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Grinding the Barleycorn


It was a glorious late spring
afternoon and the sun was high in the deep blue sky, beaming down
from over head. The only shade came from a few trees dotted along
the edge of the sidewalk, which swayed ever so gently in the mellow
breeze. A constant murmur of cars rolling by and the dull patter of
footsteps on the pavement lingered on the warm air – the soundtrack
of a bustling city on the go. I weaved amongst the other
pedestrians, carting an increasingly bulky assortment of large
cardboard bags with me as I called upon the city’s many designer
boutiques. As the doting wife of a wealthy investment banker, I was
fortunate enough to enjoy a level of luxury that most people could
only ever dream about. As such, I spent most of my time shopping
and indulging in all manner of exuberant leisure pursuits. That
very morning, I’d taken a long, relaxing spa treatment, pampering
myself with a massage and a steam bath. The lowlight of my day was
enduring the chaffing of my diamond encrusted, white leather heeled
sandals on my ankle. At one point, I’d tried taking them off and
walking barefoot, but the solid stone slabs beneath my feet had
been baking in the sun for hours and were a little too toasty for
my liking. It was like walking on smouldering hot coals and I could
barely manage more than a few steps before having to slip them back
on.

There was only one stop left on my travels, the prestigious
and exorbitantly expensive Grâce. It was a large
building with anachronistic glass frontage set into the existing
stone arches – an elegant combination of the old and the new. The
sentiment echoed through the store’s numerous floors with its
modern, yet classical decor. The place was rather like a department
store, only much more refined and with a very select clientele.
There were no youths playing on the escalators or graffiti laden
elevators. The divine melodies of Chopin and Debussy emanated
faintly around the interior, lending the store a serene, heavenly
atmosphere. The ground floor was sparsely populated with a handful
of well-to-do customers, though I guessed the store needed only to
sell one item to cover the next month’s building rent. Originally,
I had only intended to browse for some saucy lingerie to thrill my
husband with later that evening, but upon waltzing through the
doors and stepping onto the shimmering marble floor, my eyes
immediately fell on the array of ludicrously expensive shoes on
offer. I’d never had much self control and couldn’t bear to pass
them by without at least giving them a quick look. So, I strolled
over and parked my bags next to a fitting chair as I perused the
glittering collage of gold and jewel encrusted leather lining the
glass shelves. My eyes soon glazed over as I stared at them, almost
hypnotised by their chic beauty.

“Can I
help you?” came a fragrant French accent from over my left
shoulder. I turned and saw the sales assistant hovering nearby. She
was an older woman - certainly a decade older than me, maybe even
two – and yet, despite her relatively advanced years, she possessed
an exquisite, slender figure and perfect satin skin. Her dark pixie
cut hair left her beautiful neck completely exposed, and for some
reason, I had the strangest compulsion to kiss it. It was a
fleeting thought that vanished from my mind as I glanced into her
dazzling blue irises. Only the hint of crow’s feet beside her eyes
and the slight wrinkle of her cheeks as she smiled gave away her
true age. I was instantly jealous, though I had little reason to
be. After all, at the ripe young age of 22, my own assets were even
rounder and tighter than hers. A stream of strawberry-laced golden
hair flowed over the back of my shoulders, partly concealing my
gorgeous sleeveless hi-lo top.

“Oh, I’m
just looking really...” I replied, fighting off the urge to pull
out my credit card for the fifth time that day. Unperturbed, she
approached and stood next to me, gazing up at the various shoes,
almost like we were in an art gallery. Usually, I hated that kind
of pushy sales tactics, but for some reason I didn’t mind her being
there. I couldn’t quite explain it, but her manner was much more
natural and less annoying than some. Then, I caught the scent of
her perfume and simply had to find out the name.

“What is
that?” I asked, raising my nose to savour the sweet aroma on the
air between us. “Is it Chanel?”

“It’s called Déesse, by Chevalier.” she explained. “It’s
exclusive to Grâce.”


“Déesse?” I had to ask, enthralled by the way her tongue
danced around the word. “What does it mean?”


“Goddess.” she answered. “Do you like it?”

“Yes.” I
nodded, enjoying the note of jasmine lingering at the back of my
nose. “It’s... quite intoxicating.”

“It’s
really quite sublime.” she added. Her eyes drifted south to the
modest curves of my bust before pulling them back up to meet my
gaze. I wondered if we were still talking about the perfume, or if
her mind had wandered to something else. The way she looked at me
was no different to the way I stared at the selection of shoes on
the shelves before me. There was a hunger in her eyes that left me
feeling almost like her prey, and even more surprisingly, I kind of
liked it.

“So,
would you like to try something on?” she asked, nodding directly at
the diamond studded stilettos I’d been gawping at before she came
over.

“I
really shouldn’t...” I sighed.

“Go on.”
she winked. “Indulge yourself.”

“Well, I
guess it wouldn’t hurt to try on one pair...” I relented with a
giddy smile.

“Please,
take a seat.” she offered, waving down towards the comfy padded
fitting chair next to which I’d placed my bags. I perched myself on
the edge of the cushion and watched as she carefully collected the
pair of shoes from their dainty little crystal holder on the shelf.
My eyes fell over her back, momentarily fixing on the faint imprint
of her panties protruding through her smart trousers. The fabric
hung loosely from her legs, but clung to her ass just tightly
enough to highlight the tantalising curves of her cheeks. I averted
my eyes just as the turned to face me, holding the shoes in her
fingers ready to assist me. I reached down to remove my sandals,
but she insisted on doing everything herself.

“Allow
me.” she said, kneeling before me and placing the stilettos on the
floor beside her. She delicately wrapped her fingers around the
back of my left ankle and lifted it off the floor, taking the heel
of my sandal in her other hand to slip it off my foot. The way she
cradled my ankle was so soft and tender, and yet, the pressure of
her fingers was clearly noticeable and left me with curious sense
of excitement that tingled up the back of my leg. I tried to
suppress it, but as she gripped my heel and gently eased my foot
into the dazzling stiletto, I couldn’t deny that her sensual touch
was turning me on. She moved onto the other foot and repeated the
process, only this time, I felt her fingers beginning to squeeze
the muscle just above my right ankle. At first, I thought I was
just imagining it, that I was allowing my strange new emotions to
get the better of me. I didn’t know what to make of it. It felt
like she was inside me, and yet, all she was doing was gliding a
shoe on over my foot. I gazed down at her to try to register some
change in her expression, but my eyes were immediately drawn to the
flapping collar of her blouse. The top few buttons were undone and
flickered beneath the icy chill of the air conditioning vent above
us. Although I’d briefly noticed her round breasts compressed
beneath the white fabric already, with her kneeling before me, I
was treated to an especially revealing glimpse of her cleavage. I
stared down into the deep crevice of her breasts, nearly salivating
at the prospect of touching them. I wondered if she had opened an
extra button when her back was turned to me, as I was sure I would
have noticed before that point. Either way, the sight of her
exposed flesh was even more arousing than the seductive touch of
her fingers around my ankles. I tried to ignore it but the scent of
her perfume hung on the air, constantly drawing my attention to her
mature, slender curves.

“Oh!” I
said, raising my feet into the air one at a time to gaze upon the
shoes’ immaculate design. “They’re so beautiful!”

“Please,
try them out...” she insisted, waving at the open space in front of
the shelves. For a moment, my mind was distracted by the sparkling
allure of the shoes and my heart fluttered as I rose to my feet and
took a few cautious steps away. Then, as I turned back to face her,
I saw her eyes suddenly rising up to my face and realised that she
had been staring at the billowy ripples of my skirt lapping at the
back of my thighs. The idea that she had been ogling my body was
perversely appealing, though I couldn’t bear to admit it. It was an
odd juxtaposition, wherein I felt both concerned and incredibly
turned on by it at the same time. I walked back over and sat down
on the seat, raising my feet up so she could remove the stilettos.
As she took the left one in her hand and started to slip it off my
foot, a wicked thought sparked in my mind and ignited my curiosity.
It was almost too scary to contemplate, but I couldn’t resist at
least trying it. She placed the first shoe on the floor and moved
on to the second. Just as her fingers clutched at the white
leather, I allowed my thighs to drift apart slightly, spreading
them just enough to reveal a little more than might have been
considered appropriate. I wanted to see how she would react and my
fingers began to tremble anxiously in anticipation. With my skirt
draped over my lap, there was plenty of space for her to spy a
quick glimpse of my pretty pink thong between my thighs. Sure
enough, as she gently prised the shoe away from my foot, her eyes
flashed up along the inside of my thigh and glanced at my knickers,
if only for the length of a single heart beat. My suspicions were
correct; she was obviously into me. Even more alarmingly, I was
finding myself less and less averse to her fleeting
affections.

“I
suppose I could treat myself...” I grinned, rolling my eyes with
feigned duress as if I had no choice but to buy them.


“Merveilleux!” she beamed, bouncing to her feet to package
the shoes in one of the store’s decadent gold-trim boxes. Her
youthful glee was infectious and only added to her sex appeal. I
slipped my sandals back on and followed her over to the cash
register, only then remembering the real reason for entering the
store.

“Which
floor is the lingerie on?” I asked. Her eyes flared with enthusiasm
as a wide crescent smile stretched across her lips.

“I’ll
show you.” she replied, snapping her fingers at another sales clerk
standing across the way. “Brigitte, take over for me. Oh, and look
after this young lady’s bags.”

The
other woman kindly took her place and collected my belongings from
beside the fitting chair, stashing them behind the secure sales
desk. Just moments later, I was trailing behind the beautiful older
French woman as she led me toward the elevator at the back of the
store. My eyes naturally fell to the subtle curvature of her hips
shimmying softly with each step she took. The compulsion to stare
at her ass was too enticing to resist and it was only as she
pressed the button to call the elevator that I finally looked up.
We stepped inside and the doors whirred to a close, temporarily
sealing us inside. The electronic counter began to increase as we
ascended to the top floor, and all I could think about was how
wonderful it would be if the elevator broke down and trapped us
both inside. I began to fantasise about it, picturing us having to
remove our clothes as the humidity of our combined breath began to
overwhelm the cramped confines of the lift. My whole body juddered
with nervous excitement and by the time the doors had opened, I
could feel a persistent throbbing between my thighs. A sea of silk,
cotton, and lace sprawled out before us, with all manner of bras
and knickers hanging from rails and hooks on the walls. She guided
me through toward the far corner, where an especially saucy
selection sat waiting for my arrival. The only other person on the
floor was an equally pretty shop assistant, who was busy ticking
off boxes on a clipboard over at the sales desk.

“Are you
looking for anything in particular?” she asked. “A corset, perhaps?
Or maybe something a little more revealing?”

“Yes.” I
replied, hoping that she would lavish me with more attention.
“Something that shows off my body. Something heart
stopping!”

“Hmm,
let me see...” she said, trailing the tips of her fingers over a
few items. She paused over a lacy black bustier and retrieved it
from the rail, holding it up in the air and glancing past it as she
imagined how it would suit my slim, young frame. The idea that she
was picturing me wearing it set my pulse racing and caused my legs
to wobble slightly beneath me. She draped it over her forearm and
continued on, picking out a few more items and holding them up in
front of me. I simply watched on, allowing her to choose whatever
she thought would suit me best. In fact, all I wanted to do was
model them all for her so she wouldn’t have to imagine
it.

“Oh, now
what about this?” she asked, raising up a sheer peach chemise with
a frilly trim at the bottom. “You would look so delicious in
this!”

“May I
try it on?” I asked through my wavering breath. My heart began to
thump against the inside of my chest, leaving my arms and legs
trembling even more fiercely.

“You
must!” she smiled, immediately guiding me over toward an archway in
the wall a little further away. I followed eagerly behind, stepping
through to find a narrow passageway with three open doorways. Each
one was a separate changing facility with a completely discreet
lockable wooden door to ensure the customer’s absolute privacy. She
led me into the farthest one and hung the selection of lingerie
from a series of hooks on the wall.

“I’ll be
just outside if you need me.” she smiled, gracefully stepping out
and closing the door behind her. The room was quite a bit larger
than most changing rooms, with a chair in the corner – most likely
placed there to placate any bored husbands who had been dragged
there. A huge mirror stretched from the ceiling to the floor,
covering the entire left wall and making the room seem twice as
large in the process. I began to undress, imagining that my
reflection was actually the assistant waiting outside. I fantasised
about her watching me taking off my clothes, feeling my heart
pounding harder and faster with every item I shed. I draped my top
over the back of the chair and placed my skirt on top, leaving me
standing in only my skimpy matching pink bra and thong. It was only
then that I realised I’d failed to lock the door, though
subconsciously, I probably wanted her to “accidentally” burst in
and see my naked body. I looked at the chemise and considered
whether to put it on over my underwear, or to strip what remained
of my clothes and show it off to her with all of my assets on show.
It seemed unimaginably sordid, but it turned me on so much, I could
feel my pussy growing wetter by the second. The way she had been
flirting with me had left little doubt in my mind that the
attraction was mutual.

I moved
my fingers down beneath the pink triangle covering my silky smooth
pussy and circled them around my clitoris, rapidly eliminating any
semblance of hesitation in my mind. The little pink bean became
firmer beneath my fingers and throbbed intensely with every light
touch, eliciting a soft sigh that rolled over my tongue. I gripped
the sides of my thong and peeled it down over my thighs, kicking it
aside as I released the clasp of my bra. Then, I removed the hanger
from the chemise and slipped myself into it, allowing the
translucent peach chiffon to hang loosely from my shoulders. The
dark rings of my nipples protruded through the fabric as it clung a
little more tightly around the firm, juicy mounds of my breasts. It
reached down to an inch or two below my ass with its lacy trim
lapping at my thighs, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. My
entire naked form was visible through the material and its mixture
of pink and orange shades blended perfectly with my lightly tanned
skin. I felt slightly faint and my legs turned to jelly beneath me,
threatening to topple me to the floor at any moment. Still, I
yearned for her to see me in it and with a deep, calming breath, I
reached out and turned the door handle. It drifted open, unveiling
my near-naked body to her.

“Oh my!”
she whispered, unable to summon any other words. A glimmer of
excitement flickered in her eyes like a dancing flame as I stepped
back, allowing her to enter. Her smile widened to a cheeky grin as
she walked inside, barely able to tear her eyes away from my
breasts. I could tell that she wanted me, and I wanted her just as
much. She closed the door behind her, only this time, she slid the
brass bolt across, locking us inside with no chance of being
disturbed.

“What do
you think?” I smiled, displaying myself to her. “Do I look
delicious?”

She
stepped closer, no longer feeling restrained by the shackles. She
knew precisely what I wanted and stood directly in front of me,
gazing longingly into my eyes.


“Positively mouth-watering...” she replied in a hushed,
sensual tone.

“Would
you like a taste?” I asked with a wry smirk, reaching out to place
my hands on her hips to draw her even closer. She leaned in,
squashing her breasts against mine as our lips met in a slow,
playful embrace just above them. We kissed each other, stroking our
lips together before introducing our tongues and thrashing them
between our gaping mouths. Our lips smacked together repeatedly,
stretching needles of our combined saliva between us as we briefly
pulled away and moved in for another steamy clinch. It was one of
the most profoundly erotic moments of my life and I hadn’t felt so
aroused in years. She held me in her arms, enclosing her hands
around my back with one pressed between my shoulder blades as the
other crept south to my ass. I did the same, fondling her body
through the fabric of her tight blouse and trailing the tips of my
fingers over the ridges of her panties poking through her trousers.
The simple act of touching her and feeling the warmth of her body
radiating into my skin felt like I’d been blind up to that point
and had finally been granted my eyesight. It was exhilarating and
the hairs on the back of my neck remained on end as wave after wave
of goose pimples soared across my flesh. She pulled herself away,
leaving me kissing the air with my eyes blissfully closed as she
leaned down and kissed the side of my neck.

“Fuck!”
I gasped under my breath, hardly able to breathe as she slowly
kissed her way down to my chest. I was certain she could feel my
heart rumbling through her lips as she pressed them to my skin,
leaving a trail of faintly moist prints as she went. She crouched
before me, bringing her hands around to cup my breasts through the
thin chiffon fabric. My cleavage bulged as she squeezed them,
almost causing my nipples to peek out above the fabric. I swept the
strap from my left shoulder, allowing the cup to fall slightly and
reveal my naked bosom in all its glory. She clasped my left breast
in her fingers again, causing it to distend enough to wrap her
mouth around my teat. I let out a gentle moan and cradled the back
of her head in my hand as she sucked on it, shivering in ecstasy
with every sublime lash of her tongue. She continued on, kissing
the front of the chemise every few inches over my stomach until she
was kneeling in front of me. I parted my legs as she lifted the
bottom of my negligee up, leaning in once more to stroke the tip of
her tongue over my exposed clitoris.

My
entire body trembled as she flicked it left and right, smothering
the fleshy hood with a coating of her warm, sticky saliva. I thrust
my hips forward to meet the pressure of her tongue, still holding
the back of her head to stop her from moving away. It was like I’d
discovered some addictive new drug and even though it wasn’t the
first time I’d felt a tongue wrapping around my clitoris, I’d never
felt it like that. She knew exactly what to do and kept me in a
constant jittery state as she expertly worked her tongue around my
clit. She ran her fingers up the back of my thighs and clutched my
ass cheeks, holding me steady just as I was doing with her head.
The bottom of the chemise bobbed up and down as her head rocked
gently between my parted thighs, moving more and more frenetically
as the pace of her tongue intensified. A stream of whispered curse
words poured from my gaping lips as I shuddered and groaned above
her, responding to every heavenly flick of her tongue. I could
barely control myself and could feel the immense swell of an orgasm
beginning to bubble up from deep within. I began to feel faint and
closed my eyes, trying desperately to control my frantic breath.
The pressure was becoming too intense to bear and even as I
clutched my exposed breast in my fingers and pinched my nipples,
not even the sudden twinge of pain could measure the overwhelming
throb of my burning loins. She pushed me to the very edge of a
climax and suddenly pulled away, leaving me gasping for air and
thrusting gently into the air to locate her tongue.


“Come...” she said, taking my hand to guide me down onto the
floor. I climbed down onto my knees to join her, twitching
uncontrollably with an abundance of frustrated sexual energy. She
held my hands up to the open part of her blouse, compelling me to
undress her. I began to unbutton her top, causing her breasts to
burst free of the tight fabric as the sides parted around them. Her
cleavage jiggled behind the cups of her bra as I peeled her blouse
from her shoulders, further amplifying my burning libido. I wanted
to just jump on her right there and then, and couldn’t wait to
strip her completely naked. The warmth of our breath combined
between us as I reached around and released the hook of her bra,
making the air feel as humid as the scorching heat outside. Not
even the icy chill of the air conditioning could cool the sticky
heat in that changing room. As the cups of her bra fell away, I
noticed a sweaty sheen on her naked flesh that highlighted the
wondrous curves of her breasts. They were so firm and round, almost
as perfect as my own, despite her age. Her nipples were dark red
and protruded prominently, urging me to lean in and suck on them
just as she had done to mine. I gripped the bottom of the chemise
and lifted it up over my head, tossing it aside with little care
for how much it cost. She lay back on the floor and dragged me with
her, giving me no choice but to lie atop her chest with our naked
breasts pressed against each other.

We
kissed again, this time sucking on each other’s tongues repeatedly
as her fingers roamed around my back, toying with the ridges of my
spine and gently clawing at my ass cheeks. I was totally naked, but
she was still wearing her trousers. So, I prised my lips away from
her mouth and began to kiss my way down over her chest, kissing her
soft, mature skin until I reached her breasts. I took them in each
of my hands, shivering with nervous delight and anticipation as I
wrapped my lips around her nipples and sucked on them. She quivered
as the slightly coarse texture of my taste buds lashed around them,
smothering them in a coating of my saliva that dripped down over
the sides of her heaving breasts like streams trickling down the
sides of mountains. I couldn’t believe just how much it turned me
on to have her engorged teats in my mouth and the way she moaned as
I caressed them with my tongue only made me hornier. I kissed
beneath her breasts and began to move down over her stomach,
enjoying the scent of her perfume wafting up my nostrils as I
pressed my lips to her naked flesh. It felt so warm and tender to
the touch, and so much more satisfying to kiss than my husband’s
body. As I reached the waistband of her trousers, my fingers were
visibly shaking, almost too vividly to grip the top button. I
popped it open and whirred the zip down, splitting the sides apart
to reveal her saucy black French panties.

She
lifted her ass up off the floor, allowing me to peel her trousers
down over her slender, wriggling thighs. I unravelled them from her
ankles and removed her shoes, leaving her lying back on the floor
with only her panties to conceal her modesty. The faint shadow of
her slim strip of pubic hair was visible through the black lace and
squashed slightly beneath my lips as I kissed the front of her
panties. I glanced up over the heaving horizon of her breasts and
saw the look of desire in her eyes. I gripped the sides of the lacy
fabric and slipped them down, revealing the dripping wet slit of
her pussy. Her pretty pink vulva opened up like a blossoming orchid
as she parted her thighs for me, glistening beneath the changing
room’s bright lights. I knelt between her legs and leaned in with
my tongue extended toward her clitoris, which was peeking out from
beneath its fleshy hood. A long, guttural moan erupted from her
mouth as I clamped my lips around it and began to lash it with my
tongue, flicking the throbbing little nub in every direction while
she writhed and panted in ecstasy. She thrust her hips up against
my tongue to add even more pressure, so I sucked and licked even
more firmly on it. I’d never so much as looked at another woman’s
engorged pussy before, and there I was eating hers as if I’d been a
lesbian all my life. It was indescribably arousing and I couldn’t
help but lower my left hand down between my own thighs to touch
myself as I pleasured her.

I raised
my right hand up and ran the tip of my middle finger between her
labia, splitting them apart to slide it inside her. She groaned
even louder and began to thrash before me as I curled the finger
back and tugged it against her g-spot. I could feel her muscles
contracting around it as I fingered her and quickly added a second
to drive her even wilder. She clawed at the carpet beside her and
bent her knees in the air, pressing her feet flat against the floor
to thrust her clitoris against my tongue. I continued to suck on
it, sending a stream of saliva dripping down onto my fingers as I
penetrated her harder and faster. Her warm, sticky nectar seeped
onto my tongue as I lapped at her clit, licking up every drop of
her juices as I inched her closer and closer to an orgasm. Then,
just as her panting reached a breathless croak, I slipped my
fingers out and pulled myself away, leaving her thrusting against
the humid air just as she had done to me. She laughed and collapsed
on the carpet, holding her arms out to take me. I lay on top of
her, straddling her left thigh with my own one pressed firmly
against her clitoris. We began to writhe together as we kissed,
once again sharing each other’s saliva as our tongues slithered and
battled between our mouths. It was so passionate and erotic, I
could feel both of our heart beats harmonising between us like a
drum march.

She
rolled me over onto my back and kissed all around my neck, pouring
her sweet, hot breath all over my skin. I thought she might go down
on me again, but she had something far more exciting in mind. She
lifted my right leg up into the air and rested it over her shoulder
while she angled herself and straddled my exposed crotch. Her pussy
pressed down against mine, smearing the excesses of her juices and
my saliva all over my outer labia. Strands of sticky moisture
stretched out between our engorged labia as our pussies momentarily
drifted apart, only to smack together once more just a split second
later. She held onto my thigh, pinning it to her chest as she
ground her pussy against mine, mashing them together with a firm,
persistent motion. The concept of it seemed completely alien to me,
but I couldn’t deny that it was unbelievably arousing. I could feel
my clitoris throbbing harder with every thrust of her hips and we
began to moan in unison as we writhed together on the floor. She
pushed my leg away slightly, bending it at the knee as she took the
ankle in her hand. I watched intently as she wrapped her lips
around my big toe and started to suck on it, lashing her tongue
around it repeatedly as our pussy lips kissed and exchanged juices
down below.

She
reached down and took my hand, guiding it up to her chest so I
could play with her jiggling breasts as we squirmed in ecstasy on
the carpet. I clasped them in my hands over and over again, rolling
her nipples between my fingers and thumbs and squeezing them gently
as she rode on top of me. Every vigorous thrust of her pussy
against mine inched me closer and closer to an orgasm, and I could
hear the electrifying swell of excitement in her own frenzied
panting as well. The room felt like the surface of the sun and
every curve and contour of our naked bodies had become coated in a
sticky layer of perspiration that shimmered under the bright
lights. I could feel myself losing control of my body and began to
spasm gently beneath her as I started to cum. A long, satisfied
moan erupted from my gaping lips as surge after surge of
spine-tingling pleasure flooded my veins. Every fine little hair on
my body stood on end as my hips contracted violently, thrashing up
and down as she tipped over the edge herself. She continued to
thrust herself against me and kissed the side of my knee, keeping
my thigh pinned to her chest as she shuddered and groaned above me.
Her breasts jiggled chaotically, bouncing with every elated
orgasmic convulsion that rumbled through her body. Just as we both
reached the peak of sexual ecstasy, she collapsed forward and laid
on top of me one more.

Our lips
pressed together in one final steamy embrace, slithering our
tongues to the back of each other’s mouths as we humped our hips
together. Her legs were parted around my left thigh, straddling it
with her clitoris grinding against the sweaty naked flesh as her
own thigh rubbed against mine. We twitched and shuddered, holding
each other in our arms on the floor as we kissed. Several minutes
passed before we managed to tear ourselves away from each other,
and even then, neither of us wanted it to end. Our clothes remained
scattered about the room, along with the peach chemise she had
picked out for me. I didn’t even know the woman’s name, and yet,
I’d just shared the most profoundly erotic moment of my life. My
clitoris continued to throb long after I left the store and I began
to fantasise about every woman I encountered, wondering how she
might taste or how warm her flesh might feel. My life had changed
forever. I felt like an entire part of my mind had been opened up
that I never even knew existed, but which I couldn’t wait to
explore further.






THE
END
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