth was just a target.

My hands were knocked from around the two cocks and a grip on my hair held my head steady as my mouth was fucked. The werewolf under me started to buck its hips up and I was bounced around as my cunt was ravaged.

The dirty action grew wilder as the werewolves hungered for my body. The one under me and the one behind got into a rhythm as they fucked my holes and it savaged me like never before in my life. My pussy and asshole were being destroyed by huge cocks, but it brought a hot pressure between my thighs and I started to crave another orgasm.

It made me want to get a hand to my clit, but it was impossible. I was caught in a brutal maelstrom as big cocks abused my aching holes. I slapped my hands down on a strong chest as I started pushing down to meet the thrusts of the werewolf under me. Taking every inch of its erection fucked it so deep in my pussy, while my asshole was savagely ravished at the same time.

The werewolves built themselves into a sexual frenzy that I was caught in the middle of and I could barely get a breath as my mouth took one hard cock after another. They almost fucked down my throat, but that ended when the werewolf under me let out a desperate growl.

Its hands came down from my armpits to settle on my hips and I was pulled down forcefully onto its full length. I could feel the quiver of it inside me and writhed around as it started to pump my pussy full of a thick load. That seemed to excite the werewolf behind even more and it threw itself forward to plunder my asshole until its arousal spilled over to release as well.

It fucked its long, thick erection balls-deep, so I took hot spurts of cum in both my holes at the same time as the werewolves emptied every drop of their huge loads inside me. Their growling excitement reached a peak that left me impaled on two huge dicks, but the sound of their elation eventually died away as they came down from a high.

There was no chance for me to relax though. I was pulled off the cocks by the other two werewolves and ended up on my hands and knees between them. My buttocks were spread to make me gasp. A snuffling nose played on my naked skin as cum spilled from my ravaged holes.

A shudder ripped through me when I felt a rasping lick between my thighs, but it was quickly followed by the tip of a hard cock sliding inside my gaping pussy. A strong hand of the werewolf in front gripped under my chin to squeeze its fingers into my cheeks and it made my lips spread wide open.

I balanced myself on one hand to get the other to its stiff shaft and willingly dragged it to my mouth. The werewolf pulled its hand from under my chin to grab my hair and I gasped as I was yanked forward. My mouth filled with cock as the werewolf behind shoved its hips forward to thrust its full length inside my cum-filled pussy.

The way it humped against me pushed me further forward and I gagged as the cock in my mouth slid all the way to the back of my throat. The sound set off the werewolves. Hands slid around my waist to clasp together beneath my belly. It held me in the grip of a beast as it started to breed me. Fast, pummeling thrusts fucked me hard and forced me forward as the werewolf in front began to thrust as well.

I closed my eyes tightly as I was caught in another beastly savaging and gagged harder as cock fucked down my throat. The muscular midriff of the werewolf behind slapped against my ass cheeks as it worked itself into a frenzy. Its hammering thrusts kept pushing me forward onto the werewolf in front and it was the one who gave in to the pleasure first.

It buried its cock down my throat as its excitement peaked and I swallowed the first strong spurts before it pulled back. The rest of its cum splashed the roof of my mouth to drip down on my tongue until it was thickly coated in white. I could hear the growling encouragement of the other two werewolves and it got my wet cunt pounded even harder until my pussy was given another thick load.

I pushed back to take the werewolf’s huge erection all the way inside my slick depths and closed my eyes as the streaming bursts of cum shot so deep. The werewolf in front pulled back and got its hand clasped under my chin again. It spread my lips wide and revealed the thick, sticky mess that filled my mouth.

A glance up showed it watching, so I let my tongue play with its hot load of cum as the climax of the werewolf behind came to an end. It started to fuck my pussy again, but its power drained away to make its cock eventually slip out of me.

I let the werewolf in front watch me swallow its load and it was only afterwards that it let go of my chin. My limbs felt weak as I slumped down to the floor and rolled onto my back. A grip on my ankles spread my legs and I raised my head to get a sight of the thick, creamy white that spilled from my gaping pussy and asshole.

The creepy sensation that I was being watched came over me again, but I knew what it was this time and looked up from between my thighs to see feral gazes on my pussy and asshole. I remembered my encounter in the dark woods. On that occasion I’d been fucked twice in quick succession by one werewolf, so there was no doubt in my mind that my night wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

All four werewolves were going to use me again.

***

The eyes on me just made me want to be bad, slutty bad, and I couldn’t stop myself. I slid a hand between my thighs to brush them through sticky cum and saw the way I was watched as I sucked my fingers clean. It held the attention of all four werewolves on me, so I did the same again.

When I got my hand between my legs yet again, I soaked my fingers in cum and stroked them to my clitoris. The need for a release from the ache between my thighs was all I could think about and I let out whimpering cries as I rubbed the little swollen bud furiously.

Spreading my thighs wider to put myself even more on display while I masturbated made a werewolf react and it got on all fours to move in between my legs. Its tongue started to lap on bare skin and the tingling sensation was a huge turn on. It was quickly joined by another then another until all four of the werewolves were around me. They wanted me with a hungry lust. I could feel it and closed my eyes as I circled fingertips roughly on my clitoris.

I didn’t need to see what the werewolves were doing. I could feel every one of their touches. Lapping tongues slid up the inside of both my thighs until they got right between my legs. The cum spilling from my pussy didn’t put them off. They lapped eagerly at my shaved pussy and the rush of pleasure made my back arch.

A lick swept across the fluttering muscles of my belly, with others rasping across my tits as all four werewolves went after me to put me in the middle of another gangbang. Their strong hands started to grope my curves as they kept licking and it got me so close. My back arched tighter as I kept punishing my clitoris. I could feel their tongues rasping across my fingers as they lapped between my thighs.

It made me crave the orgasm I was so close to. My hips began to judder as my tits were grabbed, with my stiff nipples coming under assault. I started to cry out louder as I edged an orgasm and it was a stiff tongue plunging inside my cum-soaked pussy that set me off.

My body bucked hard when the knot clenched tightly in my belly released to rip the tension from me. I writhed around on the floor as I was engulfed in a hot rush of shuddering pleasure. The licking didn’t stop and I pressed my fingers hard against my clit as the growling excitement of the werewolves grew louder. They had their dirty little mate to play with and stayed crowded around me as my spine arched tightly in the final throes of ecstasy.

Tension made my body stretch out as I tried to hang on to the euphoria, but it melted away and I slumped down. My breath came out heavily as a last flutter of pleasure was given to me when the werewolf’s long tongue slowly pulled out of my pussy. I lay still as I came down from the high of the orgasm, but didn’t stay in position long.

The werewolves were on me. They dragged me up to my knees as they got to their feet and it was my head being crowded now. I closed my eyes as erections came back to life. I’d been in no doubt they’d use me again, but my dirty masturbation performance had ignited their lust for me.

My hands were grabbed to pull them to swelling cocks and I opened my eyes. All four werewolves wanted my attention and I eagerly gave it to them. It was definitely the sluttiest I’d ever been in my life as I eagerly grabbed at one growing erection after another with both my hands, so I could drag them to my mouth.

Growling passion grew louder to surround me as I licked at the thick heads, taking them into my mouth to suck on them for a few seconds before moving on to the next. The werewolves grabbed at my hair, eager for me to give them love and did so with a longing I couldn’t contain. Their erections came back fully to life, so that I was being a slutty whore on my knees for four big, hard cocks.

The breath was ripped from me when the werewolves starting taking turns to fuck my mouth. I kept grabbing at their thick shafts to hold on as I let myself be roughly manhandled and preyed upon by aroused beasts, so they could take what they wanted from me. Their throbbing cocks were soaked with my spit by the time they wanted more and I slid my tongue around my lips to break the strings of saliva when I looked up at them.

My gaze flitted around the eyes on me. I was sure it was the werewolf who I’d fucked in the dark woods that gripped my arm, but I couldn’t be sure. It pulled me to my feet to lead me to the side of the bed and my knees cracked on the floor as I was shoved down. A hand on my shoulder bent me forward and I buried my face in the covers as I was mounted from behind.

That’s the only way to explain the way the werewolf entered me, its hard cock fucking deep into my wet cunt. It only thrust a couple of times before pulling out to roughly penetrate my gaping asshole. The other werewolves came around me like a pack of wild animals, holding me down bent over the bed and groping me as my asshole and pussy were used.

The werewolf behind threw itself forward as its building lust pushed it on to make me its bitch and its thick cock eventually began to hammer into my pussy. It crashed my thighs against the side of the bed as it pumped its hips relentlessly. My hair was grabbed to pull my head up and the sound of my excited cries filled the room as hands got under my chest to grab at my tits.

I reached out to take hold of hard cocks to stroke them as the werewolf behind pushed itself harder still to take its raging lust out on my naked body. The way it slammed against my ass gave me every hard inch of its erection over and over again until its excitement spilled over to climax. A final thrust trapped me against the side of the bed and I could feel another thick load pumping deep into my cunt.

Sharp claws raked down my spine to bring pain to the pleasure of letting myself be bred once more. It took my breath and the grip on my hair was released to let me shove my face back in the covers. The werewolf behind humped against me as the last of its cum filled my pussy to overflowing, but its movements eventually ended and I lay gasping for breath as the dying throbs of its erection faded away inside me.

It held me in place bent over the bed until it finally backed off. The room was silent for a second or two and I could feel thick cum spilling down the insides of my thighs. The quiet finally broke to growls and I squealed as strong hands grabbed at my arms to drag me up onto the covers.

***

Grasping hands pinned me down onto the bed on my back, with one of the werewolves seizing my ankles to pull my legs apart. I tried to lift my head, but the strain on my neck muscles was too much and I slumped down again. The afterglow of the orgasm made my limbs weak and I closed my eyes as my tits were roughly groped.

My feet scuffed on the covers as I pulled them back to raise my knees. The hands of the werewolf that got between my spread legs pressed on my inner thighs and it shoved them wide open. I was aware of all eyes on my pussy and could feel the thick cum spilling from it.

The werewolf between my thighs hooked its arms under the back of my knees as it came forward and I gasped as my legs were forced back until my knees were almost pressed against my chest. It felt like I was being folded in half, but it exposed my gaping pussy completely and hard cock went in so deep when I was entered.

The other two werewolves shuffled close to the side of my head and their hard cocks rubbed against my cheeks. It engulfed me in rough, snarling passion once again as I was fucked. Hard, slamming thrusts crashed against me to take me roughly yet again by a beast in heat. That wasn’t all I got. My hair was grabbed, with my head being turned one way then the other so the thick head of raging erections could be spanked on my lips.

I was being crushed under the weight of the werewolf on top of me as it gave in to the hot lust of having me as its mate. Its rugged, driving thrusts plunged its enormous erection deep into my wet cunt, with its heavy, swinging balls slapping against me. My pussy really was taking a savage pounding as I was made to be a dirty bitch.

Hands groped my tits as my head kept being turned and the hard cocks of the werewolves on either side of me started to slide into my mouth. It ripped the breath from me as I was fucked ragged by the werewolf on top until it got what it wanted. Its weight pushed down more forcefully on me as its last thrust brought out a guttural howl.

Hard cock buried all the way inside my pussy, with the thickness of the shaft making my slick depths gape wide as more hot cum began to pump deep inside me. The muscular body of the werewolf on top stretched out as it held itself in position to give me everything from its balls. It started to fuck me again when its climax ended, but the other two werewolves dragged me away from it.

I was theirs now and they knew they could do whatever they wanted with me. One got on its back to pull me on top and I was dragged over its huge head. The cum spilling from my pussy didn’t seem to bother it at all and I willingly let its long tongue enter me. For a second it lapped at the thick seed of the other werewolves inside me to drag it out, but hands on my shoulders pushed me down and I groaned as I was impaled on the tongue inside me.

A shove in the back bent me forward and I slapped my hands down on the bed to steady myself. Sharp claws raked down my back and I knew what was coming. I squirmed around, writhing on the tongue that was buried deep in my dripping cunt. The strong fingers of the werewolf behind sank into my flesh to spread my buttocks. It exposed my asshole to a licking tongue, but it pulled away quickly.

A glance back showed the werewolf grabbing hold of its cock. The sight made me curse and my muscles started to spasm before I even felt the touch on my asshole. The way it was made to stretch again when I was mounted from behind made me squirm around all the more on the werewolf under me. It was another double penetration, but this time a tongue and a huge erection were set to destroy my aching holes.

I cursed as I writhed around, but my movements were stopped when hands clasped onto my hips. My head hung down as I closed my eyes and there was no doubt that the other two werewolves had joined in. There were groping touches all over my body, hands grasping everywhere as I pushed down on the long tongue lapping at the velvety inner skin of my pussy.

It brought out more cum onto the snout of the werewolf under me, but it was the one behind that took control. My gaping asshole took another rough, unrelenting pounding as hard cock began to ruin it. The grip on my hips tightened to hold me in place as I was fucked yet again. I’d already lost count of the number of times I’d been used, with my head all over the place at the rough pleasure of being sodomized by a beast.

I pressed my hands harder on the bed as the muscular body of the werewolf crashed against my ass cheeks and I could feel swinging balls slapping against me again. Having my asshole fucked while I was licked out at the same time sent rippling shudders through my body and I could feel my excitement climbing.

Four werewolves crowded around my naked body and I knew I was going to be left bruised and exhausted when they’d finished with me. That came closer when the werewolf behind slammed forward harder still to leave me in bits. It wanted the release. I could feel its need to shoot its load inside me as its enormous cock slammed balls-deep over and over until it couldn’t hold back.

The final thrust left me impaled on its huge erection and I writhed around on the tongue of the werewolf under me as it furiously licked inside my cunt. I squeezed my asshole around a thick shaft as I felt the hot spurts of another climax give me cum. The hands on my hips pulled me back to hold me on a thick cock as heavy balls emptied inside me.

It still wasn’t over, but I was held in place by the werewolf behind as it let the power drain from its erection before it pulled out. I lifted up a little to let myself be licked out more and realized that the werewolf under me wanted to replace the cum it lapped out with its own.

I wanted that too and pulled myself off its tongue. Hands grabbed at my tits and ass while I scrambled back to get in position, so I could get over the werewolf’s waist. After all the gangbang sex, it was me taking control now to show what a whore I could be. I grabbed at hard cock to make it stand up. Rubbing it against my swollen pussy lips sent shivers down my spine.

The groping of my tits and ass grew rougher still as I made the head of the werewolf’s erection slide inside and hands grabbed at my hips to pull me down. My head rocked back as I let another thickly enormous cock stretch out my pussy to make it gape. I got fingers to my clit. The one thing I hadn’t had yet was to cum on one of the big cocks that had fucked me and I wanted it.

I writhed around as I fingered my clit to push myself close. The hands on my hips tried to lift me up, but I struggled to stay in position until I was edging. It was the moment I leaned forward to slap my hands down on the werewolf’s strapping torso. I started to rock my hips frantically to feel such a big cock moving around inside.

Letting the werewolf lift me up, I waited a second before dropping down hard on its thick erection and kept doing so until the orgasm burst to life. It left me in bits again as the hot pleasure ripped into me. I lifted myself up a little and sank my teeth into my bottom lip as the werewolf began to buck up from the bed.

The rapid, hammering thrusts that crashed up between my thighs sent me into ecstasy as I was held in the grip of the orgasm. It took me to a high while big, hard cock pounded deep into my gaping cunt and the werewolf didn’t stop until it started to cum. I dropped all the way down on its erection to hold it deep inside me while the hot spurts filled my quivering pussy with its seed.

Its howls of pleasure filled the room as it arched its back to push so deep inside me until its climax finally came to an end. When it slumped down, I did the same to lie on its muscular body and try to gather myself.

It still wasn’t over though.

***

I was dragged off the heaving torso of the werewolf that had just fucked me by the others and put on my hands and knees on the bed. A grip on my hair pulled my head down and I buried my face in a pillow. Hands grasped at my ass to spread my cheeks once again and I let out a stifled groan as licks played on my naked skin.

It felt like the tongues were everywhere at first, but they all seemed to come together between my thighs to lap at the cum spilling from my gaping holes. It wasn’t long before they entered me though. I forced my face harder into the pillow to mute the sound of my gasping cries. My evening with a pack of wild werewolves was ending much like it started, with my holes being ravaged by long, lapping tongues.

It licked the cum from my asshole and pussy and the kinky action brought back the hot pressure between my thighs. I tried to get a hand to my clitoris, but my wrists were grabbed and it tormented me that I couldn’t finish myself off.

“Please,” I groaned when I lifted my head.

Tongues slid deeper and I could feel hands everywhere on my body, groping and grabbing at me. It sent me into a spin that only became more of a torment as one werewolf after another hungrily licked me out. I was caught in the middle of wild beasts taking what they wanted from me again, but needed it as much as they did. The hot action seemed to go on forever and I still couldn’t get a hand between my thighs.

The torture of not cumming left me crying out as they kept crowding me, their tongues penetrating my asshole and pussy. There was no relief when they finally backed off. I slumped down and rolled onto my back to see them staring at me. The white on their snouts was a sign of just how much they’d cum inside all my holes and it felt so deliciously degrading.

That didn’t take away the need to relieve the pressure between my thighs, but I realized they weren’t about to do anything more to me when they headed for the bedroom door. All four left to leave me splayed out in a sweaty, cum-soaked mess on the covers of my bed. I wanted to go and look, but couldn’t bring myself to do it and assumed they’d transformed back into men to put their clothes on.

It certainly seemed to be the case when I heard excited voices. I couldn’t make out the words, but knew they would likely be talking about what a dirty little whore I could be. The sound of the front door eventually opening and closing signaled their departure and I let out a harsh curse. After a werewolf gangbang, they’d still left me wanting more and I rose on shaky legs to make my way to the bathroom. Going in the shower cubicle, I switched the water on.

I didn’t stand under the cascade though. Instead, I dragged the showerhead from its mount and snatched up the bikini trimmer from the shelf. Leaning back against the tiles, I let myself slide down the wall to sit on the floor and spread my legs wide.

The hose of the shower was long enough to reach down almost to the floor and I adjusted the setting to power massage. My thighs quivered when I brought the strong, streaming jets right between my legs and aimed them at my pussy and asshole.

A glance down showed the way my holes still gaped from the extreme pounding they’d taken from four, huge werewolf erections. The quiver of my thigh muscles was intense as I moved the jets around to getting them hitting the right spots. It felt so good and shudders ripped through me.

I still wanted more and put the trimmer down on the floor to free up my hand, so I could expose my clitoris. The knot of tension was there in my belly again when I targeted the little swollen bud with the streaming jets. My mouth opened wide to let out cries as I held the showerhead in place to tease and torment myself to the point of edging.

Instead of circling my fingers on my clitoris to ignite the orgasm, I picked up the trimmer and switched it on. Turning it around to hold the head, I brought the buzzing end of the handle to my slick entrance and let out a cry when I plunged it inside.

I was in a frenzy as I started to fuck myself with the vibrating handle of the trimmer, while holding the showerhead in place to keep the strong jets of water hammering against my pussy. The building pressure made my body stretch out as I fucked my gaping cunt until the handle of the trimmer was slippery with cum and the wetness of my arousal. I then pulled it out to slide it to my asshole.

Slipping the handle inside, I let go and could feel the strong spasms of my anal muscles reacting to the vibrations. I slid my fingers to my clitoris and started to roughly punish it. Pulling the showerhead closer still, I got a jet pummeling right on the little throbbing bud as I kept circling my fingertips on it and the moment finally came.

The hot tension in my body erupted to another pulsating orgasm that left me breathless. My mind was filled with images of the werewolves using me as their bitch while I writhed around on the floor of the shower cubicle. My asshole clenched tighter still around the buzzing handle of the trimmer as I kept the water jetting between my thighs until it was all just too much.

I dragged the trimmer out of my asshole and pulled the showerhead from between my thighs as my excitement peaked in shudders that gradually faded as I slumped down on the floor. The trembling wouldn’t stop and I needed to wait for my power to return before managing to rise to my feet.

My evening had finished as it started, with me masturbating in the shower. I’d got so much more in between though and there was no getting the images of the werewolf gangbang out of my head as I stood under the water to let it rain down on me. They all had my scent now and would be able to find me whenever they wanted.

“Fuck,” I cursed, but there was no keeping the smile from my face at the idea of being the dirty little whore of a pack of aroused werewolves again.
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Stepping out of the shower, I grabbed a towel to dry myself then walked through to the bedroom. I moved over to the window and eased the curtains aside to look down to the street below. It appeared quiet, so I turned my attention up to the sky. Dark clouds obscured the view, but I knew what night it was. I’d been half-expecting to experience the eerie feeling of having eyes on me since I walked out the office at the end of the working day, but the sensation hadn’t come to me yet.

“It will,” I let out under my breath.

The pack had my scent and that meant they could find me wherever I was. Well, that’s what I’d been told when they tracked me down at my apartment the previous month. They had been feral beasts to make me their dirty play toy on that occasion and I was sure they’d want the same again. For god’s sake, I wanted the same again and it felt both exciting and a little shameful that my mind was so focused on it.

Closing the curtains, I walked over to the dressing table and dropped down on the stool. Picking up a brush, I ran it through my long, red locks then got the hairdryer. I took some time to get my hair styled the way I wanted then sat for a while longer to do my makeup.

My plan was to go out. Whether I’d actually get the chance to walk out the door of my apartment was up for question, but I took time getting my makeup looking just right. It brought a flutter of heat between my thighs even before I rose to my feet to make my way over to the bed. I took off the towel before sitting down and looked around at what I’d set out before going for the shower.

A smile played on my lips as I slipped a foot into one of the heeled sandals. It left my red-painted toenails on show, but that was only the start of how sexy the footwear was. Taking hold of the long straps, I began to wind them up my lower leg and kept working to criss-cross them up past my knee all the way to my thigh.

I tied them in place before setting to work putting on the other sandal. When I got the straps securely in place, I rose to my feet. Walking over to the wardrobe, I stared in the mirror at just how good the sandals looked on my shapely legs and it brought a stronger flutter of heat between my thighs. That made me hurry back to the bed and I lifted the little tube of lubrication when I was sitting, opened it and squeezed some on my fingertips.

I then picked up the butt plug and brought it up in front of my face as I made the thick, bullet-shaped body of the toy slippery. Brushing my fingers over the smooth metal was enough to make my asshole clench at the prospect of putting it in. My pulse quickened as I worked and I eventually turned the toy to look at the blue, rounded end.

“Pretty,” I let out under my breath and slid off the bed to my knees on the floor.

If the evening played out as I hoped, it wouldn’t only be me thinking it was pretty. Turning, I leaned forward to bend over the bed and reached back with my free hand to grab hold of a buttock. Sinking fingers into flesh spread my rounded cheeks to allow me to get the slippery tip of the plug to my asshole.

The clenching sent shudders through me. It felt so good as my tight sphincter tried to resist the pressure I applied, but the lubrication on the smooth metal helped the toy slowly stretch my tight hole and I let out a gasp of breath as the tip slipped inside. My back arched as I pushed harder, with the gradual widening of the thick body sliding deeper inside making my asshole gape.

“Fuck,” I gasped as my thigh muscles began to spasm.

I stopped with the widest part of the plug holding my asshole open before finally easing it in further. The pulsing clench of my inner muscles did the rest of the work when I let go to take the toy all the way inside. Working my fingers under the pretty, jeweled end, I pulled on it a little and shuddered at the pleasure it brought.

When I let go, I spanked my ass and louder gasps came spilling out as the fluttering grip of my anal muscles tightened around the smooth metal buried deep inside. I knew I’d have to make myself cum before I even plugged my asshole, so grabbed for the magic wand vibrator lying on the bed.

Switching it on, I got it between my legs to press the buzzing head against my pussy. My skin flushed to become all the more sensitive and my back arched tighter. I could feel the strong vibrations making my muscles flutter and contract. It tightened my asshole around the plug and the sensation brought a knot of tension to my belly.

I got the fingers of my free hand under the rounded end of the plug to pull on it again, so the thick body came out a little to make my asshole stretch. It sent me into palpitations as the pleasure swelled and my breathing grew ragged as I let out whimpering gasps. Slowly, I worked the vibrating head of the magic wand vibrator to my clitoris.

A touch on the swollen bud brought out cries and I started to writhe around as I pulled harder on the plug. It kept my asshole spread wide and I could feel the vibrations inside me as I pushed the head of the buzzing toy harder against my clit. My muscles clenched tighter still and the slow burn of growing tension gathered pace to take me right to the brink.

I pulled my fingers out from under the end of the plug and the feel of it being drawn all the way back inside my asshole set me off. A hot wave of toe-curling heat ripped through me when the orgasm exploded to life and I writhed around as I held myself bent over the bed.

The arching of my back in the last throes of ecstasy made my torso stretch out and I tried to hold on to the feeling by pressing the head of the vibrator harder against my clitoris until it felt like torture. I groaned when I pulled it away and slumped down. My chest heaved against the bed while I tried to recover and it was a while before I got my breathing under control.

Making myself cum had put the hot scent of sex between my thighs. It was the only perfume I intended to wear that night and I hoped it would get me the encounter I craved. I was sure it would and eventually got up to finish my preparations.

The long, red dress I put on cupped my breast to squash them together and the low cut of the neckline left deep cleavage on show. I then put on a brown belt around my waist and cinched it tightly in place to make the pretty material cling to my curves. There was nothing below and it felt naughty to know I would be out in public without underwear.

“Bad girl,” I told myself.

A smirk played on my lip as I moved back to the dressing table to get a necklace. I then went to the wardrobe to watch myself in the mirror as I affixed the black, leather strap around my neck. My gaze went to the vivid, red heart that now hung against the smooth skin of my upper chest.

“Perfect,” I let out under my breath as I brushed my fingers on the heart. “They’ll love it.”

I stepped back to check my appearance and smoothed the material of the dress down over my hips. It finished my preparations and I went to get my handbag. Walking to the door of my apartment, I let myself out.

The feeling of being watched still wasn’t there, but I was sure it would come before the evening was out.

***

“This is you,” the driver said when he brought the taxi to a stop in front of the bar.

I got the money to pay the fare and thanked the man before getting out. There were a couple of people milling around on the street, but the bar looked quiet when I went inside. That suited me. I didn’t really want unwanted attention. The girl behind the counter smiled as I walked up to it.

“You look amazing,” she said.

“Oh, thanks,” I replied and returned her smile.

Her attention and compliments I didn’t mind, with the way she looked at me igniting a prickle of excitement. I was sure if other ideas weren’t on my mind that I’d happily give her my number or vice-versa. We might even end up having some fun together and it became all the more obvious that she was interested when she asked another question to fish for information.

“Meeting your boyfriend?”

“Hope so,” I replied and laughed. “If he turns up.”

“Well, come and chat if he doesn’t,” the girl said. “What can I get you?”

“Glass of white wine,” I replied and watched as she went to get it.

There was no doubt it was deliberate when she leaned over to a fridge behind the bar. It was a provocative move that I was sure she did for my benefit and I enjoyed the sight of her short skirt riding up to expose more of her smooth thighs. I didn’t look away when she straightened up and a smile played on her lips when she turned. She poured wine from the bottle she’d got into a glass then brought it to me.

“Pretty necklace,” she said when I handed over the money.

“Yeah, one of my favorites,” I said and leaned forward.

It was a pretense at giving her a closer look at the heart decoration that hung from the black, choker strap around my neck. That wasn’t what she was looking at though. Her eyes were really on the way my luscious tits squashed down on the counter. It threatened to make them pop out of the tight material of the dress and I let her ogle my cleavage for a few seconds before straightening up. She went to ring up the sale on the till then came back with my change.

“There you go,” she said.

Our fingers brushed together when I took the change and we both knew it was deliberate. It made me wonder if she felt the same flush of exhilaration as me, but that was for another time and my mind turned back to why I’d come out.

“Thanks,” I said and put the money away before picking up my glass.

The sound of the door opening made both of us look towards it. Her attention stayed on the couple who entered the bar and approached the counter to be served, but I walked away. I went to the booth in the far corner of the place and it put me out of view from most people when I slipped into one of the benches. Lifting my glass, I took a drink as the wait began.

I was sure the feeling of being watched would eventually come over me each time I heard the door of the bar open, but I’d almost finished my glass of wine when it finally did. A shiver trickled down my spine. It seemed it was true that I could be found wherever I was and I felt my heartbeat really start to race when a figure loomed over me.

“Fancy meeting you here,” the man said and slipped into the booth to drop down on the bench right beside me.

I half-expected his friends to appear at the side of the booth, but it didn’t happen. It was clear the man was the leader of the pack. I’d already let him fuck me in the darkness of a woodland then in my home. It appeared he had a longing for more. I didn’t even know his name, so went ahead and asked him.

“Does it matter?” he shot back.

“No,” I replied. “But I want to know.”

I turned to look at him and found myself a little mesmerized by dark, menacing eyes. It made the breath catch in my throat and I took a moment to inspect his features as I waited for an answer I wasn’t even sure I’d get. His face was handsome, with dark stubble giving him a rugged look. When he finally spoke it was to ask a question of his own.

“What do I get if I give you my name?”

“You know what you’ll get,” I replied. “You came to seek me out and now that you’ve found me you’ll take whatever you fucking want from me. Isn’t that how it works?”

He let out another gruff laugh.

“Finn,” he finally told me.

“Do you want to know my name?” I asked and smirked when he shook his head.

He didn’t give the slightest fuck what my name was. All that interested him was what I had between my legs and it seemed he wasn’t about to wait to get to it. I looked down to his hand settling on my knee. As his fingers worked to ease the red material of my dress up my lower legs, I picked up my glass to empty it.

I was showing that I wasn’t about to stop him, but he knew that. I’d already given in to his animal lust on a couple of occasions. He leaned closer when he hitched the hem of my dress high enough to get his fingers below the material. I turned my head to meet his gaze and held the eye contact as his touch crept higher between my legs.

Squeezing them together was a game he obviously enjoyed as he forced the touch higher still. His free hand came to my hair to pull me to a kiss and I felt the rough prickle of his stubble against my skin.

The way his lips crushed onto mine excited me and I parted my thighs to let his hand get all the way between my legs. It revealed that I wasn’t wearing knickers and the slick wetness of my arousal allowed his fingers to easily enter me.

I pulled my head back and my breath came out in a heavy gasp as I squirmed forward to make his stiff fingers slip deeper inside my pussy. His lips brushed against my ear and it sent shivers down my spine. They became stronger when I heard the whispered words.

“Dirty little whore.”

I rocked my head back against the side of the booth. Sitting in it kept us largely out of view from the other customers in the bar. That didn’t mean we wouldn’t get caught. There was still a risk, but that just excited me more. Finn’s lips slid down onto my neck to engulf me in more shivers as he forced his fingers deeper still.

It made me part my legs wider and I looked down to the way the red material had hiked up my thighs to put much of them on show. A gasp spilled from my lips when Finn eventually pulled his fingers out. They trailed down my thigh to where the long straps of a sandal were tied in place and it left the glisten of my arousal on smooth skin.

“We need to get out of here,” Finn said when he pulled his hand away.

He slid to the edge of the seat, but stopped when I spoke.

“Where are we going?”

“Not far,” he said as he rose to his feet and held out a hand.

I stared at it for a second, but we both know I was going to give in. Picking up my bag from the table, I took hold of his hand when I slid to the edge of the seat. A tug pulled me to my feet and I looked towards the counter. The disappointment in the expression of the girl was all too obvious, but it didn’t matter. I knew where to find her if I wanted something to happen. That was for another time though.

“Come on,” Finn said.

His grip tightened on my hand and I willingly followed as he led me towards the side door of the bar, so we could leave.

***

The tight grip on my hand led me along the quiet street outside the bar and I readily let it happen. A look around showed there was no one else in sight and I wondered if the pack would actually turn up. I wasn’t about to ask though. Instead, I repeated my last comment in the bar when I set my gaze on the man in front of me.

“Where are we going?”

There was no answer, but it didn’t take long to find out. The darkness seemed to swallow us up when I was led into a gloomy alleyway. Finn appeared to have no problem navigating his way past the dumpsters and other street furniture in the narrow space, but it took a short while for my eyes to adjust. I let my arm stretch out, but the power of the man in front was all too obvious as he kept me moving.

We ended up in a deserted space at the back of some buildings and I gasped when I was shoved against the wall. Finn’s lips were on mine immediately to trap me in place and his hands grabbed ruggedly at my dress to drag the material up. It enabled him to get his hand below. I winced at the rough way his fingers pawed at my bare thighs, but did nothing to stop him getting his way. My breath came out heavily when the kiss ended and I stared in dark eyes.

“Open your legs,” Finn growled.

“Make me,” I responded defiantly.

It was a thrill to fight against his efforts and make him work for it, but there was only going to be one winner. He grabbed roughly between my legs when he got them spread.

“Bitch,” he spat out.

There was no chance for me to respond when his lips crushed onto mine again. His muscular body pressed against my soft curves as he pushed forward and I squirmed as he ruggedly groped my pussy. It made his fingers slip inside again, but it was rougher than in the bar and the weakness in my legs made me shudder.

“Bastard,” I cursed when he ended the kiss.

“You seem to like that,” he threw back.

A gasp spilled from my lips when he forced his fingers deeper in my wet cunt. It took my strength and I pushed back harder against the wall as the stiff penetration slid in and out a few times before Finn pulled his hand from between my legs. It came up between our faces and I watched as he licked at the glisten of my arousal.

The temptation was too much and my head darted forward. Our tongues played together as we licked his fingers clean of my pussy wetness. When his hand pulled away, I was slammed against the wall and I could taste myself on his tongue when it slithered into my mouth. The forceful kiss left me breathless and I was surprised when Finn dropped to his knees afterwards.

“Show me what’s mine,” he demanded.

“Fuck you,” I told him

I saw the smile and heard the hoarse laugh. It made me want him so badly and he didn’t need to say any more to make me give in. I couldn’t stop myself and leaned back harder against the wall then grabbed at the red material of my dress to drag it up my legs. Finn was kissing on the sexy straps of the sandals that wound up my legs before I even exposed myself completely.

“Please,” I let out in a gasping breath as the pulsing ache between my thighs grew stronger.

Being made to wait for the touch I really craved drove me crazy, but the kisses that came up my legs eventually got between them. The strength was really ripped from my trembling body when I felt Finn’s lips on my pussy. It quickly became his tongue rasping along my tight slit to open it up and that made me spread my legs wider.

I was being a dirty back alley whore by showing the man using me that I loved every second of the way he treated me. The rough prickle of his stubble on my inner thighs brought a delicious flutter to my muscles and I got a hand on his head, so I could tangle my fingers tightly in his hair when his tongue started to probe inside me. My breathing grew ragged as the rough, intimate lapping sent shock waves of pleasure through my body. It threatened to buckle my knees, but I held myself up to let myself be treated as a slut by a man I barely knew at all.

His lips stuck to the plump flesh of my mound when he forced his tongue deeper still to hungrily eat me out until he needed a breath. I looked down when I heard the sound of his heavy gasps and it got me the sight of him licking his lips. The eye contact didn’t waver as I pulled my dress higher then let go of his hair to get my hand between my thighs, so I could fully expose my clitoris.

I was showing him what I wanted and got it when his tongue started to rasp across the swollen bud. It set my libido on fire and I pushed down to grind against his lips as he licked harder. The rush of hot shivers made me want to cry out, but I sank my teeth into my bottom lip to stop the sound.

The back alley might be deserted, but I didn’t want to take the chance that my cries would be heard. I forced my head back against the wall to stretch out my neck and took in gasping breaths as Finn worshiped my body with a passion.

The surprise that he was still a man wasn’t lost on me, but I wasn’t complaining. He was going after what he wanted with a primal, animal hunger. He knew what he was doing to take me close with his tongue and I did cry out when he backed off to deny the orgasm. It was torture and all the more so when he grabbed my hand to stop me masturbating.

“Bastard,” I whined as the longing for relief filled my mind.

Finn was on his feet in an instant and I could taste myself in the sticky kiss that found my lips. I got a hand between our bodies and wasn’t stopped when I groped the bulge in his trousers. The virile hardness of his erection made me want it so badly and I fumbled with the zipper of his trousers.

“Let me see,” I gasped when I twisted my mouth free of the kiss.

He moved back a little and it gave me room to drag the zipper down. I got my hand through the gap and it reminded me of when he came to my apartment. I’d done the same thing and was again showing that I’d willingly give him everything he wanted by grabbing hold of his erection to pull it into view.

It felt iron-hard when I squeezed my fingers around it. My hair was grabbed to trap my head against the wall and I was kissed again. I held on tightly to his erection as our bodies came together and could feel the strong, pulsing throb of hot blood.

“Fuck,” I gasped when the kiss ended.

I started to drop down, but wasn’t allowed to. It wasn’t my mouth that Finn wanted at that moment and I had to let go of his erection when he grabbed my hips to turn me. I was shoved face-first against the wall this time, with my dress being dragged up the back of my thighs to bare my bottom.

“Hold this,” Finn ordered and grabbed my hand to make me take hold of the material of my dress.

It kept me exposed and I groaned when the hardness of his erection rubbed against my bum. He pushed his weight forward to make his rampant shaft part my cheeks and I could feel hard flesh pressing against the rounded end of the butt plug I’d slid deep in my asshole. I pushed back to grind against him, but the touch pulled away too quickly.

Hands roughly grabbed at my buttocks to spread them. Fingers then played on the rounded end of the plug and I heard the taunting laugh, but nothing was said. I half-expected the toy to be dragged out and prepared myself. It didn’t happen though because I wasn’t in control. I was at the mercy of an aroused man, who was going to do whatever he wanted to me. I just wanted him inside my aching cunt and groaned when the thick head of his erection rubbed on my slit.

Finn entered me roughly and his teeth sank into my shoulder when he thrust forward. It gave me his full, erect length. The fierce throb of his cock inside me brought shivers and the brickwork of the wall felt rough against my face as I was pinned against it. Hands latched onto my hips to hold onto them tightly as I was caught in a whirlwind of raw, aggressive lust.

Hard thrusts began to crash against my naked butt as I held my dress up to let myself be used. Finn’s muscular body crashed against me to keep me trapped in place against the wall as he fucked me hard, like my body was nothing more than his sexual pleasure. His lips came to my ear and I could hear his grunts of effort as he drove forward relentlessly to stretch out my pussy with his thick cock.

The forceful, quickie sex in the darkness of the alley was seedy, but I wanted it so much. There was nothing stopping me getting a hand to my clitoris now, so I got fingers on it as Finn kept frantically pumping his hips to ravage me. Circling touches of my fingertips brought me close and I held myself there until the wild sex came to a high.

Finn let out a cry when his last thrust fucked his thick erection balls-deep inside me. I rubbed my clitoris hard to take myself all the way and the feel of hot, streaming spurts of cum erupting deep in my wet pussy set me off. The pressure from behind kept me pinned against the wall as I was wracked in convulsions, with the pleasure of the orgasm heightened by the thick load filling my pussy.

We both came to a high around the same time and the tension in our bodies kept them tightly locked together, with my slick inner depths rippling around the hardness of Finn’s erection as the last of his cum pumped deep into me.

I heard his harsh breaths in my ear when his mouth pressed against it and closed my eyes as the last vestiges of heady elation flooded my body. It brought shudders that eventually began to melt away and I gasped when Finn pulled out of me. He grabbed my shoulder to spin me around and I let go of my dress to let it drop back down when I was kissed.

I saw the look in his eyes when our lips parted and knew the night wasn’t over. That turned out to be right when Finn stuffed his fading erection back in his trousers then grabbed my wrist.

“Come on,” he said.

I didn’t even bother asking where we were going this time. I just followed.

***

When we came to a stop, Finn pulled on a sheet of corrugated iron that covered the opening into a building. It made just enough space and a tug on my arm brought me to it.

“What is this place?” I asked.

“Only one way to find out,” he replied.

I looked through the gap. It appeared ominously dark and I couldn’t really see much. Gulping down a heavy breath, I summoned my nerve then took the plunge and eased myself through to go inside. Finn followed immediately and the clang of the metal slamming back into place made me jump.

“Come on,” he said and took my wrist.

I let my arm stretch out, but obediently followed on behind when a tug got me walking. It felt so wrong to even be there and alarm bells rang in my head. I couldn’t pretend there wasn’t a thrill to being so reckless though. I’d willingly let myself be fucked like a slut in a back alley, but it was only the start of the evening. There was no doubt about that.

My eyes slowly adjusted to the gloom and I could see the surroundings were dilapidated. It made it clear the building, which looked like a factory, had been abandoned and left to fall into disrepair. Most of the equipment I could see as I glanced around appeared rusty and broken.

I brought my gaze back to Finn as he started to climb a set of metal stairs. There was little I could do but keep moving as he pulled on my arm. We reached the top of the steps, where trepidation mixed with excitement when I saw a dim glow in the far corner of the building. Voices came to me as we walked towards the light and they grew louder when our presence was noticed.

Suddenly, three men were barreling towards us and there was no doubt who they were. I’d been brought to the lair of a werewolf pack and there was no missing the almost gleeful excitement of the three men when they set eyes on me.

“Like what I brought you?” Finn asked them and let out a gruff laugh.

He brought me to a stop in front of the men and I could see their voracious gazes roaming over every inch of my body. It sent a hot shiver down my spine.

“Dirty slut is wearing nothing under the pretty dress,” Finn said as he moved behind me. “All I had to do was drag it up to fuck her.”

The surprise of a spank on my ass made me let out a stifled squeal.

“Now take it off,” Finn ordered.

When he’d taken me to the deserted alley, I’d wondered if he wanted me alone. It was now obvious he didn’t. He’d just taken advantage of the opportunity to have my body for himself before bringing me to the lair. My breathing grew ragged and I couldn’t stop my gaze sliding to the crotches of the men in front as they continued to ogle my curves. Darkness obscured the view, but the truth was I didn’t need to see to know they were getting aroused.

I’d been brought to them for one thing only, so they could satisfy their carnal lust on me. There was no doubt the sight of my curves was getting them in the mood to do just that and it wasn’t the first time. All four had taken me roughly in my very own apartment the month before.

I was in their world now although they showed no inclination to become werewolves, as they’d done at my home. Whether that stayed the same for the rest of the evening remained to be seen. The one certain thing was that I wouldn’t be leaving until they’d had their fill of my voluptuous body and I could feel how wet that was making me. A harder spank cracked on my ass to make me wince.

“It’s a pretty dress,” Finn said. “You don’t want it getting ripped.”

I hesitated for only a second longer before unbuckling the belt around my waist then grabbing the dress to pull it up my body. Exposing myself to watching eyes so brazenly brought the hot burn of shame and stronger arousal. Being fucked in the back alley not long before had just been the start of what the night would bring. I could feel the trickle of Finn’s cum on my inner thighs, but knew it would be a flood before I left the building.

When I got the dress off, I let my arms drop back to my side. The gazes on my naked body looked hungrier still as I stood in only the strappy sandals and heart necklace. Everything was on show to the three men in front and their dark eyes roamed restlessly over me.

“I’ll take that,” Finn said and dragged the dress out of my hand.

It sparked the action and there was nothing stifled about my squeal when the three men grabbed hold of me. Rough, grasping touches squeezed and groped everywhere on my naked body. At least that’s the way it felt as I was hustled towards the light. It was inside a circle of large, wooden crates and I saw the covers on the floor when I was taken through an opening to get in the middle.

I was shoved to the floor as the men started dragging their clothes off. It gave me a moment to take in the sight of them stripping naked and the soles of my sandals scuffed on the blankets as I moved back. There was nowhere for me to go though. There was only one opening leading into the middle of the crates and the men were between me and it.

Not that I wanted to escape. I knew they’d find me that evening and got dressed up pretty to go looking for the sex I was sure would come my way. Now I was in the lair of aroused beasts. That was going to get me used and it wasn’t long before a naked man fell on me. Another followed then another to leave me in a tangle of limbs and the groping touches were even rougher now.

A kiss crushed onto my lips to pin my head to the blankets and there seemed to be weight everywhere on me to hold me down. Fingers dug deep into my flesh to maul my naked tits, while other hands grasped at my legs to make me spread them. It felt like there were touches everywhere on me again and it was impossible to focus on just one.

The seep of cum sliding down my inner thighs didn’t stop a head getting between them when my legs were shoved indecently wide. I tried to turn my head to end the kiss, but there was no doing it at first. It was only when lips pulled from mine that I managed to get a breath and looked up at the smirking grin over me.

“Feel good?”

The comment came from Finn. It made me look to see him sitting on one of the crates, with my dress pressed to his face. He was enjoying my scent, but seemed happy to leave me for the others to use. I was sure that wouldn’t last though. A glance lower showed his free hand rubbing against his crotch. Watching me with the members of his pack was obviously getting him aroused again.

A grip on my hair pulled my gaze back to the face right above mine. The lecherous expression came down, with lips crushing onto mine again. It made me close my eyes, but the kiss was only one thing.

A mouth latched onto one of my nipples and my back arched as the strong sucking turned to a bite. The flutter of pain made me shudder as the swollen bud was made to stretch out. At the same time, hands pressed on my inner thighs to keep them spread wide. The cum spilling more heavily from my cunt didn’t stop a tongue playing on my flesh.

The rush of exhilaration made my buttocks clench and I let out a muffled groan when I felt a probing touch slip inside. My legs closed around the man’s head and I could feel the prickle of stubble rubbing on the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. The hot spasms of my muscles left me trembling as a wiggling tongue slipped deeper.

“Fuck,” I spat out when the kiss ended.

I looked up to the gaze on me before the man went lower to my other breast. Suddenly, both my nipples were under assault, with kisses, licks and bites tormenting the stiff buds. It was the touch between my thighs driving me crazy though. A lapping tongue went deeper still and I arched my back harder to grind against the man’s mouth.

“Check what she’s got in her asshole,” Finn shouted.

My ass lifted higher from the blankets to make my buttocks clench tighter, but fingers were forced in between my cheeks to touch on the end of the butt plug. It didn’t stop me being licked out at first, but I heard the loud gasp of the man between my thighs when his head came up.

“Get her on all fours,” he urged.

The other two moved immediately. One threw himself to his back on the blankets and hands grasped at my arms to manhandle me into position straddling his waist. I sat down on his groin and could feel the hardness of his erection rubbing against my flushed mound. The swell of pleasure grew stronger and I couldn’t stop myself. It was showing my slutty side to three virtual strangers as I started to grind down on hard cock like my life depended on it.

The moment was brought to an end by hands on my hips getting me up on my knees. The man below grabbed his erection to make it stand up from his groin and I was pushed down. A shudder swept through me when I felt the penetration and I showed my slutty side once more by eagerly dropping down to take the full length in my pussy.

The grip on my hips tightened to hold me down on hard cock, with a shove between my shoulder blades bringing out a shriek as it pushed me forward. My hands slapped down on the torso of the man under me. It brought us almost face to face and I could feel the strain in his body as he pushed up against my weight.

Our eyes locked together for only an instant though. A grip on my hair by the man in front as he got on his knees brought my gaze to the hard cock that appeared in front of my face. I squirmed around to grind down on the erection deep inside my wet cunt as I watched fingers grip around a thick, swollen shaft right in front of me.

The man slid his fingers to the base and shuffled forward on his knees to spank the swollen head on my face. It made me open my mouth and a glance up gave eye contact as hard cock slapped down on my tongue.

“This bitch likes it too much,” the man taunted.

His cock settled on my tongue before sliding into my mouth and I showed him just how much I wanted to be treated like a common whore by clamping my lips around his shaft. I started to bob my head as I kept rolling my hips to grind down on the throbbing erection in my pussy.

More action came my way when fingers sank into my buttocks to spread them. It fully exposed the blue, rounded end of the butt plug I wore and it wasn’t long before I felt licks rimming around it. My anal muscles rippled and pulsed around the thick, metal body and that in turn made my pussy tighten around hard cock.

The visceral elation of the kinky assault of three men made me want to curse, but I couldn’t do that because the one in front started to fuck my mouth. Fingers tangled tighter in my red locks to hold me in place and I started to gag as hard cock was roughly thrust to the back of my throat. It built the excitement of the men as the dirty, gulping sound rang out and spit spilled from my lips to soak the oral sex.

The licking rimming around my plugged asshole ended, with fingers slipping under the rounded end of the toy. A pull made my sphincter stretch open as the thicker, metal body came out, but not all the way. It was held for a second, with the widest part making my asshole gape. The man behind eventually let go and my anal muscles did the job of drawing the plug all the way back in again.

The sensation lit a fire in my body and I was lifted up a little as the man under me pushed up. I could feel the strain of his throbbing manhood deep inside me, but he settled back down again. My gagging grew louder as cock began to slide down my throat. Fingers slipped under the end of the plug to ease it out once more and my sphincter muscle pulsed relentlessly as it was stretched wide.

I lifted up a little and got what I wanted when the man below started to buck his hips up hard. It fucked his cock into my wet pussy and the grip on the plug was released again to let it slide back in. The sound of my gulping gasps rang out as the man in front pulled on my hair to make me take him deep-throat. It made me struggle but there was no getting a breath as I pushed down hard to take the erect cock of the man under me, while the smooth, metal body of the toy slipped all the way back in my asshole.

“She can take three,” Finn shouted.

I couldn’t see him now, but was sure his erection was rock hard again as he watched my body being turned into a fuck toy by his pack. He wanted all three of them inside of me at one time and I felt the grip on the butt plug again. It was dragged out of me this time and I sucked in air when the man in front eased back a little to end the deep-throat.

He gathered the spit hanging from my lips and I watched as he pulled out to slide his fingers up and down his length. My gaze stayed on touches stroking along cock as my buttocks were spread roughly. There was nothing stopping the man behind now and I groaned when the thick head of his erection eased into my gaping asshole.

I pushed down to take hard cock deep in my wet cunt as the man behind thrust forward to make every inch of his erection plug my asshole. My groans came out at just how full I felt, but the sound was ended by the man in front starting to fuck my mouth again. I was taking all three and the hands on my hips held me down as the man behind began to ravage my asshole.

Thrusts crashing against my face and butt rocked me back and forward as the men roasted me. They might not have turned into werewolves, but they were acting like wild beasts and brutishly ravaged my mouth and asshole for their own pleasure. The shouted encouragement of Finn rang out over the sound of excited grunts.

It was sleazy to let myself be broken in by three men intent on roughly gangbanging me in such a degrading manner. I was nothing but holes for them to use. It made me feel so wanted though and the hot craving for it took over every fiber of my being. My asshole was being destroyed by the man behind as he hammered forward harder still and the man in front pushed forward to make me gag on another deep-throat.

I could feel the pulse of his throbbing erection as he forced himself onto me and his cries showed what was coming. He bucked his hips hard to bring on the climax and I could feel the flood of cum shooting down my throat. At the last second, he pulled back and I swallowed hard on a thick, slippery load, while the last of his cum splashed my face.

At just that moment, the man behind let go. He groaned as he fucked every hard inch of his erection in my asshole and the hands on my hips made me rise up a little. The man under me started to savagely thrust up to fuck my wet cunt as a hot load of cum filled my ass. It was too much for me. The tension in my body came to a high to make my holes tighten around hard flesh and I let out screaming cries as a shuddering orgasm ripped through me.

Hard cock spanked on my sticky face, while the man underneath me pumped his hips up in a frenzy. He let go while cum still spurted in my asshole and, for a few glorious seconds at the height of my climax, I could feel both my holes taking hot, virile loads to make me a breeding toy. The sound of my cries was muffled by hard cock fucking back in my mouth as the climaxes of the other two men peaked.

It left me exhausted while the shudders of orgasm dulled to trembling. I was held on all three erections, so I could feel the throbbing power of them slowly dying away inside my body. A stinging spank on my ass preceded the man behind pulling out. The man in front backed off too before I was shoved aside to fall down on the covers.

I’d been used then tossed aside and lay in a heap as I gasped for breath. A look towards Finn showed the games were far from over though. He wasn’t there any more. Well, not in his human form. The huge werewolf I set eyes on had become fully aroused by what it just witnessed and my gaze slid to just how big its erection was.

***

Shrugging of the weakness in my limbs, I scrambled onto all fours and it was me who went to a werewolf rather than it coming to me. I was showing how much I still wanted sex even after letting myself be used by all four men. The craving for more only heightened when I got up on my knees. An aroused beast dropped down from the wooden crates to loom over me and I saw my dress still clutched in his hand.

My gaze went from that to the enormous erection jutting out from muscular loins. The sheer size made me curse under my breath and the hot ache to have such a big cock inside me was there between my thighs. I was being such a slutty whore, but couldn’t contain the longing. I’d already willingly given myself to every one of the men, but the snarling sounds behind me showed that I was about to come under the control of four werewolves.

Lifting a hand, I slid the back of it across my lips and felt the cum around my mouth. My dress was tossed down on the covers and my gaze went from the red material to hard cock. I was suddenly in a hurry to show how much I wanted it and reached out to grab hold. The hot, pulsing throb of arousal took my breath and I heard the growl when I squeezed tightly. Looking up showed me an intense, smoldering gaze on me and I held the eye contact of a beast as I leaned in.

The hoarse, growling excitement of the others surrounded me as I started to roll my tongue around the slick, swollen glans of the leader of the pack. All eyes were on me and it brought out the bad girl inside. Gripping tighter made me aware that I couldn’t get my fingers all the way around the thick girth of the shaft. It was going to stretch my holes wide and I made that start happening by sliding my mouth over the engorged head.

A strong hand came to the back of my neck, but I was already trying to force my lips lower. I started to give a blowjob and it wasn’t long before it made my jaw ache. My hair was grabbed, with a rugged tug making me take even more of a thick length and it was a massive turn on to be forced. I wanted it and closed my eyes as the werewolf started to thrust.

Its huge erection fucked deeper in my mouth to make me gag and my eyes watered as I looked up. I could see the excitement on the face of the werewolf. It wanted me. Oh god, it wanted me so badly and I was giving what it craved. I gulped hard for breath as the thick head almost slipped down my throat, but the sound of my gagging only seemed to bring out the beast even more.

My struggling grew more vigorous as I tried to get a breath, but hard cock kept fucking down my throat until my tits were getting soaked from the spit spilling over my bottom lip. It was only when the werewolf relented that I was able to pull back and take in some gasping breaths. There was no real respite though. I flailed around when I was shoved to the floor, but a growl brought the other three werewolves into the action and they held me down.

Another growl sparked more action. A grip on my legs yanked them wide apart to leave me at the mercy of three beasts and they fought to get their huge heads between my spread legs. Rough licks slid up my inner thighs to get right between them and I started to writhe around as long tongues played on my pussy and asshole.

The rush of exhilaration made my back arch to lift my naked butt up from the covers. My squirming became desperate as wiggling tongues gave pleasure. They entered both my pussy and gaping asshole and I could feel thick cum being lapped out of me. A strong grip on my arms and legs held me down, so three werewolves could keep licking me out roughly.

I knew they didn’t care about my pleasure, but their actions set my body alight. The quivering spasms of my thigh muscles were unstoppable as forceful tongues plunged deeper still inside my holes, with the lapping touches rasping across my sensitive, inner skin. My body stretched out, but I was held in place until my pussy and asshole were licked clean. It was only then that the three werewolves backed off.

They’d got me ready for the leader of the pack and he wasted no time taking control. I was manhandled onto all fours, but a grip on my hair by one of the others dragged my head back down. It buried my face in the covers as hard cock pressed into the crease of my ass. I could feel just how enormous it was and pushed back to grind against it.

The evening had got underway when I’d let myself be fingered by Finn under the table in the bar. He’d then fucked me in the alleyway and now he was a highly aroused werewolf ready to take me again. I shuddered when the pressure from behind eased. The snarling excitement of the other three werewolves was all too apparent and they were taking advantage too.

Hands came under my body to grab at my tits, with the rough groping adding to the thrill of strong fingers grabbing at my ass cheeks to spread them. It exposed my used holes to the werewolf behind and I let out a muffled groan when the slick glans of its rampant erection slid back and forth between my asshole and pussy.

I tried to lift my head, but wasn’t allowed to. My face remained buried in the covers as strong, exploring hands groped and fondled my body. Hard cock finally settled in place on my flushed pussy lips. The erections of the men hadn’t exactly been small, but they were nothing compared to the size of a sexually roused werewolf.

The way my pussy lips stretched open under the assault of a monster cock sent hot shudders ripping through my body and it caught me in a growing excitement as I pushed back. The thick head slipped all the way inside and I winced when sharp claws dug into the soft flesh of my hips.

A hard thrust gave me the full length of an enormous werewolf erection and there was no doubt how much it wanted me. Its animal lust came out in a frenzy and it didn’t hold back. The grip on my hips tightened as a huge cock pounded relentlessly into my slick depths and I could feel the growing pressure between my thighs.

The snarling howls of the other werewolves spurred their leader on and its muscular loins crashed relentlessly against my naked cheeks as it ravaged my wet cunt. Being take so forcefully ripped the strength from my body. I wanted to play with my clitoris, but couldn’t do it. The other werewolves held onto my wrists to keep me in place, so I could be used and the lust of a beast was brutally unleashed on me.

It meant I was so close, but not quite there when the hard cock of the werewolf fucking my wet pussy slammed in a final time and stayed buried deep. I groaned as I felt the swell of hard flesh inside me and the other werewolves seemed to sense the moment too. Their groping became more aggressive, with scratches raking across my naked skin to bring flutters of pain to the pleasure as a monster cock exploded inside me.

The hot spurt of cum which erupted left me crying out and I could feel every one of the thick, streaming bursts that followed. It made me try harder to pull my hands free to get one to my clitoris, but I still couldn’t do it. Sharp claws dug into my hips to hold my ass up in the air when the werewolf behind began to thrust again. That gave me the last of the cum from its heavy balls and being roughly ravaged once more left my pussy gaping under the onslaught.

Fading arousal made the cock eventually slip out of me, but it still wasn’t the end. Being fucked by one man had led on to me being given to another three. The same was about to happen with werewolves and I was shoved to my back on the covers.

***

There was nothing stopping me getting a hand between my thighs now, so I spread my legs to do it right away. I’d been pushed down on the covers to be given to three werewolves, but my brazen actions brought them to a stop. I was giving them a show and was all too aware of the ardent gazes on me as I opened my legs wider to expose myself, while I tormented my clitoris like a girl who couldn’t control herself.

The truth was I couldn’t and hot cum spilled from my gaping pussy as I put on a dirty masturbation performance for aroused beasts. I knew it was building their excitement to a feverish peak and one of them eventually broke from the ranks of the others. I cried out when a rough lick swept across my fingers, while I kept playing with myself. The werewolf’s tongue then rasped on the sticky flood spilling from my ravished pussy and it wasn’t long before a probing touch slipped inside.

I was being licked out again, but this time I frantically circled my fingertips on my clitoris. The other two werewolves fell on my naked body and licked at my swollen nipples, while a long, stiff tongue probed deeper in my pussy. It slithered so far inside and became too much for me. My body stretched out as I hurried to take myself all the way and the moment finally hit me like a train.

The quivering tension in my body dissolved into a flurry of shuddering convulsions as the orgasm ripped me to pieces. Even as I writhed around, I could sense the longing it was bringing out in the werewolves. They wanted me. Every one of them. The tongue inside my wet cunt probed deeper still, with the burning contractions of my muscles gripping around it.

I hadn’t even reached the heights of my passion when the two werewolves playing with my tits dragged me away from the other one. Its tongue pulled out of me and I heard the snarling growl of annoyance that I’d been taken from it. There was nothing it could do though. I was pulled to my feet to be hustled to the crates and could barely stand on trembling legs. That didn’t matter.

I ended up facing the werewolf that leaned back against the crates to brace itself in position. The other one easily lifted me up and I was a mere toy again to be used in any way a couple of savages wanted. I was held in place, so me pussy could be penetrated by the werewolf leaning against the crates and my ruined, cum-filled cunt slid down onto another huge erection. Hands grasped onto my buttocks to roughly spread them and I knew what was about to happen.

The werewolf in front wrapped its powerful arms around me. That held me tightly against its muscular body, while I remained fully impaled on its huge erection. I could feel it so deep inside my pussy, with hard flesh throbbing fiercely inside me. I knew that wasn’t all I was about to get. Sharp claws dug into the back of my thighs to hold my legs up and I felt the thick head of the second werewolf’s erection brush against my puckered skin.

A hoarse curse spilled from my mouth as the pressure increased on my anus. I’d already taken a double penetration that evening, but the cocks now violating me were abnormally large. I cried out as the slick, swollen head of the werewolf behind entered me. It made my asshole gape even wider than before as it slid all the way inside me too.

The way I was trapped between two riled beasts was deliciously depraved and all they cared about was using me to satisfy their lust. Their muscular bodies pressed against my soft curves and it was the werewolf behind who began to thrust. I was held with my pussy impaled on one monster cock, while another rammed deep in my asshole.

The hard thrusts left me gasping for breath and I started to cry out as I let myself be used in a truly degrading manner. Not that I could do anything to stop the action and I didn’t want to. Being brutally fucked by two werewolves was a massive turn on and all they were interested in was their own pleasure. I was forced against the werewolf in front as the one behind gave in to primal urges and ruthlessly pounded its hard cock into my asshole until it lost control.

Getting a breath proved almost impossible as its erection plunged balls-deep in my asshole to leave me impaled on two huge cocks. Strong hands latched onto my buttocks to spread them wide as hot spurts of cum began to shoot hard into my asshole. My cries rang out loud as I took everything from heavy balls.

The werewolf behind grabbed my hips to pull me down forcefully as the last of a big load filled my asshole and I could feel the straining pulse of two huge cocks inside me stretching my pussy and asshole obscenely wide. It took my breath and I felt the rough prickle of fur on my cheek as I pressed my face against the muscular chest of the werewolf in front.

Hands slid to the back of my thighs to lift me up a little and, in a heartbeat, my pussy was being fucked. The werewolf leaned back harder against the crates to brace itself and easily held me up to drive its huge erection deep inside my wet pussy. That wasn’t all I got.

The snarling sound of aggression behind me ended when a still-hard erection pulled out of my asshole. In a flash, the third werewolf was on its knees behind me. I was being mercilessly bounced on a thick, hard cock when I felt the licking on my puckered skin. Cum now spilled from both my holes and I shuddered as a stiff tongue probed deep into my asshole.

It got me licked out roughly, with the lapping touches feeling like they slid so deep as I was made to ride cock. The way it fucked hard and deep inside my pussy made me cry out again, but I was finally pulled off it. That ended the licking on my asshole and I was taken back into the middle of the crates.

The werewolf carrying me dropped down on the ground and put me in position straddling its groin. It didn’t need to do any more. I wanted its hard cock back inside me and reached between my thighs to grab hold. That put me in control of the action and I rubbed the thick head along my flushed pussy lips. Each touch sent hot, tingling pleasure through my body and I eventually pushed lower to take the thick head.

Hands latched onto my hips to pull me all the way down until I was taking every inch of the werewolf’s enormous cock again. It’s fingers dug deeper into my flesh to hold me in place and I shuddered as a lick slid along my spine until it lapped against my gaping asshole. My head rocked back when the touch of a wriggling tongue entered deeply again.

The probing sensation sent hot palpitations through my body and I fought against the grip on my hips. There was no breaking free of it to ride hard cock though. I was held down as my asshole was licked out. The quivering pulse of my muscles left me in bits and I knew I was about to take another double penetration when the lapping finally ended.

This one wasn’t like the others though. A grip on my hair pulled me forward and I slapped my hands down on the chest of the werewolf under me. The erection that appeared in front of my face was the one that had filled my asshole with cum not long before. It was losing power, but still felt hefty when it spanked against my lips.

That wasn’t what I concentrated on though. The hard cock of the werewolf behind rubbed against my pussy lips and I started to struggle harder. My wet cunt was already being crudely stretched wide by the thick shaft of the werewolf under me. It appeared that the one behind intended to fucking ruin me by making me take the double penetration of two huge erections in my pussy and there was no escape from it.

There was a discomfort to the feeling of the werewolf behind trying to force its hard cock into my pussy beside the one already filling it. The ache I experienced was more than that, however. The need for such wild, brutal sex was there and I couldn’t pretend otherwise. My cries were silenced by cock fucking into my mouth and I willingly sucked to clean the cum from slick skin. The tension in my body made my muscles quiver as my pussy was destroyed by a second long, thick erection slowly easing in beside the first.

It seemed impossible that I could take them both, but the discomfort morphed into the heady exhilaration of big-cocked werewolves making me their double penetration whore. Suddenly, both sprang to action as they started to buck and thrust. The grip on my hair tightened to pull my head forward and thick cock slid to the back of my throat to make me gag.

It held me in place to be savaged. Taking two huge, hard erections in my pussy at the same time turned my body to jelly. The hands on my hips lifted me up to make me start riding cock as the werewolf behind thrust hard and fast. They were like animals on me now. In truth, that’s what they were. Wild beasts with a hungry lust for female flesh and I’d put myself right in the middle of them.

I closed my eyes tightly as the thick cock of the werewolf in front slipped so deep in my mouth its fur pressed against my face. That made the swollen head slide down my throat. The power was draining away, but the cock still felt so big. Not as enormous and virile as the two thick shafts fucking into my gaping cunt though.

Two werewolves worked themselves into a relentless rhythm to pound their rampant erections into my pussy. Both held onto my hips to keep me in place, with their snarling arousal growing stronger by the second as they took out their lust on me. I could feel heavy balls slapping against my body as I was made to take both enormous erections all the way inside again and again until the excitement spilled over to climax.

The body of the werewolf under me arched up and its grip on my hips pulled me down onto its full length. The werewolf behind kept thrusting to drive its erection deep, but the moment came to a high when the first powerful spurt of cum erupt inside me.

It wasn’t only me who felt it. The werewolf behind gave one last, hard thrust to bury its erection all the way in me too as its strong release erupted. I got a hand to my clitoris to finger it roughly as a thick flood of hot cum shot deep inside me.

Making myself orgasm a final time was so easy. I sucked on the fading erection in my mouth as two snarling beasts kept me impaled on their big, spurting cocks to make me take everything from their heavy balls. The night ended in more shuddering convulsions for me as I made myself cum on their shooting erections and my mind went blank.

For a few, short, mind-numbing seconds the world was nothing more than the hot burn of orgasm between my thighs, while my gaping pussy was used as a werewolf cum dump. Tension made my inner muscles grip around the hardness of their erections in the final throes of passion before the relaxation hit.

The werewolf in front finally pulled back and I slumped down onto the one under me. I could feel the pulsing throb of big, hard cocks inside my pussy, with the sensation slowly starting to fade away. I was eventually shoved aside again to collapse down on the covers.

Finn was sitting on the crates again as a man and I saw the smirk on his lips as he stared at me. It made me be bad and I spread my legs wide to show him the creamy flood of hot, werewolf cum spilling from my gaping pussy. I was theirs and they all knew it. A shudder rippled though me when I slid fingertips through the sticky mess.

“Now you know where we live in the city,” he said and his smile grew wider.

I didn’t say anything, but understood what he meant. There would be no need for me to wait in future for the werewolves to find me. If I wanted to be ravaged like a back alley whore by huge cocks then I could visit the lair when the full moon was high in the night sky. Finn knew I’d give in to temptation and so did I.


Becoming Busty

Penny was sure she heard something and pulled the headphones away from her ears to listen. However, there was only silence as she remained lying where she was on her bed. After a few seconds passed, she decided she’d been mistaken. She was about to let the headphones drop back in place when the sound of a shout came to her.

“What the hell,” she muttered and sat up.

Curiosity got the better of her, so she took off the headphones then moved to the side of the bed to get up. She switched off the stereo to stop the music and heard another shout as she walked across the room. When she reached the window, she looked out to see someone standing on the driveway of her neighbor’s home.

The man held a package to show he was delivering something, but Penny knew he was wasting his time. It would likely be a couple of hours before Mr. Scott arrived home, so she opened the window to call down.

“He’s not in.”

She saw the man’s gaze come to her and he smiled before speaking.

“Any idea how long before he gets home?”

“Two hours at least I would think,” she answered. “He usually doesn’t get home from work until around six.”

She didn’t hear what the man said, but could tell just by looking that he’d likely muttered a curse under his breath. It wasn’t that which brought the flutter of heat to her cheeks though. Knowing her neighbor’s comings and goings so well was down to the crush she had on him. She was usually in her bedroom when Mr. Scott arrived home and always took the opportunity to go to the window, so she could watch him getting out of his car.

She’d told herself on countless occasions not to be such a pitiful dork, but she always gave in to temptation and never missed the chance to get a sight of her older neighbor. They’d chatted on occasions as well although that was generally an ordeal for her. Not that Mr. Scott had ever showed the slightest interest in her. He was merely being polite and their chats were generally nothing more than pleasant small talk that ended quickly.

“You couldn’t do me a favor, could you?” the man shouted up.

The remark took the thoughts from Penny’s mind and she returned her attention to him.

“Uh…, like what?” she asked.

The man held up the package in his hand.

“I have to get a signature for this,” he went on. “Can you do that for me, please? I need to get it delivered today, but won’t have time to come back later.”

“Oh,” Penny let out as she mused on the query.

She didn’t take long to make up her mind though. It provided a perfect opportunity to help her neighbor and would give a ready-made excuse to go to his door. That seemed too good to miss.

“Yeah, OK,” she agreed. “I’ll come down.”

The man nodded, so she closed the window and made her way out of the bedroom. Hurrying down the stairs, she went to the front door and found him already waiting for her.

“Thanks for doing this,” he said. “I really appreciate it.”

“Yeah, no problem,” Penny replied. “Happy to help out.”

She took the digital signature pad held out to her and used the stylus to write her name. When she returned it, the man gave her the package then lifted his phone to take photographic evidence of the delivery.

“Thanks again,” he said when he finished.

He turned around before Penny could respond, so she simply watched for a second as he walked away then closed the door. Hurrying back upstairs, she sat down on her bed and put the package on her lap. The padded envelope didn’t do much to disguise the contents and she could tell it was a magazine. A thought popped into her head that made her screw up her face.

“Don’t you bloody dare,” she warned herself, but the idea wouldn’t leave her mind.

It started to become overwhelming, so she tossed the package down on the bed and left the bedroom to go downstairs again. Taking her time making a coffee did nothing to take the thoughts away.

When she got back to her bedroom, she looked at the clock on the bedside table to see it was just after four in the afternoon. That gave her a couple of hours to play with and she knew she was going to go through with the plan formulating in her mind. She went to the desk, put the cup down then sat on the chair.

“You’re going to get yourself in bloody trouble,” she told herself.

It put a moment of doubt in her head, but she shrugged it off almost as quickly as it arrived. Leaning down, she picked up her college bag to set it on the desk. She then opened it up and looked inside to search for what she wanted. Doing a course at art school gave her what she needed and she stared at the sharp craft knife and small tube of glue when she brought them out.

Looking at them brought another flutter of hesitation that she was on the cusp of making the stupidest mistake of her life. It didn’t stop her though. Getting up, she moved back to the bed and grabbed for the package when she sat down. A closer inspection showed it would be relatively straightforward to loosen the tape then glue it back in place.

“You’re an idiot, Penny,” she told herself, but dropped to her knees on the floor then shuffled around to face the bed.

Putting the package down on the covers, she leaned in and expertly slipped the craft knife under the tape. She was careful not to rip it as she slowly worked the blade around until she’d loosened it all. The flap lifted up and she was suddenly aware of the clamminess of her palms. Her heartbeat quickened even more as she straightened up.

“Last chance not to pry,” she murmured and put down the knife before rubbing her hands on the sides of her jeans.

She flexed her fingers as she continued to stare then couldn’t stop herself. Grabbing for the envelope, she slid her hand inside and felt the glossy paper when she took hold. Her pulse hammered as she pulled the magazine out and there was no holding in the surprise of seeing what she held. It rendered her mute for a second or two before she let out a snorting giggle.

***

“Dirty son-of-a-bitch,” Penny muttered as she stared at the picture on the front of the magazine.

The model wore a bikini that consisted of not much more than tiny triangles of white material. They didn’t cover much and struggled to contain a pair of enormous breasts. It made her glance down towards her chest. She wasn’t flat, but certainly didn’t boast anything that would catch the attention of a guy with a fixation for big boobs.

“No wonder he’s not bloody interested,” she murmured dejectedly before returning her attention to the magazine.

She wasn’t taking into account that Mr. Scott was more than twenty years older than her, lived right next door and knew her parents. Those were all reasons why he wouldn’t be interested although she couldn’t shake off the notion it was down to her breasts not being big enough.

Well, that wasn’t quite the whole story. That the magazine was called Milk Maids was a sign that Mr. Scott didn’t only have a fetish for busty ladies. Penny’s jaw flapped open when she started to flick through the pages.

“No. Fucking. Way,” she let out in a disbelieving voice as as she took in the pornographic pictures.

She wasn’t exactly experienced when it came to the opposite sex. At the same time, she’d had her moments and wasn’t a complete innocent. She knew that guys could get it up for lots of things. Milk-filled breasts was definitely a new one on her though, but the magazine was a sure sign that’s exactly a turn on that got Mr. Scott aroused.

Putting the magazine down, she got her phone and quickly found the sneaky picture she’d managed to take of her neighbor on a sunny day. He was wearing only a pair of shorts and it put his dad-bod on display. She couldn’t even begin to count the number of times she’d masturbated to it, but she was suddenly looking at it in a new light.

“Dirty son-of-a-bitch,” she said again, but wasn’t put off by the revelation.

If anything, knowing her older neighbor had a taboo kink got her even more interested in him. That seemed weird to her, but there was no pretending it wasn’t true. A pulse of heat was there in her knickers and she got her free hand between her thighs as her gaze flitted between the image of Mr. Scott on her phone and the picture she’d left open in the magazine. It showed the thick erection of a man trapped between big breasts that had milk spilling from swollen nipples.

“Fuck,” Penny cursed as she pressed her fingers harder against her crotch.

The prickle of arousal grew stronger and the craving to get some relief took hold in her mind. It made her curse again, but she usually couldn’t stop herself when the urge became overwhelming.

“Do it,” she told herself and pulled her hand from between her legs.

Scrambling to her feet, she went to close the curtains before moving to the wardrobe. The box was well hidden at the back of the top shelf and the toys inside were covered over by pens, pencils and other college paraphernalia. That meant there was little chance of her secret stash being discovered by her parents.

She knew the toy she wanted and quickly got it along with a little tube of lubrication. Going to the bathroom first, she quickly washed the thick dildo then hurried back into her bedroom. The second she knelt down at the side of the bed, she lifted her hand and brought it down hard. It clapped the suction cup base on the wooden floor to stick it in place.

“Boing,” she let out under her breath, with a giggle as she put a finger against the head of the dildo to pull and watched the big toy spring from side to side. “Who’s the dirty perv now, Penny?”

The cheeky insult she aimed at herself was barely out of her mouth when she grabbed at her t-shirt to pull it up. A breathless excitement took hold as she hurriedly stripped all the way down to just her knickers before opening the tube of lubrication. She squeezed some of the clear gel on her palm then wrapped it around the head of the dildo to begin stroking.

In the blink of an eye, she found herself fantasizing that it was Mr. Scott’s swollen manhood she was playing with. It heightened the breathless elation as she stared at his picture on her phone. She could feel the hot flush it brought between her thighs while she hurried to lubricate the dildo. When she pulled her hand from around the thick shaft, she moved into place straddling the toy.

A shudder rippled through her as she pushed down to rub against the tip. The hot flush of arousal made her wetter and she rocked her head back while pushing down a little harder. Her panties stopped the toy from entering her and the tease of it took her breath. She brought her gaze back to the bed, but it wasn’t her phone she looked at now.

Instead, she stared at the picture in the magazine. She slid her tongue slowly around her lips as she grabbed her tits to grope them. The unbidden thought that Mr. Scott wouldn’t want to do that with her flitted through her head and made her scowl.

“Shit,” she cursed as she pushed down more forcefully to make her pussy rub harder against the tip of the dildo through her panties.

She didn’t take her gaze away from the picture of a rigidly erect cock trapped between big tits. A shiver raced down her spine at the thought of what that would feel like. More so, she wondered how a guy would want to finish in that situation. Letting go of her breasts, she reached out to turn the pages. She swiveled her hips to keep rubbing against the dildo until she came to the page she hoped she would.

There were a few pics of thick, creamy spurts of cum erupting over big, milky boobs. Penny couldn’t take her eyes from the dirty sight as she dropped her hands down. She shuffled her knees wider apart, so she could grab her knickers to pull them aside. Her mouth clamped shut, but there was no holding in the whimper as she rubbed her swollen pussy lips on the tip of the dildo.

It made her want more, so she pulled her knickers further aside and got her free hand between her thighs to get a finger either side of her tight slit. Digging a touch into flesh brought out another stifled whimper, and the spasms of her thigh muscles made them quiver as she eased soft folds of skin apart.

The lubrication on the toy, along with how wet she was made the penetration smooth and her mouth gaped wide as she eased lower to make the thick shaft stretch her open. Her eyes never left the pictures for a second while she took the full length like she knew she could. It sent of hot rush of pleasure through her and stronger spasms ripped into her thigh muscles.

“I want bigger,” she let out, but she wasn’t talking about the dildo.

She already knew that her crush on Mr. Scott likely wouldn’t amount to anything and those thoughts played on her mind again. The age difference was a barrier for a start and he’d probably think it was crazy to even consider getting involved with the daughter of a neighbor. Opening the package had showed her what his fetish was and that probably meant he didn’t even see her as sexy. She couldn’t magically make her tits bigger and she took out her frustrations about that on the dildo.

Forcing her fingers deeper into her flesh, she stretched her pussy open as she began to ride the thick toy. Taking it deep ignited stronger emotions and her spine arched tightly while she bounced up and down with more vigor to make the dildo plunge into her deep and hard. She still wanted more, so got fingers to her clitoris to ease it out of its hood.

Pressing her fingertips against the little swollen bud made her cry out, but she bit her lip hard to try and keep the sound down. She was in the house alone, but still couldn’t let herself go completely. Closing her eyes, she fantasized that it was Mr. Scott’s erection fucking into her wet cunt as she pushed harder still to take herself closer to a climax.

She started circling her fingers roughly on her clitoris as she kept riding the dildo and the hot pleasure coursing through her body was just too good. It brought her right to the edge and she tried to hold herself there for as long as she could. The need for relief from the tense pressure between her thighs was finally too much though.

Pushing down hard a final time, she took the full length of the dildo in her pussy and writhed around on it as she fingered her clitoris. Thoughts of her neighbor filled her mind to finally tip her into orgasm and she bit her lip harder to stifle a cry as she climaxed on the thick toy.

The juddering movements of her hips made her writhe around all the more, with her mind going numb as her world became nothing more than the molten fire coursing through her body. Her torso stretched out tightly as her passion climbed to a high and the tension returned to give a second or two of pure euphoria before the relaxation hit to make her slump down.

“Fuck, fuck,” she gasped as she pulled her hands away from her crotch.

She could feel the rippling spasms of her inner muscles around the thick shaft as she kept herself forced down on it, but the sensation slowly stared to fade to take the last of the pleasure from her. Putting her hands on the bed, she lifted herself up off the toy and grabbed hold to pluck the suction cup from the floor.

Tossing the dildo on the bed, she clambered onto the covers and lay sprawled out across them. It was a short while before her strength returned and she decided to have a shower. The tremble in her legs made them shaky when she rose to her feet, but she got moving to walk to the bathroom and took off her knickers.

“Fucking idiot,” she mocked herself when she standing under the warm jets.

Masturbating to fantasies about Mr. Scott was one thing. Opening a package of his was another and she felt the guilt that she might have gone too far as the arousal left her body. It made her hurry to wash herself and she grabbed for a towel when she switched the water off.

Once she’d dried herself, she stepped out of the shower cubicle and wrapped the towel in place around her chest. Her gaze went back to what was lying on the covers when she returned to the bedroom and the guilt grew stronger. The sight of big, milky tits dirtied with sticky, white streaks of cum made her grimace.

“He’s never going to want you,” she told herself and couldn’t bear to look at the pictures any more.

Reaching down, she grabbed for the magazine although didn’t flip all the pages shut. It wasn’t more pictures she found herself looking at though. The adverts caught her eye and she dropped to her knees to look at them.

“No. Fucking. Way,” she let out for the second time that afternoon. There was suddenly another idea formulating in her mind, but it seemed even crazier. “Don’t you bloody dare.”

She remembered thinking that she couldn’t magically make her breasts bigger, but the adverts showed that might not be as true as she imagined.

“Oh god, don’t do it, Penny,” she warned herself, but it didn’t stop her reading the adverts and she finally got up to go to the desk.

She got a pad of paper and pen before walking back to the bed and dropping down to her knees at the side of it again. Her hand shook as she took note of what she needed before putting the magazine back in the envelope. She then set to work gluing the tape back in place properly.

Once finished, she inspected her work closely and was sure it didn’t look as if the tape had been tampered with. There was only one way to know for sure if her actions would be noticed though and her nerves were shredded by the time she heard the car come to a stop in the neighboring driveway. Rising to her feet, she moved to the window in time to see Mr. Scott getting out of the vehicle.

“OK, this is easy,” she said as she watched him walk to his house.

Her parents hadn’t arrived home, so there was no need to explain anything to them. That was a blessing at least, but she could feel her composure melting away when she got the envelope and went downstairs. She left the house right away to go around to Mr. Scott’s home and forced herself to knock as soon as she got to the door.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she let out under her breath as she waited.

The urge to turn and run was one she resisted when she heard sounds from within. Her heartbeat hammered in her chest and she was sure her unease was fully on show when the door opened.

“Hey, Penny,” Mr. Scott said. “Something I can do for you?”

“Oh, uh…, it’s more something I did for you,” she stammered and let out a forced laugh that felt excruciatingly fake.

“I don’t under…”

Penny lifted the package she held and the smile on Mr. Scott’s face disappeared for a split-second before returning.

“A delivery man came and I heard him shouting,” Penny explained. “He needed a signature, so I agreed to take the package for you. I hope you don’t mind.”

“No, no, it’s fine,” Mr. Scott said. “Just a business magazine I subscribe to.”

Penny knew it was a lie and was sure it wasn’t only her feeling the unease when she handed over the package.

“Thanks for that,” Mr. Scott said and a thin smile played on his lips.

“OK,” Penny replied and heard the door closing as she turned away to bring the awkward encounter to an end.

***

“Are you listening to me, Penny?”

The loud shout coming up the stairs of the house made Penny drag the headphones from over her ears.

“Yeah, yeah,” she called back as she sat up on her bed. “Is that you heading off?”

There was no response, so she got to her feet and hurried out of her bedroom then along to the top of the staircase. It showed her mother standing at the bottom of the steps.

“Your father and I are about to leave. Are you sure you don’t want to come with us?”

“Too much coursework,” Penny lied. “It has to be handed in at the start of next week, so I really need to get it done. Tell Aunt Kelly I’ll come the next time you visit her.”

“OK,” her mother said. “Don’t work too hard. We’ll see you later tonight.”

“Have fun,” Penny replied and felt the flush of heat on her face as she waved.

That her excuse was so readily accepted wasn’t a surprise. She did have coursework, but it didn’t need to be handed in for weeks yet and she felt the guilt of lying. Her mother disappeared from view, so she moved back to her bedroom. She didn’t lie down again though. Instead, she walked over to the window.

It was a minute or so before she saw her parents leave the house. They got in the car and Penny continued to watch as the vehicle backed down the driveway then set off along the street. Being left alone for the day was exactly the opportunity she’d been looking for, but the prospect of going through with her plan left her anxious.

A glance to the neighboring driveway showed Mr. Scott’s car, so he was definitely there. It made her want to get started, but she decided to wait a while to make sure her parents didn’t return for some reason. However, each passing minute made her all the more nervous and she couldn’t stop looking at the clock on the bedside table. It eventually became too much of an effort to remain sitting on her bed, so she moved to the wardrobe to retrieve the box hidden on the top shelf.

It wasn’t one of her toys she wanted this time though. When she opened the box, she brought out the small package from inside. She’d sent away for it in the days following her discovery of Mr. Scott’s kinky fetish and spent an angst-ridden week waiting for it to be delivered. Being the first to arrive home each day meant she usually saw the mail before her parents.

However, the worry that something would go wrong and they’d find the package first left her on edge. The idea of being queried about what was inside didn’t bear thinking about. Her concerns finally ended when she’d arrived home at the end of another day of college to find the mailman had delivered it. She’d done no more than take a quick look at the contents before stashing it in the box.

Walking to her bed, she sat down and put the padded envelope on her lap. It reminded her of doing the very same thing before opening Mr. Scott’s delivery to find the magazine. This time she knew exactly what was inside and she took a deep breath before bringing out one of the two small vials. Lifting it up in front of her face, she looked at the clear liquid.

Her mind went to the advert she’d taken the details from before she put Mr. Scott’s magazine back in the package and sealed it up. The blurb had promised quick results and that’s what she needed. If she took the concoction, that was. Doubts suddenly played on her mind as she looked down at her chest.

Thoughts of Mr. Scott started to plague her, however. She’d masturbated about him virtually every day since she looked through the magazine, but the vial she now held provided the opportunity for more. Well, if the contents did what the advert promised and her older neighbor actually wanted to try out his fetish for real.

There was no guarantee on either of those things and it heightened her concerns that she was about to make a huge mistake. It kept her sitting where she was, but she knew she’d be left with nothing but regrets if she didn’t try. Getting up, she walked back to the wardrobe to get her toweling robe then went through to the bathroom.

She stripped off completely to put on the robe before standing in front of the mirror over the sink. Her already racing heartbeat quickened even more while she unscrewed the cap of the small vial then lifted her gaze to her reflection.

“Well?” she asked herself.

She tilted her head from side to side as she kept staring at her face. The doubts were there again as she dithered, but she finally gave in to temptation. Lifting her hand, she brought the vial to her lips and tilted her head back to down the clear liquid in one gulp. There was no taste, but she still grimaced when she looked at herself in the mirror.

The expectation that her breasts would balloon in a matter of seconds disappeared and it made her wonder if the whole thing was a con. Putting the empty vial down, she pulled on the sides of the robe to open it up and pouted as she eyed her chest. She wasn’t about to stand there staring at herself though, so went back to her bedroom.

Lying down, she put the headphones on and cranked the sound of the music up. It was half-an-hour before she started to feel the slight discomfort. She stopped herself from looking at first, but it didn’t take much longer before she started to feel the strain of her swelling breasts being constrained by the robe.

It made her loosen the belt and she looked at the way the material was being pushed out. There was no doubt her tits were getting bigger. That wasn’t all, with a growing ache unnerving her. Taking off the headphones, she scrambled up from the bed to walk to the bathroom.

When she got to the mirror over the sink, she turned side-on to it and arched her lower back to push out her chest. It made the swell of her growing breasts even more obvious and she slid her tongue slowly around her lips as she stared.

“What the hell have you done to yourself, Penny?” she asked her reflection and felt a slow creep of the jitters when she turned to look straight on at the mirror.

She loosened the belt and grabbed the sides of the robe, but her gaze went up to her face. Pregnancy wasn’t something she knew about or had any particular interest in, but in the days after finding the magazine she’d looked up a few websites about expectant mothers experiencing the milk coming in. The stories she’d read of aches, discomfort and stretch marks weren’t exactly heartening although it hadn’t put her off sending away for the vials.

“Well?” she asked herself.

Taking in a deep breath, she eased the sides of the robe apart and her eyes opened wide. The websites she’d looked at had pictures and she now found herself basically staring at the images she’d seen. Except it was on her youthful body. Veins were much more noticeable on her larger breasts, with the areola darkening and her nipples looking thicker, as well as standing out more from the surrounding flesh.

“Fucking hell,” she muttered as she lifted her hands.

Her breasts felt more sensitive than they ever had before. Simply cupping them made the ache she felt stronger and she screwed up her face when she dug her fingers a little into her flesh. Her breath came out in a rush when she lifted her tits. They felt fuller, as well as heavier and there seemed little doubt that the milk was coming in.

A stronger squeeze made a drop of white show on both thick nipples and the surprise of it made her drag her hands away from her breasts. There was no taking her gaze from the sight of the hanging droplets, which eventually detached to roll across her skin.

“Oh Jesus, Jesus,” she let out as the flutter of panic came alive.

The sudden thought that her parents would come home to the sight of her with noticeably larger breasts intensified the angst she felt and she started to hyperventilate as she tried to take in air. How in the hell would she even begin to explain that. It didn’t bear thinking about and the fear that she’d made a monumental fuck up took hold. It made her grab the robe to close it, but out of sight certainly wasn’t out of mind.

The material rubbing against her nipples made them feel all the more tender and she started to pace the floor of the bathroom. Her panic increased as the swell of her breasts continued until they appeared huge in comparison to normal. She eventually opened the robe again and didn’t even need to squeeze her breasts this time for the milk to start leaking from her swollen nipples.

“Oh fuck, you stupid, stupid idiot,” she berated herself.

Hurrying back into the bedroom, she moved across to the dressing table. Opening a small tub, she dragged out a handful of cotton pads then undid the robe, so she could put a few over each of her nipples and secure them in place with cosmetic tape. She closed her eyes to try and calm herself down, but it proved almost impossible.

“You know why you did it,” she eventually told herself.

It brought thoughts of Mr. Scott back to mind. Moving over to the window, she looked next door to see the car still sitting on the driveway. It meant her neighbor was there and she was suddenly thinking about more than giving him a fantasy. She needed his help and felt the heat of embarrassment flush onto her cheeks.

“Stupid idiot,” she muttered again, but all she could do now was go through with the plan she’d been thinking about for the last few weeks.

Returning to the wardrobe, she got a bra and did feel like an idiot when she tried to put it on. The cups were now way too small for her milk-engorged breasts and there was no way she could wear it.

“Shit,” she hissed through gritted teeth and threw the bra on the floor.

There seemed little point in wearing panties either, so she simply put on a pair of jeans. She then got one of her white shirts and quickly found out she could only do up the bottom three buttons. The material that usually hung fairly loosely across her chest was now stretched to the point where it was impossible to pull the sides together.

Closing the wardrobe, she looked at herself in the mirror on the door. Her eyes opened wide again, but it was more than shock that caused it now. The cleavage on display was like a picture she’d seen in Mr. Scott’s magazine and a prickle of excitement came through the panicky nerves that were still there.

“He’ll like it,” she told herself as she stared at the display of cleavage.

A flush of heat between her thighs made her squirm and she let out another curse. The sight she stared at was pretty, but she wasn’t about to walk next door with it on show. Opening the door of the wardrobe again, she got a coat to put on and zipped it up.

She then moved over to the dressing table and sat down. For a few seconds, she simply stared at her face in the mirror, but she finally picked up a brush to run it through her hair. She then put on some lip gloss and left it at that.

“So,” she said as she looked at herself.

The debate went on in her mind about what she should do before she cupped her breasts through her clothes. There really was no choice, however. The fear that her parents would come home to her new curvy figure seemed like it would be a worse ordeal than them finding the package when it was delivered. There would be no explaining it. She needed to get her breasts back to normal and there was only one way to do that.

“Shit,” she let out under her breath.

Taking a last look at her face in the mirror, she rose to her feet then headed for the door of the bedroom.

***

A rush of strong emotions brought Penny’s hand to a stop just before she knocked on the door of Mr. Scott’s home. It left her in turmoil and heavy breaths spilled from her lips as she stepped back. She looked down to the way her chest rose and fell. That made her all the more aware of how the material of her coat was being pushed out by her larger bosom.

“Oh Jesus,” she muttered. “How in the holy hell did you get yourself in this mess?”

That’s the way it felt to her. The undercurrent of excitement was still there, but the thoughts running through her head seemed to be every possible way in which the next few minutes could turn into an epic disaster she would never live down. She lifted her hand to rub it across her chin as she stared at the door then shrugged off the misgivings and stepped forward to knock before she could stop herself again.

A stronger burst of angst left her jittery and her fidgeting got worse when she heard sounds from within. She was suddenly riveted to the spot when the door opened to bring her older neighbor into sight. Her crush was there worse than ever and she felt so ridiculously tongue-tied. It meant she simply stared and it was Mr. Scott who finally broke the slightly uncomfortable silence.

“Hi, Penny. Is there something I can do for you?”

She flashed back to the day she brought the package to his door. He’d used the same words to greet her and she had blurted out a stammering response before giving him the envelope. On this occasion, she couldn’t even get out a response and just stood with her mouth flapped open.

“Uh…, are you OK?” Mr. Scott asked and his eyes narrowed.

Penny shook her head slowly before the words tumbled out of her mouth.

“I did something stupid.”

She saw the lines creasing Mr. Scott’s forehead and his expression revealed his puzzlement at her turning up to talk what appeared to be nonsense. Inhaling deeply did little to take away her nerves.

“Can I come in?” she asked in a rush of breath. “I kind of have a confession to make and, well…, I need your help.”

“You’re not making any sense,” Mr. Scott replied and his frown deepened.

“Let me come in, please,” Penny went on. “I’ll explain.”

The silence that followed felt excruciating and she was sure her strange behavior would make him refuse. He didn’t although the question he eventually asked unnerved her more.

“Are your parents here?”

“Oh, no..., no, they went to see my aunt for the day,” Penny answered and lifted a hand to tuck her hair behind her ear. “They won’t be home until tonight and I need to get things sorted by then.”

“Get what…”

“Please,” Penny implored and felt stronger embarrassment at hearing the desperation that came through in her voice.

There was silence again and she wasn’t sure what she felt when she finally got the invitation.

“OK, look, I’m not sure what’s going on here,” Mr. Scott said and moved aside. “But you better come in.”

Penny was aware of his gaze on her, but couldn’t make eye contact as she stepped past to walk in the house. Her head really was in turmoil and she didn’t know quite how to start when she turned. However, she didn’t need to say anything. It was Mr. Scott who spoke after he closed the door.

“We’ll go in the lounge.”

She simply nodded, waited for him to move past then followed. It got her taken to the lounge of his home and she was aware of his gaze on her again when she came to a stop.

“Now,” he said in a businesslike tone. “What’s this all about?”

Penny started to fidget again. She felt as awkward as she always did in his presence.

“Well,” she let out slowly, without lifting her gaze from the floor. “I’m really sorry to disturb you on a Saturday morning, but I didn’t know who else to turn to. I kind of did something that wasn’t right.”

Mr. Scott waited for her to go on, but another silence stretched out and he finally knew he had to fill it.

“Your parents wouldn’t like?”

“I can’t let them find out,” Penny exclaimed and felt the rush of anxiety at the mere idea of her parents finding out what she’d done.

“And what exactly is it you think I can do to help?” Mr. Scott went on.

The question made Penny feel even more ill at ease and she could feel the constriction in her throat as her nerves were stretched to breaking point. She’d come this far though and it was too late for her to back out.

“You might like what I did,” she eventually said.

“Look, you really aren’t making sense, so maybe if you just come out and…”

“I looked at your magazine,” Penny cut in to interrupt him.

She let her gaze flit up and saw the narrow-eyed expression on his face.

“You did what?” he asked sharply.

It made Penny cringe, but she went on.

“It arrived about two hours before you got home and I, well…, I got kind of curious,” she said. “I used a knife from my art supplies to lift the tape, so I could look inside the package.”

“Are you bloody kidding me?” Mr. Scott bawled in a raised voice that seemed to be a mix of anger and embarrassment. “This is the confession you wanted to make and you have the temerity to say you thought I’d like what you’d done.”

Penny’s face screwed up into a grimace when she lifted her gaze, but it was him who couldn’t make eye contact with her now. She understood that. Telling him she’d pried into his private affairs had probably come as a shocking bolt out of the blue, especially considering the nature of what had been revealed.

“No, I didn’t think you’d like that,” she said.

“Then what…”

His words stopped when Penny dragged down the zipper of her coat. She then took it off and dropped it on the floor at her feet. Mr. Scott’s eyes narrowed again as he stared and she saw the way his eyes went to the cleavage she’d put on show.

“I told you I did something stupid,” she said and her face screwed up. “It wasn’t just the pictures in the magazine I looked at. I kind of saw the adverts too.”

It was a few seconds before the realization dawned in Mr. Scott’s expression. The revelation seemed to take him aback completely and he took a faltering step back as his hands came up to his head.

“Oh god, please tell me this is a bad joke,” he said.

Penny’s lips tightened together as she shook her head. He started to pace the floor in front of her and she simply watched him as too many thoughts tumbled through her head for her to make sense of any one of them. The whole situation seemed to be spiraling out of control into the disaster she feared.

“What the hell are you going to tell your parents?” Mr. Scott asked when he finally came to a stop.

“I don’t want to tell them anything,” Penny replied. “That’s why I came to you.”

“What the hell…”

“I saw the pictures in the magazine,” Penny cut in. “Like, what the men did. I thought maybe you…”

She left the unfinished sentence hanging between them. The shock in Mr. Scott’s expression didn’t bode well although it showed he understood what she was implying.

“Are you out of your goddamn mind,” he yelled and shook his head in disbelief.

“Please,” Penny said. “You can’t pretend you don’t like the idea. You wouldn’t have bought the magazine otherwise. My parents don’t need to find out anything.”

“Oh god, this isn’t happening,” Mr. Scott said.

He put his hands over his eyes as his head rocked back.

“It stays between us,” Penny said. “I promise. Please help me.”

She stepped forward and dropped to her knees just as his hands came away from his face. Her hand was grabbed when she reached out, but she saw Mr. Scott’s gaze fix on her cleavage. It made her breathing quicken as she tried to shake off his grip.

“You’re out of your mind,” he said. “This can’t happen.”

“But look what it gets you,” she said and got her free hand to a button, so she could loosen it.

She then slipped fingers under her blouse. The tape came away from her skin when she pulled at the cotton pads to take them off. She then did the same with the pads over her other nipple. The damp stain of milk leaking out started to show on the white material right away. It was her taking the lead and she felt the growing thrill of being so brazen.

She’d been worried the situation could end up getting her in real trouble, but that concern started to fade from her mind when she looked up. The tip of Mr. Scott’s tongue flickered out to wet his lips and he seemed unable to take his gaze from the way her breasts pushed out the material of her blouse.

“Help me,” she implored. “I can’t let my parents find out what I did. There’s no way I’d be able to explain it.”

She saw Mr. Scott’s gaze flit to hers before returning to her cleavage. It was sneaky of her to get him thinking about her trying to explain the situation to her parents. She knew it probably put the notion in his head that she might drop him in it by telling how she got the vials. She never would tell, but he didn’t know that.

His grip on her wrist weakened and she pulled it free. She didn’t reach out to him though. Instead, she loosened another button of her blouse to put more skin on show. The dark patches on the material grew larger.

“Do they ache?” Mr. Scott blurted out.

It was more than a hint of excitement Penny heard in the words and the rush of exhilaration made her shiver.

“Yes,” she said. “They feel so full of milk. I need to get it out like the girls in your magazine. Do you want to know the pictures I liked looking at the best?”

She saw the way Mr. Scott rocked his head back again. It was clear he was conflicted. She was the daughter of his neighbors and a college girl so much younger than him. At the same time, there was no doubt he craved the fantasy she was offering. He lifted his hands over his face and Penny took her opportunity. She got her hand to his crotch before he could stop her.

The swell of hardness was already there. Mr. Scott’s gaze came down to her and he grabbed at her wrist, but there was no real attempt to pull her hand away. It made her bolder and she looked up to get eye contact as she pressed her palm harder against his crotch. His lips tightened together, but there was no missing the hissed curse that came out.

“I’ll give you what you want,” she said. “That’s why I did it.”

“Oh god, you’re going to get me in so much trouble,” Mr. Scott replied.

“No,” she assured him. “I promise I’ll never do that. I’ve wanted this moment for ever.”

The feel of his libido coming to life was thrilling. It made her press harder against the swell of arousal and she brought her gaze down.

“I saw the pictures in the magazine,” she said and pulled her hand away from his crotch. “You can have everything you like looking at for real with me.”

Mr. Scott said nothing as she brushed her fingertips along the bulging outline of his erection.

“No,” he said and grabbed her hand to pull it away.

She looked up, but the fear that he’d changed his mind disappeared when he spoke again.

“Not here.”

He tightened his grip to pull her up to her feet and there was a thrill to the urgent way he led her out of the lounge. She followed willingly. It got her taken to the stairs and they climbed them to the first floor of the property. The growing anticipation was all too palpable when she was taken into his bedroom. They didn’t stop though. Mr. Scott pulled her over to another door and she saw it was a bathroom they walked inside.

The grip on Penny’s wrist was released, so the door could be closed. It was her who took Mr. Scott’s hand when he turned to face her. She pulled him across to the counter beside the sink and let go to shove him against it.

The chance for a first kiss was there. It was a moment she’d been dreaming about for so long and a hot rush of adrenaline left her shaking as she looked up at Mr. Scott then lifted a hand to tuck hair behind her ear. When she finished, she caressed her palm against his cheek and he took the bait.

He suddenly seemed unable to stop himself. She was instantly lost to the touch of his lips on hers. It was everything she hoped for and more, so she pushed forward to squash her engorged breasts against his torso. There was no doubt how much it excited him. His fingers tangled in her hair as the passion flared and her breath came out heavily when the kiss ended.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said.

His words belied his actions though and Penny felt the excitement of his gaze fixing on her cleavage.

“Want me to show you the pictures I liked best in your magazine?” she asked, with a smirk.

“Yes,” Mr. Scott replied immediately and the hoarse rasp of his excitement came through in the words.

She got her hand to the front of his trousers and no attempt was made to grab her wrist now. Mr. Scott leaned back to settle his hands on the counter and it gave her free rein to grope his erection through his trousers. Feeling her attention get it so hard was a thrill, but she pulled her hand from it and moved back.

So easily holding his attention by playing with the last closed button of her blouse was a massive turn on for her as well as him. She finally undid it and pulled the sides of the material apart to expose her breasts.

“Fuck,” Mr. Scott let out as he feasted his eyes on them.

Penny took hold to squeeze. It made her all the more aware of the ache of them being so full. Milk dripped from her nipples to roll across her skin and she heard Mr. Scott curse again. She had him under a spell and he seemed utterly transfixed.

Dropping to her knees, she shuffled forward to grab at the fastening of his trousers. He leaned back harder against the counter and she could hear the harsh gasps of his breath as she loosened the button and zipper. It allowed her to drag the material down and she saw the way his rampant erection bulged out his underwear. A louder gasp spilled from his lips when she grabbed hold to grope him through his briefs and looked up.

“Take off your shirt,” she urged.

The way he obeyed instantly excited her all the more. She couldn’t even begin to imagine how much she’d looked at the sneaky picture she’d taken of him on her phone, but it was nothing compared to seeing his dad-bod being bared right there in front of her. When the sides of the shirt were pulled apart, she leaned in to press a kiss on his belly.

A hand touched on her head, but she didn’t look up. She gave more by trailing her lips right down to his underwear. His hissed curses grew louder when she hooked her fingers under the waistband. She was on the cusp of another moment she’d been dreaming about and moved her head back to watch as she dragged his underwear down.

It was her who cursed when his erect manhood sprang free to stand up proudly right in front of her. She did look up now and kept giving Mr. Scott eye contact as she leaned in to kiss on the head of his hard cock. The sound of his groan brought out goosebumps on her skin and his excitement grew louder as she rolled her tongue around slick skin.

When she moved back, she stripped his trousers and underwear off then made him take off his shirt. The sight was perfect, with Mr. Scott’s erection stretching up his dad-bod to show just how aroused she’d got him.

His hand came to her head as she stared and she guessed he had fantasies about more then just milky tits. That was fine with her and she willingly let herself be pulled in to kiss on the head of his erection again. This time she worked her lips all the way over it and got her fingers wrapped around the base to hold on while she started to give him oral.

She was surrounded by low, growling groans now as she gave an older man the pleasure of her mouth for the first time in her life. The swell of arousal was all too obvious and she gripped tighter around the base to enjoy the throbbing pulse of hot blood. Closing her eyes, she forced her mouth lower with each bob of her head until her lips pressed against her hand each time she took his erection deep.

His fingers tangled in her hair, but all he did was hold on as she quickened the pace of the blowjob. It filled her mouth with spit to soak his cock and she made sure that hanging strings of saliva stretched out from her lips to the swollen head when she backed off. It was one of the dirtiest things she’d ever seen. A glance up showed she wasn’t the only one enjoying the sight, so she left them in place for a few seconds before finally using her tongue to break them.

She brought her gaze back down as she started to stroke her fingers along his slippery manhood and got caught up in the silky feel of it until Mr. Scott’s hand came over hers to stop the handjob. It made her look up again.

“Not like that,” he said.

It wasn’t just the words that brought a smirk to her face. His gaze went to her breasts and the way his tongue slid around his lips showed what he was thinking. That could wait though. She wanted to show him what she’d liked looking at in his magazine.

“Sit on the counter,” she told him.

He pressed his hands down harder on the surface to haul himself up. There was no need to tell him to spread his legs. He did that without any urging. She got in between them when she scrambled up to her feet and took off her blouse.

The sound of Mr. Scott’s hoarse curse came to her as she leaned in. She took hold of her breasts to squeeze them and touched a nipple on the tip of his erection. Milk spilled on it and the drops trickled across slick skin to run down the shaft. There was no taking her gaze from the sight and she knew she wasn’t the only one watching.

She squeezed harder and felt the weird excitement of the milk coming out to soak the swollen head of Mr. Scott’s erection. He leaned back on his hands and his body stretched out tautly as he was given the lactation fantasy he craved.

“This is what I liked seeing in your magazine,” Penny said.

She looked up to an excited expression as she wrapped her engorged, milky tits around Mr. Scott’s erection. Squeezing harder brought out more milk and she squashed her flesh around his erect cock.

It could have been a dirty picture from the magazine and she was all too aware of the way Mr. Scott tensed up as he tried to fuck his cock into her tits. A shiver rippled down her spine as she started to work her breasts up and down his throbbing length. The slipperiness of her spit made the motion silky and her breath came out heavily as she watched the swollen head pop out of the top of her cleavage.

“You know the other picture I liked, yeah?” she said and squashed her breasts harder around his erection as she worked them up and down with more vigor.

She could almost feel the strain in Mr. Scott’s body as she gave him a fantasy. He leaned back harder on his hands and bucked his hips up to fuck his cock into her slippery cleavage each time she pushed her tits down.

The only sound in the room now was the slap of her heavy tits clapping down on his thighs as the pair of them gave in to lust and quickened the pace of the tit sex until Mr. Scott couldn’t take any more. His call of warning made Penny push down hard to make the head of his erection pop out the top of her cleavage a final time.

The tension in his body peaked and the strong contractions of his muscles brought out a blasting stream of cum. She let out a giggling squeal as the sticky burst splashed the underside of her chin and dripped back down onto her tits as more thick spurts erupted over her chest.

“Move back,” Mr. Scott gasped.

She did so and held her tits out to him when he grabbed his cock to aim more of the sticky load over her chest. It splattered her nipples as the milk leaked out and she knew it was deliberate. Mr. Scott was showing her his kinks. It was the dirtiest, sexiest experience of her life as she listened to his guttural groans, while he emptied his balls all over her big, milky boobs.

The tension returned to Mr. Scott’s body in the last throes of his climax and he forced his hand down to the base of his erection to make it jut out. Penny rubbed her nipple on the last globules of cum that appeared at the little slit and the moment ended with them staring at each other in an almost breathless daze.

Penny eventually gave in to temptation and stepped to the side to look at herself in the mirror over the sink. She really did look like the pictures in the magazine and a shudder ran through her as she stared at her messy tits.

“You need to clean them,” Mr. Scott said.

He grabbed her wrist when he dropped down from the counter and she readily gave in to being dragged away from the mirror.

***

“Wait, my jeans,” Penny shouted.

Mr. Scott was in no mood to listen though. He pulled her into the shower cubicle and slid the door shut before switching on the water.

“You’re crazy,” Penny squealed as she was dragged under the streaming jets.

“That’s a bit rich coming from you,” Mr. Scott joked.

He grabbed the shower cream, popped the cap and Penny let out a giggling shriek as some was squirted on her breasts.

“You can clean yourself,” Mr. Scott told her. “I’ll get your jeans.”

“Fuck, fuck,” Penny let out in a gasp of breath when he dropped to his knees.

It was a dirty dream coming to life when he grabbed at the fastenings of her jeans. The button was loosened then the zipper pulled down and she heard the cheeky comment when the denim was dragged lower.

“Bad girl.”

It reminded her she hadn’t put on any knickers. She stepped out of the water to lean back against the wall and shuddered when a kiss played on her naked belly. Her jeans were dragged further down her legs and she leaned back harder to keep herself balanced while she let herself be stripped.

“How the hell am I supposed to get home now?” she said as she watched her wet jeans being unceremoniously dumped on the soaking floor of the cubicle.

She didn’t get an answer to her question, but it didn’t matter when she saw Mr. Scott lean forward again. Her muscles tensed when she saw the kiss coming and it descended into a fit of shivers when his lips caressed on her naked midriff.

“Are you going to give me some?” Mr. Scott asked when he looked up.

There was no need for him to explain. She knew exactly what he wanted and started to rub her hands on her breasts to soap up the shower cream. It cleaned the sticky cum from her skin and she moved forward to get just under the water. A stream of suds trickled down her torso, but she quickly rinsed it all away to get herself clean before stepping back again. Mr. Scott’s lips caressed on her belly once more and she grabbed her breasts to squeeze them.

Milk spilled from her swollen nipples to run down her breasts then onto her midriff. The kink wasn’t hers, but there was an excitement to it as she watched Mr. Scott excitedly go after the white running across her skin. Her breathing quickened as she gave him his fetish by squeezing harder to give him more creamy trickles.

His lips slid lower and she knew he wanted more than the milk when she felt his hands pushing at her thighs. It made her lean back harder against the tiles. Her legs were shoved apart as Mr. Scott kissed down to the top of her pubic mound. She hadn’t shaved herself bare, but her neatly trimmed hair got soaked with milk when he moved his head back.

“Give me more,” he urged when he looked up.

Penny felt the dull ache when she dug her fingers harder into her flesh. It brought shudders and she opened her mouth as she watched the gush of milk run down her midriff onto her chubby mound. Her curse was loud when Mr. Scott went after it again. A kiss on the top of her pubic mound turned to his lips sliding down into her trimmed hair then lower still.

In seconds, his head was buried between her thighs and the hot pleasure of intimate kisses weakened her knees. She desperately tried to hold herself up as his lips pressed against her flushed pussy lips. They felt so sensitive and there was no holding in her gasping cries when he started to lap at her slick flesh with a hungry passion.

She knew it was more than the taste of her pussy that got him licking so frantically and she kept squeezing to give him the milk he craved. Her knees almost buckled when she brushed her thumbs across her nipples. The rush of hot bliss made her neck stretch out and she winced when the back of her head cracked against the tiles.

Hands pressed against her inner thighs and she felt the prickle of Mr. Scott’s stubble against her skin. It was too many sensations. Each one piled on top of the other until it felt like her body was on fire.

“Please,” she groaned although she didn’t have a clue what she was begging for.

Mr. Scott moved back to catch a breath and she felt his hands slide up her inner thighs. His thumbs pressed into soft folds of skin to open her up and she let out a breathless cry of delight when his head buried between her thighs again. The way his tongue plunged inside left her utterly reeling and she was sure her knees would buckle.

She let go of her breasts to slap a hand against the wall and got the other on Mr. Scott’s head. It was the taste of her pussy he was going after now and his lips stuck to her skin as he forced his tongue deeper. The trembling of her legs worsened as she was voraciously licked out by an older man with a need for her lithe, young body and she grabbed at his hair for a second to hold on before getting fingers to her clitoris.

Her cries of excitement echoed around the small cubicle as she pushed down against his mouth. She started fingering her clitoris and the slick abrasion of her fingertips on the swollen bud took her right to the edge.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop,” she shouted as the tension in her body reached breaking point.

Mr. Scott gave her what she wanted. The lapping of his tongue inside took her breath and she forced her fingers hard against her clitoris until the moment burst to climax. Her legs almost crumpled under her as the burn of breathless pleasure ripped through her shuddering body and it was all she could do to stay on her feet.

She got her hand back to Mr. Scott’s head as he continued to lick her out. It brought her passions to a shattering high that made her body tense in a few seconds of euphoric bliss that left her crying out. When the sensation began to fade, she pushed his head away and looked down to the way he licked her sweet taste from his lips.

Shuddering relaxation sapped the last of the strength from her body to make her slide down the wall. It ended with her sitting on the wet floor right in front of Mr. Scott and she squealed when his sticky lips found hers. The kiss pinned her head to the wall, but she grabbed the hair at the back of his head to end it.

“Help me,” she told him and used the grip on his hair to drag his head lower.

She was giving him his fantasy to get what she wanted for herself and he was more than willing to help out. He grabbed at her breasts to squeeze them and his tongue rasped across her nipples to taste the milk spilling out. Every touch made her feel ever more sensitive and she eventually gripped his hair tighter to stop his head moving back and forth.

“Please,” she groaned and knew exactly what she was begging for now.

Mr. Scott understood too. The way his lips wrapped around a swollen nipple brought pleasure, but it was nothing compared to the sheer ecstasy when he started to suck. She could scarcely believe just how good the relief of the milk really being taken felt. It made her grab his head harder to hold him in place. Not that she needed to.

The flow increased to flood Mr. Scott’s mouth and he couldn’t swallow it all. Milk began to spill over his bottom lip to cascade down her body until her skin was soaked. Her chest heaved as the ache was taken from her breast. It felt almost as good as the orgasm she just experienced.

“The other one,” she gasped and dragged his head across her chest.

His mouth latched onto her nipple to send shivers racing down her spine. It seemed he couldn’t get enough of his lactation fantasy and his eagerness to take the milk brought more of the relief she craved. She held him in place to suckle her, but he finally struggled free of her grasp to take in breaths.

“You’ve really got it bad for this,” she said.

It wasn’t his craving for the milk that made her say it though. She saw his cock jutting out from his groin. He wasn’t fully erect again, but the thought came in her head and she couldn’t resist.

“I’ll show you what I did when I read your magazine,” she said. “Lie on the floor.”

She shoved against his chest to make him do her bidding, but there was no need. He willingly gave in. Straddling his waist, she sat down to trap his erection against her pussy and caught his gaze as she started to gyrate.

“I’ve got toys,” she told him. “One has a suction cup on the bottom, which means I can stick it to the floor. I did that when I was looking at the pictures.”

“Bad girl,” Mr. Scott said and reached out to cup her breasts. “Keep telling me.”

She looked down to more milk leaking from her nipples. It was taking the swell from her breasts and they definitely weren’t as big as when she arrived at his door. That’s exactly what she wanted. Getting her hands over his, she made him squeeze harder and creamy rivulets ran down her body onto his.

“I can take every inch of the thick toy and was doing that while I looked at the pictures,” she said. “But I was thinking about something else while I was riding the dildo.”

“What?”

“Do I really need to tell you?” Penny asked and giggled.

She lifted up then dropped a hand down to take hold of his hard cock to make it stand up from his groin. The pulsing throb of his lust was there for her to feel as she got herself in position.

“I was thinking about this,” she went on and lowered herself to make the tip of his erection rub against her flushed pussy lips.

He milked her breasts to make it run down her body and the way it soaked his erection was a turn on.

“I wanted you in me,” she said in a husky growl. “Deep inside me.”

His body tensed to push his groin up and she groaned as the thick head of his erection entered her. She was hungry for more and pulled her hand away as she pushed down. It fucked his full length inside her wet cunt and she writhed around on it for a second before her movements came to a stop.

She got her hands over his to make him squeeze her breasts harder and the delicious feeling of relief was there again as milk ran down her body to soak their genitals. His body tensed again to push up, but she forced her weight down to keep him pinned to the wet floor.

They weren’t directly under the cascade of shower water, so it was milk that soaked them as it kept spilling from her nipples. She could sense how much that excited Mr. Scott and let more run down between her thighs until she was desperate for the sex.

“Fuck me hard,” she gasped when she lifted up a little to give him room.

His hips started bucking up from the floor to drive his erection into her and their milk-wet skin slapped together forcefully as his raw lust for the lactation sex came out. Penny got fingers to her clitoris and could feel the hot pressure building between her thighs again as she lived the dream of fucking Mr. Scott.

She was amazed at just how quickly the frantic sex got her edging and she pulled her fingers from her clit to try and make the moment last. The tension left her gasping for breath as he kept driving up from the floor to give her his hard cock over and over until she succumbed to his efforts.

Her cry rang out when she pushed down hard to pin him to the floor. The tension exploded to a rolling pleasure that swept through her shuddering body over and over. Her inner muscles pulsed and contracted around the hardness of Mr. Scott’s erection until it felt like she couldn’t take any more.

“Lift up,” he groaned.

His hands gripped her tits forcefully as Penny summoned the last of her strength to lift herself up. He was like a beast as he gave in to his fetish completely. His hunger for the creamy sensation of the milk lubricating the sex was insatiable as it ran down her body to soak them. It kept the pleasure burning between her thighs as he bucked up hard to fuck her until he was the one who couldn’t cope.

His last, hard thrust crashed up between her thighs and his hands dropped to her hips to drag her with him when he slumped down. She slapped hands on his belly and writhed around on his erection as powerful spurts of cum erupted deep inside her pussy. The pair of them were both lost to a roller coaster of emotions as their bodies stayed locked together as one.

Mr. Scott pushed up hard in the final seconds of his climax and his body stretched out tautly under her. She writhed around on his erection until he finally slumped back down to the floor. Heavy breaths spilled from her lips when she collapsed forward onto him. Her breasts squashed against his dad-bod, but the ache was no longer there.

They lay silently for a short while before fingers tangled into Penny’s hair to pull her to a kiss. When it ended, she pushed herself up and felt the throb of his erection fading away inside her pussy. It made her squirm around, but she eventually lifted herself up to get off him.

They got up and she was pulled to another kiss under the shower water. It brought their bodies together and she was all too aware of Mr. Scott’s gaze fixing on her breasts when the embrace ended.

“I’ve got another one,” she said and saw his frown. “What I sent away for. There were two doses to make the milk come in.”

“You gave me a fantasy,” Mr. Scott replied. “You don’t have to do it again.”

“Maybe I’ll just turn up at your door again,” Penny went on and smirked.

There was no chance for him to say anything when she threw herself forward to a kiss and she knew she’d be welcomed into his home with open arms when she did return.


A Night At Lucy’s Pleasure Palace

The bus braking hard pitched Lucy forward in her seat to bring her out of a daydream and she cursed under her breath. She watched the doors opening to let passengers get off before turning her attention out of the window. It got her a sight she didn’t expect, but the chance to do anything about it was gone in an instant when the vehicle got moving again.

There were still another few stops before she got home. However, she wasn’t about to pass up what could be a golden opportunity and got up to press the bell when the bus approached the next stop. It didn’t brake quite as hard this time and she stepped off when the doors opened. Looking back along the street didn’t get her a sight of Jake, but she knew he’d be coming in her direction and it brought a smile to her face.

She’d spoken to her new neighbor a few times and the attraction was there. At least, it was on her part and she was certain he felt the same. There was only one way to find out for sure if something might happen between them though. It was why she got off the bus. She started walking, but not too fast to give him a chance to catch up and eventually heard her name being called. It brought the smile back to her face, but she wiped it away before turning around to the sight of him hurrying to catch up.

“Thought it was you,” he said when he came to a stop.

“Know what I look like from behind, do you?” Lucy teased.

The blush of red it brought to his face was sweet, but it was a sign of what he’d been looking at as he caught up and she couldn’t help teasing him more.

“I must have a distinctive appearance,” she said and slid a hand down the back of her skirt.

The way it caught his attention was definitely a glimpse into his mind and she let out a cheeky laugh. The skirts she wore to the office weren’t tight. Certainly nothing like the ones she wore when she got dressed up for a night out. Her outfit had still caught Jake’s attention or more likely the way it showed off her pretty curves had got his interest.

“Come on,” she said and started walking again.

“Good day?” Jake asked when he joined her.

“Meh,” Lucy replied, with a shrug of the shoulders. “Not too busy at the moment, but that just makes the day longer. You?”

“Glad it’s over,” Jake answered. “Had to go in early this morning, so it really has been a long day for me.”

They continued to chat about their working days as they walked along the street, but Lucy wanted to move things on when she saw they were getting closer to her home.

“Up to anything interesting this evening?” she asked.

“Not really,” Jake replied. “I’ll have something to eat and take it easy really. What about you?”

“Much the same,” Lucy replied and felt the prick of tension.

She suddenly felt nervy about coming straight out with the offer she’d been thinking about. The concern that Jake might turn it down played on her mind, so she decided to take a less direct route. Reaching in her bag, she brought out a bottle of wine to show it.

“Bought this to enjoy,” she said.

“Nice,” Jake replied.

“Probably too much for me on my own though.”

She’d put the enticement out there and waited to see if Jake took the bait.

“Well, if you need some company to help you get through it,” he eventually said just as they reached the gate of her home.

“You like wine?” she asked.

“Don’t mind a glass or two every now and again,” Jake replied.

“Great,” Lucy said and had no concerns about making the offer now. “Come around at eight then.”

“I’ll do that,” Jake said and smiled. “See you later.”

Lucy nodded as she returned the smile. It brought their meeting to an end and it was her gaze that dropped to Jake’s ass when he turned to start walking along the street again.

“Perfect,” she let out under her breath before opening the gate to walk into her garden.

Hurrying to the door of the house, she let herself in and made her way upstairs. She went into the bedroom and put down her bag before taking off her jacket to hang it up. She usually had a quick shower at the end of the working day, but there was more on her mind than just washing herself on this occasion. Getting a clean towel, she stripped off to go into the bathroom and was quick to turn on the shower.

Stepping under the warm jets felt so good and thoughts of Jake came into her mind right away when she closed her eyes. She found herself wondering if he was also in the shower at that very moment getting hard for her curves and unable to stop himself playing. The thought of that sent a shiver down her spine and she leaned back against the tiles then reached up to adjust the showerhead, so the water gushed down onto her chest.

The feel of the jets pummeling her naked breasts brought out a gasp, with her excitement increasing when she started to grope herself. Her nipples stiffened against her palms, so she started to roughly brush her fingertips across them. It sent ripples of pleasure down her body and she rocked her head back against the wall as she squeezed her thighs together.

Her mind was on what Jake looked like naked while she continued to tease and torment her nipples. In her head, his cock stood up straight when it got fully erect and she found herself wondering again if he was hard at that very moment. That he might be masturbating over her while she did the same about him heightened her arousal and she grabbed for the showerhead to pull it down from its mount.

Letting herself slide down the wall, she sat on the floor and brought the jets close to her chest. They pounded her nipples to make her shiver, but it wasn’t long before she aimed them lower. Her belly muscles fluttered as the gush of water hammered against them. Drawing her feet back towards herself lifted her knees up and she looked down to the way she spread her legs wide.

“Fuck, fuck,” she groaned as she moved the showerhead lower until she got the water hammering right between her thighs.

Her mouth opened wide as she slid her free hand down to the top of her pubic mound then lower still through the short hair until she was rubbing her fingertips along her flushed pussy lips. She finally settled a finger on either side of them and dug them in to spread slick folds. It exposed sensitive inner skin to the streaming cascade of water and she banged her head back against the wall as she brought the showerhead closer.

Her breathing quickened to make her chest heave as she kept the water pounding against her naked skin until the urge for more took hold. Sliding her fingers up to her clitoris, she exposed it fully to the strong jets and her hips began to judder. The showerhead was only inches away from her flesh as she started to writhe around.

The rippling spasms of her thigh muscles grew stronger while she kept tormenting her clitoris with the water. It brought her close to the edge and she pulled the showerhead back, so she could get her fingers to her pussy. Her eyes closed tighter as she thought about Jake’s erection sliding deep inside her.

It was her fingers actually doing so and she gradually quickened the pace of the stroking as she kept the water aimed right between her thighs. The building tension made her body stretch out as she masturbated more vigorously to the thought of fucking Jake until she finally succumbed. She drove her fingers in deep at the last second and tried to hold on to the delicious quiver of her muscles until it broke hard to orgasm.

Her squeal of pleasure echoed around the small space as the hot burn of pleasure ripped through her shuddering body. The water still pummeled against her as intense muscles contractions made her pussy ripple around the deep penetration of her stiff fingers until she was lost to the sensation. Her excitement soared to a breathless high that brought the tension back and her body stretched out again in the last throes of euphoria before the relaxation hit to make her slump down.

“Fuck,” she cursed through gritted teeth as the quiver of her muscles slowly melted away to leave her completely drained on the floor.

Her mind went to Jake again and the thought that he might be shooting cum up the wall of his shower made her smirk. If he was, there would be plenty of time for them both to recover from masturbating before eight o’clock rolled around and a few glasses of wine might spark some fun together.

Lucy definitely hoped so and knew what she’d try to get if she enticed Jake to her bedroom. The way he’d watched her slide a hand across the back of her skirt when she teased him was definitely a sign of what he liked.

“Oh yeah,” she said as she rose to her feet and spanked a hand on her curvy bum before returning the showerhead to its mount.

***

The knock on the door came five minutes before eight, with Lucy springing up from where she was brushing her hair at the dressing table.

“Boy is keen,” she murmured as she hurried across to the wardrobe.

It gave her a chance to make a last check of her appearance. The snakeskin pattern dress she wore really hugged her curvy figure to put it on show, with the hem sitting high on her thighs to reveal some bare, tanned skin. Turning side-on let her see the way the tight material clung to her bum and she liked the way it felt when she ran her hands down across it.

When she turned face-on to the mirror again, she ran her fingers through the ends of her blonde locks then leaned forward to make sure her lipstick was pristine before moving away from the wardrobe. The sound of another knock came to her as she left her bedroom, so she hurried down the stairs to the front door of her house and smiled when she opened it.

“Hey,” she said. “You made it. Come on in.”

She stepped aside to let Jake walk past then closed the door and turned to face him.

“You look amazing,” he said.

“Well, thank you,” she replied. “Kind of you to say. Follow me.”

Moving past him, she led the way along to the lounge and spun around when she came to a stop. It was no surprise to see Jake’s gaze flit up from her bum and he was quick to speak to cover his awkwardness at almost being caught staring.

“Your home is nice.”

“More compliments,” she teased him. “You better watch, that silver tongue might get you in trouble.”

“You make it easy to give compliments,” he said, with a smirk.

“Well, let’s see where that gets us then,” Lucy went on in a laughing voice and pointed to the sofa. “Have a seat.”

She followed him across and waited until he sat down before dropping beside him. It made the hem of her dress slide further up her thighs to put more smooth thigh on show, but she did nothing to pull it back down. Leaning forward, she picked up the already-opened bottle of wine to pour two glasses. Putting it back down, she lifted the drinks and held one out.

“Here’s to an enjoyable evening,” she said after Jake took a glass from her.

“I’ll second that,” he said and they both took a drink.

The chat passed easily between them, but Lucy couldn’t quite relax and was sure Jake was also feeling the undercurrent of tension. She played the good host by keeping their drinks topped up and the alcohol eventually greased the wheels of a game they both wanted to play.

Jake didn’t move away when their thighs touched together and it wasn’t long before they were pressing together harder. That touch alone was enough to make Lucy want more and it was her who finally turned the conversation to more personal matters.

“No girl in your life at the moment?” she asked and looked at him through her lashes as she brought the glass to her lips.

She didn’t take much of a drink as their eyes met, with the tension ratcheting up a few more notches as they gazed at each other.

“No,” Jake answered. “Not right now.”

Lucy found herself really wanting to find out where the night might go, so lowered the glass to ask another question.

“Are you looking?”

Jake tilted his head to the side as they held the eye contact.

“Maybe,” he replied. “Are you?”

“If the right guy comes along I might be,” she said.

“And how will you know?”

The chance was there and Lucy took it by leaning in. It put her halfway towards Jake and he showed an eagerness to come the rest of the way to bring their lips together. The moment felt so right and she closed her eyes as the soft kiss lingered. It showed her she was doing the right thing and she could see she wasn’t the only one feeling the heat when she moved back.

“Found the right guy?” Jake asked.

Lucy took the glass from him to put it down with hers on the table. She then leaned in to him again.

“Let’s find out, shall we?” she said.

There was nothing soft about the kiss they shared now. They both threw themselves forward and Lucy got her hands around his neck to hold him in the embrace. His touch settled on her hip and she could feel the heat of his palm through the material of her dress. Her breath came out in a rush when she ended the kiss and pulled a hand from around his neck to get it to the one he had resting on her hip.

The eye contact didn’t waver for a second as she slid his touch down to the hem of her dress and there was no missing the way he shivered when his fingers brushed on smooth skin. It was the moment Lucy got her lips back on his and the passionate kiss set her heartbeat hammering.

It wasn’t just the kiss though. Jake took the opportunity she’d given him by sliding his hand to her inner thigh and she parted her legs to show he could go higher. The caress of his fingertips grazing across her bare skin made goosebumps rise and she wriggled around on the sofa as she let him ease the touch higher still.

It sparked a more ardent passion and she slipped her tongue into his mouth to deepen the kiss. A knot clenched in her belly as Jake’s touch trailed all the way up her thigh and she made sure her legs were parted just enough to let him get to her panties. The soft, brushing caress of his fingertips on the material made her head jolt back.

Jake’s lips came to her neck and she tilted her head back to let him explore sensitive skin with kisses. Her breathing grew more ragged as she pushed towards the touch of his hand to make it press more forcefully against her panties. The hot rush of arousal flushed her skin and she could feel him rubbing against the swell of her pussy lips.

“So good,” she groaned as kisses played on the crook of her neck.

The burn of arousal grew stronger to make her thigh muscles quiver as she tried to grind against Jake’s fingers. It made her crave more and she grabbed his hand to drag it out from under her dress.

“Come on,” she said and took hold of his wrist to pull him after her when she rose to her feet.

He readily followed as she led the way to the door then on out to the hallway. She was quick to take them to the stairs and on up to the first floor. When she got to the bedroom, she pulled him inside and took control to slam him against the wall. He barely got time to let out a gasp before she got her lips on his and she lifted a leg to press her knee against the side of his body.

The longing in the passionate kisses took their breath and she got her palm pressed against his cheek as his hand came to the back of her thigh to hold her leg up. Pushing forward let her feel the swell of his arousal as he came erect and she kept kissing him while he dragged the hem of her dress up to get his hand clasped on her bum.

It made her force her belly harder against the stiffness of his growing erection, with the kisses only ending when he tangled his fingers in the hair at the nape of her neck to drag her head back.

“I think I’ve found the right man,” Lucy said and rolled her hips to make her belly rub against the thick bulge in his trousers.

She could feel the tension in his body as he pushed against her. At the same time, his fingertips wriggled under the edge of her panties. He pulled harder on her hair to make her neck stretch out and there was no controlling the hot shivers when his lips grazed on her throat.

Jake’s hand slipped further under her panties and the grip of his fingers sinking into her flesh to grope her made her gasp. She pulled her hips back a little to give herself room to get a hand between their bodies and it was him who gasped when she got a touch to his groin.

Grabbing at his erection through his trousers let her feel just how hard he already was for her and the longing in their kisses was even more potent when their lips came together again. It caught them in a growing desire for each other and Lucy was the one who moved things on. She stopped groping him and grabbed his hand to pull it out from under her panties then stepped back. It gave her room to start unbuttoning his shirt and she looked up as she exposed taut, bare muscles.

“I know what you want,” she said, with a wicked smile.

***

With the last button of Jake’s shirt loosened, Lucy looked up to catch his gaze.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked, with a smile as she pressed her hands on his bare torso.

“Yes,” Jake gasped as the caress of her hands slid higher on his body.

Lucy stood up on tiptoes as she leaned in closer. Her cheek brushed against his as she slipped her hands under the material of his shirt to ease it off his shoulders. The sound of his breathing grew heavier as she nuzzled her lips against his ear.

“Want to see me looking prettier?” she asked in a teasing voice.

A shiver rippled down Jake’s spine when she latched her teeth onto his earlobe. The gentle bite lasted a split-second before Lucy moved back, so she could drag his shirt off. It left him bare-chested and she got her hands on his torso again to shove him against the wall. The sound of his hoarse curse excited her when she planted a kiss on his naked skin.

Sliding a hand down, she grabbed at his erection through his trousers and could feel the fierce, pulsing throb of his arousal when she caressed soft kisses right to a nipple. A hushed titter spilled from her lips as she rimmed the tip of her tongue around the pink bud.

“Feel good?” she asked.

“Fuck yes,” Jake groaned and pushed back harder against the wall as the grip on his hard cock tightened.

The flickering tease of Lucy’s tongue playing on his nipple made his head rock back to crack against the wall, but the grimace stayed on his face for only a second. Sliding a hand up her back, he tangled fingers in her hair and simply held on this time as a wet trail was licked back and forth between his nipples. It stiffened them to hard beads and the hot flutter of pleasure swept through his body.

“I’ve got a better place to do this,” Lucy said when she backed off.

She pulled her hand from his groin to grab his wrist, but he shook her grasp off and the need for each other came out in a flurry of ravishing kisses as they crossed the room to the bed.

“Sit down,” Lucy urged when they came to a stop.

She shoved him in the chest to make the back of his legs bump against the bottom of the bed, so he would sit. As soon as he was, he grabbed her hips to pull her close. It was her fingers brushing into his hair now and she let him kiss on her belly through the dress only a couple of times before pulling herself free.

“Get all the way on,” she told him.

The urgent way he kicked off his trainers showed his eagerness to find out where she was taking things. He scrambled back to lie on the covers then lifted his head to watch her follow him onto the bed. She got over him on all fours and gave him eye contact as she crawled up his body. His head dropped down when her face came over his and she ducked down to a kiss. She then grazed her lips slowly across his cheek to get her mouth to his ear.

“I’ll show you pretty,” she told him and let out a mischievous giggle.

He didn’t say anything as she slid her lips across his neck then shuffled backwards to get her mouth on his chest. The way his back arched up showed just how much he liked the attention she lavished on him as she kissed down his torso. His hands touched on her head but she ignored it as she worked her lips across his belly then pushed herself up to sit on the top of his thighs.

She saw where his gaze went and looked down to see she was showing him panties. That was for him though. Her attention went to the solid outline of his erection showing through his trousers.

“Oh look, you do like me,” she teased him and saw the way his muscles tensed when she stroked fingertips along the bulge.

It stoked her appetite to see more and she was quick to undo the button and zipper of his trousers. She hooked her fingers under the waistband of them and his underwear and liked the way he squirmed around. Slowing pulling his clothes down heightened the anticipation and she made sure to catch the head of his erection. That lifted it up a little until she finally freed it to make it slap down against his belly.

She was suddenly in a hurry and shuffled back quickly to drag his trousers and underwear off. There was no need to tell him to spread his legs. He did that himself to let her get in between. Leaning down she nuzzled her lips against his inner thigh and saw him lift his head again to watch as she trailed the tip of her tongue higher.

“All for me,” she joked after kissing on his balls.

Catching his gaze, she slowly licked up his full length then flickered her tongue on the sensitive head. Jake’s hissed curses came through gritted teeth as he grabbed the covers. His back arched up, but the end of the touches made him slump back down.

Lucy dropped on her belly between his spread thighs and took hold of his erection to make it stand up straight from his groin. His head was still raised to watch and she could see the strain in his neck muscles as she nuzzled her cheek against his stiff shaft.

“Prettier now?” she asked, with a smile.

Jake seemed unable to look away as she rubbed the softness of her cheek against his erect manhood. She then raised her head, so she could press her lips forcefully right on the tip.

“Oops,” she said in a laughing voice when she brushed the fingertips of her other hand on the vivid, red lipstick mark she’d left on his skin.

“Fuck,” Jake groaned and his head crashed down to the bed.

“Get a pillow,” Lucy told him.

He grabbed for a couple to shove them under his head, so he could raise it back up and she waited until he was watching before kissing on the tip again. This time she ended it by flicking out her tongue to roll it around slick skin. The burn of heat between her thighs made her clamp them together as she squeezed her fingers around the base of his erection.

When she stopped licking, she nuzzled her lips on the tip then let them slowly slide all the way over the thickly swollen head. She got her tongue playing on it as she started to stroke up and down his shaft. His butt lifted up as she quickened the pace, but he slumped back down when she gripped tightly around the base again.

Pulling her mouth off his cock, she tilted her head and saw he was still watching intently as she worked kisses down the side of his erection. When she got her lips back to the tip, she eased them all the way over the head again and tucked her hair behind her ear as she started to give him a blowjob.

Shivers trickled down her spine as she took more of his erection to make the head rub against the soft inside of her cheek and the final bob of her head let the tip almost slide to the back of her throat. When she came up, she let her lips smack together as she pulled them off his hard cock.

“You like that?” she asked in a gasping voice and started stroking again.

“Yes,” Jake groaned.

Her spit on his shaft gave a silkier feeling to the touch of her hand gliding up and down and she leaned in to add more. She pursed her lips to let saliva drip on the head then brought her fingers up to spread it around. Jake’s buttocks clenched as his ass lifted up from the covers and his gasping breaths became ragged as she took his hard cock back in her mouth.

She gripped tightly as she stroked all the way to the base and let her lips followed her hand down. The gulping sound of the blowjob surrounded them as she bobbed her head more enthusiastically this time. It took her mouth down to where her fingers were clasped around his shaft time and again and it was Jake who eventually stopped the oral sex by grabbing her hair to pull her off.

“Don’t you want to find out if I spit or swallow?” she teased him.

He shook his head and she let go to make his erection slap down against his naked skin. Pressing her hand on it pinned it to his belly as she kissed down onto his balls. He squirmed as she rolled them with her tongue for a few seconds before she finally scrambled up to straddle his waist.

Sitting down on his erection let her feel the throbbing heat as she rocked her hips to rub her panties along his length. At the same time, she slowly pulled her dress off and tossed it on the floor. It revealed the red and black underwear she wore, but there was no doubt it was her curvy figure that Jake’s eyes roamed over. She slapped her hands down on his torso as the gyrations of her hips made her grind down more forcefully onto the hardness of his erection.

“If only I wasn’t wearing panties, huh,” she told him and let out a squeal when he grabbed her hips.

***

The wrestling contest was a mismatch and Lucy let out a harsh breath when she was shoved down onto her back. The positions they’d been in when they first got on the bed were reversed, with Jake now on all fours over her prone body. She got her fingers scrabbling at his groin and liked the sound of his groan when she gripped around his erection to squeeze tightly.

“Easy to get you out of your pants,” she teased him.

“Shut up,” Jake threw back, with a smirk.

“Make me,” Lucy challenged.

The squeal she let out this time was stifled when his mouth came down on hers, with their tongues tangling as her head was pinned down. She closed her eyes to enjoy his lust being unleashed on her and slowly caressed her fingers along his throbbing cock, while the kiss lingered. It was his lips which then slid across her cheek on this occasion and she shivered when she heard the whispered words in her ear.

“Let’s find out how easily yours come off.”

She turned her head to the side when kisses played on her neck to give her more hot shivers. They eventually slid lower and she needed to let go of his erection when he shuffled back a little. The caress of his lips played along her shoulder and it seemed he wanted to explore every inch of her smooth, naked skin.

It was her who pushed the bra straps off her shoulders when Jake slid his lips onto her upper chest. He grabbed at the black and red cups to pull them down and it exposed her breasts as he kissed lower.

“Yes,” Lucy groaned as he grabbed her naked tits to squash them together then trailed the tip of his tongue into her cleavage.

She grabbed at the covers and held on tightly to turn her knuckles white as the building anticipation of the touch she really wanted filled her mind. It came when his tongue trailed to a nipple. They already felt so sensitive and the rimming lick that circled around the stiff bud felt like torture until his mouth clamped onto it.

There was no holding in the hissed curses when he kissed and sucked her nipple. It made her squirm and she let go of the covers to get both hands to the back of his head. Grabbing his hair, she pulled him to her other breast and this time he wrapped his lips around her nipple to pull on it. Each time it popped free he went after it again until he finally started sucking to make it swell stiffer.

The rush of pleasure rippled down her body and she could feel her panties getting wetter as the heat of arousal set her thighs trembling. She clamped them together as Jake kept playing with her nipples and it was her who shoved his head lower to show what she wanted. He got his hands on her hips and she grabbed for the pillows to get them under her head, so she could watch the soft kisses that trailed down across her belly.

The caress of Jake’s lips stopped at her panties, with his tongue coming out to slide along the naked skin just above the waistband. The tingle of heat it ignited made her clamp her thighs so tightly together and she pushed up to the touches playing on her body.

When Jake’s head came up, their eyes met for a split-second before he grabbed at her thighs to drag them apart. Her panties didn’t come down though. The wetness on them was what caught his attention and her buttocks clenched tightly to lift her ass up when a slow lick trailed along the outline of her flushed pussy lips.

She grabbed at Jake’s hair, but there was no need to pull. He was exactly where he wanted to be and his head buried right between her thighs as he licked harder along her pussy through the wet material. It was clear her taste was bringing out a longing and he shoved his hands against her inner thighs to spread them wider.

The wiggling of his tongue against the material forced it a little inside. Lucy pushed towards the touch, with the need for it setting her mind on fire. When it ended, Jake lifted his head then hooked his fingers under the sides of her panties. She was quick to lift her bum up and a knot clenched in her belly as the flutter of her muscles grew stronger.

Her gaze fixed on Jake’s face, but his eyes remained glued between her thighs as he eased her panties down. It exposed her to him and she gasped when she felt the kiss on her naked skin. Her bum dropped back to the covers and she closed her legs when Jake got out from in between to drag her underwear down to her ankles, so he could take it from her.

Her giggling squeals rang out when he got off the bottom of the bed and grabbed her ankles to pull on them. It made her squirm down the covers until her bum was perched right on the edge, with her feet dropping to the floor. Hands on her knees spread them, with the touch sliding higher to push her legs indecently wide.

She propped herself up on her elbows to watch Jake drop to his knees, so he could plant kisses on her inner thighs. The caress of his lips came slowly higher and she let out a groan when they stopped short of her pussy. A touch still came her way when he put his face only inches from her slick skin to watch the way he trailed fingertips along her flushed lips.

The intimate caress made Lucy’s hips judder up, with spasms rippling through her thigh muscles as Jake’s fingers kept sliding along her pussy. When the touch became more forceful, it slipped just inside and her mouth opened wide as she rocked her head back. His hand pulled away quickly though, so he could give her the kiss she wanted and she grabbed his hair to yank his head forward. The tip of his tongue slid higher to flicker against her clitoris and she clenched her buttocks to push against the touch, wanting it harder.

She groaned when it ended, but got fingers to the top of her pubic mound as his kisses played on the soft, sensitive skin of her inner thighs. Murmuring groans spilled out as she exposed her clitoris fully to get a touch to it and the rush of elation hit harder.

“Show me,” Jake said when he stopped kissing and grabbed her wrist to pull her hand right between her thighs.

It felt so dirty to dig her fingers into slick folds of flesh to open herself up, but Jake wanted it. His head buried between her thighs and she groaned as she held herself open for his tongue. The wiggling caress of it slipping in to lap against slick, velvety skin set her heartbeat hammering and the craving for more was overwhelming.

Pulling her hand from between her thighs, she got it to the back of his head to hold him on her and his lips stuck to her skin when he plunged the licking deeper. She started to squirm uncontrollably to grind herself against his mouth as he ravenously ate her out until the need for a breath made him fight against her grip.

It allowed him to take in a gasp of air, but he wasted little time getting his mouth to her clitoris. Wrapping his lips around the swollen bud, he started to suck on it and Lucy writhed as she pushed herself against him to keep grinding. Her body stretched out as her excitement climbed and shudders ripped though her when the sucking turning to licking. The rasp of Jake’s tongue sweeping across her clitoris over and again set her body alight and she let out a curse when the licking ended.

“Give me your hand,” she said in a gasping voice and got her own hand between her thighs.

When he reached out, she grabbed hold to make him slide his middle finger inside her pussy then eased it back out. She was showing him what she liked and it made her feel so slutty when she trailed his slippery fingertip down to her tiny, puckered hole. Heavy breaths made her chest heave when she let go, but she got what she wanted when the pressure increased.

She wriggled around on the covers as the slipperiness on Jake’s finger overcome the pulsing clench of her asshole and her long, hoarse groan surrounded them when she felt the penetration. It set her muscles pulsing and she got a hand to his head to pull him back between her thighs.

His finger eased in a little deeper when he began to roughly lick her pussy lips and she pulled harder to make his tongue plunge inside again. His lust came out to make him an animal and he began to stroke touches into her asshole, while he ravaged her pussy with his mouth. The licking brought her right to the edge and she got fingers to her clitoris. She was about to start stroking to take herself all the way, but suddenly wanted more.

Shuffling back pulled the touches from her body and she was quick to sit up. It enabled her to shove Jake to the floor. She unhooked her bra then dragged it off to get completely naked before going after him with a passion. Straddling his waist, she sat down to grind her pussy against the hardness of his erection until the need for it inside became insatiable.

Rising up on her knees, she reached between her thighs to grab hold of his erection then lowered herself to rub against the tip. Jake’s hands came to her hips to pull her down and they both let out groans when the head of his hard cock slipped inside. She sat down to take his full length then slapped her hands on the taut muscles of his belly. It gave her the control and she began to rock her body.

Jake’s hands came to her breasts as she started to ride him and she could feel the stiffness of her nipples rubbing against his palms as he roughly groped her. The rush of arousal grew stronger as she pushed down hard onto his erection to take it deep time and again until she was so close.

“Let me feel it,” she groaned when she stopped with just the head of his erection inside her.

It got her what she wanted when he dropped his hands from her breasts to grab the top of her thighs. He started to buck his hips up from the floor to drive his erection inside and the slapping sound of their naked skin coming together filled the room as he powered up harder and faster in a quickening rhythm.

Lucy closed her eyes as she pressed fingers on her clitoris and began to circle them on the little, swollen bud. The tension in her body heightened as she was fucked hard and the knot in her belly tightened as her muscles contracted until it was too much. Her cry was loud when her excitement broke to climax and she pushed down hard to pin Jake to the floor.

The fluttering ripple of her inner muscles gripped around the hardness of his thick shaft as she lost control completely and she felt him pushing up against her weight to make his erection throb inside her while she writhed around on top of him. Her mind went numb as the moment soared to a high that brought back the tension. It made her torso stretch out as she was engulfed in the last heady throes of orgasm, but it finally melted away to take her strength and she gasped as she slumped forward onto Jake’s torso.

His hands slid around her body to grip her buttocks and she could feel the strain of his still-hard erection inside her. She could barely get a breath as she wriggled up his body to get her lips to his ear.

“You have to help me,” she said in a giggling whisper. “I’ve always wanted to let a man take all three holes in one night.”

***

Lucy had barely finished saying the words when Jake’s hands came up from her ass onto her back. The weakness in her body left her trembling limbs feeling limp, but it didn’t matter. She was no longer in control and she shuddered when she was rolled onto her back. Before she knew it, hard cock eased out of her pussy.

That wasn’t the end of things though. Not by a long way. Jake scrambled up then manhandled her onto her knees and she let herself be hustled to the bottom of the bed. A hand between her shoulder blades shoved hard and she buried her face in the covers when she was bent forward. Fingers gripped her buttocks to spread them, but the groping was brief.

She turned her head on its side to take in a heavy breath and that gave her a chance to look back as Jake shuffled forward. The hardness of his erection pressed in between her rounded cheeks when he forced his groin against her and she could feel the throb of his arousal.

The touch of his fingertips trailed slowly up the curve of her spine to get to her hair and he swept it aside to reveal the nape of her neck. A soft touch brushed across it to make her shiver and she buried her face in the covers again. Taking hold of them, she gripped tightly and groaned when Jake leaned forward to make his weight come down on her.

His erection pressed harder between her cheeks as he trapped her against the bottom of the bed, with his lips now coming down on the nape of her neck. The soft, brushing kisses made her moan, but the sound was muffled as she pushed her mouth down harder.

“All three,” he teased her when he ended the kisses.

It made Lucy lift her head a little to answer.

“Yes.”

“I’ll have to get it wet first,” he went on and the excitement came through in his voice.

“Do whatever you want,” she told him.

Shivers raced down her spine when more kisses grazed on the nape of her neck. The turned to the tip of Jake’s tongue slowly trailing down her spine and the pressure from behind eased as he shuffled backwards until he was kissing the little dimples in the small of her back. The grip returned to her buttocks to spread them and she felt the tension take hold of her body when his tongue began sliding lower again.

She needed air, so turned her head to gasp for breaths as he licked down onto her tight hole. The flickering tease of his tongue made her grab the covers and her knuckles turned white as she clung on. It felt like such a taboo, forbidden pleasure, but there was no doubt that Jake craved it as much, if not more, than her.

She’d encouraged him to slide a finger inside already, but he hadn’t really seen that because he’d been licking her out. Now he had a close-up view as he got her puckered skin wet with more licks. It ended with spit dripping right on her tight hole and she turned her head to see him sucking his finger. Her hips jabbed against the bottom of the bed when the touch came, with the lubrication helping him to quickly break the tight clenching.

Her hips began to judder as his slippery finger stroked in and out a little to let her feel the penetration. Kisses came down on the small of her back as he continued to play and it built his lust until he finally pulled his hand back. Shuffling forward, he grabbed hold of his erection, but brushed the tip along her pussy lips.

“Let me see,” he said.

Lucy squealed when a spank landed on her naked bum. The flare of pain made her shudder, but she gave him what he wanted by getting hands to her buttocks. Pulling on them put her on show to his watching eyes and there was a dirty thrill to acting in such an indecent manner.

Jake forced the tip of his erection harder against her pussy lips and they opened up to let the thick head slip inside. She pulled harder on her cheeks as his stiff shaft slid deeper and the way he grabbed her hips roughly made his fingers sink deep into her flesh. A hard thrust crashed his body against hers and he stayed in place to pin her against the bottom of the bed.

Sliding his hand up her spine, he tangled his fingers in her blonde locks and she groaned when the grip pulled her head up. Nothing was said as his free hand clapped on her ass. His thumb slid to her asshole. A wiggling touch broke the clenching again and her muscles tightened when she felt the touch slip inside.

“Is this what you want?” he asked and pulled harder on her hair.

“Hell yes,” Lucy groaned.

His thumb slipped deeper as he started to rock his hips and her mouth opened wide to let out heavy gasps as the pleasure of the double penetration filled her veins. It set her thighs trembling, with the build up of tension starting to really take hold in her body again.

“I want more than your thumb,” she eventually urged.

A last hard thrust slapped Jake’s groin against her naked cheeks and she could feel the strain in his body as he pushed forward onto her to leave his hard cock buried deep inside her pussy. The sudden way he pulled his thumb out made her gasp and she dropped her head back down when the grip on her hair was released.

Jake backed off and took hold of his erection. This time he guided the tip to Lucy’s asshole and she pulled harder on her cheeks as she encouraged him. He slid his fingers up to just below the head of his cock to force the tip harder against her and he could feel the strong, pulsing clench of muscles trying to stop the penetration.

His gaze fixed on the way tight asshole began to stretch under his rugged attention and his breathing grew shallow as he pushed harder still to break the clenching. A strong convulsion ripped through him when the thick head of his cock slipped into the tightness. Suddenly, there was no resistance and he let go of hips to spank ass.

“Let me see how much you want it,” he growled.

“Fuck, oh fuck,” Lucy groaned as she pushed back.

Feeling her asshole being stretched out and filled left her feeling giddily elated and she kept pushing back until her cheeks pressed against Jake’s groin. He grabbed hold to sink fingers in her flesh then jabbed his hips forward, with the contractions of his muscles making his erection throb fiercely in the tightness.

“Yes, oh god yes,” Lucy whined as she felt him grinding against her.

That taboo, forbidden feeling of pleasure was there again and she groaned as she started to rock her body. Jake held steady to let her push back onto his hard cock and she gradually quickened the pace of the sex until the sound of their naked skin slapping together filled the room. He leaned forward to brush fingers into the hair at the nape of her neck again and she yelled his name when he dragged her head up.

The sound of her cry seemed to really ignite his lust for her and she suddenly didn’t need to do anything. His other hand slapped down on the small of her back as he kept pulling her hair and she could sense just how much he wanted her when he began to thrust. It trapped her against the bottom of the bed once more while he pounded his hard cock into her tight asshole.

Her cries of encouragement got her more and she dropped her head back to the covers to sink her teeth into the material when he let go of her hair. Both his hands clamped onto her hips, so he could pull himself onto her harder and her asshole gaped wide as he gave in to raging, primal instincts.

His body crashed against her to pin her in place while he ravaged her asshole with slamming thrusts. The only thing on his mind was a release from the growing pressure that made his muscles tense up and he took her hard in the last seconds to bring himself right to the edge.

He didn’t slow down at all to try and make the moment last. His grip tightened on her to drag himself forward, with the frantic anal sex finally erupting to a climax. The sound of his guttural cry made her shudder as he buried his erection balls-deep in her asshole and pushed forward.

The strong jerking of his hard cock let her feel every one of the thick, streaming spurts of cum that shot deep in her asshole. Jake’s cries grew louder as the pleasure of the release held him in its grip until his climax peaked. He pushed forward hard to make the most of every last second Lucy was giving him, but his body finally relaxed and he shuddered as his strength faded.

His breathing was heavy when he began to stroke his erection into asshole once more, but that finally became impossible when his erection lost its power and he sat down on the floor when he backed off.

“Fuck,” he cursed and put a hand on his heaving chest when he lay down.

“Poor boy,” Lucy teased when she pushed herself up and turned around to see him laid out flat.

She shuffled forward on her knees to straddle his body and sat down on his softening cock. His hands came to her hips and she leaned forward.

“You like my pleasure palace?” she joked.

“What do you think?” Jake shot back. “Question is… will I get an invite back.”

“Well, you could try coming to my door with a bottle of wine and see where it gets you.”

She threw herself forward to get her lips on his. Their kiss was even more passionate now and she knew he’d be back. He’d probably be at her door every night, but that was fine with her. She had plenty of fantasies to play out and there was no doubt Jake would be up for every one of them.


Taking It To Someone’s Bedroom

Jake shut the door of his home and headed for the stairs. He was barely halfway up them when the sound of a knock brought him to a stop and he hung his head down.

“Who the fuck is that?” he muttered.

He really just wanted to go upstairs, take off his suit and wash away the tiredness of a long day at the office. A second knock took that idea away though. There was no getting out of it, so he dumped his briefcase on a step then turned around to walk back down. When he reached the front door, he opened it to a sight he didn’t expect and the fatigue left his body in an instant.

“Hey,” Lucy said and smiled.

“Oh, hey,” Jake spluttered. “I didn’t expect…”

“Been ages since I saw you,” Lucy cut in. “So, I thought I’d come around.”

“We were together last night,” Jake replied.

“Yeah, like I said, it’s been ages,” Lucy told him and her smile turned to a mischievous smirk.

Jake pursed his lips as he let his gaze slide lower. The neckline of the white dress Lucy wore plunged all the way almost to her navel to put a lot of smooth, silky skin on show. The belt around her waist was decorated with a pretty buckle. It cinched the material in place to make it stretch tightly across her curvy figure and it was only her comment that made him look back up to her face.

“Like it?”

He nodded to answer and asked a question of his own.

“Are you going out somewhere?”

“Just here,” Lucy answered. “Thought I’d tell you about my day.”

“OK, well you better come in then.”

The sweet scent of perfume wafted in the air as Lucy moved past him to walk inside. When he closed the door, he turned and a hand pressed against his chest to push him against the wall.

“I was off work today,” Lucy started when their eyes met. “So decided to enjoy some pampering and get my nails done. Pretty, huh?”

She lifted her hand up in front of Jake’s face and wiggled her fingers to put pretty, pink nails on display.

“They’re gorgeous,” he said.

“Thought you’d like them,” she replied and felt the roughness of his stubble when she patted his cheek.

She then pulled her hand away to take a step back and looked down as she went on speaking.

“Pedicure too and didn’t want to hide it away, so bought some new heels.”

Jake looked down to the peep-toe style that revealed pink-painted toenails, which matched her fingernails. He pursed his lips again to let out a slow breath while he stared, but a touch under his chin brought his gaze back up.

“And that’s just the start,” Lucy said and stepped forward.

The caress of her body pressing against his make him tense up and he closed his eyes when her lips brushed against his ear.

“Thought it was time for a bikini wax as well,” she told him in a hushed whisper. “Feels super soft and so smooth when I go bare.”

She let out a giggle as she slid a hand to his groin and there was no missing a tell-tale sign of the effect her teasing had.

“Finished the day by buying some pretty lingerie,” she went on then pulled her hand away from his crotch to step back again and trailed a touch down over her butt. “But this dress, you know…, not really designed for underwear so I always go without.”

“For fuck’s sake,” Jake blurted out. “What are you trying to do to me?”

“What?” Lucy let out, with a wicked smile. “Don’t you want to hear about my day.”

“What else did you do?”

“Stopped off at a salon to get my hair done,” she told him and brushed fingers through her blonde locks. “Then wanted to enjoy one more thing, but the place was closed and I couldn’t.”

“What was that?”

The question made Lucy reveal the hand she’d been hiding behind her back since she walked through the door and she saw Jake frown when he eyed the bottle she held.

“Jasmine oil,” she told him and popped the cap. “Smells lovely.”

She put the bottle under his nose to let him take a sniff and saw his gaze come to hers.

“OK,” he said. “And…”

“I always like to end a day of pampering with a massage, but the spa I use was closed for some reason so I couldn’t.”

A smile spread across her lips as she held his gaze and it was her who spoke again.

“Needed someone to finish off my day properly and, well, thought you might oblige.”

She liked his reaction when a hissed curse came out under his breath. She was giving him a reason to get his hands on her again and there was no doubt he liked the idea of where that would lead. His gaze dropped down to the neckline of her dress and he didn’t even seem to realize he was sliding the tip of his tongue around his lips while he stared.

“I just walked in the door,” he said when he eventually looked back up. “It’s been a long, sweaty day and…”

“So, have a shower to freshen up,” Lucy interrupted. “I’m in no rush.”

Jake looked along to the stairs before bringing his attention back to her.

“OK,” he agreed.

Lucy smiled as she motioned her head along the hallway.

“Lead on,” she told him. “I’ll be right behind.”

It got Jake moving to walk along to the stairs. He started to climb the steps, picked up his briefcase from where he’d left it and carried on up to the first floor of the property. The arrival of Lucy had been unexpected, but her appearance had his pulse hammering when he led her into his bedroom.

“It’s a bit messy,” he said when he dropped his briefcase at the side of the bed.

“Looks fine to me,” Lucy said as she glanced around.

She moved across to the window to look outside and turned back to the sight of Jake hanging up his suit jacket in the wardrobe. Walking across the room, she loosened his tie to take it from him and slid it around her neck before starting to undo the buttons of his shirt. It brought back memories of the night before and she was sure it did the same for him.

Her hands brushed on his skin when she slipped them under the material to push the shirt off his shoulders. It enabled her to take it from him and she stepped back. Jake kicked off his shoes then removed his socks before loosening his trousers to shove them down and it left him standing in just his underwear.

“Be right back,” he said.

A smile played on Lucy’s lips when he stepped across the room to what was obviously the bathroom door. Her gaze never left his ass until it disappeared from view and in a matter of seconds she heard the rushing sound of water. Moving back to the window, she closed the curtains.

“This is going to be fun,” she said then turned her gaze on the bathroom door while she waited.

***

It was Lucy who cursed under her breath when she saw Jake open the bathroom door to step back in the bedroom. He was wearing only a towel wrapped around his waist, which left his torso bare. That let her see little rivulets of water trickling down over taut, strapping muscles and there was no taking her eyes from it.

“So, what do I do?” Jake asked then ran his hands back over his scalp to slick his hair down.

It made his muscles flex and Lucy felt the quickening of her pulse. There was no stopping herself when the thought came in her head, so she cupped a hand at the side of her mouth to call out.

“Towel drop, towel drop.”

“Yeah, funny,” Jake replied, with a smirk. “I meant what do I do for the massage.”

“Spoilsport,” Lucy teased him.

She then dropped her hand from her mouth before lifting the other to toss the bottle of jasmine oil across to him as he walked towards her. He caught it and raised his eyebrows quizzically when he came to a stop.

“I can’t be wearing the dress,” she told him. “So, you’ll have to get me out of that.”

“And the heels?” he asked before dropping his gaze to her sandals.

“They’re pretty, so there’s no need to take them off,” she said in a laughing voice and squealed when he grabbed her wrist to pull her over to the bed.

A push made her legs bump against it, so she sat down and it was another reminder of their first time together. On that occasion she’d made him sit. Now the tables were turned, but she wasn’t complaining. She looked to the bottle being tossed on the covers before reaching out to flick her pink-tipped nails at the slight bulge in the towel.

“I see why you kept it on,” she quipped. “Are you hiding a tent pole underneath?”

There was no chance for her to do anything else when a shove on her shoulder knocked her down to the bed. Jake took hold of the hem of her dress and she wriggled around as the material was pulled up her thighs. Arching her back let him drag it higher still and she liked that he was in such a hurry to take it from her. When he did, she scrambled all the way onto the bed, crossed her legs at her ankles to put the heeled sandals on show and winked.

“Fuck me,” Jake let out slowly as he stood with the dress in his hand.

“Definitely a pole you’ve got there,” Lucy joked.

It made him look down to the way the swell of his cock was tenting up the material of the towel, but his gaze went back to Lucy when she spoke again.

“Put some oil on your hands and let’s get started.”

He watched as she rolled over and buried her face in a pillow. It gave him a chance to let his gaze slide down the pretty curve of her spine all the way to her bum. A slow breath spilled from his lips and he let his eyes drink in that perfect sight for a few seconds before looking down to the sandals. A naked girl in heels on his bed was the stuff of fantasies, but this was no dream. Lucy was right there and what she was offering finally got him moving.

Dragging the towel from around his waist, he dropped it on the floor with her dress. He then got onto the bed on his knees to straddle her legs. He grabbed for the bottle of jasmine oil and was quick to shuffle higher until he was almost at her bum. Dropping down made his growing erection press against her cheeks and he heard her muffled titter.

He didn’t take his gaze from the sight of her naked body as he popped the cap of the jasmine oil, so he could dribble a little on his palm. He then closed the bottle, tossed it back on the covers and rubbed his hands together to get them slippery.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Mm-hmm,” Lucy replied.

Her agreement made Jake lean forward and it pushed his erection into the crease of her ass. He got his hands on her shoulders to start kneading them and the sound of murmured enjoyment came to him.

“Harder, I want it harder,” Lucy urged after a short while and tensed her muscles to force her bum against Jake’s erection.

At the same time, his fingers dug in deeper to her flesh to give her a stronger massage and both felt good. His hands eventually worked down her back almost to her bum. Another titter spilled from her lips when she turned her head to catch a breath.

“Isn’t it me that’s supposed to be enjoying this,” she teased him and pushed up harder to rub her bum against his erection.

“I can’t help it,” Jake protested. “The fucker doesn’t listen to me. You’ve got more control of him.”

“Move back then and do my legs,” Lucy told him.

Jake shuffled down the bed a little, so he could get hands on the back of a thigh and massaged down to her knee. He then did the same with her other leg before moving back into position to get his erection pressing against her bum again. He settled fingers on the base of her spine and slowly slid then up and down a few times, but his hands came to a stop when he heard the comment.

“Let me show you how to do it properly. Lie down.”

He was quick to get from over her and threw himself face-down on the covers. Lucy scrambled up to her knees, but didn’t get over him. Instead, she raised her hand and clapped it down hard on his naked butt.

“Not like that,” she told him. “On your back.”

His eagerness to roll over was all too obvious and she wasted no time straddling his waist when he settled in place.

“Feel how soft and smooth that is,” she said when she sat down to grind her pussy against his erect manhood. “Now close your eyes.”

“Come on,” he protested as he lifted his hands, but she knocked them away before they got to her breasts.

“Be a good boy now,” she teased him. “And I’ll give you a massage.”

She waited until his eyes were shut before getting the jasmine oil. Popping the cap, she let some spill on his chest then closed the bottle before dropping it back on the covers.

“See how good that feels,” she said when she started spreading the oil around.

The strain in his muscles wasn’t caused by that though and she felt him push up between her thighs to make his erection rub harder against her smooth, silky skin.

“Hands are good,” she said. “But the best kind of massage is full body.”

She heard his grunt when she threw herself forward to bring their bodies together. Her squirming movements made her breasts rub against his torso and the murmuring sounds of enjoyment were coming from him now. He pushed up against her as she kept their oily skin rubbing together and heard his curse when she started working her way lower on his body.

His breathing grew ragged and she knew the building anticipation was killing him as she took her time getting to the moment he really wanted. She grabbed hold of her breasts when they were right over his groin. The slipperiness of the oil made the touch silky as she rubbed them along his erection and his back arched as he pushed up against her.

She could feel just how much he wanted what she was giving, but took it from him and moved all the way down the covers to drop to her knees on the floor at the bottom of the bed. Jake lifted his head to look at her and she crooked a finger to beckon him before grabbing her breasts again to squash them together.

“Think it needs a little more lubrication,” she said and ducked her head down.

He hadn’t moved and she knew he was watching intently as she let spit drip from her lips to spill into her cleavage. It was only when she lifted her head that she spoke again.

“Want to finish your massage?”

***

The way Jake scrambled down the covers made Lucy smirk as she shuffled back to give him room. He dropped his feet to floor then wriggled around to get his butt almost hanging over the edge before spreading his legs wide. It showed just how much he wanted her attention, but she made him wait. Grabbing her breasts to squeeze them together, she caught his gaze.

“Just a little bit more, I think,” she said and ducked her head down.

The way she was watched while dripping more spit into her cleavage made her shiver. She was being a dirty girl and there was no doubt Jake liked it. His eyes never left her for a second and she could see the way his muscles clenched when she finally moved forward on her knees to get between his spread legs.

“Someone is ready for a massage,” she joked.

Putting a hand on his forehead she shoved him back to make his upper body crash down on the bed, but he propped himself up on his elbows immediately. The strain in his belly muscles was all too obvious and she reached out to trail her fingernails across his quivering six-pack.

“Want to watch, huh?” she teased him, but he said nothing.

She slid her sharp nails across bare skin right down to his groin then wrapped her fingers around the base of erection to make it stand up straight from his groin,

“You like that sensation?” she asked and held up the forefinger of her free hand to show the sharpness of her pink-painted nail.

His sharp intake of breath was loud when she touched the nail on the underside of erection and slowly grazed it down his shaft. The way his ass lifted up from the bed made his body shake and his neck stretched out tautly as he let out a hoarse groan.

“I’m such a bad girl,” Lucy said. “I should kiss it better.”

She held his gaze as she leaned in to press her lips against his erection. The little, clear droplet of pre-cum that bubbled up caught her attention, so she tapped a fingertip on it. The rasping sound of Jake’s breathing grew ever more ragged as she then circled her nail around the little opening.

“Want me to kiss that better too?” she asked.

“Yes, fuck yes,” he exclaimed.

He writhed around when she pursed her lips then leaned in to plant them right on the tip of his erection. She had him in the palm of her hand to do whatever she wanted with and felt him pushing up against her mouth, but didn’t give him what he so obviously craved right away. Instead, she lifted her head a little to roll her tongue around the glans and licked across another little bubble of pre-cum.

“Is it my hand you want?” she teased him when she backed off and started stroking her fingers up and down.

“Come on,” Jake pleaded.

“Hmm…, maybe my mouth then,” Lucy went on.

The tease was making her so wet and she could feel the fluttering knot clenching in her belly when she let her lips glide over the engorged head to take it in her mouth. Jake’s chest heaved as he struggled to prop himself on one elbow, so he could get a hand to her head. When he managed it, his fingers grasped at her hair and it was the moment she started giving him rougher oral.

Letting his hard cock fuck into the soft wetness of her mouth brought out their excitement and she worked her lips lower with each bob of her head to get his shaft slippery with spit. When she finally lifted her head to end the blowjob, her breath came out in heavy gasps as she stroked him vigorously until his hand came over hers.

“Oh, I know what you want,” she told him, with a smirk when she let go of his erection. “Give me the jasmine oil.”

His hand scrabbled around on the covers as he tried to get it. When he grasped the bottle, he handed it over and propped himself on his elbows again to watch. Lucy popped the cap to dribble some of the oil into her cleavage then dropped the bottle on the floor.

“Hold it for me,” she ordered and took hold of her breasts.

Jake got himself balanced on one elbow to get a hand to his groin, so he could make his erection stand up. The quiver in his muscles grew stronger when he saw the touch coming and he cursed through gritted teeth when Lucy trapped his hard cock in her cleavage then squashed her breasts together.

“Is this what you want?” she asked.

“Yes,” Jake groaned and threw himself back to make his head crash down on the covers.

His feet lifted up on tiptoes as the rush of pleasure hit hard and his hips began to judder as he tried to fuck up into Lucy’s tits. She pushed down to made the head pop out the top of her cleavage and looked to make sure he was watching before letting spit drip from her lips. The thrill of being such a dirty girl brought out her naughty side and she started stroking along Jake’s erect manhood to give him a tit-fuck.

His back arched as he tried to push up harder to make his erection slide into the soft flesh being squeezed around his shaft. The slipperiness of spit and jasmine oil made the sensation silky and he let out gasping breaths as he tried to buck up. Lucy quickened the pace of the action to push him closer to losing control, but eventually stopped with the slick head peeking out the top of her cleavage again.

She moved her hands a little, so she could rub her fingers on the swollen head then gently wiggled a sharp nail on slick skin. At the same time, she squeezed her breasts harder together and could see the effect it was having on Jake.

“Want to fuck them, don’t you?” she said.

“Yes,” Jake shouted.

“Then do it,” she said and pulled her tits from around his erection.

Throwing herself to her back on the floor, she took hold of her breasts again and Jake followed in a heartbeat to take what she was giving him. He straddled her chest and she let him settle his erection in her slippery cleavage before squeezing her tits tightly around it.

His gasp was loud when he dropped his hands to the floor to get on all fours over her and started to thrust. It fucked his hard cock into the soft, slippery grasp of her cleavage and he seemed unable to control his emotions as he was given a kinky fantasy. His efforts made her tits jiggle and bounce as he drove into them harder and faster.

“Don’t stop,” she urged him as his excitement swept up towards a high.

Her gaze fixed on the way the thick head popped out of the top of her cleavage as he pumped his hips frantically and the moment finally came. The tension in his body peaked when a last thrust plunged his cock forcefully between her tits and she let out a squealing giggle when a powerful spurt of hot cum erupted against the underside of her chin.

It made her slide her breasts down his shaft towards the base, so the next thick rope of cum splashed across her upper chest as well. She then trapped the head between her tits and listened to the sound of Jake’s hoarse, guttural grunts as she let him unload into her soft cleavage. The strain in his body returned as the strong release came to a high and the judder of his muscles brought out the last spurts before he let out a harsh gasp of breath.

“See how good I am to you?” she said in the aftermath of his climax and worked her tits along his length until the throbbing pulse of his strength started to fade to take his power.

She finally released his fading erection from between her breasts and he slumped to the side to collapse to his back on the floor.

“Look what you did to me you dirty bastard,” she joked.

She brushed her fingers through the sticky streaks on her upper chest and saw his eyes following her every move as she stroked a touch down into her messy cleavage. Reaching out to him made him squirm away and she watched as he clambered back onto the bed.

“All for me then,” she said and waited until his gaze came back to her before flickering her tongue on her sticky fingertips.

“You can have a shower if you want,” he told her and motioned his head to the bathroom door.

Lucy got up to walk over to it then looked back.

“My turn when I come back out,” she said and walked through the door.

***

Lucy stepping out of the bathroom brought Jake’s eyes to her. He was sprawled lazily across the covers and she let her gaze slide over his naked body. She wasn’t giving him the same thing now, with the towel wrapped in place around her chest covering her up. His eyes followed her hands as she ran them down the sides of her body.

“Somebody take your power?” she joked.

He saw where her gaze went and lifted his head from the pillow to look at the way his cock now rested against his thigh.

“You could say that,” he replied and dropped his head back down.

“You need to be careful,” Lucy teased as she got moving. “I’ve heard there are lots of dirty girls out there who’d do that.”

She put her hands on her hips when she came to a stop at the bottom of the bed and saw the smile spread across Jake’s face. There was no doubt in her mind what he was thinking, but he didn’t get the chance to say anything. She beat him to the punch by lifting a hand to loosen the knot holding the towel in place and it slid down her body to pool around her feet.

He wriggled around when she leaned forward to put a hand either side of his legs then crawled onto the bed over him. When her face was right above his groin, she lifted a hand to flick fingers at his cock and let out a hushed laugh.

“Hmm..., lets see,” she said then moved forward a little more to get her chest over his crotch.

Leaning down, she let her breasts rub against his cock then pushed herself back up onto straightened arms.

“Aww, didn’t work this time,” she joked. “Poor boy is all worn out. We’ll have to find something else to do.”

Ducking her head down, she kissed on his belly and felt the tightening of his muscles. He couldn’t keep still as she slowly brushed her lips higher on his torso. She only lifted her head back up when she moved into position to get her face right over his. He grabbed at her hair to drag her down and she let out a gasp when their mouths came together. It made her push down hard to a passionate, grinding kiss. When she pulled out of it, she nuzzled her cheek against his to whisper in his ear.

“Sure it’s those lips you want to kiss?”

His hands came to her hips when she straightened up to get over his chest on her knees, but she was quick to shuffle higher until she was straddling his head. She remained raised above him though and slid a hand between her thighs to brush fingertips along her pussy lips. They opened a little when she eased a touch just inside then dropped her hand down to brush her taste on his lips.

“Nice?” she asked.

His answer was to grab her hand and she felt the fluttering in her belly as she watched him take her fingers in his mouth to suck on them. Shaking his grip loose, she got her fingers back on her silky skin.

“Always feels so much softer after a bikini wax,” she told him.

There was no response, but she knew she had him. His eyes followed every move of her fingers when she trailed them along her pussy lips again.

“Isn’t it pretty?” she asked.

“Yes,” Jake replied in a hoarse rasp that almost made his answer catch in his throat.

She dropped her hand down again to paint his lips with the slick wetness of her arousal.

“Want to see more?” she went on.

His answer did stick in his throat this time, but it didn’t matter. She could see just how much he liked her teasing and carried on with it. This time she slipped a finger on either side of her pussy lips and forced them into flesh to spread herself open. His head darted up immediately, with the fluttering caress of his tongue making her thigh muscles ripple. Her torso stretched out and she got her free hand to his head, so she could grab his hair as she stretched her pussy lips wider.

Her hips started to judder as rasping licks swept across her slick skin and it set her heartbeat hammering. Jake’s wiggling tongue slipped inside, so she pulled her hand from between her thighs then pushed down on him. It forced his head back to the pillow to smother his mouth with her smooth, silky mound, but he didn’t stop licking for a second.

She started to swivel her hips as he plunged his tongue deeper to go after more of her taste. Her head rocked back to stretch out her neck and she could feel the pulsing beat of hot blood flushing her skin to make it ever more sensitive. It made her crave more and she started to rock back and forward aggressively on his mouth as he lost himself to eating her out.

His hands eventually pushed on her thighs to make her lift up and he gasped for breath as she looked down at him. The glisten on his mouth and chin brought a smirk to her face. She reached down to brush fingertips across his slick skin and he willingly took them in his mouth. The way his tongue rolled around them sent a shiver down her spine and she couldn’t stop herself.

Grabbing the top of the headboard, she dropped down on his mouth again and felt the immediate wiggle of his tongue trying to slip inside when she started to grind down on him. It was suddenly her breath coming out in heavy gasps.

“Fuck, fuck,” she groaned when the penetration slipped inside.

She grabbed the top of the headboard harder still to rock her hips frantically and he forced his tongue deeper to let her ride it. It brought a longing she couldn’t control and she closed her eyes as she used him to get the pleasure she needed. He tried to lift her up again, but she wouldn’t let him this time and forced herself down harder to grind on his mouth until his strength finally won out.

The way he roughly manhandled her aside made her let go of the headboard and she gave in to being shoved down to her back on the bed. Jake scrambled into position, so he could drag her legs apart and she spread them wide for him. His hurry to get in between excited her all the more, with the clenching of her muscles making them quiver when the licking started again.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned as he pressed roughly on her inner thighs to grab hold of them.

She squirmed around as the delicious torment of Jake’s tongue made her back arch up. His hands eventually slid higher and her bum lifted up when his thumbs dug into her smooth flesh to spread her pussy open. The quivering spasms of her thigh muscles left her engulfed in hot shudders when he went after her clitoris.

Her back arched tighter as she got a hand on his head to pull him onto her, so she could start grinding again. His tongue rasped over her clitoris again and again until her mind was gone and her neck stretched out as the rising tension brought pressure between her thighs. He dug his thumbs deeper in her flesh when he slid his tongue back down to her slick pussy entrance.

There was no holding in her curses. They came out through gritted teeth as his tongue plunged inside her again and she pushed herself towards the penetration to take the lapping touches as deep as she could. It almost got her edging and she pulled harder on the back of his head.

At the same time, she got the fingers of her other hand to her clitoris. Rough, circling touches on the little swollen bud took her closer still and she lifted her butt higher to make her muscles strain while she was licked out frantically. Jake’s breath came out gasping when he pulled his tongue out of her wet cunt, but he immediately got it to her clit.

She didn’t stop playing with herself, with the licking adding to the pleasure. The final moment came when she felt Jake’s stiff fingers enter her. Her buttocks clenched as the rugged stroking set the tension really on edge. She arched up tightly as her body succumbed completely to the finger fucking. It made her mouth open wide until the burning rush of release made her cry out Jake’s name.

His fingers fucked knuckle-deep inside and she writhed around on them as strong contractions made her inner muscles grip and release over and over and over again until her body felt like it was on fire. It took her excitement up to a high that left her stretched out for a few blistering seconds of pure bliss before the relaxation came to make her slump down on the covers.

She could barely get a breath when she shoved Jake’s head back to make him stop licking. He slowly eased his fingers out of her pussy, with the quiver of her muscles going on afterwards. She looked down her body when his head lifted.

“Poor girl is all worn out,” he teased and leaned down to kiss between her thighs before getting up on his knees.

“Yeah, it seems to have done you the world of good though,” she threw back when she saw that eating her out had brought back some of his power.

He glanced down before bringing his gaze back to her face. Her eyes never left the way his semi-erect cock jutted out from his groin and she let out a gasping squeal when he threw himself forward to lie beside her on the bed. He grabbed hold to turn her on her side and she felt the swelling hardness of his erection against her bum when he moved close to spoon her body.

***

Lucy opened her eyes to look at the fingers which cupped her breasts. The high of her orgasm had melted away, but the excitement wasn’t gone and she got her hand over Jake’s. He didn’t need any encouragement to grope her though. She could feel the effect it had on him as they stayed in the spoons position, so pushed back to wiggle her bum against the swell of his erection.

“I see your boy has woken up,” she joked.

“He’s happy where he is,” Jake threw back.

“Yeah, I just bet he is,” Lucy said in a sniggering voice.

The way his fingers dug into her soft flesh made her squirm and she pulled her hand from over his when his touch slid to her nipple. The teasing caress of his fingertips brushing back and forth stiffened the little bud to bring a quickening pulse and she pushed back harder against his muscular body.

“I know where he’ll like better,” she told him.

Sliding a hand behind her back, she eased it between their bodies to take hold of his stiffening manhood and squirmed around, so she could slide it between her thighs. It let her feel the throbbing hardness against her smooth skin.

“Want more?” she asked.

She didn’t wait for an answer before pressing the thick head against her pussy lips. The ease with which it slipped inside made her groan and she liked the way Jake tensed his muscles to make his erection slide deeper. His hand pulled from her breast, so he could brush her hair aside. As soon as he started kissing the nape of her neck, he groped her tits again and she got her hand back over his.

His body pushed against hers as he slow-stroked his erection into the slick, wet arousal of her pussy and she closed her eyes as her body was engulfed in tingling sensations. He rolled his fingers around her stiff nipple to pull on it a little before groping her again and she could feel his lust returning as he started fucking his cock into her harder.

It made her get a hand in between her thighs to let her fingertips brush against the hardness of his erection as it slid into her, with his grip on her tits pulling her back against his torso. His groin started to slap harder against her naked cheeks as they were both gripped in the need for sex. It was suddenly all that mattered and she could feel the slipperiness of her arousal on his shaft as she kept letting her fingers rub on it. However, the longing for something more finally made her act.

Pulling away from him, she was quick to get up on her knees and he rolled on his back to let her straddle his waist. Her breath came out heavily when she sat down on his erection and grabbed his hands to bring them to her tits. He pushed up against her and she could feel the pulsing throb of his arousal against her flushed skin.

“Want to see my face?” she said. “Or maybe…”

She dragged his hands from her tits and quickly changed position to straddle his waist on her knees, so she faced his feet.

“Aren’t my heels pretty?” she said.

Jake hadn’t even clocked she was still wearing them, but they were there for him to see now when she sat down to trap his erection against her pussy. He didn’t say a word, but she felt his touch on her sandals and glanced back to see the way he grabbed at the heels.

“Is that all you like?’ she asked and started to roll her hips to grind down on him.

His hands came to her bum right away and she gasped when his fingers dug in roughly to spread her cheeks. She knew what she was showing him and it was no surprise when his thumb brushed across her tight, puckered hole. It brought out a gasp as she spoke.

“Do it again.”

She heard his chuckle as he trailed his thumb across her asshole again to ignite shivers that raced down her spine. As he kept doing it, she squirmed around restlessly on the hardness of his erection. Her gaze fixed on the bottle, which still lay on the covers. It was within reach, so she grabbed it and tossed it back.

“Use this,” she told him.

His hands pulled away from her bum to grab the bottle. He was quick to open it, so he could dribble a little on her lower back. In a flash, he’d spread her buttocks again to watch the trickle of clear liquid roll down across her asshole.

Lucy groaned when his fingers dug hard into her flesh. The touch of his thumb returned to spread the lubrication all over her puckered skin and she knew what he was thinking. She’d given him that pleasure the evening before though. At least, she’d let him take it from her. On this occasion, she had something else in mind and he kept spreading the lubrication around until she finally lifted up.

It was him squirming when she reached between her thighs to take hold of his erection. Slapping her other hand on his legs, she got herself in position and heard his groan when she took him. Knowing he could watch the way her pussy lips stretched open for him felt so wickedly naughty and she slowly eased herself down to take his full length.

“Do it now,” she urged him.

There was no need for her to say any more. She knew he understood when his thumb played on her asshole again. It felt so risque to want the double penetration, but the pressure showed she was about to get it. She leaned forward to slap both her hands down on Jake’s thighs and her mouth opened wide as the slipperiness of the jasmine oil eased the way in.

“Oh fuck, fuck,” she gasped as she stared to writhe around.

Her muscles protested Jake’s thumb slipping in a little deeper and she could feel it making her pussy clench tighter around the throbbing hardness of his erection. She started to gyrate on him as he groped her bum, while fingering her asshole and it brought out the naughty girl inside her.

She knew his gaze would be on the way his cock fucked in deep as she started to ride it. Her fingers dug in harder to the muscles of his thighs, but she kept her efforts measured at first. It wasn’t long before she couldn’t control her impulses though and she started to slam down on his erection to take it harder.

The tension in his body made his butt rise up as she worked harder to make his thick cock ravage her. His thumb stayed firmly planted inside her asshole to keep both her holes stretched open and the burn of arousal filled her veins. Jake started to thrust up to meet her dropping down on him and the hard slap of their bodies coming together sent hot shudders through them both.

“Wait for me, wait for me,” she urged, but there was no need for her to worry.

He’d already cum once and had all the stamina she needed this time. It allowed her to ride his cock like a fuck toy, with the thick head driving deep into her wet cunt over and again as she took herself closer until the frenetic sex had her teetering on the very edge of a climax. She started to chant yes under her breath as the hot tension became almost unbearable until it finally broke inside her.

Slamming down hard took every thick inch of Jake’s erection. He gave her more by slipping his thumb deeper to fill both her holes, with the strong, clenching pulse of her muscles setting off stomach-churning waves of pleasure that ripped through her shuddering body. The moment seemed to stretch out endlessly to turn her into a hot mess, while she writhed around in ecstasy.

The sound of her breathless curse didn’t exactly bring the pleasure to an end, but it made Jake act. His thumb slipped out, so he could grab her hips to hold her down on his erection and she could feel him pushing up against her. The tension returned to her body as her climax peaked and she gave in to being dragged from him then shoved down to her back on the covers.

He was over her in an instant, with his knees pushing in between her thighs to make her spread them. She looked up at his face when it came over hers and her groan was loud when he entered her again. The sound of her excitement was cut off when his lips came down on hers and she got her hands around his body to grab his ass. Digging her sharp nails into the taut muscles of his buttocks made his head jerk up and she couldn’t resist.

“Show me what a little slut gets.”

She parted her legs wider when he pushed himself up on straight arms over her. He didn’t hold back. The longing with which he wanted her made her shudder as he started to thrust. It made his body crash hard between her spread thighs and she wrapped her hands around his body to rake her nails down his back while he fucked her with what felt like an unrestrained passion.

“Make me yours,” she urged him in a breathless rasp. “Fill my tight cunt with your cum.”

She slid her hands lower almost onto his buttocks and dug her nails into his flesh. Her dirty words made him fuck her harder still until there was finally no containing his excitement. His last thrusts pounded his erection in deep, with the wild action making his balls tighten up to his groin. The strain in his muscles suddenly broke and he let out a grunt of pleasure when he let go inside her.

Lucy shuddered as his weight came down to pin her to the bed and she closed her eyes as the strong spurts of cum made his body jerk again and again. He pushed hard between her spread thighs in the last throes of his elation and she pulled him onto her until he finally slumped down. It made her slide her hands up to the back of his head and his mouth pressed into the crook of her neck as he tried to recover.

When he finally lifted his head, she pulled him to a kiss and held him in it until the throbbing pulse of his fading erection died away. He rolled off her to lie on his back and she put a hand on his chest.

“We should go on a date,” he eventually said to break the silence.

“We’ve had two already,” Lucy joked.

“No, like a real one,” Jake went on. “You know, to the cinema or a meal or a bar.”

“All you have to do is ask,” she told him and winked when he looked. “I’m more than happy for you to treat me.”

“We don’t go halves?” he asked.

“No, I’ll let you be the gentleman,” she teased.

“And you’ll be the lady?”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out,” she told him and knew for sure an invitation to a night out would be coming her way.


Come Out, Come Kiss in the Dark

“You ready to go?” Candice asked when she pushed her chair back from her desk.

“Not yet,” Lucy replied and looked up from the work she was doing to see her co-worker standing up.

“It’s Friday evening,” Candice went on in a laughing voice. “And that means it’s time to leave work behind and get the weekend started.”

“I told Mrs. Banner I’d have this report finished for her before I left tonight,” Lucy went on with a shrug of the shoulders. “There’s only a little bit left, so I don’t think it will take me much longer.”

“Rather you than me,” Candice said as she got her jacket from the back of her chair. “I’ve got things to do and people to see.”

“Off to meet hubby, are you?”

“Date night,” Candice said and laughed. “We’ll have something to eat, enjoy a few drinks and see where that takes us.”

“Lucky hubby,” Lucy joked. “Sounds like he’s in for a fun night.”

“You better believe it,” Candice replied, with a wink. “Don’t stay too late.”

“I won’t,” Lucy said. “Have a good evening and enjoy the rest of the weekend.”

“You too.”

It brought the conversation to an end and Lucy watched her friend leave the room. She was about to carry on with the work when she heard ringing.

“Shit,” she let out under her breath when she got her phone from the drawer of her desk to see it was Jake trying to get in touch.

It was too early for what she had planned, so she swiped a finger across the screen to refuse the call then returned the device to the drawer. The typing didn’t take long to complete and she emailed it to her boss then picked up the work phone on her desk.

“That’s the report sent to you, Mrs. Banner,” she said when the call was answered.

“Thanks,” her boss replied.

“Do you need me for anything else?”

“No, I’ll have a look through the report over the weekend,” Mrs. Banner told her. “If there are any more changes to be made, you can do them next week.”

“OK, I’ll see you on Monday then,” Lucy said. “Enjoy your weekend.”

“You too,” Mrs. Banner said.

It brought the conversation to an end and Lucy wasted no time shutting down her computer when she hung up the call. She then reached under her desk to get the bag she’d brought with her that morning. Retrieving her mobile phone from the drawer, she rose to her feet and left the room to make her way along to the restroom. Stopping at the door, she checked the time to see it was just after six. She hoped that meant there was no one inside and saw she was right when she walked in.

“Perfect,” she let out under her breath and walked along to the stall in the corner of the room.

It was a little larger to give more room and she was quick to lock herself inside. Closing the lid of the toilet, she put the bag down. When she unzipped it, she reached in to bring out the clothes she planned to wear that evening and hung them up on the door hook. She then quickly stripped down to her bra and panties, put her work clothes in the bag and dumped it on the floor.

“OK,” she let out under her breath when she sat down on the closed toilet. “Time to have some fun.”

Dialing Jake’s number, she brought the phone in front of her face. It was no surprise when the call was answered quickly and she smiled when she saw him on the screen.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hi,” he replied. “I tried to call you not long ago.”

“Yeah, sorry about that,” Lucy said. “I’m still at the office and was busy, so couldn’t answer it. What’s up?”

“It’s Friday night,” Jake replied. “I thought we might go on that date we talked about. Have you finished at work now?”

“Yup, just getting ready to leave. What did you have in mind?”

“Meet up for a drink and take it from there.”

“Sounds good to me,” Lucy told him. “I brought a change of clothes to work, so just about to put them on.”

“At your office?”

“Sure,” Lucy went on. “Want to see what I’ll be wearing?”

She didn’t wait for an answer before turning the phone around to show the denim shorts, white top and leather jacket hanging on the door hook.

“You want to see me in that outfit?” she asked when she turned the phone back on her face.

“Yes,” he replied. “Where exactly are you?”

“In a toilet stall,” Lucy said in a laughing voice. “Getting changed.”

“You’re still in your business clothes?”

“Nope, I’ve already taken them off,” she answered. “I intended to call and see if you wanted to meet up. That’s why I brought the clothes and also the cute undies I’m wearing. You want to see them too?”

The sound of a hushed curse coming down the line brought a smile to her lips. It was all the answer she needed, so she stretched out her hand to hold the phone at arms length. Jake cursed again and she knew he liked what he saw.

“Pretty, huh?” she teased him and brushed the fingers of her free hand across the lacy bra she wore.

“It’s gorgeous…, you’re gorgeous. How am I so lucky?”

“Aww, you’re sweet,” she teased him. “Want to know something else?”

“Yes,” he replied immediately.

“Well, as you might have noticed, the material of these undies is a bit see-through and I kind of like it better when smooth skin is showing, if you know what I mean.”

“Shaved?” he let out quietly.

“Uh-huh,” she told him. “I bet you’ll think that’s gorgeous too.”

She didn’t wait for him to say anything before parting her knees. She then lowered her hand to settle the phone on the toilet lid, so it was aimed right between her spread thighs. There was a thrill to teasing him and there was no doubt she had him hooked when she slid her free hand down across her bare belly. The material of her panties was transparent enough that he’d be able to get a glimpse of her pussy through it, but she gave him more by pulling them aside.

“Fucking hell,” Jake let out. “What are you doing to me?”

“Showing you what you’ll get if you play your cards right this evening,” Lucy told him.

“How do I do that?”

“Do you know the Harper Hotel?” she went on.

“No,” he told her.

“Then check the internet and find it,” she told him. “I’ll be in the ground floor bar around thirty minutes from now. If you want to play a game meet me there.”

She kept her panties held aside as she brushed fingertips on her smooth, shaved skin. It brought a flush of heat that was heightened by the fact she was letting Jake watch the way she played with herself. She could feel the need to masturbate taking hold as she grazed more touches across her pussy lips and it made her stop. Lifting the phone, she got it in front of her face again.

“Thirty minutes, Harper Hotel, ground floor bar,” she said. “I’ll be sitting at the counter, so come and say hello when you see me.”

His face was a picture, but she ended the call before he could say anything more. Rising to her feet, she was quick to get dressed in the outfit then retrieved the pair of block heels she’d brought with her from the bag. It finished off her outfit, so she left the stall and checked her appearance in the mirror over the sinks.

“This is going to be fun,” she let out under her breath before walking out of the restroom.

***

“OK, this is you,” the driver said when he brought the taxi to a stop.

Jake took his attention away from the scene outside the window to lean forward.

“How much?” he asked.

He reached in his pocket to bring out his wallet as the driver told him the fare and he got the money to pay.

“Enjoy your stay,” the driver said.

“Just here for a drink,” Jake replied and reached for the door.

“Picked a nice place for it,” the driver went on.

Jake simply said goodnight before getting out of the vehicle, but the slightly derisive tone in the driver’s last comment resonated. The neighborhood couldn’t exactly be described as totally rundown, but there was definitely a seedy edge to it. That showed in the facade of the Harper Hotel, which looked like it could do with some maintenance and a paint job to spruce it up. It made Jake wonder why Lucy picked the place.

He walked inside to a lobby that looked as if it had seen better days as well. The marble flooring spoke of a grander past, but the word he’d use to describe the surroundings as they were now was shabby. A glance around showed him the entrance to the bar, so he walked across to step through it and came to a stop.

The décor didn’t appear quite so down at heel, with a look around showing a few of the tables occupied. His gaze eventually settled on the main serving counter and there was no missing Lucy. She was sitting on a stool, with her legs crossed. The denim shorts she wore left a lot of bare leg on display and the tip of Jake’s tongue played on the inside of his cheek as he took in the pretty sight.

“Something else,” he let out under his breath as he got moving again.

His gaze went to the other people sitting on stools. They were all girls and all dressed in outfits that could only be described as provocative. He couldn’t be one hundred percent sure, but his guess would be that they were touting for business. The gaze of one of them came to him when he neared the counter, but he studiously avoided making eye contact with her.

He was interested in only one thing, so made a beeline straight for Lucy. Her fingers played with the stem of the glass on the counter in front of her and she made no effort to acknowledge him when he dropped on the stool next to her.

“Hi,” he said.

It brought her gaze to him and she made a show of sizing him up before speaking.

“Hi honey, what can I do for you?”

The unexpected response took him aback slightly and a frown creased his brow until he saw the twinkle in Lucy’s eyes. The corners of her mouth lifted a little when she spoke again.

“Cat got your tongue?”

“No, no,” Jake replied.

Memories of their phone conversation earlier in the evening flashed through his head. She’d told him to meet her at the hotel if he wanted to play a game and it dawned on him what it was. The other girls sitting at the bar likely were escorts and it seemed Lucy wanted to role play one for the night.

“You staying here?” she asked and picked up her drink to finish it.

That gave Jake his cue and he played along.

“Just came in for a drink,” he answered. “Can I get you one?”

“Glass of red,” Lucy replied and turned on the stool to face him properly. “Sweet of you to offer.”

She leaned forward a little to settle a hand on his knee and he felt the flutter of anticipation it brought. His gaze went to pretty, lilac-colored nails that tapered to a sharp point. The glossy sheen on them held his attention and it didn’t go unnoticed.

“Like them?” Lucy asked and wiggled the fingers of her other hand in front of his face. “Went to the nail salon yesterday.”

“They do look amazing,” he told her.

She clenched the fingers on his knee and he drew in a sharp breath when her nails dug into his flesh through the material of his jeans.

“I can do some damage with them,” she told him, with a smirk. “So don’t make me wait around for my drink.”

Jake turned his attention to the other side of the counter and lifted a hand to get the barman to come across.

“Glass of red wine and a beer,” he ordered when the man came to a stop opposite him.

A nod of acknowledgment was all he got in response and he watched as the barman prepared the drinks. He already had his wallet out to pay before the glasses were put on the counter. When he got the change, he slid the wine to Lucy.

“Thanks honey,” she said and picked up the glass to take a sip.

Jake had a drink of his beer and a question was asked of him before he put it back down on the counter.

“So, are we going to?”

The hand on his knee slid a little higher to brush against his thigh. It sparked a pulse of hot blood that he tried to fight as he got his hand over Lucy’s to stop its movement. She was clearly relishing the game she’d set up, so he played along by leaning closer to lower his voice.

“How much?”

She pursed her lips as if she was pondering the question. Picking up her glass, she took a drink of wine then put it down again.

“Let’s call it fifty,” she said.

“What does that get me?”

“Anything you want, honey,” she told him, with a wicked smile.

Jake glanced around, but no one was paying them the slightest bit of attention. He suspected that the transaction they were playing out went on for real most nights in the place. The other girls sitting on the stools certainly suggested that the bar was a place men came looking to buy sex. Pulling his hand away from over Lucy’s, he picked up his glass to gulp down some beer then put it down again.

He tried not to make it too obvious when he brought his wallet out of his pocket. Easing the notes out, he held them in his palm. The touch on his thigh ended, with Lucy taking hold of his hand. It allowed her to surreptitiously take the money from him and slip it in her pocket. When she’d done that, she had another drink of wine before leaning forward again.

“Expensive night, huh?” she teased him and settled her hand back on his thigh.

It was her who looked around now to make sure no one was watching before sliding her hand higher. Acting in such a promiscuous manner in public was a turn on, with the hot prickle of arousal making goosebumps rise on her skin. Her breathing quickened as she trailed her touch higher still on Jake’s leg. That got it to his groin and she could feel he was already starting to come erect.

“I’ll take care of that for you, honey,” she told him and squeezed before pulling her hand away to get it back to the wine glass. “You can rent a room here for a few hours.”

Jake let out a hissed curse. He’d come out hoping the night would end with sex, but it appeared that’s the way it was going to start. A pulse of hot blood made his pelvic muscles clench and his attempts to control the stiffening of his cock failed miserably.

“Drink up,” Lucy urged and picked up her glass.

She knocked back the wine and was almost finished it before Jake even lifted his beer. The promise of what was to come made him drink quickly and he took in a deep breath when he put down the empty glass. As soon as he did, Lucy slid off the stool.

“Come on, honey,” she said and held out a hand.

***

Taking Lucy’s hand got Jake pulled down from the stool, but she let go immediately and they walked out of the bar. He expected her to head for the reception desk once they were in the lobby. That didn’t happen though. Instead, she took hold of his sleeve to lead the way towards the hotel exit.

“We’re not staying?” he asked.

The question brought her to a stop before they left and she turned around to face him. The grip on his sleeve was released and her hand slid up his arm all the way to his shoulder. A tug made him bend his head down a little as she leaned in and he tensed when her lips brushed against his ear.

“Come out, come kiss in the dark,” she said, with a hushed laugh then slid her hand back down his arm.

His sleeve was grabbed again and he played along by letting himself be led out of the hotel. The street was deserted and they walked along it only a short distance before he realized where things were going. He cursed under his breath when they turned into the alley.

“Really,” he hissed as the darkness swallowed them up.

“You paid me,” Lucy said over her shoulder. “You want your money’s worth, don’t you?”

Jake cursed again, but willingly followed further along the alley. Lucy came to a stop in the little bit of dim illumination that shone down from a lamp on the side of the hotel. There were no windows from which they could be spotted, but they were still taking a risk they could be caught.

They were outside, in a public place and Lucy seemed intent on playing out the kinky escort game all the way. She leaned back against the brickwork and grabbed the sides of his jacket to pull him to a kiss. Her hand came to the front of his jeans and the groping brought him fully erect by the time their lips parted. She got her hands under the material of his jacket to ease it from his shoulders and he let it be taken from him. His hands came up to grab hers when she started to unbutton his shirt.

“Don’t stop me,” she said. “You paid that money to get a slut to fuck. I’ll be that for you, so let me see.”

“Shit,” he cursed when he let her shake off his grip.

He couldn’t say he’d ever fantasized about fucking outside in a back alley, but finding himself in the position was definitely rousing his libido. The throbbing pulse of his erection was constrained by his underwear and it made him want the sex so badly. Lucy hurried to unbutton his shirt and got her hands under the material.

Nerves mixed with exhilaration as Jake let his shirt be taken off to leave him bare chested. A touch caressed on the bare muscles of his chest as he got his hand on Lucy’s hip. She grabbed his forearm to pull him forward and their passion for each other exploded in another blistering kiss. He pushed forward to trap her against the wall, so his erection pressed against her belly and the hot pulse of his lust grew stronger.

The hand on his chest pushed him back a step and he looked down to Lucy’s touch trailing lower to graze across his bare belly. It went all the way to the front of his jeans and he heard the hushed laugh when she pressed her palm against the hardness.

“Hot to pay for it, huh?” she teased him.

Tension took a vice-like grip on him when she started groping his erection through the denim, but she pulled her hand away quickly.

“Want me to be a bad girl?” she asked, but didn’t wait for an answer.

Moving to the side, she nimbly skipped past him and he was given no time to turn around when a shove on his back pushed him forward. It made him bring up his hands to slap them on the brickwork as he became the one trapped against the wall. Fingers tugged on the hair at the nape of his neck and he felt Lucy’s lips against his ear again when she moved right behind him.

“Do you want me to be a bad girl?” she asked again.

“Yes, fuck yes,” he replied.

He tensed when the sharp, lilac nails dug into the bare flesh of his back. The flutter of pain accentuated the pleasure and he couldn’t quite believe where he found himself. It was right where he wanted to be though.

“You like that?” Lucy asked and dug her nails a little deeper into his flesh.

“Yes,” he gasped and heard her hushed laugh.

The caress of her lips on his ear slid to the nape of his neck, with the kiss on his bare skin sending a shudder through him. When Lucy backed off, she got a hand to the top of his spine and slowly trailed the sharp point of a nail lower. It ignited shivers in Jake that just wouldn’t stop and they grew stronger when kisses slid down his back too.

Lucy dropped to her knees behind him and he looked to see her leather jacket being dropped on top of his clothes. Her hands clutched onto his hips then slowly slid around to the front of his jeans. He felt the roughness of the bricks when he pressed his forehead against them and looked down to the buckle of his belt being loosened.

The button and zipper of his jeans were next and he knew he was getting in way over his head when he let the denim be pulled down. A look either way showed just darkness, with the alley remaining quiet. That didn’t mean they wouldn’t be disturbed in the act although the risk of being caught didn’t take away any of the excitement. If anything, it made the moment more thrilling.

“What have we got here?” Lucy teased when she grabbed hold of his erection through his underwear.

He tried to turn, but she tightened her grip to stop him.

“You want what a bad girl will give, don’t you?” she said in a teasing voice.

Jake cursed as her grip squeezed forcefully around his solid shaft. It throbbed fiercely in response and heavy, gasping breaths spilled from his lips.

“Well, do you?” Lucy demanded.

“Yes,” he let out in a hoarse rasp.

The grip on his erection was released, with Lucy’s hands grasping at his hips. Her thumbs slipped under the sides of his underwear, so she could ease it down. It got her the sight of clenched buttocks and she leaned forward to plant a kiss on one then the other.

Dragging his underwear lower, she let go and sank her nails into the taut muscles of his ass. The sound of his groan excited her and she gripped his buttocks harder.

“Pain before pleasure,” she teased him.

She held her grip a few seconds longer before letting go to slide a fingertip along the crease of his ass. When she grasped hold of butt cheeks again, she spread them to get a sight of a tiny, puckered hole. Keeping his buttocks spread with one hand, she trailed the end of a nail across puckered skin and Jake groaned louder when the spasm of his hips made them jerk forward.

“Stay still,” she quipped and spanked him hard before grabbing hold again.

The quiver in his muscles was unrelenting when she spread his cheeks and trailed the point of a nail around his asshole. She then grazed a touch right across his puckered hole a few times.

“I think I found myself a bad boy,” she said.

Grabbing hold of his butt cheeks with both hands, she spread them wide then leaned forward to flicker the tip of her tongue on his asshole. The sound of stifled groans surrounded her as she pushed her head forward and licked harder to soak his skin. She wanted to feel what it was doing to him, so let go with one hand and slid it around his waist to his erection.

Wrapping her fingers around his rigid shaft let her feel just how strong the pulses of hot blood were when she leaned forward to flicker the tip of her tongue on asshole again. She slid her grip right down to the base of his erection to push against his balls as she kept licking.

Jake’s stifled groans grew louder as she pleasured him and they morphed into the sound of harsh curses when she forced her tongue harder against his asshole to make it stretch open a little. There was no missing how it set his libido alight and she started to stroke his erection as she teased and tormented his tight hole.

His hand came to her head, but there was no attempt to push her away as she ate his ass, while masturbating him. The rising tension in his body was all too obvious, but she wasn’t about to take him all the way to make him cum on an alley wall. It would end the game far too quickly and she didn’t want that, so she let go of his hard cock and backed off.

“Turn around,” she ordered and spanked him.

***

Jake shuffled around to the sight of Lucy pulling off the white top she wore. It put her bra on show and he could see her darker nipples showing through the lacy material. His attention didn’t go unnoticed and she cupped her breasts to squeeze them together.

“You like?” she asked.

“What do you think?” he threw back and took hold of his erection.

“I think you’ll like this better.”

Letting go of her breasts, she dragged his hand away from his groin to take hold of his erection then slowly worked her fingers up and down.

“You know this is crazy, right?” he said.

Lucy made a show of looking both ways into the darkness before bringing her gaze back to his.

“Uh-huh,” she said and stroked her hand right to the base of his erect manhood before tightening her grip. “Seems you like a bit of crazy in your life.”

She held his gaze as she leaned in and didn’t break the eye contact for a second when she slowly licked across the little slit to taste pre-cum then flickered the tip of her tongue on the underside of the head. It was only when she gave him more that she brought her gaze down to what she was doing.

The sound of Jake’s growling moan was music to her ears when she eased her lips all the way over the head of his hard cock. She got her tongue working to tease slick skin before taking more in her mouth to let him feel the tip rubbing against the velvety softness of her inner cheek. When she came back up, she let spit spill from her lips and used her fingers to spread the lubrication along his shaft.

“Fuck,” he gasped at the feeling of her wet palm sliding up and down to a gradually quickening pace.

She eventually grasped tightly around the base again and his fingers tangled in her hair when she kissed on the tip of his hard cock. The blowjob she started to give concentrated on just the sensitive head at first, but she finally gave him more by sliding her lips further down his shaft.

His grip tightened in her hair when she got her hand moving to follow her mouth up and down. She then began twisting her fingers around his erection as she kept stroking and gradually took the head deeper until the tip brushed against the back of her throat. It filled her mouth with spit and she came back up slowly to make sure his shaft was soaked when she pulled her mouth off it.

Looking up gave eye contact again as she stroked her fingers along his slippery cock from balls to tip. She eventually gripped tightly just below the head and his grunt became a sharp intake of breath when she let go to trail the tip of a sharp nail around slick skin. The intense sensation made him spit out hissed curses through gritted teeth and there was no missing the tremors when she slowly teased the sharpness of a lilac nail down the underside of his shaft all the way to the base.

“Want me to kiss it better?” she teased him.

She didn’t wait for an answer before grazing her nail back up his throbbing length to the head. Leaning in, she trailed her tongue up his shaft in a slow lick then planted kisses all over the head. Looking up showed her the way she was being watched and she smirked as she spoke.

“You want to cum in my mouth or...”

“Or,” he groaned and grabbed her wrist to drag her hand from his hard cock.

Getting up to her feet, she took hold of his erection again. She used the grip to pull him away from the wall, so they could change positions and she leaned back against the brickwork. He grabbed at her bra to pull it down and she brushed fingers in his hair when he leaned in. It got his mouth to her breasts and a shudder ripped through her when he wrapped his lips around a nipple.

His hands scrabbled at the fastenings of her shorts to loosen them, so he could start shoving the denim down past her hips. She tightened her grip on his hair to yank his head back and it stretched out her nipple until he reluctantly let go. As soon as he did, she pulled him to her other breast.

The way he went after her nipple to suck and lick it sent hot pulses of pleasure down her body and she rocked her head back against the wall to enjoy the way he worshiped her. It was him who jerked his head back this time to release her nipple from his mouth and she let go of his hair to get a hand to his shoulder.

“Take them down,” she said and pushed on his shoulder.

It didn’t take much effort to get him to do what she wanted. When he dropped to his knees in front of her, he grabbed at her shorts. They were dragged down her legs and she stepped out of them to leave her standing in just her underwear and block heels. It felt intoxicating to be so shameless in public and she grabbed his hair again to pull his head forward.

He was only too eager to get his mouth on her panties and she knew he could taste her through the thin, transparent material. It made her spread her legs and the quivering ripples of her thigh muscles made then tremble as he licked her pussy lips through her underwear.

“You like it shaved?” she asked and pulled his head back to make him look up.

“It’s pretty,” he replied.

“You better have a closer look then,” she told him.

She leaned back harder against the wall then lifted her left leg up to settle the back of her thigh down on his bare shoulder. He leaned in when she got a hand between her spread thighs to drag her panties aside. The enthusiastic way he went after pussy was just what she wanted.

His hands slid around her body to grab hold of her ass cheeks and he held on tightly as he kissed on smooth, shaved skin then started licking. It made her pull her panties further aside to keep them out of the way as the rough caress of his tongue lapped enthusiastically at her flushed pussy lips.

Her teeth sank deeper into her bottom lip as the rush of pleasure took hold. Jake’s head buried between her spread thighs, so he could lick harder to open her up. His tongue started to probe inside as he got his fingers under the back of her panties. It allowed him to slide a touch between her cheeks, with hot shudders ripping through her body when she felt the wiggling touch on her asshole.

“Fuck,” she gasped as her muscles clenched.

She pushed back harder still against the wall to keep herself upright as Jake’s tongue slipped deeper inside her wet cunt until his lips were glued to her shaved skin. The licking inside set her pulse hammering and she sucked in heavy breaths as her excitement mounted. It made her try to push down on him to get more.

The wiggling touch of his finger finally stretched her asshole open enough to let it slip inside and the pulsing clench of her muscles went into overdrive. Her mouth opened wide as he licked her out more voraciously and she couldn’t stop herself. Letting go of her panties didn’t make Jake miss a beat. He kept his tongue buried deep as she got fingers to her clitoris.

Seeing her play seemed to ignite his ardor even more and the tension in her body mounted as she spanked fingertips on her clit then started rubbing the erect bud frantically. His finger slipped deeper in her asshole to heighten the tension towards breaking point and the craving for a climax was her whole world in that moment.

She flicked harder touches across her clitoris as Jake kept licking her out and the final push came when he fucked his finger deeper still in her asshole. The clenching of her muscles around the stiff penetration released to rolling waves of hot ecstasy that coursed through her veins.

There was no holding in her moans as she succumbed completely. She closed her eyes tightly as the strong contractions of her pelvic muscles made her asshole clench and release around Jake’s finger, while his tongue stayed buried deep in her pussy to keep licking her out. It brought her orgasm to a shattering high that gave her a few exquisite seconds of hot bliss.

The last throes of tension in her body eventually melted away to a shuddering convulsion that weakened her limbs and she pushed Jake’s head from between her thighs. He looked up and she saw the smile that spread across his face. It was a sure sign that their game of slutty escort and client was far from over.

***

A grip on Lucy’s hip made her turn around. She could still feel the tremors rippling through her legs, so leaned forward against the wall to steady herself. Her hands had barely touched the bricks before her panties were being ripped down her thighs. It exposed her buttocks to a rough grip that spread them and she closed her eyes tightly when Jake’s tongue began to rasp across her puckered skin.

It felt like his lust was on fire as he went after her with a raging passion that made her struggle to catch her breath. She reached back to get a hand on his head, but there was no way he was moving. Not that she wanted him to and she was in thrall to the creep of his fingers trailing up her inner thigh. It added to the pleasure of the ferocious licks sweeping across her asshole.

He was giving her something she’d given him, but she got more when his fingertips brushed on her shaved skin. She’d just cum hard on his tongue, but the touch on her pussy ignited a hunger for more. The slick wetness of her arousal let his fingers easily slip inside and there was no holding in the groans.

His head jerked back and she heard him sucking in deep breaths. It wasn’t long before her asshole was under assault again though. Jake’s fingers plunged knuckle-deep in her pussy to almost make her knees buckle, so she leaned forward harder against the wall to keep herself upright. Her groans turned to mewling gasps when his tongue wiggled forcibly against her tight hole.

The increasing pressure made her sphincter slowly stretch open and she bit her lip to hold in a cry when she took the tip of Jake’s tongue. The pulsing contractions of her muscles grew stronger as he started to finger-fuck her wet pussy, with the stiff penetration plunging in hard. It made he claw at the brickwork as she reacted to the delicious violation of her holes.

The arching of her back made her push her ass back to the licking as Jake’s fingers drove into her pussy harder and faster. She could feel the hot tingling burn of pleasure returning between her thighs and her chest heaved as she took in harsh gasps of breath.

Jake’s head eventually jerked back to ease his tongue out of her asshole. He released his grip on her buttocks, but only so he could land a hard spank when he fucked his stiff fingers in knuckle-deep again and left them buried inside.

“Let me feel your cock inside,” she called back to him.

His fingers slowly withdrew, but he didn’t pull his hand from between her spread thighs. Instead, his fingertips slid to her clitoris and she spat out obscenities through gritted teeth as the little bud was fully exposed to rough touches. The quivering pulse of her thigh muscles ripped the strength from her legs and she groaned when another spank cracked against her naked ass.

“Let me feel it inside,” she pleaded.

She pressed her forehead against the wall when Jake’s hand pulled out from between her thighs. He was on his feet behind her in the blink of an eye and she groaned when his stiff shaft pressed against her bare skin to slip in between her buttocks. It let her feel the fierce throbbing of his swollen shaft against her asshole.

His hands slid around her chest to roughly clamp onto her tits. The way his fingers sank into her flesh brought a pleasure that made her push back to the way he forcefully humped against her naked ass. Kisses slid along her shoulder and she cursed when she felt his lips find the sweet spot on her neck. Knee-trembling shivers raced along her spine as she was trapped against the wall by his muscular body.

His erection pressed in harder between her buttocks as he continued to roughly fondle her naked tits. The feel of her stiff nipples rubbing against his palms made them swell and she could feel her body tensing up again. It sparked the need for more and she bumped her ass hard against his groin.

He took the hint and let go of her tits as he moved back a little. She felt his feet knocking against hers to make her shuffle them apart. It spread her legs wider and the rush of elation intensified when his erection slid between her thighs to rub against her shaved skin.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned as she thrust a hand between her thighs.

Grabbing hold of his erection, she rubbed the tip against her swollen pussy lips. The rush of pleasure was just too good and got better when she eased the thick head inside. As soon as she let go, she was slammed against the wall by a hard thrust. It trapped her against the brickwork, with Jake’s thick erection fucking all the way inside.

His lips played on her neck again and eventually pressed against her ear. It let her hear the hoarse rasp of his ragged breaths as he pushed forward harder still to pin her in place. She could feel the hot pulsing throb of his erection inside her and clenched her muscles to make her pussy grip around his shaft.

“Is this what you wanted?” he growled.

“Yes,” Lucy replied breathlessly. “Fuck me… fuck me hard.”

Kisses on her ear brought more shivers, but the need for the sex made her bump back against him. There was an anticipation to the way he slowly drew his hips back. It ended with a moment of still that made the breath catch in her throat before he slammed forward to fuck his hard cock back inside her wet cunt.

“Yes,” she groaned again. “Make me cum.”

Jake’s grip latched on tightly as he started to pump his hips and she closed her eyes as he threw himself to some punishing action. The sound of their sweaty, naked skin slapping together echoed off the walls of the back alley as crashing thrusts slammed against her ass cheeks to pound hard cock into her wet cunt.

The breathless exhilaration of the sex was all consuming and she groaned when Jake’s hands moved up her body to slide around her chest. His hands clamped onto her naked tits again to make his fingers sink deep into her flesh as he kept driving forward to ravage her pussy.

She got a hand between her thighs and savored the feel of her fingers brushing on the slippery hardness of his cock as it fucked into her. The craving for the release from the hot pressure was there again. It made her mouth open wide to let out gasping groans when she slid a touch across her smooth, shaved skin to her clitoris.

The slap of Jake’s groin crashed harder still against her naked cheeks, so he could take her roughly from behind. She squeezed her eyes tighter shut and began to circle fingertips on her swollen clit. The rush of pleasure burning between her thighs grew more intense as she was fucked towards an orgasm.

She started to urge Jake to use her harder still and he threw himself forward to drive his hard cock deep over and again. It brought her to the edge and the clenching of her muscles heightened the pleasure until she was edging an orgasm. She stifled her gasping cries, while she tried to hold herself in the moment. It proved impossible though.

Her body felt like it was floating for a second, but Jake’s cock plunged balls-deep and the way he held her on his thick length was too much. There was no holding in the cries when she cum hard all over his throbbing shaft, with the strong, pulsing contractions of her muscles ripping the strength from her.

He released his grip on her tits to get his hands to her hips and it held her on his erection as hot, pulsating waves of pleasure left her writhing against the wall of the alley. Jake started fucking her again before her climax even reached a high. He hammered against her as he chased his own release and it didn’t take long.

She was pinned to the wall when his weight slammed against her and she could feel the pulsing throb of his erection until his lust for her exploded to hot bursts of cum deep inside her pussy. Her inner muscles quivered around the hardness and she pressed her forehead against the wall as she was kept trapped in place to take everything from heavy balls.

Jake’s body eventually tensed as his excitement peaked and he remained stiffly pressed against her for a few seconds before the relaxation swept through him. He let out gasping curses as he came down from the high and they stayed locked together until the power drained from his erection.

The thrill of the moment melted away to the realization of where they were and it got them in a rush to put their clothes back on. When they were dressed, Lucy pulled Jake to an embrace that got her backed against the wall again. Their eyes met when the kiss ended and she couldn’t hold in the teasing remark.

“Get your money’s worth?”

“Every penny of it,” he shot back and grabbed her hand.

It got them moving along the dark alley back to the main street and they came to a stop.

“Drink in the hotel bar?” Lucy asked.

“Let’s find somewhere nicer,” Jake answered.

“But you’ll meet me in the Harper Hotel again, right?” she said, with a smirk.

“Any time you want,” Jake told her and nodded. “Absolutely any time you want.”


Ms Sexy’s Nasty Needs Swim Sin

A flash of pretty blue in the mirror on the wardrobe door caught Angel’s attention as she walked across her bedroom and a smile played on her lips when she turned to look at her reflection. The new bikini definitely suited her figure. There was no doubt in her mind that buying it had been a good move, with the tight material hugging her voluptuous curves to put them beautifully on display.

“Looking good,” she let out under her breath as she ran her hands down over her hips onto her thighs.

Her hope was that she wouldn’t be the only one who thought she looked good that day. There was no guarantee though. She’d gone up to the rooftop pool of the apartment block she now lived in on a couple of occasions, but she’d been the only one using it. Whether she had just been unlucky with her timing or whether the pool went largely unused by the residents was the question and there was only one way to find out for sure.

“Third time lucky,” she told her reflection before turning away from the mirror to move over to the cabinet against the wall.

Pulling open the bottom drawer, she brought out a clean towel and wrapped it in place around her waist. She then walked to the bedside table to get her phone, keys and sunglasses before leaving the bedroom to walk to the front door of her apartment. When she let herself out, she made her way along to the elevator and pressed the button to call it. The wait went on longer than she wanted, but she saw it wasn’t empty when the doors slid open.

“Going down?” the older man asked and reached out to the control panel to hold the doors open.

Angel let out a laugh as she took off her sunglasses. She glanced down at her attire before setting her gaze back on the man.

“Uh…, do I look like I’m going down?” she joked, with a smirk.

The man pursed his lips as he inspected her and she liked the way his gaze lingered on her bikini top for a little too long before coming back up to her face.

“Well, now that you mention it,” he said and let out a self-deprecating laugh. “I take it you’re going up to the pool.”

“Good guess,” Angel teased. “I’ll let you go down first.”

“OK,” the man said, but kept his finger pressed on the button holding the doors open and a few seconds passed before he came out with what was on his mind. “Haven’t seen you around before. Did you just move in?”

“Yup,” Angel told him. “Arrived a couple of weeks ago.”

“Well let me welcome you to the building,” he went on and reached out his free hand. “Danny’s the name. It’s nice to meet you.”

“Likewise,” Angel said and returned the favor by giving her name as they shook hands.

“I hope you’re finding people friendly,” Danny said.

“To be honest, you’re the first person I’ve really spoken to,” she told him. “I thought I’d meet a few people up at the pool, but it doesn’t seem particularly well used. Been to it a couple of times, but on both occasions I was there for the whole time on my own.”

“Must admit it’s been a long time since I used it,” Danny said.

“You should,” Angel said, with a smile. “Good way to keep fit.”

“Yeah,” Danny mused. “Now that you’ve reminded me of it, I might just do that.”

“Great,” Angel said and couldn’t resist throwing a mischievously suggestive comment at him. “Maybe we’ll see a lot more of each other up there then.”

His reaction was a sign that he liked the idea of that, with his gaze sliding down to her chest again. The smile that played on his lips showed for sure that she wasn’t the only one who thought she looked good in the blue bikini. His gaze came back up to hers and she held the eye contact when he spoke.

“That would be good.”

“Well, I’ll be up there most of the afternoon,” she told him. “I plan to enjoy a swim then some sunbathing.”

“I have a couple of errands to run,” Danny told her. “Can’t get out of it, but they shouldn’t take too long.”

“Then come up when you’re finished,” Angel told him. “If it’s anything like the last couple of times, you’ll find me alone and it’ll be nice getting to know a neighbor.”

Danny nodded his head and finally pulled his finger from the button.

“See you later,” he said.

“Hope so,” Angel replied and smiled at him as the doors slid shut to end the brief meeting.

It was a short while before the elevator returned and this time she saw it was empty when the doors opened. Stepping inside, she pressed the button for the top floor and the ride up went by without any stops. When she got out, she walked through to the pool area and saw that it was deserted. On this occasion she hoped it stayed that way until Danny arrived.

“If he does,” she let out under her breath, but hoped that their chat and how good she looked in the bikini was enough of an incentive to make him show his face.

Walking across to the nearest sun lounger, she took off her towel to set it down on the lounger along with her phone, keys and sunglasses. She then walked across to the showers and switched on the one she got under to let the water cascade over her.

When she finished, she swam a few lengths of the pool before returning to the lounger. Laying out her towel on it, she put on her sunglasses then settled in place and closed her eyes to just enjoy the warmth of the afternoon sunshine. She was still doing that when the ping of the elevator arriving at the top floor came to her.

That made her open her eyes and she held her breath as she waited. She let the air back out slowly when she saw Danny come into view. His gaze fixed on her and the smile that spread across his face when he saw her stretched out on the lounger was a sign that she’d made a good impression on him.

“Oh yeah,” she let out under his breath and took off her sunglasses. “Daddy definitely likes what he sees.”

***

“Got your errands done then?” Angel asked when Danny came to a stop at the sun lounger right next to the one she was stretched out on.

“Yeah, that’s my duties for the day completed,” he replied and dropped what he was holding on the lounger before taking hold of his t-shirt to pull it up.

“Wife keeps you busy then,” Angel went on.

She saw the smirk on his face when he finished taking off his t-shirt. He dropped it on the lounger before sitting down.

“No wife,” he told her.

“Really,” Angel teased him and smiled when she met his gaze. “Can’t believe you’ve not been snapped up.”

“Not my style,” Danny replied, with a laugh. “Always liked my independence.”

“You and me both,” she told him. “It’s a better way to live.”

“There’s no doubt it has its benefits,” he agreed.

“There must be things you miss though,” Angel said and let her legs slide a little apart when she made the pretense of wriggling around to get comfortable.

It got the response she wanted when Danny let his gaze slide down to her bikini bottoms. She liked that he was still looking at them when he spoke.

“It’s not that difficult to find what you want, if you meet the right lady.”

The words were a sign that he was thinking along the same lines she was. It sparked a fluttering tingle of heat between her thighs and she shifted on the lounger again to spread her legs a little further apart. Danny had barely arrived, but it seemed clear already he was interested in being more than a friendly neighbor. He’d come looking for some fun and things were moving rapidly towards the kind of encounter she’d been hoping for. It made her pulse quicken.

“Met any ladies like that in recent times?” she asked.

His gaze trailed up the voluptuous curves of her figure, but he didn’t say a word until their eyes met.

“I don’t know…, have I?”

“That’s for me to know,” she teased him and sat up.

She let a foot drop down to the floor on either side of the lounger. It spread her legs wide to make the blue material of her bikini bottoms stretch tightly across her mound. That definitely got Danny’s attention and his gaze slid between her thighs. She saw the tube of sun cream on his lounger and the idea came to her immediately.

“I forgot my sun cream,” she said and was quick to pull her feet back onto the lounger then roll onto her belly. “Could you put some on for me?”

Danny’s eagerness was there to see when he dropped to his knees on the floor, grabbed the tube and moved across to her lounger. She watched him pop the cap then reach out to squeeze some of the cream on her upper back. It made her turn her head to press her face down against the towel when his hands got to work.

“You have nice skin,” he said as his touch kneaded her shoulders then slid lower on her back. “It’s a beautiful color.”

“Aww, thanks,” Angel replied. “Gets a lot darker if I spend too much time in the sun.”

“Mine just goes red,” Danny joked.

“White boy problems,” she teased him.

“Yeah, I guess so,” he said and his hands came to a stop.

Angel felt a knot clenching in her belly. They were definitely edging closer to the sexual encounter she wanted and she could feel the slight catch in his throat when she spoke.

“Just loosen the knot. It’s a new bikini, so I don’t want to get cream on it.”

“Yes, Miss,” Danny replied.

He took hold, pulled to undo the knot and eased the string ties aside. He then got the tube to squeeze a little more cream on her dark skin and carried on working it in.

“You do that good,” Angel said as his hands slowly slid down to her lower back.

They came to a stop at the waistband of the bikini bottoms. She didn’t need to look to know that Danny was enjoying the way the blue material stretched across her buttocks and the tension in the air was palpable.

“So,” he said. “You’re Angel by name, are you an angel by…”

The unfinished sentence hung in the air between them and she knew that one comment from her would spark the action.

“Well, I can be a bit of a devil when the mood takes me,” she told him, with a hushed laugh.

“Like now,” Danny went on and hooked fingers under the waistband of the bikini bottoms. “So, I won’t get in trouble for doing this.”

Angel pressed her face down harder against the towel as he eased the blue material lower. She knew her silence was giving him permission to keep going and her ass was bared completely in a matter of seconds.

“Is that a pretty color too?” she asked.

“Everything about you is pretty,” Danny replied.

The spank of his hand on her ass made Angel gasp and she rolled her head onto its side to take in a gasping breath when kisses played on the small of her back. They were taking a risk, but that only heightened her excitement. If her previous visits to the pool were anything to go by, there was little chance they’d be disturbed. However, they were about to play outside and might get caught in the act.

That certainly didn’t deter Danny. His kisses slid lower on her back until she felt a lick trail along the crease of her ass. His fingers dug roughly into her flesh to spread her cheeks and it got her the flickering caress of his tongue on her asshole.

“Yes,” she groaned to show she wanted his touch and grabbed at the sides of the lounger.

It was only a second before she had to let go. A grip on her hip rolled her on her side then pulled her ass right to the side of the lounger. It gave her a chance to watch Danny exploring her naked cheeks with his lips and she got a hand to the back of his neck to encourage him.

“Yeah, that’s it, daddy,” she urged. “Make me be a dirty little slut.”

The hot burn of arousal between her thighs was already making her so wet, but she wanted him to be bad. It made her drag her hand away from the back of his neck to get it to her buttocks and she pulled on a cheek hard to expose herself to him completely.

That way he went after her asshole sent hot shudders through her and she pulled harder as he kissed her tight hole with a hungry longing. It set her thigh muscles fluttering and she pushed back to force herself against the flickering licks that started to play on her naked skin. The rush of pleasure it ignited made her want to groan, but she bit her lip hard to keep the sound down to stifled gasps as the tip of his tongue pressed in place.

“Yes, yes,” she hissed as she felt the penetration. “It’s yours, so take it.”

Danny wiggled his tongue harder to make his tongue slip a little deeper, with Angel digging her fingers hard into her flesh to stretch herself open for him. He gasped hard when he eventually pulled back, with strings of spit stretching out from his lips to her asshole. The way he sucked on his forefinger and middle finger showed what was coming and his gaze came to hers when he got his slippery fingers to her asshole.

“Is this what you want?” he asked.

The fluttering spasms of Angel’s thigh muscles grew stronger as she felt the tight clenching of her sphincter being broken by the rough penetration.

“Yes, fuck yes,” she groaned as his stiff fingers violated her.

She pulled her hand from her ass to get it to the back of Danny’s neck again, but his mouth was already on her butt before she even encouraged him. She felt his teeth sink into her flesh, with the gentle bite quickly turning to kisses that explored her dark skin as he finger-fucked her asshole.

The penetration slipped in deeper to give a dirty pleasure that made her so wet and she bit her lip hard again as she grabbed the hair at the back of his head to hold on. His mouth kept exploring as he quickened the pace of the anal finger-fuck and it plunged his touch forcefully into her asshole.

When he slipped them knuckle-deep, his other fingers rubbed against her flushed pussy lips and she clung onto his hair harder. The swell of pleasure set her body alight and she let out a groan when his fingers pulled out. It was only so he could get his mouth right between her spread cheeks again and he slapped a hand down on her thigh as he started to flicker his tongue on her asshole.

“Oh god,” she groaned as the intimate touch played on her puckered skin to make her asshole clench tightly.

She heard the hushed laugh when he pulled his mouth away from her skin.

“God’s not going to help you,” he joked and spanked her ass hard. “I’m going to take one of his pretty angels and corrupt her into a slutty daddy whore.”

***

Angel grabbed her phone before rolling onto her belly.

“Move to the bottom of the lounger,” she urged.

Danny was quick to shuffle around into position on his knees and she scrambled forward to get in place, so her face was only inches from the front of his swimming shorts. A smile played on her lips when she saw just how aroused he already was, with her eyes remaining fixed on the bulge being made by his erection until the movement of his hands caught her attention.

“Wait,” she said when he hooked his thumbs under the waistband of his shorts.

She worked quickly to get her phone recording the scene, then checked to make sure she was properly in the shot.

“Really?” Danny said in a laughing voice.

“You want a nice memento of our first time together, don’t you?” Angel said when she glanced up at him.

When she brought her gaze down, she reached out with her free hand to get her fingers under the waistband of his shorts too. It allowed her to help him pulling them down and she slid the tip of her tongue slowly around her lips when his erection sprang free. She took hold immediately and squeezed to feel the pulsing throb of hot blood.

“I see daddy likes his pretty little angel,” she teased and looked at the screen of her phone to watch the way she pulled the thick head of his hard cock to her mouth.

He tangled his fingers in her hair to hold on as she nuzzled her lips on the tip of his erection to taste the pre-cum already leaking out. Her breathing quickened as she kept her gaze on her phone to watch the way she acted slutty. It made her wetter and she heard Danny’s gasp of breath when she grazed her lips all the way over the slick head to take it in her mouth.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he groaned as he pushed forward.

She gripped tighter around the base of his shaft and felt it swell thicker as she let him slip his hard cock a little deeper in her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked hard and she let out a gasping giggle when she backed off.

“You think I look pretty with your big, hard dick in my mouth, right?” she teased him.

“Show me again,” he urged and she felt his grip tighten in her hair.

She didn’t need any encouragement to be a naughty whore for him though. Taking his erection back in her mouth, she watched the screen of her phone as she started to work her lips along his shaft. His muscles tightened as he forced his hips towards her and it made her dart her head forward a little further each time until she got the tip of his erection fucking to the back of her throat.

Another gasping titter spilled from her lips when she pulled back. She was quick to spit on the head. She then took it back between her lips and liked the way she was being watched by Danny, while she kept her eyes on the screen to enjoy the sight of herself giving a sloppy blowjob.

It got her the sound of groans as she forced her lips all the way to where her hand was clasped around his shaft and held the position to let him revel in the wet warmth of her mouth wrapped around his cock. She sucked hard when she finally eased her head back again and made her lips smack together when she pulled off.

“Fuck you’re something special,” Danny growled.

“You like my mouth,” she asked and took the head between her lips again.

Pulling her fingers from around his erection, she glanced up to catch his gaze. He took the opportunity she was giving to get both hands on her head and held on tightly as he started to thrust. Angel’s gaze went back to the screen to make sure she was catching the scene perfectly as her mouth was fucked.

Spit started to spill over her bottom lip when Danny made her gag, but the sound didn’t stop him. If anything, it stirred his lust even more. He dragged her head forward and let out a gasping grunt as he made her take him deep-throat. She could barely get a breath as the thick head of his cock choked her and there was a dirty thrill to the way he stopped her backing off when she started to struggle.

One of his hands slid down to clasp under her chin as she was held in place and she could feel the straining throb of his dick as it stayed fucked down her throat. He finally relented to let her back off and a shudder ran through her as she inhaled heavy, gasping breaths.

“You’re a bad man,” she said when she looked up. “Want to see the throat bulge?”

She saw the frown on his face when she stopped recording and put the phone down. His confusion disappeared in an instant when she rolled onto her back then squirmed into position. Putting her shoulders right at the bottom of the lounger made her head hang down towards the floor and she opened her mouth wide to show her tongue.

“Oh you kinky bitch,” Danny said.

The excitement was there to hear in his voice and she could sense how much he wanted what she was offering by the urgent way he wrapped fingers around his erection. As soon as he moved into position, he started spanking his hard cock on her lips and tongue. He finally fed it into her mouth and she could feel how wet it was making her when he started jabbing his hips forward.

More of his thick length slid into her mouth with each thrust until he got his erection fucking down her throat. She grabbed at the sides of his thighs and dug her nails into his flesh to hold him in place. Not that he needed to be. His heavy balls smacked against her face as he starting fucking her mouth harder until he finally came to a stop with his groin forced against her.

She gulped for breath as the thick head of his erection choked her. He leaned forward to grab at her bikini top, so he could pull it up to bare her breasts and his fingers dug roughly into them. It made her sink her nails harder into his flesh, but the pain clearly didn’t bother him. He was too focused on the pleasure of having her there to use as a fuck toy.

He let out a gruff laugh when he spanked his hand against the side of her tits before straightening up. His fingers brushed on her naked skin and she knew he was enjoying the sight of the cock bulge in her throat. She finally pulled her nails from his flesh to shove him back and drank in a desperate lungful of air. It was all she needed before speaking in a hoarse rasp.

“Do it again.”

The wicked smile on his face excited her and she opened her mouth wide when he took hold of his erection again to spank it on her face. He let go when he fed the thick head between her lips and there was no thrusting this time. Straight away, he forced his hips all the way forward to slap his groin against her and it fucked his cock down her throat.

His hands went to her tits again when he leaned forward. This time the rough groping ended with him pulling on her stiff nipples to stretch them out. However, it wasn’t long before she felt his fingertips trail up her chest all the way to her neck to find the bulge of his hard cock. The brushing touch ended with his fingers grasping around her throat and her back arched when he tightened his grip.

Danny’s excitement came out in thrusts that fucked his hard dick into her mouth forcefully and the thick head plunged down her throat again and again while his fingers remained clasped in place. When he finally let go, he backed off to pull his cock out of her mouth. As she took in gasping breaths, she grabbed the sides of his thighs to drag him back forward again.

He realized what she was doing and lifted up a little then spread his legs to let her get her head right between his thighs. When she sank her fingers into his buttocks, he grabbed his slippery cock to start masturbating as the tip of her tongue flickered on his asshole.

“Fuck, fuck,” he groaned as the fluttering touch changed to rasping licks sweeping across his exposed asshole.

The hot pleasure made him masturbate more enthusiastically as she pulled harder on his cheeks to stretch out his tight hole until she got the tip of her tongue to slip inside. The judder of his hips made his thighs spasm as she forced the penetration a little deeper to tease and torment his asshole until he needed to stop stroking his erection to keep himself under control.

The touch of Angel’s tongue was just too good to give up though and he held himself in place over her to let licks play on his asshole until her head dropped down. It was the moment he shuffled back and looked at her. She got herself back onto the lounger properly and rolled onto her belly.

As soon as their eyes met, she was on the move. She got on all fours and turned around to face away from him. Her back arched tightly when she dropped her head down to press her forehead against the lounger. It presented her round, luscious ass to Danny and her excitement mounted when she heard him hurrying to get in place behind her.

***

A hard spank on Angel’s ass made her cry out. She bit her bottom lip hard to cut off the sound as the flare of stinging pain filled her veins. Her hips were grabbed to make her lower her ass enough, so that Danny’s hard cock pressed in between her rounded cheeks when he move right behind her. He then reached forward to tangle his fingers in the hair at the nape of her neck and there was no holding in the squeal when he yanked her head up.

“You’re daddy’s nasty little slut, aren’t you?” he growled and cracked his free hand against her hip.

“Yes, yes,” Angel gasped. “Take anything you want from me. I’m yours.”

Her neck muscles strained as he pulled harder on her hair, but it excited her and she pushed back to grind against his erect cock.

“Tell me what’s mine,” he ordered and spanked her again.

“Everything,” Angel groaned. “Everything is yours.”

She heard his hushed laugh when he let go of her hair, so she could shove her face down against the lounger. When he moved back a little, he spanked her again and grabbed at her bikini top and bottom to take them from her.

A glance back showed him hurrying to remove his shorts. It left them both completely naked and there was a huge thrill to the risk they were taking. The ping of the elevator would alert them to anyone arriving, but whether they could get decent before they were caught was another thing altogether. Danny seemed as turned on by the situation as she was.

“Show me,” he said and spanked her ass again.

Angel readily gave in. She pressed her head down against the lounger to balance herself, with her hands shaking as she reached back to grab her buttocks. A shiver ripped through her as she pulled hard to expose herself to him. The brushing caress of his fingertips slid across her asshole then down onto her flushed mound. It sent shivers racing along her spine and she pulled harder on her cheeks to spread them indecently.

He then spanked hands on her inner thighs to make her shuffle her knees wider apart, so he could set his elbows down on the lounger in between. It allowed him to slide his hands under her body then up around her waist to her lower back and he grabbed tightly to hold her in place.

“Keep those pretty cheeks spread,” he growled before burying his face between them.

The kiss on Angel’s plump mound set spasms rippling through her thigh muscles and she squirmed around as she pushed back to the attention being lavished on her. That turned to rough licks that rasped along her flushed pussy lips. Harsh gasps spilled from her mouth as the rough treatment opened her up and she let go of her ass cheeks when Danny’s tongue plunged inside her.

His grip on her lower back tightened to keep her just where he wanted as he greedily went after her taste. His tongue wiggled deeper to lap at her soft, velvety skin and it set her body alight. She clawed at the towel as the hot elation of being eaten out so ravenously drove her wild and it made her push back onto him.

When his tongue came out, he got his mouth on her asshole and tormented it with kisses and flickering licks. She closed her eyes tightly as the pleasure intensified, but it wasn’t long before he returned his attention to her pussy. His tongue wiggled back in between her flushed lips and the sinuous movements of her belly were impossible to stop as she rocked her body to push herself back onto him.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned and got a hand between her thighs.

The touch on her naked skin made her convulse and Danny kept licking her out ferociously, while she circled her fingertips on her throbbing clitoris. It took her so close, but the delicious oral ended before she got to a climax and she groaned when her hand was dragged from between her thighs.

“Give me the sun cream,” he said.

Angel saw it still lying on the lounger, so grabbed for it and handed it back. She heard the pop of the cap before some was squeezed on her lower back. It was Danny who sank his fingers in her buttocks to spread them now.

“Work it in,” he ordered.

Angel pressed her face down against the lounger and reached to her lower back to get her fingers on the dollop of sun cream. She started working it into her dark skin and slowly worked down between her cheeks until she was rimming fingers around her tiny, puckered hole.

“Work it in deep,” Danny barked.

He grabbed her hand to force two of her fingers against her asshole and she gave in to what he wanted. The slipperiness of the cream helped her ease a stiff touch past the clenching and she heard the gruff chuckle.

“Deeper,” Danny demanded.

He held one hand up, but kept her buttocks spread with the other and she knew what was coming. A hard spank brought pain that made her muscles clench and she felt her asshole clamping around her slippery fingers as she stroked them in deep.

Danny leaned closer to get a better view of the way she stretched her tight ring to make it gape around his fingers, but he watched for only a second before kissing on her mound. As she kept fingering her asshole, he forced his tongue back inside her wet pussy and the pleasure of the kinky action intensified.

His lips stuck to her skin as he plunged his tongue deeper inside and her hand bumped against his forehead as she kept fingering her asshole. It took her close to a climax once more, but she was denied it again when he backed off.

“Please,” she groaned.

He grabbed her wrist to make her hold her slippery fingers deep in her asshole.

“Keep them there,” he said when he let go. “Stretch it out for me.”

The arch of her spine tightened when she pressed her face down harder against the towel, with her chest heaving as harsh breaths burst from her lips. Hands on her hips dragged her back and she flinched when her knees dropped off the lounger to crack on the floor.

It left her bent over, with Danny right behind on his knees. She couldn’t look back, but felt the brushing touch on her flushed skin. It wasn’t fingers this time and she let out a groan as the thick head of his erection rubbed along her pussy lips.

“You want it, yeah,” he taunted and pushed a little harder.

Angel said nothing when she was given the tip, but showed just how much she wanted Danny’s erection by forcing herself back onto it. The thick shaft stretched her wet cunt open and she gasped harder for breath as she took every hard inch.

“Yes, daddy, I want it,” she told him and rolled her hips to grind back onto him. “Give it to me hard.”

He leaned forward to get his hands under her body and she groaned when he took hold of her breasts. His fingers dug in to make his palms rub against her stiff nipples and the rough groping brought more shudders. It made her push back harder onto his erection to take it as deep as she could. She let out a groan when he eventually let go of her tits then eased his hips back until only the tip of his erection was inside her.

His hand whipped hard across the side of her buttocks as he jabbed his hips forward to start fucking her. He kept his movements slow and measured at first. Each time he pulled back, he lashed a spank across the side of her buttocks to inflict pain before giving her the pleasure of his thick manhood driving in deep.

“You going to scream for me, baby girl,” he taunted.

“Yes, yes,” Angel groaned.

His hand kept cracking hard across her buttocks before each thrust to make her flesh jiggle and it was whimpering cries she let out as the hot burn of pain and pleasure coursed through her veins. The stinging punishment made her muscles pulse hard and she could feel her asshole gripping around her fingers as she kept them buried deep.

It gave her a double penetration as he fucked her and his thrusts started to become more forceful. He stopped spanking her, but leaned forward to grab the hair at the nape of her neck to yank it back. It made her spine arch tighter as he quickened the pace of the sex to slap his groin against her naked cheeks more vigorously.

The sex became the only thing she could think about. She forgot all about where she was as his hard cock hammered into her tight cunt to ravage it and she started to push back to meet his thrusts. That made her sure they were about to go all the way, but her ideas changed when he slowed the pace again to keep himself under control.

His grip on her hair was released, so he could grab her wrist to pull her fingers out of her asshole. He then lashed an even harder spank on the side of her buttocks as he kept fucking her.

“Finish yourself, he said. “I want to feel it.”

Angel didn’t need to be told twice. He kept spanking her ass as he fucked her and she slid a hand between her thighs to get fingers to her clitoris. Circling touches on the swollen bud ignited hotter pleasure and she could feel a knot clenching in her belly as the tension rose.

Danny grabbed hold of her as the excitement mounted and he pressed down hard on her hips as he started to hammer against her. Taking his erection so roughly made her rub her fingertips harder across her clitoris and the pressure between her thighs climbed until she knew she was at breaking point.

The slam of Danny’s naked body hammering against her ass pounded his erection into her tight pussy and her mind went blank as the world became the hot sensation between her thighs. She pressed her fingers on her clitoris, with the pulse of pleasure in the erect bud finally exploding to orgasm.

Her hips were gripped tightly to pull her back onto Danny’s fully length, with hot, shuddering convulsions ripping through her naked body as she climaxed hard on his erection. The intense moment soared to a high that brought back the tension and all there was for a few exquisite seconds was pure bliss before a wave of relief tore through her to take her strength.

It made her want to collapse down, but the grip on her hips kept her ass raised up in the air. Danny started to thrust again, but she managed to pull away from him and crawled onto the lounger, so she could slump face-down on it.

There was little chance to relax though. Her hips were grabbed to roll her onto her back and she was pulled into position, so her ass was perched right on the very edge of the lounger. Hands on her legs shoved them apart, so Danny could move in between on his knees.

“So…, what hole do you want it in, dirty girl?” he asked as he spanked the head of his erection between her spread thighs.

***

“Give me your phone,” Danny said.

Angel looked to where it was lying on the lounger. Reaching out, she picked it up to hold it out to him and flinched when it was snatched from her hand. Danny was quick to get recording between her thighs and started to spank the head of his erection on her flushed skin again to make her squirm around.

“So,” he said. “Let’s find out what kind of girl you really are. You make the choice.”

He let go of his erection and Angel revealed her excitement by reaching out to wrap her fingers around his shaft right away. Squeezing let her feel the pulsing throb of his lust for her. The quiver of her thigh muscles made them flutter when she started to rub the thick head along her pussy lips then eased it in between.

“Record it going all the way in,” she said. “I want to see that.”

He let out a gruff laugh as he slowly eased his hips forward. Angel let her fingers brush on the bulging veins of his shaft as it slipped inside her pussy until their groins were locked together. Her buttocks clenched tightly to make the spams of her muscles stronger as she tried to push herself against him.

She eventually pressed a hand against his belly to push him back and watched his erection slide back out. Taking hold again let her feel the slickness of her pussy wetness on hard flesh and she stroked her fingers from balls to tip a couple of times before clasping tightly around the base.

“You made me lube it up,” she said and worked the head of his cock along her pussy lips again. “No point in doing that if you’re not going to use it.”

The breath caught in her throat as she spread her legs wider and slowly stroked the tip of his erection down to her slippery asshole.

“An angel with nasty needs then,” Danny said as he kept recording the way she started to rub the head of his erect manhood on her tiny, puckered hole.

It brought out a beast inside that he finally couldn’t contain. He dropped her phone down on the lounger then knocked her hand away from his erection, so he could take hold. It allowed him to spank the head on her asshole then force the tip against it. The clenching pulse of her tight sphincter held him back, but that only excited him more.

Angel slapped her hands on her inner thighs to shove them wider apart. Her neck muscles strained as she tried to lift her head higher to watch, but the dirty pleasure of feeling the way her asshole was gradually stretched open was too much.

“Fuck,” she cursed as her head dropped back to the lounger.

The tension in her body mounted until the clenching of her sphincter was finally broken. It brought out a gasping cry she couldn’t hold in as Danny forced the thickly swollen head of his erection inside her asshole. His grunt was loud as the tightness closed around his shaft. He slapped his hands on top of hers as he forced his hard cock in deeper until their bodies were locked together again.

“Found myself a dirty anal slut,” he taunted as he started to hump against her.

Angel’s breathing was labored as she dragged one of her hands from under his and slid it to the top of her pubic mound. Digging her fingers into her flesh brought her swollen clitoris fully out of its little hood and got her what she wanted. Danny kept his erection buried in the tightness of her asshole as he slid his hand up her inner thigh.

“Need that release again, do you?” he said as he started brushing touches on her clitoris.

It set Angel’s muscles pulsing and she groaned as the contractions gripped her asshole around the thick hardness of his erection.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned.

“Slap it then,” Danny said when he pulled his hand away.

Her mouth opened wide as she gave him what he wanted by spanking fingertips on her clitoris. Each one sent a hot shudder through her body and she got more when he roughly grabbed at her hips. The slipperiness of the sun cream made his erection stroke easily into her asshole and in a matter of seconds he was thrusting hard.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned again as she slapped her clitoris harder. “Fuck me.”

Danny gripped hold of her hips tighter as he started to power forward to crash his body against hers. The clenching pulse of her inner muscles as she abused her clitoris with even harder spanks of her fingers made her asshole grip around his erection. That spurred him on to drive balls-deep inside her tight hole with a growing fervor.

Her body stretched out, with the rough anal bringing a pleasure that threatened to break inside her as she smacked her clit harder still. The arching of her back made her buttocks clench, but that did nothing to stop Danny gaping her asshole with ravaging thrusts to fuck her relentlessly until she couldn’t cope.

She groaned as her body succumbed, with the tension peaking to a throbbing sensation in her groin that burst to her hips bucking hard. Danny tightened his grip to pull her onto his full length and she flailed around on the lounger as strong contractions made her muscles clench and release again and again.

Her body stretched out tautly as her excitement peaked, but the relaxation hit hard to turn her limbs to jelly. A shudder ripped through her when Danny pulled out. He easily flipped her onto her belly over the lounger and her breath came out in a gasping groan when he dragged her butt up in the air to fuck his hard cock back in her asshole.

His hands grabbed at the sides of her body to hold her down on the lounger as he started to thrust. Fucking her caught him in an animal lust that turned him into a beast. Angel groaned as she was held down pinned in place to be used like a fuck toy and Danny had only one thought on his mind now. He wanted the release and went after it with a raging passion.

Angel clawed at her towel. It felt like her asshole was being destroyed by hammering thrusts that slapped Danny’s body forcefully against her naked cheeks to pound his cock in deep until his balls tightened up to his groin. Harsh breaths burst from his mouth as he took himself all the way.

The last hard jab of his hips buried his erection all the way inside asshole and his head rocked back as the hot pleasure of climax took hold. He clenched his buttocks to revel in a last second of tension that broke to hot, pumping spurts of cum that ripped pleasure through his body.

His grip tightened to hold Angel down as he forced his groin against her naked cheeks to keep his spurting cock fucked all the way in her asshole. His excitement finally peaked in the return of quivering tension and he held himself locked against her butt until a rush of relaxation made him gasp.

“Fuck, fuck,” he let out in a breathless rasp as the pleasure started to melt away.

He pulled his hands from the sides of her body and made her squeal by spanking her ass. More curses spilled from his lips when he began to slow stroke his erection into her cum-soaked asshole, but he finally pulled back. Grabbing the phone, he started recording again and spanked Angel.

“Show me,” he ordered.

She got trembling hands to her cheeks to pull on them. She could feel his cum spilling from her gaping asshole and pushed her face down against the towel. It was only when the phone was dropped on the lounger beside her that she let go of her cheeks. Another spank landed to make her cry out.

“I’ll give you my number,” Danny said. “You’ll send me those videos, right?”

She grabbed for her phone as she pushed herself up and turned around.

“Stand up,” she told him and watched as he did. “I’ll send you all the videos. This one too.”

She started recording as she gripped her fingers around his still-hard cock. Taking one of his balls in her mouth, she sucked on it hard. When she released it, she slid her tongue up his shaft to the swollen head and licked at the little speckles of white on it.

“There you go,” she said when she finally let go. “All clean again and ready for the next time.”

She glanced up and liked the way his hand clasped her chin as they held the eye contact.

“Let’s make the next time soon,” he said.

“Anytime you want, daddy,” she told him with a smirk. “All you have to do is call.”


Ms Sexy’s Nasty Needs Blindfold Bondage

The last stroke of the little brush finished the manicure, with a smile playing on Angel’s lips when she lifted her hand to admire the top coat of dark purple which had just been applied to her nails.

“OK, that’s you,” Hannah said then returned the brush to the small bottle and let out a cheeky laugh before going on. “Is someone getting lucky tonight?”

“Maybe I’m doing this to treat myself,” Angel replied, but the smile on her face widened as she settled her hand back on the table to slide it under the nail dryer.

“Uh-huh, sure you are,” Hannah said, with a wry grin as she rose to her feet. “Hair done already. Now your nails. That might be pampering just for yourself, but you can’t tell me that is.”

Angel looked to what was being pointed out to her. The name on the side of the shopping bag she’d brought into the salon with her was a dead giveaway to what she’d purchased earlier in the day.

“Can I have a look?” Hannah asked after she’d returned the bottle of nail polish to the display shelf. “Please, please, please.”

“Sure,” Angel agreed and nodded her head. “Help yourself.”

Hannah let out a gleeful squeal and clapped her hands excitedly as she moved over to the bag. Opening it up, she reached inside to bring out the black bra and panties set.

“Oh yeah, that is nice,” she said appreciatively when she held them up. “They are gorgeous.”

“I thought so as well,” Angel said in a laughing voice. “Which is why I bought them.”

Hannah moved across the nail salon to a full length mirror on the wall then held the bra and panties up against her pristine, white uniform. Her lips pouted while she took a moment to enjoy the appearance of the pretty underwear against her body, but she eventually spoke.

“I’m so jealous.”.

“Why?” Angel asked. “They weren’t that expensive. Just buy yourself a set if you like them so much.”

“I’m not jealous you have the lingerie,” Hannah said. “I’m jealous that this size of bra fits you.”

“Oh,” Angel said and let out a mischievous titter before going on. “Not all guys are obsessed with big boobs, you know.”

Hannah’s expression was skeptical when she turned to look across the nail salon and it showed in her voice.

“That’s easy for you to say when you’ve got a pair like that,” she said and pulled the bra from in front of her uniform to stick out her chest. “I’m not exactly packing the same curves as you.”

“Well, you’ll just have to find a guy who’s obsessed with you cute, cute face and bubble butt then,” Angel said. “I’m sure there are plenty who’d fall madly in love with them.”

Hannah stuck out her tongue before turning her attention back to the mirror. She took another moment to admire the bra before letting her gaze slide down to the panties. Her head tilted from side-to-side as she inspected herself, but she eventually turned to look across the salon again.

“I’ve never bought knickers with attached suspender straps,” she said. “I’ve just used hold-ups when I wanted to wear stockings. It always seemed easier.”

“Yeah, it is and they can look cute too,” Angel replied. “I wear them as well, but just fancied a change and the straps are sexy.”

“So, is it a first date then?” Hannah asked when she spun around to walk away from the mirror.

“Nosy little bitch, aren’t you?” Angel joked.

“What!” Hannah protested. “My side of the bargain when you come in here is that I give you a fantastic manicure and make your nails look perfect. Your side is to give me a few juicy tidbits of gossip.”

“I thought I just had to pay for your time,” Angel retorted.

“Nope, in my salon you have to spill the beans.”

Angel let out a snorting laugh as she watched the underwear being put back in the bag.

“So, a second date then,” Hannah remarked when she straightened up.

“Well, do you let a man get you out of your knickers on a first date?” Angel quipped.

“Depends how much I like the guy,” Hannah shot back.

That brought a smile back to Angel’s lips and she wondered what the reaction would be if she revealed the full story of the first date. In truth, the encounter with Danny hadn’t even been a date and, to be pedantic, she hadn’t let him get her out of her knickers. She’d let him get her out of a bikini, but she tried to clear thoughts of the swimming pool sex from her head when she felt the tingle of heat that prickled between her thighs.

“Yes,” she said to get her mind back on the conversation. “For your information, it is a second date.”

“Going anywhere nice?”

“We live in the same apartment building, so I’ll head down to his place and we’ll take it from there,” Angel answered. “Should be a fun evening.”

“That sounds like the kind of date I’d enjoy,” Hannah said when she sat down on the chair she’d vacated not long before. “I’d probably be hoping it never went any further than the apartment.”

She took one of Angel’s hands to check the nail polish then did the same with the other.

“Shouldn’t be much longer now,” she said. “Do you want another cup of coffee?”

“Yeah, go on,” Angel said.

Thoughts tumbled through her head as she watched Hannah get up and walk towards the small kitchenette. Danny’s call the day before had come as no surprise. She’d been expecting him to get in touch and readily agreed to meet again. The likelihood was the date wouldn’t go any further than his apartment, but that was fine with her. Their first time together had left her wanting more and she was sure the evening ahead would get her another experience to remember.

***

Closing the door of her apartment, Angel leaned back against it and let out a slow breath. It had been an enjoyable afternoon of shopping and spoiling herself, but she was glad to be home. She took a moment to gather her thoughts before walking along to the bedroom.

Kicking off her shoes, she put the bag down on the bed and reached inside to take out her new lingerie. Stepping in front of the wardrobe mirror, she copied what Hannah had done in the nail salon by holding the bra and panties up to her curves.

“He’s going to like it,” she let out under her breath and it gave her an idea.

Walking back to the bed, she set the underwear down on the covers and moved the bag out of the way. She then got her phone from her pocket to take a picture of the pretty, black lingerie. Sitting down afterwards, she was quick to type out a teasing message to Danny that she’d bought something he might like and added the photo before sending it.

The reply was almost instant, with the heart-shaped eyes emoji bringing a smirk to her face. It really wasn’t what she expected a guy to send, but it showed he loved the underwear she’d bought. He was going to love it even more on her voluptuous curves and she considered giving him a sneak peek of how good that looked before deciding to make him wait.

A glance at the clock on the bedside table showed it was coming up to five o’clock. She’d agreed to meet him at seven-thirty, so there wasn’t long to go. Standing up, she walked through to the bathroom and sat on the side of the tub. She turned on the water and got the temperature as she wanted then added some bubble bath.

As the tub filled, she walked back in the bedroom to strip off her clothes. She then got a clean towel from the closet and returned to the bathroom. When the bath was ready, she got in and let herself sink into the warm water. It felt good, so she closed her eyes to just luxuriate for a while before finally getting round to washing herself.

“Should have brought my phone,” she let out under her breath when she lifted a leg out of the water.

The pretty, white bubbles contrasted with the darkness of her smooth skin and that definitely would have been a sexy picture to send Danny. It would have been a nice little teaser to get him thinking about her. In truth, there was probably no need to do that. Their first time together showed that he wanted her every bit as much as she did him.

Anyway, she wasn’t about to get out of the bath to retrieve her phone. It seemed like too much hassle, so she simply carried on washing herself. When she was finished, she remained in the warmth for a while longer to relax before finally making a move.

Grabbing the towel when she got up, she dried herself then pulled the plug to let the water start draining away before heading into the bedroom. She set the towel out on the covers and lay down on it to cool off. Her mind went to what the evening might bring, but that brought her thoughts back to the encounter at the swimming pool.

It wasn’t the warmth of the bath she’d just enjoyed that brought heat to her body now. Memories of fucking Danny at the side of the pool filled her mind and she suddenly couldn’t stop the thoughts. It didn’t take long for the tingle of heat between her thighs to quickly become a full-on flood of arousal.

“Fuck,” she cursed under her breath as she wriggled around.

A glance at the clock on the bedside table showed it wasn’t even six o’clock. There was still more than an hour-and-a-half to go before the meeting with Danny. The likelihood was that something would happen quickly once she arrived, but it still felt like a long way off and she wasn’t about to wait until then. She needed the release right at that moment.

It made her shuffle to the side of the bed. Opening the drawer of the bedside cabinet, she slung a hand in and fished around until she found what she wanted. Bringing the box out, she moved back onto the towel before getting the sex toy out.

“Hiya, baby,” she joked when she held it up.

Her favorite style had always been penis-shaped vibrators and the one she held was the biggest she’d ever owned. A full nine inches of veined, hard dick that she could just about get her fingers all the way around. Feeling the vibrations when she switched it on sent a shiver down her spine and she brought the thick, bulbous head to her mouth to enjoy the buzzing.

When she pulled the toy away from her lips, she reached back in the box to get the small tube of lubrication and quickly applied a generous dollop to the tip. Holding the vibrator around the base, she used her other hand to work the lube along the shaft and her chest started to heave as her breathing grew a little ragged.

The anticipation of feeling the thick girth and long length deep inside made her clamp her thighs together, with the twitching flutter of her muscles taking hold. When she finished lubricating the vibrator, she trailed the tip down her chest to her breasts. The burn of arousal grew stronger and she let out a gasp when she pressed the head against one nipple then the other. It stiffened them and the buzzing sensation made her squirm as hot pleasure ran down between her thighs.

She grabbed a pillow with her free hand to slip it under her head and her tongue slid around her lips as she watched the way she teased and tormented her nipples with the tip of the toy. The need for more finally made her slide it lower on her body, with the vibrations bringing a flutter to her belly muscles.

Her legs remained clamped together until she got the vibrator to the top of her pubic mound. She stopped for a moment when she spread her thighs and closed her eyes to savor the anticipation. When she looked, she lifted the toy to get her other hand in place to expose her clitoris and her hips bucked hard when she pressed the thick head right against the little nub.

“Fuck, fuck,” she cursed through gritted teeth as she forced the toy harder against her clitoris.

She began to writhe around as the buzzing set her excitement alight and she was suddenly gasping for breath as she held the thick head of the toy in place. Her buttocks clenched to lift her ass up from the towel, with her back arching tightly until she finally slid the vibrator down from her clitoris.

Her swollen pussy lips felt so sensitive to the vibrations. It made her mouth open wide to gasp harder for breath as she rubbed the head of the toy on her flushed skin before finally adjusting the position of her hand. Pushing harder made the buzzing tip of the toy enter her. The way the thick girth stretched out her pussy when she eased it deeper made her groan, but it was the vibrations that really set her pulse hammering.

The quiver of her inner muscles sent hot shudders through her, with her neck stretching out as she pressed the back of her head down into the pillow. She slowly eased the toy deeper until she was taking almost all of it and a long, hoarse moan spilled from her lips when she closed her legs. The vibrations ripped into her and she squirmed desperately as her excitement mounted.

All she could suddenly think about was the hunger for a release from the growing tension in her body. Parting her legs, she tried to lift her head to watch as she started to fuck the big, vibrating toy into her wet cunt. The hot rush of pleasure was intoxicating and her mouth opened wide as she quickened the pace of stroking.

At the same time, she got the fingers of her other hand on her clitoris. All she had to do was press them in place to increase the pressure between her thighs. She started to chant yes under her breath as she masturbated harder. Driving the thick toy in again and again put the vibrations deep inside and her head crashed back down to the pillow as the arching of her back lifted it up until she was stretched out tautly.

She didn’t stop for a second. Rubbing her fingers on her clitoris provided an overload of stimulation that had her edging an orgasm and she brought it on by fucking herself roughly with the toy. Her body became still in the last second, with the hot quiver of tension erupting to shuddering contractions as she brought herself to climax.

There was no holding in the cry when she plunged the full length of the toy in her pussy and closed her thighs tightly together. Her body bucked and thrashed as rolling waves of pleasure swept through her to give the release she craved. She squeezed her thighs tighter together as her excitement came to a high, with her inner muscles clenching around the vibrating toy to end the masturbation with an exquisite moment of pure bliss that she tried to hang on to for as long as she could.

The relaxation finally came to make her slump down and her breath came out in harsh rasps as she spread her legs to drag the vibrator out. She switched it off and tossed it aside as she closed her eyes to recover. The rise and fall of her chest eventually calmed and she lay on the towel for a while longer before finally swinging her legs over the side of the bed to drop her feet to the floor.

“Just the start,” she let out under her breath and it brought a smile to her face as she got up on shaky legs to start getting ready for what the rest of the evening might bring.

***

The quivering tingle at the nape of Angel’s neck trickled down her spine as she rolled the silky, black stocking slowly up her leg. The feel of the nylon grazing on her bare skin was so delicious, so she took her time. When it was properly in place, she let the elasticized top snap onto her thigh. That held it snugly in position, but it still looked far sexier when she clipped the suspender belt onto it.

“Nice,” she let out under her breath when she brushed her fingers on the sheer material.

She picked up the other stocking from the covers to put it on and attached the clip at the front before standing up. That allowed her to attach the suspender belts at the back of her legs and she adjusted the stockings to get them sitting perfectly before walking across to the wardrobe.

A smile spread across her face as she stared at her reflection. The stockings looked amazing and her appearance got sexier still when she stepped into the black heels she planned to wear. They stretched out her legs and turning from side-to-side in front of the mirror showed just how pretty her curves were in the new underwear.

She finally opened the door of the wardrobe to get her red dress and was quick to put it on. The material clung to her curves, with the hem sitting only a couple of inches below the stocking tops. Taking a step back, she inspected her overall appearance for a few seconds before walking over to the dressing table.

She ducked down to give her makeup a check and after a few seconds decided it didn’t need any finishing touches to get it looking its best. When she straightened up, she went to the bedside cabinet to get her handbag and put her phone in it.

“OK,” she let out under her breath before walking over to the door.

She looked back to consider if there was anything else she needed, but there was nothing she could think of and she stepped out of her bedroom. It was time to leave her apartment, so she made sure she had her keys before letting herself out. Her pulse quickened as she made her way along to the stairs and walked down the two flights to get to the floor Danny lived on in the building.

The hallway was empty, with the clip of her heels on the concrete being the only sound as she made her way along to his home. Coming to a stop at the door, she closed her eyes to take in a deep breath. It did nothing to take away the building sense of anxious anticipation and she could feel the quivering tingle at the back of her neck again.

“Let’s do this,” she said when she opened her eyes and knocked on the door.

She took a step back then glanced either way. There was still no one in sight and she brought her gaze back to the door when she heard the sound of it opening. The smile that spread across Danny’s face when he caught sight of her showed that he liked what he saw.

“You look gorgeous,” he said.

“This little outfit,” she teased and turned a three-sixty to give him the full benefit. “Thought you might like it. You’re not looking too bad yourself.”

He glanced down at the black shirt and trousers he wore before looking at her again.

“Nice of you to say,” he said. “Now, about you.”

Angel let of a giggling gasp when he reached out to take hold of her hand. His fingers tightened and he yanked hard to pull her inside the apartment. The door slammed shut and she was backed up against the wall, with his lips on hers almost before she had the chance to take in a breath. It trapped her in place, but she wasn’t complaining. The evening was shaping up just like she hoped it would and she melted into the kiss.

When it ended, a hand on her shoulder spun her around and she liked the way Danny took control. She brought her hands up to slap them against the wall when she was shoved forward and his muscular torso pressed against her back to pin her in place. The way his lips nuzzled against her ear made her close her eyes and his words sent a shiver down her spine.

“Can’t stop thinking about you. Day and fucking night, you’re there in my thoughts.”

“Not just me then,” she replied and another shiver trickled down her spine when she heard his growling chuckle in her ear.

“Been playing out this moment in my head since I woke up this morning,” he went on.

Angel let out a gasping breath when his lips slid across the sensitive skin of her neck. It ignited more shivers although it wasn’t all she got. Danny pushed forward harder to keep her trapped face-first against the wall and his fingers crept under the hem of her dress.

“Are you wearing them?” he asked and let out another gruff laugh.

There was no need for him to say any more. She’d showed him a picture of the underwear and knew that’s what he was talking about.

“Yes,” she answered. “Bought them today.”

The caress of his fingertips sliding across the sheer nylon on the back of her thigh was so good. She could feel the hardness of his erection coming to life against her ass and it was him who gasped when his touch found the top of the stockings.

“Good girl,” he growled in her ear.

The words made Angel melt and tremors rippled through her as her legs turned to jelly. She let out heavy breaths as Danny’s fingers sought out the suspender belt. He pulled on it a little to let it snap against her bare skin as he kept kissing her neck.

“Did you buy them for me?” he asked.

“Was thinking about you when I picked them,” Angel replied.

She pushed back harder still against the swell of his erection to start grinding her butt against his groin. His fingers slid higher still and she gasped when he roughly grabbed a handful of her ass.

“Then I better have a proper look,” he said and let go to drag his hand out from under her dress.

Taking her wrist, he led her away from the front door of his apartment and it was no surprise where they ended up. She looked around the bedroom as the door was closed, but her gaze came back to Danny when he took hold of her hand again. His tug got them moving over to the side of the bed, where she was pulled to an embrace.

The passion in the kiss ripped the breath from her. Danny’s hands slid around her waist to her back then lower to take hold of the hem of her dress. It was pulled up to uncover her panties and he grabbed two handfuls of her ass this time, with his fingers digging into her flesh through the black material. It locked their bodies tightly together and she could feel the hardness of his erection pressing against her belly, so pushed against it.

When the kiss ended, the hem of her dress was grabbed again. This time the material was pulled up her body and she readily lifted her arms to let herself be stripped. It left her standing in her new underwear and she smirked when she got a hand to Danny’s crotch.

“I see you like,” she said and squeezed his erection through his trousers.

Her hand was knocked away and she lifted it up to settle it against his arm when his thumb hooked under the suspender belt. The rest of his fingers brushed against the smooth, dark skin of her thigh, with the tips almost touching on the stocking tops. It sent a tremor through her when they shared another passionate kiss.

“You really do like what I bought then,” she teased him when she jerked her head back to end the kiss.

“I love it,” he replied and pulled on the suspender belt. “So, let’s see if you love what I bought.”

Angel shivered when the suspender belt snapped against her thigh. The flicker of pain made her wetter and she kept her eyes on Danny when he stepped away from her to move around the bed to the small cabinet beside it. Opening the drawer, he reached inside to get something and showed it as he walked back to her.

“Are you going to let me?” he asked.

Angel felt the fluttering burst of her pulse as she stared at the red, silk band. Her only answer was to turn and face away from him. A shiver of anticipation hit hard when he reached around her, with the strip of material being used to cover her eyes then tied in a knot at the back of her head to hold it in place.

A hand on her shoulder turned her back to face Danny, but the blindfold meant she couldn’t see him now. The sense that she was about to let the situation spiral out of all control was intoxicating and she gasped when his thumb brushed across her lips. He got his hands on her shoulders and she let him push her down to her knees.

He then took hold of her chin and this time when his thumb brushed on her lips, she took it in her mouth to suck on it. Lifting a hand, she fumbled around to get her palm pressed on his groin and felt the pulsing throb of his excitement.

“So, are you going to give me what I want?” he asked.

Angel released his thumb from her mouth. They both knew the answer to the question already, but she put it into voice.

“Uh-huh,” she told him in a hoarse rasp. “Whatever daddy wants… daddy gets.”

***

Angel tried to get her fingers to the zipper of Danny’s trousers, but not being able to see meant her attempts were fumbled. That made her touch brush against the stiff outline of his erection. However, there was no chance for her to get it out when her hands were knocked aside.

“Patience,” Danny teased her in an amused voice. “We have the whole evening to fill and you’re not ready yet.”

Wearing the blindfold heightened the sense anticipation and she gasped when a moment of still ended with her upper arm being grasped. Danny’s grip dug into her flesh as he pulled her to her feet. His hand then slid up her spine and it was a squeal she let out when he tangled fingers into the hair at the nape of her neck to make her tilt her head back.

The caress of his lips on her throat left her breathless and she was so ready for the hungry kisses that eventually came up to her mouth. A flutter of pain pierced the pleasure when the grip on her hair tightened. It was turn on though and she readily gave in to Danny’s mouth crushing ferociously onto hers. She forced a hand in between their bodies to grope his hard cock through his trousers, but her touch was knocked away again.

Her upper arm was grabbed and she walked tentatively after him while he led her around to the side of the bed. When he brought them to a stop, nothing happened for a second or two before he moved right behind her. Her hair was swept aside, so he could get his lips grazing along her bare shoulder onto her neck and his hands came around her body to cup her breasts.

“Is this the kind of date you want?” he whispered in her ear.

“Yes,” she told him in a breathless voice as his fingers dug into her soft flesh through the material of her bra.

She pushed back to jam her body tightly against his and felt the throbbing hardness of his erection against her bum. It made her skin flush and she got wetter as her tits were roughly groped. When Danny pulled his hands away, he took a step back.

“Don’t think we need this,” he said.

Angel was aware of him loosening the clasp of her bra. The straps were then brushed from her shoulders. It made the cups fall away from her breasts and Danny’s hands came around her body again. This time his fingers dug into her naked flesh and she could tell how excited he was getting as he roughly played with her tits.

It made her breathing more ragged, with the kinky game turning her on to make hot arousal surge through her veins. She tilted her head to the side when kisses played on her neck and the groping turned to the brushing caress of fingertips grazing across her nipples. The way they stiffened to hard beads brought a hissed curse bursting from her lips, but she groaned when the touches ended.

“Almost ready,” Danny said. “Just one more thing.”

She was aware of him moving away from behind her, but only for a brief second. When he returned to the same position, he grabbed her hand to pull it behind her back. It was only when she felt the touch of the metal that she realized what was happening. She cursed as the cuff was snapped in place around her wrist, but did nothing to stop her other hand being grabbed.

“There we go,” he growled when he secured her hands together behind her back then raised his voice. “Time for you to enjoy some blindfold bondage fun.”

His hands came around her chest again, so he could sink his fingers into her tits and the rugged mauling took her breath. It ended with a grip on her arm turning her around and her head was knocked back by more passionate kisses. The strain in her arms made her pull against the handcuffs, but all that did was make the metal dig into her flesh and she was acutely aware of what she’d done.

She’d really put herself under the control of Danny, with the submissive side of her nature coming out to give in to what he wanted. The heady elation brought her breath out in a rush when the kisses ended. Hands on her shoulders shoved her down to her knees and she was caught in a building anticipation as she waited.

It ended with the sound of a zipper being lowered right in front of her face. Not being able to see was torture, but it made the moment all the more enthralling. She was there to be used by a dominant, older man and her breathing grew shallower as she waited for what she knew was coming.

When she felt the touch on her lips, instincts kicked in to make her head jerk back. Her hair was grabbed to stop her doing the same again. It sent a shudder ripping through her as the thick head of a rampant erection spanked on her gasping mouth.

“Yes,” she groaned, but the sound cut off when hard cock was roughly fed into her mouth.

She clamped her lips around the shaft just below the head and got her tongue working on slick skin. That got her the sound of hoarse grunts that made her give more by sliding her mouth further down the throbbing length. The sudden realization that someone was dropping to their knees behind her, while she still sucked on cock felt shocking and she yanked her head back.

“What…, what the fuck!” she exclaimed.

Lips brushed against her ear and she recognized Danny’s whispering voice.

“Now that’s not being a very good girl, is it? You told me that daddy gets whatever he wants.”

***

“What’s going on?” Angel gasped.

Danny’s lips stayed pressed against her ear and she heard his hushed laugh.

“I’ve been a bad boy,” he said. “You know those hot videos you made on your phone at the swimming pool. The ones you sent to me. Well, they were just too good to keep all to myself.”

“Bastard,” Angel cursed, but she felt the excitement that it was more than Danny who’d watched her sucking his hard cock.

“Judd here loved them,” he went on. “Didn’t you?”

“Fucking jerked off like crazy to them,” Judd replied.

His hand cupped Angel’s chin, but she jerked her head back when his thumb brushed across her lips.

“Wasn’t enough for him though,” Danny went on. “You know what it’s like when you get that craving for something. You just want it with a longing you can’t control.”

Angel said nothing, but there was no stopping the shivers as his lips continued to nuzzle against her ear.

“I didn’t agree to this,” she blurted out.

“But you want it, right?” Danny said and let out another hushed laugh.

Angel’s mouth opened, but she stopped herself from speaking. She’d had plenty of threesome fantasies, but it was as far as her experience went. That one had been sprung on her felt shocking, but the burn of arousal was still there between her thighs. There was no pretending otherwise.

“I…, I…,” she stammered.

“Say yes,” Danny urged and slid his hands around her chest to cup her naked breasts.

Judd caught hold of her chin again and this time she couldn’t pull back. The caress of his thumb brushing roughly across her lips made her flinch, but it excited her. She knew she should say no, knew that she’d been set up. The urge to let the men take advantage of her was there in her mind, however, but it felt so shameless.

“You decide,” she finally told Danny and knew it was giving her permission to be used.

Letting him decide was only going to end one way. With her in the middle of two horny men. The hand pulled from her chin, with Danny sinking his fingers into her flesh to grope her tits as the thick head of Judd’s erection spanked on her mouth again. The rush of elation took her breath, but the touches ended quickly.

“Get her on the bed,” Danny said as he stood up.

Her arms were grabbed to manhandle her to her feet and she was bundled face-down on the bed. She squirmed around when the grip on her arms was released, but it was a few seconds before anything happened.

“Good girl,” Danny said when he got on the bed.

The hard spank on Angel’s ass made her cry out, with the hot rush of pain sweeping through her veins. It made her pull against the cuffs, but there would be no escape from them until Danny let her go. She was now under the control of two dominant men, one of which she didn’t even fucking know.

Her breath came out in harsh, gasping pants when she was made to shuffle forward on her belly. She was then turned partially onto her side, with a grip on her hair helping her lift her head up from the covers. It brought her chin down on Judd’s naked thigh and she realized he was sitting perched on the side of the bed.

“Right where I want you,” he growled as he turned his body towards her.

It shoved his groin right into her face and she could feel the strong, throbbing pulse of hot blood making his erection rock solid.

“Fuck,” she gasped as hard cock rubbed against her cheek.

“He’s got a nice one, huh?” Danny said.

His comment came with another spank that cracked on her buttocks to bring out a gasping yelp. She was sprawled out on the covers, with her head under the control of Judd and her ass there for Danny to play with. Even though she couldn’t see, she suspected they were both now butt naked and fully erect. They had their plaything blindfolded and cuffed and it put her in the middle of a kinky threesome.

She felt the clips of the suspender belts being pulled off the stocking tops and squirmed around when fingers slipped under the waistband of her panties. They were dragged down her legs to take them from her and it left her stretched out between two men in only stockings and heels.

“Look at that fine ass,” Danny said when he moved back into position and grabbed a handful of her buttocks to squeeze flesh roughly.

“Not what I want,” Judd said.

He turned slightly, so the side of his butt was resting on the edge of the bed and he pushed his feet harder against the floor to brace himself before leaning down to settle an elbow on the covers. It left him precariously perched in place, but perfectly positioned to take hold of his erection and rub the head on Angel’s lips.

“You like that?” he growled.

Angel didn’t answer, but she let him force the swollen head between her lips. Having her hands secured behind her back left her so vulnerable, but it was intoxicating and the pulse of arousal grew stronger. She was there to be a slut for two men, who intended to take full advantage of having her tied-up and at their mercy. A strong hand clamped onto the back of her head and she could do nothing to stop Judd’s cock fucking down her throat.

It made her gag hard as the grip on her head pulled with more force to hold her in place with her face trapped against his groin. She could feel the jerking throb of his dick as it stayed fucked down her throat. Being made to give the deep-throat while tied up was so dirty, but she was held in it. When he finally pulled back, gooey strings of spit spilled from her mouth across his thigh as she desperately gasped for breath.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Judd groaned as he stroked his spit soaked cock.

“Do it again,” Danny urged.

The excitement in his voice showed he was getting a kick from watching her mouth be used. His hands grabbed at her buttocks to spread them, with his fingers brushing across her tight hole. It ignited shudders in her body, but her attention stayed on Judd.

The slippery head of his erection slid between her gasping lips again, with his hand clamping onto the back of her head. It pulled her onto him and her lips slid all the way along his rigid shaft until they were pressed against his balls once more. She could feel the strain in his body as he forced himself onto her, with the heavy sound of her gulping breaths only seeming to stir his excitement.

His hand stayed pressed on the back of her head to make her keep giving the deep-throat, but he didn’t pull all the way out when it ended this time. Instead, he started to buck his hips and it fucked his hard cock into her mouth.

It wasn’t all she got though. She was aware of Danny leaning down. He gripped her buttocks harder to spread them wider, so he could sweep licks across her asshole. His fingers pushed in between her thighs to rub against her flushed pussy lips and her thigh muscles began to spasm when the touch slipped inside her.

Judd almost slipped off the side of the bed and it made his hard cock pull out of Angel’s mouth. More bubbly strings of her spit spilled across his thigh and he gathered them in his palm to made it slippery when he took hold of his erection.

Angel squirmed around as hard cock spanked against her lips, while she was finger fucked roughly by Danny. Rasping licks continued to sweep across her puckered skin until Judd finally spoke.

“Get her on all fours.”

He dropped to his knees on the floor and it was Danny who did the work of getting Angel into position. She ended up on her knees, with her ass pulled up in the air and her chin resting on the very edge of the bed. A grip on her hair was followed by the spit-soaked head of Judd’s erection spanking on her mouth.

“Open up,” he growled.

She gave him what he wanted and gulped hard when the bulbous head of his erection slipped between her lips. His grip on her hair tightened as he started to thrust and it fucked his cock to the back of her throat over and over as she let him use her like she was nothing more than a hole for his hard cock.

Her buttocks were spread again, but it wasn’t a tongue she felt on her asshole this time. The head of Danny’s erection spanked on her puckered skin a few times and she let out a stifled groan when it pressed against her tight hole. She could feel it stretching out her sphincter, but it didn’t slide inside.

“Fuck,” Judd groaned when he pulled back.

Angel gasped for breath, but his erection didn’t slide all the way out of her mouth and she eagerly worked her lips along his shaft. It was her doing the work now to show just how much she wanted his hard cock. His hand settled on her head, with the tension in his pelvic muscles growing stronger as the blowjob ignited stronger arousal.

“Fuck,” he growled again when he eventually pulled back to end the blowjob. “I need pussy.”

***

“Hear that,” Danny said when he straightened up. “Man’s got a need.”

A grip on Angel’s arm helped her up to her knees. She was made to shuffle across to the side of the bed to get up from it and found herself in Danny’s embrace. His rigid erection throbbed fiercely against her belly while they kissed. It revealed just how turned on he was for the game, but she knew it wasn’t his hard cock she was about to take.

Judd lay down on the side of the bed and got his head propped against the headboard. He dropped one foot back to the floor, but kept his other leg stretched out across the covers. His gaze went to Angel’s ass.

“Fuck,” he cursed under his breath when he took hold of his erection to stroke it while he ogled her dark, rounded cheeks.

His eyes never left them for an instant. He was about to get his first taste of interracial with a woman he just met and it set his lust alight. She hadn’t even seen him yet, but knowing that her pussy was there for him to use made him as hard as he’d been in a long time.

“Ready,” he said.

It ended the kiss and Danny manhandled Angel into position, so she was standing at the side of the bed.

“You’ll need to lift your right leg,” he told her.

“I don’t…”

It was as much as she got out before both men went to work. She was made to lift her right leg to sling it over Judd’s thighs, with her knee coming down on the bed. His hands grasped hold of her hips and she realized her back was to him. It was awkward to move when he pulled, but she was sure she ended up straddling his waist.

Standing with one foot on the floor and the knee of her other leg settled on the bed at the side of Judd’s thigh felt a little awkward, but it left her over him in the reverse cowgirl position and perfectly placed, so he could take advantage of her. That’s exactly what he set about doing. He took hold of his erection and she let out a gasp when the tip began to brush along her pussy lips.

She was aware of Danny moving to stand at the side of the bed in front of her. He leaned forward and a shiver ripped down her spine when his lips brushed on hers then slid to her ear. There was no pulling away from the nuzzling caress of his mouth.

“Are you going to be a good girl for us?” he asked and let out a hushed laugh.

“Yes,” Angel answered in a gasp as the tip of Judd’s hard cock continued to rub along her flushed pussy lips. They felt so sensitive to the touch, but it was only the prelude to what was about to come her way.

“Then drop down on it,” Danny urged.

His lips came back to hers and they shared a kiss, while she pushed down to take the thick head of another man’s erection. Judd let out a grunt when he released the grip on his hard cock, so he could get both hands on Angel’s hips. He pulled her down onto him and she let out a muffled groan as she bent the knee of her standing leg, so she could sit down on his groin to take every inch of his erect manhood.

Danny’s tongue slid into her mouth and she let it tangle with hers. He was the man she’d come to the apartment to be with, but she was about to fuck someone else. Rather, Judd was about to fuck her. It felt so dirty, but the pulsing heat of arousal filled her veins as she enjoyed her first threesome. Her breath came rasping out when the kiss ended.

“One hole filled,” Danny said then stood up straight and tangled his fingers in her hair to make her bend forward.

Judd’s hands slid from her hips to her buttocks and she groaned as his thumb pressed against her asshole. The pulsing protest of her sphincter was no match for his determined efforts and she let out whimpering gasps when she felt the resistance being broken.

The way his thumb slipped into her asshole ignited muscle contractions that tightened her pussy around his thick shaft. She could feel him pushing up against her, with the throb of his erection deep inside setting her excitement really on edge.

“Fuck, fuck,” she cursed in gasping breaths.

“Is it in?” Danny asked.

“Yes,” Angel groaned and her anal muscles rippled around Judd’s thumb as he eased it deeper inside her.

The grip on her hair made her lean further forward. The blindfold stopped her seeing, but she knew her face was probably close to Danny’s groin and that was confirmed when the tip of his erection brushed against her lips. It was all she needed to start giving him oral. Her excitement came out as she took the slick, swollen head in her mouth then worked her lips along his shaft.

Judd’s thumb slipped deeper still in her asshole as he forced himself up against her. She could feel the throbbing strain of his erection deep in her wet cunt and started to writhe around on it. Two horny men were making her be a dirty slut, but she wanted them to and craved it like nothing before.

She started to force her lips lower on Danny’s erection to make herself gag and it was clear her actions excited the two men. The grip in her hair tightened as cock started to fuck into her mouth, so the tip slid across her tongue all the way to the back of her throat.

“Ride it, bitch,” Judd grunted and spanked his free hand on Angel’s naked bum.

Being in the reverse cowgirl position wasn’t new for her. However, doing it in a threesome, while she was sucking on a hard cock added an extra piquancy to it. She also had Judd’s thumb plunged deep in her asshole to leave all her holes filled as she started to ride his erection. His grunts of excitement rang out as she dropped down hard to take his full length deep in her pussy again and again.

He tensed his muscles and it wasn’t long before he was bucking his ass up from the bed to slam his erection into her pussy each time she came down on him. There was no getting a breath as Danny’s hard cock fucked into her mouth and it caught them all in a frenzy of kinky action.

Judd bucked up harder from the bed to make his naked groin smack solidly against her ass cheeks and the threesome sex took her close. He was in no mood to wait for her though. All he wanted was to fill her pussy with a thick load and he fucked her savagely to chase that craving like a man on fire.

It brought out his lust all the more and the rhythmic sound of their naked, sweaty skin slapping together filled the room until it was too much for him. He thrust up a final time before pulling her down on him. His hand on her hip kept her in place as the pressure in his groin exploded to burning contractions that pumped strong spurts of his cum deep in her pussy.

Her groans were muffled as Danny kept fucking his cock into her mouth and she was held in position between them as Judd emptied every drop from his heavy balls inside her. She felt the strain in his body as his climax peaked and writhed around on his erection as she took the last of his cum. His grip on her hip was released when he slumped down and she started to ride his still-hard erection.

“Found yourself a special one,” he groaned and cracked his free hand on her naked ass.

The hot rush of pain made her asshole grip around his thumb, but he slowly eased it out and pushed her up to make her get off his still-hard erection.

“All yours, Danny boy,” he said. “Are you going to make her be a good anal slut?”

***

The way Angel was dragged off the bed showed she was now completely in the hands of the man she’d come to be with. She ended up on her knees on the floor. Danny dropped down in front of her and his lips crushed onto hers. The strain in her body made her wrists pull against the cuffs, with the metal digging into her flesh and her breath came rasping out when the kiss ended.

“Is that what you’re going to be for me again?” he asked when he grabbed her chin. “A good anal slut?”

It made her remember the encounter at the swimming pool. That had ended with him fucking her asshole and it seemed he was in the mood to do the same again. This time she was blindfolded, with her hands cuffed behind her back and her pussy was full of another man’s cum.

“Take what you want,” she told him.

The words were barely out of her mouth when her head was rocked back by another kiss. Danny’s hands came around her waist this time and she felt them slide down onto her naked cheeks. His grip spread her buttocks and she shuddered when his fingertips played on her asshole.

Judd’s cum spilled from her pussy to slide down the inside of her thighs. It was the dirtiest of sensations that got better still when her asshole succumbed to the tip of Danny’s finger. The throbbing pulse of his erection against her belly felt stronger than ever and his harsh gasp matched hers when the kiss ended.

“Need to get my cock wet first,” he said, with his grip on Angel’s shoulder making her turn around.

It put her on her knees at the side of the bed and she suspected the fingers that tangled in her hair were Judd’s. It got her head pulled down and she tasted her pussy on his fading erection.

“Needs cleaned,” he said.

He wrapped his fingers around the base to hold it for her and she gave in to sliding her lips over the slick head. That let her taste the cum on it, as well as her pussy. The moment felt so utterly disgraceful, but it excited her more than ever and she sucked on his softening cock to give him what he wanted.

There was nothing soft about Danny’s cock though. It was rigidly erect. She felt the tip sliding along the crease of her ass when he moved right behind her, with the pressure increasing to make it ease between her cheeks. It wasn’t her asshole he wanted though. Not yet and she realized how he was going to wet his cock.

Her head jerked up when she felt the tip rub against her swollen pussy lips. It opened her up to let more of Judd’s load spill out, but that didn’t seem to bother Danny. If anything, it excited him and his groan of pleasure rang out as he forced his erection into her cum-soaked cunt.

The grip in her hair pulled her head back down and she took Judd’s fading erection back in her mouth to give him a last pleasure. Danny grabbed her bound hands and used his grip on them to pull himself forward. It locked his groin to her ass cheeks and she could feel the throb of his full length inside her.

“You’re daddy’s little slut doll, aren’t you?” he growled.

Judd didn’t let her lift her head up, so she couldn’t answer. There was no need for her to, anyway. She was going to give Danny whatever he wanted and pushed back to grind against him. He released his grip on her bound wrists and cracked a hard spank on her plump ass to give her a taste of pain.

He pushed against her as she kept writhing and spanked her again, with the savage smack of his hand on her bare skin making her buttocks jiggle. It ignited a hot rush of agony that heightened the pleasure and she forced herself back onto him to keep their bodies locked together. Her breath came out heavily when she managed to yank her head up, but Judd wanted her mouth on his cock and pushed her down again.

She gave in to what he wanted and held his fading erection in her mouth. His hands latched onto the back of her head to force it down, so she let her lips slide all the way to his balls. Danny grabbed at her hips to hold on as he started to fuck her and it felt like his animal lust came out as he slammed forward to drive his hard cock deep into her cum-filled pussy over and over.

His groin kept hammering against her naked butt while he used her pussy and he finally buried his erection all the way inside again. She could feel the strain in his muscles while he pushed forcefully against her, but the moment ended with him pulling out. He grabbed at her buttocks to spread them and the pressure was there on her asshole again.

The slipperiness of cum on Danny’s cock provided the lubrication for the anal sex. His grunt was loud when he broke the clenching of her sphincter and he forced himself forward to give her every hard inch in her asshole. Dragging her head up, she gasped for breath.

“Feel how good that is,” Danny growled.

All Angel let out was a harsh gasp when his hand spanked on her naked ass again. He kept himself pressed against her as he landed a few more stinging blows and she ducked her head down to press her face against Judd’s groin. She’d taken the power from him, but could still feel the last throbs of his excitement dying away.

Danny grabbed at the cuffs to hold onto them and it made the metal dig into her flesh when he made her the anal slut he wanted her to be. His thrusts were slow and measured to begin with, like he just wanted to enjoy the tight grip of her asshole around his thick shaft as he stroked it in balls-deep.

There was no holding back his excitement though. He had her tied-up on her knees and blindfolded for him to use and he gave in to a burning lust to start ravaging her asshole. The slap of his groin hammering against her cheeks brought out her own excitement and she started begging for a climax.

Judd grabbed her hair to lift her head from his groin then shuffled down the bed and pulled her to a kiss. Their lips mashed together as he got a hand on her bare belly and slid it lower until his fingers were rubbing on her clitoris. Danny’s groin hammered against her butt as he fucked her roughly and she could feel her excitement coming to a high.

She pulled her head up to end the kiss as she started edging an orgasm and she cried out louder for the men to make her cum. The rugged touch of Judd’s fingertips on her clitoris brought the tension in her body to a peak and she could feel the way her anal muscles clenched tighter around Danny’s throbbing shaft as he drove it savagely into her asshole to take himself all the way.

The wild sex brought her to the limit and her screaming cry rang out when the pressure between her thighs broke to a release. The sound of her excitement was stifled when she was pulled to another kiss with Judd. He held her in it as the molten pleasure flooded her body.

Danny didn’t let up for a second. He gripped her hips tighter, so he could pull himself onto her and the feel of his raging erection slamming into the pulsing grip of her asshole finally took him too far.

The sound of his curses filled the bedroom as his thrusts sparked a release and he threw himself forward a final time to bury his full length in Angel’s tight asshole. His cries grew louder as powerful, shooting spurts of his cum erupted, with each one ripping the strength from his body. He forced himself onto her to relish every second of the climax, with the strong contractions of his pelvic muscles emptying his balls completely.

Angel’s excitement peaked as she took his cum and she clenched her asshole around his jerking shaft to milk him dry. It left her writhing around until his weight finally slumped forward onto her. She dragged herself free of the kiss and got her head settled on Judd’s chest as she tried to recover.

Danny’s weight eventually lifted from her, but he didn’t back off. He started thrusting again to fuck her cum-filled asshole until the power drained from his erection. A final spank of his hand inflicted a last flare of pain on her ass before he pulled out. She was helped onto the bed and slumped face-down.

The men dropped either side of her and she pressed her face in the covers as they took a final opportunity to grope her naked ass. Fingers probed at her used holes to give some last flutters of pleasure before the touches pulled away. There was silence for a while and it was Judd who finally broke it.

“She needs more than two.”

“Hear that,” Danny said and swatted his hand down on Angel’s ass. “Should I set up something for you?”

She pressed her face further down into the covers, but eventually turned her head on its side.

“You decide,” she told him and heard his hushed laugh.

Getting together with Danny had unleashed something inside them both. He’d surprised her with a first threesome that evening, but there would be no surprise next time. She knew exactly what she’d be walking in to if she agreed to meet him again.
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“You finished?” Sarah asked.

Angel looked up from the computer screen, with a doleful expression on her face as she shook her head.

“Assured Mr. Carter I would have this completed before I left tonight,” she said.

“Sucker,” Sarah teased in a laughing voice when she stepped away from her desk.

“Shut. Up,” Angel whined and rolled her eyes. “I’ve almost got it done, anyway. It shouldn’t take much longer.”

“Doing anything nice when you get out of here?” Sarah asked as she moved across the room to the coat stand.

“No plans,” Angel answered while she watched a jacket being taken from the coat stand and put on. “Just heading home to relax. What about you?”

“Hot date,” Sarah said and laughed.

“Does your husband know about this?” Angel joked.

“If he remembers,” Sarah said and winked. “It’s him I’m meeting.”

“Can a date with your husband really be described as hot?” Angel teased, with a cheeky smirk. “I heard that married life settled into a boring, humdrum routine.”

“Says the girl who’s staying late at the office then going home on her own to relax,” Sarah tossed back and laughed. “If that’s the excitement you single ladies enjoy these days, I’ll stick with married life thanks.”

Angel stuck out her tongue at her co-worker.

“Don’t stay too late,” Sarah said and came to a stop at the door of the room to look back. “See you tomorrow.”

“Yup,” Angel replied. “Enjoy the hot date with that handsome husband of yours.”

“I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow,” Sarah said and gave a playful wink before walking out of the room.

Angel returned her attention to getting the work completed. It took her around fifteen minutes and she phoned Mr. Carter after she’d sent him the document through the internal messaging system. That he asked her to stick around to make any final changes wasn’t what she wanted to hear, but she agreed and hung up the call.

Time ticked by as she surfed the net during the wait and it was around thirty minutes or so before she was called through to Mr. Carter’s office. She took the marked-up printout of the document from him and listened carefully to his instructions before returning to her desk.

There weren’t that many changes, so it didn’t take too long to complete them. She made a last check to ensure she’d got everything correct then sent the finished document to her boss and called him again.

“That’s everything done,” she said when Mr. Carter answered. “I’ve sent you the file, so let me know it’s arrived at your inbox.”

There was silence for a few seconds while Mr. Carter checked, but she eventually heard his voice coming down the line.

“OK, got it. Thanks for staying late to get it finished.”

“No problem,” she told him. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Goodnight,” he said to bring the conversation to an end.

Angel let out a slow breath when she put the phone back in its cradle. She’d half-expected him to ask her to wait again and there was a relief it hadn’t happened. It was time to go. After shutting down her computer, she put her phone in her bag then got up to retrieve her jacket from the coat stand.

“OK, home,” she said and left the room to make her way along to the elevators.

The one that arrived was empty, which was no surprise. A check of her watch showed it was now after seven in the evening and a look up to the sky when she left the building showed the colorful hues of dusk.

She set her mind to making her way along to the bus stop when the loud blast of a horn stopped her. A look across the road showed a black SUV, with tinted windows. It wasn’t a car she recognized, so she didn’t think the owner was trying to get her attention and started walking.

The horn blasted again to make her frown and this time when she looked, she saw the driver side window rolling down. She peered into the growing darkness and the face that came in to view was one she recognized. A wry smile played on her lips as she shook her head. Looking both ways, she made sure the street was clear before crossing it.

“Fancy meeting you here,” she said when she came to a stop.

“Thought you might need a ride,” Danny replied and smiled.

It was almost a week since the kinky game they played in his apartment. They’d talked a couple of times on the phone since that day, but hadn’t made any plans to meet up. That he’d turned up at her workplace out of the blue was a surprise and she could see he wasn’t alone in the vehicle.

“An evening out with friends?” she asked and looked past him to the man sitting in the passenger seat.

“Hey,” Judd said and lifted a hand.

Angel felt the flush of heat on her cheeks when she motioned her head to acknowledge the greeting. Judd had been the third person in the blindfold bondage game she’d played at Danny’s apartment the week before. It wasn’t until the sex was over and her eyes were uncovered that she actually saw what he looked like.

The comment he’d made at the end of the threesome came to her mind. He’d said she needed more than two men and she had told Danny to decide if he wanted to set something up. It appeared that he did and he’d gone ahead to arrange it, without telling her.

“So, do you want a ride?” Danny asked and opened the door to get out. “You can meet the gang.”

The touch of his hand on Angel’s made her shiver. Meeting Danny had set in motion some kinky action and there seemed little doubt he was interested in more. She glanced past him to see there were four guys sitting in the back of the SUV. That made six in total and she knew what would come her way if she agreed to get in the vehicle.

Well, she didn’t know exactly what would happen. However, it was abundantly clear she was in the presence of six guys who wanted a girl to play with. That would put her as the center of attention in another kinky game. A squeeze on her hand made her pulse quicken and she was all too aware of the prickle of heat between her thighs. It made her slide her tongue around her lips before speaking.

“Sure,” she agreed. “You can give me a ride.”

***

The grip on Angel’s hand led her around the SUV to the passenger side door. Judd opened it before scrambling across the seats to take over driving duties. Danny got in the vehicle to sit down then patted his lap.

“You can sit here,” he said.

Angel felt the rush of elated apprehension. She’d experienced a threesome for the first time the week before, but was now on the cusp of putting herself in the hands of more men. A lot more. Fantasizing about a gangbang was one thing. Actually going through with it was another altogether and she wondered if she was getting in way over her head.

Danny patted his lap again and she saw the smile on his face. He was clearly excited at the prospect of another hot evening of fun with her. She suspected all the men in the vehicle were looking forward to getting her in the middle of them and she was acutely aware of their gazes on her when she climbed into the vehicle to get in place.

“Comfortable?” Danny asked and reached out to pull the door shut.

“Kind of,” she replied as she squirmed around on his lap. It showed that he definitely was was getting excited, with her movements rubbing her bum against the swell of his growing manhood.

“Well, you know Judd already,” Danny said then pointed towards the back seat. “The others are Sean, Harvey, Michael and Leo.”

Angel glanced back to see each of the men lift a hand in greeting when their names were said. It was all the introduction she got before Judd got the vehicle moving. There was silence for a few seconds, but Danny finally spoke again.

“I bought you a gift.”

He reached forward to open the glove compartment. Angel half expected to see the blindfold or handcuffs she’d submitted to wearing the week before at his apartment. That wasn’t what was brought out though.

“Pretty, huh?” Danny said.

The leather collar he lifted was a vivid pink color. That wasn’t its main feature though, with the words DADDY’S GIRL spelled on it in shiny, diamante letters.

“Is that what you think of me?” Angel asked.

“You’re mine when you wear it,” Danny said. “You can’t be touched by anyone else.”

“You want me to put it on now?” Angel asked.

The answer she got was the collar being brought to her throat. It was wrapped around her neck, so the buckle could be fastened. The temptation to see was too much and she grabbed the rear-view mirror to turn it as she leaned towards the driver seat. Her gaze fixed on the pink leather and she brought up her free hand to brush fingers on the sparkly letters.

It was a pretty look, but allowing it to be put on marked her out as Danny’s girl. However, there was a thrill to letting him own her for the evening. She liked that more than she cared to admit and squirmed around again when she was pulled back properly onto his lap.

“Do you like it?” he asked.

“Yes,” Angel replied and forced her bum down against his hardon.

“The boys here didn’t believe my story of how we met,” Danny went on.

Angel gulped down a heavy breath. That first encounter at the swimming pool hadn’t been long ago, but it already seemed like a distant memory.

“Did you show them the videos?” she asked.

“No,” Danny said. “They told me there were too many deepfakes and the like around these days. Too easy to create something on video that isn’t real.”

“But they’re not fakes,” Angel replied.

“Sure, I know that and you know that,” Danny went on. “But I couldn’t get these guys to believe we had some fun outside.”

Angel got an inkling of where things were going. The story of deepfakes was just an excuse to get a kinky game started and she went along with it.

“They wanted proof they could see for themselves,” she said.

“Something like that,” Danny replied in a laughing voice. “Most men don’t ever get the chance to meet a perfect girl like you, so I offered to show them just how lucky I am.”

“And expected me to play along?” Angel said.

She looked down to his hands sliding around her torso to cup her breasts through her clothing.

“I got the impression you would like to join in,” he said.

His groping touch made her wriggle around and she could feel his erection swelling harder still against her ass. It made her breathing shallower and she squeezed her thighs together. She could sense the growing sense of anticipation in the vehicle as the journey continued. Danny brushed soft kisses on the side of her neck, with the rush of arousal it sparked making her skin flush.

Her gaze stayed out of the windscreen as the evening darkness began to surround them. The headlights being turned on lit up the way ahead and she could see they were heading in the direction of home. However, a turn eventually took them off the main streets and the murmuring excitement of the men in the back seat grew louder when Judd brought the vehicle to a stop at the end of a quiet, dark alley.

“Here?” Angel let out.

Danny opened the passenger door and urged her to get out. When he followed, she was pulled to an embrace. His hard cock pressed against her belly and she closed her eyes as they kissed passionately. She opened them again when their lips parted and it showed they were being watched by the other men.

“Yes, here,” Danny said and grabbed her wrist to pull her into the darkness of the narrow alley.

***

When Angel was brought to a stop, she let herself be pushed back against the wall of the alley. There was something thrilling and so indecent about the way the men eagerly crowded around her to put her as the center of attention. It was Danny right in front of her and she closed her eyes when they kissed. Her head was trapped against the wall and the hot thrill of the moment sent a shiver sweeping through her body.

A glance around when the kiss ended showed the men watching her intently in the darkness, but a touch on her chin brought her gaze back to Danny. Their eyes met and the others seemed to disappear from her consciousness as she stared at the man right in front of her. His fingers slid down to brush on the diamante letters of the pretty collar she wore.

“Daddy’s girl,” he said.

“Yes,” Angel replied and felt his fingers grip on the collar.

The rush of arousal hit hard as she looked deep in his eyes.

“Are you a good girl?” he asked.

“Yes,” she repeated.

As soon as the word was out of her mouth, she felt her skirt being hiked up. The eye contact was held and the world around her seemed to completely disappear when Danny’s fingertips brushed on the smooth, dark skin of her thighs. Her breathing grew heavier as his hand trailed higher and she showed him how good she was by spreading her legs to let his touch reach her panties.

The slick wet of her arousal already stained the material and the quiver of her thigh muscles felt so good as Danny’s fingers explored. It brought back memories of their encounter at the swimming pool. This time seemed even riskier. They were out in the open where they could be caught and surrounded by five horny men watching every move they made.

Danny kept brushing his fingertips on her panties and she could feel the flush of hot blood making her pussy lips swell. The grip around the collar tightened to make her breathless and she let out a soft, gasping whimper when the touch between her thighs pressed hard against her underwear before pulling away.

A shudder swept through her when the pressure on the collar ended. Danny stepped back and lifted the hand he’d slid under her skirt to suck on his fingers. There was no taking her eyes from him.

“You taste good tonight,” he said and there was no missing the excited comments of the other men.

It made her glance around in the darkness to see every one of them avidly watching her.

“Are you going to show the boys what a good little dirty girl you are?” Danny asked.

It brought her gaze back to him and she flinched when he grabbed her hand to ease it under the hem of her skirt.

“Let them taste too,” Danny said and let go.

“Fuck,” Angel gasped.

Heavy breaths spilled from her lips as she gave in to a dirty game. Sliding her hand up between her thighs, she went further than Danny by easing her fingers under her panties. It got them to her slick pussy lips and she made sure they were soaked before pulling her hand out from under her skirt.

It was Judd who grabbed her hand, so he could suck on her fingers to take the taste. She was sure he and the other men were erect, but the darkness stopped her from seeing properly when she glanced down to their groins.

Judd sucked hungrily on her fingers, but Danny ended the moment by grabbing her wrist to drag her hand to her skirt again. Each time she got her fingers slick with her arousal, she fed them into the mouth of another man. The way they greedily sucked to get the taste of her pussy was a turn on that got her wetter and it ended with her being shoved against the wall.

“It’s your turn to taste,” Danny said and crushed his lips on hers.

They were both breathing heavily when the kiss ended. He got his hands on her shoulders to push her down and she gave in to dropping to her knees. She was being a back alley slut for a group of older guys and felt the burning need to be a daddy’s girl for Danny. It made her reach out to press her hand against his crotch before he even reached for her wrist.

The strong, pulsing throb of his lust for her was there to feel and she wasted no time unzipping his trousers. It enabled her to get her hand through the gap and she listened to the crude remarks of the other men as she worked her fingers beneath Danny’s underwear to take hold of his erection.

“She’s fucking good,” Judd said in a loud voice.

“She’s special,” Danny agreed and caressed a hand on her cheek.

Angel dragged his erection out the gap of his trousers and slid her fingers down to make the foreskin roll completely off the head. Her face was down at the level of the men’s groins now and a quick glance around showed the bulges that revealed every one of them was erect for her. It brought out the naughty girl inside and she leaned closer to Danny to slowly roll her tongue around the slick head of his manhood.

The remarks of the other men spurred her on to give them a show and she kept licking on the swollen head of Danny’s hard cock as she stroked along his shaft. His fingers tangled in her hair to grip tightly and she gave him more by sliding her lips all the way over the head. The way it excited him was obvious when he tensed his muscles to shove his hips forward.

Angel stroked her fingers to the base of his erection to let more of it fuck into her mouth. She could hear the sound of the dirty talk around her growing louder as she let herself be used, but Danny’s thrusts ended quickly and she willingly took over to give him a blowjob. The men shuffled closer to get a better view of the way she worked her lips along a thick, throbbing shaft.

It was a bigger thrill than she imagined to give an oral sex show in public for a bunch of horny men to watch. There was no doubt it was building their lust for her. She could sense it and made the blowjob sloppier to let them hear her gagging on hard cock.

“Deep throat it,” someone called.

She didn’t even know who it was, but it didn’t matter. The call was taken up by the others and Danny tightened his grip on her hair to pull her head down. She closed her eyes as she forced her lips lower on his thick shaft until the swollen head slipped down her throat. The excitement of the others was even more obvious as her gulping breaths rang out while she tried to hold on to the deep-throat for as long as she could.

When she eventually came up, thick strings of spit stretched out from her lips and she left them hanging in place as she started to stroke Danny’s erection. He let out a curse as she quickened the pace of her fingers to make them race up and down his slippery length. Letting go of her hair, he got his hand over hers to stop the action then grabbed her shoulder.

She needed to let go of his hard cock when she was pulled to her feet and she looked around the exhilaration showing on every face. When her gaze came back to Danny, he lunged forward to kiss her and she got her hand back to his erection while their lips mashed together. It ended with a grip on her shoulder making her turn to face the wall and she brought her hands up to slap them against the brickwork when she was shoved forward.

Hands on her skirt dragged the hem up to put her panties on show and she let out a stifled squeal when she was spanked. The flare of pain mixed with the pleasure to leave her breathless and she gritted her teeth.

“Show them,” Danny growled.

The order came with another spank that made Angel act. She pressed her forehead against the wall, so she could get her hands to her bum. Hooking her thumbs under the waistband of her panties, she rolled the material down to expose her bare cheeks to six sets of eyes. It felt so indecent, but the excitement of acting in such a slutty manner for a bunch of guys wasn’t lost on her.

There was a thrill to knowing that every one of them wanted her. It was such a turn on as she eased her panties lower still to put her naked ass fully on display. Another spank landed, but this time on her bare skin and the call for more kinky punishment was answered by Danny’s hand landing a few more times. He eventually grabbed hold of her panties to drag them down to her knees before he grasped at her buttocks to spread them.

It was the thick head of his hard cock that spanked on her butt now before it settled in place against her asshole. He pushed forward to trap her against the wall of the alley and she could feel the throbbing pulse of his erection against her bum when his lips pressed against her ear.

“Got to show these boys who you belong to,” he said.

“Yes,” Angel gasped.

His lips slid to her neck, with the kisses making hot shivers race along her spine. She took in harsh, gasping breaths when the pressure from behind eased.

“Show us,” he said and spanked her again.

Angel got her hands back to her ass cheeks to spread them and was all too aware of the men leaning in closer. She was showing them everything, but it was Danny getting to take advantage. He spanked the head of his erection on her asshole again, but eventually slid it down to her slick pussy lips. Angel pulled harder on her buttocks to keep herself on show for the men.

“Fuck her hard,” someone called.

She shuddered as the engorged head of Danny’s erection spread her flushed pussy lips. The way it slid in made her mouth open wide. Being fucked in a back alley while she was watched was definitely the dirtiest moment of her life, but she was more turned on than she could ever remember as she was made to take hard cock.

Danny slapped his groin against her ass to give her every thick inch of his erection and she closed her eyes to savor the pleasure of having him so deep inside. His need for her came out in hard thrusts that started to smack against her naked cheeks and she kept them pulled wide to make sure the other men got the best view of her pussy being ravaged.

It was clear Danny was every bit as excited as her. He grabbed at her hips to hold on tightly as he jabbed his hips forward in a growing lust. She could hear his curses as he fucked his cock into her harder and faster. There was no thought to making things last. It was a dirty, back alley quickie and there was only one thing on his mind.

He wanted his cum inside her tight cunt and he went after that with a passion. His thrusts slammed her against the wall, with the calls of the others to fuck her harder growing louder to the point that Angel was sure anyone passing by would hear. The risk of being caught added to the thrill of the sex, with Danny pounding his hard cock in deep until his balls tightened up to his groin.

His groan was loud when he lost control. A final, slamming thrust trapped Angel against the wall and she shuddered when the throbbing pulse of hard flesh deep inside her exploded to hot spurts of cum. Danny pushed forward and tensed his muscles as the burning pleasure of the release swept through his shuddering body.

His excitement came to a high, with the last strong contractions emptying his balls and he groaned when he slumped forward onto Angel. She could feel the pulsing throb of his erection inside her and closed her eyes to wait for him to back off. When he finally did, he grabbed her panties to pull them up into place and it held his cum inside her.

A hand on her shoulder turned her around and the elation in Danny’s kiss was all too obvious. She looked at his flushed face when he backed off and he lifted a hand to brush fingertips on the collar she wore. A moment of still ended when he grabbed her arm.

“Come on,” he said.

The others followed when she was led back to the SUV. Danny opened the passenger side door, but didn’t get in. Instead, he opened the glove compartment to bring something out. Angel cursed when it was held up to show her. The black collar wasn’t as pretty as the pink one she wore and the word on it was a sure sign that the other men were about to join in the game.

***

“Do you want to wear it?” Danny asked.

Angel slowly slid the tip of her tongue around her lips as she stared at the black collar being held up in front of her. The word SLUT was displayed on it in polished, silver letters and she knew it was exactly what the men wanted her to be. In truth, she’d revealed that already by letting Danny fuck her in public while the others watched. If she gave in to what they wanted, she’d get a lot more than that.

There was only one answer to Danny’s question and she gave it by lifting her hands to unbuckle the pink collar as she stared at him. Pulling it from around her neck, she held it out and saw the smile on his face when he snatched it from her grasp.

She turned around to let the new collar be put on her and was aware of the excitement of the other men. Every one of them was watching her when the buckle was secured in place at the back of her neck. She lifted a hand to brush fingers on the polished silver letters.

“All yours,” Danny said.

He spanked her ass to make her grimace, but it was just the start and there was an exhilaration to the way the men took control. Judd got in the driver seat, with Danny in the passenger seat again. The other four led her to a rear door of the vehicle. As they got in, they pulled her after them. She wasn’t sitting though and ended up stretched out across their laps on her belly.

The car hadn’t even started moving when Angel felt a hand slide under her skirt. It made her squirm and she could feel the hardness of erections against her body as a rough touch pushed in between her thighs to slide all the way to her panties. She closed her eyes as the other men started taking the opportunity to grope her wherever they could.

It was the hand up her skirt that held her attention though. Fingers wiggled below her underwear and the fact that her pussy was already full of a thick load didn’t seem to bother whoever started to finger her. She clamped her lips together, but there was no stopping whimpering gasps coming out when her tits were groped.

“See what a good girl she is,” Danny said.

The comment made Angel open her eyes to see him watching the action. He reached back to grab her skirt, so he could drag it up the back of her thighs. It exposed her underwear and she gasped when he spanked her again, but it was all he did. Other hands got to her bum and she closed her eyes again as more fingers slipped underneath her panties.

She bit her lip hard when a touch wiggled in between her ass cheeks to find her asshole. The pulsing clench of her sphincter was no match for the determined efforts of the men. The fingers in her cum-filled pussy slipped deeper as her tight, puckered hole succumbed to the pressure and stretched open.

“Fuck,” she cursed through gritted teeth as the men took advantage of her while the journey progressed.

She couldn’t see where they were going now and didn’t even try, but assumed they were heading for the apartment building. The fingers in her pussy pulled out, but were quickly replaced by others and it brought a pleasure that felt so indecent.

Her eyes snapped open when she felt a sticky touch brush across her lips. It was the fingers which had been fucked in her pussy. They were shoved in her mouth and it got her the taste of Danny’s cum as she licked them clean. That she was giving in to everything excited the men more and she squirmed around on their laps as she was held in place to be their kinky plaything.

“Almost home,” Danny said.

It showed they were going to his apartment and it was only when the car came to a stop in the basement parking lot of the building that the groping and fingering ended. She knew it was a brief respite though. Danny was first to get out and he helped her get off the men’s laps. They were quick to follow out of the vehicle and slam the doors shut. It allowed Judd to lock the car before they made their way over to the elevators.

She could sense the pent up lust of the men as they were made to wait. It felt almost tangible, with their gazes roaming over her figure. She could only imagine what was going through their heads, but she was in no doubt it was dirty.

When an elevator finally arrived, the doors opened to show it was empty. They all got inside and Angel was pushed against the metal wall by Danny. His longing for her came out in a passionate kiss as he pressed forward against her, but she knew it wasn’t his hands groping her.

The ping of the elevator coming to a stop brought the kiss to an end and they all tried to act normally. There was no one waiting in the hallway though and they were quick to make their way along to Danny’s apartment. He used his keys to let them in and Angel found herself shoved against another wall before the door even closed.

Her wrists were grabbed to pin them against the wall as she was crowded by the men and there was a thrill to finding herself in a situation that was so out of her control. She knew they’d stop if she told them. At least, she thought they would. The thing was, she didn’t want them to. It felt so shamefully wrong to let them so easily take advantage, but the touch of so many hands everywhere on her body was a huge turn on.

It got her jacket and blouse taken from her before her skirt was loosened. The material slid down her legs to pool around her feet as one kiss after another crushed on her lips to leave her breathless. A hand slipped under her panties, with fingers wiggling between her thighs. It was a fleeting touch though.

“Take her to the bedroom,” Danny said. “I want to see what she thinks of Leo.”

The hand pulled out from under Angel’s panties when the grip on her wrists got her led along the hallway. She pulled free of the men when they walked in the bedroom and turned to face them. Her gaze slid to their groins to see the bulges, but they started to strip off their clothes and it put muscles on show.

“Leo’s got something you’ll like,” Danny said when he came to stand beside her.

She set her gaze on Leo and there was no doubt what he had when he shoved down his trousers. Danny’s lips pressed against her ear to make her shiver and she heard the excitement in his whisper.

“Think you can take it?”

***

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Angel murmured.

Her gaze never left Leo for a second as he pushed his underwear down to free a monster. When he straightened up, his huge erection stretched out from his groin. Bulging veins filled with hot blood stood out on the thick girth.

“How big?” she asked, without taking her eyes from it.

“Just over ten,” Leo said proudly and took hold of his manhood to stroke it.

The other men got naked as well, but a glance around showed their erections didn’t come close to matching Leo’s. Not that they were small. At first glance they all looked to be at least five or six inches and seeing every one of them standing up so rigidly erect for her already was a massive thrill. Danny’s hand on her back loosened her bra and she did nothing to stop it being pulled from her. It let her big tits spill free, with the eyes of the men fixing on them.

“We’ll let Leo take off your panties, yeah?” Danny said.

Angel kicked off her shoes to leave her standing in the middle of a group of naked men in only her panties. It felt so delectably sleazy, but there was no stopping things. Danny dragged her down onto all fours and dropped to his knees in front of her then leaned forward, so his face was only inches from hers.

The other men crowded around her, but she knew whose hands it was ruggedly yanking her panties down her legs. They were taken from her to get her butt naked and she gasped when she felt the hardness of Leo’s thick shaft press against her bare cheeks to slip in between. The pulsing throb of his arousal was all too obvious and she let out a gasp.

“Feel good?” Danny asked.

Angel didn’t get a chance to answer when he kissed her, but that was just the start of the action. There were so many pairs of hands. It felt like they were everywhere on her body, groping and grasping at her smooth, dark flesh.

The strong grip of fingers sinking into her buttocks made her shudder. It spread her cheeks and she let out a muffled whimper when the thickly swollen head of Leo’s erection spanked on her butt. The way it then rubbed against her asshole made her sure he was going to fuck it.

She pulled out of the kiss to gasp for a breath. Danny’s face stayed right in front of hers and he could see her anguished expression when the tip of a huge erection slid down from her asshole to her pussy lips to show what Leo really wanted. It made her bite her bottom lip hard and that went some way to stifling her cry. There was no holding it in though and she knew it revealed her excitement.

“Ever had one that big?” Danny asked.

“No,” Angel let out in a harsh gasp of breath.

The shouts for her to be taken grew louder and Leo gave in to them. Angel’s mouth opened wide as she felt the delicious discomfort of her pussy lips being made to gape by a huge cock. The thick head stretched her open to send shudders ripping through her body. The other men continued to grope her, but she was only thinking about one thing.

She was kissed again by Danny as Leo’s thick, throbbing shaft eased further inside. Her thighs muscles started to spasm as discomfort turned to the aching pleasure of taking such a big cock. The cum filling her pussy lubricated the penetration and she let out a muffled cry as she was made to take every hard inch.

This time the other men weren’t just going to watch while she was fucked. It got her tits and ass groped ruggedly by grasping hands, while she was held in the kiss with Danny. Leo’s grip on her hips held her on his huge cock and she could feel it so deep inside. The pulsing contractions of her inner muscles made her pussy clench and release around the thick girth to give her a tingling elation she’d never felt before.

The kiss ended to let her take a breath as she stared into Danny’s eyes. He was the only one left with his clothes on, but he was still part of the action. His hands gripped onto the sides of her head to hold it tightly as Leo began to hump against her.

“You fucking love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Angel whined.

She was a hot, black girl in the middle of a bunch of naked white guys, with only one thing on their minds. Every one of them was desperate to be with her, to have their cocks in her holes. It was Leo who was enjoying that pleasure for the moment though. Her mouth opened wide when he slowly pulled back until only the thick head of his erection made her pussy gape.

The grip on her head kept her staring in Danny’s eyes as she was made to take the full length of a huge cock again. It set Leo off and he was in no mood to let her get used to his size. He wanted wet pussy with a rabid lust and he started to drive forward relentlessly to fuck her.

It was all she could do to inhale shallow breaths as she was pounded from behind, with Leo’s groin slapping hard against her naked butt to make her take his erection. The hammering thrusts shoved her forward and she was kissed again by Danny. His tongue slipped into her mouth and she closed her eyes tightly as the loud calls of the other men rang out for her to be fucked harder and faster.

The grip on her hips tightened to hold her in place and she got more when a slippery finger wiggled against her asshole. Leo’s huge cock continued to ravage her pussy as a forceful touch eased past the clenching of her sphincter. It sent her into raptures and she lost herself to the dirtiest sex of her life. Danny eventually ended the kiss and she stared in his eyes again.

“Let her taste me on your cock,” he called out.

Leo slammed forward to bury his full length in pussy then humped against naked ass for a few seconds before slowly pulling his erection out. There was a scramble behind Angel when he moved away and she didn’t even know which of the other men won the struggle to get inside her. All she knew was that a stiff finger slipped deeper in her asshole as another hard cock fucked into her wet pussy.

“Good girl,” Danny said.

He moved aside to let Leo get in position and Angel got a close up view of the biggest erection of her life. She could see the globules of Danny’s cum clinging to hard flesh and gasped when the slick head spanked on her lips. It made her try to balance herself on one hand to get the fingers of the other gripping on the thick shaft.

“Fuck,” she groaned.

Hard cock started to fuck into her pussy as her asshole was fingered, but her focus was on the erection right in front of her face. She could taste Danny on it as she swept a lick up the shaft all the way onto the head.

Leo tangled fingers in her hair and got his other hand over hers to help feed the engorged head of his erection between her lips. He cursed loudly when she started to suck on it, but wanted more and pushed forward. Angel’s mouth gaped as she struggled to cope with the thickness. She gagged on it, but the sound seemed to act like a trigger for the men.

Being surrounded by all of them felt so sordid. She could feel strong grips digging into the soft flesh of her tits to grope them, while her asshole was fingered and a muscular groin slapped against her naked cheeks to give her cock deep in her pussy. It shoved her forward onto the huge dick in her mouth and she gagged harder.

Leo’s hand stayed over hers to keep her gripping his erect manhood as he fucked it into her mouth and she closed her eyes tightly as her naked body was used by the men. The rush of pleasure felt overwhelming and the action only paused when she heard a comment she was sure came from Judd.

“Told you she needed more than two men. Let’s fill all her holes with dick.”

***

The men seemed caught in a testosterone-fueled lust as they backed off, so they could grab hold of Angel to pull her to her feet. They hustled her to the bed and shoved her down to her knees at the side of it. Her head was surrounded right away and there was hard cock everywhere she looked.

She was already lifting her hands before her wrists were grabbed and she didn’t even bother glancing up to see whose erection she grabbed. Her head was crowded, with fingers tangling in her hair as each man tried to get her attention on them. She pulled the hard cocks in her hands to her face to lick on the heads then sucked them into her mouth.

It was an adrenaline rush to have so many men all desperate for her attention and she tried to give each one of them some pleasure. Each time she let go of one erection, she grabbed at another to pull it to her mouth. The quickie blowjobs she gave weren’t enough though and the action became ever more frantic as her mouth got fucked by one hard cock after another until there were strings of spit hanging from her lips. That still wasn’t enough and it was Judd who finally threw himself down to his back on the bed.

That was the cue for Angel to be pulled up to her feet. She was manhandled onto the bed and made to straddle Judd’s waist. He’d already taken hold of his erection to get it standing up straight from his groin and hands on Angel’s shoulders roughly pushed her down to it.

The way her pussy lips opened up spilled cum onto the head of Judd’s erection as she was made to sit all the way down on it. He grabbed her hips to hold her in place and she squirmed around on him. That was just the start though and she was surrounded by the other men.

It was Sean who won the race to get in front of her. He took hold of her hair to pull her forward and she slapped her hands down on the covers as he dropped to his knees in front of her. It gave him her mouth all to himself and she opened wide to show her tongue, so he could spank the head of his hard cock on it.

Harvey got on his knees behind her and she let out a gasping groan when the tip of his erection pressed against her asshole. The other men encouraged him on as he forced the tip against the tight clenching.

Angel let out a muffled groan as hard cock fucked into her mouth. The men really were going to fill all her holes with dick at the same time. Her sphincter protested the growing pressure, but it was made to submit by Harvey’s determined efforts and his groan was loud as the swollen head of his erection slipped into the tight grip of asshole.

A spank on Angel’s naked butt ignited hot pain that ripped through her as Harvey’s rigidly erect cock violated her asshole. The grip on her hair tightened to pull her head forward and her mouth filled as she took on three hard cocks at the same time.

“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Harvey groaned as he pushed forward.

It was him who started to thrust, with the forceful bucking of his hips plunging his erection deep into the tightness of asshole. Judd tightened his grip on curvy hips to force his ass up from the bed and he could feel the strain of his erect manhood in pussy. His curses were loud as he arched his back to keep pushing up. It left his erection buried balls-deep in Angel’s wet cunt, while Harvey fucked her tight asshole.

“That collar is right,” Danny said.

Sean brushed his fingers on the polished, silver letters that spelled out the word SLUT. The pressure from behind pushed Angel forward to make her take more of his cock in her mouth and he grabbed her head with both hands to make her almost give a deep-throat.

The sound of her gagging made Judd start trying to thrust up into her pussy, but it was Harvey who began to lose control. Feeling his erection driving into the tight grip of asshole again and again made his balls tighten up to the point where he struggled to hold back. There was no way he was slowing down his rhythm though. He gritted his teeth as he slapped his body hard against naked cheeks relentlessly.

The shouts of the other men for him to fill asshole made him shudder as his excitement came to a high. He started to curse as he desperately tried to make the sex last, but there was no doing it. Fucking Angel’s tight, puckered hole, while her mouth and pussy were being used was just too much. His final thrust buried his cock in deep, with the quiver of his muscles exploding to a climax.

“Every hole will be dripping,” Sean taunted as he pulled back.

Angel kept her tongue out for him and his erection slapped down hard on it as she gasped for breath. She could feel the hot spurts of thick cum filling her asshole, with Harvey pushing forward to keep his body locked to hers until he’d emptied everything from his balls. A shudder swept through him as the relaxation hit, but he was reluctant to pull back.

A tug on his shoulder finally made him drag his erection out and he grabbed hold of cheeks to spread them, so he could watch his cum spilling from gaping asshole. He had to let go when he was elbowed out of the way.

“Got it ready for you,” he said when Michael moved into position.

Michael cracked his hand on Angel’s naked cheek to make her squeal.

“She liked having that thick ten inches in her,” he said. “That got her ready for the best double penetration.”

***

Angel’s groan was stifled by Sean’s hard cock fucking back in her mouth. He tightened his grip on her hair to pull her onto almost his full length and the sound of her gagging rang out again. She squeezed her eyes shut and understood what Michael meant when she felt the tip of his erection brushing on her flushed mound. The double penetration he wanted to give was two hard cocks in her pussy. It was another new experience and her body tensed as she was held in place.

“Too tight,” Judd gasped.

“A good girl like her can take it,” Michael growled.

The grip on Angel’s hips stopped her squirming and she felt the stretch of her pussy lips being made to gape wider. Her body felt like it was on fire as the head of Michael’s erection slipped inside to rub against Judd’s.

“Fuck, fuck,” Michael cursed through gritted teeth as he forced his cock deeper.

Two sets of hands latched onto Angel’s hips to hold her in place. Sean started to thrust to fuck his cock between her lips, with more strings of spit spilling from her bottom lip as her mouth was used roughly to keep her gagging. It was all she could do to take in a breath and the tension increased as the pulsing protest of her muscles made her pussy grip around two stiff shafts.

Judd cursed as he started trying to thrust up from the bed. Michael joined in and the two of them worked into a rhythm that fucked their erections into stretched pussy together. The others shouted encouragement to the men using Angel and she found herself caught in a wild maelstrom.

Held on her hands and knees by the three men, she felt the thick head of Sean’s erection sliding all the way to the back of her throat. At the same time, Michael and Judd joined forces to ravage her wet cunt and it roused them into a frenzy as they both started thrusting harder.

Leo and Danny got their hands on big tits to grope them and Angel couldn’t concentrate on any one thing. The thrill of being caught up in a sordid gangbang brought out her arousal in a way she couldn’t even begin to explain. Everywhere on her body felt so sensitive to the hot action and she craved the way the men fucked her roughly.

There was no way of knowing for sure, but she guessed it was Danny’s hand that slid away from groping her tits to trail across the smooth, dark skin of her belly. Her hips bucked when she felt fingers press against her clitoris. The two men fucking her pussy went at it harder still to give her cock and the tingling pleasure between her thighs built towards a high.

“Give her it deep,” Danny called out as he rubbed her swollen clit vigorously.

Angel gagged harder still on Sean’s erection when he got his hands on the back of her head to make her give a deep-throat. It made her struggle, but that only seemed to heighten the excitement in the room and she couldn’t pull her head back.

The two men fucking her pussy slammed their cocks in as far as they could together to hold them inside her. They gripped her hips tighter still and it held her trapped in place.

“Come on,” Danny growled.

There was no doubt in Angel’s mind now that he was the one roughly punishing her clitoris and it built the pressure until the tension finally broke hard. Her body dissolved into convulsions as her inner muscles clamped around the hard, throbbing flesh of two men. It was the moment Michael and Judd started fucking her again.

The shouts of encouragement were louder still and the two men went all out to drill their cocks into wet cunt in an unrelenting rhythm. It rubbed them together as they drove them in deep and Angel was lost to the high of her climax when Judd lost control to begin cumming in her. His back arched and she felt him forcing his ass up from the bed to plunge his erection deep.

Michael kept fucking her, but it wasn’t long before feeling Judd’s strong climax was too much for him. He let out a guttural groan when he slammed forward and convulsions ripped through him as he began to shoot a hot load inside pussy. It left Angel trapped on their two spurting erections as her orgasm came to a peak.

Feeling thick splashes of cum erupting so deep in her pussy heightened the pleasure and the dirty thrill of taking so much left her writhing around. She gasped for breath when Sean pulled back and she watched as he started masturbating into her face. It made her sure he was going to give her a facial, but he kept himself under control until Michael and Judd finally pulled out of her.

“It must be a pretty sight,” Sean said.

He was the one who shoved Angel down onto her back on the bed, but it was more than just his hands that grabbed at her legs to spread them wide. She was aware of the gazes of all the men going between her thighs and not one of them could tear their eyes from the thick trickles of cum spilling from both her gaping holes. It was only half of what she was going to take though and it wasn’t long before the three men still sporting strong erections took control to keep her being a gang girl.

***

“This is how a slutty daddy’s girl likes cock in her mouth,” Danny said.

Angel let herself be manhandled to the side of the bed on her back, so her shoulders were right at the edge and her head hanging down. Memories of her first encounter with Danny at the swimming pool flashed through her mind. They’d done the same thing on a sun lounger, but it had only been the two of them. That definitely wasn’t the case now.

Her neck muscles strained when she lifted her head to look as someone straddled her chest and she saw it was Sean. He grabbed at her breasts to squash them together and was about to lower himself when he heard the comment.

“There’s lube in the drawer of the bedside cabinet,” Danny said.

Michael moved to get it and tossed the tube to Sean. Angel watched it being opened before letting her head hang down over the side of the bed again. She felt the lube being dribbled on her tits and it wasn’t just Sean’s hands that worked it in to her dark skin.

“You’re making me be a slut,” she said to Danny when he dropped to his knees in front of her face.

The kiss she got felt weird and she only got an answer to her comment when it ended.

“You’re wearing the collar,” Danny said and brushed his fingers on it.

When he pulled his hands away, he started to strip. Angel could see he was erect again even before he was naked. It showed just how much he’d liked watching her being fucked. He’d already shot a load in her pussy that evening, but clearly wanted to give her more.

“Are you going to show me that throat bulge?” Sean said when he dropped down. He slid his hard cock into Angel’s slippery cleavage and grabbed her tits to squeeze them tightly around his throbbing shaft.

“Let Leo get in place first,” Danny said.

A grip on Angel’s ankles spread her legs wide again and she knew the other men would be staring at her gaping holes. Leo was going to do more than look though. He grabbed a pillow and slid it in place under her lower back when he made her lift her hips up from the covers. It kept them raised as he moved into place between her spread thighs.

“Which hole do you think he wants now?” Danny asked.

Angel returned her gaze to him and saw the way he stroked his erection. Her breathing grew ragged when she felt the tip of Leo’s huge cock sliding between her slick asshole and pussy. The cum spilling out of them didn’t put him off.

“Pussy,” she said. “Make him fuck my pussy.”

“Come on,” Sean called and squeezed Angel’s oily tits harder around his erection. “Show me the fucking throat bulge you told us about.”

“Boy’s got it bad for you,” Danny said as he shuffled forward to spank the head of his cock on Angel’s lips.

She got more when Leo gave in to what she wanted. Feeling his huge erection sliding back inside her pussy made her buttocks clench and she let out a gasping groan as she was given all ten inches.

“It goes so deep inside,” she whined.

Strong hands grasped on the sides of her body as Leo pulled himself onto her and she could feel the throbbing pulse of his thick shaft. She bent her knees to lift them up and spread her legs wider for him.

“Time to show Sean,” Danny said.

Angel’s neck stretched out as she let her head hang down over the side of the bed. She opened her mouth to let Danny fuck his cock inside and more memories of doing the same at the swimming pool filled her mind.

He began to slowly thrust to savor the wet warmth of her mouth. It shoved her head against the side of the bed and he gradually fucked his erection deeper. She gulped hard when the tip brushed against the back of her throat the first time. Each time he jabbed his hips forward, she was made to take even more until his groin finally slapped against her face.

“Take off the collar,” Sean urged. “I can’t see it properly.”

Danny pulled back to drag his erection from Angel’s mouth. He was quick to loosen the buckle at the back of her neck to take off the collar then slid his hard cock back between her lips. There was no slow build up this time. He fucked the thick head down her throat with one thrust.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Sean said and let go of tits to get his fingers to the bulge. “That’s dirty.”

Angel gulped hard on Danny’s cock as it stayed fucked down her throat. She felt fingers brushing on the bulge, but the touch ended quickly.

“Let me keep seeing it,” Sean pleaded as he grabbed hold of slippery tits to squeeze them around his erection again.

His gaze never left the bulge made by the thick head of Danny’s erection as he started to fuck his cock into slippery cleavage. The other men moved into position to watch and called out for a dirty show.

Angel closed her eyes as Danny started to thrust too. His groin slapped harder against her face to bang her head against the side of the bed as his erect cock slid down her throat over and again. That seemed to excite Sean all the more. He drove forward harder, with his mind on only relieving the growing pressure in his balls.

He started to curse as the hot pleasure of the tit-fuck took him close, with the other men calling out for a cum show. Angel gagged hard when Danny kept his cock fucked all the way down her throat again. The sight of the bulge brought Sean to the edge and his frantic thrusts made big tits jiggle as he ravaged slippery cleavage.

Shouts of encouragement from the other men grew louder to spur him on until it was too much. A last, slamming thrust made the head of his erection pop out of the top of Angel’s cleavage. His groan was hoarse with lust as the quivering strain in his body erupted to strong contractions that blasted a thick stream of creamy white over the pretty, dark skin of her upper chest.

He pulled his erection free of her cleavage and took hold to aim at her tits and it splattered them with sticky streaks. The cum show went on for a few seconds longer before the spurts weakened and he spanked the head of his cock on her nipples as the strong release came to an end.

“Too good,” he groaned in a gasping voice as he kept spanking his spent erection on big tits.

“Move,” Leo said when he pulled his cock out of pussy.

Sean slumped to the side to collapse on the covers and watched as Angel was manhandled onto her hands and knees on the bed. She was now in the hands of Danny and Leo, with the others watching as the gangbang went on.

Danny leapt to his feet and moved forward to slide his cock back in her mouth. He got a hand to the back of her head as he started to thrust and heard her stifled groans as she was mounted from behind. Leo drove forward hard to slap his groin against naked cheeks and sank his fingers into the soft flesh of Angel’s hips to hold on tightly.

It trapped her between the two men, with the others surrounding her on the bed. Leo’s thumb pressed against her asshole when he started thrusting and she felt the touch violate her as the solid ten inches of his huge cock pounded inside her pussy.

“Make her cum on his cock,” Danny urged.

Angel didn’t know whose fingers got to her clit this time, but rubbing on the erectly swollen bud set a tingling fire burning between her thighs again. She closed her eyes tightly as her mouth was fucked hard, but it was Leo’s massive manhood drilling deep into her pussy that took her right to the edge.

The others started calling for another cum show and it made Danny pull back. He wrapped his fingers around his erection to stroke furiously, but it was Angel who was taken to climax first. Leo’s erection continued to fuck hard and fast into her cum-filled pussy as he drove forward and the rubbing on her clit gave her the final push.

Her muscles tensed in the last seconds of the climb to orgasm and she let out a cry as a delicious moment broke to an intense pleasure that left her writhing in ecstasy. The cries for a cum show grew louder still and Danny stroked his cock furiously to get himself to the point of ejaculation.

He clenched his muscles to hold back a last second and aimed at Angel’s open mouth to splash a heavy burst of cum all over her tongue when the pressure burst. A shudder ripped through him as he gave her a facial, while her gaping pussy was still being ravaged by a monster cock.

Her head dropped down when the sticky deluge splashing her face ended and she pushed back to Leo to make his erection fuck into her harder still until it was too much for him. She cried out as she was impaled on his full length and his grip on her hips tightened to hold her in place as her quivering pussy took its final load of the evening.

Feeling it shoot so deep inside her from such a huge cock kept her at the high of her elation and she was held on Leo’s erection until he gave her everything. When the grip on her hips was released, she rocked her body to push herself back onto ten thick inches.

“Little slut,” Danny said and grabbed her hair to make her lift her head up from the covers.

The cum splashed on her face didn’t stop his kiss. She slid her tongue into his mouth to give him the taste on her tongue, while she kept rocking her body to push back onto the biggest dick she’d ever taken. The power eventually drained from it to make Leo pull out.

Angel ended the kiss to slump down on the bed and closed her eyes. It was few seconds later when her legs were pulled apart and she looked to see Danny standing with his phone.

“Just a little souvenir for the boys,” he said as he took the picture of her cum-drenched, brutalized holes.

“And me,” she said. “I want to see it too.”

“Deal,” Danny agreed and fell on the bed beside her.

Angel closed her eyes as she was caught up in a tangle of naked limbs with the men surrounding her on the bed. She’d gone from meeting Danny for the first time only a few weeks previously to putting on a slut collar and giving in to everything he and his friends wanted. It sent a shiver down her spine, but she knew she’d willingly submit to being a gang girl and more to put herself in the middle of them again.
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