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Just thinking
about Patrick made tears come to Ashley’s eyes. She held his
picture in her lap. She couldn’t believe he was dead yet, even
weeks after the accident. He was so strong and handsome, with his
broad shoulders and masculine face.

With the
sadness came another feeling. Looking at the photo sent electricity
through her hips, making her get wet. She was so damned horny;
Ashley hadn’t so much as touched herself since he’d died.

She felt
hollow, lost to the world. Ashley knew she could get another guy
quickly, with her round and firm ass and perky tits, but it just
didn’t feel right. Not this soon. The mixture of the two desires,
to mourn and to feel a man in her again, was too much to take.

A fit of anger
ripped through her. With a snarl, Ashley threw the picture to the
floor. The glass shattered and the frame cracked.

“How could you
do this to me, you asshole?” Ashley screamed at the picture.

Wind rushed
past the house, then. It made a strange sound. She would have sworn
that she heard an airy and soft, “Sorry...”

Moving to the
kitchen, she poured herself some red wine. It was the only thing
that could get her to sleep.

She took a sip
of the full-bodied drink, put the glass on the counter, grabbed a
broom and dustpan, and went to clean the mess she’d made.

It looked
like the picture had been moved a few feet away. Ashley shook her
head. Must’ve
kicked it when I got up,
she thought.

As she bent
over to sweep the shards up, an incredible urge to touch herself
consumed Ashley. It was so overpowering that she just wanted to
fingerbang herself until she screamed right there on the floor.

Looking at
Patrick’s picture, she knew that she shouldn’t, that she couldn’t.
She hastily swept up the glass, her hands shaking the entire time,
and then she retreated back to the kitchen. It felt like her whole
body had gotten hotter, like some huge bonfire had ignited in her
pussy. Grabbing the wine glass with both hands, Ashley drained it
in one gulp. She put the glass back on the counter.

“Get a grip,
woman,” she muttered.

Sitting at the
table, she tried to ride out the wave. Closing her eyes, she tried
concentrating on something else.

Glass
shattered. Her eyes sprung open and she jerked in her seat. She saw
that the wine glass had fallen from the counter. Ashley definitely
remembered putting it farther back.

Standing,
she walked the few steps to the counter. Yes, there was a circular
wet mark outlining where the bottom of the glass had been. It was
so far from the counter’s edge that there was no way it could have
fallen. Maybe
it tipped over and rolled? She thought. No, she realized she would have heard the
hollow sound glass made as it rolled across a hard surface. There
was no reasonable explanation; it was like it had just hopped off
the counter on its own.

She looked down
at the shattered pile. Her reflections stared back up at her.

Her desire
flared up inside her again so quickly that she grabbed the counter
to keep from falling. Opening her mouth, her breath left her body
with a shudder. Her wetness soaked her panties.

“Oh God!”

Wind rushed by
the house again. This time, she thought she heard it murmur,
“Ashley...”

It was
too much for her. The voice had sounded familiar.
What’s happening to
me? She thought. She
felt so terrified, so horny. Finally, her teeth gritted in
concentration, Ashley stumbled out of the kitchen. She dragged
herself upstairs toward her bedroom.

What she was
going to do in there, she didn’t know. Either rub herself into a
wild orgasm or hide under the covers. Maybe both.

Ashley got the
door open, crawled in, and pulled herself onto the bed.

“Babe...” the
wind seemed to mutter. It sounded strange.

Ashley knew
that voice. But it couldn’t be him, could it?

“Patrick?”
Ashley stared around the room, her heart pounding, as though she
could catch a glimpse of him. She waited, hardly daring to breath
in case the noise drowned out a reply.

Then came the
wind again, “Yes.”

The voice
sounded stronger now, closer, as though her realization and
acknowledgment fed it.

She couldn’t
figure out whether to laugh or cry.

“I’ve missed
you so much. You have no idea how hard it’s been without you,”
Ashley said.

When the wind
picked up this time, it didn’t stop. It seemed to get stronger and
stronger, as though it would blow the whole house over. All the
drawers of her dresser burst open, sending clothes flying all over
the place.

Ashley’s mouth
was wide open. She realized she was screaming, but the wind was all
she could hear.

There was a
sound like a thunderclap, and the wind abruptly stopped. But Ashley
was no longer paying attention to that. Patrick stood at the foot
of the bed. He was all white, and he glowed slightly as though from
some inner light. He smiled at her and held out his hand.

“I can touch
you? I won’t just pass right through?” Ashley said as she reached
for him.

Still smiling,
Patrick nodded. Ashley closed her eyes as she reached out. Her
fingers met his. His big, strong fingers wrapped around her hand.
She was surprised at the warmth in that touch. That warmth made her
warm, too.

“Can you stay
long?”

“No,” he
replied.

She wiped the
tears from her cheeks. “Then I know just the way to spend the time
that we do have.”

Ashley moved in
front of him, then wet on her knees on the bed. She looked into his
eyes as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. He looked down at her
cleavage as she undid the last button. She clasped her hands and
squeezed her arms together, pushing her breasts to accentuate their
curves. She pulled off the blouse. She watched his eyes widen as
she unclasped her bra and let it slowly fall down her off. He’d
always loved her breasts, with their pointed, sensitive nipples.
Her nipples stiffened as he looked.

It felt like
her body pulled itself toward him, like they were magnets. It was
no magic; something in her needed him to fondle her breasts, to
pinch and roll her nipples between his strong fingers once
more.

“Touch me,
baby,” Ashley said.

He reached out
slowly, uncertainly, as though he would disappear if he made
contact with that sensitive flesh that he so obviously needed to
hold. But he didn’t disappear as his fingertips brushed the
undersides of her tits. He didn’t disappear as he lifted them up
and squeezed them firmly like dough in his hands. Ashley sucked in
a breath as he ran his thumbs over her nipples. She didn’t know if
it was because he was a ghost, or simply because she hadn’t been
touched like that in a long time, but his every touch surged with
energy. It felt like her pussy had soaked right through her
panties.

“Yeah baby. You
miss these nice tits, don’t you?” Ashley said.

Patrick leaned
forward and kissed her, sending electricity through her lips and
down into the rest of her. He moved his lips slowly up her cheek,
leaving sparks behind. She closed her eyes and felt his warmth pass
over her eyelids.

“Lie down,” he
said.

Still not
opening her eyes, Ashley laid down on the bed. She could sense
Patrick hovering over her. Then he pressed into her. His body
melded into hers, both souls inhabiting the same body. Ashley found
she could suddenly hear everything around her, and that she could
see, whether or not her eyes were closed.

Patrick spoke,
the words going directly to her mind, “Trust me, babe. You will
love this.”

She did trust
him. It was so nice to have him back, even if it was only for a
little bit.

Then her hand
began to move, seemingly of its own volition. She watched as her
fingers undid her pants, then went flat against her stomach and
started to move beneath the elastic of her panties.

Ashley
squirmed on the bed, grabbing a fistful of the cover with her other
hand. Her fingers were so close... Yes...she thought as the tip of her index finger touched the
front of her slit. She was already so wet. Patrick snaked her
finger down between her lips, making Ashley grind her hips against
the bed as he brushed her clit with her own finger.

“Oh, Patrick,”
Ashley moaned, “This is amazing. I love the way you touch me.”

Patrick slipped
her finger up to the first knuckle into the wetness of her hole.
She felt how tight she was. It really had been too long, she knew.
But Patrick knew just how she liked it. He knew not to move too
quickly. Instead, he started moving her fingertip in slow circles
around the tight ring of flesh at the opening. Ashley arched her
back and shuddered as his caresses sent tendrils of energy through
her.

As her tight
little pussy loosened up a little bit more, he slid her finger in a
little deeper. She realized what he was aiming for. Ashley sucked
in a breath as her fingertip brushed across her G-spot. She started
bucking her hips as he curled her finger against that sensitive
spot.

“You’re gonna
make me come, baby, you’re gonna make me...”

She couldn’t
speak anymore. It was all she could do to suck her lip in between
her teeth and bite down a little. The first hints of her impending
orgasm came as little trembles in the walls of her pussy around her
finger. They started getting more intense with each passing
sentence. She let out her first yelp.

Reaching up,
she grabbed a pillow and pulled it down over her face. She bit down
on its softness. When she started screaming, it muffled the sound.
Her pussy was full-on convulsing around her still-curling finger.
Her vision started to swim it got so intense. It felt like her
finger ignited her nerves each time it swished across her
G-spot.

“Did you like
that, babe?” Patrick said.

Finding that
she had regained control of her hand, Ashley pulled her finger out
of her pussy. Her finger was wet and sticky with her juices.
Patrick had left her body, and was again standing at the foot of
the bed.

She slowly
brought her finger to her mouth, pressed it through her lips, and
licked it clean. As she pulled her finger out, she let her lips
trail along it. She felt a jolt in her heart as she saw Patrick
smile.

“Can I put
something else in my mouth?” Ashley asked.

“Yes,” Patrick
said, “This is exactly the same as it used to be... but
better.”

There was no
time to waste. Ashley sat up, then went onto all fours in front of
Patrick. With her ass arched high in the air, her face was on the
same level as his hips. As she reached out, she wondered if her
hands would pass right through him, whether all this was just a
dream.

The zipper on
his jeans felt real enough. She pulled it down and it made that
familiar zipper noise. She undid the button, then pulled down his
pants and underwear. It was just like she remembered; his long,
semi-hard cock popped out of his underwear as she pulled it down
over the head.

Grabbing the
shaft, she felt it throb and pulse in her hand. She looked at it
curiously. All the familiar veins bulged out in the right places.
Would it taste the same? Her mouth watering, she let her lips get
pressed open as they parted around the head. There was no precum,
but otherwise it was completely the same. She tongued the slit at
the tip of his cock, knowing he loved that. He pushed his head back
and made a grunting noise.

As her mouth
moved farther down his shaft, she felt his ghostly hands grab the
sides of her head. That strange energy passed from him into her,
invigorating her body and making her want to swallow his entire rod
as quickly as possible.

She stopped
taking him into her moist mouth about an inch short of his stomach.
Reaching up, she made a tight ring with her index finger and thumb
around this little bit of space. Looking up into his eyes, she
started jerking his shaft into her mouth.

The skin of his
cock moved back and forth just as she remembered. Each time she
pressed the skin back, she felt his cock jump a little against her
tongue.

“Oh babe, you
don’t know how much I missed this,” Patrick said.

His fingers
tightened in her hair. Ashley pulled her mouth back, letting her
lips get pulled along his shaft just like she’d done with her
finger earlier. As more of his shaft became available, she wrapped
the rest of her hand around his member and began jerking harder and
faster back and forth. When just the head of his dick was in her
mouth, she let her tongue play along the ridges. He shook his head
a little, and his entire form appeared to vibrate for a moment.

Then she felt
him pulling her head away. She allowed his cock to fall out of her
mouth, letting her teeth run lightly over the taut flesh as it
passed through them.

He kept pushing
until she was lying on her back again. With a wave of his hand, her
pants and underwear peeled themselves from her body and fell to the
floor. Ashley raised her knees and spread her legs apart so that he
could get a good look at her little pussy.

“I’ve needed
you so badly, baby,” Ashley said.

All of
Patrick’s clothes evaporated from his body. He stood there at the
foot of the bed totally naked. She let her eyes drink in his broad
shoulders and defined abs. She felt some of her juices trickle out
of her pussy, she’d gotten so wet.

“I’m ready for
you,” she said.

Patrick climbed
onto the bed and moved over top of her. His face was so close; she
just had to kiss him. His arms moved through the bed as he wrapped
her in an embrace. His mouth wasn’t wet, but it felt warm.

His cock
touched her opening. She sucked in a breath as he eased the head
into her. It was so real; she could feel as the bulges rubbed
against her wet walls, passing more deeply into her.

“Oh baby, oh
baby,” Ashley said.

She wrapped her
legs around the small of his back, locking her ankles together.
Reaching behind him, she put each hand on one firm shoulder
blade.

“You’re so hard
in me,” she whispered into his ear, “So hard and big.”

Patrick started
slow and easy at first, only moving his cock in and out of Ashley’s
tight little pussy a few inches on each stroke. As her breaths
started coming more quickly, he started going faster, too. Just
like with her finger before, his cock seemed to make her sensitive
walls buzz.

It wasn’t long
until she was whimpering and moaning, begging him to fuck her
harder and faster. She sucked his glowing earlobe between her teeth
and bit down on it. Her teeth actually penetrated a little.

In response,
Patrick gave her what she wanted. He pulled his cock out until it
was barely touching her opening, then he slammed it into her so
hard that the bed rattled. He was like an engine picking up speed,
pulling his cock out and cramming it back into her tight cunt until
his dick was just a blur of movement.

Every time he
slammed into her, the bed shuddered. Ashley trailed her hands down
his strong back until they cupped his firm ass. His cheeks
tightened up with each thrust. She pulled him, making him fuck her
even harder.

That was when
she noticed they were no longer on the bed. They floated several
feet above the covers, her clutched tightly in his arms.

“Oh, Patrick,”
Ashley breathed.

When he kissed
her, she came all over his cock. Her whole body locked up as every
nerve and fibre seemed to scream. Her pussy trembled and convulsed
as it took turns clamping up around his big cock and relaxing.

Opening her
eyes, Ashley saw that Patrick was glowing even more brightly than
before. His ghostly eyes were squeezed shut, and his lips were
contorted just like he used to do when he was filling her up with
his hot spunk.

As his spectral
orgasm subsided, they floated gently back down onto the bed. Ashley
reluctantly unwrapped her legs and let go of his tight ass as he
sat up on his haunches. Smiling, he reached down and gave one of
her breasts a gentle fondle. Her nipple instantly stiffened in
reaction.

“That was
amazing, babe,” Patrick said.

Ashley felt the
tears start to well up in her eyes. She couldn’t tell if they were
from her amazing orgasm, or from the knowledge that Patrick would
be leaving her again soon.

“Do you have to
go?” Ashley asked.

His face grew
softer as he looked into her eyes. “I do. I’m sorry, Ashley. This
takes so much energy. You would not believe what I had to go
through to get back to you.”

She ran her
hands over his abs, letting her fingers touch all the little
creases between the muscles.

“But if you did
it once, you can do it again. Right?”

Patrick took a
few moments to consider this. Then he smiled again. “For you, babe,
I can. And I will. But for now I have to leave you again.”

Now
Ashley had a big smile on her face, too. I’m going to see him
again, she thought. For
that, she knew she would be able to make it through any
difficulty.

Then Patrick
began to fade away. She reached for him, but her hands just passed
right through his body.

“Don’t worry,
babe. I will see you again. I’ll always come back for you...”

His voice
trailed off into a rush of wind outside.
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Even though
Mary was a stranger to the Scottish Highlands, the hills and lochs
called to her. A cool breeze pressed her thin dress tightly around
her full breasts, making the fabric dimple between her legs. She
stood alone on a high cliff, with an incredible vista in front of
her.

An opaque mist
hung over some of the lower areas, blocking her view.

“You like it,
lass?” A low voice rumbled behind her.

Gasping, Mary
spun around in fright. She felt her pussy tighten up and get a
little wet with the sudden jolt of excitement.

A tall,
powerfully built man with long hair looked at her with a glint of
amusement in his eyes. He had on the patterned kilt of a
highlander, a pair of boots, and nothing else. The muscles of his
chest and abs were well-formed, and his powerful shoulders rose and
fell with his steady breathing.

He stepped
toward her.

“What? Who...?”
Mary said, all flushed. She could feel her cheeks reddening as she
drank in his chiselled body with her eyes.

She took one
step back, then another. The amusement on the man’s face changed to
fright. He lunged one foot forward, reaching out a hand to grab
her.

“No! Stop!”
Mary screamed. She tried to take another step back. Her
outstretched foot touched nothing but air.

Mary fell.

Strong fingers
grabbed her by the wrist.

“Hang on, lass.
Quick, give me your other hand!”

Mary dragged
her eyes from the ground below, which now seemed very far down
indeed. Looking up, she saw him gesturing for her other hand.
Reaching, she grabbed him.

With one heave,
he pulled her back to safety. Tears streaming hotly from her eyes,
Mary wrapped her arms around him and pressed her face to his chest.
As she shook and the blood rushed past her ears, she heard
something. It was a rhythmic thumping, strong and steady. He held
her in his large arms while the beat of his heart soothed the
fright, shiver by shiver, from her body.

When she could,
Mary pushed back from him. He released his hold, albeit
reluctantly, and looked her up and down. Mary felt her cheeks heat
at the sudden scrutiny.

“You all right?
I see no scratches, nor any bruises.”

Mary looked
herself over. There didn’t seem to be anything wrong, except for a
tear in her dress that showed the firm, smooth skin of her
stomach.

“Yes, I’m fine.
Though it looks like my dress paid the price. Thank you, sir.”

continued, “And
I believe it was at least partly my fault in the first place. The
name is Donald, by the way.”

“Mary,” she
replied. His smile made her pussy start to heat up, too. She was
glad he couldn’t see that, at least.

“Let me escort
you to my home. I’ve some thread and other supplies you might use
to fix that rip.” When she hesitated, he added, “Please? It’s the
least I can do.”

Mary had told
the people she was with that she wouldn’t be back for several
hours. And he was so handsome. Not to mention the wetness between
her thighs.

“Lead on,” Mary
said.

It turned out
that Donald lived alone in a small cottage with a thatch roof.

True to his
word, he rooted around in a cupboard and pulled out some sewing
needles and thread. Handing them to her, he motioned to a small
table where she sat. After a few moments, she realized that she’d
have to take the dress off in order to fix it.

Her cheeks
colored again at the thought of the large man seeing her in her
smallclothes. She also felt the strong urge to do it. Something in
Mary wanted Donald to look upon her smooth, fair skin.

“What’s the
matter, lass? Don’t you know how to sew?” Donald said.

Mary fingered
the tear, looking down at it so that Donald might not see the look
in her eyes, the look she felt must be written plainly on her face.
He was just so handsome and charming, but she hadn’t been raised
this way.

“Is there a
blanket or sheet I might use while I fix this? I’m going to have to
take the dress off to fix it...” She looked up at him.

Realization
dawned on his face, making his eyebrows climb up his forehead. “Oh.
Yes, yes. Right here,” he said, handing her the thick woollen
blanket from his bed then turning around, “Here. I’ll look
away.”

Standing up,
Mary shrugged out of her dress. She let it fall in a circle around
her ankles, then stepped out of it so that she could pick it up.
She snatched a glance at the curve of his back. Her underwear
definitely felt damp between her legs now. Her nipples, free of the
fabric, stiffened up. Throwing the blanket over her shoulders, she
sat back down.

“it’s okay now,
Donald.”

He moved around
the small space, tidying up things here and there as he did so.
Mary spent more time looking at him as he bent over, flexing his
muscles as he picked up something heavy, than she did looking at
her sewing.

The needle
pricked her finger. She sucked in a sudden breath. Immediately,
Donald was at her side, leaning over to see what the matter was.
His smell filled her nostrils, making her squirm on the chair.
Tingles swept her body from her feet to her head. Her body needed
him, and she couldn’t say no to it anymore.
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Elaine reached
to change the song on her MP3 player. She had it in a holster on
her arm for ease of use during these nighttime jogs. A glance at
her sports watch said she’d already completed two miles.

“Three more to
go,” she said between breaths.

She thought
back to the other jogger she’d passed a few minutes prior. She
wondered if he’d turned around to get a look at her ass in her
Spandex jogging shorts. Guys seemed to look at her now that she was
trim and toned.

Many of the
streetlights were out on this stretch, but that was fine. She could
see everything clearly in the light of the full moon.

Elaine looked
up as she jogged. The moon seemed to stare right back down at her.
It had always seemed so mysterious, with all the myths people had
made up around it.

When the path
into the park came up, she detoured down it. Normally, she stuck to
the road, but she thought that the park would look beautiful all
empty and moonlit.

Elaine wasn’t
disappointed. She actually slowed down and turned her music off so
that she could better appreciate the sights and sounds around her.
Everything seemed black and white, like some old movie. Tree
branches swayed gently in the cool night breeze. The sweet smell of
flowers wafted through the air.

Down by the
lake she took a breather. Pulling her ear buds out, Elaine settled
down on the hard wood of a bench. The water gurgled and undulated
like a long, shiny sheet. Looking out over the lake, she realized
just how much nicer this place was with nobody and nothing
around.

Just as
she was being lulled by the lapping water, the sound of jogging
feet snapped her out of it. She turned around, twisting on the
bench. That same jogger from before was running down the same path
she’d taken. He’d been running the other way before, so he must
have turned around. Must have really liked what he saw, Elaine thought. He saw her looking, smiled, and
started towards the bench.

“Damn it,”
Elaine whispered. She really didn’t want to talk to him. He wasn’t
even good looking.

Her annoyance
grew when he wordlessly sat down beside her. He was panting, and it
took him a few moments before he could gather enough breath to
talk.

“Nice night for
a jog, don’t you think?”

Elaine rolled
her eyes. He was ugly and unoriginal. Not a good combination.

“Yes. It really
is nice to do something alone.” She shot him a look to further
stress the final word, hoping he’d take the hint and go away.

He didn’t.

“I’m Jeff,” he
said, holding out one hand.

Elaine gave it
a perfunctory shake. He held on a moment too long, and kept trying
to look into her eyes.

“Look, I
normally don’t talk to girls like this, but you seem so nice. Do
you think maybe we could –“

Elaine held up
her hand, silencing him. “Look, Jeff, thanks, but no thanks. Okay?
I don’t like being approached by strange men, especially when I’m
alone at night.”

That did it. A
look of shock etched itself across his face. He held up his hands,
trying to say he wasn’t like that. Elaine ignored him. After
another moment, he stood up and practically sprinted away deeper
into the park.

She tried to
get back into the mood she’d been in before, looking across the
water, but he’d ruined it. With a heavy sigh, she plugged her ear
buds back in and jogged farther into the park as well. He was
running so fast, she knew she was unlikely to see him again. She
wasn’t going to let him take the whole damn place for himself.

The narrow path
curved through dense trees that nearly blocked out all the light.
It was kind of creepy. Elaine suddenly felt unreasonably scared.
She picked up the pace, trying to get through more quickly.

That was when
she heard the scream, so loud that it drowned out her music. It was
long and filled with pain. And right in front of her. She turned
off the MP3 player. Rounding the next curve, she stopped, only just
managing to choke off her own scream.

Jeff was lying
on the ground in the light from a lamp. There was a pool of dark
blood on the ground from his throat, which was just gone. Hunched
over his body was a large, furry form, like some horrible mix of
wolf and man.

Clapping her
hands over her mouth, Elaine whispered, “Oh my God!”

It noticed,
turning around. It had a long snout, and its eyes glinted in the
light.

The werewolf
growled, revealing long, bloody fangs. Elaine screamed. She spun
and sprinted back down the path, fuelled by fear. She looked over
her shoulder. It was loping along right behind her.

It lunged,
lashing out with one clawed hand. The claw caught in the neck of
her shirt, tearing it clean right down her back. Its next attack
caught the waistband of her Spandex shorts. She felt the tight
material suddenly become loose around her thighs. The cool air of
the night rushed across her bare ass.

 


 


Just looking
for some plain kinky fun? Try this excerpt from Jillian’s
story:
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Melissa fidgeted with her feet under the
table. Sat across from her, trying to sort through an unorganized
pile of forms and receipts, was a representative from the IRS. He
was there to audit her.

She didn’t know that the IRS made house
calls. If she had, she might have forgotten to mention some of her
income sooner. Mr. Banks, the rep, was quite handsome in his dark
suit. The way he had moved around when he first came in suggested
that he liked working out. Normally, she didn’t go for guys with
glasses, but the tasteful frames he had on brought out the color of
his eyes.

There wasn’t a ring on his finger,
either.

“So, how long will this probably take?”
Melissa asked.

Banks looked up from the papers. He pressed
his lips into a thin, frustrated line. “I don’t know, miss.
Possibly all day. I might have to come back again to get all of
this stuff sorted out.”

Melissa ran her fingers through her blonde
hair. She knew she was pretty. She went to the gym every day. Maybe
if she flirted with him a bit, he might make her tax problems go
away. Or at least become less.

She got a little wet just thinking about
making him hard for her. She looked down at herself. She was
wearing some blouse and a pair of skinny jeans. Not bad, but she
wanted to do this job right. She needed to turn the heat up. There
was just the thing in her closet, she knew.

Standing up, she said, “Will you excuse me a
moment? There’s something I forgot to get that I think you
need.”

He shooed her away with a wave of his hand.
Melissa went upstairs to her bedroom. No guy had just dismissed her
like that in years. Usually they spent all their time staring at
her rack, or trying to walk behind her up staircases. Not being
wanted really was a turn-on, she guessed.

Upstairs, she pulled all her clothes off. She
looked in the mirror, putting her hands on her knees in her best
Marilyn impression. Her tits were nice and perky. Already, the
nipples were a little stiff from her dirty thoughts downstairs. She
pulled on a transparent pair of black underwear. From her closet,
she grabbed her sluttiest little black dress. It hugged her body,
showing off her shapely ass. Its plunging neckline hardly covered
her breasts. Melissa grabbed her tits and pushed at them until they
looked the best.

The finishing touch was a pair of long black
gloves. She looked at herself against in the mirror. If Banks
didn’t pop out of his pants at this first sight of her, he’d have
to be gay.

Melissa made her way back downstairs and
peeked around the doorway into the kitchen. Banks was leafing
through an old pile of receipts. Melissa coughed. Banks didn’t look
up.

“I hope you brought that form from your last
job, miss, it’ll really smooth the process.”

This was going to be more difficult than
she’d thought. He was one of those down-to-business types,
completely professional. It was going to take more of an effort to
seduce this one.

Melissa walked into the kitchen, letting her
hips roll a little. She felt so excited that her legs began
shaking. She knew that the crotch of her transparent black panties
was already wet with her juices. Would he finger her, she wondered?
If he did, she was going to suck all of her own juices from his
fingers, right before putting something hopefully much bigger into
her mouth. She loved having something hard in her mouth to suck
on.

She steadied herself against the table
briefly, waiting for the tingling in her pussy to die down some
before she could rip his clothes off and fuck his brains out right
there. No, this would be better starting a little slow. Make him
sweat for it.

“Would you like a drink?” Melissa asked.

She slunk around behind him. His chair was
only a few feet away from the sink. She smiled as she rummaged
noisily through one cupboard, pretending to look for a glass.

“No, miss. When my break comes, I’ll head
over to that little diner across the street, but thank you though.
Your cooperation with the IRS is much appreciated.”

Melissa shut the cupboard. She turned around
and walked up so she was right behind banks. Slowly, she knelt
over, pretending to read whatever form he was pouring over at the
moment. She rested her breasts on his shoulder, and made sure he
could feel her hot breath on his ear and neck.

“What’s that one for?” Melissa asked.

She saw his cheeks get a little red. He
wasn’t so impenetrable after all. Her pussy tightened up a
little.

“This? This is a record for... for...” He
swallowed emphatically, clearly uncomfortable.

Melissa put her hand on his other shoulder
and gave it a little squeeze.

“Miss, did you find that other form you were
looking for?”

“Please,” she said, “Call me Melissa. If
we’re going to be seeing each other so much over the next few days,
use my name.”

“Okay, Melissa. Did you find the form?”

She needed to feel him between her legs. She
needed him to know how hot and wet she was for him. Melissa reached
down and grabbed his hand in hers.

“Yeah, I found it. It’s right here, see?”

She ran his hand up between her legs. He
shivered a little when his fingers brushed her wet panties.

“Miss... Melissa. I... I don’t think this is
right. Maybe I should get another agent, a woman maybe—“

Before he could finish, she pulled his chair
back, moved around in front of him, and sat in his lap. She could
feel something large and hard rub against her pussy.
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