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This story is a work of fiction, and all people and events therein are fictitious. Any similarities are purely coincidental.


 


All characters portrayed in this story are over the age of 18.


 


The author does not condone the actions of any of the characters in this story and certainly doesn't condone any form of non-consensual sex or any level of misogyny. The contents of this story are fantastical and are meant to be enjoyed as such.




Boudoir Photo Shoot


 

 


"So, how are things with Jim?"



"Fine," Eliza said, perhaps a bit too defensively at her friend's question.



"That good, huh?" Camilla said with a laugh.



"There's nothing wrong with our marriage, if that's what you're implying," Eliza said.



"No need to get so defensive," Camilla said, raising her martini to her lips.



The two of them were sitting on the veranda of their favorite lunch spot, a swanky little restaurant on the edge of town. Eliza met with Camilla fairly regularly to grab a bite, drink more than they should, and share some gossip. She had been expecting to talk about what one of the other wives in the neighborhood was up to, not have a conversation about her own marriage. In fact there was nothing really dramatic going on between her and Jim. At least that had been her impression.



"I only ask because I saw the way that Jim was looking at Karen at the barbecue last weekend," Camilla said, speaking in a more conspiratorial tone.



"She's young, something new to look at," Eliza said, waving her hand dismissively. Though now that Camilla brought it up, she had to admit that she had noticed it. And it did bother her. "You know how men are."



"Of course," Camilla said, rolling her eyes. "Dogs, the lot of them. But don't you worry he might step out on you?"



"What? Why would you say that?" Eliza said. The thought that Jim might go to someone else had never occurred to her. Did her friend know something she didn't?



"Like you said, men are always looking for the next shiny thing," Camilla said. "I mean, how is your sex life?"



"It's just fine," Eliza said. Camilla responded with a knowing look, and Eliza gave her an exasperated sigh. "What? It is. I perform my wifely duties about once a week."



"'Wifely duties'? Is that what we're calling it now?" Camilla said with a laugh.



"We have sex, we're not one of those frigid couples," Eliza said, rolling her eyes. "He doesn't have any need to go elsewhere for that."



"It's not about need, it's about excitement," Camilla said. "I mean, when was the last time you did some really fun or really sexy? When was the last time you seduced him?"



"Well...I..."



"Just as I thought," Camilla said. "Men don't step out because they can't get sex. They step out for a more exciting experience to be with someone who really wants to be with them so that they can feel special."



"And you think Karen really wants to be with him?" Eliza asked.



"I don't know," Camilla said. "But if not her, then maybe someone else, eventually."



"Well, this has turned out to be a rather depressing line of conversation," Eliza said.



"I'm not trying to depress you," Camilla said. "I'm just saying that if you want to keep Jim from straying, you've got to be a bit proactive."



"What, so jump his bones when I get home?" Eliza asked.



"Couldn't hurt," Camilla said, with a laugh. "But I had something else in mind. Have you ever heard of a boudoir photo shoot?"



"Is that some sort of porn thing?" Eliza asked.



"No, it's not a porn thing," Camilla said. "It's having pictures, sexy pictures, taken of yourself, but only for your husband."



"What?" Eliza said. "No, I don't think I could do that. I'm not a slut, Camilla. I'm not going to get naked in front of some photographer."



"You don't have to get naked," Camilla said. "You'll be in clothing, just undergarments. It's all very tasteful, trust me. I did a shoot for David, and he loved it. It did wonders for our sex life."



"I don't know..."



"Look, I can give you the guy's card," Camilla said, reaching for her purse. "He's a totally normal guy, a real professional, not some sort of creep. And only Jim will end up seeing the photos. It's not slutty or degrading or anything like that. It could really add some spice to your marriage."



"Well...okay," Eliza said, taking the business card from her friend. She turned it over in her fingers wondering if this was all necessary. Maybe she could talk to Jim. Or just try having sex with him more often. But part of her knew Camilla was probably right. Doing something surprising would put a spark back in their marriage. What did she have to lose?


 


X-X-X


 


"So what sort of thing were you looking for?" the photographer, Jasper, asked.



Eliza was standing in the room he used for wardrobe and as a changing room. She had been flicking through the multitude of lingerie sets he had on hand hanging on different racks throughout the room. He had told her over the phone that she didn't need to bring any clothes, that he had plenty for the shoot, but now that she was here it all felt a bit overwhelming.



"Something...understated," Eliza said, as she flicked past another set of skimpy underwear. "I don't especially like flaunting my body."



"These shots are just for your husband," Jasper said.



"Still, I'm not one to wear something so revealing," Eliza said. "I'm not one of those slutty women who puts it all out there."



"Fair enough," Jasper said, smiling at her. He made his way over to another rack of clothing and began sorting through the outfits there.



Eliza had to admit that he was pretty cute. He was tall, and judging from the biceps that showed under his T-shirt, someone who went to the gym pretty regularly. He had nice, flowing brown hair, and kept his facial hair shaved to a rugged looking stubble. She couldn't make up her mind as to whether or not having a shoot with an attractive man would make it easier or more intimidating for her to reveal herself. Not that she planned to show him much. As she had said, she wasn't that type of woman.



Besides, she was certain that he would be interested in younger women anyway. Not that Eliza looked bad for 45 and having two kids. She kept up her routines at the gym and maintained her toned physique. She was tall and leggy with a slim build, and she knew that she still turned some heads, even though she never wore clothing that was particularly revealing.



Jasper returned with what appeared to be a corset and handed it to her.



"I think this will work." He gestured towards a screen that served as the changing area. "Why don't you try it on and let me know what you think. I'll go back out to the studio and continue setting up the lighting."



Behind the screen Eliza stripped out of her clothing and managed to get the corset on. It was a red lace piece with matching frilly panties. It was technically two pieces of clothing, but the corset and the panties ran into each other and gave the illusion of being one set. The outfit was a little constraining, but it looked like a fancy one-piece bathing suit.



Eliza smiled. The corset was alluring but not over the top. It made her feel like a pin-up model, sexy but still with a bit of class, not with an unnecessary amount of skin revealed or her intimate regions fully on display. She had been worried that all of Jasper's clothing choices would be too risque, but she thought this would do nicely.



Out in the studio Jasper had prepared his cameras and the lights, everything focused on a round bed with satin sheets and red throw pillows. Eliza thought it was a bit over the top, not the sort of natural bed anyone would be on, but she supposed making this a kind of fantasy was part of the point.



"Okay, can I just have you sit down here?" Jasper said, gesturing towards the bed.



Eliza took a seat on the edge of the bed. Now that she was in front of the cameras she felt a bit more self-conscious. She had never liked having her picture taken, and now that she was wearing something more revealing than she normally would, that dislike was even stronger. She fidgeted nervously as Jasper made adjustments behind the camera.



"Turn your back to me and look over your shoulder, like you caught me looking at you, but you're happy about it," he said.



Eliza swiveled her body to follow the instruction. She forced a smile onto her face as she looked over her shoulder at the camera.



Flash.



She blinked, her eyes filled with the after images from the flash. Another shot came again suddenly. Then again. She tried to force a smile, but the light was bright, and her eyes were starting to hurt.



"The flash is a bit bright," she said, turning her eyes away.



"Yeah, sorry about that," he said. "It's a very high powered bulb, but I find it leads to the best results. You'll get used to it, don't worry. Now why don't you turn and face me."



Eliza wasn't sure she believed his claim, but she did as he said and turned her body to face him directly.



Flash.



A barrage of shots greeted her. She tried to force her eyes open, tried not to blink. She heard Jasper issue another command and felt herself moving to comply.



There were more shots. Another set of directions. She felt herself moving in response to his suggestions. It started to feel natural, like she was really getting the hang of this modeling thing.



She was lying on the bed, her whole body facing the camera.



Flash.



She turned her to the camera, looking over her shoulder once again.



Flash.



She was lying on her stomach, smiling at the camera and doing her best to display her breasts, pushed up by the corset.



Flash.



"Why don't we try another outfit now that you're more comfortable?" Jasper suggested. "Maybe something a little bit more daring?"



"Okay," Eliza said, getting up off the bed.



She made her way to the changing room and began flipping through the racks. Suddenly the clothes that she thought were too risque became a bit more appealing. Jasper was right after all, the photos she was taking were for her husband. It wasn't like anyone else was going to see them. Her knew her body, and if she really wanted to tease him, she should wear something just a bit more revealing.



Eliza returned to the studio in a black lingerie set. Fishnet stockings held up by garters encased her long legs. A lacy bra pushed her breasts up enticingly, and a matching black thong barely kept her nether regions covered. She felt just a bit naughty as she sat down on the bed again. This was certainly not the sort of thing she typically wore, but in the heat of this shoot, she felt like she was cutting loose and having some fun.



"Very nice," Jasper said, appraising her outfit. "Now why don't you sit on the edge of the bed with your legs spread for me."



Flash.



The bulb came to life as soon as Eliza had followed Jasper's order. She heard the click of the camera, then the bulb lit up yet again. Even though she was looking directly at it, the effect of the flash felt lessened from what it had been before.



She moved again to Jasper's instructions, posing on the bed. Her eyes always on the camera, she didn't fully register what she was doing and mostly just felt her body responding to what Jasper said. But some part of her did acknowledge that her poses were becoming more provocative. Then again, wasn't that the point?



She thrust her breasts forward, pushing them together.



Flash.



She let the straps of her bra fall of her shoulders and gave the camera a come-hither stare.



Flash.



She let her fingers stray below the waistline of her thong, hinting that she was doing something naughty.



Flash.



"Okay, great job, Eliza, you're a real natural," Jasper said, smiling at her.



"Thanks!" she said, beaming. She had to admit she was really getting into the shoot, and she was doing some things she wouldn't have before. But she was certain Jim would be really excited by what he saw, and that was what mattered in the end.



"Alright, let's try one more outfit change," Jasper said. "Why don't you go for something really daring, something that pushes your limits."



Eliza returned to the changing room and made her way through the racks of clothes once again. This time she was eager to find something that was daring, that would flaunt her body, something she would never wear under any other circumstances. After all, this was a special photo shoot, and she should try to get the most out of it.



When she came out of the changing room, Jasper ogled her unapologetically, and Eliza smiled at him. She was wearing an open cup bra that fully reveal her tits along with a pair of crotchless panties. She had kept the stockings and garter belt, feeling that it added to the overall look. It was certainly unlike any outfit she had ever owned, but she she was pushing her limits, just like Jasper had suggested.



She positioned herself on the bed again, and Jasper quickly got back to taking pictures, the flash of the camera shining in her eyes. He began issuing commands again, and Eliza followed them immediately. In some far corner of her mind she acknowledged that what she was doing was incredibly revealing, but she never paused in following the photographer's instructions.



"Play with your tits."



Flash.



"Spread your legs for me."



Flash.



"Rub your clit."



Flash.



"Now play with yourself."



Flash.



"That's right, thrust those fingers in and out."



Flash.



"Keep looking at the camera, eyes wide!"



The continued barrage of flashes filled Eliza's vision. She smiled, looking straight ahead as she followed each of Jasper's commands. She could feel her body responding, arousal growing in her as she did what he said. A soft moan escaped her lips, but she kept her eyes trained on the camera and the flashing lights.



"Okay, Eliza, I think we can stop there," Jasper said, stepping out from behind the camera. "Though it looks like you're busy. So why don't you keep occupying yourself for the moment."



"Okay," she said, her voice strained. Her fingers continued to pump in and out of her cunt, trying to push her over the edge into an orgasm. It was so considerate of Jasper to let her finish even though the photo shoot was done. But somehow, she couldn't quite get there, even as she kept working herself.



"Hey, why don't you take a look at these?" Jasper asked, walking over to her with his laptop.



He held up the screen and showed her the pictures as she continued to pleasure herself. Eliza saw the photos of herself, practically naked, displaying her most intimate areas, smiling alluringly at the camera the whole time.



"What sort of woman takes pictures like these?"



"A slut," she heard herself say.



"What are you Eliza?" Jasper goaded her.



"I'm a slut," she said, almost whispering the words.



"What was that?"



"I'm a slut!"



She felt a rush of heat flood through her body at the admission. It felt so good to just give into it, into the truth of what she was. Jasper was smiling down at her.



"And what do sluts want?"



Eliza didn't answer, at least not verbally. She scooted back on the bed and opened her legs wide, showing him her slick pussy. One of her hands moved to her tits and began to fondle a nipple, the other continued to play with her clit.



Jasper moved quickly, putting down the computer and shedding his clothes. Eliza let out a satisfied moan at the sight of his large cock. In a flash he was between her legs, and she felt him penetrating her.



"Oh yes!" she squealed.



She wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders. Her legs opened wider, lifting off the bed, as she tried to give as much of herself to him as she could. He drove deep, hitting places she hadn't known possible. The room filled with the fleshy thumps of his thrusts against her body, his groans, and her moans and screams.



"Yes! Fuck me! Fuck! Don't stop!"



Eliza had never been so vocal. But now that she knew the truth, knew that deep down she really was a slut, she found it easier to let go. She reveled in the animalistic pleasure of the way Jasper took her with no concern other than how good it all felt.



It wasn't long before Jasper's grunts became louder, his thrusts faster.



"I'm gonna cum," he said.



"Do it! Fill me up, baby. Make me yours," Eliza gasped, as she gazed into his eyes.



She watched as his face contorted with pleasure. He let out a yell, and then she felt him begin to pulse inside her, his thrusts becoming more erratic. And deep in her core being she knew that she had fulfilled her true purpose; she had gotten her lover off. The realization triggered a sweeping orgasm sending her whole body into writhing bliss. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before, and she knew instinctively she would do whatever she had to to feel it more.


 


X-X-X


 


"Is it done?" Camilla asked.



"It's done."



"Mmm...good," she said. She was standing naked, her free hand lazily circling her clit as she spoke on her phone. "Are you sending her back?"



"No," Jasper said. "I think I'm going to spend some time taking advantage of our friend's new found slutiness."



"Enjoy," she said. "I'm going to get up to some fun of my own."



She ended the call and dropped the phone back in her purse. She then meandered from the living room in Eliza's home up to the bedroom. Jim lay naked, sprawled on the bed. His eyes moved to Camilla as she entered the room. There was guilt in them, but she noted with satisfaction the way they still explored her naked form.



"I can't believe we did that," he said.



"I know," Camilla said, strutting over to the bed and taking a seat by his side. "Wasn't it fun?"



"Eliza's going to kill me," he said with a sigh.



"Maybe," she said. "But honestly I think you'd be surprised by what sort of things she might be willing to do."



"Are we talking about the same person?"



"Sometimes people change," she said. Then she moved on the bed, positioning herself between his legs. "But let's not think about that right now."



"Camilla -- " he began in protest, but his words turned into a gasp, as he felt her lips wrap around his cock.



Camilla worked him diligently with her tongue and her hands. She felt her pussy getting wetter as Jim's cock grew more rigid from her lavish attentions. The anticipation of feeling him inside her again was driving her wild. It was what she lived for.



After all, she was a good slut, and that meant she loved to fuck.


 


The End


 

 

 


Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please also consider checking out my other stories of mind control, married women, and mischief...


 

 



As You Wish...







 Aaron's life is good. He works a decent job, lives in a nice neighborhood, and has a loving family. But he has started to become bored, especially with his sex life. When he comes across a lamp that he is told can turn someone into his personal servant, he brings it home to his wife Emily, mostly as a joke. However, they soon find out the power of the lamp is real.



The couple explore a new dimension of their marriage with Aaron using the lamp to coax Emily into doing more adventurous things, including teasing their nosy neighbor Ralph. But when Ralph starts to get suspicions about what the lamp can do, things start to get complicated...



Want to learn what happens between Aaron, Emily, and Ralph?
 
Click here

 to grab a copy of the collected edition of
 As You Wish...


 

 


 
Dress Code Violation



 


Once again Deanna has to stay late at school to discipline one of her students. But there's something different about Lilith Schevchenko. And as Deanna speaks to her student more, she realizes that her thoughts are starting to change...


 


If you want to find out how Lilith's presence affects Deanna,
 
 
click here

 to grab a copy of this story.


 

 



The Old Man and the Magic Pendant



 


I thought it was strange when my wife told me that an old man in the park had given her a necklace while she was taking her walk. Even stranger was that they kept running into each other, and each of their encounters became more sexually charged than the last. But perhaps the strangest thing of all was that I somehow find myself being okay with everything that was happening between them...


 


Want to know if the husband allows his wife to continue seeing the old man?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



The Loud Neighbor



 


It was awkward going to confront my neighbor about how his nightly sexual romps were too loud and kept my wife and I awake. But somehow, after speaking with him, all I could think about was how much it turned me on. And after he went to apologize to my wife, well things really started to change...


 


Want to know exactly how this couple's life started to change?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Porn Star Bet



 


The light distracted her for a moment. She shook her head and reconsidered her previous thought. She wasn't in any danger of being undressed, much less doing anything inappropriate. Why not keep playing his game a bit longer? Her fingers went to her blouse. She unbuttoned the next two buttons, exposing the tops of her breasts, and the white bra supporting them.



"Nice," he said. "Now tell us, why are you here today?"



"Johnny and I have a bet," she said. "He says he can tap into some secret slutty side he thinks I have and get me to do dirty things on camera. I'm here to show him that he's wrong."



Flash.



"You're doing a great job of that so far," he said. "Unbutton your blouse the rest of the way."



Emboldened by his admission that he was losing, Caroline didn't question his order, her hands rushing to obey and fully unbutton her shirt.



"So, in your opinion, what's wrong with being slutty?"



"Nothing," she said. "It's just not who I am, and it certainly isn't who all women are."



Flash.



"Fair enough," he said. "Now lose the blouse. It's in the way of letting me see your upper body."



Caroline shrugged off the blouse and tossed it to the side of the couch without hesitation. She felt the shoot was going well, and it was starting to feel natural being on camera.


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Call Girl App



 


Megan watched the car pull out of the driveway before returning to the house to get her day underway.



She spent the morning getting in her usual run on the treadmill in the basement along with some light weight training and her core strengthening routine. After showering, she prepared a salad and settled in to watch some bad daytime TV while she ate. She was just finishing up her meal and getting herself mentally ready to run some errands when she heard the chirping of a text message notification.



She didn't recognize the sound as one she used on her phone, but she found herself moving to the kitchen where she had left her cell on the counter.



Are you available?



Yes.



She typed out the reply and sent it without much thought. Her fingers moving before she could really think about it. The number texting her wasn't one of her contacts, and there was no reason to tell them she was available. What was she even supposed to be available for?



The phone vibrated in her hand, distracting her from the stream of thoughts objecting to what was going on. She answered. A set of tones played through the speaker. A smile spread slowly across Megan's face. When the tones stopped, an address was given to her, along with some further instructions.



She went upstairs to her bedroom and applied her make-up: some smoky eyeshadow, her mascara, some blush to brighten her pale skin, and bright red lipstick. The intensity of the look was a bit out of place next to the simple white blouse and the old jeans that she wore around the house, but she knew it would match well with her intended outfit, the one she would wear once she reached her destination.



She went to her closet, grabbed the tote bag she had stashed in the corner behind some boxes she kept stored there, and went down to the garage to get in her car.



She drove along the highway from the suburbs and into the city. There was little traffic, and it seemed with every mile anticipation was building within her. She could feel the warmth and wetness growing between her legs and quivered a little as she pulled off the highway into downtown.



Once she found a parking spot, she grabbed her bag and walked to her destination, her hips sashaying as she moved. She entered the lobby of the hotel and walked past the front desk, heading right towards the elevators. Her feet took her down the carpeted and dimly lit hallways of the building until she stopped in front of room 608. She knocked on the door.



A short, balding man answered. Megan guessed that he was around her age, maybe a bit older. Unlike her, he had clearly let himself go as he aged, leading to flab that hung from his underarms and a gut that stuck out over his waist. He glowered at her for a moment before a sneer of recognition began to creep across his face.



"Mr. Walker?" she said, smiling broadly.



"Yes, yes that's me," he said. He stepped away from the doorway, gesturing for her to enter. "You can call me James."



"Megan," she said, stepping forward and kissing him on the cheek. "It's so nice to meet you."


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 


Excerpt from
 
Becoming Roxy



 

 


"Here she is, boss," the enforcer said, shoving her towards him.



Rachel stumbled forward on her heels, coming to a stop in front of the sharply dressed man. He appraised her, brown eyes running quickly over her body, but mostly he was looking at her face.



"Do you know who I am?" he said, eventually.



"Um...no," Rachel said, her voice trembling.



"My name's Diego, and the Sirloin District is my district," he said. He pointed the end of his cane at her. "I know all my girls, and you're not one of them. So who are you?"



"I...um..."



"She calls herself Roxy," the enforcer said, when Rachel didn't answer quickly enough.



"Roxy?" he said. "That's your name?"



"No, that's just...," she stuttered, fear jumbling her words before she could spit them out. "My name's Rachel. Rachel Grisham."



"Okay, Rachel Grisham," Diego said. "What are you doing parading yourself around on my turf and trying to steal business from my girls?"



"I'm sorry, please, this is all just a big misunderstanding," she said.



"Oh, really? A big misunderstanding?" he said, looking back and forth between his enforcers, amusement on his face.



"Yes, really!" Rachel yelled, her voice strained with fear. "I'm not a prostitute."



"You aren't?" he said with a laugh. "You had me fooled."



"It's just this silly fantasy," she said, the words pouring out of her as she tried desperately to explain. "I just. It's dumb. But I had this sex fantasy of being a prostitute. So my husband and I started role playing. I thought I'd just come out here and pretend, and he could pick me up, and..."



She trailed off, not sure if she had said too much or if she was explaining it well.



"A fantasy?" Diego said with a chuckle.



"Yeah," Rachel squeaked. "Can I please go now?"



"Of course," he said, giving her a smile. "Like you said, it's just a misunderstanding."



"Oh, thank you!"



"But first, I have a question for you," he said, barring her way out of the alley.



"Okay," she said, her heart sinking with worry. All she wanted to do was get out of that alley, back to her husband, and home away from this place so she could put this horrible mistake behind her. Now, as he blocked her path, she worried he wasn't going to let her go after all, that he was going to try and take advantage of her somehow.



"Why does this fantasy excite you?" he asked.



"Um, what?" she said, the question catching her off guard.



"Why are you pretending to be a hooker?" he said. "Why does that turn you on?"



"I..."



Her eyes darted back and forth between him and the entrance to the alley. The pimp caught her gaze and smiled.



"Humor me," he said. "And then you can go. I'll even have my men escort you to your husband to make sure you're safe."



"Okay," Rachel squeaked, not sure that she believed him, but not seeing any other choice. She cleared her throat and let it all spill out.



"I've been dating my husband since high school. I've never been with anyone else, and the idea of strange men finding me sexy enough to pay money to be with me...I thought it was hot. I know it's not so glamorous in real life, but the fantasy of it turned me on, and I thought it would be fun to pretend to be someone who wasn't at all like me."



"Well," Diego said, scratching his chin. "From what you're telling me, it sounds like you'd enjoy the lifestyle."



"No, I -- "



"Let's recap what you said."



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel's eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn't seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading...


 

 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Morpheus Spell, Part 1



 

 


Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.



"Yes," her neighbor, Kevin, said, his voice coming out in a hiss. "You love this cock, don't you?"



She moaned around his shaft, as she began to bob her head up and down. The more she worked him, the more she could feel arousal building in her loins. She wasn't even touching herself, and she could feel the orgasm mounting.



"It feels good to please me, to please your Master," Kevin said.



She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.



"Yes, so good," she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. "I love pleasing you, Master."



"Good girl," he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. "When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before."



He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.



She came.



Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.



But it didn't come.


 



Click here

 to keep reading...
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