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Night
Nurse

 


“I don’t know
about this…”

Joanne clawed
at the covers, kicking her feet beneath the sheets. “Oh, come on!
Who can resist a sexy night nurse?”

“I guess.” The
bathroom door opened and Steve emerged, fresh as a daisy. “But I
doubt this is what most men have in mind.”

Joanne sat up
in bed, giddy as hell. “Oh baby, you’re making me drool.”

He turned to
trace both hands down the curve of his ass. “Does this dress make
my butt look big?”

“No way,
baby.” Joanne kicked off the covers. “I’m ready for my physical,
but I must admit, I’m a little nervous.”

“You’re not
the only one, sister.” Steve pulled on the tight white mini-dress
Joanne had coaxed him into. “Why is this thing so short?”

“It shows off
your thighs.” Her gaze drizzled the length of his stellar white
stockings. “And, baby, you’ve got sweeeet thighs.”

When she
reached for them, Steve hit her hand away. “That is not proper
patient behavior!”

“I’m sorry,
Nurse… what’s your name?”

“Ratched.”

Joanne laughed
out loud. “No!”

“Okay, it’s
Nurse Betty.”

“No!” She
rolled around the bed, in fits. “Pick another one, baby.”

“Settle down,
now.” Steve pinned one shoulder to the bed, and the warmth of his
hand on her bare skin sent a pulse straight between her legs.
“That’s a good girl.”

Her breath
grew shallow as she looked up at his closely shaved face. He’d put
on a touch of lipstick, a little blush, and some subdued eye
shadow. The mascara made his blue eyes pop. When he smiled, she
nearly passed out.

“I like your
hair.”

Steve cocked
his head, twisting strands of the blonde wig around one finger.
“Oh, you! Flattery will get you everywhere.”

“Will it get
me here?” Joanne asked, sneaking her hand underneath his starched
cotton dress.

“Naughty,
naughty!” Steve clicked his tongue, moving Joanne’s hand to the
mattress. “Were you raised by wolves, young lady? Let a girl do her
job.”

“Lift your
skirt. I’ll give you a job that’ll blow your mind.”

“Hmm? What was
that?”

“Nothing,
Nurse.”

Steve set his
hands on his hips and shook his head. “No wonder none of the other
clinics will take you.”

She reached
for his crotch. “I’m baaad.”

With a squeal,
Steve shuffled backwards. His cute canvas tennis shoes squeaked
against the hardwood floors. “Keep those hands to yourself, young
lady, or I’ll have to bring out the restraints.”

Joanne arched
forward. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Just watch
me!” Steve grabbed the Velcro pads from the dresser and strutted
haughtily to the bedside. “Hands against the iron posts.”

“Make me!”

“You’re
fighting a losing battle, young lady.” Steve grabbed both wrists as
she tussled against him. “Don’t even bother. You’ll never win.”

“Yes I will!”
She kicked her feet and whipped her hair while Steve velcroed her
wrists together. Of course he was right—he was too strong to beat,
and his muscles surged as he secured her hands to the iron bars of
their headboard.

So she bit
him.

“What the
hell!” Steve jumped away from the bed, cradling his wounded arm.
“You little bitch! I’ll have you locked up for assaulting a medical
professional.”

“Do your worst
and I’ll do mine.”

Steve’s eyes
narrowed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“What do you
think it means?” Joanne struggled uselessly against the Velcro. “It
means you’ve got a dirty little secret and I could easily expose
it.”

“Expose it?”
Steve’s cock jumped so hard Joanne could see it through his skirt.
“Why, whatever do you mean?”

“I think you
know.” Her feet were still free, and she grabbed the hem of his
skirt between her toes, lifting it up. “Well, well. What have we
here?”

“Brat!” Steve
quickly covered himself, but the image of his thick cock branded
itself on Joanne’s brain.

“I saw it,”
she cooed, picturing the bulge of his cockhead beneath those tight
white stockings. “You’ve got a big, hard cock under that
skirt.”

“How dare
you?”

“Don’t deny
it.” Her foot found his erection and stroked it under his skirt.
“Oh, you like that. My little foot rubbing your fat cock—you like
it, don’t you?”

“This is most
inappropriate,” Steve said, but he didn’t push her away.

“You’re a
naughty night nurse. You just love it when wayward patients dig out
your dick. Don’t you?”

Steve’s eyes
flashed. “I’m a medical professional, young lady.”

“Oh yeah?”
Joanne put on her brattiest airs. “Then why haven’t you examined me
yet? If you’re such a professional, do your damn job.”

Squirming
toward the edge of the bed, Joanne opened her legs. The position
was a little awkward, with her hands bundled over her head and
secured to an iron rod, but she’d give anything to feel his hands
on her just now.

“I will do my
job,” Steve said, picking up a pair of latex gloves. “And I’ll do
it by the book, thank you very much.”

Joanne’s pussy
pulsed as she watched her husband snap on those sheer gloves. They
clung to his fingers the way those white stockings hugged his firm
erection. God, she wanted that monster in her mouth. Steve looked
so hot in his naughty nurse getup.

“Where do you
want to examine me?” Joanne asked.

“Right here is
fine.”

She giggled
like a schoolgirl. “I mean where on my body, silly.”

“I see.” He
set his palms on her splayed thighs and pressed down. His strength
surged through the muscles in his arms. “This is as good a place as
any.”

“Oh.” Joanne
gazed at him through the valley of her breasts. Her skin jumped
when he opened her pussy lips with his sheathed thumbs. She could
feel his heat right through the latex. “You’ve done this
before.”

He raised an
eyebrow. “It’s my job.”

“In your
professional opinion, Nurse, would you say I’m sufficiently juicy,
too juicy, or not juicy enough?”

“That’s easy.”
Steve pierced her with one thick finger, and her cunt rang out with
a wet squelching sound. “Hear that? You’re wet enough for two.”

“Ooh!”
Joanne’s muscles seized as Steve rubbed that sensitive spot just
inside her pussy. “That feels good.”

“It’s not
supposed to feel good,” Steve clucked as he jammed another finger
inside her. “I’m measuring your cunt capacity. It’s a scientific
procedure.”

“Like hell it
is.”

Steve said,
“Fine,” and pulled out.

Joanne put on
a pout. “I didn’t say stop.”

With a smirk,
he shoved them back in, filling her cunt so full she thrashed
against her bindings. It hurt so good, the way he stretched her
open with those thick, firm fingers. This felt different with
gloves, strangely naughty. Those weren’t her husband’s fingers, oh
no. They belonged to the naughtiest of night nurses—the one who’d
secretly shared her bed for nearly twelve years.

She squealed
when he dove between her legs.

“Just testing
your reflexes,” Steve cried, crawling up the bed.

When his
tongue met her clit, every muscle tensed. “Oh no.”

“Oh yes, young
lady.” He wrapped his mouth around her pussy, sucking every swollen
fold. Joanne hollered and shrieked, but she couldn’t fight him
anymore—she wanted this too much. His lips traced sticky pink gloss
all over her pussy lips. He kissed them like a mouth.

How was he
doing that?

Pressing her
heels into the mattress, Joanne hoisted her hips up, feeding Steve
her pussy like a warm slice of strawberry pie. He growled as he ate
her, cupping her ass cheeks with two gloved hands. She missed his
fingers, but if all went as planned, she’d surely get a crack at
the huge, throbbing cock beneath that prim white skirt.

A ball of fire
lit in Joanne’s belly, and she bucked against Steve’s face. Her
body had a mind of its own. Rubbing her fat clit up and down his
hot tongue, she cried, “Yes, you naughty bitch! Eat my fucking
cunt. I’m gonna come so hard.”

Steve grunted
his approval, letting her stroke her eager cunt against his tongue.
Would she have gotten off so fiercely if it wasn’t for the wig and
the make-up? It seemed like she always came hardest when Steve was
dressed to impress. There was something about seeing her guy
dressed like a girl that really put her over the edge.

“Eat me!” She
rammed her wet cunt against his face, finding the rhythm and the
speed that took her up and over. “Yes! Right there, you naughty
thing. Just like that.”

He kept at her
as she came, and even when it felt like too much, he refused to let
up. Her pussy fluttered, her belly flipped, and the muscles in her
thighs locked tight. She struggled to get away, but it was no use.
Velcro was a powerful tool when it wanted to be, and Steve’s gloved
hands clung to her ass. No chance of being set free.

She arched
higher off the bed when his tongue found some forgotten spot
between her thighs. The edge approached faster than before, and
suddenly she was over it again, freefalling off the precipice of
orgasm. How did he do that? The man in the nurse’s uniform made her
scream until her throat ached. She couldn’t get enough.

Well, that was
a bit of an exaggeration.

“Too much,”
she said, closing her legs to push his head away. “Too much. Oh
God, I can’t take it anymore.”

Steve backed
away from her swollen pussy, grinning like a demon. “Your reaction
times are beyond reproach.”

Joanne
couldn’t stop panting, but she managed to giggle.

“Make no
mistake,” he went on. “I’m not done with you yet.”

She caught her
breath just long enough to say, “I sure hope not.”


 


Massive
Attack

 


Mandi’s at a
birthday party. Ashanta works weekends. The house feels fucking
creepy when Jim’s home alone. Too quiet. He snaps on the TV
and settles into the baby-blue recliner—a relic from his mother’s
house, but comfortable as all get-out.

What’s
that? Is something creaking upstairs?

No, it’s
nothing. Not a damn thing. House to himself and Jim can’t
relax, hearing goddamn ghosts in the attic.

Grown man
afraid of a creaking floorboard. What a dink.

Wait, there it
is again!

A creak. For
sure, this time. That’s no ghost, no way. Footfalls on the stairs,
panther steps, barely there.

His muscles
freeze. He’s incapacitated, can’t even turn his head.

And now it’s
too late. There’s a tearing sound, like splitting the seat of your
pants, and duct tape wrangles his chest. His heart hammers the dull
grey seal. It’s a whirlwind as the man in black secures him to
Mom’s blue recliner.

Some great
protector he turns out to be! Thank God Mandi and Ashanta aren’t
home. If there’s one thing Jim can be thankful for, it’s that his
beautiful daughter and sweetheart wife will be spared.

His hands are
free, but a lot of good that does him with his arms taped down. His
fingers are numb anyway. So are his legs as the guy secures him to
the chair, stringing tape round and round the recliner.

The guy… the…
guy? The person, all in black. The person…
with breasts.

Wow, those are
some hefty boobs under that black turtleneck. She’s got nice full
hips, too. Sweet ass. Sweeeet ass. The swell of that round bottom
enlivens Jim’s senses. His body comes back to life.

She tears off
the end of the roll so briskly cardboard snaps off with the last of
the tape. Strutting around the chair, she stands before him, hands
on hips. Her black pants fit so snugly he can make out a hint of
where her pussy splits. Her belly curves like there’s one more on
the way. And those tits! A huge, heavy swell of flesh sucks him in
like a vortex.

But those big
fricken’ doe eyes win the day. Her glistening lips score a close
second. He can’t make out any other features beyond the black ski
mask.

She leans in,
finding his cock and rubbing with the meat of her palm.

“I’m hard,” he
says.

She smiles, as
if to say, “Well, duh!”

The belt comes
off, the zipper comes down, and she pulls his stiff cock from his
pants. Her gloves are so buttery-smooth and the situation so
fraught that he almost comes right away. He’s staring at her tits
and that isn’t helping matters, so he closes his eyes and takes a
deep breath.

His dick pumps
precum all over her wrist. He’s getting her wet.

Her smile
hasn’t faded. She sinks to her knees.

As she gazes
at him like a horny fawn, her lips meet his dick. Instead of simply
swallowing it, she traces his cockhead round and round like she’s
putting on lipstick.

“Just suck it,
already!” Jim jerks and struggles, but what can he do? He’s stuck
to the floor. He can’t lift the chair. “Come on, please just suck
my dick.”

She raises an
eyebrow—he can’t actually see her eyebrows, but he’s sure she’s
doing it—as if to ask, “Who’s in charge, here?”

Her tongue
slides out from between her lips. Pink velvet. He can feel its
softness even before the first lick.

She should
have taped down his hands.

As sensation
swirls like a hot hurricane, the vigor returns to his fingers. He
reaches awkwardly for her shoulders and presses them down. The
effort pays off, because she licks his dick in sweeping circles,
making his cock jerk, making him moan.

Finally, he
wins. She consumes his cock like a last meal. She eats him
voraciously, not savouring his skin, but devouring it. The TV
blares in the background, and he can’t fully shut out the
infomercial, even as she sucks his dick.

Her leather
gloves leave no prints as they circle his shaft, drawing his
attention away from the TV. His erection is wet with saliva, so her
fist travels easily up and down. That girl knows what she wants,
and she’s taking it.

When she
smacks his balls, leather snaps against his tender flesh. “Hell,
no!”

“Hell yes,”
she says, telepathically.

He can read
her thoughts.

Pounding his
meat, she sucks him voraciously. Her gloves bring a new level of
tightness to the throttle. Hand around dick. Palm hugging balls.
She squeezes.

How could he
not come?

His thighs
shudder under the weight of her boobs. Sensation falls out of his
arms. If his pulse races any faster, it’ll fly right out of his
body. No holding back now. He lets go, coating her throat, and she
swallows like she loves it. Every spurt. Every shot. She gulps it
all down.

When she sits
back on her heels, Jim laughs. Utter disbelief. “You gonna cut off
all this tape now?”

An impish
smirk crosses her lips.

“Crazy woman.”
He shakes his head and asks, “How’d you get the afternoon off?”


 


Must Love
Dolls

 


It’s not like
she caught him browsing Japanese love dolls. Honor wasn’t
the kind of type of wife who checked her husband’s internet
history. They didn’t hide things from each other.

Tom didn’t
have to disclose what he was shopping for, or awkwardly broach the
subject, because his computer was right there on his lap while they
watched TV. He simply turned the screen in Honor’s direction and
asked, “What do you think of Natsuki?”

“Very sexy,”
Honor said, though her focus remained with CSI: Miami.

“Her breasts
are huge for an Asian girl, but I guess that’s the fantasy.”

“Mmm-hmm.”
Honor glanced at the photo again, trying to piece together what she
was seeing: a gorgeous girl in a lime green fishnet top, big
breasts, no bra. Jean cut-offs, shaved pussy, no panties. She
looked closer, not at the photo this time, but at the website
itself. “Wait, Tom, is she… she’s not real, is she?”

He laughed.
“Real as in flesh and blood? No. No, she’s a doll.”

Screw CSI in
all its incarnations—Tom’s find was much more interesting.

“She looks
almost human, doesn’t she?” he asked.

Honor licked
her lips as she stared at those perky peach nipples. “More than
human. She looks… she looks good enough to eat.”

Tom’s hand
found her thigh. “You want to eat Natsuki, do you?”

“Is she, like,
physically… physiologically…” Honor couldn’t remember the word.


“Anatomically?”

“Anatomically,
yeah.” She took a deep breath, but her lungs quivered. “Is she
anatomically correct?”

Honor looked
up from the computer screen to meet her husband’s self-assured
grin. He said, “Natsuki’s got it all.”

* * * *

When she
arrived at their door, it was like Christmas morning.

Natsuki
started life on the other side of the planet, shipped all the way
from Australia. She cost nearly as much as Honor’s used Honda
Civic, but unlike the Civic, Natsuki had no previous owners. Nobody
had ever taken this girl for a ride. Honor and Tom would be the
first.

“I haven’t
stopped thinking about her,” Honor said as the scooped handfuls of
packing peanuts out of the huge reinforced cardboard box. “Maybe
it’s the eyes, or the lips. I don’t know, but I literally haven’t
gone one day without fantasizing about this girl since that night
you first showed me her picture.”

Tom smiled. “I
can’t remember the last time I saw you so excited about
something.”

“I get excited
about you,” she said.

“Yeah, well…”
Tom stopped short when he found the bare, soft curve of Natsuki’s
ass.

They stared in
silence, both of them, before scooping those damn peanuts onto the
floor like they were bailing out a sinking ship. She was
upside-down in the box, her fingers and feet mummified with cling
film. Her head was bare. The black human-hair wig they’d ordered
rested beside her left arm, and Honor picked it up while her
husband lifted Natsuki’s naked body into his arms. He looked like a
firefighter carrying an unconscious woman from a burning
building.

“Should we put
on the lingerie?” Honor picked that out of the box, too. The
fishnet stockings, bra, panties, and sexy schoolgirl outfit all
came free with purchase.

“I have to put
her down,” Tom said, struggling. “Man, is she heavy.”

He took her
upstairs and Honor followed him into the bedroom. She put on the
wig right away, because Natsuki looked odd without it. Once her
hair was on, her humanity sprang to the fore and Honor felt like…
well, it was hard to explain. Her heart raced and her pussy pulsed.
She felt hot all over. Maybe this was love.

“Do you know
how many nights I’ve dreamed of what her pussy might look
like?”

Tom unwrapped
the plastic from Natsuki’s hands and feet. “Of course you’re going
to dream about her pussy—it’s the one part they won’t show you on
their website.”

“I wonder
why,” Honor said.

“To maintain a
little mystery, maybe? So you’ll buy a $10,000 doll just to peek
between her legs.”

“More than
just peek.” Staring at the soft valley of Natsuki’s thighs, Honor
bit her lip. If she dove right in, what would Natsuki think?

Nothing! She
wouldn’t think anything. She was a doll, nothing more.

Tom was all
business. “Did you grab the hairbrush from the box? That wig needs
a little tenderness.”

Yes, there had
been a hairbrush in the box, but no, Honor hadn’t picked it up.
“I’ll use mine.”

Tom sat at the
foot of the bed, pressing Natsuki’s toes, one by one, between his
thumb and forefinger. Honor watched him, and she felt as though
Natsuki were watching him, too, as she brushed the doll’s silky
black hair. The wig was probably supposed to be secured to the head
somehow, but it was a tight enough fit, and who could concentrate
on an instruction manual at a time like this?

Honor set the
brush on the night stand and slowly slid her hand down Natsuki’s
soft shoulder, down her arm.

“You can touch
her breasts,” Tom said, like he could read Honor’s mind. “She’s
ours now, babe. You can touch wherever you like.”

Honor’s
stomach knotted with nerves as she cupped one of Natsuki’s perky
silicon breasts. She could hardly breathe as she carried that
significant weight on her palm. It had been ages since she’d
touched any breast but her own.

“How does it
feel?” Tom asked.

“Heavy.” She
sank onto the bed, wrapping her arms around the love doll, pressing
both big breasts together and wishing she were naked, too. “Her
skin’s so soft. Her hair smells like lilies. God, I’ve missed
this.”

“Playing with
dolls?” Tom asked.

“Playing with
women.”

He smiled. “I
know, babe. Take off your top.”

She did him
one better and stripped bare. “I’m nothing to look at, compared
with Natsuki.”

Tom raised an
eyebrow. “I’m looking at you.”

He always knew
the perfect thing to say, and it made her horny as hell. She
grabbed his belt and unbuckled it, then tore into his pants and
found his erection. He was as hard as she was wet.

“I want to
look between her legs,” she told him.

“Who’s
stopping you?”

When she
didn’t let go of his cock, he kissed her with a passion so full she
could taste it on her tongue. She stroked his shaft, savouring the
hardness in her hand. He lifted off his shirt and kicked out of his
pants. It wasn’t until they were both fully naked that Honor felt
the frisson of a voyeuristic stare. She turned to Natsuki, slowing
her pace without releasing her husband’s erection.

“I wish she
could see us,” Honor said. “Don’t you?”

Tom took a
breath before responding. “I kind of feel like… I mean, I know she
can’t, but…”

“No, I
know.”

They watched
the motionless doll propped up on their pillows, in an
almost-seated position. You get what you pay for, and they got one
quality toy.

Pulling her
husband closer to the bed, Honor reached for Natsuki’s outstretched
hand. She half expected the doll to spring to life when touched,
but that didn’t happen.

Tom sprang to
life, though. When Honor wrapped the doll’s fingers around his
cock, it jumped against her silicon wrist.

“How does that
feel, huh?” Honor wrapped her hand around the doll’s and forced a
stronger grip around his shaft. She and Natsuki jerked him off
together. “Good?”

Tom groaned.
“You have no idea.”

Natsuki’s
fingers felt almost real inside Honor’s fist, and she didn’t really
want to let go, but she couldn’t wait any longer. “I want to see
her pussy.”

“Me too.” Tom
took over, wrapping his hand around Natsuki’s slim fingers. “Look
at her face, hon. She wants you between her legs.”

She did. It
was crazy to think so, but Natsuki seemed genuinely enthused about
showing off her pussy.

“Crawl up
there,” Tom said. “Push her legs apart. Get between them.”

Their bed had
never seemed such a foreign place as when Honor separated the
doll’s resistant thighs. He mound was bare, just like in the
picture. They’d specified when they ordered that they wanted a
slick, clean cunt. Honor kept an impressive bush, but she and Tom
both liked the shaved look on other girls.

“Open her up,”
Tom said. “Look inside.”

Honor’s hands
trembled as she pressed her thumbs to the doll’s outer lips and
spread them wide. Natsuki’s labia looked so sweet and pink and
beautiful that a gush of saliva built up under Honor’s tongue. The
doll’s pussy looked about as real as a doll’s could possibly look,
and the sight took Honor’s breath away.

“Would you get
a load of that,” Tom said as Natsuki continued her hand job. “Was
it worth the wait, babe?”

Honor didn’t
answer his question. Instead, she dove between Natsuki’s thighs,
pressing her tongue to the love doll’s firm little lips. She licked
Natsuki’s pussy like it was the real thing, tricking her mind into
believing that could be true. She touched everywhere, from the
doll’s smooth thighs to its big, bouncy breasts. When Honor toyed
with the nipples, she could have sworn she felt Natsuki flinch.

“You really
love a hot, wet pussy, don’t you babe?” Tom opened the
cinnamon-flavoured lube and squirted some onto Natsuki’s bare
mound. “Try that out, huh?”

Honor moved
the lube with her hands and her lips, sliding the tingling warmth
past the doll’s little clit and down its realistic folds. Her mouth
felt as hot and engorged as her cunt, thanks to the lube. Also
thanks to the lube, she could fit her fingers inside Natsuki’s
sweet pussy. Ohh, that kitty had claws. It sucked her in like a
vacuum, clamping down on her two digits, then three digits, like it
had muscles and freewill.

“How does she
feel down there?” Tom’s voice betrayed more than just a hint of
jealousy as she fucked their doll with her hand.

“So good,”
Honor said without removing her mouth from Natsuki’s cunt. “So hot
and wet and tight.”

She gasped
when Natsuki arched forward, placing her tender little hands on
Honor’s ass. With Tom’s help, Natsuki spread her cheeks. Those
fingers felt miraculously real, and as Natsuki’s belly pressed up
against Honor’s head, she turned to find her husband climbing into
bed behind her.

“I gotta fuck
some pussy,” he said. “I don’t care if it’s hers or yours, but I
need that hot hug soon or I’m gonna lose my mind.”

“Take me,”
Honor said, greedy for a fuck. “Take me hard.”

Tom’s hands
pressed against Natsuki’s, branding Honor’s ass with firm fingers.
His cock didn’t mess around. It plunged inside Honor’s cunt,
splashing pussy juice all down her thighs. The sloppy squelch of
his thrusts just barely surpassed the wet lap of Honor’s tongue on
Natsuki’s clit.

“If she could
talk, what would she say?” Honor asked, before sucking Natsuki’s
silicone flesh.

“She’d say
don’t stop licking my pretty pink puss, you gorgeous girl.”

Honor’s heart
fluttered, and so did her pussy. Tom must have felt it, because he
moaned and pummelled her harder. The doll bounced with them as
Honor cupped her cool ass, tearing into Natsuki’s cunt like a
tiger. Her heart raced. Her pussy throbbed.

“I think
you’re wrong,” she said, panting, her chin dripping with saliva and
cinnamon lube. “I think she’d say, ‘I want that big strong man
pounding my slit. I want him inside me.’”

“You
think?”

Honor rolled
to the side, letting her husband’s big cock slip from between her
slick lips. She missed his girth already, but she buried that
feeling, along with herself, under Natsuki’s weighted mass.

Tom’s erection
bobbed when he laughed. “What the heck are you doing?”

She let
Natsuki’s beautiful body sink into hers, setting her head to one
side of the doll’s so their soft cheeks touched. From underneath,
Honor wrapped her legs around Natsuki’s, spreading them wide for
her husband. “Look at that pretty pussy, Tom. It’s calling out to
be fucked. It wants your cock so bad it’s burning up inside.”

“You’re
crazy,” he said with a lusty laugh.

“If I’m crazy,
so are you.”

“Well, that’s
settled, then.” Tom held his cock by the base while Honor cupped
Natsuki’s heavy tits, juggling them in her hands. “We’re both
off-the-rocker looney-toons.”

“Yup.” Honor
spread Natsuki’s lovely legs even wider. “Now fuck this pretty
little virgin-whore. She’s come all the way from Australia just to
see you.”

Honor couldn’t
wait to see the look on her husband’s face when he planted his dick
in the doll. She spread her fingers so that, when he came down on
them, he’d feel Natsuki’s hard nipples pressing into his chest. She
pushed those tits together as the doll’s back compressed her own.
Tom watched her as she watched him, and for a moment they were both
completely still.

Then, with a
growl, he set one hand on Natsuki’s shoulder, driving it down
against Honor’s. With the other hand, he guided his erection to the
apex of their virgin’s young thighs. He paused there and, again,
glanced from the doll’s face to Honor’s. “I can’t believe we’re
really doing this.”

“I can.” Honor
arched until she could see past the doll’s breasts and down its
flat tummy. “Now stick your prick in her. I’m watching, honey.”

His eyes
gleamed as he looked from Natsuki’s bare pussy to Honor’s smiling
face, and then back to the pussy. Leaning into the doll, he let out
a groan the likes of which Honor hadn’t heard since they were first
married.

“How’s her
pussy feel, baby?”

“Oh god, so
tight!” He forced himself inside, driving Natsuki’s ass against
Honor’s throbbing mound. “Fuck, that’s good.”

“Harder,
baby.”

He laughed,
wheezing. “No, I’ll come if I go too fast. She’s just so… oh…”

His body
closed in on hers, sandwiching the love doll between them. As he
fucked Natsuki, slow but sure, that smooth silicon rear massaged
Honor’s cunt.

Her heart
raced when her husband’s lips met hers. Their tongues collided,
lashed, smashed, wrapped together caduceus-style. Poor Natsuki was
out in the cold—though, not really, considering Tom was ramming her
with his cock.

Honor wrapped
her legs around her husband’s, inadvertently bringing Natsuki’s
along for the ride. That must have tightened up the doll’s pussy,
because Tom gasped in her mouth. Their kisses raged.

“Yes,” she
said without stopping the kiss. “Yes, faster, faster…”

He fucked the
doll, wow, good and hard, slamming Natsuki’s backside into Honor’s
front. Her clit was so swollen and sensitive that every time the
silicone ass touched it she shrieked. This was just too much. Her
legs began to shake, entwined as they were with her husband’s and
their doll’s. Below her waist was a raging fire, wet heat, couldn’t
be extinguished. She rocked her hips, driving Natsuki up at her
husband back, almost like they were all one being.

Honor felt
everything, every move. And when Tom shrieked and arched, she could
have sworn she felt his cock in her cunt.

He exploded
with cum—so much it dripped out of Natsuki’s pussy and down hers.
She hugged the doll hard.

They stayed in
that configuration until the collective weight of a husband and a
love doll grew too much to bear. Tom rolled off and they set
Natsuki between them in the bed, both tracing their hands across
her soft, smooth skin. Every time their fingers met in the middle,
a spark passed between them and Honor smiled. Even after she’d
closed her eyes, she could tell that Tom was smiling too.

After a long,
dozy while, Tom said, “We should probably get dinner started,
huh?”

Honor turned
to look at the bedside clock. “Jeeze, yeah. No wonder I’m so
hungry.”

They didn’t
move, except to finger Natsuki’s sopping pussy or squeeze her
peachy tits. This body was always ready and, god, was it ever
hot.

Tom’s stomach
gurgled and the doll’s spell was broken. “Okay, for real this
time.” He hobbled out of bed and stretched his arms up in the air,
then found some clothes to put on.

Honor took a
little longer to roll out of bed. By the time she’d pulled on a
pair of pyjama pants and a T-shirt, Tom was downstairs rattling
pans. She pulled the sheets up over Natsuki’s breasts so the doll
wouldn’t get cold, and it took a few seconds to register how crazy
that would sound if she said it out loud.

Natsuki looked
restful, despite her open eyes. She relaxed in the middle of the
bed, sprawling halfway onto Tom’s side, halfway onto Honor’s. Her
hair had been delightfully tussled. They’d have to clean her pussy
out before they fucked her again, but that could wait until after
dinner. Honor’s stomach burbled, too, and she turned toward the
door.

But before she
left the bedroom, she pressed her finger down on the bedside clock,
turning on the radio. Adult Contemporary was generally a
crowd-pleaser, but even if Natsuki didn’t like the music, at least
she’d have some form of company.

Honor didn’t
want their doll getting lonely while she and her husband were out
of the room.

 



 


That’s Not a
Scrunchie

 


Did Pella
realize the balls it took to ask her out?

It wasn’t
easy. Didn’t matter that they flirted at work every day. Eric felt
like he was going to throw up when he invited Pella to dinner and a
movie.

Thank God
she’d said yes. If she’d turned him down, he would have quit his
job, or stabbed himself with a letter opener. It wouldn’t just have
been humiliating. Eric would have felt… well, heartbroken.

Guys weren’t
supposed to care or whatever but, hell, he wasn’t made of
stone.

Standing on
the wrong side of Pella’s door, Eric cupped his hand over his nose
and checked his breath. Minty fresh. Perfect. Still, his stomach
flipped when he reached up to knock.

Be
strong.

He made a fist
and rapped at the door.

You never
get a second chance to make a first impression.

Eric’s heart
stopped as he waited for Pella.

He could hear
her on the other side, shuffling, jiggling the handle.

When the door
finally opened, she wasn’t there.

“Pella? It’s
Eric. Where are you?”

“Behind the
door,” she said without emerging. “Come in for a sec.”

“Oh. Okay,
thanks.”

Eric stepped
over the threshold, and the first thing he noticed was a warm
scent, like cinnamon and pears. Pella’s apartment was really dark
inside. Even when she’d closed the door behind him, Eric strained
to find her shape in the shadows.

“Take off your
shoes,” she said. “I just got new area rugs.”

“Oh yeah, you
were saying.” Eric scuttled out of his shoes without untying the
laces. “From the Persian shop on Yorkville, right? Those places
scare the crap out of me.”

“Persian
places?”

“No, no, I
meant boutiques.” His heart raced. Pella must know by now that he
didn’t have anything against her culture or ethnicity, whatever you
call it. “Fancy stores freak me out. I always feel like they’re
gonna give me the bum’s rush because they don’t like my pants.”

“Your
pants?”

Pella took a
step forward, and Eric took a step back. As she forced him into the
candlelit living room, he got his first look at what she had on:
black silk, with ribbons criss-crossing her front. Very short.
Very short. That wasn’t a dress, was it? It wasn’t something
you’d wear out of the house.

Eric swallowed
hard. “Oh, you’re not… ready?”

“I’m ready,”
she said, almost a growl.

He knew he was
staring at her cleavage, but he couldn’t help himself. Pella never
dressed like this for work—low-cut, silky, seductive. Her legs were
completely bare, from her thighs down to… actually, she did have
shoes on: open-toed, with little heels and black straps. Her
toenails were painted with dark polish. Purple, maybe? Hard to tell
in the candlelight.

“You’re ready…
to…go out?”

Pella threw
her head back and laughed. Rather than answer, she pressed him
across the room, unzipping his pants and letting them fall down his
legs. What was she doing? Taking off his underwear?

Was this
really happening, or had he hit his head on the way over?

In the
darkness, Eric had no idea where he was stepping. He wasn’t
entirely surprised when he fell on a couch. Really, the fact that
he was naked from the waist down was more of a shock.

“We’re here!”
Pella cooed. “Happy first date.”

“I thought we
were going out,” he said. “Dinner and a movie.”

“Everybody
does dinner and a movie.” Pella fell to her knees and grabbed hold
of a silky black cord. “I thought we might start our evening off
with a little light bondage.”

Eric’s cock
surged as he realized what was going on.

She’d planned
this, obviously. Pella always was the most organized person in the
office, but Eric had never known anyone to be so prepared in the
bedroom. Not that they were in her bedroom. No, Pella obviously
wanted him on the couch—she’d tied ropes to the heavy wooden feet,
and was now in the process of securing those ropes to his
ankles.

He let her, of
course. He was too shocked to move.

“Put your arms
out,” Pella instructed. She didn’t wait for him to move before
grabbing his wrists and stretching them out across the back of the
sofa. “Very good. You’ve done this before.”

“I’m pretty
sure I haven’t,” Eric said, chuckling with nerves.

Pella had
obviously tied two cords to the back legs of the couch, because now
she was tying his wrists up, too.

She knotted
the rope tightly. “You’ve never been bound like this?”

“Not to a
couch. Not on a first date.” Not at all, but he didn’t want to seem
like a bondage virgin when Pella was obviously so keen on it.

“How does that
feel?” she asked. “Too loose? Too tight?”

“Definitely
not too loose.” The ropes splayed him like a butterfly, so wide his
inner thighs burned. He was open to her, open for her, and it hit
him how vulnerable he was. “What were you planning, exactly?”

Pella cocked
her head and smiled. “Nervous?”

His cock
jumped, drawing her gaze. “Should I be?”

Shuffling
between his open thighs, she shrugged. “That depends, I
suppose.”

“Depends on
what?”

She leaned her
naked knees against the front of the couch and unbuttoned Eric’s
stiff shirt, slowly, top to bottom. The pace was torture. What was
she planning? He had a few ideas of what might be in store, but
Pella worked in mysterious ways.

“Ahh, look at
your chest!” She wove her fingers together beneath her chin,
smiling rapturously. “My God, you’re fit. I thought you’d look
good, but this… this is a nice surprise.”

Eric’s cock
waved with delight, and Pella chuckled sweetly. He wanted to return
the compliment, but what could he say? You look good? You
look great? Everything sounded stupid, in his mind. With all
his blood flowing straight to his crotch, he couldn’t form a proper
sentence.

“You look…
wow…”

Well, it was
better than nothing.

“Wow, do I?”
Pella fell between his legs, slowly stroking his thighs. “I look
wow…”

“Sorry,” he
said. “My brain is not… thinking.”

She grinned
and angled her fingers, so the nails caught his skin. She traced
them slowly down his thighs, digging just deep enough to make him
writhe against his bindings. “I like it. Wow. I take that as
a compliment.”

“It was
definitely intended that way,” he told her.

His cock
lurched at her hand, but she swept it out of the way, teasingly. It
landed like felled lumber, splashing precum down his leg. He didn’t
want to let her see how good that felt, but how could he possibly
hide it? She’d got him colossally aroused, tying him up
spread-eagle across the couch, then tracing those vicious
fingernails across his flesh.

Now she was
kneeling between his legs, waiting.

He admired her
control and precision. She had this all planned out in her mind,
didn’t she? Pella knew just what she wanted.

She traced the
backs of her fingernails up his thighs, and beyond—up the ridges of
his belly, up his chest. When she wrapped her fingers around his
neck, the sparkle in her eyes tied Eric’s stomach in knots. What
was she doing? She wouldn’t strangle him. No, she couldn’t. Even
bound up, he could certainly escape.

Couldn’t
he?

Pella giggled
as she ran her hands down his chest. “You’re cute when you’re
scared.”

“Am I?” Eric
didn’t want to feel shaken, but this was all new to him.
“Thanks.”

“What about
me?” she asked, planting kisses down the tight, arching muscles of
his belly. “Am I cute?”

“Cute, yes.
Scared? Doesn’t look like it.”

Her lip
twitched before a smile took over. “Right…”

Eric gazed
down at the girl hovering over his hard cock. Pella from the
office. Pella, his work friend. His reason for getting up in the
morning—not that he’d ever told her that.

As his
erection whacked her magnificent cleavage, it occurred to him that
she was every bit as apprehensive as he was. She was just better at
concealing her fear.

Swallowing
hard, Eric raised his hips off the couch, driving his cock into the
tight valley between Pella’s breasts. He was just riding the
surface, but even the slightest touch brought an amazing sensation
through his body, from his dick right up to his heart. He’d never
felt anything so intense.

“Look at this
cock,” Pella said in a whisper.

She bowed her
head and spit.

As soon as
that wet warmth met his red-hot tip, she pressed her thumb against
it, rubbing her spit and his precum all over his cockhead. Her
hands were everywhere! One clenched tight to the top of his shaft,
moving only slightly while the other hand found his balls.

“Oh, for
fuck’s sake!” Eric threw his head back, but it snapped up again.
“What are you doing to me?”

Bending
forward, Pella brought her breasts out through the low V-neck of
her black silk. Eric’s breath hitched as her exposed nipples met
the cool evening air. They tightened into dark, pebbled buds. In
the candlelight, her flesh glowed like bronze.

Setting her
big breasts on Eric’s thighs, Pella bowed her head and spit on his
dick. Who’d have thought it could feel so good? But, then, who’d
have thought a first date would turn into… this?

As Pella bent
forward, something slipped down her head, falling to the floor, and
releasing a waterfall of hair over her perfect shoulders.

“Your
scrunchie,” Eric said, nodding to the ground. “It fell out. It’s
right there.”

Pella appeared
amused. “My scrunchie?” She picked up the black elastic and said,
“This? It’s not a scrunchie.”

“Oh.”

“It’s a hair
band.”

“Oh.” Eric
gazed from her luscious breasts to the elastic in her hand. “What’s
a scrunchie?”

Who
cares? Why was he asking stupid questions?

Pella bit her
bottom lip, like she was looking up the definition in her mind. “A
scrunchie is one of those big hair ties they wore in the ‘80s. The
ones with fabric around them. This is not a scrunchie, it’s just an
elastic you put around your head to keep hair out of your
face.”

“Oh.” This had
to be the longest conversation Eric had ever had about hair
products. “Okay.”

“It’s good for
other things too,” Pella said, weaving the long elastic around her
fingers. She suddenly seemed more interested in the elastic than
she was in Eric. He wasn’t sure exactly what to do about that.

But his cock
wasn’t so subtle. It leapt forward to whack Pella’s tits, spilling
precum across the expanse of her flesh.

“Somebody’s
eager,” she said with a laugh.

“Looks
like.”

Pella’s
expression darkened as she took his balls in hand. She gripped them
tight, making them strain against his sac. Eric was so shocked he
didn’t make a sound. He didn’t even struggle as she wound her hair
elastic around his balls.

At first, it
didn’t really register what she was up to. She’d already tied up
his wrists and his ankles. Now she was tying up his balls?

The strain was
like nothing he’d ever felt. It was painful, but it didn’t hurt. He
felt struck up and weak, but the harder his cock strained, the
stronger he felt, too. Nothing made sense.

“How’s that?”
she asked, though she seemed to know already.

“Good.” What
else could he say? How was it supposed to feel?

“Ready for
more?”

“I don’t
know…”

She smirked as
she wrapped her full breasts around his dick. God, they were warm.
Warm and wonderful. His balls strained against the underside of her
boobs as she began moving them, just slowly. Slowly gobbling up his
entire dick with her full, fleshy breasts. She spit again, and it
landed deep inside her cleavage. He could feel it against his
throbbing shaft.

“You like
that?” she asked.

“How could you
tell?”

As her
cleavage consumed his cock, Eric tightened his ass cheeks without
really meaning to. It was the only way he could thrust.

Every time he
squeezed his butt, he felt it through his balls. That bound-up pair
clenched tight, driving a strange pleasure through his shaft. He
felt huge inside the cavern of Pella’s cleavage.

Eric’s breath
rattled in his lungs. “God, Pella. What are you doing to me?”

She pinched
her nipples, and he could have sworn he could feel that too. When
she bit her bottom lip, his balls quaked. They were trying to creep
up close to his body, he realized, but the band kept them at bay.
All he could do was sit there and watch as she fucked him with her
tits, riding him hard and hot.

How was she
doing that?

And was she
enjoying it as much as she seemed to be?

Eric bucked
between Pella’s beautiful breasts. Hard to believe this was the
very first interaction he was having with them. Usually, the
sequence went: look, touch, suck, nibble. Fucking might not happen
at all, and certainly not on a first date.

“You’re
killing me,” Eric moaned as Pella curled her head down to lick his
cockhead. “Oh, for fuck’s sake!”

She giggled
deep in her throat. Her hair tumbled forward, dancing down the
sides of his bare thighs. Jiggling her tits on his erection, she
sucked just the tip between her full, luscious lips.

“Christ, I’m
gonna come if you keep doing that.”

She made a
noise that sounded like “Good” without even opening her mouth.

Eric’s body
didn’t feel like his own. It moved of its own volition, bucking
against his bindings, throbbing against that not-a-scrunchie.

“Don’t you
want…” How could he phrase this without sounding full of himself?
“I mean, you don’t want to…?”

To fuck me?
You don’t want to pull up that little silk number and sit on my hot
dick?

Pella moaned
around his cockhead, sucking that most sensitive bit while her tits
wrapped around him like a tight pussy. Everything about her struck
him as elegant—even the way she bounced on his hard-on. It was more
like writhing, like an undulating mass of flesh.

God, he loved
her curves. What a body! What a great fuck!

Every suck
brought him to the brink, but nothing put him over. It must have
been the elastic, compressing his balls, keeping his cum from
coming out. Without it, he’d have exploded forty times over by
now.

“Can you take
off the scrunchie?” he asked.

Pella mumbled
something around his cock, but he didn’t understand.

“I want to
come! Please!” Eric clenched his ass and bucked off the couch,
getting so close to orgasm he could almost taste it. “You gotta
take off the scrunchie!”

Pella jerked
up and his cockhead popped out of her mouth. “It’s not a
scrunchie!”

Her eyes
blazed. Eric got the same feeling he’d had when he thought she was
going to strangle him. Then a grin broke across her lips, and Eric
rolled his eyes. “Fine, then can you take off the
elastic?”

With a full,
toothy smile, Pella said, “Sure.”

She didn’t
even unwrap her breasts from around his cock before digging
underneath to fondle his balls.

“Oh, that’s
good.” Eric bucked against her breasts, but they weren’t so tight
now that her hands were otherwise engaged. “You know what? Leave
it.”

“Leave it?”
Pella wrapped her hands around her huge breasts and hugged his
begging cock.

He wasn’t sure
what she’d done, exactly, but the elastic around his balls felt a
little looser. He tested the waters, fucking her tits slowly. Her
lips parted gently, and stayed that way, like she was gasping
silently. She seemed worlds away, transported by pleasure.

Did this
really feel as good for her as it did for him?

Eric planted
his feet firmly on the floor. Harnessing all the strength left in
his legs, he drove his erection between Pella’s breasts so hard his
balls lodged themselves somewhere inside her cleavage.

Pella growled
like a bear in heat as she plunged her face against her boobs,
swallowing as much of Eric’s cock as was sticking up between
them.

How could she
bend that way? How could anyone be so flexible?

She hugged her
breasts, squeezing his balls and the root of his cock. How was she
doing that? The pressure was immense. She squeezed him tight, like
she was trying to squeeze the cum right out of him…

And, fuck, it
was working!

Pella mewed
and squealed as she sucked his cockhead. Eric’s balls pulled up
tight to his body—as tight as they could get, considering they were
bound up—and Pella pulled away just as he released his first
gush.

“Yessss!” she
hissed as white cream splattered across her tits. “Oh God, look at
all that hot jizz!”

So dirty!

Eric shot
another load when those smutty words registered. Pella threw her
head back and shuddered. Her breasts jiggled around his dick,
drawing out more cum. She might as well have been sucking it
through a straw!

Letting go of
her breasts, Pella dug her fingernails into Eric’s thighs and
arched back. Yet more cum spilled across her chest, painting white
over bronze like a Jackson Pollock canvas.

Beautiful.

Pella fell
back on her heels, dragging her nails the length of his thighs. His
cock strained for her, but he was spent. Totally spent. He
ached to get hard again, so she could unleash him and wrap her wet
pussy around his dick, but that wasn’t going to happen. He was
gone, exhausted. He could have slept right there, tied to the
couch. Easily.

“That was…”
Pella shook her head, completely out of breath. “Wow!”

“See? I told
you wow was a compliment.” Eric chuckled, shuffling against
the couch. “Do you think you could take off this… scrunchie?”

She smirked,
then smacked his thigh. “It’s not a scrunchie.”

“I know. Just
teasing.”

When she
peeled off the elastic, her touch made him laugh. It tickled. She
didn’t seem to realize how sensitive his flesh was.

Or maybe she
did. Hard to tell…

“We’ll
probably miss our dinner reservation, but the movie’s not until
nine.” Eric watched keenly as Pella stood between his legs. “Did
you still want to go out?”

“I don’t
know.” Pulling off her silk chemise, she stood naked before his
bound-up body. “Whatever you like.”

 



A Thief in
the Night

 


The lock
clicked, and Derek sat straight up in bed.

In
Hailey’s bed.

What was that
noise? There—that noise. The metallic click, turn, squeak. The
squeal of rusty hinges. He must be dreaming, or else living out a
horror movie. His heart raced so wildly his breath couldn’t keep
up. What was happening, here?

“Hailey.” He
found her arm and shook it. “Hailey. Wake up. What was that?”

“Huh?” She
rolled groggily away from him, mumbling words he didn’t
understand.

When the
floorboards creaked, Derek’s legs went numb. He whispered, “Hailey.
Hailey? Someone’s out there. Someone’s here.”

Hailey bolted
upright beside him, her hair a cloud of kinky curls. “Shit! I
forgot…”

Creak, creak,
creak.

“Forgot?”
Derek became a frightened chipmunk. He couldn’t help it. “Forgot
what? Forgot to lock the door?”

“No, not
that.” She settled into bed and threw off the covers, just enough
to reveal her skimpy, silky nightie. “I forgot it was Thursday. I
should have cancelled, but it’s too late now.”

“Cancelled
what?”

They’d been
out of each other’s lives for years, but when they met in that
supermarket two weeks ago it was like picking up exactly where
they’d left off. The friendship they’d abandoned in eighth grade,
when they’d gone to different high schools, was still there between
them. Right away, he felt close to her. Good ol’ Hailey, the
gorgeous girl next door. With every date, he felt like he knew her
even better, inside and out.

Now Derek
didn’t know what to think. Somebody was sneaking around her
apartment, and she seemed totally blasé about it. “Hailey, what’s
happening?”

“Shhh!” She
closed her eyes, pretending to sleep. “Just go with it, okay?”

Before he
could think how to respond, the bedroom door burst open. Through
the blackness of the threshold, he could just make out a shape. A
body: a man, all in black. Even his face was covered with a dark
balaclava. All Derek could really see in the filtered moonlight was
the killer gleam in his eyes.

“Hailey!”
Derek tried to reach for her, but his body turned to stone. He
couldn’t even move his head. He could barely speak. “The phone.
Where’s the phone? Call the police.”

The burglar
chuckled deeply. “Looks like we’ve got company.” His voice was dark
as the devil, the black rumble of a thundering bass line. “I wasn’t
expecting a man in bed, but I guess I can play along.”

“Play?”
Derek’s heart jumped into his throat as the burglar approached the
bed. “Look, we don’t want any trouble. My wallet’s in my back
pocket. Pants are on the floor, right there—oh, you’re stepping on
them. Don’t step on them!”

“So sorry,”
the burglar said, dripping with sarcasm. “Would you like me to pick
them up? Fold them for you? How about I get them dry-cleaned? My
treat.”

Derek trembled
as the thief tore the leather belt from his stepped-on pants.
“What’s that for?”

The man in
black pursed his fat pink lips. “I think we both know what it’s
for.”

Without
another word, the thief set a huge gloved hand on Derek’s shoulder
and heaved him forward. He told his limbs to flail. He told himself
to fight, but nothing happened. The stranger yanked his numb hands
behind his back and wrapped his belt around his wrists again and
again, tightening the leather until he could slip its black tongue
through the silver buckle.

The big
burglar secured that belt around Derek’s wrists and left him
kneeling on the mattress. “I’m guessing you like to watch.”

“Why would you
think that?” Derek asked, even though he was really thinking, ‘How
could you possibly know?’

Hailey.

She hadn’t
moved a muscle. All the commotion, and she lay there like a
sleeping angel. She must know this guy. This must be some kind of
game they played: guy breaks into girl’s apartment, takes her in
her sleep.

Did people
really do stuff like that?

“Now, what
have we here?” The stranger walked around to the other side of
Hailey’s big bed. Kneeling on the floor, he traced one gloved
finger down her cheek, all the way to her chin.

She didn’t
react. Didn’t even smile.

The man in
black tilted his cocky head up and looked Derek straight in the
eye. “Is she your girlfriend, mate?”

“What the hell
do you think you’re doing?”

“She’s a tasty
morsel, eh?” The big guy pushed the covers aside and pulled up
Hailey’s nightie. “Oooh, a shaved pussy! Did she do that for you,
then?”

Derek
struggled against his bindings, but his limbs were like anchors.
“Get your hands off my girlfriend!”

“Oh, so she is
your girlfriend.” The man in black opened Hailey’s sweet, soft
pussy lips with two gloved fingers. Staring into the glistening
pink wetness of her folds, he said, “You must be incensed just now,
watching a thief in the night touch your pretty girlfriend’s
cunt.”

“Yes,” Derek
said, in barely a whisper. Why was he salivating as the stranger
plunged one thick finger between those naked lips?

“Mmm…” Hailey
shifted just slightly, but her eyes didn’t open.

“Your
girlfriend likes that, doesn’t she?” The burglar fucked her slowly,
making her pussy sing with sloppy squelching sounds. “Oooh, she
likes how I fuck her. Hear how she’s purring, pal? Just like a
kitty.”

“Yeah.” Derek
watched the taut black leather of that man’s glove disappear into
Hailey’s cunt, then reappear smeared with her juices. His jaw swung
open. He sat and stared, mesmerized by the motion.

“Bet you’re
jealous,” the burglar said. “Bet you’re just itching to get at this
sweet little pussy.”

Derek
swallowed hard.

“Bet you’re
craving the taste.” The big guy slowly withdrew his thick finger
from sleeping Hailey’s pussy. He stuck out his tongue like he was
going to lick it, and when Derek lurched forward, he laughed.
“You’re jealous, alright. You love eating pussy, don’t you?”

Derek was
drooling, panting, beastly. “Yeah, I do. I love it. God, I love it
so much.”

“You been
eating her pussy long?” the burglar asked, in a way that made Derek
think he must be raising an eyebrow under that black ski mask.

“No, not long.
I mean, we’ve known each other forever. Like, literally
forever. We went to school together until we were fourteen.
We only met up again two weeks ago.”

“Ahh.” The man
in black nodded knowingly. “I bet you love her, don’t you?”

“Love?” Derek
felt suddenly flustered. “I haven’t… I mean, sure I do, but we… oh
God…”

A flash of
pain crossed Derek’s temples, throbbing where his skull met his
brain. This was too much. Christ, now he was getting dizzy. He was
about to faint.

The thief
grabbed his shoulder with one hand and passed the other under his
nose, like smelling salts. “Hey, it’s okay, mate. Stay with me.
We’re good, here.”

Derek barely
felt conscious as he extended his tongue toward the burglar’s
leather-clad finger. He followed the musky scent until his tongue
found the dense, aromatic source. Pussy. He’d know that taste
anywhere. And Hailey’s pussy was so special, so unique, that Derek
found himself sucking the burglar’s finger, savouring that thick
digit like a woman-flavoured candy cane

When it
occurred to him that he actually had his mouth wrapped around a
strange man’s finger, Derek got that stabbing feeling like someone
was jamming an ice pick into his eye. This was stress beyond
stress, and yet he was strangely calmed by the very thing that
generated it.

Pulling away,
he said to the thief: “Fuck her. More.”

The thief
spread Hailey’s pussy lips with two fingers. As he thrust slowly
inside her, Hailey gurgled gently. She rolled her body just enough
for her nightie strap to tumble down one shoulder, revealing her
beautiful brown breast. It looked so soft, so sweet with sleep that
Derek wanted to launch his face at it.

But he could
barely move, even now. The burglar called all the shots.

“You should…”
Derek swallowed hard, looking for courage. “You should suck her
nipple. I think she’d like that.”

“You
think?”

“Yeah.” Derek
struggled to sound reasonable and rational in this strange
situation. “It’s closer to you, anyway.”

The thief
chuckled, slow and dark as molasses. Pulling his fingers from
between Hailey’s thighs, he hooked his thumb around the nightie
strap and pulled it down.

Derek watched
Hailey’s delicious breast peek out from under a fine layer of silk.
Her face was soft with sleep, and her skin had that smell he loved,
of a woman deeply at rest. He didn’t know what was happening, and
he didn’t care anymore. All he wanted was to wrap his lips around
Hailey’s sweet nipple and suck it until she made some noise.

“Go on,” said
the thief in the night. “You suck that one. I’ve got the
other.”

Derek gazed
suspiciously at the man in black. “You’re not going to head-butt me
when I bend forward, are you?”

The guy
laughed raucously, and still Hailey didn’t wake up.

“Was that a
no?”

“No, I’m not
going to head-butt you.”

“Okay,
then…”

Derek let his
head drop and his body fall forward. He felt like a felled tree
tumbling to the forest floor. Timberrr!

When his mouth
met Hailey’s soft skin, he felt a subtle jump inside her.

Was she
awake?

Had to be. No
one could sleep through an encounter like this. Hailey was playing
possum, pretending not to know what was going on. But why? Why
would she do that unless… unless this was some sort of kinky game
she played?

Derek glanced
up as the man in the balaclava inserted three firm fingers into his
girlfriend’s cunt.

“Who are
you?”

A spark
ignited in the burglar’s eyes. He laughed. “Just a thief in the
night, mate.”

Sinking
against Hailey’s chest, the thief licked her dark nipple, summoning
it to erection. That wasn’t the only thing that got unmistakeably
hard as Derek watched the stranger’s big pink tongue lapping his
girlfriend’s tit. His mind swirled like a cyclone. His cock
throbbed. If he eased his hips back and forth just gently, he could
eke out mild stimulation from his belly and his thighs.

It wasn’t
nearly enough, but it was something.

Hailey’s pussy
squelched rudely with every pass from the stranger’s thick gloved
fingers. He curved his thumb around her clit, working so hard Derek
sensed the response in his girlfriend’s muscles. Her belly rippled
like a pond. Her thighs tensed and released. Even in the moonlight,
he could see.

But more than
that, he could feel the orgasm rising in her body.

Together, the
stranger and Derek worshipped Hailey’s breasts. When the man in
black stopped licking and started sucking, Derek followed suit like
he was taking instruction from the guy who’d broken into his
girlfriend’s apartment.

With their
heads resting one against the other, they suckled lovely Hailey,
making her writhe and moan. Finally, some reaction! Derek had been
waiting for this since the burglar first broke in.

He wanted
Hailey to react. He wanted her to do something.

And she did:
she grabbed Derek’s hair with one hand and the burglar’s balaclava
with the other, holding both men in place as they caressed her
breasts.

Just the feel
of Hailey’s hand on his head sent Derek’s imagination swirling out
of control. In a single moment, he experienced their entire life
together, from the innocent crush he’d had on her when they were
young, through the moment he’d spotted her at the supermarket and
thought his heart would give out, right up to this very moment,
tied up by an intruder, sucking her tits in the wee hours of the
morning.

His cock
swelled against his thighs as he shifted and bucked. When he
pressed his heels closer together, they found his balls and
squeezed those sensitive orbs. He was unbelievably close to coming
as he savoured Hailey’s nipple and shared in her joy of being
possessed by a mysterious stranger.

“Yes,” Hailey
murmured. “Please… more…”

Derek couldn’t
see her face at this angle, but he’d bet any money her eyes were
still closed. Her body twisted against the mattress. From the
sounds of her cries, she was biting her bottom lip, stifling the
clatter of orgasm.

She was trying
to keep quiet, trying not to react. That’s what sent Derek over the
edge—not her intensity, but her attempt to conceal it. He had no
idea why that turned him on so hard, but he couldn’t argue with his
dick. It shot warm ropes of cum across his chest as he slid his
tongue in wide circles around Hailey’s nipple. They climaxed
together, while a strange man in black fucked her with fat fingers
in a leather glove.

What happened
after that? His head started spinning. The room grew darker than
before. He tried to stay conscious, but the haze of bliss took
over. Hailey’s soft panting filled his dizzy mind while the
stranger extracted his fingers from her pussy.

“Shall I leave
him like that?” the burglar asked. “You’ll undo the belt?”

“Yes, I’ll get
it,” Hailey whispered. “Thanks for not freaking out. I didn’t plan
this, you know. It just happened.”

The man in
black chuckled, but if he said anything more, Derek didn’t catch
it. He didn’t totally come back into reality until he felt Hailey
unbuckling his belt and freeing his hands. Until that moment, he
hadn’t realized how tense his muscles had become. They twinged when
he moved them, and painful pins and needles set in.

“Oh boy.”
Rolling onto his back, he tried to shake out his hands, but they
fell uselessly at his sides. His legs had frozen up, too. Breaking
out of his folded-over position only generated more pain. “Wow,
that hurts.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s not your
fault.”

Hailey smiled
wistfully, and then kissed his forehead.

“Hailey?”

“Hmm?”

Derek tried to
clench his fists, but his fingers wouldn’t respond. “That guy…”

She sighed.
“Sorry.”

“It’s okay.”
Derek tried to curl his toes, but an impotent tremble coursed
through his legs. Released from his bindings, he still couldn’t
move. “Who was he?”

“Don’t worry.”
Hailey gripped his tingling arm. “I’ll tell him not to come
again.”

“No,” Derek
said, betraying himself with a smile. “He can come as often as he
likes.”

 



 


The Birds and
the Bees

 


“Where are you
going with that thing?”

Becky jumped
out of her sandals. “Jesus Christ, Walker! Give me a heart attack,
why don’t you?”

He watched
from across the room, grinning as she leaned against the balcony
door. “Putting on a show for the neighborhood?”

“Who, me? No.”
Her heart fluttered as she tightened her grip on the vibrator. “No,
it’s really stupid. You’re gonna laugh.”

Walker crossed
his arms in front of his chest. “Try me.”

“Come on,
then.” She slipped her sandals back on her feet and opened the
screen door.

Last week’s
heat wave had broken, and a lovely breeze cut through the summer’s
warmth. Sunshine danced across Becky’s bare arms and legs as she
held her battery-powered vibe against her chest.

Walker teased
her herbs with his fingers, like he was petting a cat. “So this is
what you get up to when say you’re out here gardening.”

“No!” She
giggled, backing up past the patio table, until the tomato plants
tickled her legs. Lowering her voice, she said, “I didn’t bring the
vibe out here to use on me. It’s for the tomatoes, I
swear!”

“Is that
right?” Walker raised an eyebrow, like he didn’t believe her. Well,
of course he didn’t believe her. If she didn’t know it was the
truth, she wouldn’t have believed herself.

“I’m serious.
Look at these tomato plants.”

He nodded,
mock-sympathetically. “Yeah, they look like they could use a good
fuck.”

“Stop laughing
at me!” But she was laughing at herself, so who was she to judge?
“Listen, we’ve got these big-ass tomato plants with these pretty
yellow blossoms, but what happens? The blossoms wither and die and
fall off. No tomatoes. Big, beautiful plants and not a single
fruit.”


“Vegetable.”

“Fruit,” she
said. “The tomato is the fruit of a vegetable plant.”

“Okay, Dr.
Know-It-All.” He grabbed the vibe from her hand and hid it behind
his back. “So tell me what the dildo’s for.”

Her cheeks
felt hot, and it wasn’t just the sun. “Well, I read online that
tomato blossoms need bees to land on them. The buzzing helps with
pollination, somehow.”

“So you
thought you’d come out here and help Mother Nature along?”

Walker slid
the vibe out from behind his back, holding it by the base. It was
pretty sexy, watching a big strong man grip a dildo like that. When
he started whacking it against his palm, the way he would with a
crop or a switch or a wooden spoon, Becky got shivers.

“I want fresh
tomatoes,” she said. “Don’t you?”

“Tomatoes I
can take or leave.” Grabbing her hips, he spun her around. When his
forearm found the base of her ribs, he pulled her so close the
curve of her ass filled the saddle of his hips. “It’s you I’m more
interested in.”

“Walker!” She
struggled half-heartedly. “What are you doing? Anyone could look up
and see us.”

“See what?”
His breath fell hot on her ear. “See a man taking a woman in his
arms? Or see a damsel struggling against a villain?”

He was right.
She’d attract more attention wiggling around than she would
standing still.

“Anyway,” he
went on. “Who’s really gonna see us, up this high?”

“Neighbors
could, if they came out on their balconies.”

“Not with all
your grapevines growing up the trellis. Who’s gonna see through
that?” Holding the vibrator in front of her with the cock end
facing down, he said, “Turn me on.”

“What are you
doing? Put that away.” She pressed on his wrist, but he was too
strong. “Come on. You’ll get us arrested for indecent
exposure.”

“Exposure?
What’s exposed? We’re both fully dressed.”

“Yeah, but…
but…” She tried to steal the dildo from his hand, but he maintained
such a tight grip that it wouldn’t budge. She pushed on his arm
with both hands, writhing against the one that held her in place.
No luck. Stuck.

“Somebody’s
getting a little too fidgety for my liking. Open up.”

Becky did as
she was told, opening her mouth without knowing what he planned to
do.

She should
have known he’d cram the fake cock between her lips, sideways, and
say, “Here, hold this for a second.”

Biting into
the vibrator’s rubbery plastic casing, she kept its shaft between
her lips while Walker rifled through her bag of gardening
implements—gloves, trowels, old nylons for tying tomato plants to
their stakes.

“What, no
twine?” he asked.

She whimpered
because—ouch! Twine would dig into her tender flesh, cutting her
wrists to bits. And it was in there, too, hanging right out the
front pocket.

But Walker was
only teasing, getting her heart rate up, giving her something to
panic about. Lifting a pair of nylons from the bag, he said, “I
guess these’ll have to do.”

Becky hoped
nobody could see her like this, standing on the balcony with a
dildo between her teeth while a beastly man tied her hands behind
her back.

“That’s more
like it.” He stole the vibrator from her mouth and used it to spank
her thigh. Saliva from her tongue smacked her bare skin,
accentuating the ruthless clout. Not that it hurt. It didn’t, not
really, but it spoke of things to come.

Digging his
fingers into her shoulder, he said, “I love the way your chest
sticks out when I bind you up like this. You must be so turned
on—look how hard your nipples are.”

Reaching under
the fabric of her airy sundress, he found her braless breasts and
squeezed.

“Oh God…”
Becky’s knees buckled. If it wasn’t for Walker’s big hand on her
chest, she’d have fallen right over. “Please…”

“Please what?”
Walker asked, in a way that sounded exceedingly self-satisfied.

“Please,” she
said. “Turn on the vibe.”

She wasn’t
wearing a bra—never did at home in the summertime—but she was
wearing panties. Could Walker find his way beyond them? There
wasn’t much she could do, with her hands tied behind her back.

“How high
should I set it?” Hooking his chin over her shoulder, he held the
vibe with one hand, wrapping his fist around the shaft, no fear.
With the other hand, he turned the base, bringing it to life. “Low,
maybe?”

She watched as
the familiar cock fell between her thighs, over her sundress. He
didn’t even try to go underneath, just pressed the dildo against
her mound, stroking slowly, lifting the fabric until the short
skirt revealed even more flesh.

Becky’s heart
raced, more from her feeling of exposure than from the actual
vibrations. In fact, with the setting on low, she could barely feel
it. She looked in every direction, up through the wide-leafed vines
at the neighbours’ empty balconies, and then down to the street
where cars drove by and pedestrians carried grocery bags down the
sidewalk. All that life and nobody looked up. Nobody noticed that
she’d been bound, or that Walker was holding a dildo between her
legs.

His chin
remained hooked over her shoulder, his face so close that his
stubble pricked her cheek. That was such a great sensation, getting
stabbed by facial hair. Made her feel raw, frenzied, swollen. Her
clit throbbed inside a prison of cotton. If only Walker would catch
the elastic waistband with his thumbs and push them down to her
knees. She wanted to feel the vibe closer to her flesh.

“Please,”
Becky whispered, afraid the neighbours might hear. “Could you turn
it up to medium?”

“Medium?”
Walker whacked her cunt with the vibe. Her clit really must have
become distended in that short time, because she felt the
dildo-slap like a bolt of lightning down her thighs. “Low’s not
good enough, huh?”

“No,” she
moaned.

“You want
more?”

“Yes…”

“I can’t hear
you.” He traced the vibe across her lips, and a gush of saliva
flooded her tongue. “Speak up.”

“I want more,”
she said with conviction. “Turn it up.”

Walker rolled
the base to its next setting, and the buzzing got louder, higher in
pitch. He traced the vibe down her neck as she kept an eagle-eye on
the adjacent balconies. If one of the neighbors stepped outside,
she’d flip. Where could she hide?

“Relax,”
Walker said, right in her ear. “We’ll never get you off until you
calm yourself down.”

“Ohhh…”

The dildo
teased her tits, drawing them into tighter buds as he moved from
one to the other. There was a definite difference between low and
medium.

“Between my
legs,” Becky said. “Please?”

“Where?” He
traced the buzzing cock down her belly.

“Between my
legs.” She swallowed desperately. “Do my clit.”

“Your clit?”
he asked, so loudly she cringed in his arms.

“Please stop
teasing me.” She would have taken matters into her own hands if she
had access to them. “Just do it.”

“Do this?” He
launched the dildo between her slightly open legs, slapping her
cunt with the thing and then holding it there. “Close your
eyes.”

“No.”

“Do it.”

“I can’t.”

“You can.”

Becky took a
deep breath, barely feeling the buzz against her pussy. This was a
show of trust. She had to trust that he’d play lookout even as he
toyed with her clit. Could she trust him that much?

Nothing had
changed since they’d come out here. No neighbours on their
balconies. No drivers or pedestrians looking up. She was safe in
Walker’s care. She closed her eyes.

All at once,
vibrations soared through her, scintillating in her veins like soda
water. The pulse centered in her clit, of course, but she felt it
everywhere. “Oh my god.”

“Ride it,”
Walker said, catching the dildo on her dress as he pressed it
between her legs.

She straddled
the vibe like a broomstick, rocking on it, feeling it buzz against
her panties and her dress. Her cunt felt so enclosed, under those
layers. Her panties felt tighter by the moment, the elastic edges
digging into her skin as she moved on the vibe.

“Tell me how
good it feels.” Walker’s gritty voice was tinged with desperation
now. “Come on. I want to hear how much you love it.”

Her clit
throbbed within the confines of her compressed pussy lips. Her
juices had nowhere to go—they were trapped within her folds, barely
spilling out onto the crotch of her cotton underwear. Had these
panties always been so tight?

“Turn it up,”
she pleaded.

“Not until you
tell me how much you love it.”

“Enough that I
want to come, even though someone might hear. Enough that I’m not
struggling anymore. I’m not fighting you. Doesn’t that say it
all?”

“I suppose it
does.”

Without
pulling the cock out from between Becky’s locked thighs, Walker
spun the dial, releasing the full rage of her vibrator’s prowess.
It worked so hard the mechanisms rattled, but its efforts paid off.
Becky’s insides clenched as an inner buzz echoed the outer one. Her
clit throbbed between her slick pussy lips. She rode the cock, but
just barely. She was too afraid that any sudden movements would
frighten her orgasm away. And, now that she’d come so close, she
really wanted to get off.

“Becky,”
Walker whispered. “Open your eyes. We’ve got company.”

Her heart
nearly stopped as her lids flew open.

Their company
wasn’t human.

The only
prying eyes belonged to a sparrow nestled neatly on the trellis.
Cocking its tiny head, it watched them curiously. Becky couldn’t
stop smiling. It was so cute, so tiny and darling with its little
brown beak and its gleaming gaze.

The raging
dildo pounded a percussive beat against Becky’s mound, but she bit
her lip to keep quiet. She could feel the buzz in her nipples, and
when Walker pinched there, she felt it in her clit. Oh God, this
was it. Her orgasm crashed like an ocean wave, nearly toppling her
over. She didn’t want to scare the bird, but how could she possibly
stay quiet?

“Walker…”


“Shh-shh-shh!”

“No, I can’t.”
She folded in on herself, frightening the sparrow away but drawing
Walker with her. His chest pressed against her back and her arms as
they both went down.

With the dildo
lodged between her thighs, Becky met the balcony’s base. As her
knees found the unforgiving concrete, she remained locked in his
full-bodied grip, coming hard, trying not to make a sound but
whimpering and moaning—and laughing, when she thought about the
sparrow that had wisely flown the coop.

“Enough,” she
said, as pleasure spun into pain. “Too much. I can’t… I can’t…”

She couldn’t
even speak, just pant and gasp and suck in the biggest breaths she
could manage.

Walker tried
to pull the dildo from between her locked thighs, but it stayed
there, sticking up like a battery-powered erection. Holding her
from behind, he spun the dial from high to medium to low to
off.

They rested
together as the summer sun painted the leafy garden a vibrant shade
of green. All Becky could smell was that characteristic aroma of
tomato plants, coupled with the musky odour of Walker’s skin. As
they breathed together, he kissed her hair. They were quiet, but
the city made noises: skateboards and buses and car horns and
construction.

Birds, but no
bees.

“What now?”
Becky asked as Walker pulled the vibrator from between her
thighs.

Turning it on
again, he pressed the head to one of the tomato plants’ tiny yellow
blossoms. “We’ll start them out on low…”


 


Don’t Break
the Chain

 


“They’re
beautiful,” Carrie said as she admired her bejewelled reflection.
“Can I keep them?”

“Yes.” He
traced his fingers down her neck, over the diamonds and onyx set in
platinum. “If…”

“If what?”

Her breath
escaped as he took her breasts in hand. She couldn’t imagine where
he’d found ruby-studded pasties, but her nipples shimmered like
ripe cherries in the sun. “What do you want me to do, Sir?”

“I’ll show
you.”

His fingers
tickled her sides as they rode the supple curve of her belly. She
bit her lip to keep from laughing. He liked her to take these
matters seriously.

Circling his
wrists around hers, he fondled the vintage filigree of her silver
bracelets. Her body was positively dripping with jewels. Her garnet
earrings dropped like fresh blood to her shoulders, her fingers
eaten alive by rings. This was absolute decadence. Luxury and
nudity. Prestige and instinct.

“Tell me what
you want,” she pleaded. “I’ll do anything.”

Until now, he
hadn’t made any sudden movements. But darkness dawned in his eyes
and he seemed larger than life, like a giant, or a mountain.

Grasping her
shoulders, he spun her until her belly met the back of his velvet
chaise. Before she could catch her breath, he pushed her over the
top. Her stomach cushioned the blow as her heels lifted off the
ground. Her breasts swung low, but the ruby pasties didn’t quite
touch the chaise.

Her body
formed a V suspended in mid-air as he held her wrists behind her
back.

“I’ve decided
to take the crop to your bottom.” Dangling a fine string of gold
before her eyes, he said, “But first, I’m going to clasp your
wrists together with this chain. If the chain is intact when we
finish, the jewels are yours to keep.”

“Oh!” She
smiled gleefully, kicking her feet in the air.

“But if you
struggle too much and the chain breaks, you get nothing.”

“Oh.” Her body
slumped so low that her breasts met velvet.

“In fact, you
get less than nothing. I bought the dress you came in. It’s mine
and I’ll keep it. The car you drove here? Mine, too.”

Carrie’s
throat ran dry. She tried to swallow, but her mouth felt full of
cotton.

“If you break
the chain, my dear, you’ll take the train home in nothing but your
heels and jacket.”

A whimper
escaped her lips.

“Now hold very
still.”

“Yes,
Sir.”

The chain felt
cool as water when it snaked across her skin. He wrapped it around
one wrist, and then tighter around the other, avoiding the
bracelets that had skimmed halfway down her arms. She moved with
the chain, frightfully concerned. If she broke it, she’d be heading
home naked. Well, naked under her Rag and Bone trench coat.

Public nudity
had its own appeal, but onyx and rubies looked unfathomably fine
against her porcelain skin. Jewels drew out the bloodthirsty winner
in Carrie.

“Are you
ready?” he asked.

She teetered
over the back of the chaise. “Yes, Sir.”

“I can’t hear
you,” he said in an ominous sing-song. Whisking the crop from the
wall, he asked once more. “Are you ready, my pet?”

“Yes, Sir.”
The words strangled her, but the chain links tickled her wrists.
“More than ready.”

Anticipation
soaked her thighs.

She didn’t
have the strength to turn, but she could see him in her mind’s eye.
His shadow cast darkness across her backside as he let the crop
flutter between her cheeks. She felt him everywhere, even though he
wasn’t technically touching her. The kiss of leather between her
legs brought another whimper out from her lips.

Any second
now, he would flick that crop back and bring it down unforgivingly.
He would slice her flesh.

Where? Which
cheek? How hard?

Carrie
shuddered against the velvet chaise. Her wrists rattled, bracelets
clattered. Her breasts heaved against the cushion as she waited for
it.

When would it
come? When would he punish her?

His darkness
shifted, and she mistook motion for action. Before he’d even raised
the crop, she flinched. A beginner’s mistake. She jerked her head
around and formed two fists, straining the muscles in her wrists,
tugging in two directions.

Clicking his
tongue against his teeth, he said, “Oh, dear…”


 


The Fattening
Room

 


Jeremy was
scared shitless of Nigeria, but he wasn’t about to tell Nneka
that.

“Say again?”
his cousin Stephanie was asking.

Her smile was
so saccharine it was giving him a toothache.

Nneka
wasn’t all that complicated a name. Why could no one seem to get it
on the first pass? If his fiancée was named Nina, nobody would have
to ask for repetition.

“Neh-nee-kah.”
She pronounced her name slowly for Steph, over-enunciating every
syllable. That made Jeremy smile. Nneka would never roll over for
anyone.

Cousin
Stephanie clung to her wine glass like a lifeline. “And you’re from
Nairobi?”

What the hell
was she so nervous about? Everybody else at this family gathering
was entirely nonchalant about him marrying an African woman. Why
did Steph insist on acting like a dink? She was such an
embarrassment.

“She’s from
Nigeria,” Jeremy corrected.

Stephanie
nodded a few times, cocking her head to the side, and then
furrowing her brow. “And that’s in Kenya?”

“No, Nairobi
is in Kenya,” Nneka said. “Nigeria is a country.”

“Are you from
the North or the South?”

Jeremy swung
around to find Uncle Stu standing behind him. He hadn’t realized
anyone was listening in on their conversation, but at least his
uncle was a little more worldly than darling daughter Steph.

Nneka looked
at Uncle Stu with what seemed to Jeremy like a combination of
apprehension and amusement. “I’m from the South,” she said.

Reflecting for
a moment, Uncle Stu tapped the base of his scotch glass with his
middle finger. “Then your people would be Yoruba or…Ibo?”

Nneka seemed
blown away by his knowledge of her home country. “Yeah, Ibo.”

“Wow, Daddy,”
Stephanie gushed. At twenty-five, she really was too old to call
her father daddy. “How did you know?”

“Oh, it was
all in the news during the Biafran War—not that any of you kids are
old enough to remember those days. But I bet your parents have told
you a great deal about it, Nneka.”

She smiled
widely when he pronounced her name. “My grandparents, too. I’ve
been living here since I was four years old, but every time my
brother and I go back home, my grandmother tells me all about the
old days.”

Cousin Steph
walked away, gravitating to a more entertaining conversation as
Jeremy and his uncle shifted across the room. They sat in the
wingchairs by the window like spectators while Nneka stood before
them, speaking excitedly of Nigeria.

For as long as
Jeremy had known her, he’d never thought of her as a girl from
another country, a girl who was any less Canadian than himself.
She’d never spoken with an accent, at least not one that he could
perceive.

Now, the more
Nneka talked about the place of her birth, sharing her
grandmother’s stories, the more her speech patterns changed. None
of the usual concise, clipped pronunciations. Everything expanded.
Phrases grew fat in her mouth. Her manner of discourse became slow,
swaying the way her hips did when they walked along the beach.

She told the
old tales.

Nneka was a
brainiac. Nneka was an academic. As Jeremy listened to his normally
reserved fiancée talking like a tribal storyteller, he felt
uncomfortable. He didn’t want to feel that way, but he kept
thinking how she’d done such a good job of impressing his family so
far. Why ruin it with stories from the African fire pit?

God, he didn’t
want to get married in Nigeria. He didn’t want to go anywhere near
Nigeria. And he didn’t want his future wife acting so…Nigerian.

All the way to
the condo, Jeremy tried to formulate the perfect question, but
everything he came up with sounded either judgemental or downright
ignorant.

“You seemed to
enjoy telling my uncle Stu all your grandmother’s stories,” he
finally said.

“Not all of
them,” she replied, obviously missing the point.

“I just
meant…” Jeremy opened the refrigerator door by rote. He stared
inside. “I’ve never heard you talk like that before.”

“Meaning
what?”

Nneka was
taking off her jewellery. He could hear the signature clink of gold
hitting the ceramic dish in the bedroom.

“Meaning…”
Christ, he didn’t know what he was trying to say. He was going to
end up in the doghouse if he went too far down this road.
“Just…I’ve never heard you speak with an accent. It
was…strange.”

There was a
long stretch of silence from the bedroom. A long stretch.
Jeremy didn’t move a muscle. He grabbed the bottle of Perrier on
the door, wanting to drink it all down, but he didn’t dare budge
until he knew what he was in for.

She was
pissed. She must be pissed.

And then,
thank God, Nneka laughed. It wasn’t even her “you’re a bastard”
cackle—it was genuine “I’m amused” laughter. Sauntering into the
hallway, Nneka sang, “Who’s afraid of the big black girl?”

Jeremy nearly
dropped the Perrier when he realized she’d stripped down to her
slip. He knew she wore it as a slimming garment, but he didn’t give
a fuck what purpose it served. To him, that skin-tight black
underdress spelled instant erection. When his gaze landed in her
ample cleavage cradled by sturdy fabric and stretchy lace, he
couldn’t remember what they’d been talking about.

“You cooling
yourself down in the fridge, there?” Nneka laughed at him, but he
didn’t care. She’d left on those strappy black sandals he loved so
much.

He would
probably come before he got his pants off.

 


“I’m…you…wow…”

Nneka
sauntered into the living room, snapping on the reading lamp in the
corner. “I’ll take that as a compliment, shall I?”

She stood in
front of their floor-to-ceiling window like on exhibitionist, and
Jeremy was jealous of everyone down at street level. Those lucky
bastards could see her from behind.

Setting the
Perrier bottle on the counter, Jeremy tripped over his feet to get
close to her. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard…”

“Sit.” She
pointed to the sofa, and he followed her instruction without
reflection.

Her face,
illuminated by the soft yellow glow of the table lamp, seemed both
joyful and stern. He wasn’t sure just yet if he was going to get it
or if he was going to get it.

“Did I ever
tell you about the fattening room?”

“Fattening
room?” Jeremy asked, stupid with arousal. He shook his head. He
didn’t care. He just wanted shove his face between her big thighs
and take in the scent of her hot cunt. He wanted to eat her pussy
until she was so turned on she trapped him there between her legs.
When the fat of her thighs blocked all sound from his ears, he
could swear he heard the voice of God.

Nneka came
close and stood between his open legs. She fondled the back of his
neck with both hands as he looked past her big boobs and into her
dark eyes. When he grabbed her ass, she backed away, wagging her
finger at him like he’d been a naughty, naughty boy. She reached
for the stereo and danced in place to the world music that came
through the speakers. This was all strange, so unlike the Nneka he
knew, but he didn’t care anymore. He was intrigued and enamoured,
and horny as hell.

“In my
country, the men, they like their women fat.” Nneka’s words
were heavy and slow, like thick syrup. She pronounced “the” like
“dee,” “they” like “dey.” She was channelling her grandmother
again, and this time Jeremy wasn’t afraid of the big black girl. In
every sense possible, he wanted her.

“Fat…” Jeremy
reached for her hands, but she waggled both index fingers at him
this time. No, no, no. She danced without lifting her feet
from the carpet.

“When my
grandmother was a girl, she was promised to a man in the town.
Before the ceremony take place, her mother put her in the fattening
room. The women, they lock her inside, and for six months they
fatten her up for the man. Her husband want his wife
fat.”

“Fat…” The
word rumbled in Jeremy’s belly like a hunger, and then rumbled
lower like a different kind of hunger.

“For six
month, the women feed her meat, feed her fat. She eat cassava,
plantain, fufu, banga soup. They feed her one meal, and when she
finish, they feed her the next. One food after another after
another, and she wear the bones from the meat around her big belly.
She get fat, my lover. She get big and fat all over.”

Jeremy felt a
timidity come over him as Nneka approached, closer and closer,
moving and gyrating right in front of him. It was like getting a
lap dance from another man’s wife. His fiancée was possessed…or
released?

When he
reached for her this time, she didn’t shoo his hands away. He ran
his fingers down the outsides of her thighs and back up again. God,
she was beautiful. He tore down the top of her slip, pressing his
eager face between her big breasts as they toppled out of those
sturdy cups.

Nneka gasped
when he sucked her nipples. She pressed his head flush to her tits
and continued her grandmother’s story: “On ceremony day, the women
rub her body with camwood and uli to make her skin dark and smooth.
They dress her in wraps of every colour, and they take her to the
market square to meet her husband. Everybody so happy when they see
how fat she get, they all sing and they dance her round the market.
And her husband, he love her fat. He take her home and make love to
her fat.”

Jeremy
couldn’t stand any more. Her voice, that raspy velvet she’d put on
to tell this story, made his head spin. He was too dizzy to stand,
too giddy to do anything but suck her tits and fondle her ass.
“Fat,” he heard himself saying as he squeezed her flesh with both
hands. “We gotta make you fat, woman. You’re getting married in
three months.”

“Put me in the
fattening room?” Nneka’s voice was still not her own, but Jeremy
didn’t care. He tugged the clinging fabric down her body, pulling
it hard past the roundness of her belly, yanking it over her ass,
pushing it to the floor.

He was
surprised to find in himself the fortitude not only to stand, but
to press his fiancée down on the couch. Racing to the kitchen, he
caught sight of the Perrier bottle he’d left on the counter. Little
good that would do him now. He opened the freezer and pulled out
the tub of chocolate ice cream. He scooped it into a big bowl and
added every topping he could find: whipped marshmallow, chocolate
sauce, caramel, and at least six cherries on top.

“Here,” he
said, handing her the huge bowl of ice cream. “This man wants his
woman fat.”

He didn’t know
what he was saying anymore. He’d totally lost control.

She didn’t
mention the gown she’d have to squeeze into for the ceremony. Maybe
she’d decided to go with her mother’s idea of traditional Ibo
wedding apparel. Before tonight, Jeremy would have objected—in
fact, before tonight he had objected.

Not
anymore.

Now he wanted
what she wanted, and he wanted the fullness of her. Nneka was more
than just a nice buttoned-down Canadian girl; she was her
grandmother’s granddaughter, too. There was so much inside her, so
much she must have suppressed to fit in in this country—to fit in
with him, even.

He felt a
little ashamed of himself for keeping her down all this time.

But all that
was going to change.

Her body was
so big, so full, and Jeremy sat beside her as she savoured her
dessert. His hands had minds of their own—they took off across the
expanse of her thighs, kneading that supple flesh. Thighs,
belly…oh, so much belly…wide hips, big tits. She was so beautiful,
so dark, so wonderfully edible. Her skin gleamed with cocoa butter.
She smelled good enough to eat, and Jeremy didn’t even try to
resist.

“Eat,” Jeremy
instructed.

She was just
sitting there watching him, highly amused.

“Eat and get
fat, woman.”

Nneka leaned
back like an Odalisque against the side arm of the sofa. She raised
an eyebrow—he’d never called her “woman” before tonight—but scooped
melting ice cream onto her spoon. After dunking it in marshmallow
and a deep well of fudge and caramel, she raised it to her
lips.

When she
paused, he prayed it would drop. Jeremy wanted to watch that
spoonful drizzle down her breast.

Rubbing her
thighs up and down, building hot friction, he silently begged the
ice cream to fall off the spoon. It didn’t. Nneka shuttled it into
her mouth, and it emerged clean as a whistle. She licked hot fudge
from her full lips, and Jeremy wanted that tongue, that mouth. He
wanted everything, and he didn’t know why.

Like a child,
Jeremy stole the ice cream dish back from his fiancée.

“Give,” she
commanded, steeling her gaze. She didn’t even reach for it.

“You want it?”
he asked.

He wasn’t sure
what he was getting himself in to, here. How would she react when
he scooped up a spoonful of chocolate ice cream and hot fudge, and
drizzled it the length of her belly? What would she do when he
coated her tits in marshmallow and her thighs in caramel?

Nneka gasped
when the cold met her flesh, but she laughed at everything else.
“My lover want to fatten himself up?”

Jeremy
returned a smile as he fell to his knees on the floor beside the
couch. “I could stand to put on a few pounds.”

When he handed
her the ice cream bowl, she purred like Eartha Kitt. “I eat ice
cream, you eat me?”

“That’s the
idea,” Jeremy replied before diving at her left thigh.

The caramel
spread across her flesh was heavy and sweet, and he licked it like
an animal, working his way up for chocolate from her belly and
marshmallow from her breast. Everything was too saccharine, but the
combination made it bearable. He could taste the salt of Nneka’s
flesh as he licked her, and the cocoa butter that made her skin
gleam.

The clink of
the spoon against the glass bowl drew Jeremy’s gaze upward, and he
savoured the image of Nneka naked, eyes closed, lost in the bliss
of a chocolate orgasm.

She made
sounds, lots of sounds, as he licked her: “Mmmm… ohhhhhh…
yesssss…”

Her face was
beautiful like that, like it was both pained and thoroughly
relaxed. She looked like she’d risen to another plane of
existence.

“Get fat,”
Jeremy encouraged. He could play this game now. He understood.
“This man wants his woman fat.”

“I am fat,”
Nneka cooed, drizzling chocolate sauce across her breasts for him
to lick. “But I will get fatter.”

He sucked her
mammoth tits through clouds of marshmallow. His chin, his nose, his
cheeks were all sticky with sauces. The sugar made his head buzz—or
was that the arousal? Was that the big, black, beautiful woman
lying naked on the couch? Her ecstasy ran through him as he ducked
between her thighs, opening them as wide as he could, pressing them
apart.

Her pussy
glistened at the apex, and the very sight of those shimmering pink
folds made him growl. She opened for him, beckoning his tongue more
effectively even than the syrups drizzled the length of her
flesh.

Nneka was a
mess of sauces now, all sticky and sweet, but nothing could
possibly tempt him more than the candy flesh dripping nectar down,
down, down until it disappeared from sight. She scooped ice cream
into her mouth, moaning with delight after every spoonful. He
needed her now. He needed to taste that inner part of the woman he
soon would wed, and he nuzzled her pussy, rubbing his lips against
her erect clit. She was so wet, so damnably wet, and he opened his
mouth to consume her. He couldn’t resist.

When he licked
her that first time, his tongue still sweet with syrups, her hips
rose from the couch cushion. Jeremy managed, in that moment, to
slip his hands beneath the roundness of her ass. Her flesh melted
in his grasp. When he squeezed, she moaned.

Gazing down
from her armrest perch, from behind a forest of flesh and a bowl of
ice cream, she said, “Eat me, lover.”

Had he been
waiting for her to ask? Maybe he had, because now, with her
permission, her solicitation even, he plunged his face between her
thighs and ate, ate, ate. He licked Nneka’s wet pussy, slurping her
nectar like man with unquenchable thirst. The taste of her was
nothing like the sweet sauces, nothing like chocolate—it was heavy,
musky, and far superior to any ice cream he’d ever tasted.

“Eat me!” she
cried, pressing his head flush to her cunt with one strong hand. He
could feel the chill of her metal spoon against his neck, just
above his shirt collar.

She was
entirely naked, and he was entirely dressed.

Harder, he
went at her harder, sucking her erect clit into his mouth,
devouring her fat pussy lips. He took in everything he could and
sucked that supple flesh like a cock, up and down, thrusting his
face against her pelvis. His forehead landed hard against the
expansive flesh of her belly. He could feel the chocolate sauce in
his hair. Did this make him her candy man, the fact that he was
covered in syrups?

What was a
candy man, anyway? Was it like a sugar daddy? Because he definitely
wasn’t that, not to Nneka. He was a partner in every sense. He was
the man at her side—not in front of her, not behind her, but right
there beside her. And he wasn’t going anywhere.

Nneka cried
out. Even when she trapped his head between her thighs as he knew
she would, he could still hear her shrieks and moans. If their
neighbours were listening in, they’d think he was killing her. In
bed, Nneka never could put a lid on it.

Digging his
fingers into the flesh of her weighty ass, Jeremy ate her like
crazy. His mobility was limited by her thighs, but that didn’t stop
him sucking her clit and pussy lips.

Everything was
wet, so wet and sticky and sweet and musky. He could feel her body
trembling now. She crossed her legs over his back, bringing him
closer, trapping him between her thighs—like he’d ever try to
escape! Her cries were muffled vibrations running through her body,
transferred from her flesh to his ears. He experienced her pleasure
directly. He felt it in her as she came.

When he
listened, he listened with his whole self and responded
accordingly. He trembled with her, sweating through his shirt,
shuddering with the highest bliss, the most thorough and
life-altering joy.

These
moments…ah, these moments…

Nneka quieted.
Her body’s motion quelled. What was her flesh singing now? Humming
more like, chants to the gods, like an afterthought of love. Jeremy
pressed his cheek against her thigh, even after her body released
him. She was messy, he was messy, and they laughed at each other so
endearingly his heart felt too big for his chest.

After many
soft moments, he opened his mouth to speak. No sound came out, but
he tried again. “I’m sorry I’ve been so negative about the
wedding.”

Her voice was
her own, or at least it was the voice he recognized as hers, when
she laughed and said, “How about I spend the next three months in
the fattening room? You won’t be able to resist me.”

“I can’t
resist you now.” He kissed her pussy and she shuddered, then ran
her fingers through his hair. He grabbed her hand, bringing it to
his lips and kissing her knuckles. “All I care is that we’re doing
what’s important to you. I guess I didn’t understand before, but…I
do now.”

“You do?”

He sucked her
sweet fingertips and nodded slowly. “I do.”

She met him
with a dulcet gaze before pulling him up to kiss his mouth. Her
tongue writhed against his, sweet with chocolate and caramel. Even
through all that sugar, the taste of her pussy remained strongest
of all.

He’d go to
Nigeria to be married in front of Nneka’s family, because Nneka
meant the world to him, and her faraway kin meant the world to
her.

For this
woman, he’d go anywhere.


 


Black Lace
and Wood

 


Sliding the
sheer black stocking onto her foot, Rebecca drew it over her ankle,
up her calf, and across the dimples of her knee. These were special
occasion stockings, thigh-highs with seams in the back. When
Rebecca wore them, she was the embodiment of sex.

She watched
herself in the bedroom mirror, clipping the clasps of her black
garter to the lace tops of her stockings. She was a goddess, even
as she twisted awkwardly to secure the rear snaps. Bending down,
she ran her fingers the length of the smooth stockings,
straightening the seams from bottom to top.

In the
full-length mirror, she studied the spot where the black line of
her thong crept out from between the snow-white slopes of her ass.
She turned to observe alabaster breasts glowing behind the rose and
thorn pattern of her lace bra. The full effect was black on white.
With Rebecca’s midnight hair, blue-violet eyes and lips painted
blood red, her husband always used to tell her she looked a spectre
all in black.

Sometimes she
wished she were nothing more than that: an apparition, able to
disappear into nothingness.

By the time
Navin’s house key entered the lock, Rebecca’s juices were already
flowing, her appetite whetted by her own lace-bound form. When her
husband walked through the front door bearing bags of groceries,
she raced from the bedroom to pose for him at the centre of the
staircase.

Her heart
leapt in her chest as Navin’s initially casual glance turned into a
double take. His dark eyes glazed over as they ran the length of
her deliciously dressed skin, rolling over the curves of her
breasts, down her pale midriff, and along the taut lace of her
thong before tumbling the length of her pale legs, down her garters
and stockings, all the way to the black heels.

Casting off
his involuntary attraction, Navin shook his weary head. His face
turned to stone. Kicking off his running shoes, he stomped through
the hallway and into the kitchen without another look in his wife’s
direction.

Defeated once
again, Rebecca sat down heavily on the stair behind her, bare
elbows on stocking knees, quivering chin on white knuckles. The
urge to release the floodgates retaining her tears was
overwhelming, but she knew it was entirely her fault. Who else
could possibly have made a mess like this?

There had to
be a solution. If she’d caused this problem, she also had the
capacity to remedy it.

Grasping the
banister with renewed confidence, Rebecca descended the staircase
carefully in her unsteady footwear.

She forced a
casual tone as she strode into the kitchen after her husband. “So
that’s it? We’re never going to have sex again?”

Navin released
a heavy moan from inside the refrigerator door as he put away the
milk. “We’ve been over this and over this, Bec. It pains me to look
at you. Even just saying your name hurts. I see your body and I
imagine Ravi touching it. I look at that underwear you have on and
I wonder if that’s what you were wearing with him.”

“It wasn’t,”
she pleaded. Her attempts at consolation always fell flat, but what
could she do but try? “Oh Navin, honey, I threw out that set. I
couldn’t look at it anymore.”

“That’s not
the point!” he cried, slamming the refrigerator door. “What you did
has tainted everything. It’s tainted you.”


Tainted.

Rebecca’s
heart dropped into her stomach. How many times had she heard that
word? They’d revisited this same purposeless conversation almost
daily since Rebecca cheated, and that was more than six months ago.
There was no new information to contribute at this point. She’d
confessed the very day of the transgression and they’d spent nearly
every day since rehashing the same material.

Would it never
end?

“It was just
that one time, Navin. I’m not saying it was right, but Parveen had
just turned down his marriage proposal and he was feeling lost and
unattractive and just really down on himself. Poor Ravi. He came
here to talk to you, but you weren’t home and… he was just so sad.
I don’t know how it happened, but I am so, so sorry.”

“I’ve heard it
all before,” Navin scoffed. He faced away from her, digging through
grocery bags.

“Well then why
do you keep bringing it up?” This conversation went nowhere but
recurred daily. She could set her watch by it. “I wish I could go
back and change the past, but all I can do now is beg your
forgiveness. If you won’t give it, what do you expect me to do? I’m
human. I made a mistake.”

No reply.

Head in a
cupboard, Navin searched to find space for gourmet pasta sauce and
basmati rice. He’d aged considerably over the past six months. His
former shock of healthy black hair was becoming listless and
sprouting the odd grey. His formerly glowing skin had become dull,
like an old penny.

“Please,
Navin, yell at me! Scream, call me a whore, just do something! I
hurt you, so hurt me back. Anything would be better than shutting
me out like this.”

Navin turned
around, staring at the black-on-white of her flesh in a lace bra.
He couldn’t bring himself to look into her eyes. Beautiful, sad,
blue-violet eyes. He knew what he wanted to say, but getting the
words out was hard work. “I could never hurt you, Bec. I love you
way too much.”

At first, she
made no response. The silence was so stifling he wished he could
reach a window to open it. Rebecca inched toward the kitchen
counter, her heels click-clacking on the floor.

“It’s been six
months,” she whispered, leaning against the dark granite. “We can’t
keep doing this, having the same argument every day and never
getting past it. I deserve to be punished for what I’ve done to
you.”

Navin looked
down at his wife’s reflection in the polished black countertop. Its
starscape surface rendered her pale face ghostly. A tear from
Rebecca’s eye splashed against the stone, magnifying the grain
underneath.

“Hasn’t my
silence been punishment enough?” he asked, an acknowledgment that
his silent treatment had been a deliberate.

“For me, it’s
been dreadful, but I know you’re still angry. You need to get it
out of your system.”

His eyes
followed hers as she caught sight of a familiar object. Memories
percolated in the basement of her mind, creeping into consciousness
until she smiled. “When my brothers and I misbehaved as children,
do you know what my mom would do?”

“My mother sat
me in the corner,” Navin replied, obviously not understanding the
relevance of the object locked in Rebecca’s gaze. “What did yours
do?”

Reaching
across the counter, she grabbed the wooden spoon out of the ceramic
vase they’d bought from the Mennonites in St Jacob’s two summers
ago. “She would give us a good smack on the bottom with one of
these.” Rebecca slapped the spoon against her palm, revelling in
the sound of smooth wood against bare flesh.

“I’m not going
to hit you with a kitchen utensil,” Navin replied, with a clear
attempt at concealing a smirk.

“Not
hit, just a tap on the bum,” she said with a wide smile.

“It’s
abuse!”

“Not if I’m
begging for it.”

Sliding the
wooden spoon across the counter, Rebecca leaned forward. The motion
allowed Navin a fine glimpse of her lace-enveloped breasts. For the
first time in half a year, Navin was beyond tempted to grasp her
tits, to squeeze them, to feel their softness against his
cheeks.

He picked up
the wooden spoon and a smile broke across his lips. “This is a
little silly, don’t you think?”

Amusedly
flipping the spoon into the air, he caught it by the handle as he
sauntered to Rebecca’s side of the kitchen counter.

Holding tight
to the countertop, she spread her legs a little wider, arching her
back so her white cheeks soared. “Just give my ass a little tap and
we’ll go from there.”

“You want me
to do this…?” Navin inquired as he softly tapped his wife’s bottom
with the cupped side of the spoon. It didn’t feel like much, but
her fleshy cheek rippled like the surface of a pond.

Rebecca to
look at her husband’s face.

He was smiling
at her.

After six
months of stony glares, Navin was finally smiling again.

“Now try with
the rounded side of the spoon,” Rebecca said. “And tap a little
harder this time.”

He tapped the
same cheek again with slightly more force. Rebecca felt the smack
of the smooth, hard wood against her ass, but her cheek didn’t
ripple as it had before. Her taut flesh exploded in one massive
undulation outward and then came to rest against the spoon, which
Navin kept flush to her cheek. Feeling somehow vindicated by this
act, she suggested, “Why don’t you give me six good, hard smacks:
one for every month since…”

She didn’t
need to finish that sentence. Navin had been tracing tight circles
against her flesh with the smooth spoon, and when she advised him
to go again, he wasted no time.

Thwack,
thwack, thwack, all in one spot.

The first
three smacks generated a bearable stinging sensation. When the
fourth thwack fell on the same cheek, she started to pull
away. The sting was more intense than she’d anticipated. How could
a kitchen spoon cause such bite?

Thwack
again in the same place.

Rebecca bore
her punishment well.

She cringed
for the sixth instalment and thwack it came down against the
smooth skin of her bare ass. The sting of the wood caused her to
clench her pussy tight, and its aftertaste of heat allowed her to
relax her tense muscles. Her cheek throbbed in the spot where it
glowed red, a stark contrast to the whiteness of the surrounding
flesh. She could feel her pussy lips opening like a lily and her
juices flowing between them behind the cover of her black
thong.

“I didn’t hurt
you, did I?” Navin asked.

He wasn’t sure
if a yes or a no answer would have aroused him more. After the
grief he’d endured at his wife’s indiscretion, the idea of causing
her pain in return was dangerously seductive. All his life, Navin
had been a kind and gentle man. He found it worryingly exciting
that inflicting suffering could bring him such stimulation.

“A little
bit,” Rebecca answered honestly. “But I liked it.” She turned her
head to meet her husband’s gaze. “I liked it a lot. Can you do the
other cheek, even harder this time?”

Navin took a
good long look at his wife’s ass, propped high in the air of their
quiet kitchen. The left cheek was snow white while the right cheek
burned crimson. Bec’s black garter strap had shifted to the side of
her reddened cheek. Pulling it as far back as he could with one
finger, Navin let the taut elastic strap rebound against his wife’s
hot flesh. The garter belt seared Rebecca’s already burning skin,
causing her to tense while her fleshy ass jiggled.

Dancing the
wooden spoon down his wife’s back, Navin arrived at her luscious
ass. Taking great pleasure in the suspense, he circled around
Rebecca’s virgin cheek with the wooden spoon so she wouldn’t know
when it the first strike was coming.

Thwack
came a slap with such bite that Rebecca jumped forward against the
black counter.

That one smack
left a red oval in its wake, burning away Rebecca’s misdeeds. Navin
continued to trace smooth circles upon his wife’s flesh until
thwack, the next blow landed further down. The powerful
sting of the spank caused another jolt forward.

What was
cathartic for Navin was absolving for Rebecca.

“Why don’t you
try smacking my ass with the handle instead of the spoon?” she
suggested.

After a moment
of will-he-or-won’t-he teasing, Navin turned the spoon around.
Thwack. Rebecca cried out in pain and in ecstasy. The
concentrated sting of the thin wooden handle was too much to bear.
It was all the sting of the spoon, landing on one small strip of
flesh.

The bite was
intense against her reddening ass.

She loved
it.

“Are you
alright? Should I stop?”

“Smack me
again... again... again!” Rebecca exclaimed.

Thwack,
thwack, thwack.

Navin found
the undulation of his wife’s ass hypnotic.

“Again, again,
again, again…”

Thwack,
thwack. Blonde wood against alabaster flesh.

Thwack,
thwack. The delicious pain of the sting.

“Again, again,
again, again…”

Thwack,
thwack. The echoes of the bite.

Thwack.
Each blow more forceful than the last.

Thwack.
The stinging and the throbbing so intense, so concentrated, Rebecca
knew she could tolerate it no longer.

“Alright, I
think that’s enough for now.”

The pulsation
of crimson flesh reverberated, resounded and receded until only an
intense heat and rosy glow remained on Rebecca’s tender bottom.

With the
smooth wood of the spoon against his wife’s naked flesh, Navin
traced the border of her black lace thong. He started at her hip,
then went down along the curve of her buttocks. The thong
disappeared into her crack, but he followed it until the wooden
spoon rested firmly against his wife’s mound.

Navin had no
idea how much juice Rebecca was pumping while he issued those
succinct blows. With her legs spread, he tapped her mound gently
with the spoon.

“Harder,”
Rebecca pleaded.

Navin issued
teasing blows to her mound before reddening her inner thighs.

Eyes forward,
concentrating on the sweet sting of the wood, she was flooded with
emotion.

Her husband
slipped her thong to the side.

As Navin’s
once-familiar cock penetrated her from behind for the first time in
six months, her eyes filled with tears.

Her pussy was
so wet it offered no resistance, but so engorged it embraced the
stiff shaft as it entered her again and again. She’d wanted this
for so long. As Navin thrust in her, she pushed wildly back against
him. His frenetic hands moved about her form, freeing her surging
breasts from the constraints of her bra, pressing the alabaster
orbs together while feverishly kissing her back.

Navin fucked
his wife like a military man just home from a lengthy tour of duty.
When he spotted the wooden spoon he had laid on the counter, he
picked it up and firmly slapped the smooth blonde wood against
Rebecca’s red, throbbing clit.

The delicious
sting of unyielding wood against tender flesh excited her senses.
She had no idea how her legs were still supporting her. Though her
knees might give out at any moment, she felt safe in her husband’s
bear-like embrace. Even though she’d wronged him, Navin would never
let her fall.

With six
months of restraint behind them, Rebecca was desperate for
compassion and physical love. They fucked in a frenzy until,
bordering on climax, Navin lifted her out of her shoes. With
Rebecca’s forearms on the counter supporting most of her weight, he
held her hips aloft and drove his cock furiously into her swollen
cunt.

Clenching her
teeth, her fists, her toes, she bore down against him. As she
shouted his name, Navin released an animalistic howl, no doubt
filling her with a torrent of hot cum. Rebecca was blown away. It
was like a dream. He loved her and forgave her, and he’d told her
so with his body.

Exhausted,
Navin and Rebecca rested side by side on the kitchen stools they
kept under the counter. Resting her cheek on her arm, she gazed
with love and amazement at her husband. Her breasts spilled across
the black granite, and Navin tapped them with the wooden spoon.
Laughing, they watched the jiggle of round flesh against the
countertop.

Confiscating
the spoon, Rebecca used it to give her husband’s bum a good slap as
he got up to fetch his wife a bowl of strawberries from the fridge.
He’d bought her favourite fruit. He must have known he would
forgive her that day. He must have planned it, somewhere in the
back of his mind.

Time to move
on, together.


 


In Tooth and
Claw

 


I’d reached
the point where I never wanted to bring another man into my
home.

Never.

No one.

Not even
Connor.

To bring a man
into your home is to grant him access to you on an intimate level.
It leaves you exposed. It’s one thing to be naked with someone,
quite another to be exposed to him. It’s one thing to fuck a
co-worker in an underground parking lot, quite another to have him
in your own bed.

No matter how
hard I tried to convince myself the backseat mambo with Connor was
a one-time-only event, it just wouldn’t sink in.

It was only
spring fever, I’d assured myself at the time.

That was
bullshit.

Fortunately,
Connor floated at the very periphery of masculinity, so there was
something not-too-scary about the idea of bringing him home. He
couldn’t hurt me too badly, right? That’s what I believed, after
lunching with him in the springtime. One’s esteem of a man
necessarily changes once you’ve seen him wearing in a wig, sweater
set and tweed skirt.

Even in
typical men’s attire, Connor exuded the sweet perfume of
femininity. If you knew how to look, you could see the hints of
cross-dresser even in his black cotton turtleneck. Very plain,
right? Nothing suspect there. But if you were a particularly astute
observer, you’d notice his sleeves were a little too short. You’d
also notice how smooth his forearms were, and after a moment of
pondering why that was, you’d realize he’d shaved them.

See? There
were signs, if you knew how to look.

Sneaking up
behind him as he checked audio levels for the Women Entrepreneurs
Association dinner, I dressed my voice in an accent. “Hallo,
poppet!”

Connor nearly
jumped out of his black slacks. “Dotschy, you scared the shit out
of me! Someone should put a bell on you.”

“You know, all
your clothes look like women’s clothes now that I’ve seen you in a
skirt,” I told him. It was one of those seemingly-casual comments
with the ulterior motive of validating a suspicion.

“That’s
because these are women’s clothes.” Ah-ha! Notion authenticated.
Connor was cross-dressing at work. “But, really, what am I wearing?
A plain turtleneck, a plain pair of pants. They’re androgynous
enough that nobody would ever know they were women’s clothes
without seeing the tags.”

“Except
me.”

Nobody was
looking, so I grabbed him by the love handles.

Connor seized,
breathing in sharply. “Except you, and that’s only because…”

“Because I’ve
seen you in a skirt!”

And the
conversation had come full circle.

“How late are
you working?” he asked.

“Until
tear-down. You?”

“Same.”

Despite the
fact that I’d fucked him in the past—when he was wearing women’s
clothing, no less!—Connor still seemed anxious making
propositions.

He returned to
work, fiddling with the soundboard, before asking, “Do you need a
ride home?”

“I don’t need
a ride home,” I began. Before his expression could fall too flat, I
added, “But if you want to take me for a ride at home…”

Connor
grinned, touching his magnetic nose to mine, and it was hell on
earth not to kiss him there and then.

* * *

“I can’t
believe I’m letting you see my house,” I admitted, touching my key
card to the electronic lock in the front entrance.

“This is a
house? It looks a hell of a lot like an apartment building to
me.”

“Same thing:
Casa Dotschy.” I led Connor to the staircase, asking as an
afterthought, “Do you mind taking the stairs? I don’t like
elevators.”

“And you live
on the sixteenth floor…?”

“The sixth
floor.”

“Ugh! You’re
trying to kill me,” he called, one flight down. “I’ll be too worn
out to fuck by the time we get to your house.”

“My
apartment,” I teased.

“Same thing,”
he teased back.

“You’re so
cute, Connor.”

Gazing up at
me from the floor, he replied, “That, I don’t often hear.”

All in black,
he rested on the sixth floor landing. I stood with my back to the
door, wondering when I would find the courage to turn the handle
and push it open so I could escort him down the hallway, unlock my
apartment and lead Connor in. I had to contemplate all the moments
I’d looked at him thinking, ‘Why this man? What do I see in him?’
He was attractive, wasn’t he? Fine brown hair, soft skin, noble
features…

“You’re
feeling apprehensive about letting me into your house,” Connor
said. A statement, not a question.

I nodded.

“It’s not
because you’re afraid of being alone with me. Hell, we’ve fucked
before. It’s because your space is an expression of you. You’re
concerned that I’ll learn too much about you too fast.”

“It’s not that
I have anything weird in there,” I began.

Connor stopped
me. “Of course not. The fear is like…” He contemplated. “It’s like
if I really hated artichokes and couldn’t get along with anyone who
liked them. If I found your living room full of artichokes, it
would be a deal breaker.”

Connor was so
weird, but he could always make me smile. “My living room isn’t
full of artichokes.”

“But that’s
the fear, right? That your home will reveal something about you
that’ll put me off.”

“You’re very
astute, Connor.”

I liked
pronouncing those two modest syllables of his name.

He didn’t
reply because he was no good with compliments.

Anxiety
lessened, though not totally destroyed, I opened my home to
him.

“You have a
cat.”

“I do,” I
declared as Bijou began her cautious approach. It suddenly occurred
to me that a cat might be the deal-breaker. “You’re not allergic,
are you?”

“Nope.”

Oh, thank God!
“Hear that, Bijou? This one’s not allergic!”

“This one!”
Connor scoffed, holding my shoulder for support as he took off his
shoes.

“My ex was
allergic to her. I was vacuuming constantly.”

“In high
heels?” He gifted me with a coy smile, which I returned.

“Of
course.”

“What size are
your feet?” he asked as I slipped off my shoes.

“Extra small.
These are boys’ shoes, actually.”

With a beat of
affinity, Connor said, “Your feet are cross-dressers?”

“Yup!” I
couldn’t have been more proud.

“Well, if I
can do it, you can do it.”

When I gazed
up at him, our magnetic noses kissed. He smiled and my heart leapt
in my chest.

Connor swept
me into an embrace, biting my bottom lip. I sucked in his hot
breath as his tongue traced the outline of my mouth. He squeezed my
little body, pulling me close. I got so carried away by the passion
of his kissing I almost forgot we were still standing in my front
hall.

There was a
line from Being John Malkovich I’d always wanted to try out on
someone…

“Shall we to
the boudoir?”

In place of an
answer, he kissed me again.

Untucking his
turtleneck, I backed away inch by inch. Connor followed, attached
to my lips, until I’d led him to my bedroom with a trail of hungry
kisses.

I’d never seen
his naked body. The one time we’d fucked, it was a torrid,
spur-of-the-moment ordeal. I still only half knew what to
expect—the lower half, to be precise. I knew there’d be some girly
panties under those androgynous slacks. It was his upper torso that
had me concerned. I’d wrapped my arms around Connor enough times to
recognize that he had a bit of a belly. It was one thing to make
love with a curvy woman, but the image of tiny little Dotschy
fucking a big fat man was less than appealing.

But I’d fucked
him already! That was the kicker. Why was it so different because
he’d been dressed in a skirt last time? He was still the same sweet
and sensual Connor.

He broke from
the kiss and sat at the edge of my bed. Thank God only slivers of
light embraced the room. He couldn’t see the pile of dirty laundry
in the corner. He couldn’t see my ratty slippers not quite hidden
under the dresser.

I could see
him, though. Connor’s pale skin glowed midnight blue, his
expression utterly sympathetic. “Second thoughts?”

Climbing into
his lap like a child on Santa’s knee, I took hold of his hand. My
fingernails were cut to the quick, practical for hardworking hands.
Next to my rough, dirty nails, Connor’s gleamed. They were fairly
long, filed into sharp points and glossy with a clear coat of
polish.

Showing off
his mind-reading abilities, Connor asked, “Did you notice I did my
nails?”

“Yeah.” Even
in dim lighting, it was obvious. “It’s not fair; yours look so much
better than mine.”

“Why’s it
unfair? I care about my nails and you don’t.”

“That’s
true.”

“Mine tend to
split, so I picked up a polish with Teflon in it. This stuff is
unbelievable! Look how great they look.”

“Teflon.
Neat,” I said, honouring the fingernails.

I couldn’t
believe Connor’s sheer giddiness about a stupid beauty product, but
that beaming expression on his face did it for me. His smile was so
gorgeous my insides boiled over like a pot of sticky rice on the
hot stove.

“Maybe we can
cook breakfast on your nails instead of dirtying my frying pan,” I
kidded, running my tongue along those feminine fingertips.

“So you want
me to stay?”

I nodded,
kissing Connor’s cheeks, nose, lips. It was his eyes more than
anything that seduced me. My core shuddered at their sparkling
blueness. “When you look at me in a certain way, my temperature
rises. Suddenly, you’re the sexiest person on the planet.”

“When you get
hot, I get hot.”

I slipped out
of Connor’s lap to tear my top over my head. I wanted his eyes all
over my dark gypsy skin. I unlatched my bra, let it fall. My pants
came down too, and I pulled off my black socks. His eyes were
everywhere, taking in my moonlit flesh. When Connor reached for my
ass, I thought he might cast off my thong, but that wasn’t it at
all. No, no, no. He dug those piercing lacquered fingernails into
the willing flesh of my ass and I nearly jumped out of my skin. My
body heaved itself toward him of its own volition.

“How hot am I
now?” Connor asked.

“So fucking
hot!”

Those razor
nails traced a path up my ass, then dipped into the small of my
back. As they sliced upwards, slowly cutting like wheat-thrashers,
I pawed at Connor’s paunch. His skin was smooth. Smoother than
mine. He was soft, smelled soft, felt soft. I grabbed his belly
with blunt nails as he pulled me inside his well-protected sphere.
When his talons neared my shoulders, my body quaked with the
delicious pain.

“You really
like this, don’t you?” Connor asked, almost singing the
question.

There were no
words to describe how much I liked it, so I kissed him, melting and
melding into the tropics of his mouth. Across my shoulders and down
my arms, his nails tore my flesh to shreds. I’d never felt anything
like it. I’d never had a partner who pleasured me with pain.

That stinging
sensation gave me a wicked gratification. I kissed him harder. His
tongue mingled with mine, berating me as he scratched the back side
of my thighs.

“I knew I’d
find a BDSM-lover in little Dotschy,” Connor goaded, like he’d won
a prize. “There’s something dark hidden in you.”

“I know the S
and the M,” I admitted, “but I never figured out what the B and the
D stood for.”

Connor grinned
like I’d opened the season on Dotschy Bird. That deep chuckle in
the back of his throat let me know something very good or something
very bad was about to happen.

I was
right.

He slid off my
bed and got behind me in a flash. Before I knew what was going on,
my face met the bedspread. My feet were still planted firmly on the
floor.

“B is for
Bondage…” Connor began, crossing my hands behind my back.

My pussy
palpitated. Or maybe that was my heart.

I heard him
knock stuff over on my night table before wrapping something around
my wrists. What did I have on my night table that could possibly
tie me up?

“Is that
dental floss?” I asked.

Connor grabbed
me by the shoulders, piercing my flesh with those threatening
nails. As he dragged them slowly down my arms, my body screeched. I
pleaded, “Do my back!”

With an
exasperated sigh, he used his lilting woman’s voice to teach me a
lesson in technique. “Dotschy, you’d get a whole lot more out of
this whole experience if you kept quiet for five seconds.”

“Ah,” I
replied, dedicating myself to silence.

But my special
request was granted, and Connor tore into my back with sharp
fingernails.

Did he realize
my pussy clenched every time he pierced my flesh? I wanted to
scream, ‘God, that’s good!’ but instead I muffled a whimper.

Connor
responded with a throaty chuckle, like my pleasured pain amused
him. He dragged his nails over my wrists, across my ass and all the
way down to my feet. He paused momentarily to pierce my butt cheeks
with his teeth.

That’s right:
he bit me.

My insides
leapt and I struggled with the moans that so badly wanted to escape
my mouth. I had no idea how much I loved pain.

Again, there
was a clatter from the night table.

“The D,”
Connor said, his voice breathy and feminine. “…is for
Discipline.”

The triad of
syllables fell from perfect fifth, to minor third, to perfect
unison.


Discipline.

The word was
music.

And with music
came movement. Though anticipated, no amount of expectation could
have prepared me for the stinging swat that struck my ass. That was
one killer spanking!

But it wasn’t
a hand that fell against my flesh. I knew that sensation, and it
wasn’t quite this raw. I almost asked, but Connor had advised me to
keep quiet, so I did.

The unknown
implement struck me again on the other cheek. “Do you enjoy being
disciplined?” Connor asked.

Was I
permitted to respond?

Simply put:
“Yes.”

Connor dug his
nails into the scruff of my neck like a mother cat with her kitten.
He slapped my ass with that strange something. Hard. Wood?
Varnished, it seemed.

I whimpered as
he smacked me again. That’s what he wanted to hear, I assumed.
That’s what this kind of play was all about. Connor didn’t want me
shouting his name and praising the Lord, saying how good it felt to
be slapped on the ass. If I made any sound at all, it should be a
pleading whine.

But I wasn’t
going to beg for mercy, not just yet. Each resounding smack landed
just this side of bearable.

Connor leaned
close. His teeth pierced my arm.

Each strike
against my ass burned like a brand.

Something
pricked my thigh like fifty needles on the head of a pin, and
that’s when I knew what he’d been spanking me with. He dragged the
criss-crossed wires down my tender thigh, all the way down to my
knee. I was on tip-toes, pushing myself across the bed, trying to
flee the pain.

When he
started with the multitude of sharp prongs, my cheeks were already
on fire from the spankings. I released a blood-curdling shriek that
probably scared the neighbours.

“Stop! Connor,
stop!”

When the
torture didn’t come immediately to an end, my body reacted against
it. My foot lifted itself off the ground to kick Connor right in
his pillowy paunch. I heard him make a noise like, ‘ouf!’ as he
released my neck from his piercing grasp.

My body was
too exhausted to lift itself up, but I managed to turn my head
enough to meet his apologetic gaze.

“We should
have had a safe word,” he said.

“We did. It
was stop. When I say stop, I mean stop and I
mean now. Understood?”

He looked like
he was about to launch some longwinded justification. Instead, he
just replied, “Okay. Sorry. Did I hurt you?”

“No, but it
was getting to that point.”

“Am I still
allowed to sleep here tonight?”

“Of course,” I
assured him.

Connor grabbed
the cat’s nail clippers from my bedside table. He cut through the
dental floss binding my wrists. Poor choice for bondage gear. The
floss had sliced my skin. I hadn’t even noticed while it was
happening.

Free at last,
I opened the sheets and crawled into bed. My butt was so raw and
red I would have to sleep on my belly.

It was my turn
to play the psychic now. Gazing at my anxious lover standing like a
terra cotta warrior beside the bed, I said, “You’re feeling
self-conscious. You don’t want to take off your clothes in front of
me.”

“Next to you,
I’m a big fat man.”

My heart
pitter-pattered at Connor’s darling eccentricities. I’d been so
concerned about inviting him into my home, and he was the one
feeling exposed.

All my earlier
trepidations turned into blind adoration.

I told him,
“It’s all relative. You only feel big and fat because I’m short and
small. Anyway, I like your body. It’s cushiony.”

“Thanks,” he
said flatly.

“No, that’s a
good thing. It means I’ll be very comfortable when I sleep on you
tonight.”

Leaning across
the bed, Connor kissed the nape of my neck. He kissed the trail his
fingernails had dug out along my back. He kissed my throbbing ass
and my poor red thighs.

Strolling out
to the front hall, he turned off the light. As he stumbled back to
my bedroom in relative darkness, he took off his black cotton
turtleneck. I don’t know what I’d been so afraid of. In the
moonlight, his chest glowed blue and hairless. Connor was
curvaceous, just like a woman. He had a beautiful body.

His black
slacks fell to the floor and he climbed in beside me.

“You’re not
wearing any underwear today,” I commented, trying to keep my
expression flat.

“Why? Should I
be?”

“No. It’s
just…”

Last time we
got together, he’d been wearing frilly girl panties.

But no harm,
no underwear, no foul.

As promised, I
cuddled on top of his soft, feminine body. He hugged me carefully,
making sure not to compress my war wounds. I breathed in the
lingering floral scent of his deodorant.

Picking his
spanking instrument up off the night table, Connor asked, “What is
this thing, anyway?”

I cackled and
kissed Connor’s neck. “It’s Bijou’s brush.”

“It’s a what
brush?”

“Bijou. My
cat. Every morning she curls up beside me and I brush her before I
get out of bed. That’s her brush you were smacking me with.”

“Ouch,” Connor
said, gazing apprehensively at the wire bristles. “So, each morning
you wake up playing with your pussy?”

Rolling my
eyes, I said, “Yeah, but tomorrow you can take a turn if you
want.”

“I like the
sound of that,” he whispered, placing the cat brush on my night
table. “I’m much sweeter after a good night’s sleep.”

 



 


Crush

 


She comes home
to find him wearing her panties and snaps, “Get those off.”

“Why? I’m not
stretching them.”

“I don’t care.
Get your own underwear.”

“I have my own
underwear. I like yours better.”

She rolls her
eyes and crosses her arms, but she can’t help smirking. He looks
damn good wearing nothing but sheer red underpants. They cling nice
and tight to his otherwise naked body.

All she can
focus on is the rising swell of his erection.

The panties
are mesh and see-through from the right angle, like cling wrap
cradling his big cock and balls. He’s hard already. God, is he
hard! The bulbous head of his dick pulses like a heartbeat. She can
actually see that through the fabric.

One step
forward and she’s wet. The gusset of her panties—the ones she’s
wearing—is already slick with juice.

She walks
closer to him in her vicious spike heels. They click-clack across
the parquet, backing him into the bedroom. She doesn’t usually wear
shoes in the apartment. The people downstairs complain a lot. But
just for this, just for him, she keeps them on.

“Get down.”
She strips off her jacket, unbuttons her blouse. “Down, on the
floor. Go.”

He sits on his
ass, with his back against the bed.

“Spread your
legs,” she says, dropping her skirt. “Wider. Attaboy.”

Red panties
cradle his balls like ripe fruit. They looked good enough to
eat.

She licks her
lips. “I know what you want.”

“Do you?”

Pushing his
head against the side of the mattress, she straddles his face. “You
want to taste my pussy.”

“No,” he says,
innocently.

“Brat.”

“I will if I
have to,” he tells her. “But it’s not what I want.”

“Do you want
to torture yourself?” she asks, taunting him. “Is that what you
want?”

“No.”

He doesn’t
hesitate long before biting her cunt, right through the tight layer
of black lace. She hisses. It’s better than good. His nibbles send
shockwaves down her legs and up to the nipples hardening inside her
black bra. She likes to coordinate.

“I wish I
could fuck you with my clit,” she says.

He glances up
at her. “Fuck me where?”

“Your throat.
Your ass. If my clit grew big and hard, I’d slap it across your
bratty little face. I’d smack your cheeks. I’d spank your ass.”

A whining
noise emerges from his throat.

“You want a
nice little taste?”

When he nods,
she pushes down her panties and steps out of them. His nose
disappears beyond her thick black bush. When his tongue finds her
clit, it’s so hot she gasps. Hot, thick, and soft as velvet. She
breathes deeply, trying to hold herself together. His tongue is too
much. Much too much. She’ll come if he keeps at it.

She takes a
step back, and he looks at her pleadingly. “More?”

“Later.”

He grins,
opening his legs wide. She stands between them, watching his cock
throb. All she wants is to fall on the floor and let his dick
impale her face, but she knows what he wants, and his wants are her
most vital concern.

Setting her
foot in position, she lifts the toe of her shoe. The stiletto heel
slides closer to her panties—the ones he’s wearing—until he hisses
in anticipation.

He drives his
palms firmly into the floor, like he can feel the pressure
already.

It’s going to
be good. She’ll be firm with him. Unforgiving. She knows what he
likes.

“Crush,” he
says, drawing out the shhh sound.

She’s doing
his bidding. Might not look that way to an outsider, but she is.
This is what he wants. He needs to feel the base of her shoe
against his hot cock.

She nudges his
swollen tip with her patent-leather toe, and he hisses, knocking
his head against the side of the mattress. She sets her weight on
him, little by little, building pressure.

The expression
on his face would look like pain to anybody else. But she knows
what he likes. She strokes him with her shoe, up toward his
cockhead. Pressing her toe against his tip, she lifts her heel off
the ground.

“Does it
hurt?” she asks. She’s crushing his swollen head. Of course it
hurts.

He says,
“No.”

“Well, then.”
She sets her stiletto in the centre of his balls sac, lowering the
heel slowly, torturing him. “I guess I’ll have to do better.”

A sound
emerges from his throat, somewhere between a screech and a howl.
He’s a prey animal, caught in her clutches. She sinks her heel into
his balls.

Her weight
remains mostly on the other foot, the one on the parquet, but she’s
digging into him good and hard. Every time she shifts even
slightly, he whimpers, pressing his palms harder against the
floor.

“You’re never
going to come,” she tells him.

“No?”

She shakes her
head. “No.”

Not for a
while. Not for a good long while. She sinks her heel a little
deeper into the fleshy mass of his balls, and he squirms, whines.
The pain is so blatant she can taste it on her tongue.

Tongue…

She’d almost
forgotten…

“I’d like to
come now, I think.” Dislodging her heel from his crotch, she
straddles his body, pressing her pussy against to his mouth.
“You’re going to make me come.”

He looks up at
her in reverence. When he nods, his lips brush her clit. He opens
his mouth and she rides his face.

His tongue
strokes her. Liquid warmth. She melts all over his cheeks,
spreading juice down his chin.

She thinks
about his cock, about his huge, swollen balls. Why is it so
fulfilling to press a heel into the most sensitive part of his
body? Is it the rush she feels when she’s certain her stiletto is
about to puncture him? Or the thrill of knowing he would never ask
anyone else to provide this sort of pain?

He would never
trust anyone else to do what she does.

Cupping his
head with both hands, she thrusts her clit against his tongue.

She’s so
close.

He’s going to
make her come…

 



 


Bless Me
Father

 


Bless me
Father, for I have sinned. It has been six weeks since my last
confession.

I confess to
Almighty God, to Blessed Mary Ever-Virgin, to all the Saints, and
to you, my spiritual Father, that these are my sins.

Where to
begin? I know what I need to confess, it’s the how that’s
tripping me up. How to tell you, I mean. Because it all started
with you, Father Robert. See, when you first set foot in our
parish, I admit, I didn’t much care for your ways. After Father
Morelly’s traditional take, you were a tad too progressive for my
liking.

Of course I
didn’t tell you. What, do you think I wear my distaste on my
sleeve? You know me better than that, Father.

At first, I
confess, I barely listened to your sermons. The second you opened
your mouth, my mind shut right down. Whatever you had to say, I was
bound to disagree.

And then one
Sunday your sermon slapped me clear across the face. It was Lent
and your homily was about God’s patience, how God allows us time to
repent. If we don’t get it right the first time, God gives us room
to try again. It really spoke to me, after everything I’d just gone
through with my stubborn ox of a daughter. I was convinced you’d
written that sermon about my little ingrates.

Oh you did,
did you? I guess you really were listening to my problems. The
least I could do was start listening to your words in return.

Week in, week
out, your sermons touched my soul, Father Robert. That’s why I
joined your Bible study group. Your approach to learning the
scriptures swept me away. The clergy around here never offered me a
voice before. Do you know how freeing it was to finally have an
opportunity for debate, for argument even? I could actually voice
my opinion! After all these years! If I disagreed with anyone—with
you, even—I was free to say so. It was like the clouds cleared and
the sun shone warm upon my face.

That’s the
gift you gave me.

When I started
helping out at church functions, I confess, it was only to spend
more time at your side. It was all well and good to hear your
thoughts on sacred matters, but I needed more. I needed to learn
about you, Father. I needed to know which foods you liked,
even. That’s why I insisted on sitting next to you at the potlucks:
so I could watch you eat your peas first, then your mash, then your
cottage roll. Always in that order: veggies, then starches, then
meats. That’s how you eat your dinner.

Yes it is! No,
I’m not making this up. What, you didn’t realize? It’s just one of
your little quirks. I notice things like that.

And then at
dessert, you’ll always try a bite of everything—even Martha
Hillman’s awful date squares—just to be fair. It really is sweet of
you to spare the blue-hairs their feelings. I know you could devour
one of my blueberry cheesecakes whole if you didn’t have to fill up
on lesser sweets.

Blueberry is
your favourite, isn’t it?

You see! I
notice things. I even add a touch of lemon zest to the graham
cracker crust because I know you love your lemon zinger in the
morning.

How did I
know? You told me once. Don’t you remember? I said I couldn’t
function without my earl grey and you said you couldn’t rise and
shine without your lemon zinger. It barely passed for a joke, but I
laughed because you told it. Then your lips began to curl and you
laughed because I was laughing. We were both laughing for no real
reason, just for laughter’s sake I suppose.

I couldn’t get
over how your eyes sparkled.

And that’s
when you touched me.

Well, aren’t
we Mr Forgetful today? Yes, you touched me. We were heading out the
kitchen door with our tea mugs. As I walked by you, your hand ever
so gently guided me by the small of my back.

You may well
not remember, but I can’t forget. The heat from your body coursed
through my veins, hot as your lemon zinger. You’d never touched me
before then. You’ve never touched me since, come to think. But it
was sensational, Father. It was absolutely…well, sensational, as I
said.

That was the
moment—when you ever so softly touched the small of my back—that I
first realized…I realized… Oh, I hardly can confess it.

Yes, you’re
right, Father: that is why I’m here. No sense in coming to
confession if I’m not going to confess. Oh, listen to me rambling
on. Well, who wouldn’t? It’s not the easiest thing in the world to
say.

Just say
it?

Alright.

Father…

Oh, I can
hardly summon the words to speak. Alright. Deep breath, as they
say. Here it goes: Father Robert, I think I’m in love with you.

Father
Robert?

Is that really
what you think? Yes, you must be right. Of course it’s just
infatuation. You represent all things sacred, and I’m transferring
my thirst for spiritual knowledge into desire of the flesh. Desire
that could never, never be fulfilled. Yes, I’m well aware. You
don’t need to repeat yourself, Father. I know. It’s just…well, now
I can’t stop thinking about it. Didn’t you ever wonder why I
haven’t been around much lately?

Yes, I know. I
said I was taken ill. What was I supposed to tell you? ‘I can’t
make the potluck because just the sight of you turns my legs to
jelly? I can’t call the bingo because I’m afraid I might pull you
into the broom closet and deflower you?’

Even now,
Father, even now as we sit here separated only by this small piece
of cloth, your voice alone has my senses soaring.

Tell me how I
can live like this, Father, because as it stands I’m torn in two!
On the one side, there’s Frank and the kids, there’s my good and
righteous morals, which have served me well over the years. But on
the other side, there’s you! There’s this wild, passionate desire
you arouse in my flesh. There’s this craving I’ve never felt
before—not even for Frank—and you inspire it.

You tease it
along with every smile, every nod, every gaze in my direction.
Every time you look into my eyes and talk to me about love and
forgiveness, I know you understand me like no other man could.

Don’t tell me
you can’t feel the spark between us. It’s there. It’s tangible.

I don’t give
two good gosh-darns if you think this is inappropriate. This is my
confession, and this is what I have to confess: I lust after you,
Father. I can’t keep my desire in check. As soon as the light goes
out at night, Frank is you as far as I’m concerned. Your
every attribute is transposed onto my dozy husband. He becomes the
insightful, ever-pleasant man you are. And gorgeous, gorgeous,
gorgeous!

Oh, Father
Robert, you have no idea how desirable you are. You have no idea
how you get my blood racing.

Now every
night I put on some skimpy thing—silk or lace—and I crawl into bed
before Frank hits the hay. Lying there, I dream up some scenario,
some scheme that could bring you and I together.

It can be as
innocuous as having you over for a game of chess. The kids go out
with their friends. Frank goes out to one of his car shows. We’re
alone in the living room. Alone in the house. I can’t believe the
serendipity of it all. How could I pass up the opportunity to tell
you how I feel?

So I do. I
tell you I’ve fallen head over heels for you.

You go white
as a sheet, to start with. Battling your demons, I’d imagine. Then
the colour seeps back into your cheeks. Too much colour, though.
Your face turns beet red and I’m certain you’re about to explode
with anger.

But no, you
would never do that. It’s not in your nature.

You get up
from the far side of the sectional sofa. I’m still not sure what
will come next. As well as I know you, Father, I can’t read your
expression.

You come
close. Quite close.

With your body
so near, all I can smell is the clean man scent of your skin. After
all, you are a man. There’s no denying it. You may be my priest,
but you’re also a man.

I tell you I
haven’t wanted anyone this badly since Elvis, back in my school
days. You laugh and make some remark like, ‘I may not be the King,
but that’s no reason I can’t treat you like my Queen.’

Then you take
me in your arms and you dip me like a ballroom dancer.

Blood rushes
to my head. I’m lost and dizzied, swimming in the gravity of what
we’re about to do. You lean in. Your arms absorb me. You press your
hot body against mine.

Softly,
softly, slowly.

As you lay me
down on the sofa, I part your teeth with my tongue. I assail the
depths of your virgin mouth.

How is it
possible that I’ve never kissed like this before?

In all my
years with Frank, I’ve never been kissed like time was of the
essence. Like if it didn’t happen now, it never would.

I’m amazed
that a holy man knows just how tightly to squeeze my body.

Buttons fly
across the living room as you tear open my blouse. Your tongue is
on my nipples, hot and wet as I run my hands through your hair,
hoping you won’t have a pang of conscience and stop altogether. I
couldn’t bear it if you did. Not now that we’ve started. Not now
that your teeth are nipping wildly at my breasts, now that your
face is planted between them.

When you
plunge your hand into my slacks without even unzipping them, my
senses come alive. For a man who must never think on matters of the
flesh, you have no trouble finding every pleasure centre. Kneeling
on the floor beside the couch, you stroke me in that one perfect
place. You don’t know to start softly, but I don’t need a slow
start today. I’m hot and wet, rearing and ready to go as your hand
strikes roughly against my lower lips.

You rub and
rub and rub away, the friction of your fingers eased along by the
wetness soaking my panties. I unzip my slacks, scooching left and
right to get out of them.

Your mouth
falls away from my beyond-contented breasts. You turn your
attention to that warm and forbidden opening.

Today you have
a different calling. Human nature is calling, Father.

When you take
sight of that patch of curly hair, you snarl like a beast. Before I
know it, I’m forced back into the crook of the sectional and
there’s your noble face between my legs. Nuzzling my mound, you
growl at the sharp scent of a woman’s sex. More animal than man,
you attack every moist fold. How did you become such an expert at
something Frank hasn’t gotten the hang of in twenty-seven years of
marriage?

I toss my legs
over your shoulders and you devour me whole.

You drink my
body like a desert traveller gulping down clean, cool water.

I go mad under
the heavy heat of your tongue-lashings.

Pressing my
feet against your back, I push my mound into your face, forcing you
to lick harder, harder, harder still. When you growl against my
tender pink flesh like a lion tearing into a gazelle, I spin out of
control. The pleasure is too much to bear. I shriek and moan,
circling my hips in a windmill motion until your nose, your cheeks
and your chin are glistening with my juices. Pearls of delight fall
like raindrops on my stomach. My whole body convulses, and I throw
my arms around you, clinging for dear life.

It’s usually
at that point that Frank opens the bedroom door. He turns on the
light. I open the covers. He smiles, turns off the light and in
seconds he’s on top of me.

After all that
preparation in fantasy form, I can’t wait to tear him from his
clothes. Only, in my imagination, it’s your body communing with
mine. It’s you wrapping me in a tender embrace, you plunging into
me, you kissing my neck, you sharing in that moment of ecstasy when
two bodies are truly one.

You collapsing
in a heap on top of me.

You sleeping
at my side throughout the night.

In my heart of
hearts, I know we can never be together. You don’t have to repeat
it. I know. I know you don’t return the kind of emotion I feel for
you. You simply tolerate me as one of your flock.

No sense
arguing, Father. I do understand. I do. I love you, but you love
God alone. It’s your sworn duty to be faithful only to God. I
understand that. I only seek absolution for any spiritual harm I’ve
done my husband, imagining you in his place. And for my lustful
affront to God, in becoming infatuated by a messenger of His good
word.

I do
appreciate the time and the patience and the more than generous
understanding you’ve shown me. I only wish…well, it doesn’t much
matter what I wish, does it?

For all these
sins and for those I do not remember, I ask pardon of God with my
whole heart, and penance and absolution of you, my spiritual
Father.

 



 


Here Lies Rob
in his Dirty Clothes

 


Keltie stopped
short at the threshold.

The heavy
scent nearly knocked the camera out of her hand.

Had she
noticed it before she got up for a post-coital pee? No, the
man-smell hadn’t seemed so profuse when she’d first entered Rob’s
bedroom to photograph the appalling mess. She hadn’t even noticed
it when she’d stayed to get down and dirty on the dirty down.

Holding her
nose, Keltie stepped inside. “What is that smell?” she asked,
letting go of her nostrils only because she sounded like a whining
child. Bad enough she was nearly naked and he was nearly a
stranger.


Stranger.

She rolled the
word around like a marble on her tongue.

He was
certainly stranger than any other guy she’d been with. Not
that there’d been all that many.

Rob shrugged.
“I don’t smell anything.”

Well, then,
buddy boy needs his olfactory senses examined, because this place
is rank! Everyone who’d seen it advised her to get a few shots for
her current photography project: Sin of Sloth.

Rob was the
perfect subject.

Keltie snapped
another black and white still of him reclining on a pile of dirty
clothes. “God, it’s rank in here! Do you keep wet dogs in your
closet?”

“No, no dogs
in the closet.” Rob slid over to the mirrored door. Pushing it open
with one lazy finger, he said, “Just Bashir. He sublets from
me.”

A young man
wearing a sweater vest and a headlamp looked up from the chemistry
text propped against his knees. Offering a friendly wave, he said,
“How’s it going?”

“Very well,
thank you,” Keltie stammered, shooting a death glare in Rob’s
direction.

The boy in the
closet started to say something, but Keltie closed the door with a
bashful nod.

In a scathing
whisper, she asked Rob, “Was he in there the whole time we
were…?”

Rob shifted
back to his air mattress. She watched his reflection in the mirror
as he fell to the laundry pile they’d fucked on. “No biggie,” he
said.

Her eyes
widened and her lips pursed, but she wasn’t going to argue within
earshot of the boy behind the door.

Stomping to
the makeshift bed, she knelt beside Rob. “It’s a big deal to me. I
didn’t know he was there.”

Rob looked up
from the laundry pile. “So?”

“So?” Keltie
squealed. “So, I wouldn’t have done what I did if I knew.”

“What, you
didn’t have a good time?” he asked, tracing a finger down her naked
knee.

She couldn’t
suppress her smile. “You know I did. What a stupid question.”

All he did was
lie there, and she wanted him. She didn’t even know why. He wasn’t
the kind of guy who’d have turned her head on the subway. If
anything, she’d have moved to the other side of the car—his scent
was musky to say the least.

It was the
eyes. Had to be. He had the most penetrating blue eyes she’d ever
seen. They made him seem angelic, despite the ratty orange dreads
and the ripped T-shirt and jeans.

When she
leaned down to whisper in his ear, the scent of sex aroused her
senses. “I had the camera on automatic,” she confessed. “It was
taking snaps of us the whole time. Ask Bashir to leave and I’ll
show you.”

Turning his
head, Rob shouted, “Hey, Bashir, take a hike.”

The closet
door burst open and Bashir ploughed out like the hunchbacked
servant of a mad scientist. When he was gone and the door was
closed, Keltie shot Rob a reticent grin and plugged her digital SLR
into his television.

Sitting at the
foot of his bed, she started with the initial shots of his messy
room—the dishes piled up on his desk, the mail piled on the
clock-radio, the underwear hanging from the ceiling fan.

“You really
are an artist,” he said, poking her back with his toe.

“Jesus!” she
cried, turning to look at his feet. “When was the last time you cut
your toenails? That thing is bloody sharp!”

He
shrugged.

When Keltie
jumped to the next photo, her face felt instantly hot.

“What’s that?”
Rob asked.

He hadn’t done
anything to provoke her zeal. He’d just been lying there, watching
her watch him as she snapped photos. There was a smile on his
lips—that’s what had tipped her from casually interested to
immediately attracted. She’d noticed the stubble on his chin and
wondered if those little orange hairs felt prickly, or if they were
soft like her ex-boyfriend’s thick black muzzle.

“It’s your
cheek, I think.” It wasn’t in focus. She was too turned on to be
focused.

She went to
the next picture, and Rob laughed. “I know what that is.”

Before leaping
on top of Rob in his pile of dirty clothes, she’d set her camera on
the stack of books beside his desk. It was at just the right height
to catch a good shot of Keltie throwing herself at the dirty
stranger.

There she was
in black and white, kissing his lips as she rubbed herself against
his leg.

She smiled
when she looked at this picture. She seemed so unashamed.

His mouth
tasted like life. Life, and gummy worms. That’s what he’d been
eating when she’d first arrived.

“I’m too lazy
to cook,” he’d said. “And I enjoy gummy worms on an existential
level.”

She’d asked
why he enjoyed eating gummy worms on an existential level.

“Because one
day I’ll be worm food.” He stuck one in his mouth, and then pulled
it out slowly so the yellow and red candy gleamed translucent.
“Until then, they’re food for me.”

Grinning ear
to ear, he popped the wet worm in his mouth and chewed.

Even though
that seemed like a strange thing to say to someone he’d just met,
she appreciated the sentiment.

Keltie skipped
to the next, and knew he wouldn’t have the slightest clue what it
depicted. “That’s just fabric,” she told him. “It’s my dress. The
camera must have gone off as I stripped.”

She didn’t
have to turn to see his grin. All she had to do was flip to the
next picture.

His face was
lit up like a very horny Christmas tree as she hovered over him.
Her bare knees rested on either side of his inert body. She wore a
white satin slip with lace around the hem and the décolletage.

“Rob, do you
know what a décolletage is?” she asked.

His brow
furrowed as he mouthed the question, like he was posing it to
himself. “Some paper thing, right? Where you cut stuff out of
magazines?”

As she watched
him watching her frozen image on the TV screen, Keltie realized
there was no reason to correct him. It didn’t really matter.

She flipped to
the next image.

“Oh,” she
said, trying to think of some way to disguise her discomfort.
“That’s a penis.”

Rob laughed,
but quickly said, “Change it.”

Her thumb
hovered over the forward button on her camera as she stared at the
various shades of grey making up a girl in a white slip and a boy
with a hard dick.

She’d torn
into his pants almost right away after taking off her dress. Of
course, she’d waited a moment, expecting him to unbuckle his belt
himself. She’d never done that before. All the guys she’d been with
had undone their own belt buckles, flipped open the button, and
zipped down the fly. Rob had just looked at her with dumb
expectation.

Would she seem
like a total skank if she tore off his clothes? Yes, for Christ’s
sake! He was nearly a stranger. But she didn’t care what he thought
about her. Maybe, when she looked into his fool’s eyes, she’d seen
glimpses of a mind at rest.

He wouldn’t
think of her as a skank, a slut, or even a common whore, because he
wouldn’t think anything about her at all. He didn’t analyze things
the way she did—zealously, fanatically, tearing in to every word
spoken to find the hidden meanings. Rob wasn’t like her…and she
liked that about him.

He’d wriggled
enough that she could pull his jeans just past the bulge in his
underwear. She thanked god they were black—what colour would they
have been if they were white? But she pulled those down, too, until
his fat cock surged forward. She’d expected a long, skinny dick on
a tall, skinny guy, but Rob’s was thick and it curved a little near
the gleaming tip.

The camera
caught her staring.

“Next,” Rob
repeated.

Snapping into
present tense, Keltie flipped to a picture of her tits and laughed
out loud.

“When was
that?” he asked.

She knew
without reflection. It was right after she’d torn his shirt over
his head. “When I asked if you had condoms and you said you didn’t
know, so I said I had them in my purse and you made some comment
and I said, ‘Always be prepared.’”

Didn’t seem to
ring a bell for Rob. He shrugged.

“And I reached
for my purse,” she went on, “which is near where the camera was set
up. It must have taken a shot down my blouse.”

“Down your
décolletage,” he corrected.

Puzzling. She
almost turned to ask him why he’d played the linguistic dummy
before, but stopped before giving him the satisfaction. Maybe Rob
wasn’t so stupid after all.

On to the
next.

An open condom
packet sat in the foreground like sidewalk litter. In Rob’s
bedroom, garbage fit right in. In the middle ground, Keltie held
his erection upright. She could still feel his cock in her hand. It
had a surprisingly thick base. It was hot—not just warm, but hot
like dry sunlight. She’d gripped it, held the base with one hand
while working the shaft with the other, but not for long. The feel
of lubricated latex against her fingers wasn’t a huge turn-on.

Lubricated
latex against lubricated pussy was another story.

Next
picture.

Keltie didn’t
need to see a close-up of his cock in her cunt to recall the
sensation in her body. This photograph was not a close-up. Her body
cloaked in simple white satin lay across his, her legs splayed like
a leapfrog, and his between hers. He seemed to smile for the
camera—his head faced in that direction—except that his eyes were
closed.

She knew from
the moment she’d taken him inside her wet slit that he was near
ecstasy. She knew she didn’t have long to thrust her pelvis back
and forth, to grind her clit against his pubic hair, to derive
orgasmic sensation from the experience before he came. Because,
with lazy guys like Rob, ejaculation meant playtime was over.

The next photo
was relatively similar, except she now gripped his upper arms as
she fucked him. She’d stared down at his face like her gaze could
penetrate his big blue eyes. His smile was wonderment encapsulated
by tender pink lips, and the bigger he smiled, the harder she rode
his fat dick. It filled her up. God, that cock was everywhere! She
pressed her hips down, nearly flat against his, and wrapped her
feet around his calves while she rubbed her clit on his pelvis.

The pleasure
feelings shot straight through her. She rode him harder.

In the
following picture, Keltie’s back arched. Underneath her satin slip,
her erect nipples pointed up at the ceiling. Her eyes squinted
closed and her mouth hung open. As she gazed at her orgasm face
amplified on the television screen, a wave of bliss plunged her
body down deep into the chasms of restful joy.

For a moment,
she understood why Rob was disinclined to move much, or do much, or
say much. She felt pleasure from his perspective.

It was the
first time she’d ever come before the guy. She was exhausted from
thrusting, and her clit was starting to feel tender, so she did
what came naturally and laid her body down on top of his. He’d
wrapped his arms around her and set his chin on top of her head,
but he didn’t buck upwards. His cock rested inside her cunt,
completing the circle. If he wasn’t going to move, she would have
to. She milked his fat dick with her pussy muscles, tightening and
releasing sequentially, until his body shook beneath hers.

Above her
head, his throat made clicking sounds like he was choking on a
cherry pit. He hugged her tighter than she could stand.

The scents of
bodies and sex enveloped her as he squealed and gasped. If it
wasn’t for the sounds boys made, she’d never know when they’d
come.

He’d held her
for a long moment. Neither had moved. When he released her, she
looked up into his closed eyes and slumbering cheeks, and then
rolled off his body to find the bathroom. She’d taken her camera
along for the ride because, ultimately, they were strangers and it
was a valuable piece of equipment.

“When did you
take that?” Rob asked when she skipped to the picture of his fast
asleep form, shirtless, his spent cock hanging out of his pants,
still sheathed in a used condom.

“I got up to
pee,” she replied, turning to look at him. The condom was now lying
alongside used tissues on a CD case beside the makeshift bed. He’d
put his penis away, and she felt a sense of mourning around its
loss.

Rob stared at
himself on the TV screen. “I like it,” he said. “I look dead.”

“Le petit
mort,” Keltie laughed. She stared at the photo on her camera’s
small screen. “I think I’ll call this one Here Lies Rob in his
Dirty Clothes.”

There was a
knock at the door, and Bashir shone his headlamp on them. “Can I
come in now?”

Keltie turned
to look at Rob, and his expression of absolute insouciance aroused
the butterflies in her stomach. Grabbing one of the textbooks from
the open closet, she shoved it through the crack in the door. “Go
away for another twenty minutes, will you?” And she shut the boy
out before digging through her purse to see how many condoms were
left.


 


Dogging the
Law

 


Even in the
darkness, he could see her eyes bulging.

He tapped at
the window, gentle but firm.

Rolling it
down, she asked, “Is there a problem, officer?”

“I was about
to ask you the same thing. You haven’t broken down, I hope?”

“No, no.” She
shook her head. “The car’s working just fine, just fine and
dandy.”

When she said
nothing further, he remarked, “Well then, I must say, I’m wondering
what a nice lady like you’s doing out in a nasty park like this in
the middle of the night.”

“I… oh… I…”
She stared unapologetically at his badge, which gleamed in his
cruiser’s headlights.

“Ma’am, this
place is crawling with lowlifes who wouldn’t think twice before
stealing a nice lady’s innocence.”

“Oh.” Her
knuckles turned white as she gripped the steering wheel. “I’m
sorry, officer. I swear I didn’t know.”

Cocking his
head, he squinted at her. He wasn’t so sure she was telling the
truth. “Maybe you’re waiting for someone?”

“Waiting for
someone? Hahaha…” Her laughter sounded nervous and forced. She
gripped the wheel tighter. “No. Me? No, I’m not… hahaha… waiting
for someone…”

“Hmm.” He
pushed his top lip up with his bottom one, letting his thick
moustache scratch the bottom of his nose. “Only, some nice ladies
come down here to meet their secret lovers while their husbands
are, oh, say, putting in a little shift work up at the
factory.”

“Me? No.
Lover? No, not me. No.”

He hooked his
thumbs through his belt loops, rocking from his heels to the balls
of his feet. He always liked the way his holster thwacked his thigh
when he did that. The weight of his weapon aroused him far more
than it should, and he wondered if the woman in the car took
notice.

“I’m not
meeting anybody,” she said, and when her gaze drizzled down the
dark surface of his uniform, her cheeks blazed. “I promise. I
swear. I’m not lying to you, officer.”

“Well, there
are other reasons a woman might drive down here in the middle of
the night,” he replied. “But those women… well, they’re not nice
women like you.”

“That’s not a
very charitable thing to say.” She looked into his eyes through the
partially open window. “You’re talking about… are you talking
about…” She lowered her voice and whispered, “Ladies of the
night?”

The officer
tapped his nose with his index finger.

“Well, it’s
not very open-minded of you to say those women aren’t nice.”

“They sure
aren’t nice to me,” he said.

“That’s only
because you’re trying to arrest them.”

Hmm…
feisty.

“I’m sure some
have had a rough life. If not, they probably wouldn’t be out here
in a scuzzy park. They’d be selling their services in penthouse
apartments. Wouldn’t you say so, officer?”

Oooh, this
encounter was getting mighty interesting. “I’d say that if they
were truly nice women they wouldn’t be selling their services at
all. They’d be at home in bed… with their husbands.”

The driver’s
pink lips pursed until they turned as white as her knuckles. She
was obviously fuming, because her head shook so adamantly her
shoulder-length curls bobbed and bounced. In the harsh lights from
his cruiser’s headlamps it was difficult to tell if her hair was
sandy or blonde or even dotted with greys. She was certainly older
than most of the girls he picked up. In fact, she was more around
the age of the johns.

“So if you’re
not here to meet someone and you’re not selling any services,” the
officer went on, “maybe you’re down here selling something
else.”

Her eyebrows
shot halfway up her forehead. “Like what?”

“Well, what do
you think gets bought and sold in this park after dark?”

It must have
dawned on her what he was suggesting, because her expression
changed from irate back to doe-eyed in an instant. “Drugs? You’re
talking about drugs?”

“That’s
right,” he said, calm and confident. “Ma’am, have you come to this
park for the purpose of buying or selling drugs?”

“No!” she
squealed. “I’ve never done a drug in all my life! I wouldn’t even
know how!”

Considering
her gravely, he leaned his face right down into her window. After
he’d gotten her trembling in the driver’s seat, he offered an
appeasing, if somewhat smarmy, smile. “Yes, ma’am, I’d say you
looked straight as an arrow.”

“I can assure
you that I am.”

He lingered in
her window just a moment longer before standing upright. Placing a
fist on each hip, he jutted his chest out, hoping she’d admire his
physique. “So if you’re not here to meet someone and you’ve got
nothing to sell, the question remains: why have you come here at
all?”

Staring
straight ahead, she let both hands fall from the wheel. When they
rested dejectedly in her lap, she said, “Well, you were right about
one thing, I guess. My husband does work nights. He has for years.
It isn’t easy, being home alone. I miss him dearly.”

“That still
doesn’t explain what brought a nice woman like you to a dangerous
dive like this.”

Batting her
tear-laden eyelashes, she said, “The truth of the matter is that I
like to watch things happen.”

Looking over
his shoulders, the officer asked, “Watch what? I don’t see much of
anything going on.”

“I know, but
that’s just because you’re here. Usually, this lot is dotted with
cars all full of couples kissing… and more.”

“Why, goodness
me!” the officer exclaimed in a mocking tone.

“And not just
people in cars. There are lots of guys who meet in the woods. If I
use my binoculars, I can get a pretty good look at what’s going
on.”

Setting one
hand above her car window, he leaned forward, looming over the
woman. She looked smaller by the moment. “Now why would you want to
see a thing like that?”

“I don’t
know,” she admitted. “I guess I find it exciting. I’m not doing
anything wrong… not really… I just like to watch while…”

“While what?”
he asked.

Gazing beyond
his big body, she said, “I don’t want to talk about it too loudly.
Maybe you should get in the car so I can close the window. Then I
won’t be so worried about anyone overhearing.”

“Well now,
ma’am,” he said. “This is most unusual.”

“I know it is,
but I want to explain myself. I don’t want you thinking I’m a creep
or a pervert.”

“How could I
think a thing like that about a nice lady like you?” he replied, in
a tone somewhat more mocking than it needed to be.

Looking him
straight in the eye, she said, “Just get in the car.”

No need to
argue with a request like that. He walked calmly around the front
of her car, and by the time he’d arrived on the other side she’d
already popped the passenger door open.

Swiping her
binoculars off the seat, he eased himself into her spacious
vehicle. Ooh, that upholstery felt good. Much cushier than the
cruiser.

“So, you
wanted to know why I come here?” she asked, cranking the window
closed.

“I must say, I
am mighty curious.” He shifted in his seat, looking for the perfect
position of comfort. “A nice lady like you. Doesn’t make much
sense.”

“Even a nice
lady like me’s got some curiosities,” she replied.

He inched
closer to the driver’s seat. “Curiosities about what, now?”

She took the
binoculars from him and held them to her chest. “Curiosities about
what other people do when they get together. It’s not like I can go
around the neighbourhood peeking inside bedroom windows.”

“So you drive
down here in the middle of the night and peek inside car
windows?”

“I don’t
peek,” she said, in a rather haughty tone. “I stay inside my
vehicle at all times. I keep my doors locked, I’ll have you know.
But I do bring my binoculars, as you can see.” She set them on the
dashboard, and they slid down the slight incline toward the
windshield.

“Well, ma’am,
I supposed we all have our… curiosities…”

His erection
throbbed inside his dark uniform, drawing her eye downward. She
didn’t need binoculars to spot that stiffy, oh no. This lady liked
to look, and she did so unapologetically, staring at his bulge as
it twitched, as it punched away at his fly.

“Take it out,”
she said.

He looked at
her face, but she didn’t look at his. She kept her eyes on the
prize, even when he said, “Now, ma’am, that would be most
ungentlemanly of me.”

“Not if I’m
asking for it.” Her fingers found his thigh, walking toward the
thing she so obviously lusted after. “Please, officer. I’m begging
you. I want to see it.”

Glancing over
his shoulder, he looked into his cruiser’s headlights, which burned
his retinas. When he blinked, he saw the world in reverse. Black
became blazing white, white became a neon sort of black. For a
moment, he couldn’t tell up from down, and in that moment the nice
lady in the driver’s seat found his cock with the flat of her
hand.

“Why
ma’am…”

She rubbed up
and down his shaft, just the right combination of care and
commanding. What was all this? He was supposed to be the big strong
man, and here this nice lady’s showing him how it’s done? He almost
wanted to take over, show her who’s boss, but he couldn’t resist
her wonderful touch.

“What do you
think you’re doing, there, ma’am?”

“I’d have
thought it was pretty obvious.” She raised an eyebrow, and that was
all it took to get his fingers moving. He peeled open his belt and
pants for her as she told him, “I’ve seen some things out here…
Hole-e-e Moses, you’d blush just hearing about ‘em.”

“Oh yeah?” His
cock sprang out the V of his fly. “Like what?”

Grabbing his
hard-on by the root, she made a fist and squeezed most
satisfyingly. “Well, I’ve seen plenty of this.” She moved her hand
up and down his shaft in an expert motion, which told him she was
not afraid of a good cock. As she stroked, she said, “It ain’t easy
to fuck someone in a car.”

Her language
made him gasp, not because of the word itself, but because it came
from such a pretty mouth. “I can imagine.”

“Most folk
don’t even try, especially if they’re bigger. It was easier when
vehicles had them huge back seats, nice long flat surfaces. Then
you could really sprawl, you know? There was almost room for a
young man to get down on that floor while I leaned back against the
door and tossed one leg up on the back seat. You remember those
days?”

“Why yes, I
surely do,” he replied, though it was hard to speak with his
arousal nearly choking him. “My, you are good at that.”

“Why, thank
you!” She smiled sweetly, as though he’d complimented her peach
pie. “I recall this one time when I was nothing but a young slip
out with my boyfriend and, oh, he was a skinny boy back then—he’s
my husband now, but back then, why, we weren’t married—and I
wouldn’t let him go all the way with me, no matter how much I
wanted to.”

“You don’t
say….”

“I do indeed.
And he’d get down on them running boards and I’d hike up my skirt
and he’d plunge his face between my legs. There was that much space
in cars, back in those days! Everything’s different now, you see?”
Still stroking his cock with her mighty fist, she glanced into the
back seat. “You’d never fit a man down there, I tell you.”

“No, ma’am.”
He watched her left hand join the right one as she stroked his cock
double-fisted. That sight alone nearly set him off, but even if he
couldn’t see what she was doing, the sensation would have brought
him close.

“After a
while, I stopped wearing panties out on dates,” she said, nearly
causing an eruption. “Just too much trouble, fiddling with them,
getting them off in a car. No thank you. Anyway, I liked opening my
legs for that scrawny young boyfriend of mine and seeing the look
on his face when he saw how glossy my thighs were with juice. That
was just from us kissing. He got me so turned on like that.”

“Did he,
then?”

“Oh yes, he
certainly did.”

“And does he
now?”

Her hands
slowed around his erection, as though they were pondering along
with her mind. Moulding his firm flesh like clay, she said, “Things
are different now. Bound to be, after so many years together. Takes
a lot more than it used to, I’ll tell you that much.”

When she slid
both hands up his shaft and closed them tight around his wet tip,
by golly, he just about lost it!

“Sorry,” she
said. “Too much?”

“No, no. Keep
on going.” He brushed a bead of sweat from his temple with the back
of his hand. “Who’d’a thought it? A nice lady like you…”

“A nice lady
like me’s got a nasty lot on her mind.” Her hands moved faster, up
and down his shaft. “Nice lady like me loves to watch men unbutton
blouses and slip their fingers inside. Even better if a girl gets
so turned on she tears that blouse wide open and pulls her perky
young tits out for all the world to see.”

“All the world
that’s watching through binoculars.”

“Still,” she
went on, “if they’re doing the nasty in their cars in a public
park, I mean, they know they might get caught.”

“Maybe they
have no place else to go,” he reasoned, though reason was never his
forte when he was so thoroughly aroused.

“Maybe they
want to get caught.” She rubbed harder, one fist around the root of
his cock, the other around its red-hot mushroom head. “Maybe they
find it exhilarating, the idea that someone could be watching,
someone could be taking enjoyment from the sight of fingering a
lady, or sucking another man’s dick, or hiring someone to choke ‘em
while they come. I’ve seen all sorts, out here. I’ve seen all…”

Rap-rap-rap on
the window, and timing couldn’t be worse. Just as the glare of a
flashlight shot through the glass, he exploded like a geyser,
filling the nice lady’s cupped hand with hot cream. And, because
one explosion was never enough, he came again and again, until the
cream leaked from between her fingers. She’d gotten him so hard it
hurt, and the eruption came as a major relief.

All the same,
he stole his waning erection away and shoved it discretely inside
his pants, zipping and buckling and panting and sweating while the
woman poured his cum into a tissue from the glove box.

Unrolling his
window, the officer asked, “What seems to be the problem? I’m busy
obtaining critical intel from this nice informant, here.”

“Sorry for the
interruption, but a call came in. Looks like we’d better
skedaddle.”

Turning to the
woman in the driver’s seat, the officer said, “I supposed you’ll
have to finish telling me what you’ve seen around these parts
another time.”

“You know
where to find me,” she said, cleaning cum from between her
fingers.

When they got
back to the cruiser, the deputy asked, “How’s the missus, sir?”

“Fine and
dandy,” the officer replied. “Or I should say fine and randy? That
lady’s got some mind for creative lovemaking, I tell you what!”

“I’ll say,”
the deputy shot back. “Not that I was watching or nothing, sir. I
wouldn’t go spying on you.”

“I wouldn’t
pay no mind even if you were, young gun—and the missus would love
it.”

The deputy
offered a faint smirk. “I’ll bear that in mind, sir.”
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Two Erotic BDSM Novels Featuring Women Who
Dominate

By Giselle
Renarde

 


Ripe cheeks. A firm
hand. When control edges toward obsession, will Gabrielle and
Summer seek rescue or surrender to unfathomable forms of
discipline?

 


In Nanny
State, Summer expects her new landlady to treat her like an adult.
Fat chance! Victoria exerts control over every aspect of Summer’s
life. Landlady soon becomes Nanny, coaxing Summer into the big bed
for suckling, discipline and, yes, even diapers. But when Summer
wants to include a girl her own age in their play, will Nanny
punish wayward Summer or accept another charge into their uncommon
household?

 


In Seven Kisses,
Gabrielle’s life changes drastically the day she stumbles upon a
creepy Victorian hospital. When she finds out Loindici Manor is
actually a rehab clinic, she figures the place must be packed with
celebrities. Wouldn’t it be cool to spend a week spying on rock
stars? Gabrielle has no clue what she’s getting herself into when
she submits to the care of sadistic Madame de Villeneuve. Horrors
quickly compound as her cruel psychoanalyst subjects her to
reprehensible treatments, including therapy by beast. Little does
Madame know that the young beauty’s beast might just be her ticket
out of sinister Loindici Manor.

 


Two erotic
novels by award-winning queer Canadian author Giselle Renarde.

 


Find Femdom
Lesbians at your favourite ebook retailer!
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