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Me? Trying a steady relationship with
one man? Ha ha! The very idea would have made me laugh out loud a few months
ago...even if the guy is like Mr. Universe’s brainy brother. I mean, come
on...there are over three billion men out there, and many of them I haven’t
slept with yet. But somehow, I found myself considering exactly that momentous
monogamous scenario. And to explain how that bizarre situation occurred, I need
to go back to the evening it all began. Let’s start in the middle of the
action, as it were, which if I remember correctly, is when I was...


 


***


 


...just about to get totally screwed in
my boss’s office. 


‘Fuck!’ I
gasped. 


Wow! This gave a
whole new meaning to the phrase ‘on the job training’...but I liked it a lot.
You see, I had just landed the best job in the world...or the worst job in the
world, depending on which way you looked at things. The way I was looking at
things at that moment was on my back with my legs in the air, and a hot guy
with an even hotter erection advancing fast on my rather moist and very
enthusiastic vagina. 


I leaned back on
the office desk, and pulled my panties to one side, revealing a hot slit of
pink flesh that was practically screaming for some hard male action. My black
pencil skirt was already up around my waist, and my high heels dug into the
desk of my boss’s desk. I vaguely hoped she wouldn’t notice the scratch marks
later. But I wouldn’t have to worry about that until tomorrow. It was gone
seven in the evening, and the overtime I was putting in was strictly
voluntary...and I was very happy to volunteer. 


I had had the
hots for Sven ever since I had met him earlier that day, my first day in the
office. He had that tall, sandy, Viking look that never failed to make my heart
melt. I had vaguely hoped that we might hook up sometime....but I hadn’t imagined
it would happen so soon, or be so direct. But I wasn’t complaining. I’m not the
smartest chick on the block, but I know better than to turn down some good
Swedish meat loaf when it comes my way. 


The temperature
in the office seemed to have roared up by twenty degrees in the last five
minutes. Sven had spent those five minutes licking my pussy like no man had
ever licked it before...and that’s saying something. Now I could feel so much
sexual energy building that I felt I might explode.


‘Fuck!’ I said. I
was just expressing the pent-up lust that was growing fast inside me, but my
blonde-haired stud took the instruction literally. 


‘OK,’ he said,
and a moment later, I felt a good seven inches of throbbing man meat plundering
my eager pussy. I was so wet that he plunged deep inside me with a single
stroke, and it felt as if his dick was going to reach up into my throat. 


‘Fuck,
fuck...fuck!’ I said. To be honest, my vocabulary is a bit limited when I am
having sex, despite all the practice I’ve had. But Sven was anxious not to
disappoint, and soon the whole desk was rocking as be plunged into me, again
and again.


I was beginning
to like my new job...a lot! When I had applied for the position of Assistant
Editor on Hot and Hunky magazine, I had never dreamed I would land the job. But
somehow, the Editor had taken a liking to me, and here I was, trying to figure
out how things work in the world of glossy chick magazines. It was a big change
from the provincial newspaper I had worked on before. But like I said, it was
the best job in the world...heck, one of my duties was picking male models for
photo shoots...what sane woman in the world would turn that job down? Hanging
out with hot guys all day, and getting paid for it? Awesome!


But yes, it was
also the worst job in the world. I mean, how are you supposed to concentrate on
your work when you are constantly surrounded by hot hunks of man muscle? It’s
enough to make a girl weak at the knees.


Well, that was a
puzzle I would have to sort out later. Right now, I was too busy focusing on
getting well and truly fucked. My blouse and my bra were already on the floor,
and as Sven leaned forward, I could feel the rough hairs on his chest rubbing
against my smooth, naked breasts. My nipples reacted by becoming even more aroused
and alert, and when Sven took one in his mouth and sucked hard, I nearly came
on the spot. 


I just missed
that time, but it didn’t take Sven long to turn up the heat for the real thing,
pumping into my pussy like the god Thor dishing out lightning bolts. I arched
my back and spread my legs wider so that he could plunge even deeper inside me,
and soon I felt the first tinges of orgasm welling within me. Those first
feelings grew and spread, and then my whole body was racked with an explosion
of pleasure. Sven paused for a moment, with his dick plunged deep inside me,
while we both enjoyed the pulsing sensation of my orgasm. 


‘Oh, my God!’ I
screamed. See, my vocabulary is not so limited after all :)  


Sven was no
one-trick pony. ‘Doggie,’ he said simply. A little more courtesy wouldn’t have
gone amiss, but I felt I was in no position to act the polite young lady....not
while I was in the middle of getting a good shafting. So I rolled over
obediently and got up onto my knees on the desk. Sven expertly pulled my
panties down my thighs, slipped them under my knees and off over my ankles. I
got the distinct impression that he had done this a few times before. In fact,
he seemed to know his way around the female anatomy better than most gynaecologists
(and I’ve fucked a few). But that’s just fine with me...I like a man who really
knows how to pleasure a woman. 


Sven spread my
legs wide apart to lower my vital organs, as it were, into shooting range. I
knew he was tall, but I was pleasantly surprised to realize he was tall enough
to enter me without having to climb onto a chair or anything. I had barely
caught my breath when I felt his very erect erection slipping deep inside me
once again. And when I say deep, I mean deep. Heck, you know what I mean
girls...there is nothing else on the planet that feels as good as getting
properly fucked doggy style...LOL!


Soon my
Scandinavian suitor was humping away like it was the last fuck of his life. My
skirt was now pushed up high around my waist, and I pushed my milky white bum
cheeks backwards to match the rhythm of his forward motion. His throbbing dick
pulsed inside me like a nuclear missile on red alert. Or maybe that should be
pink alert. Sheesh!. It felt so damned good. 


Is it possible
to have too many orgasms? When I’m getting drilled from behind, I find they
come thick and fast. Well, what I mean is, I come thick and fast. Whatever....I
was coming now, with ripples of pleasure trembling through my body. Gradually
the pulsations subsided, and I waited eagerly for the next implosion of
pleasure....


...and then -
and I kid you not...you couldn’t make this up -  his cellphone rang, somewhere
in the pockets of his pants, on the floor. And to my astonishment, he pulled
out of me to answer it. As I lay there, straddling the desk wantonly like a
spare slut at a gangbang, pussy gaping where his dick had just been pounding,
he found his phone and started speaking in a strange language that I assumed to
be Swedish. Or Norwegian, or some other Scandinavian language. Who cares. I was
royally pissed off, and I hadn’t even got the bad news yet.


The conversation
was short, but made a profound effect on him. I looked round to see him hang up
with a look of panic on his face. 


‘It’s my
fiance...I have to go!’


Fiance? Fuck me.
Or in this case, don’t fuck me...not properly, any way. Sven shoved his legs
into his pants, pulled his shirt over his head and ran out of the door with his
shoes in his hands. The bastard. I don’t mind sharing, but surely he could have
finished the job before leaving. That is, he could have come before he
went...if you see what I mean...


I climbed down
off the desk and got dressed in a foul mood. What was I supposed to do now? I
didn’t even have my faithful Rabbit Pearl in my handbag to take care of the
business for me. It didn’t seem fair. Sven’s fiance was probably about to get
the fuck of her life, now that I had warmed her man up for her. But what about
me? I felt like a right dick....except without the dick. 


What a bummer. I
got dressed, and was about to storm out of the office when the phone on the
desk rang. The thought crossed my mind that it might be Sven’s fiance ringing
me to say what a great fuck she was getting. But that was obviously stupid.
Then I thought it might be Sven ringing to apologize, so I answered the phone
contemptuously. 


‘Hello?’          


‘Hmmm...that
doesn’t sound like Vanessa...’


The voice was
deep and silky smooth and knocked me sideways. It sounded like one of those
voices that do the voiceover for action movie trailers. You know, ‘it was a
time for men to be men, and for real men to stand up and fight for their women..’
That sort of thing. I answered with a silly giggle like a dumb schoolgirl.


‘Oh,
sorry...Vanessa is not here. She’s gone home.’


‘OK. Can you
leave a message for her? Just tell her Brad called.’


Vanessa is my
editor - the one with the desks with heel marks on it. She was a good-looking
woman for her age, but if this guy was bonking her, then judging by his voice,
she was one lucky bitch. I was getting moist again between the legs. I knew
that was stupid. What can you tell about a guy from the sound of his voice? He
could be old, fat, bald and ugly. But he sounded hot.


My voice came
out in an embarrassing squeak. ‘Sure. I will tell her first thing in the
morning.’


‘Thank you. And
who are you?’ he enquired. 


‘I’m Angel,
Vanessa’s new Assistant Editor...just started today.’


‘And you have
the voice of an angel, too!’ he purred. Yeah, I know it was corny, but I still
buckled at the knees. While I melted, the voice continued: ‘Have a good night.
I hope to meet you face to face soon.’ And then there was a click, and he was
gone. 


My panties were
soaking, and I was hot to trot again, but still with no-one to trot with. So I
went home and vibrated myself to sleep with a little help from my friend, Mr
Rabbit, fantasizing about getting a real good stoking from the mysterious man
with the sexy voice, whoever he was. 
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Yeah, I know what you’re thinking. What
a hussy. Well, bollocks to you, then. Anyway, what are you so uptight about...I
bet you’re not an innocent virgin, either, right? So get down off your high
horse and let me explain. 


Sorry...I got a
bit carried away there. Didn’t intend to offend. But what I mean is, you’re a
woman, right? (If you’re not, clear off and get some proper male porn..that’s
what the Internet was invented for). And I guess you are not gay, or you would
be reading some of the great LGBT literature out there on your Kindle or your
iPad, or whatever device you hide your guilty pleasures on.


So the fact that
you are here reading this means you like dick...which means you’re not that
different from me really. So don’t get uppity. The only difference is that I
probably like it in larger quantities than you. It’s just a question of scale.
You’ve seen those women who can’t resist stuffing themselves with chocolate
bars and they end up looking like a whale? Well, that’s me, except that I
substitute cock for chocolate. That way, I can enjoy a good mouthful without
taking in any calories, plus I get a good physical workout afterwards. I call
it the Dick Diet. You should try it...it sure as hell burns up the kilojoules.
And it’s a whole lot more fun than the cabbage fucking soup diet...I’ll tell
you that for nothing. I should probably publish it...I could make a frigging fortune.



Anyway, where
was I? Oh, yes, I was talking about sex. My favorite subject. Time to confess,
I guess:


‘My name is
Angel, and I’m a...(sob)...I’m a...a sexaholic!’


There now, I’ve
said it. Look, I can’t help it...I just like to fuck guys, OK? It’s not my
fault. 


I didn’t plan it
that way, and I guess that isn’t what my parents had in mind when they named me
Angel. But that’s how it turned out. Life was pretty straightforward until I
reached the age of fourteen, then my boobs took on a life of their own, and
boys started to notice. And to be honest, I liked the attention. Me and my
boobs have been getting a lot of attention ever since, and I foresee that trend
continuing for some time to come. All three of us are very happy with the
situation, and we will continue to accommodate whatever dick comes our way. 


I was never a
classic cheerleader kind of girl, but if I say so myself, I was pretty damned
sexy in a smouldering kind of way, even back in my teens. I was never going to
be a supermodel, but I had the kind of looks that guys go for. That is, I
actually had some curves, and I could do the cute-smile-and-fluttering-eyelash
thing that makes guys melt. They should teach girls that in school...it’s worth
a million bucks, easy. Luckily, I managed to figure it out for myself. 


I was born a
brunette, but they say that blondes have more fun, so for a while I found my
future in a bottle of peroxide. And if you can find a blonde who is having more
fun than me, I would love to meet her...she must be permanently horizontal!   


Anyway, I was a
good girl for a while...honest! I didn’t give my first blowjob until I was
sixteen, and I was gone seventeen before I got a whole pussyfull. So I was a
bit of a late starter by some standards, but once I got the hang of it, I made
up for lost time. 


You don’t’ want
to hear about the guys I banged in school and college. Well, maybe you do (some
of them were really cute), but I don’t want to end up writing War and Fucking
Peace, so let’s stick to the condensed version and skip to the bit where I
graduated from college. 


And yes, I did graduate
properly...I didn’t have to blow my tutors to get a pass grade. Really...I just
did it for free. For the good-looking ones, anyway. The men that is. Oh,
yes...and one woman, just for the hell of it. That was fun, too. Anyway, I
scraped through with a good enough degree to get me a job as journalist on a
local rag in my local town in Australia. And that got me the job on Hot and
Hunky magazine, and a new life in the big and beautiful city of Sydney...which
led to my frustrating encounter with Sven. 
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One thing I loved about my new job was
the trip to the office in the morning. Yes, you heard that right - I enjoyed
the morning commute. That’s because my trip included a ferry ride across Sydney
Harbour, and if there is a more beautiful sight than the Sydney Opera House and
its surroundings on a beautiful summer morning, I have yet to see it. I
disembarked at Circular Quay, and strolled the five-minute walk to the office,
grabbing a Starbucks coffee on the way. 


What is it with
Starbucks? Everybody else sells coffee in small, regular or large. Starbucks
has to go for Tall, Grande and Venti. Big isn’t big enough...they have to start
at huge and work their way up. It’s a petty penises aren’t graded in a similar
kind of way - no small or regular, just Large, Enormous and Bet You Can’t Fit
it All In. That would be awesome! But looking at most of the guys in suits
hurrying past me along Pitt Street, small and regular seemed to be the norm.
Pity.


I got to the
office a shade after nine, and spread a few papers around my desk to make it
look as though as I had been busy working for ages. I stuck my head into
Vanessa’s office to say good morning, but realized she was on the phone. I was
about to duck out again, but she motioned for me to stay while she wound up the
call. A minute later, she hung up. I gave her a friendly ‘good employee’ smile.


‘Good morning,
Vanessa...I just wanted to tell you someone called Brad phoned you last night.’


‘Yes, I know -
that was him calling back.’ I realized her cheeks were a little flushed. So
even the cold and efficient Vanessa was not immune to Brad’s charms, whoever he
was. Maybe he wasn’t so fat, bald and ugly after all. Vanessa regained her
composure.


‘I think you
made an impression - he was asking about you,’ she said. Was that a look of
jealousy in her eye? Surely not. ‘Anyway, I’m going to lunch with him tomorrow
to talk about the next quarter, so I’ll need you to take my calls while I am
out.’


‘Sure. But who
is Brad, exactly?’ 


Vanessa raised her eyebrows quizzically,
then took a copy of the latest proofs off her desk and handed them to me. I
walked back to my cubicle, sipping my Latte and studying the article she had
given me. The headline and byline jumped out at me:


‘True Love, Sex
and Happiness. By relationships expert, Dr. Brad King.’


Next to the name
was a photo of a man who was definitely not old, bald or ugly. He looked like
the kind of doctor you see on TV medical series. That is, a hunky, square-jawed
actor who looks the part, but who couldn’t save your life for peanuts. In this
case, though, he wasn’t an actor - he was a bona fide clever dick, as the bio
at the bottom of the page made clear. I vaguely recognized him, but I wasn’t
sure from where. 


‘As well as
providing regular relationships advice to readers of Hot and Hunky, Dr. King
runs successful clinics in central Sydney and Bondi beach. He is the author of
a number of bestselling books and contributes to TV programs worldwide as an
expert on sex and relationships.’


He’s an expert
on sex?
I thought. Wow! We have something in common!’


 


I wanted to read
the whole article to find out more, but there was no time. I was already
running late for a photo shoot with a male model. Yes, I know, it’s a tough
job, but someone has to do it. I caught a taxi across town to the
photographer’s studio. When I got there, everything was already set up for the
shoot. I had met Amanda and Tom, the photographer and her assistant, the day
before, but this was the first time I had met the model, Matt. 


Whoa! Did I tell
you I had the best job in the world? Oh, yes, I did. And this is one of the
reasons why. Matt looked like...well, like a male model. Tall,
broad-shouldered, muscular abs and a nice tight butt. All topped off with a
beautiful smile, great white teeth and a frothy mass of brown, curly hair. He
was hot! So if you’re not feeling just a teeny bit jealous, maybe you should be
checking out the LGBT section after all. 


Amanda and Tom
were busy adjusting the lighting, and - after a quick introduction to me - Matt
stood in front of the cameras wearing nothing but his Calvin Kleins. I could
tell you that I was professional and helped the team prepare for the shoot. But
that would be lying. The honest truth is that I stood there gawping helplessly
at Matt, and the package in his underpants. Oh come on, you would too, wouldn’t
you? 


Then I noticed
that he was paying rather more attention to me that was strictly necessary from
a professional point of view. And I must admit, I was looking pretty hot that
day. No way was I going to walk around looking like a Sunday school teacher
with all these hot guys in my life. My skirt was as short as I could reasonably
get away with, so there was plenty of bare thigh to catch his eye while the
photographers fannied around. And as usual, my boobs were bulging out of my top
and saying ‘hello’ in their own special way. 


A few minutes
later, I noticed something else, too. Matt was looking a little embarrassed and
awkward, and he seemed to be trying to avoid looking at me. It took me a moment
to figure out why. Then I saw that the bulge in his underpants had grown
considerably. Hey, I was giving him a hard on! That was certainly an ego boost
for me. This was the kind of guy who could pick almost any woman he wanted,
just because he looked so hot. So for him to find me so obviously attractive
was a big turn on. I was grinning inwardly, and trying to hide it. But there
was no time for frivolities...we had work to do. 


Matt was looking
a little flushed. I think maybe he was thinking of cold showers or something to
try and lower the temperature inside his undies. I guess this issue is what you
would call an occupational hazard for male models, but it was kind of
embarrassing all round. You’d think that the pros would be used to this sort of
thing, but Matt was certainly uncomfortable with the situation. But somehow, we
muddled through the first part of the shoot, with Matt modeling various items
of clothing for a new fashion range. 


I pranced around
the studio on my high heels, making meaningless notes on my iPad, just so that
it looked as though I was doing something useful. I got an opportunity to view
Matt from all angles, and after careful consideration and debate, I decided I
liked the look from the rear best. He had one hell of a tight butt with great glutes.
Great muscles for fucking, in other words. What else do you want from a man?


The morning
session was almost over when the power went out and the studio faded into
semi-darkness. You don’t realize just how many lights photographers use until
they suddenly switch off. Tom fussed around checking the fuses, but we soon
realized that the whole building was out. There was a portable generator in the
back of the studio, but it wouldn’t  power all the lights and equipment needed
to do a professional shoot. So Amanda suggested that Matt and I take a break
for lunch while they tried to find out what was happening with the power
supply. That suited me. It’s not every day you get to eat lunch with an Adonis,
at someone else’s expense, too. 


A few minutes
later, Matt was dressed like a regular human being, and I followed him down
stairs to the street outside. He gave me a grin.


‘Let’s go in my
car. I know a great little restaurant that serves awesome seafood.’


The honest truth
is that seafood makes me puke, but I wasn’t going to mention that minor detail.
Any kind of lunch with macho Matt would suit me just fine. I could just sit and
watch him eat. I was feeling hungry, sure – but not for food. But I kept those
thoughts to myself. I smiled in agreement. ‘Sure.’      


Matt’s car was
something of a boy racer machine. A souped up Ford that made a lot of noise,
without delivering much power. He explained apologetically that he was going to
change it for something more sophisticated when a little more modeling cash
rolled in. I didn’t really see the need. The back seat looked plenty big enough
for all the important activities. Matt pulled out into the street, and started
heading towards the coast. 


Before you say
anything, I am well aware that what I did next comes straight out of the Slut’s
Handbook. But if you had just spent the last three hours staring at a hot guy
with a bulging erection that you had inspired, you would probably do the same
as me. Oh, come on - you would!


Anyway, Matt was
driving and talking away about his career, and sneaking a sideways look at my
boobs when he got the chance. That reminds me...girls, why do guys think they
are getting away with this? Do they really think we are so dumb that we can’t
see them gawping? It’s like they think that if they look for half a second and
then look away again, we won’t have noticed anything at all. Guys really can be
dumbasses sometimes. 


But if he wanted
an eyeful, I decided to give him one. I adjusted my legs in the seat, letting
my skirt slip right up my thighs almost to my butt cheeks. Matt momentarily
lost interest in my boobs, and grabbed a few half-second stares at my crotch. I
reciprocated with a stare at his crotch, and I saw that I was having an impact
again. Now he had a bulge that had graduated all the way from Grande right up
to Venti. Starbucks would have been proud of him. 


Now, you have to
admit, it’s not fair to leave a guy like that, especially when he’s driving.
Anything could happen. He could end up crashing or driving into a ditch. The
only thing a girl can do in that situation - in my humble opinion - is to
relieve the pressure a bit. So I unbuckled my seat belt, leaned right over and
buried my face in his crotch.


‘Holy shit,’ he
said softly, and I heard a car horn blaring as he swerved in the road. Now I
have to confess, I had found myself in similar situations once or twice before
(cough), so there wasn’t much in the way of fumbling going on. Within a few
seconds, I had undone his belt, unzipped his flies and pulled out a plum - a
plum penis that is. I don’t know if length of penis is a factor taken into
consideration when you go into male modeling, but if it is, I can see why Matt
passed the test. I pulled the organ in question free of his Calvins, and
watched it grow even bigger and harder before my eyes. Hey, I can do magic!


Matt was so
erect now that the foreskin was pulled right down the shaft, revealing a purple
helmet standing to attention and ready for action. I was ready for action, too,
so I slid my tongue around the tip, circling slowly. I could hear Matt moaning
softly. If they gave medals for prick teasing, I would be bringing home gold.
When I felt he could stand the teasing no more, I slid my tongue down the
length of the shaft and back up again, then slipped the whole thing in my mouth
and sucked deeply. 


As I licked and
sucked, I felt Matt’s hand sliding down my back and over my bum cheeks, He
pulled my skirt up, then slipped his fingers inside my panties. Then I felt his
fingers rubbing along my pussy and sliding into the moist interior. For a few
minutes, I was lost in the moment, focusing only on giving and receiving
pleasure. Then I realized that the car was stopping. I looked up to see that
Matt had pulled up in a car park near a viewing point  - a quiet oasis of green
in the middle of the city, overlooking the ocean. There were one or two other
cars around, but the car park was big enough for us to have a corner all to
ourselves. 


Matt gently
pushed me back into my seat, then reached down for the seat lever, flipping my
seat back almost to the horizontal. By an unspoken agreement, we both stripped
off our clothes quickly – there was no time for messing about with foreplay and
all that crap - giving any passers by a glimpse of two naked humans ready and
desperate for sex. I didn’t have to wait long. As I leaned back in my seat,
Matt towered over me, caressing my body with gently kisses from by breasts to
my thighs and back again. Then I felt his weight against my body as his flesh
met mine. His rigid cock probed against my thighs, searching for the ultimate
destination, and then he was inside me. The entry was smooth and electric,
sending that familiar wave of pleasure pulsing deep within me. 


‘Angel, you are
so sexy,’ he whispered. I wasn’t about to disagree with him, but quite frankly,
I was past the talking stage. This was just a lunch hour quickie, after all. 


‘Fuck me,’ I
said. Yes, I know it’s not very original, but you don’t want any
misunderstandings on these important points. 


There was no
misunderstanding. Matt fucked me good and proper, the sensations of pleasure
rippling deeper and deeper through my body as he rode me like a cowboy mounting
a bucking bronco. There is something raw and sensual about sex in a car, like
being a naughty teenager all over again. I spread my legs wider, one knee up
against the window, the other pushing against the driver’s seat. I felt Matt
deeper and deeper inside me, and soon I was rushing to a glorious climax. 


There was no
time for recovery. Matt just kept on going, like a man with a mission. That was
just fine with me. Soon I was climaxing again, digging my fingernails into his
back as the pleasure spread through me. Then it was Matt’s turn. I felt his
thrusting become more urgent, the expression on his face become more intent.
Then his body quivered and he tensed all over as his man seed spurted deep
within me. 


Oh, I love that
feeling! Sex the way it is meant to be. Natural and complete. I felt like a
whole woman, as if my destiny had been fulfilled in that moment. Matt kissed me
and then pulled away. There wasn’t going to be time to get anything to eat now.
We would have to clean ourselves up and head straight back to the studio. But
that was OK....I prefer man meat for lunch, anyway. It’s my favorite dish. 
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When I got back to the office later than
afternoon, I was feeling pretty good. The session had gone well once the power
came back on, and everyone was pleased with the photos. And I had squeezed in a
fuck without getting fired. Not a bad day, whichever way you looked at it. 


Vanessa called
me into her office to discuss the photos, pointing out what she liked, and what
she wanted done differently next time. But overall, she was cool with the whole
thing. As I was about to leave the room, she said:


‘Oh, one more
thing. I can’t make lunch with Brad tomorrow after all. I will be tied up with
our lawyers for most of the day, and they don’t take no for an answer. So I
suggested to Brad that you should go to lunch with him instead.’


‘Me? Why me?’


Vanessa gave me
a patient look. ‘You are our new Assistant Editor, remember. You will be
working with Brad a lot, so this is a good chance for you to get to know each
other.’


‘Oh, right.’


‘He will pick
you up outside the office at 12.30. Don’t be late...he expects people to be
punctual.’


‘Right. No worries.



Back in my
cubicle, I read through the article Vanessa had given me earlier. All good
advice, and very professional. This guy was clearly a top professional, and
people listened to what he said. But I wondered what on earth I would discuss
with a serious expert on sex and relationships. I had plenty of experience on
the sex side of things, sure, but I wasn’t sure if that was the kind of thing
we should be discussing in a posh restaurant. Hmmm. I would just try to look
cute and innocent, and play it by ear. 


Then my phone
rang. I picked it up, and said my name. I recognized the deep and silky voice
at once. 


‘I hear we have
date for lunch tomorrow.’ 


I dropped the phone, and had to scramble
to find it and pick it up. ‘Hello...you still there? Sorry...er...yes. So I
hear.’


Once again my
voice came out in a frantic squeak. Great. I sounded like a total dickhead. I
took a deep breath, focused, and managed to bring down my voice to a level
where people could hear it, as well as dogs. 


‘I’m looking
forward to it.’


‘So am I. If you
are as beautiful as you sound, it really will be a pleasure.’


I spluttered
incoherently. I think I might have gurgled. ‘Lovely.’


‘I’ll pick you
up at 12.30. Please don’t be late, as I have a TV interview at three o’clock. I
want to make the most of the time we have together. See you then.’


And he was gone.
No wonder they called him an expert on relationships. I’d only spoken a few
words to him, and he already had me quivering like a schoolgirl with a crush. I
hadn’t even met him yet. 


I was both
nervous and excited about our lunch date – I mean lunch appointment – the next
day. I felt that it was going to be quite an experience.


 


***


 


My flat mate Ellen is no prude. I mean,
I have seen her get through her fair share of men since we have been sharing an
apartment together. She is the kind of woman who looks a little tomboyish on
the outside, but is all woman on the inside. She is trying to break through the
glass ceiling at work, so she deliberately tones down her femininity. She wears
her hair cut short, and dresses in pants and shirts like a man. But it’s all a
waste of time, because she still looks dead sexy, and every man she meets wants
to fuck her brains out. And if she finds the right guy, she is happy to
co-operate in that kind of joint venture. I mean, I should know. Her bedroom
backs onto mine, and I’ve been kept awake many a night by the sound of her
screaming while the headboard of her bed bangs against the wall. Then again, it
works both ways, so I suppose I can’t complain.


But I’m getting
off the point. What I was about to say is that when I updated her on my latest
exploits that evening, she was a little shocked. 


‘You had sex
with two guys in 24 hours? That is pretty frantic, even by your standards.’


Oh, if only she
knew! In my college years, that would have been a slow day. But I’m getting
older now, past 22 and heading for the next one. Scary! But anyway, I felt
obliged to defend myself. 


‘There’s nothing
wrong with having a healthy sex life. It is completely normal.’


Ellen curled her
legs up on the sofa and sipped at her red wine. ‘Normal for you, maybe, but not
normal for the rest of the human race. You really need to slow down a bit.’


‘I am sure that one day, I will meet
some really great guy, and then I will settle down. But until I do, I don’t see
any harm in playing the field. It’s what being single is all about.’


‘Playing the
field? Is that what you call it? Playing the planet more like. Honestly, Angel,
I think you have a real problem.’


Now I was really
hurt. ‘What do you mean?’ I demanded. 


Ellen gave me
her caring big sister look. ‘I think maybe you should get some help.’


‘Help for what?’


‘Sex addiction.’


I stared at her
in amazement. ‘You think I am a sex addict?’ 


She didn’t say
anything. She didn’t need to. We both knew the answer. I went to my room and
sulked for the rest of the evening. Sometimes the truth hurts just a bit too
much.
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The next day, I just about managed to
burst through the revolving doors of our office dead on 12.30, and spilled out
into the street. I looked around anxiously for a car that might belong to Dr.
King, but couldn’t see one. The only two cars immediately outside the office
were a taxi and a Bentley, which obviously belonged to some stinking rich git. 


As I peered up
the street looking for a likely vehicle, the Bentley pulled alongside me. The
window wound down noiselessly and a face that I recognized as my lunch date
smiled up at me. 


‘You must be
Angel...hop in!’


A Bentley? What
kind of a doctor drives a Bentley? There was more to this guy than I had first
suspected, it seemed. I got into the car and belted up.


‘Wow, nice car,’
I said. ‘I’m surprised you don’t have a chauffeur!’


‘It’s his day
off,’ came the reply, making me feel like a right idiot. 


‘Oh, sorry Dr.
King.’


Dr. King looked
at me and smiled. ‘Just kidding. Chauffers are not my style. I always drive
myself. And please call me Brad.’


Well at least he
wasn’t some kind of a big prick. Not that there is anything wrong with the
concept of a big prick myself, of course. We chatted idly until we got to the
restaurant, which was by far the poshest I had ever been in. I started to
panic. I wouldn’t have any idea what to order, or what spoon to use, or any of
that stuff. But as it turned out, Brad made it easy. I think he was used to
lunching with people who were a bit out of their depth, and he took care of the
ordering, and I just followed his lead in everything else. 


The restaurant
staff knew him by name, and we had no difficulty in securing a table, even
though the restaurant was full, and there were people waiting to be seated.
After a couple of glasses of wine, I relaxed a good deal, and started to enjoy
myself. 


I had dressed
more conservatively than usual that day, looking very much the elegant
lady...or at least, as close as I was likely to get. But I still felt like a
pauper sitting across the table from Brad. That guy just oozed the concept of
money and success without even meaning to. I doubt if he got any change from
four thousands bucks for his suit, and his shirt and tie probably weren’t much
cheaper. 


But it was his
looks that really caught your attention. And when I say ‘your attention,’ what
I mean is the attention of every other female in the restaurant. He was the
archetypal tall, dark handsome stranger. I could feel envious looks burning
into my back from other women in the room who were stuck with regular dudes. If
he had stood up at the moment and said ‘anyone want to suck my dick?’ I reckon
at least ten women would have volunteered on the spot. But of course, that
wasn’t his style...far from it. 


‘So tell me
about yourself,’ he said as we tucked into some starter that tasted delicious,
whatever the fuck it was. I gave him a brief run down, conveniently omitting
nearly all of the men in my history, and focusing on my other achievements.
That is, a gymastics trophy I won when I was fourteen (I could probably ace
that now - my gymnastic abilities have improved a lot) and scraping a pass in
my degree. 


In return, he
told me about his background. I discovered that he was not only a medical
doctor, but also a qualified psychologist. He had enough letters after his name
to play Scrabble with, and his private clinics were so successful that he could
afford to take time out to work with the media, too. Now he was well on his way
to becoming a celebrity doctor. I’ve never been much of a TV watcher, so I
didn’t recognize him from his TV appearances, but halfway through the meal, a
rather shy young lady came up and asked him for his autograph. So he wasn’t
bullshitting....it was all true!


When she was
gone, Brad leaned forward across the table and smiled. ‘Well, that’s enough
about us. Now let’s get down to business. We need to start planning our
articles for the next few issues. Do you have any ideas?’


Ideas? Nobody told
me I was supposed to have ideas. My mind started racing, but only in pointless
circles. I tried to concentrate. Ideas were not my strong point. 


‘Yes, I have
been working on some ideas,’ I lied. Lying comes easily to me, after years of
lying to my mother about the squeaking bed spring noises she thought she had
heard in the night. 


‘I thought we
could work together on some articles about....’ my mind was still blank. I
needed something to do with sex and relationships...I remembered my
conversation with Ellen the night before.


‘...about sex
addiction!’ I said triumphantly. 


Brad looked a
little taken aback, but only for a moment, then he regained his composure. 


‘That’s an
interesting idea,’ he said. ‘It’s certainly something we haven’t covered
before. But is it something that is really of concern to young women today...to
the readers of your magazine?’


‘Oh, yes,’ I
replied enthusiastically. I was on familiar ground now. ‘In fact, I have a
friend – a friend of a friend, actually - who suffers from this very problem.
She has an uncontrollable need to have sex as often as she can.’


‘That must be
very difficult for her...and for you, too, as her friend.’


‘Oh yes, I - er
- feel her pain. It must be very frustrating.’


Brad was very
interested now. ‘Very often, these problems exist, but professionals such as
myself know little about them, because people don’t share these very private
issues. We could be bringing a major topic to the surface.’


Having opened my
mouth, I was beginning to wonder if this had been a good idea. There was no
telling where this was going to end up. But it was too late now, I was
committed. Brad had a look in his eye that told me he had already decided on a
plan of action. 


‘OK, Angel,’ he
said. ‘Let’s do it this way. You will be the journalist, of course, researching
the stories of real people who suffer from this problem...starting with your
friend. And I will add the professional point of view, looking at the medical,
social and psychological angles. This could be a very interesting series of
articles. Run it by Vanessa this afternoon, and let me know what she says.’


With that, he
reached across the table and squeezed my hand. I am sure there was no sexual
motivation. It was just a friendly gesture between colleagues. But it set off
fireworks that shot right up my arm and into my brain. I tried to focus. I
didn’t want to squeak again. Somehow I made it through dessert and coffee, and
eventually got back to the office, wondering what kind of Pandora’s box I had
just opened up. 


 


***


Well, the good news is that Vanessa
thought the idea was fantastic. Basically, she liked the idea of plastering
headlines like ‘I Was a Sex Addict And Loved Every Minute’ on the cover of the
mag, and selling shitloads of copies as a result. Well, if that’s what paid my
wages, then so be it. But what did surprise me was that she came up with the phone
numbers of two people she said had struggled with some kind of sex addiction. 


‘I don’t suppose
they will want to reveal their real names, but they may talk to you if we agree
to be discreet,’ she said. ‘One is a former male model, the other is a woman
who used to be a friend of mine, who went off the rails. So I suggest you try
to contact them and arrange interviews, and see what you can come up with.’


Sending a sex
addict to interview sex addicts? Was that really a good idea? I didn’t know,
but it sounded like it could be fun. And if it gave me a good excuse to work
with Brad and his sexy voice, that was fine with me. 
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Yes, I’m a fraud, and I am well aware of
it. Here I was, just a couple of days later, interviewing the lady that Vanessa
had suggested, her former friend. We were at her apartment, drinking coffee,
and I was pretending to be the innocent journalist who was a little shocked at
the revelations of her past behaviour. 


Karen was in her
early thirties, a slim and sexy brunette with a riot of red hair and freckles
to match. She was dressed in tight jeans and a white T-shirt that emphasized
her boobs. I could imagine that she had never had much difficulty in finding
guys to party with. She had known Vanessa since their university days, and had
stayed in touch ever since, even though their careers had diverged many years
ago. Karen was some kind of financial wizard, apparently, and judging by the
home she lived in, she had done very well at it. We were sitting on a balcony
with very expensive views across Double Bay and Sydney harbour. I wouldn’t have
chosen this apartment myself. I’m terrified of heights, and the thought of
living on the 34th floor scared me to death. Just sitting on the
balcony felt rather adventurous. I sat on the side of the table furthest from
the balcony rail, and kept my feet rooted to the floor.  But I had to admit
that it was all rather stunning. It was a beautiful morning, and the sea was
blue and tranquil. This really was a gorgeous place to be. What I had seen of
the home so far was very expensively furnished with good taste. Lucky bitch.
Well, OK...clever bitch. 


Karen was very
friendly, and surprisingly eager to talk about her past, asking only that we
didn’t use her real name in the magazine. For me, this was a very interesting
experience. I had never met another woman with a sexual appetite similar to
mine. I was all ears, and my biggest problem was stopping myself from saying
‘me, too!’ when she told me of some of her juicier adventures. 


‘Sex is the most
natural thing in the world,’ she pointed out, as she topped up my coffee. ‘We
are designed to find sexual experiences enjoyable to ensure that we continue to
procreate the human race. Just think. The only reason you are here today is
because your mother got laid, and so did both of your grandmothers, all four of
your great-grandmothers...and so on for thousands of generations. If any one of
those thousands of women hadn’t enjoyed a good fuck, you wouldn’t be here this
morning.’


Well, that was
an interesting way of looking at it. So I am genetically programmed to be a
slut. It’s all my grandmothers’ fault. If I ever make it to the Pearly Gates, I
will try that one on St. Peter - maybe he will let me in, after all. But I kept
my thoughts to myself and let Karen continue. 


‘The fact is, we
are all here on Earth for just a short time, so I figure you have to make the
most of it. No point in turning round when you are eighty years old and wishing
you had done more. So I have been cramming in as much as I can while I am still
relatively young. To tell you the truth, I have slept with dozens of guys, and
I don’t regret a single one.’


Dozens? This
lady was just an amateur. She should have been interviewing me! But never
mind....I wanted to hear more. She told me about how she lost her virginity
when she was fourteen, and how she just wanted to repeat the sensation over and
over again. Then she went on to give me a run down on various guys she had
slept with, and what they got up to.


‘You look a
little flushed. I expect you are shocked by all this,’ she said. Shocked wasn’t
the word...more like excited. And I was picking up a few useful tips, too. I
was finding it hard to concentrate on taking notes. 


‘Have you ever
had sex with another woman?’ she asked suddenly. Now that did take me by
surprise. I jumped nervously and spilled my coffee all down my white dress. It
was hot and burned my leg, so I leaped to my feet, knocking the coffee table
over in the process and sending hot coffee and milk splashing all over Karen,
too. She jumped to her feet, and we both stood frozen in horror for a moment.
We were both a mess, and it was all my fault. I thought she was going to be
angry, but then she started giggling, and I couldn’t help joining in. 


Karen motioned
for me to follow her indoors. ‘No harm done,’ but we both need a change of
clothes.’


‘If I can just
use your bathroom for a minute, I can clean this up,’ I said.


Karen shook her head. ‘That dress will
be ruined if it is not cleaned properly right away. Look, you are about the
same size as me. You can borrow some of my clothes, and I will get your dress
cleaned and sent back to you. Let’s find something that fits you.’


We walked
through the house to her bedroom, which was enormous. It was sparsely
furnished, with a huge four-poster bed dominating the room, surrounded by
deep-pile cream carpet. One wall was all glass, giving another awesome view
looking back across the city. I followed Karen into the ensuite bathroom, which
was about as big as my whole bedroom at home. There she stripped quickly out of
her T-shirt and jeans, and dropped them into a laundry basket. She was a very
attractive woman, not an ounce of excess padding anywhere, just gentle curves
in all the places you are supposed to have gentle curves.


She motioned for
me to undress, too, and a few seconds later, we were both standing there in our
bras and panties. I felt a little self-conscious…heck we had only met half an
hour ago, and now we standing almost naked and sizing each other up
surreptitiously. 


I tried not to
stare, honest, but she had fantastic boobs. Don’t get me wrong, guys are my
main thing, as you already know, but I can certainly appreciate the beauty of
the female form. And Karen had a lot of feminine beauty racked up in her chest.
And the rest of her body wasn’t so bad, either. I guessed she worked out
regularly, because her tummy was flat, and her whole body was almost glowing
with health. But I wasn’t the only one who was staring. I noticed that she was
looking at me, too, with rather more than interest than you might expect from a
woman.


                        ‘The coffee has
gone through to your bra,’ she said. ‘Let me see if I can sponge it off. She
soaked a bathroom sponge under the hot tap, and then gently massaged my bra
with it. I could feel my nipples hardening at the touch, and I knew from the
wicked grin on Karen’s face that she had noticed. 


                        ‘It won’t sponge
off,’ she said. ‘I think we’ll have to take this off, too.’ 


She reached
around behind my back and unclasped my bra. I didn’t resist. Her face was now
just inches from mine, and our boobs were touching. I could feel that her
nipples, too, were hard and erect. Then Karen leaned forward and kissed me
gently on the lips. It was unexpected but if felt good. I wanted more. I
slipped my arms around her waist and kissed her back. 


Yes, I kissed a
girl…and I liked it. I could definitely understand where Katy Perry was coming
from. Kissing a woman is very different from kissing a man. Instead of that raw
sexual energy, you get a feeling of softness and sensuousness. It’s a much more
delicate feeling, but it is still a real turn on. Karen took me by the hand and
led me to her bed. I vaguely wondered how many partners she had ‘entertained’
in this bed, whether male or female. Whatever the answer was, the total was
about to increase by one. 


I stepped up
onto the bed, and leaned back against the silky sheets, resting my head on the
downy pillows. Karen slipped off her bra and panties and climbed up beside me.
She kissed me again, delicately, and then traced her tongue down to my breasts,
taking a nipple into her mouth and sucking gently. I moaned softly, enjoying
her delicate touch. She caressed my other breast in her hand, and then started
moving down my chest to my stomach, and on down to my hips. She took my knees
and pushed my legs apart, and a moment later, I felt her tongue licking my
panties, edging down between my legs until she reached my clit, tonguing it
gently through the silky material. 


I was almost
ready to climax right there. The feeling was so good and so intense that I
didn’t want it to stop. Karen pushed my panties to one side, and then I felt
her tongue directly on my flesh. If there is one thing that women do better
than men when it comes to pleasuring women, it is licking pussy. I guess we
know how it feels from the inside, so we know which buttons to press, and how
to press them. Karen was certainly pressing all my buttons right now. Her
tongue slid down into my wet slit and opened me up, and the sensation sent me
over the edge. I orgasmed deeply, pushing Karen’s face hard into my pussy with
my hands. She didn’t seem to mind. 


As my orgasm
subsided, Karen slipped my panties off, then buried her head again for another
feast. Now that I was warmed up, it didn’t take me long to reach my next
shuddering orgasm, and I let out a scream that must surely have carried right
across the bay. After my third climax, I decided it was time for me to start
dishing out the pleasure. I sat up and manoeuvred Karen into a doggie position.
She bent her head forward into the pillows, allowing her beautiful butt cheeks
to rise into the air. Her pussy was neatly shaven and I could see that she was
already very moist with anticipation. I started with my fingers, running them
up her thighs, then caressing her bum cheeks. I could hear gentle moans of
anticipation from the pillow end of the bed, and I allowed my fingers to trace
gentle circles that worked closer and closer to her vagina. Then I slipped two
fingers inside her, finger fucking her gently as if she was getting fucked from
behind. 


Karen pushed her
butt back towards me eagerly, and I pushed deeper inside, enjoying the wet,
feminine feel of her vaginal walls against my fingers. I pulled my fingers out
and licked them. Hmmm...dick tastes good, but pussy has a special flavor all of
its own. I wanted more, so I leaned forward, and licked at Karen’s pussy lips.
Delicious. I spread her legs a little wider to give myself better access, and
licked gently and deeply. The more I licked, the more Karen moaned. As she had
done to me, I licked from her clit along the slit of her pussy and back again,
and soon I could feel her body tensing for an orgasm. As she came, I buried my
lips against her lips, enjoying the sweet taste of the pussy juice that flowed
as she climaxed. 


Karen rolled and
lay back on the bed, enjoying the post-climactic feeling. I slipped alongside
her, and again we kissed, mouth-mouth, our breasts touching, our arms embracing
each other. I would have been satisfied if we had stopped there, to be honest,
but Karen had other ideas. She reached over to her bedside drawer and pulled
out a huge black vibrator. Wow! Maybe I wasn’t going to get any dick today, but
it looked like I was going to get the next best thing. This was a real
monster...it seemed Karen liked her dicks on the large size. It was made of
hard black rubber, and featured contours design to stimulate. 


Karen pressed a
button on the vibrator and it started to buzz softly. She placed the monster
between my breasts and began to caress my boobs with it. I liked the feeling. I
liked it a lot. In my book, nothing will ever quite replace the feel of a real
dick, but this came pretty close. She dragged the beast down my stomach,
tracing circles that made me flinch with pleasure, then buried it deeply and
not too gently between my legs. Ooh, this was big...very big! Bigger than Sven,
bigger than any man I could remember. And as it buzzed and throbbed inside me,
I felt a whole new kind of sensation, one that is hard to describe, but which
was very enjoyable. I wanted more. I arched my back, spread my legs and allowed
the black beast to penetrate deeper inside me. Then Karen pulled it out slowly,
and traced it over my pussy lips and my clit, sending me into orgasm once
again. 


We made love for
an hour, but it seemed to be over in a few moments. Before I knew it, I was
rushing to get dressed and get back to the office before they started sending
out search parties. In the taxi on the way back, I wondered what I was going to
say to Vanessa. I had certainly got some more material, but most of it was not
exactly material I could use. More importantly, I found myself wondering what
Brad would make of our encounter if he knew about it. I was puzzled as to why
that bothered me. I mean, it wasn’t as if we were dating or anything...not much
chance of that! But somehow I cared about what he thought of me. 


What the hell
was wrong with me? Caring was not something I was particularly good at. I
didn’t have the genes. Maybe I was changing. Now there’s a scary thought. 


 


***


 


The next few days disappeared in a haze
of busy work. Setting up interviews, organizing photo shoots, checking contact
sheets, reading proofs and all the hectic work that piles up when an issue is
due to go to print. No matter how much you try to prepare these things, there
are always problems that result in you working until midnight to catch up - a
freelance writer misses a deadline, product for a photo shoot goes missing,
some legal issue comes up...it’s always a nightmare. But by Friday, we had
finally put the issue to bed, and I was looking forward to a nice relaxing
weekend before it all started again on Monday. 


I was busy
clearing my desk ready for the weekend, when I heard a voice calling from the
doorway.


‘The weekend is
here...time to be out of here!’


I looked up to
see Brad standing in the doorway, grinning. I felt a shudder inside, which I
managed to repress, and I even managed to reply without squeaking.


‘Yes, I’m done
for the week. Just clearing my desk. What about you?’


‘I had a few
things to drop off at the office here. And I wondered if you might have time
for a drink before weall head for home. It’s a beautiful evening, after all.
Are you free?’


It certainly was
a beautiful day. Sydney is beautiful all day long, but during the late
afternoon early evening period, something magical happens to the light.
Everything looks more stunning than ever, the colours seem deeper and richer,
and it just feels good to be alive. An hour or two spent sitting on a terrace
with a glass of wine and a rich, handsome dude for company certainly sounded
appealing. There were certainly worse ways to spend a Friday evening than
watching the sun set over the harbour and enjoying some intelligent conversation.
My diary for the evening was pretty much clear – OK, it was a vast expanse of
nothingness – but I wasn’t going to tell Brad that. I wanted to sound like I
had some kind of a life. 


‘Well, I had a
couple of things planned, but they can wait until later. So I have a couple of
hours free.’


‘Excellent!
We’ll go whenever you are ready.’


Half an hour
later, we were seated outside a café in Darling Harbour, enjoying the fading
light and the sound of happy city workers all around us, everyone enjoying the
special buzz of Thank God It’s Friday. There were plenty of well-dressed city
guys around, but Brad stood out as being a cut above the rest in his tailored
suit and hand-made shirt. I had to be careful not to gawp and make a fool of
myself, so I tried to think of something to say. 


            ‘I’ve started on the
interviews,’ I began. But Brad shook his head. 


            ‘Let’s not talk about work,’
he said. ‘It’s the weekend…all that can wait until next week. Why don’t you
tell me a little more about you?’


            He leaned forward as if he
was genuinely interested, not just some guy feigning interest in order to get
his leg over. That was a first. I felt myself blushing and hoped it was dusky
enough for him not to notice. 


            ‘There’s not much to say,’ I
offered, rather pathetically. 


            ‘Now, I don’t believe that.
I am sure there would be some amazing stories to tell if I could read your
mind.’


            Gulp! I didn’t want him or
anyone else reading my mind. I could probably be arrested for over-use of the
male population or something. And him a sex therapist, too…I could probably provide
him with enough material for a whole series of seminars and a bestselling book
or two. I smiled politely and fluttered my eyelashes. That usually works, but
Brad was a tough nut to crack. 


            ‘You said you are single,’
he continued. ‘I find that hard to fathom. What’s the matter with the guys in
this town…don’t they know a real beauty when they see one?’


            I know I shouldn’t fall for
such obvious lines, but I’m a sucker for flattery. I just lap it all up. Compliments
where get you everywhere with me. I giggled and waited hopefully for another
compliment. I wasn’t disappointed.


            ‘I’m sure you will make some
lucky man very happy one day,’ he said gravely.


            Making men very happy was my
speciality, but possibly not in the sense he intended. I tried to imagine
myself settling down with one guy and living happily ever after. Happily ever
after? With the same dick for the rest of your life? I considered that a rather
scary prospect. It would be like going on vacation to exactly the same place
every year. I know plenty of people do that, but those kinds of people are
already dead inside. I didn’t want to join them. But then again, looking at
Brad now, I could see that the idea had its appealing side, too. I mean, if it
was someone like him, good looking, successful and loving, maybe it could
work….


…could it?


It’s a good job
Brad couldn’t read my mind, because at that moment, I was mentally exploring
the contents of his underpants. He was a tall man…did that mean that things were
proportionately large in other departments? What would a world-leading expert
on sex be like on the sack? It sure would be interesting to find out. But it
didn’t seem likely that I would get the opportunity. After all, for all his
compliments, I was well aware that I wasn’t in his league. I must look like a
trashy office girl compared to the sophisticated women in his usual circles. 


I was miles
away, following my own train of thought. Then I realized that Brad’s voice had
stopped. I realized he had asked me a question, and was now politely waiting
for an answer. Bollocks. I had absolutely no idea what he had been talking
about. Now I was going to make a complete fool of myself by sitting there
gulping like a goldfish. Brad smiled at me.


‘So what do you
think…yes or no?’


That helped. Now
he had narrowed it down to a 50:50 choice. 


‘Yes, of
course!’ I said enthusiastically, wondering what the hell it was that I had
agreed to. 


‘That’s
fantastic,’ he smiled. ‘Most women refuse that offer flat! But I suspected you
wouldn’t scare so easily. I think you will find it to be an amazing
experience…better than sex! 


I can pick you up tomorrow morning at
nine, so that we can be on site a little after ten. Remember to wear
comfortable shoes and bring something to tie your hair up with. I’ll take care
of everything else.’


            The sun dropped behind the
horizon, but I barely noticed. I was too busy wondering what the hell I had got
myself into. Anything that was better than sex had to be worth trying. But why
did most women turn the offer down flat? There was no way I could ask Brad
about it now without making a complete fool of myself. I would just have to
play it by ear. It couldn’t be that bad…


…could it?


After a while, I
excused myself on the grounds that I had to meet my friends for our
pre-arranged meeting. I needed some time to figure out how I was going to deal
with the next day’s mysterious adventure. 


When I got back
to my apartment and explained what had happened, Ellen practically collapsed on
the floor laughing. And she is supposed to be my best friend. The bitch. Between
us, we tried to work out what the day’s activity might be. Something that
required comfortable shoes and tied-up hair, and which scared the crap out of most
women. Ellen’s best guess was abseiling. I hoped not…I’m scared of heights,
remember. And in any case, abseiling is hardly better than sex…is it?


By the time we
decided to call it a night, I was still puzzled, and Ellen was still laughing. I
made a mental note to find a way to get my revenge when this was over. I
didn’t’ sleep very well. I had a recurring nightmare about being stuck half way
up a cliff tied to an abseil rope, unable to go up or down. I told myself that
at least that was the worst thing that could happen. Whatever Brad had in mind,
it surely couldn’t be any scarier than that. 


Oh, boy, was I
wrong…
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Saturday morning dawned with clear skies
and warm sunshine. I got up and showered, still thinking apprehensively about
the day ahead.


            It’s better than sex…it’s
better than sex…it’s better than sex…


            I kept repeating this mantra
over and over again. It’s the only thing that kept me going. Either Brad had a
pretty warped idea of what constituted fun, or this was going to be an awesome
day. Brad didn’t appear to be warped. In fact, he was the least warped person I
had ever met. But I was still nervous. 


            I dressed in what I thought
were sensible clothes – jeans, T-shirt and a light jacket. I tied my hair back
in a pony tail, and put on a pair of Nikes. I looked at myself in the mirror
and couldn’t decide if I liked what I saw or not. It wasn’t the look I would
have chosen for a date with a hot guy, but on the other hand, I did look kind
of cute in a sensible way. Ellen had breakfast with me, and did her best to
keep a straight face. But she couldn’t hold it, and half way through her bowl
of Nutri-grain she burst out laughing. 


            ‘Angel, I’m sorry…but you
just don’t look like you without high heels and a skirt that shows your
knickers. I pretended to be above such comments. 


            The doorbell rang on the
stroke of nine, and Ellen leaped ahead of me to open it. She wanted to have a
perv at this new man in my life to see what she was missing out on. That was
OK. I knew she would be jealous when she saw Brad, and I was right. When she
opened the door, he was standing there in khaki trousers and a white
polo-necked shirt – a very different look to his professional appearance, but hotter
than any guy I had seen Ellen dating. Ha ha! She asked him in, and turned to
give me a nod of approval. I still had no idea whether today constituted a
date, or more of a ‘getting to know a colleague’ business deal. But Ellen was
jealous, and that’s all that counts, really. 


            Ellen offered him a coffee,
but he politely pointed out that we needed to get moving. A few minutes later,
we were out in the street, heading towards his car. I looked for the Bentley,
and so was surprised when he paused next to a brand-new Toyota Land Cruiser. He
pressed a key fob and the lights flashed as the doors unlocked with a thunk.
The rear of the vehicle was packed with various bulging green and khaki bags.
Maybe Ellen was right. Abseiling seemed a real possibility.


            ‘Jump in,’ he said. ‘There
will be some traffic to start with, but once we are south of the city, it
should be an easy ride.’


            South of the city? What the
hell was to the south of the city…about an hour’s drive away? As Brad drove, I
watched the signposts flicking by, trying to get a feel for where we were
heading. Canberra…the nation’s capital? I hoped not. Canberra is probably the
most boring city in Australia. Anyway, it was too far away. The Southern Highlands
perhaps? The Shire? No, too close. Not the Blue Mountains, they were out West.


            I didn’t find out for sure
until we were driving through the streets of Woollongong, a pleasant seaside
town that I had never visited before. No reason to…nothing happened there that
I was aware of. It seemed to be a pleasant enough town, but I knew nothing at
all about anything interesting that happened down there. So why were we here?
Jeez…I felt so stupid. 


            ‘Are you nervous?’ Brad
asked.


            ‘Um…just a little,’ I
answered cautiously.


            ‘No need to be...it’s as
safe as houses. And I will be with you all the way.’


            Well, that seemed
reassuring. We skirted round the north of the town and headed towards the
coast. We pulled up in some parkland near the beach. Looking good so far, I
thought. The beach was awesome, with rolling surf and a few families strolling
along the sand. Nothing scary there. And no cliffs to abseil from. 


            ‘Well, here we are!’ Brad
exclaimed triumphantly, pointing in the opposite direction to the beach. 


            I followed his finger and
looked across the parkland. The first thing I noticed was the air strip with a
couple of light aircraft perched at the edge of the runway. That made me a
little jumpy. And then I saw it. A huge sign stood at the side of the road like
a behemoth, blasting out a message in huge, bold lettering.


 


WELCOME TO
SKYDIVE CENTRAL!!!


            


Skydiving? SKYDIVING!!! Oh, fuck…I was
screwed. 


 


***


 


I got out of the car and threw up on the
grass. Brad jumped out of the driver’s seat and rushed round, just in time to
get a clear view of what I had eaten for breakfast. 


            ‘Oh, God.’ I said. 


            ‘Angel…are you OK? What is
it…travel sickness?’


            Let’s go with that, I thought.
At least it would get me off the hook for the moment. ‘Yes, sorry…I should have
told you. I get it sometimes.’


            ‘Here…sit down on this park
bench, and I’ll get you some water. Back in a sec.’


            I was glad to have a few
moments alone. What the fuck was I going to do now? Skydiving is not the ideal
pastime for someone who is terrified of heights. And I was too young to die. I
looked up at the sign again and read the smaller print beneath the headline.


            Enjoy the spectacular
views from 14,000 feet!


            14,000 feet! I get scared
going up a step ladder. There was no way anyone was going to make me jump from
14,000 feet. But if I didn’t, I would make a total fool of myself, ruin any
chance of a relationship with Brad and probably lose my job, too. 


            I’ve been fucked a few
times, but never as well and truly fucked as this. What the hell was I going to
do? I thought fast, and by the time Brad came back with a bottle of water, I
had a plan. I would just go along with things for a while, and then at the last
minute, I would fake sickness again, and they would have to go up without me.
Brilliant! I was feeling better already.


            I recovered a little, and by
the time we got into the preparations stage, I was almost back to normal. I
didn’t even have to listen to the trainer. After all, I wasn’t going anywhere.
I just smiled and nodded at him, and pretended to listen. But all I was hearing
was ‘blah, blah, blah…’


            Well, that was a dumb
attitude. Because to cut a long story short, my plan didn’t work out. I kind of
got sucked into the whole process, and somehow that opportunity to butt out
never arose. The next couple of hours flew by, and before I knew it, I was
sardine-sandwiched into one of the tiny planes with Brad seated right behind
me. But all was not lost…I had a plan B. When it came to the big moment when I
was supposed to jump, I would just refuse to go. I would play the scared little
woman routine. Easy. They can’t make you commit suicide, right?


            The whole idea certainly
seemed suicidal to me. I’m not comfortable flying in a jumbo jet, never mind a
minute and rather frail-looking Cessna. There weren’t even any seats. When the 
plane started to hurtle down the runway, I thought I was going to throw up
again. I clenched my fists so tightly that they turned white. Soon we were up
in the air, and I felt more vulnerable than I had ever felt before. The plane
circled higher and higher. There were twelve of us in the plane, five newbies
including me, five experienced jumpers, the pilot and the leader of the group. 


            I felt Brad lean closer to
me, reaching around the parachute pack that was perched on my back. I saw him
clip some straps onto my pack. ‘You’re OK now…you don’t have to do anything.
Just enjoy the ride. We are nearly at 14,000 feet.’


            Oh, bollocks, now there was
no way out. Brad and I were strapped together, and he was going to take me down
with him. I was going to die. I resigned myself to my fate. I’d had a good
life. I’d had more fun than most women get in eighty years. I suppose it all
had to end sooner or later, and it turns out it was going to be sooner. Maybe
this was some kind of divine retribution for my sinful ways.


            I was trying to remember if
I had written a will, when the leader guy threw the door open. Shit. A cold
wind whistled through the compartment and I looked outside to see
nothing…absolutely nothing except blue sky all around us, bluer than any sky I
had ever seen before. If I hadn’t been so shit scared, it would have been
beautiful. I realized with a shock that we were first in line for the exit. Brad
shuffled us forwards, closer to the edge, and there was nothing I could do
except panic. I found myself sitting in the doorway with my legs dangling over
the edge. Now was the time to shout that I couldn’t jump…


            …I never got the chance.
Brad pushed forward, and we were out of the plane and spinning. I started to
scream. I was hurtling through thin air, wind rushing past me. As we spun, I
saw the plane disappear into the distance, fast becoming a tiny speck. We
cleared some clouds, and then looking down, I saw the ground below me, a
distant spot that seemed to be slowly getting nearer. The rushing wind lasted
for what seemed an eternity, but must have been less than a minute. I felt
Brad’s hands gripping me, and somehow I felt reassured. Maybe this was going to
be OK. Maybe I wouldn’t die. Just a few months in hospital, perhaps, then a
lifetime in a wheelchair.


Then something
happened…It felt as if I was being pulled up into the air, but in fact we had
just slowed dramatically. I looked up and saw our parachute open above
us…possibly the most beautiful sight I have ever seen in my life. The billowing
cloud of blue and white material looked magical. We weren’t going to die! 


Now my world
view changed completely. I was floating in space with a hot guy arm’s around
me, and a spectacular view of the world to enjoy. The adrenaline from the fall
was pumping through me, and I was experiencing a huge high. I could see the
ocean below, the surf crashing on the beach, and the green of the parkland
beyond. Better than sex? I wasn’t sure about that, but it was pretty awesome. We
floated downwards, circling around landing area, swinging in closer and closer.
Suddenly the ground seemed to rush up towards my feet, and I realized that we
were almost down, and coming in fast. Brad told me to lift my legs, and he
guided us down to the grass, coming to a neat running landing. 


A moment later,
I was sitting on the grass feeling  totally exhilarated. Heck, what had I been
scared of? I wanted to do it again! But more than anything else, I was more
intrigued than ever by my parachuting partner. There really was more to this
guy than met they eye. This put a whole new spin on the phrase ‘flying doctor.’


Brad unclipped
himself from my parachute pack and helped me out of it. I jumped to my feet and
hugged him. I couldn’t help it! The moment was so intense. He didn’t seem to
mind, in fact, he was laughing.


When we left in
the Land Cruiser an hour later, I was still on a high. I couldn’t wait to tell
Ellen about this…she would be laughing on the other side of her face when I
told her about it. Better still, I had a DVD of the event to prove it. But all
that was to come later. I was starving, and when Brad suggested finding a
restaurant to get a meal, I was all for the idea. We drove into Wollongong and
soon came across an Italian restaurant that looked friendly and inviting. It’s
a good job Aussie restaurants are very relaxed about dress code. I felt scruffy
in my rumpled clothes, although Brad somehow managed to look immaculately
groomed. I wondered vaguely how he did that. Anyway, half an hour later, we
were enjoying some excellent pasta and discussing the adventures of the day. 


‘Well, you did
it,’ Brad grinned. I felt that I had gone up in his estimation that day. I
guess he was used to women who chickened out of scary activities. Ha…not me!
I’m up for anything…LOL! 


‘Of course, I
wouldn’t have missed it for the world,’ I lied. ‘Thanks for an awesome day. I’m
still feeling a buzz.’ And that was the truth…I was just glad to be alive. 


‘Great,’ Brad
smiled. ‘I think working with you is going to fun.’ He reached across the table
and squeezed my hand once again. It was just a friendly squeeze, but it sent a
feeling like an electric shock shooting up my arm. What kind of fun was he
talking about? I had some ideas that I would like to suggest, but I didn’t
think this was the moment. 


‘I’m looking
forward to it,’ I said. ‘You are full of surprises. I can’t wait to see what
happens next.’


By the time the
meal was over, I was more intrigued than ever by this complex and mysterious
man. He was driven to succeed, certainly, but there was more to him than a
desire for power and money. As we talked about his career, I realized that he
genuinely cared about people, and wanted to leave his mark on the world. By
comparison, I felt shallow and self-centred. My life had been primarily driven
by my hormones, with not much thought into making the world a better place. If
I left a few guys with smiles on their faces, that was good enough for me. Or
was it?


Luckily, falling
out of an aeroplane had given me enough credit to make up for any deficiencies
in other areas. We got along famously, and by the time we left the restaurant,
we were getting along rather cosily. During the drive home, I wondered where
this might go from here. Probably nowhere. Surely he had a beautiful wife, or
fiancé – or at least a girlfriend  – tucked away somewhere. But if that was the
case, why wasn’t he spending the day with her? Maybe she wasn’t dumb enough to
jump into space at 14,000 feet. 


Eventually, we
pulled up outside my apartment just as darkness fell. I didn’t want the day to
end there, but I didn’t want to do the corny old ‘want to come in for coffee?’
line either. Then I remembered the DVD of my death plunge. I found it in my bag
and waved it enthusiastically.


‘Hey, you want
to come in and see how we did?’


Brad smiled his
acceptance, and a few minutes later, we were sitting on my sofa, drinking
coffee, and watching me make a complete fool of myself. The soundtrack mainly
consisting of me screaming my lungs out during the freefall, then cooing like a
happy pigeon for the rest of the descent. I sounded like a total idiot, and
Brad seemed to find it very amusing. We watched it several times, then I
switched it off. Ellen had gone out for the evening, so we had the place to
ourselves. There was an awkward silence for a few seconds, and I was busy
trying to think of something to say to fill in the gap when Brad leaned forward
and kissed me. His lips were firm and insistent, and I gasped with surprise. I
certainly wasn’t expecting that.


This was
different from most of my other encounters. Somehow this was not just sensual,
but caring and loving, too. I felt like a schoolgirl on her first date,
enjoying the touch of a man for the first time. I responded, putting my hands
round the back of his head and pulling his mouth tighter against mine. I felt
stirrings of longing, deep within me. I wanted to feel his flesh next to mine,
and when he pushed me gently back against the sofa, I didn’t resist. 


We lay back
together, kissing softly. Then I felt his tongue probing into my mouth, like a
precursor of sexual penetration, a gentle reminder of what we could be doing.
It felt good. Brad slipped an arm around me and I felt his fingers tracing down
my back, then caressing my buttocks. I ran my fingers down his back, from the
hard muscles of his shoulders to the small of his back. Brad kissed me on the
cheeks, then gently worked his way downwards, kissing my neck, my shoulders,
and then moving further down to kiss my breasts through my clothes. Was
parachuting really better than sex? I had a feeling I was about to find out for
sure. Brad brought his hand up and slipped it under my T-shirt, sliding up to
my breasts and gently caressing them. I couldn’t help but let a moan slip out.
Damn, it felt good. I felt a burning desire to get naked, to feel his bare
muscles next to my soft flesh. 


And then he
stopped. In mid boob grope. He pulled away from me with an apologetic look on
his face. 


‘Angel,’ I
apologize. ‘I was getting carried away…I didn’t mean to take advantage?’


Take advantage? I thought. You
wouldn’t be the first, not by the long way. But I sensed that would be the
wrong thing to say. I guess he was the kind of guy who expected a little more
sophistication from his ladies. 


Fuck. 


No fuck.


I stumbled over
my words. ‘Oh…er, me too! That’s not like me at all!’ 


Hey, stop
laughing….I was trying to be serious. Brad stood up and straightened his
clothing, and I felt obliged to do the same. He bent down and kissed me quickly
on the cheek, the kind of kiss you give your grandmother when you say goodbye.
‘I’m sorry…I’d better go. I’ll call you on Monday…about work, that is.’


Within a few
seconds, he had regained his composure, and became the confident and self assured
Brad once more. With that, he hurried out of the door, and was gone. 
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Well, that was a bummer. One minute it
looked like I was about to get an injection of alpha male right into my system,
and the next I’m sitting at home alone with no dick in sight. I was really
pissed off. I guess that meant my brief romance with Brad was all over. What
had it lasted…a few hours? Longer than many of my encounters with men, granted,
but we didn’t even get to the good bit. Anyway, it was more than that. Brad
wasn’t just another hunk of male hormones. He was something special, and…well,
I guess I had been hoping something special might happen, although I wasn’t
really sure what. 


What now? I
scoured the kitchen for chocolate and found a large bar of Cadbury’s Crunchie
hidden behind the microwave. Ellen is one of those annoying women who can eat
huge quantities of chocolate without putting on any weight whatsoever. But she
also knows I will binge on her chocolate supplies if I have a bad day, so she
hides it in obscure locations. It’s a kind of chocolate arms race. Ellen is
always looking for better places to hide it, and I am always decoding her
defence system and locating it. If it wasn’t for all the exercise I got between
the sheets, I would probably packing a few extra pounds by now. 


I plonked myself
in front of the TV with the chocolate and half a bottle of cheap red wine, and
began flicking through the channels. Surprise, surprise…nothing worth watching.
Just re-runs of American sitcoms and embarrassingly bad reality TV shows. They
should have tried making a reality TV show about my life…that would be a real
eye opener. I bet I could raise the channel ratings a bit. Never mind The
Farmer Wants a Wife – how about The Lady Wants Some Dick. Ha ha! And if you
said ‘what lady?’ then shame on you. 


Bummer. Here I
was, 22 years old, watching TV on a Saturday night like an old spinster. This
just wasn’t good enough. I was still on something of a higher from the jump in
the morning…and still pissed off at not getting a jump this evening. Fuck
this…time to go and hit the town. An hour, I was showered,  tarted up and
dressed to kill. Short skirt, low-cut top, and ‘please fuck me’ stilettos. I
was on the rebound, and determined to bounce back in style. Go fuck yourself  Dr.
Brad Fucking Bigshot King. You’re not the only man in town!


I’m so glad men
think with their dicks. It makes life so much easier when you are in the market
for a little muscle. If you dress a little on the hot side, all you have to do
is go to a suitable bar, then take your pick from the guys that start hitting
on you. Guys must wake up in the morning with a neon light flashing in their
heads that says ‘Fuck Pussy…Must Fuck Pussy…’ 


There is a bar
just a hundred metres or so from my apartment that is popular with rugby
players. They have huge plasma TVs that show every rugby game you could ever
want to see, and the whole bar is decorated with trophies, match-winning shirts
and all kinds of rugby paraphernalia. So you are pretty much guaranteed to get a
whole bunch of hunky rugby-playing types there on a Saturday night. And this
night was no exception. It was busier and rowdier than usual, and I soon found
that an English college rugby team was in town, doing a tour of Australia. I
got myself a drink, and sat at the bar as if I was waiting for a friend. I had
to fight off a few ugly gorilla types who fancied their chances, but it wasn’t
long before a good-looking guy with a boyish grin came up to the bar. One look
at his physique told me he was a rugby player, and as soon as he opened his
mouth to order, it was obvious he was English. 


His voice didn’t
seem to match his body. He looked like a professional boxer, with broad
shoulders and well-honed muscles. But he sounded like an English professor,
distinctly upper class. Kind of like James Bond with attitude. I love that
English accent…it really does things for me. I gave him a smile and fluttered
my eyelashes, and he smiled back. We made a connection, and soon he had bought
me a drink, and we were sitting at a table chatting. I won’t bore you with the
details. I guess you have been through the same scenario enough times. I
discovered that his name was Chas, short for Charles, and that this was his
last night in Sydney before flying home with the team. They had enjoyed a
successful tour, and now they all wanted to have fun before they flew home to
winter in Britain. 


I thought my
parachuting adventures might impress Chas, so I told him about what had
happened earlier in the day – although omitting Brad from the story as far as
was reasonably possible. Chas was duly impressed, and called over his teammate,
Tony, who was apparently a keen sky diver. I’m not quite sure how this
happened, but before long I had invited the two of them to come back to my
place and watch my DVD. I figured Ellen would probably be home by now, and she
would probably have no objection to entertaining Tony. She went for muscle, and
Tony had plenty of those. 


So that explains
how I found myself back in my apartment at midnight, slightly drunk and with
two hot guys on my arm – but with Ellen nowhere in sight. I tried her phone,
but just got voicemail. Never mind, I figured she would turn up later. We
watched my DVD, and my new rugby-playing pals were duly impressed. Then Tony
took the remote control, and started flicking through the channels. After a
while he found a movie that looked interesting, and the three of us sat on the
sofa to watch it – me in the middle of the two guys. Still no sign of Ellen.
The movie turned out to be pretty boring, so Tony gave up on the TV and knelt
on the floor to check through my DVD collection. And yes, that’s right…he found
my porn movie collection. With a chuckle of amusement, he opened one up and
slotted it into the DVD player. A few seconds later, we were watching a
dumb-looking blonde dressed as a secretary walking into her boss’s office. We
all knew she was about to get a lot more than dictation. Dick-tasting more
like. I wasn’t sure if I should feel embarrassed or excited. Then I thought,
what the hell, these guys would be on plane to England tomorrow…just go with
the flow and enjoy it. 


The dumb blonde
was certainly enjoying it. It hadn’t taken her boss long to persuade her that
her job was taking care of his every desire. And his main desire at this moment
was to give her a mouthful of cock. She took it like a trooper, and soon he had
her up on his desk, panties round her ankles, ready for a good shafting. Soon
the three of us were watching her take a length of dick like a pro, her legs
gaping while her breasts poured out of her bra. And then there was a twist in
the plot. Another guy enters the office, and feigns shock at having caught the
two of them in the act. But our sexy secretary has a plan to cheer him up, and
soon the new guy has his pants round his ankles while she tries out his special
lollipop for size.


Funnily enough,
I realized I had never watched porn with a guy before…and certainly not two
guys. I noticed Chas shuffling position on the sofa, and glanced across at him.
With a bit of a shock, I realized that the reason for his discomfort was the
erection that was bulging in his pants. I risked a glance in Tony’s direction,
and discovered that he was getting aroused, too. 


Now what is a
girl supposed to do? I mean, there I was, on the rebound, as it were, and
looking for action. And right there beside me, I have two guys getting turned
on by watching a girl getting shafted by two equally hot guys. Come on, it
would have been mean spirited not to have helped them out a bit, wouldn’t it?


Well, if you
don’t like what I did next, then fuck you. It worked for all of us, and you
weren’t there to spoil it. So there. I leaned back against the sofa and let my
left hand drop on Tony’s thigh, and my right hand on Chas’s thigh. Neither of
them said anything, but I sensed their erections were responding favorably. I
took that to be a good sign, and allowed my hands slide down their legs into
the groin area. I let my fingers trace gently over the bulges in their pants,
and both guys shifted their weight to make sure I had unrestricted access. 


On the screen,
the dumb blonde was taking on both guys orally, sucking one dick
enthusiastically, then switching to the other. Heck, why should she have all
the fun? I had plenty of dick of my own here to play with. I leaned over so
that my head was in Chas’s lap, and made quick work of getting into his pants
and freeing up his vital organ. A decent size…not huge, but certainly adequate,
and definitely throbbing and ready to go. I slipped the shaft into my mouth,
echoing the actions of the blonde on the screen. Chas eased himself back in his
seat and pushed his cock deeper into my mouth, while I enjoyed the sensation of
the hard flesh pushing against the back of my mouth. 


Meanwhile, Tony
was getting in on the action, too. He pulled my legs up onto the sofa and onto
his lap, and slid his hands up my thighs towards my butt, caressing my bum
cheeks gently. Then he eased my panties down, over my knees and off, leaving me
with naked bum in the air. Chas eased off his pants and underwear, giving me
full access to his genitals. I took the opportunity to lick slowly down the
shaft of his penis, then licked and sucked his balls. I couldn’t see what Tony
was up to, but I soon found out. His hands parted my thighs, and slid between my
legs, running along the slit of my now wet and eager pussy. He found my clit
and stimulated it gently with his fingers. To say that it felt hot would be an
understatement. If there is one thing I like better than having sex with a hot
guy, it is having sex with two hot guys. Then I felt Tony’s tongue, probing
gently around my vagina while his fingers still worked their magic on my clit.
The blonde on the screen was working up to an orgasm, and I knew exactly how
she felt. The new guy forced her back over the desk and took her from behind,
while her boss gave her another mouthful to keep her satisfied. 


Boy, I was ready
to fuck, too. It was time to take this to the next level. I rolled over, ready
to invite Tony to give me a good shafting. It was a long time since I had got a
filling of English dick, and I was eager to get a reminder of what the old
country had to offer in the fucking department. But as I turned over, I got a
shock. I noticed movement in the doorway, and saw Ellen standing there,
transfixed. 


Now Ellen is no
virgin, of course, but she is what you might call a sensible kind of girl. She
is a traditional woman who will probably ended up going down the aisle with
some equally sensible man, and then enjoying fifty years of sensible marriage.
So it must have come as a big shock to her to find her flatmate enjoying the
good news with two good-looking guys on our shared sofa. Bollocks. I guessed
this would be the end of our friendship, and I would find myself flat-hunting
in the morning. I sat up and tried to think of the right thing to say, but
words failed me. But as it turned out, Ellen was the one who did the talking. 


‘Angel, you are
a greedy bitch…don’t you know how to share?’


I gawped for a
moment like a goldfish out of water, unsure what to make of the comment. ‘Um,
sorry, Ellen. I brought Tony home for you…honest!’


I waved vaguely
in Tony’s direction, and he looked up and gave her a grin, his dick obviously
enjoying the look of Ellen’s boobs. Ellen seemed to like the look of Tony, too.
She gave him a wicked grin in return, and did something I would not have
predicted in a million years. 


‘OK, let’s find
out exactly what you’ve brought home for me, Angel,’ she said, as she stripped
off all her clothes, leaving them in a neat pile on the floor. She stepped over
to the sofa and climbed onto Tony’s lap, wrapping her legs around his waist and
dropping her lips onto his. Tony responded enthusiastically, grabbing her butt
cheeks and kissing her back energetically. Wow! This had the promise of being a
very entertaining evening. Heck, I thought I knew Ellen, but here was a whole
new side to her I had never even suspected. 


But I didn’t get
much of a chance to watch the action. Chas was obviously pleased to find that
he had me all to himself, and he was planning on making the most of the
opportunity. He knelt on the floor in front of the sofa and spread my legs
apart, pulling my ass down to the edge of the sofa. Then he pushed my skirt up
around my waist and spread my legs, ready for the main action. I didn’t have to
wait long. He leaned forward and slid a good length of English dick deep into
my Aussie pussy. Oh, it felt goooooooood!!!. He started thrusting deep inside
me, and I felt the fire of desire burning inside me. Sex is such a great
invention…I just can’t get enough of it. I looked to my left and saw that Tony
and Ellen had decided to dispense with the foreplay and go straight for the
main event. She was still straddling him, but she was now sliding happily up
and down on Tony’s pole and they both seemed to be enjoying every moment.
Shit…we were all at it. Even the sexy secretary was still getting shafted, too.
Three very happy ladies.


The more Chas
fucked me, the close I got to my first orgasm, and I could see that Ellen was
warming up fast, too. The skin around her neck was flushed red with sexual
excitement, and her moans were increasing in volume. I wasn’t being too quiet
myself…Chas was doing a fine job, as if he was scoring for England. Then I
climaxed rather noisily, my whole body tensing up as the first wave of pleasure
echoed through me. As I relaxed, Chas pulled out, ready for a change of
position. 


Then Ellen
shocked me again. She climbed off Tony and took Chas by the hand, pulling him
over to the free end of the sofa. ‘Time to swap,’ she said. ‘Let’s see what
else you’ve brought home.’ With that, she pulled a surprised but happy Chas on
top of her, taking his dick and forcing it between her legs ready for a good
old-fashioned missionary fuck. Chas barely skipped a beat – it makes you wonder
what goes on in rugby dressing rooms. He slid right into Ellen’s pussy, and was
soon hammering away inside like a man on a mission. For a moment, this took my
breath away, but I didn’t have long to think about it. Tony had ideas, too…he
might have lost one pussy, but he didn’t have too far to look to find another
one. He grabbed my ass and pulled me over to where he sat. I straddled him as
Ellen had a few moments before, and he buried his face in my breasts, sucking
first one nipple and then the other. It felt good, but I felt I was missing
out…Ellen was getting a good shafting, and I wanted one, too. So I pushed
myself forward, up and onto Tony’s eager and throbbing dick. He slid into me
like a missile taking off from the launching pad, and it sure made me feel like
I was going into orbit. Tony thrust energetically inside me, his cock pulsing
against my wet and sensitive pussy walls and sending me to the limits of human
pleasure and back. Ellen was clearly enjoying what she was getting, too. Her
moans grew from a gentle whimper to a wail of pleasure, as Chas took her over
the edge into a shuddering orgasm. Then it was all change for doggie style,
with Ellen and I both draped over the back of the sofa, with our asses in the
air, our legs parted and our pussies ready for more action. Tony fucked me
energetically, while Chas pumped into Ellen. I got the impression that Ellen
like it doggy style just as much as me. We held hands as we shared more
earth-shattering orgasms from our pommy studs. Then the guys switched girls,
and we started all over again. Awesome!


The action
continued for another hour, and by the end of it, Ellen and I were both
literally shagged out. It was time for the big finish, and the guys knew how
they wanted to end it. Ellen and I sat on the floor next to the sofa, boobs at
the ready, with our two guys standing over us, working up for the final moment.
Chas came first, shooting a load of man juice over my breasts and then Ellen’s.
The cum dripped down my boobs on to my stomach and thighs. Then Tony came, too,
giving us both a thorough drenching in hot and sticky semen. I put my arm
around Ellen and she turned to kiss me. Our boobs touched, the cum dripping
down our stained and sweaty bodies. On the TV screen, the sexy secretary took
two loads of cum in her mouth, licking up every last drop and swallowing it.
Oh, boy, we were three very naughty ladies.


Wow! That was
the most fun I’d ever had watching TV. 


When I awoke in
the morning, the boys had gone, and I was curled up in my bed with Ellen. I
could only vaguely remember how that had happened. We had enjoyed one hell of a
night. Sod Brad and his prim and proper ways. He was gone for ever, but that
was OK…there were plenty of other dicks in the sea, as we had discovered last
night. I sat on the edge of the bed, trying to wake up. I glanced at the clock
and saw that it was 8.00am. Something had disturbed my Sunday morning sleep,
but I wasn’t sure what it was. Then I heard it again…it was the doorbell.


I pulled on a
dressing gown and shuffled to the front door. Peering through the window, I
could see a delivery guy with a long, thin box. I opened up and peered at him
blearily. 


‘Angel dVries?’
he asked. 


I nodded and
signed my name on his computer device, then took the box and went inside. WTF?
Who sends deliveries at eight in the morning on a Sunday?


I found a pair
of scissors in the kitchen and cut my way into the box, expecting to find
something that I had bought from a catalog and then forgotten about. Instead, I
found ten red roses, freshly cut and in perfect condition, plus a gift card. I
picked up the card and read it:


Dear Angel.
These are just to say ‘sorry,’ and to let you know I am thinking of you. Brad.


Well, blow me.
What was I supposed to do now?
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I sat in the kitchen looking at my roses
and wondering what to do next. I found a vase for them, put them in water and
placed them on the kitchen table. If you must know, I felt really bad. And yes,
you’re right…I deserved it.


            But come on, I thought Brad
was gone for ever. After all, why would a good-looking, highly successful man
like him want to waste time on someone like me? A one-night stand I could make
sense of…but it seems that’s not his kind of thing. So he had politely left me
to spend the evening alone – and I had then spent the night fucking two other
guys. And then I get these roses. What does that mean? He wants us to have a
relationship? And if he does…do I want to have a relationship? Don’t get me
wrong, I was certainly attracted to him. But did I really want a relationship
with just one guy? Too many questions, and not enough answers. 


            Ellen wandered into the
kitchen looking a bit sheepish and embarrassed. ‘Did I dream what happened last
night?’ she asked hopefully. 


            I laughed a rather dirty
laugh. ‘Hell no…it happened all right. And you were awesome. We were both
awesome…and so were the guys.’


            Ellen went red in the face,
but then she started giggling. ‘Gosh…we were naughty, weren’t we?’ Then she saw
the roses on the table. I handed her the note, and she read it out loud. Then
she gave me a confused look. ‘What’s this all about?’


            I had some explaining to do.
I told her all about what had happened on Saturday, from my death-defying leap,
through to Brad’s sex-defying departure. Oh, yes…and the bit about picking up
strange men in a bar (cough).


            ‘So what am I supposed to do
now?’ I asked her, but she didn’t have any better answers than me. Eventually,
we decided the best course of action was to wait and see what happened at the
office on Monday. For one thing, I realized I didn’t have way of contacting
Brad except on his office phone number. So I didn’t have much choice but to
wait. It wasn’t much of a plan…but a plan, nevertheless. 


 


***


 


What happened in the office on Monday
was, well, quite a lot. 


            I got in early for once,
aiming to get in before Vanessa. However, she was already there, and looked
like she had been there for hours. I knew that she also put in an hour in the
gym before getting to work, so God knows what time she got up in the morning –
must be about 3.00am…that is, about the time when I am usually getting off to
sleep. I was dosed up on Starbucks, and ready to rip into a busy week.


            Vanessa called me into her
office, and congratulated me on the first draft of my article on Karen. ‘This
is good stuff. She is quite a character, isn’t she? She must have slept with
more men than you, me and the rest of the women in this office put together.’


            Ummm…probably not,
actually…but I decided not to pursue that line of inquiry. ‘Any news on
Thomasin?’ I asked, changing the subject. Thomasin was the other person I was
supposed to interview on sex addiction.


            ‘Yes, he will meet you for
lunch today at one. Oh, and Brad called…he wants you to go over to his office
at four. But he said it’s OK if you don’t want to…any idea what means?’


            I shook my head. ‘No idea,
but four is fine with me.’ But while I was talking, my brain was ticking over
like crazy. Was this business or pleasure, or both? It was office hours, so I
guessed business…but it could be awkward. 


            


***


            


As it turned out, lunch with Thomasin
was more awkward. I mean, he was a nice enough guy…but it was clear that he was
far from over his sex addiction issues. That is to say, he started hitting on
me as soon as I arrived in the restaurant, and didn’t let up. Ordinarily, of
course, this would be like a match made in heaven. I mean, he was an ex male
model, for heaven’s sake, and still in very good shape. On practically any
other day, we would have skipped the meal and booked a room somewhere and got
down to business. 


            But for the first time ever
in my adult life, dick wasn’t the first thing on my mind. You can laugh if you
want, but I was really torn. One part of me wanted to get inside Thomasin’s
pants and check out the equipment, but another part of me wanted to be a good
girl, anticipating something more (I didn’t know what exactly…but something)
from my meeting with Brad in the afternoon. Somehow, I thought a lunchtime fuck
might spoil the romance later, if you get my drift.  Yes, I know all this is
fucked up, but this is what was going through my head. 


            To be honest, Thomasin
didn’t have much of a story to tell. He was just a horny guy, and because he
has natural good looks, he didn’t have much trouble getting girls between the
sheets. At least, I assumed it was his looks that were the attraction. He
didn’t seem to have much going on between his ears. I spent an hour listening
to him brag about his various conquests, and it all seemed rather sad and
pointless. Just a string of sexual encounters and one-night stands, with no
mention of love or romance. With a shock, I realized that this was my life,
too. Just an empty series of meaningless encounters with people who would
probably never see me again, or who probably wouldn’t recognize me if they did.



            Was this really what I
wanted for the rest of my life? When I was eighty years old, and looking back
on my life – like that old lady in the Titanic movie – what would I see?
Memories of happy family life, love and shared happiness? Or just vague
memories of all the dicks I had worked my way through. It certainly gave me
pause for thought. It’s one thing to have fun and sow your wild oats when you
are 22, but did I still want to be doing this when I was 25? Or 35? When would
I stop?


            Eventually, I could stand
Thomasin’s bragging no longer. I made my excuses as soon as was polite, and
headed back to the office. I could see that he was frustrated at having one get
away. But never mind, I was sure he wouldn’t find it hard to pick up another
floozie to hump. There are plenty of girls like me around. 


            Before going back to the
office, I made a detour home and changed my clothes. I ditched the short skirt,
and found something that reached closer to my knees. I tied my hair back in a
more serious and professional way, and I toned down my make-up too. I checked
myself in the mirror and felt better about myself. Less of the available tramp,
and more of the sophisticated business woman. 


            Come on, Angel, I
thought. You can do this.
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I arrived at Brad’s office early – probably
a little too early. The building was one of those dark-glassed office blocks
that tower over Sydney, stretching up about 60 stories. The reception area was
vast and elaborate, with a marble floor and statues of what I took to be Greek
mythical heroes. The statue next to the reception desk was a full-size one of a
fierce looking warrior who packed a fearsome punch in the loincloth department.
Very impressive. No wonder Greek women seem to be smiling all the time. 


            I was still staring at his
package when I heard a cough, and realized the receptionist was trying to
attract my attention. I blushed a little and signed in, getting a badge
labelled Visitor in return for my signature. I strutted over to the elevators,
and pressed the button. While I waited, I read the names of all the companies
listed on the tenant’s board. Most of them were big corporates – international
banks and IT companies. You clearly needed to have money to get space in this
building. Eventually the elevator arrived, and I accelerated up to the 58th
floor at a rather scary speed. 


            It seemed that Brad’s
company occupied the whole of this floor, and when the elevator doors opened, I
could almost taste the money. The floor was carpeted in lush red carpet that
must have cost a fortune, and the whole feel of the place was….well, expensive.
Brad was no ordinary doctor – it seemed he was running an empire. I had
expected nice offices, but I certainly hadn’t expected anything like this.
There was another reception desk for me to check in at, but this time there
were no formalities. As soon as I gave my name, the pretty brunette
receptionist greeted me as if I was a long-lost friend, and told me Brad would
be ready in a moment. I took a seat in the waiting area, and was amazed to
discover that the magazines on the table were all current issues – not a 1998
issue of Reader’s Digest in sight. Very different to visiting my dentist. 


            I had picked up the latest
edition of Cosmopolitan, and was just getting into a juicy article on ‘Seven
Sex Positions You Have Never Tried Before’ (as if!) when I heard Brad’s silky
voice beside me. 


            ‘Doing a little more
research on our topic, I see,’ he said, with a cheeky grin on his face.


            ‘Oh, er no…I was just
browsing,’ I said, slamming the magazine closed and trying not to turn as red
as a beetroot. 


            Brad laughed and beckoned me
to follow him, pausing only to ask the receptionist to bring us coffee. I
followed his broad shoulders down a corridor that was also lined in the same
plush, red carpet. At the end, double doors opened into a stunning office. It
was big, but not ostentatiously huge, and the furniture was good quality, but
not over the top. What made it truly stunning, though, was the view. The whole
of one wall was pure glass, with a vista that looked out across the centre of
Sydney to the harbour. Not a bad view to have from your desk – the harbour
bridge, the opera house and all the beauty of Sydney harbour. 


            Brad invited me to sit with
him in an informal seating area adjacent to his desk – just four comfortable
chairs  and a low table. The pretty brunette arrived with the coffee a moment
later, and I couldn’t help wondering if Brad had had sex with her. From the way
she looked at him, I bet she would have been up for it. But she would probably
have to join the queue with everyone else. Including me. I wondered about the
possibility of a threesome…me, her and Brad…right there in his expensive
office. After all, she had a cute ass that I wouldn’t mind checking out more
closely. I fancied the idea, but I didn’t’ fancy my chances of success if I put
that idea forward, so I kept it to myself. When she had gone, I thanked Brad
for the roses, and he accepted my thanks graciously, but then it was straight
down to business. 


            ‘I read the first draft of
the articles that you sent this morning,’ he said. ‘We have some great material
to work with in there. I suggest that I add my comments as a professional
advisor, then we can put together a really useful and informative package of
material. 


            ‘Sure,’ I said. ‘What did
you make of Thomasin and Ellen. Would you say they qualify as sex addicts?’


            ‘Good question…and one that
is hard to answer. There is a fine line between what is normal and what is not
normal in terms of sexual behaviour. In fact, you can question whether the word
‘normal’ applies at all. If the person in question is comfortable with their
behaviour, then who are we to call them addicts? I certainly wouldn’t call
either of these two extreme in their lifestyle choice.’


            Then I had an idea, and I
knew it was a bad one before I had even opened my mouth. But my mouth has a
mind of its own, and I heard the words coming out anyway. 


            ‘As I told you before, I
have a friend – or rather a friend of a friend – who might well qualify in the
more extreme department. She just loves sex, and gets as much of it as she can.
She puts these two in the shade. She won’t want to be involved in this article,
but I am sure you would find here interesting. We could tell her story.’


            Brad looked at me
quizically. ‘I see. So how does she behave – what do you call extreme,
exactly?’


            ‘Well, for example, she told
me that one night, she picked up two English rugby players in a bar, took them
home and had sex with both of them. And it’s not the first time she has done
something like that. I guess you might call her a man eater.’


            ‘Interesting.’ Brad leaned
back in his chair and took a sip of coffee. ‘She is probably seeking
validation.’


            Validation? No, I was just
seeking dick. Where did validation come into it? 


            ‘And she finds this kind of
casual sex satisfying?’


            ‘She certainly isn’t
complaining,’ I said, ‘She just wants to make the most of life while she is
still young. She says that life is too short to get stuck with just one guy,
and you should have fun with as many of the fish in the sea as you can.’


            ‘Does she practice safe
sex?’


            ‘Always,’ I said, telling
the truth for once. I may not have mentioned it before, but I always ensure
that my gifts are wrapped before I start enjoying them, if you get my drift. I
want to have fun, but I want to stay healthy, too.


            ‘That’s the important thing.
There is nothing wrong with enjoying a little variety in life, as long as you
take the right precautions. The question is, is she happy with her life?’


            Brad had pressed a hot
button. I tensed up inside, and tried not to blush. The last thing I wanted was
to give the game away and reveal who my ‘friend’ really was. But was I happy?
Or was I missing out on what life really had to offer? A real, loving
relationship with one man? The prospect of being tied to one person for ever
was scary…but it was kind of attractive, too. None of the guys I had humped in
a hurry had ever sent me a bunch of red roses. Maybe there were more roses
where they came from. I looked around me at the expensive office that screamed
success, money and power. Brad had built all this for himself. He was a
self-made man. Surely that meant more than being born with a cute face and
tight butt, like most of the guys I worked through. Then again, he had a cute
face and tight butt as well. Maybe you could have your cake and eat it, too.


            We discussed my imaginary
‘friend’ for over an hour. The more we talked, the more uncomfortable I felt
about my life. And the more I got to know Brad, the more I felt that I had
blown the opportunity to have a real relationship for once in my life. 


            Eventually, we wrapped
things up, and it was time for me to leave. I expected Brad to stay in his
office, but he insisted on escorting me not just to the elevator, but down to
the ground floor and then through the revolving doors into the busy street
beyond. He hailed a taxi, which pulled over sharply and stopped in front of us.
Brad opened the door for me – heck, when did a guy last open a door for me?
Like never, I think. I turned to say goodbye  to Brad, but before a word
escaped my mouth, he grabbed me by the waist and pulled me towards him, his
mouth coming down to meet my mine in a firm and passionate kiss. 


            I felt myself responding
equally passionately, enjoying his hot breath on my face, his firm hands on my
waist and my buttocks. I wanted to press myself harder against him, enjoying
every inch of his male flesh. Then he pulled away and looked me in the eye.


            ‘Dinner at eight,’ he said.
It was more of a command than a question. ‘I’ll pick you up.’


 


***


 


So I bet you think we went to some fancy
restaurant? Well, that was what I was expecting, but it turns out that Brad had
other plans. At 8.30, I found myself in Brad’s home, a penthouse apartment
overlooking the North shore that put even his office views to shame. The
apartment was large, but not extravagent, and tastefully furnished in a modern,
hi-tech kind of way. Everything was neat and tidy, but there was something
missing that I couldn’t quite put a finger on at first. Then I realized that it
needed a woman’s touch. The tone of the place was undeniably masculine,
efficient and organized, but lacking the splash of colour and style that a
woman would bring to the home. In other words, it was clearly a bachelor pad.
That suited me...I didn’t have to worry about some angry bitch suddenly turning
up at an inconvenient moment (and yes, that has happened to me before, too).


            Brad has switched his formal
suit for an open-necked shirt and grey pants that looked expensive in a casual
kind of way. Being a doctor, I guessed he worked out. Certainly, there was
plenty of muscle definition to admire beneath the shirt. Brain and brawn…a
great combination.


            But as macho as Brad clearly
was, it seemed he was able to tune into his feminine side a little. The kitchen
was full of the smell of good food cooking, and when I asked, I was surprised
to learn that Brad had cooked it himself. We shared a glass of wine, and then
sat down to eat at the dining table. He was the perfect gentleman throughout,
attending to my every need as if we were on our honeymoon. It was a very
pleasant evening, and by the time we had finished the meal, I was feeling very
relaxed and happy. Good food and good company – a great combination. 


            After dinner, Brad suggested
a walk on the beach. That sounded good to me, and a few minutes later, we were
strolling along the sand under the starry sky. It was a warm evening, but we
had the beach pretty much to ourselves, apart from one elderly gent walking his
dog a little way ahead of us. There was a little moonlight, plus the lights
from the beachside cafes and bars. The sound of laughter reached us from one of
the bars, but mostly the sound was that of the surf, rolling relentlessly on
the sands of the shoreline. We were walking barefoot, our shoes left behind at
the top of the beach. As the waves rushed in, their curled around my toes, the
water cold but invigorating. 


            For the moment, the serious
and professional Brad was gone, and instead I saw the fun-loving side of him
once more…the side that had got me into trouble at 14,000 feet just a few days
ago. I was glad that I had done that jump now. It was an achievement that I
would never forget. And more importantly, it had dragged me screaming –
literally – into Brad’s dynamic and dangerous world. 


            Fortunately, everything
seemed safer here on the beach. No light aircraft threatening to whisk up high
into the air and then throw us into space. Not that I would have minded too
much, as long as Brad was attached to me all the way down. As we walked along
the beach, he reached for my hand, and we splashed together through the surf,
soaking his pants and my dress, but neither of us really caring. We were having
fun. 


            We walked the length of the
beach and back again, sharing stories about our lives, our hopes and our
dreams. By the time we got back to Brad’s apartment block, I felt that we had
got to know each other a whole lot better. The concierge in the reception area
frowned at our wet clothes, and the sand that we dragged into his
beautifully-cleaned building, but Brad and I were both smiling. We got into the
elevator, and the doors closed behind us. Brad hit the button for his floor,
and as soon as the elevator started moving, he turned towards me and pulled me
towards him once more. We kissed passionately, our bodies pressed together
urgently. I felt his hands on my buttocks, grabbing me and holding me tight,
while his tongue probed inside my mouth. I didn’t want the ride to stop…I could
have stayed right there, going up and down in the elevator all night. But the
bell pinged and the doors opened. 


            I looked up to see two
elderly ladies looking at us in a state of shock. I guess they weren’t
expecting to see a full-on display of passion as elevator entertainment. But as
Brad and I separated and stepped politely past them, one of them whispered in
my ear:


            ‘Go get him girl…you’re only
young once!’ She gave me a knowing wink. 


            I know it’s stupid, but I
blushed. It’s not often you get sex advice from grandmas. But I could see her
point. I didn’t want this evening to end with nothing more than a bunch of
roses. I hoped Brad had a similar point of view on the subject. 


            A moment later, we were
inside his apartment, and I found out immediately what Brad had planned. He is
a man who knows what he wants, and he knows how to get it. And what he wanted
at that particular moment, it seemed, was me. He lifted me gently off my feet,
and carried me down a corridor to the main bedroom. He took me over to the
King-size bed and laid me on it. As we entered the room, soft lights around the
bed came on automatically…very neat.


            ‘I was wondering what your
friend of a friend would do if she was here,’ he whispered. I jumped. Did that
mean he had seen though my lie, or just that he was teasing me. I aimed for the
latter and hoped for the best.


            ‘Well, I think she would be
delighted to find herself alone with a very hot and very sexy man,’ I said. ‘She
would definitely make the most of the opportunity. She certainly wouldn’t let
him get away.’


            With that, I pulled Brad
down on top of me (not that he was resisting much) and kissed him again, now
with his weight pressing down on me. The smell of his expensive cologne blended
with my not-so-expensive perfume, and my lips blended with his. 


Delicious.


I found myself
wanting Brad in a way that was unfamiliar to me. It wasn’t just physical…I felt
there was something more between us. Something more real, more visceral. Sure,
I was enjoying the hard, toned feel of his muscles, the generous width of his
shoulders, and the tightness of his well-worked abs. Even the sound of his low,
rich voice turned me on. Heck, I would have to be a lesbian not too feel pure
physical desire for such a magnificent specimen of manhood. But somehow, there
was more beneath the surface. I wanted the man inside, the real Brad. And I wanted
him now. 


We kissed
energetically, the taste of his lips sending me to new heights of arousal. After
a few minutes of this, I was ready to take things a whole lot further, and
sensing by the bulge in Brad’s pants that pressed against my thighs, so was he.
I rolled him onto his back and slid on top of him, running my hands down his
chest and feeling the strength of his torso. Brad slipped his hands under my
dress and pulled it expertly over my head. No prizes for guessing that he had
done that once or twice before. He looked lovingly at my semi-naked body. On
the way home from the office, I had blown the last of my savings in a Victoria’s
Secret kind of store, and if I say so myself, I looked pretty hot in my pink,
sexy lingerie. I could tell that Brad thought so, too. He ran his fingers along
my thighs, up my body to my breasts, cupping them gently in his hands. I moaned
softly as he gently massaged them through my bra, feeling my nipples harden
moment by moment. Then he reached behind my back and unclasped my bra, then
pulled it over my head. My breasts bounced free and I felt the bulge in his
pants bulge a little more as he took them in. 


I’ve already
told you that my breasts are my best features, so I won’t pretend to modest.
The truth is, I have an awesome pair of tits, full, firm and 100% natural. I’m
not bragging – after all, I didn’t do anything to get them. They just grew
there. But I am glad they did, because they always have an electric effect on
men, and the cool and sophisticated Brad was no exception. He lay there for a
while, kind of mesmerised, taking them both in. Then he pulled me towards him,
lowering my breasts towards his mouth. He sucked first one breast, taking the
nipple in his mouth and licking gently, and then the other. God, it felt good.
I could feel the rising warmth of sexual arousal within me, my panties already
wet from the stimulation.


Brad was very
good with his mouth, and felt that it was only fair that I should see what I
could do in return. I slipped my body backwards, and reached down to unbuckle
his belt and unleash the beast within. And what a beast it was. A good solid
length of real, hard cock, with a purple helmet bulging and ready for action.
Well, I’m an action-oriented kind of girl, so I pulled his pants and undies
down, over his knees and off over his feet. I didn’t want anything getting in
my way – I had a job to do, and it was one that I could bring plenty of
experience to. Brad might consider himself to be an expert on sex, but I was
about to show him how the real professionals operate. 


I was gentle
with him to start with, acting the inexperienced amateur (lol!). I started
right down under his balls, licking them gently and slowly. I was having the
right effect. He leaned right back on the bed and arched his back a little,
spreading his legs to give me better access. Then I took his balls in my mouth,
one at a time, sucking slowly and gently. Now it was Brad’s turn to moan. But I
was just getting started. I licked my way carefully up the shaft, giving him
gentle kisses and caresses all the way up until I reached the tip. 


I knew he was
waiting for me to slip the whole thing in my mouth, so I made him wait, just
licking gently around the tip, and building up the anticipation. After a minute
of this, I could sense he was desperate for the next step, so I gave him
release by sliding his whole cock into my mouth. Hmmm…better than chocolate,
and more satisfying, too. His dick grew harder than ever, the foreskin
stretched downwards, and the bulging tip exploring the roof of my mouth, then
all the way to the back of my throat. He was big sure, but I could take it.
It’s just a matter of learning to suck and breathe at the same time – it all
comes naturally with practice. I sucked and licked until I sensed the sensation
was becoming too much. Heck, I didn’t want him to cum yet – I had plenty of
other plans for that impressive erection. 


Brad was
obviously thinking along the same lines, because as I sat back, he grabbed my
body and turned over onto the bed, so that I was lying on my back, my head up
on the pillows. He stripped off his remaining clothes, and then did the same
for me. I lay there for a moment, admiring his finely-toned and muscular body.
He wasn’t a steroid-pumping freak with unnatural muscles, but just naturally
fit and in shape – a man who took good care of himself, and clearly knew how to
take good care of a woman, too. 


Brad leaned
forward and kissed me full on the lips, his body pressing down against mine.
His firm erection pushed against my vaginal lips, and I was ready to take him
right then and there. But Brad wasn’t ready yet. He worked his way down to my
breasts, and explored them again, this time without the restrictions of my bra
to get in the way. Now it was just bare flesh on bare flesh, and it felt
sensational. Then Brad was on the move again, sliding down and flicking his
tongue around my belly button, then on to my hips and thighs. I knew what was
coming next, and I couldn’t wait.


I lifted my legs
and spread my knees apart, and a moment later, Brad’s tongue was exploring my
clit. My pussy was soaking by now, and Brad buried his face in my sex juices,
lapping them up as he worked along my pussy slit with his tongue, then back to
stimulate my clitoris once more. That was it. There was no holding back any
longer. I felt the climax coming, and I let it roll, ripping through my body. I
heard myself scream as the spasms of pleasure rocked through me. The sensations
subsided, but there was more to come. Brad was on top of me again now, his face
next to mine, kissing my cheek as he raised his body to enter me. I was so wet
that he slid in easily, his full length easing deep inside of me. 


Fuck. This was
better than sky diving. This was better than Christmas. This was better than
anything. I wanted to feel Brad thrusting inside me, and he didn’t disappoint.
I spread my legs wider, and he plunged in deeper, thrusting slowly at first,
then accelerating as we both warmed up to the action. Brad knew how to fuck, I
can say that for sure. I’m not sure if it’s something he learned in medical
school in the reproduction classes, but I would give him an honorary degree in
the subject, that’s for sure. 


It was like
being fucked by a freight train, but one that cared about you. Brad didn’t slow
up the pace, he pulsed into me deeper and harder than I can ever remember
happening to me before, but all the while, he was kissing me, touching my cheek
or caressing my breasts. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I orgasmed again,
and within a couple of minutes, I felt the next one coming. 


‘Fuck, I’m
coming,’ I said, and Brad pumped away more energetically than ever to take me
over the edge. A few seconds later, I felt the volcanic eruption within me.
Fuck, he was good, but I wanted to show him what I could do, too. I may not
have any fancy letters after my name, but I know what to do when I get a good
length of dick between my legs. Now it was my turn to roll him over onto his
back. I climbed up and straddled his cock, letting it slide deep inside me.
Then I took control, riding cowgirl and loving every second of it. With my
knees pressing into the bed, I rode up and down, right to the top of his shaft,
then riding all the way down to the bottom again. Then I switched to rocking,
pushing my pussy deep over his dick and rocking backwards and forwards
urgently. 


Soon Brad could
stand it no longer. He needed to fuck. I leaned forward so that my chest was
over his chest, and he immediately started pumping inside me. He held my hips
in his hands, riding his dick deep inside me. Then his hands slid around to my
buttocks, pulling me further forwards so that he could thrust deeper and
harder. My breasts were now bouncing in his face, and he reached up to get a
good mouthful. He took one breast in his mouth, sucking and licking whilst
still fucking me good and hard. Geez, this felt so hot, I didn’t want it to
stop. 


No worries on
that score though…we were a long way from being done. Brad certainly wasn’t a
two-minute wonder. I guess he never needed to spend money on premature
ejaculation cures. This guy had staying power. And where he wanted to stay was
plunged into my pussy, an arrangement that was just fine by me. But first,
another change of position was required. Good news for me – Brad wanted to
switch to doggie, and I am always up for a good session of doggie action. 


Doggie always
feels the most satisfying of all positions, but it is even better when you have
a guy that is big and really hard. Then you get the full benefit of the deep
penetration that doggy offers. I wasn’t disappointed with Brad. I got up on all
fours, and spread my legs to make sure he had easy access. A moment later, I
felt a rocket take off inside me as he penetrated hard and deep. I arched my
back, raising my butt a little more so that I could accommodate the full length
of what he had to offer. And what he had to offer was a real good pounding from
behind. The bed was squeaking and shaking, and the headboard pounded against
the wall. Shit, this was good, damned good. This guy could fuck at the
Olympics. Soon he brought me to another climax. My whole body shuddered as
waves of pleasure passed through me again. I closed my eyes and concentrated on
enjoying the moment. I didn’t want this to end, I would have been happy to keep
going all night. I couldn’t think of a better way to spend an evening. 


My body was
racked with pleasure, and my mind was loving every moment. This felt so
different, so new, so refreshing. What was different? At first, I couldn’t’
tell. Then I realized that it felt so good to be with someone who wasn’t just
after my body. A man who had politely refused to take things further on our
first encounter, yet who had really wanted me enough to woe me with roses and
dinner. Not love – not yet, anyway – but something more meaningful than I was
used to. I was surprised at how much I liked it. 


            I wanted desperately to kiss
him, but that is not too easy in doggy position. So a moment later, I was on my
back on the bed, with Brad sliding on top of me once more. I think the women
who burned their bras got it all wrong. I’m all for equality, but let’s be
honest…there is nothing that feels as good for a woman as lying submissively on
your back and taking a good pounding from a red-blooded alpha male who knows
what he wants. I could feel the urgency as he penetrated me once again. This
was a man who was ready to cum, and I was ready to take it all. 


            Brad pumped inside me,
slowly at first, taking time to kiss me and stroke my breasts. But then his
thrusting became more urgent, reaching deeper into me in long, hard strokes. I
looked at his face and saw his facial muscles tense as the pleasure and the
pressure welled up deep inside him. Then he started to slow again, and I knew
that the final moment was nearly there. He groaned as his body tensed and he
ejaculated inside me. Then he was kissing me again, giving one final, slow push
to ensure that I got every precious drop of his love juice deep inside. 


            After a moment, he collapsed
to the side of me. I could see that like me, he was exhausted but happy. And
wonder of wonders, he didn’t just fall asleep. He lay beside me, stroking my
back and whispering in my ear. I curled up against his chest and slowly drifted
off into a relaxed and peaceful sleep. 


 


***


 


I was late getting into the office the
next morning, and got a tongue lashing from Vanessa, but I didn’t really care.
I was on cloud nine. Brad had awoken me early the next morning, and we made
love again. And yes, it was just as good as the first time. We both got caught
up in the moment, and we spent rather longer than we should have enjoying the
touch of each other’s bodies. The result was that I had to rush for work,
wearing the same clothes as the day before, and despite my best efforts to
repair my make-up in the taxi, I knew I looked like a woman who had just
recieved a good shafting. 


            But none of that was
important. What was important was that I had a man in my life, and it looked as
though he might be around for more than a day. What a revelation. I wanted to
tell everyone – especially Vanessa. I would have loved to have seen her face
when she discovered I had spent the night with the man who ruffles even her
professional feathers. But not yet. For the time being, I wanted to enjoy the
privacy and intimacy of a secret romance. 


            After a couple of meetings
at the office, I rushed over to Amanda’s studio for another photo shoot. We had
three male models lined up for this one, including my Viking pal, Sven. The
other two I didn’t know, and for once, I wasn’t that interested. That was a
very strange feeling indeed. Hot half-naked men, and me not bothered? That
didn’t seem right at all. I figured it would probably change when I saw them in
the flesh. But in the studio, although I thought they were cute, they honestly
didn’t do much for me. 


            During a gap in the shooting,
Sven came over to me, bringing a coffee and looking rather apologetic.


            ‘I’m sorry about the other
night. I had to rush. Important business, you know.’ Important business my
butt. I guess he had forgotten that he had told me that his fiance was calling.
He gave me a cute grin, the sort that would have melted my resistance (if I’d
had any) just a few days ago. But now I was pretty much immune. 


            ‘Maybe we could meet up this
evening,’ he said. ‘I’m sure we could have fun.’


            ‘Great idea,’ I said. ‘Why
not bring your fiance as well, and then we can have a threesome. Or is three a
bit too much of a crowd?’


            I walked away feeling rather
good about myself. Yes, that was me, Angel deVries, turning down the offer of
some hot dick. My mother would have been proud of me. 


            I watched the other two guys
going through their paces in front of the cameras. From what I had seen of them
so far, they were both typical male models – all meat and no brains. Hmmm., I
wondered. Why make do with half the package when you can get both? But was Brad
really serious about me, or was I just another conquest to notch up on his
bedpost. Sure, he had been very polite and gentlemanly, but now that I had
slept with him, would he still be interested? Maybe I shouldn’t have had sex
with him last night. Perhaps I should have held out and impressed him with my
virtuous ways (stop laughing, please). Relationships are complicated, and it is
not an area that I have much experience of. My relationships usually end when I
wake up in the morning and find that the guy has already gone. 


            What exactly had I got
myself into? Was I now in a relationship with one of the most eligible
bachelors in town, or was I just imagining the whole thing? 
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Well, I certainly wasn’t imagining it.
When I got back to the office, there was a long slim box lying on my desk,
neatly gift-wrapped and tied with a bow. I opened it up to find a single red
rose inside, identical to the ones I had received the other day. There was no
note, no card…but there was no need for one either. The rose said everything
all on its own. 


            I found it hard to
concentrate for the rest of the day. All I could think about was my
relationship with Brad. What did it mean? Where was it going? What was it all
about? More than that, I was trying to get in touch with my own feelings. What
was this topsy turvy feeling that I sensed deep within me…this strange yearning
and longing that I had never felt before…like a strange mix of happiness and
wretchedness all at once. Was this love? The idea seemed preposterous, but it
was certainly a feeling that I had never sensed before. And yes, it was better
than sex. Better, that is, than the meaningless sex encounters I had mistaken
for happiness for so long. 


            When I got home, I confessed
my feelings to Ellen as we sat watching TV late in the evening, and she almost
fell out of her armchair laughing. 


            ‘In love? The great
man-eater Angel? That’s the funniest thing I have ever heard.’


The bitch. ‘I
don’t know if it’s love, but it something I have never felt before, and I like
it.’


Ellen tried to
look serious, but I could see that she was struggling to keep a straight face.
‘Good for you, Angel…I’m glad you have found something – someone – special at
last. I guess by law of averages it was bound to happen sooner or later. I hope
you can make it all work, because it won’t be easy.’


‘What does that
mean?’ I grabbed the remote control and switched the TV off. ‘Why shouldn’t it
work?’


Ellen struggled
to find the right word. ‘Brad is an awesome guy, that’s for sure. But you
really need to think about the foundation of this “relationship” before you get
too deeply into it.’ As she said “relationship” she did the quotation mark
thing with her fingers. What did that mean?


‘I don’t
understand.’


Ellen paused and
took a deep breath. ‘What I mean is, good relationships are built on trust,
right? That means being open and honest with each other. And let’s be frank,
you are certainly not being honest with Brad right now. You weren’t exactly a
virgin who was innocently seduced last night. There is a whole side to your
nature that he knows nothing about. You can’t tell him without scaring him off,
but if you don’t tell him, then whatever relationship you have is based on
lies. Which means it is no relationship at all.’


She was right.
It hit me like a train wreck. I was making a fool of myself, letting Brad
believe that I was some innocent young lady, when the reality was that I had
fucked my way through half the men in Sydney, and then made a good start on the
second half. I sat there shellshocked. What an idiot I had been, living in a
dream world, and ignoring reality.


‘I’ve got to go
out,’ I said. Ellen called after me, but I wanted to be alone. I stormed out of
the apartment, down into the street and started walking to nowhere in
particular at a furious pace.


I turned it all
over in my mind, and tried to make sense of it. But I knew deep down that Ellen
was right. If I wasn’t honest with Brad, the whole thing would be a charade. I
didn’t know what kind of relationship we had, and where we might go, but if I
wasn’t honest with him, our relationship had about as much future as the
Titanic steaming towards its iceberg. 


But there was no
way I could tell him the truth, either. The idea was absurd. If I started
recounting the details of my sexual exploits, he would run for the hills. I was
caught in a trap, with no way out. Heads I lose, tails I lose. A lose/lose
situation.


I kept walking,
not knowing or caring where I was going. Eventually, I found myself on George
Street, the main street through the city, heading North. I walked further than
I could ever remember walking before, past George St. and Circular Quay and
into the Rocks, one of the oldest parts of Sydney harbour. I only stopped when
I reached the water’s edge. I felt like Forrest Gump – just keeping going until
I reached the ocean, for no particular reason whatsoever. Any reason I had in
my life had just evaporated.


The more I
thought about it, I realized that option A and option B were both out. I
couldn’t carry on without saying anything to Brad about my past, and equally
there was no way that I could ever talk to him about it without losing him. I
realized that the only available choice was option C…end the whole thing now
and walk away. The idea hurt, it really did, but it would be the best thing for
both of us. I would be able to get on with my life as if we had never met, as
painful a concept as that seemed. And Brad would write me off as just another
silly woman who didn’t make the grade and move on. 


Yes, that was
it. I would have to end it. But how?


 


 


***


 


Yes, I know. What I should have done is
pick up the phone and tell him straight. Or better still, tell him face to
face. The only thing I can say in my defence is that at least I didn’t try to
end the relationship with a text message or an email. Even I don’t sink as low
as that. 


            The truth is, I did nothing.
I put the decision off, and then put it off some more. Procrastination is
speciality of mine. I can put things off for weeks or even months at a time,
especially if they are things I really don’t want to do. So instead of facing
up to what needed to be done, I became an expert at avoidance. For the next
week, I did everything I could to avoid the inevitable confrontation. 


            Brad rang me at work, but I
didn’t take the calls. He rang my mobile, and sent me text messages, but didn’t
get a reply. I felt like a complete shit, but I just didn’t know how to handle
the situation. I just buried myself in my work, and tried to forget what had
happened between us. Fortunately, we had a lot to do in the office, so it
wasn’t hard to find things to keep my mind occupied. We were working on a
special edition, so that meant plenty of extra work with photographers,
writers, contributors and suppliers. 


            For that whole week, the
days flew by, but the evenings dragged. And the nights were as lonely as hell.
Ellen was away on business, so I was completely alone in the apartment. Several
times the doorbell rang during the evening, but I ignored it every time. I
didn’t want to see anyone, or speak to anyone…or to have anything to do with
anyone else on the planet. My plan was to just keep on working hard and focus
on my career until life sorted itself out again, sooner or later. My mum used
to tell me that things always work out for the best in the end. I hoped she was
right. 


            On Friday morning, I arrived
outside the office on the stroke of nine, clutching a Starbucks and a sticky
bun. My calorie consumption had gone up by a factor of ten in the last few
days. I had eaten all the chocolate that Ellen had hidden around the apartment,
and was now working my way through all the buns and cakes in the dozens of
cafes around the office. If I kept going at this rate, I would double my weight
in three months, and then I would never have to worry about my sex life again –
I wouldn’t have one. 


            I hurried into the office
foyer and jabbed at the elevator buttons. The elevator took an age to arrive.
When it finally showed up, I hit the button for my floor and turned round to
face the doors. The doors had started to close when someone called out, ‘wait!’


            Now I bet you are the kind
of bitch who wouldn’t try to hold the elevator, aren’t you? You would make a
token effort at reaching for the ‘open doors’ button, then smile helplessly as
the doors closed anyway. OK, sorry – that’s not fair. You’re probably not that
kind of person at all. But you know what I mean, right? Anyway, I’m not that
kind of person, either – that’s the point I’m trying to make. I reached out and
poked at the buttons, and the doors jumped outwards as if I had given them an
electric shock. 


            A man stepped inside, and it
was only as he said ‘thank you’ that I realized who it was. 


            Brad.


The doors closed and the elevator
started to move. Brad smiled at me. ‘Well, there’s no getting away from me this
time. I’ve been chasing you all week. You haven’t returned my calls or my
messages.’


 I felt like a
complete bum – and yes, I know, I deserved it. I felt my face flushing. ‘I’m
sorry…I’ve been busy. We’ve got a lot on.’


‘Angel, we both
know there is more to it than that. So please tell me what’s going on. I just
need you to be straight with me.’ With that, he pressed the emergency stop
button, and the elevator jarred to a sudden halt.


‘I just need you
to tell me the truth,’ Brad said, with a rather pained expression on his face.
‘If you want to end this, just tell me straight. I will walk out of this
building and you will never see me again. Just tell me what I did wrong.’


I felt a tear
running down my cheek. ‘Oh, Brad…it’s not you. It’s me. You are better off
without me. There are things about me that you don’t know, and I could never
tell me. I’ve ruined everything, and it is all my fault, not yours.’


Brad gave me a
gentle smile. ‘Please tell me…what is it that I don’t know. I think I have the
right to know why I can’t see you again.’


I shook my head.
‘You wouldn’t want to know, you really wouldn’t.’


‘I think I
should be the judge of that, don’t you?’


Well, OK, if he
wanted the truth, maybe I should let him have it. I placed my coffee and bun on
the floor, then crossed my arms defiantly. ‘You know that friend of mine…the
friend of a friend…the one who loves sex?


‘Yes.’


‘Well, it’s not
a friend of a friend. It’s me.’


There I’d said
it. It was all over. All I had to do now was put up with a few minutes of his anger
and frustration, then he would storm off in a temper and I would never see him
again. But I couldn’t stop the tears, tears that were now coming faster than
ever.’


Brad looked
disappointed. ‘Oh, I thought you were going to tell me something I didn’t know
already.’


I looked up at
him puzzled. ‘You knew?’


He chuckled.
‘Angel, I have people coming into my consulting practice every day to talk
about the relationship problems that a “friend of a friend” is having. If I
couldn’t see through that one, I would be out of a job. It’s the oldest line in
the book.’


I was totally
confused now. ‘But…after all that I told you, you still wanted to date me…and
make love to me?’


He took my hand
in his. ‘The one thing that I have learned in my job over the years is that it
is not who you were that counts…it is who you are – and who you want to be in
the future. We all have skeletons in our closets. That is not important. What
is important is how we deal with those issues, and how we choose to go on and
live our lives. I know that you are a beautiful person…I want to find out more
about you.’


I squeezed his
hand hopefully. ‘You really don’t mind? I can’t help it…I just seem to have a
very high sex drive….’


Brad pulled me
closer. ‘What red-blooded male in his right mind would turn down a beautiful
woman with a high sex drive? You might say it’s a perfect combination.’


Looking at it
that way, I could see he had a point. Brad kissed me deeply, and I felt the
release of all the tension that had been building up for the last week. I just
wanted to hold him close. But Brad seemed to be after more. His hands slid down
and pulled up my skirt, and I felt him grabbing my buttocks and slipping inside
my panties. He pressed his body against mine, and I could feel his erection growing
as our bodies touched. He wanted to make love, right there and then, in the
elevator. 


For once, I
surprised even myself. I gently pushed his hands away. ‘Why don’t we save this
for later? I mean…there will be a “later” won’t there?


Brad grinned and
hit the “Start” button on the elevator. As we started to rise, he stroked my
cheek and said:


‘Oh yes,
Angel…there will be lots of “laters” – you can count on it.


 


 


***


 


See? I’m not the hopeless basket case
you thought I was. You’ll never guess what happened next – it was absolutely
amazing! But I don’t have time to tell you about that now…I’ll give you all the
sexy and exciting news in my next book…


 


***


 


Safe Sex is Better Sex


 


This book is a work of fiction, and the
characters bear no intended similarity to any persons living or dead. 


 


In the interests of pace and keeping the
story moving, I have omitted the details relating to safe sexual practices. But
you can rest assured that all of my characters ensure that proper protection is
in place before any sexual contact occurs, unless they are in a long-term
monagamous relationship. Safe sex is always better sex, in fiction as in real
life.


 


This book is a fantasy written for
entertainment purposes only, and you should not consider the characters to be
role models. It’s all just for fun. Sex is a natural and healthy activity that
we should all enjoy in a positive way. But the best sex occurs in a mutually
respective and supportive relationship with a loving partner. I wish you all
the best in finding or keeping the relationship of your dreams. 


 


Make love and be happy. 


 


E.S.
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