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Victorias Hand

London, England, 1890

The parlour was quiet enough so Victoria could hear the tick of the Grandfather from the hall outside. Stark spring sunlight filtered through the net curtains to illuminate the elegant furnishings. The familys finest bone china was laid out on a lily-white tablecloth. The afternoon tea was completed with freshly baked French fancies. Sitting comfortably in one of the parlours high-backed chairs, Victoria placed one lace-gloved hand over the other, adjusted her voluminous skirts, and stared down at Algernon as he knelt before her.

She knew what was coming.

She had anticipated this day for months.

Before he started to speak, she knew what he was going to say.

It was the first time they had ever been together without a chaperone. Unless he had come to the house with this specific purpose her parents would not have allowed her to spend any time alone with a suitor. The idea of her being alone with a man was simply too scandalous for civilised society to contemplate.

Victoria, my dearest, he began.

There was a tremor of doubt in his voice. Victoria liked that. It suggested he wasnt entirely certain that she would say yes. His bushy moustache bristled with obvious apprehension. His Adams apple quivered nervously above his small, tied cravat. His large dark eyes stared up at her with blatant admiration. He looked as though his entire future happiness rested on her response to this single question.

She was dizzied by the rush of rising power.

Ive spoken to your father, Algernon began. Ive discussed the matter with my own parents and employer. Ive even gained tacit approval from the local bishop. But now comes the time for the most important response of all, my dearest. Victoria: Ive come to ask for your hand.

She smiled smugly to herself.

Outwardly her face remained an impassive mask.

Algernon, she murmured. I dont know what to say.

Say yes, he said quickly.

She allowed her lips to twist into a demure smile.

He fumbled in the pocket of his waistcoat and produced a small gilt-edged box. Almost dropping it in his haste he snapped the lid open and showed her a quaint ring that was encrusted with microscopically small semi-precious stones. She recognised it as one of the DEAREST rings that were currently enjoying popularity. The initial letter of each stone  a diamond, an emerald, an amethyst, a ruby, another emerald, a sapphire and a topaz  spelt out the word DEAREST. The eclectic collection of colours made Victoria think it looked more like a childish novelty than a genuine declaration of their betrothal.

This is a mere token of our betrothal, he gasped.

Yes, Victoria agreed. She made no attempt to take the offered jewellery. It is a mere token. With the emphasis heavily on the word mere, I think.

He blinked with surprise.

She could see it was time to test his mettle. Straightening her back, quietly deciding she liked having Algernon on his knees before her, Victoria said, Do you want me to consider you as a potential husband?

Id be honoured.

Then get your cock out. Let me see what Id be getting.

The words hung between them like a thrown gauntlet. The Grandfather in the hall outside continued to tick loudly. Algernon studied her face with an expression that was almost comical. Victoria? he whispered meekly. I dont think I heard you correctly. Could you please forgive me and say that again?

Get your cock out, Victoria said flatly. If Im going to consider marrying you I want to make sure youre carrying something more impressive than that crappy little ring you just offered me.

His cheeks flushed bright pink.

She could feel the inner muscles of her sex clutching as she watched him squirm. His embarrassment and awkwardness were exhilarating to behold. Knowing she had inspired those responses made her moist along the line of her pussy lips. If you want me as a wife I have every right to know what my husband will be bringing to the marital bedroom. Get your cock out and show me the goods, or Ill have one of the servants escort you out of here now.

Again he hesitated. It took all Victorias restraint not to rub her thighs together and gleefully enjoy his dilemma. Inside the tightly laced bodice of her corset her nipples were hard and aching. A wave of light-headedness came close to making her swoon in the high-backed chair where she waited.

Unbutton your pants. Show me your cock. Or go away and tell your parents, your employer and the bishop that Ive rejected your offer. The choice is yours, Algernon. But make it quickly. The tea is cooling.

He began to fumble with the buttons at the front of his trousers.

The ring box fell to the floor and the gaudy jewellery dropped forgotten on the Oriental rug. Algernons face was the shade of flustered crimson that Victoria had seen on the angered cheeks of drunks and brawlers. On his bookish face the colour was surprisingly fetching. She lowered her gaze as soon as he had exposed himself. The flaccid tube of his pink flesh hung innocuously from the front of his pants.

Its not very big, is it? she sneered.

It gets bigger, he said defensively.

Then make it bigger, she snapped. Because at the moment that appalling little engagement ring looks slightly more attractive.

There was an instant where she thought he might refuse. If there was any point when he was likely to reject her authority, Victoria knew it would be this moment when she had insulted his gift and his manhood. To make sure he didnt take advantage of the opportunity and go scurrying back to the sanctuary of his friends and family, she tugged the frills of her skirt up and dared to reveal a stocking-clad ankle.

Make it big enough, she coaxed, and I might consider saying yes.

He began to pull on himself.

His gaze was fixed on her ankles and his concentration appeared hard enough to etch wrought-iron. His hand moved quickly up and down the limp length of his cock and she watched the meagre tube of flesh thicken and grow. His fist was tight around the shaft, trapping blood into the dark and bulbous dome. As his hand continued to work she saw that his fist had to travel further each time to go from the base to the end.

Stop masturbating, she snapped.

He obeyed instantaneously.

She grinned at the eager way he had given himself to her control.

Its an adequate length, she conceded. She hoped that her smile was not so wide that he realised she wanted him. If she was to accept his offer of marriage, this was a vital moment in their relationship. If she could make Algernon understand from this moment onward that she was the one in control he would be her malleable slave for the rest of their days together. Do you know how to use that cock of yours?

I ... I think I know wh ... what to do with it, he stammered.

You may carry on handling yourself while we discuss my terms to accepting your offer, she declared haughtily.

Automatically, Algernons hand went back to his cock. He stroked himself slowly and eventually managed to tear his gaze from her ankles so he could study her face. Certain he would be more easily controlled if he wasnt studying her eyes, Victoria inched her skirts higher. She was showing off her shins, and silently proud that she had elected to wear her sheerest stockings today. As she pulled the skirts higher, Algernon stroked himself more swiftly.

Are you attached to that moustache?

He floundered. It grows from my face, he said, sounding puzzled. Is that what you meant?

No, Algernon. She recited his name with the impatience of a disappointed schoolmistress. You know perfectly well thats not what I meant. I was asking if you would lose that moustache if it meant I would consent to being your wife. She hitched her skirts higher. It was a daring poise that revealed her knees. Another few inches and he would be able to see the tops of her stockings and the alabaster flesh of her thighs.

Dont you like the look of my moustache?

Its not the look that worries me, Victoria purred. Im more concerned about the way it will feel when you lick my pussy.

He held himself rigid.

She understood he was on the verge of climaxing and admired the restraint he showed in holding off his potential orgasm. His eyes were momentarily glazed. His mouth hung open as though he had almost pulled too hard and pushed himself beyond the brink of reasonable self-control. Delighted by his torment, Victoria lifted her skirts higher.

Algernons gaze fell to the tops of her stockings. She could see his eyes widen as he noted the pale flesh of her upper thighs. He licked his lips with appreciation when he saw the thatch of curls that covered her most intimate secrets.

Aside from selecting her finest hosiery for this appointment Victoria had elected to meet Algernon without donning any undergarments. It was a bold way for a young lady to deport herself but she understood her courage was reaping ample rewards. Should we see how your moustache feels against me? she suggested. A young lady has a right to know about these things before making a commitment of this magnitude. Would you care to tongue my hole for a moment so I can decide whether or not you may keep your moustache?

He nodded.

She sensed his excitement was so great he couldnt properly articulate his desire to do as she had asked. Still stroking his length, and shuffling awkwardly forward on his knees, he lowered his face toward her sex.

Victoria held her breath as his tongue squirmed closer. A part of her wanted to judiciously concentrate on the pleasure he was able to bestow. She wanted to fairly gauge the sensation of having his prickly moustache so close to the tender flesh of her sex. She was struggling hard to be the dominant member of their burgeoning relationship and wanted to behave in the manner she thought most befitting for an authoritative young lady.

But arousal constantly distracted her thoughts.

A soft tongue lapped at the outer lips of her sex.

She arched her back against the seat.

The warmth of Algernons breath proved maddeningly exciting. He teased the dewy lips of her cleft until she was almost dizzy with the need for climax. She could tell he was positioning himself carefully, trying not to brush her most sensitive skin with the abrasive tickle of his bushy moustache. Occasionally an errant hair scoured her flesh but it was a small distraction compared to the bliss of his tongue travelling over her pussy. Nevertheless, she could see the facial hair might eventually present a problem.

My clit, she insisted. Tongue my clit.

It was a test. If he understood what she meant, and went on to find her clitoris, she would consider taking him as her husband. If he pulled back and looked puzzled she would push him away and tell him he was unworthy.

Algernons tongue slipped to the top of her sex and stroked the pulsing bud of her arousal. The sensation was enough to make her groan. Victoria stuffed the back of her hand against her mouth to stifle a scream of delight. She pressed her shoulders back against the chair and thrust her pelvis sharply toward him. The urge for release had been strong before but now, as his tongue chased lazy circles against the throbbing bead of her clitoris, she realised she was only moments away from ecstasy. Knowing she had to show some restraint, determined that Algernon would not reduce her to a quivering wreck of satisfaction, Victoria steeled herself against the pleasure and said, Now tongue inside my hole.

He was more obedient than she had dared to hope.

The tongue slid slowly from her clitoris and eased itself between her labia. The warmth was divine. The intimate penetration was so intense Victoria had to grip the arms of the chair to maintain her show of equanimity. His tongue slid deeper, transporting her to a plateau of unparalleled delight. And then she was cresting a cloud of satisfaction so strong that she couldnt hold herself back. Her inner muscles went into a joy-inspired convulsion. The fluid heat of her sex grew so hot she was momentarily seared by its brilliance. The shock of pleasure was so strong she wanted to scream with jubilation.

With a magnificent show of control, Victoria remained composed throughout the climax. Muted tremors shook her body but she wouldnt allow Algernon to see how strongly they affected her disposition. Pushing his face away she adjusted her skirts and easily regained her previous composure as she settled herself decorously in the parlours high-backed chair.

That was pleasantly done, she allowed. Glancing down at him, she saw his fist remained clutched around his thick length. The idea of having him thrust between her legs was suddenly so appealing it was almost overwhelming. He had teased her sex to a wet and wanton furnace and she could imagine him stoking those fires further as he rammed into her again and again. With an amazing show of self-discipline, Victoria pushed that thought from her mind and regarded him coolly. Continue doing that while you admire me, she declared. And I will set out the terms and conditions that you need to meet before I consent to be your wife.

He nodded eagerly. His hand slid slowly along his throbbing shaft.

First, she said. If you want me to be your wife, youll provide me with a far better engagement ring than the piece of crap you offered before.

He nodded and apologised.

She spoke over him. Diamonds, she explained. Large ones are best. And I think they always sit more prettily in white gold. Second, and this is vital if you ever want to taste my pussy again: lose that bloody moustache.

Of course. He started to tell her it would be shaved off before the end of the day but she was talking over him.

Third, and this is most important of all, I want you to know that Im in charge of our relationship. You may go to the races, and the gentlemens clubs. You may pursue your career as best befits a gentleman of our times. But when you get home, you will get down on your knees when I tell you and youll obey every instruction I give. Do you understand and accept that condition, Algernon?

Victoria could see the hesitancy on his face. She watched his resistance flicker and die. She adjusted her voluminous skirts, giving him a brief flash of the sodden pussy lips he had just tasted, and knew he was won over by the sight.

I understand and accept, he panted. You shall be in control of our relationship.

Her smile was thin-lipped with satisfaction. She gestured for him to come closer and said, Very well. You may leave shortly and go and tell your parents, your employer and the bishop that I have consented to be your wife. Her gaze sparkled with mischievous intent as she reached for his length. Encircling his shaft with lace-gloved fingers, she said, But before you go and do any of those things, didnt you say you wanted my hand?





The Good Place

Ive heard psychologists refer to the good place.

Its not a specific location, or a town you can visit. Its a state of mind where  instead of being glum about your lack of prospects or miserable because youre lonely  youre content with life and all it has to offer. I was there once and I know its a good place. Its a better place than where I am now. But, as Im currently sitting on death row, Waverley, Virginia, with less than a week to go before execution, I think any other place might be considered better.

Not that I should be on death row.

Im an innocent man.

And, while I did kill Katy and although I do hear voices in my head, Im not one of your crazy murderers.

Have I just rushed ahead too fast? Should I slow this down a pace and start from the beginning?

I first fell in love with Katys voice. She spoke with a throaty chuckle set deep into her Virginia drawl. There was the hint of mischief dripping from every word and the sultry promise of passion in each syllable. She breathed every sentence, speaking from the swell of her breasts and projecting with the competence of the finest opera singer. It would only take the simplest invitation: Are you coming for dinner? Can I do anything special for you? and the mere timbre of her suggestion had me besotted.

And she chose her vocabulary with a deliberation that was always delightful. She had a risqu way of phrasing every question or response, so you never knew if she was teasing, talking straight or deliberately flirting. When I fixed her dilapidated runabout, she gave me a kiss and told me she appreciated the services of a capable man. Each time I saw her at the diner, where she faithfully waited tables, Katy would ask if she could, try to satisfy my appetite.

Not that it was just her voice or her wordplay that I loved.

She was a good person  kind-hearted, intelligent and fun  and the sexiest woman Ive ever had the good fortune to encounter. Petite, brunette, perfectly formed and invariably dressed in shorts and a T-shirt: she was blessed with a figure to die for.

I guess that last observation is an irony.

I genuinely do regret killing her.

But it wasnt murder and ...

Im getting ahead of myself again, arent I? Things didnt happen slowly between Katy and I. The sultry tone of her voice was enough to tempt me to her side and, as soon as we were alone together, I discovered another quality to her words aside from the rich accent or the clever wordplay. She could make the air crackle with the electric taste of promise. Using no more expression than a flutter of dark lashes over large eyes, she had me enlisted as a willing partner to her every sordid fantasy.

And, now that were talking about Katys fantasies, its only fair to mention that she had more than a few. The first time we made love it happened on a balmy summers evening. I found her sitting on the porch, with a V of sweat molding her T-shirt to her breasts and giving her sun-kissed skin a glossy lustre. The fading light of the day caught auburn flecks in her brunette tresses. Beads of perspiration on her neck and collarbone glistened like diamonds.

Im hot, she breathed.

And there it was again. The casual inflection in her tone that said more than those two words should be able. It was a double entendre that was maddeningly appropriate regardless of which way I chose to interpret what shed said. The day was sweltering, admittedly. But the glint in her eye, and that perplexing way she spoke, suggested that she wasnt discussing the clemency of the weather.

The electricity in the air made it hard for me to breathe. I tried to shift my legs in case she was embarrassed about the effect her declaration had stirred in me. Not wanting to appear stupid, or incapable of matching her banter, I struggled to find a suitable retort. Swallowing thickly, nervous that such a specimen of feminine perfection could show an interest in a lummock like me, I observed, Hot suits you.

You dont think all this sweat makes my skin look clammy and unattractive?

Hell! No!

You dont think it makes my skin feel unattractive?

I hesitated, aware that she was taking my hand, watching as she guided the tips of my fingers to the slick skin of her collarbone. The heel of my palm was mere millimetres above the thrust of one nipple. I had noticed they stood erect, their shapes defined through the fabric of the clinging T-shirt. The ghosts of her areolae were deliciously obvious beneath the flimsy material. Touching her body  and painfully aware of how close I was to properly touching her breasts  I came near to shivering in spite of the sweltering heat.

Well? Katy prompted. She stroked my hand back and forth over her chest. Her skin was moist velvet with perspiration lubricating my caress. The ball of my thumb glanced against her breast and I was sure I felt the nipple stiffen. Do you think that feels unattractive? she asked.

I dont recall touching anything that ever felt better, I answered honestly.

Her questioning expression turned into a mischievous grin. She lowered my hand to one breast so I was cupping her through a film of damp cotton. In the stillness of that moment I could feel her pulse through the hard bead of flesh that sat at the centre of my palm. In that case, she whispered, if perspiration suits me so much, why dont you see if you can make me sweat a little more?

It was the beginning of a beautiful relationship.

Maybe there was something appropriate about the fact that it began at the end of the day? I dont know. I only know that, once wed started, our passion quickly became boundless.

Perhaps I should have noticed there was something a little kinky in her desire to excite me on the porch. The exhibitionism of what we were doing didnt cross my mind until afterwards, when I realised that any passing neighbour could have seen us and been shocked or offended by our intimacy. But at the time it simply felt natural to do everything Katy asked. I was content to bury myself deep inside her smouldering depths and bask in the cries of her encroaching orgasm. Once again it was her beautiful voice  that musical cadence and enchanting lilt  mesmerising me and blinding me to everything except Katy. And, from that moment on, I was oblivious to everything except the pleasure that came from being with her.

But I only began to suspect that she had unusual appetites after a month of our relationship. Wed tried a million and one variations on the traditional themes of sex, going from her porch, to the bedroom, detouring via the kitchen/diner, and the stairs on the way there. She invited into every recess of her body, welcoming me with her mouth, sex lips and other places. She worshipped my erection with caresses from her breasts, tongue, hair and hands and we took each other to climax after climax in a splendour of shared bliss. I spent endless, happy hours watching her tease herself. And I particularly adored the way she would trill her fingers against the beautiful split of her sex  parting the dense, dark curls that covered her labia  while she charmed me back to arousal with the whispered promises of what we would do next. Each step further in our relationship seemed more like a declaration of our love, rather than another jolt down on some descent toward a perverted conclusion.

We made love in semi-public places  under the stars and sometimes under the noon sun. We played power games and water sports, screwed while we were drunk, fucked while we were high, then made love when we were grounded and stone cold sober. We confessed our wildest fantasies, then endeavoured to make them reality for the pleasure of each other. And, although Im probably wrong with saying we did everything, its true to say: we did everything we wanted.

Which is why I had no problems with the ropes Katy brought to the bedroom. The contrast of coarsely woven hemp against her dainty wrists was ugly, but somehow exciting. The vulnerability of her naked form, spreadeagled for me and available for the satisfaction of my every whim, was infuriatingly arousing. When I placed myself between her legs, then rode her helpless frame as she sobbed and moaned through a multiple orgasm, I could totally understand what those psychologists meant when they referred to the good place. At those moments, when Katy was screaming with joy and her inner muscles convulsed around me in the throes of ecstasy, I knew we were both in the good place.

But, I suppose, good places were never meant to last and ours ended two nights after Katy first suggested we bring another rope into the bedroom. The term anoxia is cold and clinical  a million miles removed from the joy of Katys last moments or the liberating release of her final climax  but it was bandied around a lot by my defence lawyers in court. It was usually lumped with a string of other fancy words and supported by dry accounts of the reported stimulation that comes from autoerotic asphyxiation.

The prosecution simply called me a strangler. The jurors were won over by their succinct use of words and, because I was convicted of first degree murder with more than one of nine aggravating circumstances, I found myself a resident on death row.

Which, until last week, had been the total antithesis of the good place Katy and I had known. But, on the morning when I was ready to meet the attorney handling my final appeal, Katy decided to speak to me again. At first I thought I was dreaming  I hadnt properly climbed out of my bunk and was enjoying the sounds of the morning calls from bluejays and chickadees  when she whispered in my ear.

Whats a nice guy like you doing in a place like this?

I could hear her voice as clearly as when she used to nibble on my lobe while we were locked in a post-coital embrace. It was that familiar Virginia drawl, deep set with a throaty chuckle of mischief. Death hadnt killed her sensuous way of speaking, nor had it stifled the effect she had on me. As my erection grew I began to wonder if I was either insane, or mistaken, or still asleep. Unable to stop myself, I spoke her name aloud. Katy?

Do you like being inside? she breathed.

And, in that moment, I knew it was her. I didnt know how she was talking to me. I didnt know why she was talking to me. But I knew my own imagination could never have supplied such a perfect Katy-esque innuendo. With that one question I was beyond being sceptical that the voice was the product of my own diminishing faculties. I knew that Katy was back by my side.

Ive missed you, lummock, she confided.

Ive missed you too, I admitted.

Her words were a balm, soothing and massaging away the tension I had suffered since incarceration. She hadnt said anything overtly sexual, yet already she had excited me to the point of full arousal. An appreciation of my responses told me that it would only take another couple of sentences and she would have me ejaculating like some over-excited schoolboy on his first real date.

I closed my eyes and easily pictured the way she had looked when she was speaking. The fullness of her lips was easy to recall, the sensuous pout of her mouth was invariably glossed each time she trailed the tip of her tongue across her Cupids bow. When she had used her tongue on my length I always remembered the thrill of pleasure that came from hearing her words and feeling them reverberate through my shaft. On this occasion, when she first spoke to me from beyond the grave, the pleasure was every bit as intense as it had been during those fondly recollected times.

Ive come to help with your release, she giggled.

It was another of her double entendres and hearing that sly humour made me simultaneously excited, relieved and delighted that she was back in my life. I had missed her and I had quietly mourned her passing. But the pressing demands of death row and impending execution had urged my focus to slip away from such important things. How can you help? I asked. I wasnt doubting her ability: I was simply curious to know. My lawyers are qualified and alive, I pointed out. At the moment, youre neither.

She laughed. With my eyes closed I could picture the way her breasts always trembled with mirth and her entire body shook. If I kept my eyes closed I could have believed she was in the room with me. It was all too easy to imagine she was struggling to lay by my side in the cells single bunk and squeezing her body close to mine. With only the effort of a little concentration I could feel her bare flesh pressing against me. She had one long, muscular leg curled around my waist, and her bare crotch kissed at my thigh. The scrub of her pubic bush scratched wickedly at the top of my leg and rekindled the eager thrust of my arousal.

Ive been talking to the states governor, Katy explained. He has the power of clemency  the right to say whether you live or die  so I thought it best to go to the man who makes those decisions. I made a special plea for him to personally consider your case.

The statement was too unexpected for me to comprehend. I was still being enchanted by the lull of her words and teased by the seductive lilt of her voice. The meaning behind what she said took a full minute to register. Disembodied, with no more presence than her voice, she was still able to excite me more fully than any other woman I had previously met. My body ached for her and the threat of climax throbbed in my groin. If shed had a physical presence I knew I wouldnt have been able to resist. Passion would have overwhelmed me and we would have revisited the halcyon days of our brief time together. Because I was only listening to her sultry whispers I managed to contain my impulse  but it was still a challenge.

Youve spoken to the governor? I repeated. How did you manage that? Youre dead.

Again, she laughed. I hadnt realised how much I had missed the sound of that merriment. As comforting as the sex, as exciting as the most daring of her propositions, Katys laughter was almost enough to make me cry for what we had lost. I know that Im dead, she agreed. But I spoke to the governor the same way Im speaking to you now, you lummock: with words.

My mind glanced over the technicalities with a simple rationalisation. If the disembodied voice of my lover could speak to me, why couldnt she also speak to the governor? What did you tell him? I asked. Is my sentence being commuted? Are the charges being dropped? Or am I being released?

Katy didnt get the chance to respond. The crashing of gates being thrown open, and the hollow stamp of boots from the corridor outside, announced the arrival of my attorney. I leapt from my bunk and pulled on my uniform of garish orange overalls. Judging from the heavy clomp of feet I could hear there were three of them. And, after Katys revelation, I wasnt surprised to see my attorney and the guard were accompanied by the states governor.

Our meeting was surprisingly swift.

The guard was dismissed.

My attorney started to speak.

Then the governor drove his fist into my nose. He called me a murdering son-of-a-bitch, turned around and left the cell before I had finished falling to the floor. On his way out I heard him say I was going to fry. Unnecessarily, he added: and fucking soon. Clearly startled, my attorney shrugged an apology and hurried off to pursue the chief executive.

That went kind of well, Katy said guardedly.

Yeah! I had a hand over my nose, collecting a stream of blood while I struggled to decide whether I was angry, surprised or simply confused. All three emotions were vying for control of my reaction but sarcasm eventually won. That went so well I think the governors going to go and check the wiring on the electric chair so theres no danger of a mistake. What did you tell him, Katy? I thought you said youd explained what happened on the night you died.

I didnt stick to the truth, she mumbled. I said youd killed me in a vicious and deliberate attack. I mentioned that your diabolical assault has left me walking in limbo for all eternity. And I demanded that he avenge me, or else Ill haunt him for ever. She laughed, the sound tinged with nervousness this time. None of it is true, she said quickly. But I didnt think it would matter if I lied a little on this occasion.

Closing my eyes, trying to show patience and restraint when all I could really feel were confusion, disappointment and betrayal, I asked, Didnt you think that sort of statement would be likely to make him believe I was guilty? Didnt you think that sort of statement was likely to expedite my execution?

But that was my plan, lover, she whispered. I thought you understood.

For the first time since Katys death a smile stretched along my lips.

Youre going to get out of here, she promised. And, this way, well be together again, where we should be.

As the understanding continued to dawn I realised exactly what she was telling me. I wasnt just going to get away from death row: I was going to be with Katy in the good place.





le caoutchouc

le caoutchouc

How long did it take you to get into that outfit?

The question was breathed into Maries ear by a tall blonde. The woman was devastating in a latex skirt, the garment complemented by a skin-tight matching bodice. Just as the taut flesh over her cheeks revealed an exquisite bone structure, the tight fabric over her body concealed no secrets about the perfection of femininity beneath her clothes. Glancing first at the pointed toes of her eight-inch heels; shifting her gaze up to the silky smooth splendour of the womans calves and thighs; Marie licked her lips. The glossy black latex sheathed the womans hips like the smoothest coating of paint. The bodice revealed a waistline that would make an anorexic blush. It struggled to contain the womans ample bosom. An inviting swell of cleavage blossomed from the plunged neckline of the bodice, exposing her dcolletage, throat, Hollywood smile, and the Nordic austerity of her high, defined cheekbones.

You have to tell me, the blonde insisted. As she whispered her question she placed a small hand against the shape of Maries breast. The sensation of her touch ignited a small and sultry electric crackle. How long did it take you to get into that outfit?

Marie flicked the hair from her face before turning to give an answer.

*

Six months earlier
 
At le caoutchouc, nobody wears rubber, Michael declared solemnly.

In his sleepy French accent the words came out with insouciant arrogance. He held the outfit in a sealed plastic bag. In his other hand he held two tickets for the forthcoming summer ball at le caoutchouc. The tickets and the outfit were her Christmas present. Marie wanted to squeal with delight, excitement and gratitude. She tried to snatch at the bag, wanting to wrench it from his fingers and grasp her prize. Maddeningly, he held both gifts out of her reach.

At le caoutchouc, nobody wears rubber, he said again. At le caoutchouc, they simply allow the rubber to adorn the perfection of their bodies.

It was a typically cryptic comment, infuriating with its Zen-like pretensions toward wisdom and annoying because she vaguely understood the point he was trying to make. Since she had first heard about le caoutchouc Marie had known it would be more than a mere fetishists ball. Le caoutchouc was the rubber playground for the worlds most glamorous perverts and most beautiful and stylish hedonists. With only a vague notion that she might be able to take the dress from him, Marie made another attempt to wrest it out of Michaels fingers.

His grin was playful and teasing and only a little condescending. He kept the dress out of her hands.

Please, she begged. Please, Michael. You know Ill do anything if you let me have that dress. She kept her voice lowered to a promise of the kinkiest rewards. You know Ill do anything.

Michael tossed the dress onto the bed and took her into his embrace. And, as Marie fell to her knees and began to work her lips against the thickening length of his cock, he said, I dont think you yet know how much youll have to do to get into that dress. I dont think you yet know. But you will find out.

Sucking him to full hardness, tasting the rich flavour of his erection and the lacquer of pre-come that varnished his glans, Marie tried to figure out what he meant. But, as the familiar arousal of having his cock in her mouth dominated her senses, she dismissed his remark as another typically cryptic comment and concentrated on the pleasure of sucking and swallowing him to climax.

Five months earlier
 
Marie stared in the window of la patisserie and was struck by a blow of pain that made her want to wail. In amongst a display of gateaux, fancies and choux she could see a freshly made clair. The sight made her stomach tighten with the now familiar pangs of hunger. It was a little over eight inches long. Fat. Its upper surface was encased in a skin-tight veneer of tauntingly tempting chocolate. Staring through the tiny windows of the shop, unable to stop herself licking her lips, Marie had to swallow three times as a rush of saliva filled her mouth.

She was briefly struck by the idea of eating the clair.

She would trace her tongue against its swollen end, lick away the remnants of cream that had smeared its tip, and then savour the fulsome flavour that came from the combination of pastry, chocolate and whipped cream. Opening her mouth wide, separating her darkly painted lips to accept the treat, she would suck lightly before closing her lips around the pastry.

A former lover of clairs, intimately familiar with the pleasures they could provide, Marie knew her mouth would be instantly filled with a rush of too-much-too-thick cream. Her tongue would be coated; she would have to swallow its cloying and noisome taste with her need to breathe; an explosion of taste sensations would erupt in her mouth; and the whole experience would be gloriously and wondrously satisfying.

Drawing on the last reserves of her willpower, knowing she couldnt submit to such a shallow temptation regardless of how strongly it was desired, Marie stepped away from the window of le patisserie and headed across the road to lpicier. The display of courgettes, fresh apples and seasonal vegetables was nowhere near as appetising as the single clair in the window of la patisserie. But she was determined to go to le caoutchouc and she was adamant that her body would be adorned by the outfit Michael had bought her for Christmas. If the cost of those ambitions meant forsaking the occasional clair she told herself it wasnt such a great price to pay. The words sounded unconvincing as she contemplated the bundle of celery stalks she purchased for that evenings meal.

Four months earlier

When Genevieve undressed, Marie finally started to enjoy the Valentines Day party. At first she had been disappointed that Michael had been thoughtless enough to invite two couples to share the years most romantic night with them. The dinner party had been a torment of tempting fragrances emanating from a table laden with painfully irresistible delicacies. The wine was too calorific for her appetite and the sauces for the roast were all laden with stronger alcohol.

Michael had cooked.

Marie had stood in the corner of the kitchen, miserably watching the preparations and cursing her inability to sample any of the ingredients. He held a glass of Burgundy in his hand, sipped from it as he basted his roast, and replenished his drink each time he added a spatter of red to the marinade. Marie narrowed her glare at his glass and guessed there were approximately 130 calories remaining.

Quashing her bitter resentment, she left the kitchen to prepare the dining room. She told herself that she hadnt been crying while she laid the table. She told herself it was not the most miserable Valentines Day that any woman could be forced to endure.

But it was only when Genevieve removed her blouse, exposing plump and inviting breasts to all those at the table, that Marie finally began to enjoy the party.

Youre an exhibitionist, her boyfriend, Jean-Paul, told her.

Marie sighed with excitement when she heard the words. Michael often said the same thing about her.

Youre an exhibitionist slut, Jean-Paul taunted.

Marie sighed again.

Genevieve dismissed Jean-Paul with a wave of her hand. Ive never heard you complain about me being an exhibitionist or a slut.

You only get your tits out because you know they look good.

Haughty and arrogant, Genevieve sniffed. If I had a figure as good as Maries, then youd see some real exhibitionism.

Claire, sitting across the table from Genevieve, nodded agreement. As though she understood the meal had ended and it was now time for them all to undress and enjoy some adult after-dinner entertainment, she unplucked the buttons from her blouse and stood up to remove her skirt. The black stockings and suspender belt she wore over her thong made her figure look painfully thin and enviably attractive. Dark curls peeped from the sides of the thong close to the moistened shape of her labia.

Marie yearned for Claire with a passion that was almost violent.

Marie has the most beautiful body of any woman in France, Claire declared. She spoke across the table to Genevieve and Jean-Paul. Maries going to look sensational at le caoutchouc, this summer.

Genevieves eyes widened as she stared at Marie. Le caoutchouc? You have tickets for the summer ball at le caoutchouc? You never told me. What are you wearing?

Michael bought me an outfit.

Where is it?

Can we see?

Will you put it on?

Show us what youll be wearing?

Marie shook her head. I wont be wearing it until the night, she murmured. But I can show you what Ill be wearing underneath. Slowly, she stood up and began to undress.

Michael, Jean-Paul, Genevieve, Claire and Claires partner Pierre all watched her with bold, burning interest. And, by the end of the evening, they had all had the opportunity to enjoy the most beautiful body of any woman in France.

Three months earlier
 
Marie knew it wasnt Christian, but she had decided she despised Easter. She walked past the temptation of le patisserie, ignored the uninviting display outside lpicier, and tried not to be swayed by the market stalls with their display of seasonal delicacies.

Chocolate shaped like eggs. Hot cross buns. Chocolate shaped like rabbits. Simnel cakes. Chocolate shaped like Christ on his crucifix.

She couldnt imagine a crueller set of temptations as she made her way to the drudgery of the gym. Even though Jacque, her personal trainer, was waiting outside the locker-room, she still felt as though she had been spitefully taunted on her way to the regime of her daily exercise.

You look like youre ready for a vigorous workout, Jacque murmured.

She pressed her mouth against his lips and extracted a long, lingering kiss. He wore tight lycra shorts. The fabric hugged his fat cock and struggled to contain the fact that he was excited by her interest. He tried to appear indifferent to her kiss but, as her tongue tangled with his and she pushed her thinly covered breasts against his chest, Marie was rewarded by the caress of his hands on her backside. Because her skirt was short, and because she wore no panties beneath, his fingertips brushed against the moist split of her sex.

Im more than ready for a vigorous workout, she breathed eventually. Do you think you can satisfy my requirements?

Jacque needed no further encouragement. Pushing her into the locker room, pressing her up against a rank of cool metal doors, he had pulled down his shorts before she had a chance to realise what was happening. She raised one leg, guiding his thick length to her sex, and then he had pushed inside her.

The kiss was their only foreplay. But that was as much as she needed.

Matching Jacques vigorous thrusts with her own demanding lunges she allowed him to ride her with a violence and urgency that was almost brutal. Pressing herself against his muscular chest, wrapping her arms around his shoulders, she lifted her legs over his hips and tensed every muscle in her body.

The thunderous pounding of his length was a phenomenal sensation. He had the stamina she expected from a personal trainer coupled with a lack of finesse that she found invigorating. Jacque had no interest in her as a person. Whenever she fucked him  and Marie made a point of fucking him on both of her daily visits to the gym  she was liberated by the knowledge that Jacque had no real desire for her. His only interest in her came from the satisfaction he got through their locker-room workout. And, because he was able to take her with such a cold lack of passion, Marie felt able to respond with a similar clinical detachment. She could remember that an average session of intercourse burnt up around 100 calories. A vigorous encounter could double that amount. Coupled with the cardio-vascular benefits, and the muscle toning, she could disinterestedly observe that she was working toward the perfect physique she needed to wear her Christmas present to the summer ball at le caoutchouc.

When the first threat of orgasm promised to consume her, Marie fought to prolong the rush of pleasure, aware that a sustained climax could burn another hundred calories. Sweating, exhausted, and only vaguely satisfied, she left Jacques in the locker-room as she went to walk the treadmill with wobbly legs and pump iron using arms that still ached from too much adrenaline. The rush of euphoria that came from her orgasm was overshadowed by the knowledge that she would have to walk home past all the Easter chocolates that had previously proved so tempting.

Two months earlier
 
Marie didnt know the salon. Michael had booked the appointment. Admittedly, the receptionist and beautician seemed friendly enough. But she still didnt feel completely relaxed being naked in the company of strangers. The clinical atmosphere of the salon, and the cool professionalism of the staff made her feel as though she was surrendering to a medical examination rather than a beauty treatment.

You require the full epilation, yes?

Epilation? Depilation?

Marie hadnt known there was a difference until she read her way through the salons glossy brochures. She now understood that depilation referred to the removal of hair from above the skin. Epilation referred to the removal of the entire hair.

It all sounded unnecessarily painful.

Even when the austere beautician began to smooth a lotion between Maries legs, allowing her velvet fingers to glide against the soft curl-covered flesh of her labia, Marie couldnt distance herself from the idea that the hair removal was going to be painful. She tried to enjoy the sensation of the stranger touching and stroking her. The lotion she applied was a soothing balm, supposed to desensitise her but, paradoxically, filling Marie with a deep and dangerous longing. When her sex was then cleaned, and daubed with a honey warm balm of soft wax, Marie wanted to be lulled into a belief that the experience would not be the agony she expected.

But, when the first strip of wax was torn away from her flesh, the stinging pain was so fierce it bordered on being orgasmic. When the second strip of wax was wrenched from her sex, Marie groaned. The sound of her ecstasy rang from the tiled walls of the salon.

Her cry was borne from pure satisfaction.

One month earlier

Im not going.

Michael had dismissed her outburst as a tantrum. Genevieve branded him an inconsiderate chauvinist piece of merde. Joining Marie in the bedroom, placing a companionable arm around her shoulder, she soothed her frustration with a couple of consoling kisses and a long, lingering hug.

I dont care what that pig says, Marie insisted. Im still not going.

Genevieve agreed. In a conciliatory tone she said, Of course youre not going. Youve said that. But, if youre not going, would you let me see what you look like in the outfit Michael bought you? You know Ive been dying to see it since you first mentioned it in February.

Marie snatched the outfit from the wardrobe and threw it on the bed. On its hanger it was the same colour as a condom and as shapeless and sexual as an empty grocery bag. She wanted to cry when she realised she had devoted five months of her life to the puerile exercise of trying to fit into the stupid garment.

Genevieve shook her head. No, she purred. I want to see you wearing it. Thats what I want to see.

Marie considered the proposition for a full minute. She had lost weight so her body would slip easily into the dress. She had spent countless days visiting the gym  exercising, fucking, dieting and toning her body  so every muscle would be sculpted by the flimsy sheath of rubber. Since her first visit to the salon she had gone back each week to have her sex waxed bare from any trace of hair. And she had spent an extra hour in the bathroom each day shaving her legs and smoothing depilatory cream into her arms, back and buttocks. The preparation had been constant. And now, with only a month to go before the summer ball at le caoutchouc, she was washing her hands of the whole facile fetish.

But the idea to see how the dress would have looked was too tempting.

Marie shrugged off her sweatshirt and skirt. She had been back from the gym for less than an hour. Her biceps ached from pumping weights. Her quads felt bruised from too much time on an exercise bike. Her pussy remained sore from Jacque and his incessant pounding.

Genevieve whistled admiringly when Marie stood unclothed.

You look sensational, she marvelled.

The words meant nothing to Marie. She had heard them repeatedly for the past five months. I may as well show you the dress, she grunted. She reached for the outfit and teased the latex through her fingers. It was a sheer creation, so thin that it would be rendered virtually transparent when she put it on her body. The fragrance of chemical preservatives and the cloying scent of rubber were briefly sickening. But, once those aromas had properly caressed her nostrils, she was filled again with the familiar arousal that came from being so close to her beloved rubber.

The mini-dress was tight against her torso, trapping her breasts into a shape that was uncomfortable, restrictive and desperately exciting. As she pulled it down over her waist and hips, she was tormented by the way the rubber embraced her and held her and adhered to her skin. Every breath was a battle against the claustrophobic fabric. Every movement was a reminder that she was dressed like a latex-embalmed goddess.

You look incredible, Genevieve whispered.

Marie glanced at her friends smiling adulation.

Genevieve sat on the corner of the bed, one hand pressed against the crotch of her jeans. The heel of her palm moved slowly back and forth. Her blouse was sufficiently unbuttoned for Marie to see the stiff tips of Genevieves pert, pink nipples.

Incredible? Marie repeated. Only incredible?

She glanced in the mirror and saw that the suit was every inch as perfect as she had first hoped. The latex was tight over her hourglass figure but with no discernible signs of stretching. The fabric was gloriously glossy in the bedrooms pale light, reflecting and shimmering as though it had been freshly painted on her flesh. Its transparent composition revealed the dark circles of her areolae and the smooth, hairless crease of her sex. Although she was wearing the most tight-fitting garment she had ever owned Marie knew that it was also as boldly revealing as being naked. She gasped at the sight of her reflection and shivered with a thrill of burgeoning excitement. Michael had been right when he said nobody wore rubber for le caoutchouc. Marie knew she wasnt currently wearing the outfit: she was simply allowing the rubber to adorn the perfection of her body.

Are you sure you wont be going to le caoutchouc? Genevieve asked.

Marie contemplated her reflection, amazed that her body looked so desirable in the sleek, sexual sheath of rubber. She twisted from side to side in front of the mirror, angling her neck so she could see the way her buttocks were cupped by the skirt, and admiring the way the sheer fabric revealed a glimpse of her backsides cleavage. When she bent forward, pushing her rear out, the shadow of her neatly shaved sex was a taunting ghost  visible but held tantalisingly beyond every onlookers reach.

Marie? Genevieve insisted. Are you sure youre not going to le caoutchouc?

Marie sighed, aware that Genevieve already knew the answer.

I suppose I might just go, she conceded.

*

le caoutchouc

How long did it take you to get into that outfit? the blonde asked again. Her fingers lingered against the breast of Maries outfit. She lazily traced the shape of one nipple that was obvious and visible through the sheer transparency of the rubber. Marie shivered beneath the womans touch and smiled.

Moving her head closer, relishing the perfume that surrounded the woman and taking in the fragrances of Chanel, feminine musk and new latex, she placed her lips against the blondes ear. It took me a long time to get into this, she admitted. A very long time. But, if you ask nicely, it shouldnt take me long to get out of it.





Pennsylvania Hotel

... and its a big New York City welcome to all you wrestling fans whove joined us here this evening. Considering the rumours that have been bandied around I think were going to see some real fireworks tonight, so stay glued to your seats and dont miss a single, solitary moment ...

She believed the rooftop plaza of the Pennsylvania Hotel offered the best view of the city, especially now dusk was fading. The lilac sky darkened and the twinkling lights from office blocks and skyscrapers blossomed into a glittering array of illuminations. The hotel wasnt the citys tallest building: the foreboding giant of the Empire State loomed frighteningly large before her and, to her left, just beyond Macys, was the imposing figure of the Rockefeller Center. But the plaza gave sufficient elevation to catch glimpses of Times Square and the Fashion District and its endless landscapes always filled her with a satisfying sense of place.

 the champion is on familiar territory with this arena and looking more than ready for tonights action 

Often, whenever she drank in the wealth of sights from this view, she could lose herself in the distant bustle of noise from the streets below. The intermittent wail of emergency sirens trilled in the distance like the citys version of a twilight birdsong. Brave whispers from exhaust fumes and hot-dogs, that had managed to scale such dizzy heights, assailed her nostrils and excited her senses. Sometimes she would lean over the rails and marvel at the nose-to-tail traffic of yellow cabs, cars and buses that inched along 7th or 33rd.

But this evening, the view was unimportant.

This evening, the only thing she noticed was him.

She smiled.

Ive seen the champion wearing that look before and, I think its safe to say tonights match is going to be demanding.

You came, she said, as he stepped to her side. Graciously, she allowed him to slide an arm around her waist. I thought you might change your mind.

He laughed and placed a chaste kiss against her cheek. His lips had been cooled by the nights growing chill and the mild, city breeze. Change my mind? I cant tell you how long Ive been waiting to see you like this. With a hesitant frown, and a glimmer of uncertainty flickering in his eyes, he asked guardedly, You havent changed your mind, have you?

The question hung between them like a challenge and she knew he was allowing her the opportunity to discard their clandestine plans. Staring into the invitation of his mellow brown eyes, watching the light wind tousle his hair, she decided she couldnt cheat him or herself out of this moment. Pausing deliberately, not wanting to seem too eager nor too reluctant, she eventually nodded and said, I havent changed my mind. I guess we both feel the same way.

I cant hear what theyre saying but, trying to read their lips, it seems like its more than the usual pre-match banter. I know theres some history between this pair and tonights bout has been inevitable for quite a few months now 

Are we ...?

Do you want to...?

They spoke at the same time, neither fully hearing the other, then both laughing at the combination of their embarrassment, nerves and anxieties. She paused, allowing him the courtesy of inviting her for a meal or a drink, then slowly shook her head. Maybe we can do something like that afterwards, she said placing heavy emphasis on the last word. Ive booked a room and, perhaps we should go there and freshen up first?

From the streets below she heard the strident wail of a car horn. Without looking she knew two cab drivers would be leaning out of their garish yellow taxis, waving frustrated fists and trading vicious expletives. A second klaxon joined the melee and then a third was added to make a full, rich chorus.

 and there goes the third horn to signify that the preliminaries are over and done. Whatever grudges they still have to settle are going to be sweated-out in the ring.

But the noise of the traffic was beneath them and she didnt notice the discordant horns. She didnt even notice that dusk had faded to darkness and they were surrounded by the splendour of the glittering nightscape against a rich black backdrop. She only noticed the eager acquiescence in his eyes.

Leaning closer against him, enjoying the weight of his arm encircling her waist, she lowered her voice and said, Let me take you to my room. We can work out what were doing from there.

*

 and in the red corner, wearing the traditional championship colours 

She stepped out of the en-suite, freshly showered and dressed only in exotic lingerie. The stockings encased her legs and the black bands at their tops pinched the meaty flesh of her thighs. A clinging balconette pronounced her cleavage and, from behind, the matching thong exposed her round, firm buttocks.

 and tonights challenger, wearing the very, very black shorts 

He came out from the walk-in wardrobe, naked save for the shorts. His arousal pushed at the button fly, proudly declaring his impressive size. His broad grin and gleaming eyes showed his anticipation mirrored hers.

 as Ive said before, tonights match has been a long time coming for this pair. Theyve both been playing on the same circuit for quite a while yet theyve never had a chance to get face to face. Usually theyre tagged with regular partners but I think theyve both been angling for the opportunity to go one on one with each other. This will be the first time theyve come head-to-head and it looks like theyll be venting some of the tension thats built over the previous months ...

It felt natural to fall into the position.

The idea of a meal was forgotten. The prospect of a drink was something that might yet happen, but only afterwards. They were both driven by an identical purpose and she knew neither of them would leave the room until their goals had been satisfied.

He climbed onto the bed from his corner of the room. She followed suit and they lay nose to tail. His hand stroked against her bare arm: a light caress that was charged with so much electricity the air almost crackled. She stroked her fingers through the wiry hairs that covered his chest, following the trail downward, over his washboard stomach, and daringly toward the stark band of his shorts. He leant closer, plying her with kisses  gentle pecks to her side, hips and thighs  before nuzzling his face against the crotch of her pants.

She sighed.

 but this is the behaviour we expect from players of this calibre and Im expecting this contest will be no-holds barred 

Restraints? he murmured curiously.

Momentarily disoriented, she glanced where he was pointing and saw he had noticed one of the straps fastened to the beds corner-posts. It was almost instinctive to lie, and tell him that Pennsylvania Hotel invariably attached wrist-cuffs to all their beds, but she knew he would see through such an obvious falsehood. Blushing prudishly she said, I occasionally like to experiment with bondage. She hoped her careful phrasing would tell him that this wasnt going to be one of those occasions. He seemed to understand because he nodded to show the matter was dismissed. As she had hoped he would, he returned his attention back to delivering intimate kisses.

 theyre weighing one another up, looking for soft spots and areas to attack, before committing themselves to a definite course of action 

Boldly, she traced the shape of his bulge. The pulsing shaft pushed against the straining fabric and trembled beneath her inquisitive caress. Easing the buttons open she was rewarded by the first glimpse of his rigid erection. The length came as no surprise but when she saw his thickness  and saw his dusky glans was already leaking a glistening stream  her arousal began to burn. With growing confidence she pushed her face closer and began to slide her body over his. Unfastening one more button, she allowed his erection to force its way out of the shorts and hover tantalisingly close to her mouth. Hungry to taste him, she placed a leg on either side of his chest, positioned herself over him, and lowered her face.

 and already the challenger is pinned to canvas. The champion has felled many good opponents with an early fall but I never thought Id see one floored as quickly as this 

She placed her lips around his end and sucked.

Beneath her he groaned, then raised his head. The weight of his nose brushed her gusset  another charge of electric contact seared her sensitive flesh  and then he was taking her in a clumsy, awkward embrace. His head shook from side to side, almost as though he was refusing the pleasure. The tops of her inner thighs were tickled by his fringe and she glanced down to see if he was making an unspoken complaint. It was only when she saw he had nuzzled the crotch of her thong to one side that she realised what he was doing.

His tongue teased against the split of her sex and she was buffeted by a rush of delicious pleasure. The folds of her labia melted open for him and she writhed and bucked with a greedy need to feel more. She had forgotten the end she was licking and arched her back to make it easier for her body to accept the mounting joy.

Confidently, he guided her to lie back on the bed, and put his body over hers.

 an unexpected turnaround with the challenger changing positions on the champion. This has all the makings of a long-fought match and I dont think victory will be easy for either side 

His shaft hovered inches from her nose and she tried lifting her head so she could savour the sweet taste of his length. Yet, each time she made an attempt to move, his tongue flicked against her sex and she was crippled by a further rush of pleasure. With practised skill he tormented her clitoris, teased the sensitive flesh of her lips, then plunged his tongue inside. Ripples of intensifying joy eddied from her groin and left her dizzy with burgeoning desire. Her flesh was filmed with perspiration and every frisson of skin-touching-skin was lubricated by their mingling sweat.

 a lot of people say these matches are faked but I dont think the best actor in the world could re-create the passion were seeing here tonight 

Unable to cope with any more teasing, knowing her body couldnt stand the foreplay for a moment longer, she pushed him away. His grin was a challenge and, as she pressed herself against him, she knew her own smile was just as broad. When they kissed she could taste the dewy reminder of her arousal on his lips and tongue. It was an intimate flavour that heightened her need for him and made each provocative caress so much more exquisite.

They writhed together as he ably removed her bra before lowering his mouth to the tip of one breast. The nipple seared as his teeth nibbled gently and she trembled while the bolts of pleasure shivered through her frame.

She reached down for his erection and stroked the hardness. The length was still poking through the fly of his shorts and she pushed her hand inside so she could stroke his sac. His shaft trembled with growing arousal and she relished the knowledge that she was the source of his excitement.

 the challenger looks like hes faltering but Ive seen this boy in action before and I know he can surprise his opponent with unexpected moves ...

With no warning he was on top of her and his muscular body crushed against hers. Reaching between their hips, he pulled the flimsy crotch of her thong aside and pressed his hardness over the yielding lips of her sex. For an instant he held himself still as if savouring the pleasure that was about to come. It was only when she was on the verge of screaming for him to push forward that he finally relented and entered her. Her inner muscles were forced apart as his thick length buried itself deep in her wetness.

Unable to contain the reaction, her jubilant screams echoed from the bedroom walls as she thrashed happily beneath him.

 in all my years at the ringside Ive never heard a champion cry out like that and I wonder if tonights result might prove itself a surprise to those who were predicting an easy triumph for the title holder 

She raised her hips to meet every thrust, squeezing her inner muscles as though trying to wring the pleasure from him. His erection continued to plunge in and out with a measured pace that easily matched the definite tempo of her own arousal. She clawed fistfuls of the bed linen, unwilling to rake her nails against his back but needing to expend the swell of excess energy in some way. Remembering the restraints that hung from the corner posts, she grabbed a loop with each hand and strained as she pulled on them.

 and the champion is holding the ropes yet still the challenger is pounding and pounding 

He continued pounding and pounding, occasionally lowering his face so he could surprise her with a kiss or dart his tongue against her breasts. Caught up in a torrent of mounting pleasure, sure swift and sudden release were inevitable, she railed from side to side. The blistering joy of orgasm was so close she could almost taste its bittersweet flavour when he pulled himself from her sex. The withdrawal left her feeling empty and hollow and she regarded him with unconcealed confusion.

His smile remained broad.

 it looks like the challenger isnt as predictable as the champion thought 

She stared up at him, bewildered, and with her doubts only slightly assuaged by his obvious confidence. Licking one finger, he pushed it between her legs and touched the puckered ring of her anus. Gently, with more sensitivity than she expected, he began to ease it inside. Knowing what he was proposing, already anxious to experience the forbidden thrill he silently suggested, she nodded eager agreement. The muscles of her sphincter relaxed for him and the thick digit pushed easily inside. When he pulled his finger free, she reached for his shaft and placed his end over her forbidden hole. Steeling herself for the combination of pleasure and pain she gritted her teeth and wallowed in the dark delight of his slow, deliberate penetration.

 that has to be an illegal move. I dont know why this match wasnt stopped then and there but it looks like its going to continue even though neither player is showing proper respect for the established rules 

Her body had been filmed in sweat before but now it was drenched.

They changed positions  her laying face down on the bed, him kneeling behind  making it easier for him to continue riding in and out while she stroked her own flesh. Every nerve ending had become taut with the tension of encroaching orgasm and her tremors were so exaggerated they trembled through the bed-frame. The sweet release she had anticipated now promised to be something infinitely more powerful and she struggled harder to reach that goal. His length remained gloriously hard inside her tight confines and she hurried to reach the climax her body craved.

 the exertion of this bout is beginning to take its toll on both parties yet neither shows any signs of relenting 

Im coming, she gasped.

He placed a hand on the small of her back and lowered his mouth to her ear. Hold on for a moment, he said, lowering his other hand between her legs. This might make the pleasure better.

She could feel two fingers pushing against the wet folds of her sex and struggled to relax so he could ease them inside. With infinite care he slipped them between her sodden labia and she was stung by the joy of having both holes simultaneously filled. The richness of the moment threatened to be too much and she was unable to tell whether the excess pleasure was being forced from the length that nestled inside her backside or the pair of squirming fingers that rubbed the inner walls of her sex.

 the champion cant take much more of this treatment 

Knowing that she wanted them to share their release, unwilling to let him force the climax from her without some reciprocal show, she reached between his legs and cupped the tight sac of his scrotum.

 and the champion has gone for the characteristic choke hold 

Kneading gently but firmly, savouring her pleasure as he struggled to contain his response, she alternated pressure between a firm hold and a punishing squeeze. His fingers continued to squirm inside her  his shaft repeatedly rode in and out of her forbidden hole  and her inner muscles were squeezed from both sides.

Almost there, he grunted.

Gritting her teeth, not wanting to waste energy on useless conversation, she silently agreed with him. They were both close to orgasm and she knew it would take only the slightest lapse in concentration before one of them relented and gave into the siren call of release. But she was determined to prolong the pleasure for as long as she was able. No longer touching herself, she reached out for the steadying support of the restraints.

 and it looks like the champion is trying to get a hold on the ropes but I dont think the challenger will allow that 

He pulled her back onto his thickness.

She squealed with raw delight and felt the first pre-climactic tremors convulse through her body. The pleasure was enormous and she knew the orgasm was going to be a euphoria of blessed release. Anticipating the moment, teetering between a need for release and a determination to delay for as long as possible, she continued stretching and trying to reach for the restraints.

 the champions hand hovers over the canvas, and Im sure submission is inevitable 

His eruption pulsed thickly inside her. He pushed his fingers deeper and, in spite of the fact that she was clutching the base of his shaft, his length continued to spurt. She shrieked with joy as the waves of pleasure washed over her and sank into the sheet sobbing gratefully and wallowing in the blissful aftermath of the receding orgasm.

Laughing without mirth he slipped himself from her and lay down by her side.

 that was a close match and I dont think either party will consider it to be a clear cut victory. I think theyll both be anxious to have a rematch as soon as their schedules allow 

That was good, he said honestly. But next time ...

Next time? she urged.

He nodded toward the window and grinned. Next time, perhaps you could book a hotel that doesnt overlook Madison Square Gardens.





Signs

People ask me why I bother going to church.

The Sunday evening service lasts from six oclock until seven thirty. I get there early and take my usual pew. Its a hard and uncomfortable seat close to the confessionals, near the back of the church, and away from the more popular seats beneath the pulpit. Im a lone woman, isolated in my own private corner of St Johns.

And I wait for her to arrive.

The seats darkened by the shade of a stained glass window above. It shows St Jude Thaddeus, patron saint of impossible causes. He stares blindly down on me as I wait. And, if any of my friends had ever seen her, they wouldnt ask why I bother going to church.

She saunters down the aisle like a catwalk model. Dressed all in black, her hair tied back to a ponytail that whips between her shoulder blades with each confident step, she snatches my gaze and holds my attention like a dog-handler grasping a lead. She assumes her seat beneath the pulpit, legs tidily crossed, skirt smoothed over knees, and her posture so perfect she could be tutoring deportment.

And she stares out at me.

The church fills slowly. I watch the organist take his seat at the foot of the massive pipe organ. Although I cant hear the sounds, I can see the tiniest tremor of the huge pipes when the music begins. The air is thickened with unheard conversations and a dusty spirituality. The scent of cinnamon and God become overpowering as an incensor perfumes the pathway for the priest. I barely notice the distractions of activity as the familiar tingle of excitement stirs through me.

She is still watching me.

Hi, Emma!

Hi, Tina! How are you tonight?

Good. You?

Looking forward to watching you.

I lick my lips to emphasise the comment.

Tina smiles. Over the distance separating us I can see she is on the verge of laughing. Communicating through sign language means, if we can see each other, we can talk easily. The church employed Tina as an interpreter three months ago. It was their charitable attempt to make the sermons accessible to the deaf community. It might have been a good idea if there had been more deaf among the parishioners. Instead there is only one person in the congregation who understands what she is signing.

Will you be a good girl tonight? Tina asks.

I can be as good as you want.

She smirks again. The familiar ritual has begun for us just as the other familiar rituals begin for the rest of the congregation. The priest takes his place in the pulpit. Speaking in words I cant hear he welcomes the parishioners.

You look hot tonight, Tina tells me.

I dont bother to glance at my clothes. I had picked the short black skirt and the tight black blouse deliberately. With my pale arms bared the black background makes a perfect background for every sign I make for her. And I wanted Tina to think I look hot. The outfit is only just suitable for the conservative protocols of St Johns. The glimpse of cleavage is plump and inviting. The tailored cut of the blouse follows the curve of my waist and hips. The ensemble is on the borderline of immodest and has already earned a handful of disapproving glances from the more pious members of the congregation.

But I havent dressed for them.

I dressed for Tina.

Thank you, I sign. You always look hot. I stress the word with my whole body and a smile that is filled with intent.

Her smile turns devilishly wicked. Im not wearing P A N T I E S.

She fingerspells the final word. In British Sign Language the sign for panties is simple and graphic and easy for those outside the language to understand. Fingerspelling the word keeps our conversation discreet and secret from the world around us.

My stomach tightens and folds. The idea of her bare sex is obscenely exciting. In my minds eye Ive pictured the sight a thousand times. Her sex is pale and soft and delicate. The flesh is freshly shaved  smooth to the touch and slippery with a sheen of slick perspiration. The outer lips are a single line that would part to the caress of my touch or my tongue. The inner lips, when revealed, would blossom out to expose their dark, glossy pinkness. They would be flushed with arousal and dewy with her silky wetness.

Unable to stop myself, I lick my lips.

Im not wearing panties either.

I dont bother fingerspelling the word. Tina is beneath the pulpit and standing within sight of everyone except the priest above her. I have the luxury of being alone and ignored beneath the stained glass window of St Jude of Thaddeus.

She blushes.

The thrill of watching her cheeks redden is enormous. I had been aroused before, walking to the church and knowing I was going to see her. I had been excited by my first glimpse of Tina that evening. But now, seeing her blush and sharing her knowing smile, the flood of excitement is almost unbearable.

All around me the congregation are standing.

Im sufficiently familiar with the church to know that the parishioners are directed to stand for hymns. I shuffle out of my pew and stand on legs that now tremble.

I can still see Tina, watching me.

And Im shivering with raw need as she begins to sing.

I cant hear the words. Or the music. Ive lived without sounds long enough to neither miss their nuisance nor crave their beauty. I particularly wouldnt want to hear Tina singing because I fear the sound might distract me from the sight of her dancing. And I wouldnt want anything to distract my attention from the sight of Tina dancing.

Her pelvis rocks in time to the unheard music.

Her smile is broad and animates her whole face. Her expression is beatific and growing more inspired with every stanza. With fluid hand movements she shapes the lyrics while her mouth forms a lip pattern around her grin. Swaying musically from side to side, she follows the rhythm with a natural motion that makes me know this is how she would be if we were alone together and naked.

The image is so vivid its frightening.

I can picture us alone and naked in the safety of my bedroom. I imagine weve been kissing. She parts her lips from mine, still smiling as she begins to dance. Holding my body close to hers, swaying in time to the music, she urges me to follow the same gentle music of her moving body. She has one hand on my waist. The other is round my back and resting on my bare ass. Our hips are touching, sliding together as I miss one beat and she coaxes me to catch up. Our breasts are pressed together, sticky from sweat and so sensitive we both shiver each time the silent dance inflicts fresh frissons of excitement.

The image is so vivid its a revelation.

The fluid wetness in my loins is an intolerable ache. My need for her is so consuming Im surprised the rest of the congregation arent able to sense the waves of greedy desire that throb from my body. I watch Tina take the hymn to its triumphant conclusion. Her obvious enjoyment and the thrill of the dance and the signing have made her expression almost orgasmic.

I pant breathlessly as the congregation return to their seats. Not for the first time, I realise we both got the same amount of pleasure from the hymn.

You enjoyed that?

I struggle not to laugh. Are you really not wearing panties?

The priest is delivering an opening prayer. If I took the trouble to consider the rest of the parishioners I know I would see them with their hands clasped and their lips moving.

Do you want to see?

I manage not to moan but its a hard fought battle. Tinas lewd suggestion, so coarse yet so perfectly in tune with my needs, has me teetering on the verge of a climax. The parishioners around us are oblivious to what we are saying. Kneeling in prayer, heads bowed and eyes closed, they are as blind to the world around them as I am deaf.

Tina takes her seat in the chair beneath the pulpit.

Im watching her intently. Not daring to breathe. My gaze is fixed on the dark shadows beneath the hem of her skirt. Her smile remains constant and broad. Her almond eyes shine with a devilment that is surely inappropriate for a church interpreter. And she slowly eases the hem of her skirt higher.

The black fabric glides upward to reveal a bare knee. As I watch it glides higher to reveal a glimpse of thigh. I sit mesmerised. Not daring to think about what she is doing. Not daring to think about the responses she excites.

The skirt hitches higher.

For an instant she looks obscene on the chancellery of the church. She sits with her bare legs apart beneath the pulpit. Her skirt is pulled so high I can see the tops of her naked thighs and that glorious glimpse of shaved flesh that I so desperately crave. My heart thumps hard enough to hurt. The pulse between my legs  a niggle I had barely noticed before  now beats with an insistence that cant be ignored. When I finally snatch a breath Im too distracted to care if it sounds like a growl of anguished desire.

Tina stands up and adjusts her skirt.

The black fabric falls back to her knees, cloaking the sight of her from me. I notice the parishioners around me are sitting back in their chairs. The prayer is over. My prayer was answered.

I want to see you now, Tina signs.

The priest above her is moving his lips. The congregation are nodding and lolling in their seats. They all seem oblivious to the fact that the air is electric. Im obsessed with a desire to flee from my pew, run down the aisle, snatch Tinas hand, and drag her away from the church. The insane idea doesnt linger in my thoughts for long. My attention is devoted to Tina and I watch her long slender fingers shape more words that are meant only for me.

Will I see you tonight?

When?

After the service? You can show me your lack of P A N T I E S.

I catch myself on the verge of sighing and nod agreement. Its impossible to respond with sign language because my hands are clutched in my lap. The weight of my fingers is interminable but the idea of moving my hands away is unthinkable. Regardless of how sacrilegious it might be to touch myself in church, the prospect of ignoring that impulse is beyond my weak mortal abilities. Pushing my cupped hand between my legs, thankful that my skirt is short enough to allow the contact, my chilly fingers reach the wet split of my sex.

The contact is exhilarating.

I could climax simply by pressing my fingers hard against the blistered beacon of my clitoris. The brutal contact would be enough to exorcise my bodys bulging urge for relief. But instead, tormenting myself with the pleasure, I chase a lazy circle against the bead of flesh. The sensation is sublime.

Tina is watching me.

Even though Im sitting in the pew, and my position is sufficiently discreet so that no one in the congregation could possibly know what I was doing, she gives the impression that she can see everything. Her almond eyes widen with approval. The expression is so warming Im almost pushed beyond the brink of climax. But, as the service goes on, I simply touch myself and touch myself and relish the thrill of teetering on the brink of orgasm.

I want to see you after the service, Tina signs. I need to see you.

She stresses the word with her entire body.

The gesture makes me quiver as I nod.

And an hours more delicious torment waits for me as the parishioners stand up to sing another hymn. I mimic their motions of worship, all the time saying silent thanks for the gifts that God has given me. Prudently, I keep my movements restricted for fear of inadvertently breaking their silence. My body teeters on the brink of a rapture that would be strong enough to engulf me in a scream of jubilation.

And I wait through the interminable service until the final prayer.

Will I see you after the service? Tina asks again.

I nod. Snatching my hands from their haven between my thighs, embarrassed by the slick wetness that now covers my fingers, I sign, I have to do something first. But Ill come and look for you after.

Her knowing smile suggests she understands what Ill be doing.

She stands up for the priests final prayer.

I sit down with my hand squeezed against my sex. My entire body quakes with the need for release and I darent give into that urge because I know, even without the ability to hear, my climax will be deafening to those around me.

The priest is escorted from his pulpit. The perfume of incense sharpens the edge of my arousal and takes me closer to the point of euphoria. I notice the rest of the congregation standing; I distantly see Tina vacate her seat from beneath the pulpit; I close my mouth, shut my eyes and press hard against my sex; and I allow the waves of pleasure to flood through me.

It takes a moment before my mind is back in the sanctuary of the church. The parishioners have ambled aimlessly from their seats and congregate near the main doors. I draw a deep breath to regain my composure and look round for Tinas familiar figure. The bustle of people makes it impossible to see anything other than the broad huddle of the conservative congregation.

Catching the arm of the nearest person  a man in his Sunday best business suit  I sign, Where is Tina?

He shakes his head. His lips form the words, I dont speak sign language. I can see, from the way his chest puffs out, he has raised his voice, as though this will make the message clearer for me. He looks round, his composure clearly becoming ruffled. As his face moves in and out of my range of vision I can see the words he is shaping.

... anyone seen ... the sign language girl ... the interpreter?

I tug his arm and wave away his attempts to help. Stealing quickly outside the church, glancing along the deserted streets in a futile search for Tina, I realise she has already gone. Despondently, I acknowledge that I wont be spending any time alone with her this Sunday evening. But I console myself with the knowledge that we might get together after the next Sunday service.

People ask me why I bother going to church.

I tell them Im waiting for a sign.





Future Imperfect

Manchester, 1903

Its the end of the world, Jenkins moaned. The end of the world as we know it. He held his head in his hands, collapsed into his chair and began to sob miserably.

Rather than succumbing to revulsion as he listened to Jenkins sobs, Carson felt a small wave of envy. He wished he could afford the indulgence of sitting down and venting tears for the misery they had just learned of. Trying to maintain a brave face was proving harder than anything he had ever previously attempted. It was only because he held the serving girls hand that he was able to retain his composure. He coughed abruptly, discreetly signalling his presence to the householder.

Ive found the girl, he declared stiffly. As youd expect, shes denying all knowledge of how it came about.

Jenkins glanced up, wiped the tears from his face and studied her with a dour frown. So, youre the one who put it here.

She was a pretty young thing, her cheeks red with fear and her eyes shining with the imagined horrors that had yet to visit her. In the scullery maids uniform of drab grey skirt and tightly cinched blouse, she looked small, meek and painfully vulnerable.

Tell Mr Jenkins where the newspaper came from, Carson barked. He pulled the girl into Jenkins study and shook her wrist so that she knew he was talking to her. Tell him now girl, or he really will beat your bare backside.

Although she had a diminutive size and worked as serving girl, the shapeliness of her breasts proved that she was over 20 years of age and therefore eligible for such a punishment under the households rules. She trembled and shook her head, casting her nervous gaze from Carson to Jenkins, then back again. I just put it there, like I always do, she explained in a tear-choked voice. I didnt do nothing wrong.

Where did it come from? Carson asked.

It was on the mat. Where it always is.

Shes lying, Jenkins growled. He reached for the copy of the previous days Times and began to roll it into a stiff tube. As the newspaper moved in his hands, his fingerprints were blackened by the easily smudged ink. Bend over, girl, he growled, raising from his chair. Im going to beat you until I get some proper answers.

She struggled, clearly reluctant to endure the punishment he was threatening, but Carson held her firmly. He put his hands around her nubile waist and held her until she had stopped thrashing. Do you want to lose your position at this fine household? he hissed. You should have expected a thrashing for something like this. Take your beating, and be thankful if you still have a job at the end of the day.

She held herself rigid against him and for the first time he became aware of the scent of her femininity. It was a subtle aroma, almost lost beneath the smells of lye, vegetables and the broth she had been helping to prepare. Nevertheless the scent was there and he could feel the pulse of a growing arousal. If his thoughts had not been so jumbled by the arrival of the newspaper he might have considered venting his desire.

When Carson released his grip on her she turned to glare resentfully at him, then bent down as Jenkins had instructed.

Remove your skirt and drawers, Jenkins told her. He tested the newspaper through the air and she flinched from its short, sharp whistle. Remove your skirt and drawers, and tell me where this newspaper came from.

Ive already told you, Mr Jenkins, she declared unhappily. I just found it on the mat, like I do every morning. I just brought it up here because thats one of my chores. I didnt mean to do nothing wrong.

Lying, Jenkins muttered.

He tested the furled newspaper again and this time it shrieked through the air. The girl gasped, as though he had already started to punish her backside. Acting with a fearful alacrity, she began to unfasten the ties at her skirt and lowered the garment to the floor. With a frightened blush colouring her cheeks, she removed the drawers too and stepped out of them.

The newspaper was a mystery and a half, Carson thought, and it was written with a distinctly unsettling subtext. If the girl was to be believed, it had arrived in the normal manner and been placed, as it invariably was, on the bureau in Jenkins study. The only difference between this issue and the copy that Jenkins was now wielding over her was the date.

This one was dated 1999.

If its a jape you should say so now, Jenkins told her. Ill still redden your backside, but Ill allow you to carry on working here if you tell the truth now.

Carson could have told him it wasnt a jape even before the girl muttered her snuffling response. The issue was too authentic to be a jape and he doubted a serving girl would have the resources to expedite such a ruse. He didnt know how it had happened, and he didnt know why. He simply knew that the issue was a copy of the Times from the opposite end of the century.

He could sympathise with Jenkins who was directing his anger at the serving girl. The few pages he had already glimpsed told of a grim future that was bleak and depressing. Someone needed punishing for the awful things that he had read in its chillingly thin pages and he saw no reason why it shouldnt be the serving girl who had delivered it.

Did you read any more of it? Carson asked.

Jenkins nodded, his face a picture of mortification. And if its genuine, then its worse than we thought. Look at that.

Carson glanced at the open page and shivered. He was staring at a picture of a muscular athletic man, laying on the floor beneath a womans foot. The advertisement seemed to be promoting some alien footwear, grossly misshapen and daubed with indecipherable Greek letters. But that wasnt the thing that unsettled him. The womans position of control and authority was an overwhelming theme throughout every page of the newspaper.

Thats frightening, Carson muttered. He glanced away from the page, too unsettled to consider a future where such atrocities could occur. His thoughts were briefly distracted when he caught sight of the serving-girls bare bottom and he tried to remind himself that this predicted future was nearly a hundred years away.

She had a gorgeous arse, with peach like mounds that glowed a healthy pink at the top of her quivering legs. The cleft between her cheeks was a dark, furry secret that he longed to explore but delicacy forbade and he resisted the urge to reach out and stroke her. Even though he could see a sly smile tweaking the corners of her lips he knew it would be unseemly to start caressing her before she was punished. Her entire demeanour spoke of a personality that would reciprocate such attention but Carson doubted Jenkins would be happy if he chose this moment to start fondling the scullery staff.

Jenkins raised his rolled newspaper and brought it down against her exposed backside with a resounding smack. The girl squealed and a thick red line erupted along her pale flesh. Her trembling legs began to quiver more forcibly and Jenkins brought the furled paper down again, three times in sharp succession. By the time the third blow struck she was beyond groaning. Her breath came in grunts reminiscent of a lustful gasp.

Carson watched her, uncomfortable with the growing stiffness in his trousers and shocked by his own desire to exploit her position. He doubted it was his imagination, but the girl seemed to be enjoying her punishment. The suggestive smile on her lips alluded to a need for more blows from Jenkins and although her colour was still high, Carson suspected this was no longer caused by embarrassment.

Jenkins seemed oblivious to all this. Turn the page, he said, pointing at the open copy of the Times. It gets worse.

Carson doubted it could get much worse but he turned the page and found his host was right. This page showed the photograph of a handsome woman whom the narrative identified as an author. She had written a tome that went under the chilling title of How to Catch Your Man and Keep Him. Little intelligible was said about the work but Carson didnt need to exercise his imagination for long to picture a catalogue of diabolical devices. He imagined the book to be a manual, reminiscent of those used by the slave-holding states of the Americans from 50 years earlier.

Dear God! he exclaimed.

The girl shivered, clearly uncomfortable with his blasphemy, but Carson was beyond caring. Tell us where this came from girl, he whispered. His mouth was dry at the thought of such a horrifying future. Tell us now, or Ill personally strip you bare and whip every inch of your body.

I dont know, sir, she told him. Please believe me. I was only doing my job. Her eyes were frightened, but beneath that terror he could see the shine of an eager arousal. She needed to be struck as badly as he needed to strike her and he saw no reason to prolong the moment for either of them.

The logical voice in his mind was telling him that she didnt know where the newspaper had come from but the horrors that it revealed couldnt go unpunished. Although the serving girl was most probably blameless, they could not overlook the possibility that she was hoaxing them in some way.

Carson grabbed her shoulder and turned her towards him. Her cheeks were bright red and tear-stained. Her entire body shivered under his palms as he reached for the front of her bodice.

Please, sir, she begged.

Her eyes were shining more brightly now and he wondered if her objection was meant for Jenkins sake, rather than his own. Regardless of which, he wrenched the garment open and tore it from her shoulders. It was the last of her clothing and she stood before them trembling and naked. The hands that she modestly raised were slapped away and she was forced to stand with her arms by her sides as the two gentlemen studied her.

Youre still going to pretend that you know nothing about it? Carson asked.

I dont know nothing about it, she sobbed.

He clicked his fingers and held out his hand for the rolled paper. Dutifully, Jenkins handed it to him, then took a step backwards. Im going to strike this across your paps, Carson told her. His tone was firm and menacing. And I should warn you now that Im not the easy touch that Mr Jenkins is. Im determined to go hard with you until you start telling me the truth.

Im telling you the truth, she insisted. Her words were carried by a hitching breath that could have sounded tearful. Seeing the sultry smile in her eyes, Carson suspected a darker source for her breathlessness.

Carson lifted the furled paper and stroked it against her bare breasts. Her nipples were circled by huge, brown areolae, a harsh contrast to the pallid flesh of her orbs. As he drew the stiff tube against her, he saw the nipples bristle, as though his touch was deepening her arousal. This is your last chance, he whispered.

She sniffed and shook her head, clearly beyond words of refusal.

Carson nodded and raised his arm high in the air. He brought the newspaper down in a swift arc, scoring the tip of her breast with painful accuracy.

She screeched, her cheeks suffusing to a dark purple as a wave of tortured pleasure rushed through her body. Although she recoiled, and tried to raise a hand in defence, Carson was quick. He slapped her hand away and raised the paper for a second time. This time he struck her other breast and while the aim wasnt as true as the first had been he was delighted to see a reddened hue striping her bared breast.

She groaned, her entire body trembling with a spasm that looked euphoric. Carson could have taken umbrage that she was gleaning so much enjoyment from this punishment but he was succumbing to his own excitement. His breath had dropped to a drawl that mirrored her breathless exclamations and he found himself stiffening more ferociously as he contemplated taking the punishment further.

Now bend over again, he demanded.

She did as he asked, presenting her marked backside for him. The orbs of her arse seemed to sway as she tried to balance herself on legs made unsteady with pleasure and pain. With a shrewd eye, he saw that the cleft between her legs was now sodden with anticipation. It was difficult for him to conceal the stirring of his own desire as he studied her moist hole and he saw that in this vulnerable position the serving girl was unable to hide her matching feelings.

Carson slapped the broadsheet against her reddened cheeks. The slap of the paper against her flesh screamed louder than her wails of protest. As he whacked the length against her again and again, he became aware of a darkening need. If Jenkins hadnt been present, he knew that by now he would have taken advantage of the girl and satisfied the appetite that had grown inside both of them. Her breath was coming in tortured gulps that belied a lusty passion. He caught sight of her nipples and saw they were as stiff as bullets beneath her. The urge to possess her struck him with a renewed force, as powerful as the blows he delivered to her arse.

Enough, Jenkins broke in.

Carson studied his host, and saw that perhaps the man was right. It didnt do for a gentleman to take a beating so far and he chastised himself for losing control of his own composure. He contemplated chastising the girl, for having made him lose control, then realised that would have seemed just as undignified.

Enough for now, Jenkins amended. She can sit there and wait until weve finished before I decide what to do with her.

Have you been reading some more? Carson asked. As he had slapped the girls bare arse he had noticed Jenkins flicking through the newspapers odious pages.

Ive been looking at it, he said. Most of it is unintelligible nonsense that talks about computers, cyberspace and Formula one.

Carson shrugged, mystified by the senseless words.

I darent even contemplate the galloping inflation that must have precipitated this issue, Jenkins went on. But its sufficient to say that I could have purchased half of Yorkshire for the cover price of this copy.

Carson simply shook his head. He cast a glance at the serving girl. Her eyes met his and beneath the cowed expression he saw the glimmer of a promise that he longed to exploit. The stiffness between his legs hadnt abated and he rubbed at himself absently. He saw her gaze move to the bulging front of his pants and while she blushed, he noticed that she didnt look away.

In his minds eye he could picture a passionate afternoon with her as soon as Jenkins had gone about his business. He could see himself rubbing a soothing balm into her reddened flesh, and her repaying him with a boundless gratitude. The sultry image of their naked bodies entwining was dizzying on his minds eye. The excitement in her smile still held him and he didnt doubt she would be as eager for such an interlude as he was. Once he had caressed a healing balm into her backside and breasts, and when she had shown him her thankfulness, he might be able to punish her again for some other misdemeanour. It was an intoxicating image and he felt drunk with its potency.

Hearing the dull monotone of Jenkins voice, he snatched his thoughts from the paradise where they resided and forced himself to listen to the mans words.

But the thing that frightens me the most is the political aspect, Jenkins went on. If we believe that this is really from the future, he cast a dour glance in the serving girls direction and added, and we no longer have any reason to doubt that. Then its the political side of things that has grown so distressing.

Whats happening in politics?

Women, Jenkins said simply. He pointed to a freshly opened page on the broadsheet and Carson saw a stern-faced woman glaring back at him. The caption beneath her picture said former prime minister.

Carson shivered.

And not just the former prime minister, Jenkins explained. His tone was weary and defeated. One article that says the current prime minister used to enjoy the nickname Bambi. He snorted unhappily. It sounds like she was a Parisian whore before she went into politics.

Is there any way of escaping this awful future? Carson asked.

Jenkins shrugged. Perhaps, he said thoughtfully. Perhaps, if we could find some way of controlling the womens involvement in things now, we could help to create a future where they have less influence.

Carson nodded encouragingly. And how do you suggest we do that?

Jenkins sad smile showed that he was out of ideas and suggestions.

Perhaps, the serving girl started hesitantly. Perhaps I could help?

They both considered her dourly but she seemed to have regained her composure and was determined to have her say. Folding her hands over her breasts, she said, I dont know much about politics but I know a lady who does.

Carson studied her, excited by the beauty of her tear-stained eyes.

Go on. Jenkins encouraged.

I have a friend whos interested in politics, and Im sure she has the same proper views as you two gentlemen. Perhaps you could finance her as she starts her new political party and she can make the world turn out how you want it to.

It was a straw of hope and Carson clutched at it like a drowning man. What harm could it do? he asked himself. Nothing he could do now could make the future any worse than this newspaper painted it. Ill prepare a bankers order, he decided impulsively. He snatched the pen from his pocket and glared at the serving girl as she reached for her clothes. Whats this womans name? he barked.

She smiled shyly and watched his pen begin to work against the stiff sheet of vellum. Of course, Mr Carson. Shes called Emmeline Pankhurst.

Carson began to write the name against the paper, smiling for the first time since he had seen the awful newspaper. The future was no longer looking as bleak as he had thought.





Curtain Up

A heavy fist banged on the dressing room door. The accompanying voice was equally forceful and intrusive. Gruff, masculine, bored and impatient, Fifteen minutes to curtain up, ladies.

Sally barely heard the words. She was too involved in trying to ignore everything happening around her. There was an unspoken challenge among the chorus line as to who was the boldest exhibitionist. Sally had noticed this peculiarity on her first night backstage. The huge dressing room was made claustrophobic by the presence of 11 other nearly nude women. And because the drab walls were adorned with illuminated mirrors, it was impossible not to see that each woman was aggressively proud of her body. She didnt know if it was an assertive reaction to the lack of privacy backstage, or a foible shared by all women who presented their scantily clad bodies to a discerning audience. The only thing she did know was that it was more excitement than she could tolerate.

What do you think to these?

The question came from Tina. She was a blonde  brash and beautiful  and had been asked to make Sally comfortable when she had been brought into the production to replace a dropout dancer during the shows third week. Wearing only a lily-white thong, which sat high over hips and made her legs seem impossibly long, Tina pushed a pair of large, pert breasts close to Sallys face. The flesh was almost perfectly round and bronzed to the colour of a California dream. The areolae were terracotta  not quite brown but too dark to be called pink.

Sally thought: if shes supposed to be making me feel comfortable, shes not doing a very good job. Sweat speckled her brow. She swallowed twice and tried to think what possible response she could give to Tinas question. The temptation to wrench her gaze away kept hammering at the forefront of her mind but she couldnt do that because it would mean she was no longer able to admire the beautiful breasts being presented to her. She squirmed uncomfortably on her stool and flexed a grin that felt as brittle as ice. Theyre lovely, she whispered. She drew a deep breath and added, Theyre perfect. She kept her hands clutched in her lap, fearful she might inadvertently reach up and stroke the bare flesh.

My boyfriend bought them for me as a present last Christmas. Tina placed long, sensuous fingers against her left breast and lifted it slightly. Drawing an index finger along the crease where her breast met her chest, she added, The surgery scars are so tiny theyre virtually invisible.

Sally struggled not to tremble. She was already puzzling over the idea of receiving new breasts for Christmas. She was momentarily struck by the absurd image of two boob-shaped gifts sitting beneath a tree, wrapped in green and red crepe and fastened with gold ribbons. The mental picture was so clear she could even see the gift tag saying: To Tina from your boyfriend. PS  Dont put them on the wrong sides.

The surreal idea did not last long. It was quickly dispersed by rising excitement as she watched an acrylic nail chase the invisible arc where meticulous surgery scars had healed to a fading memory. She could feel her eyes growing larger as she looked. Her breathing had deepened and the warm scent of arousal flooded over her body. The familiar fragrances of Leichner powders and grease sticks were instantly banished as she breathed in the rich flavour of her own musk. Her heart raced and her body was filled with a desperate need to get closer to the woman.

Theyre absolutely perfect, she muttered.

Perfect, my arse!

The exclamation was hooted from Carla. Identical in size and build to Tina  Sally had already realised the members of the chorus line bore so many physical similarities they looked like clones  Carla was known to be overbearing and opinionated. She had only just taken her blouse off and still wore a pair of jeans. But her breasts were exposed and she hurried to place herself between Sally and Tina. These are what you call perfect, Carla said, pushing her breasts close to Sally. And I didnt need a boyfriend to buy these for me. I grew them on my own.

Sally silently berated herself for ogling. Carlas breasts were as impressive as Tinas  more impressive, she supposed, if it was true that they were natural and not the product of medical enhancement. They were slightly smaller but the same elegantly described circle. The areolae and nipples were an identical shade of rose petal pink to the one that Sally favoured for her lipsticks. She imagined how it would feel to stroke Carlas nipple against her lips instead of the lipstick. The idea made her cheeks smoulder.

You can feel the difference, Carla laughed cruelly. Natural boobs feel so much better than those rock hard silicone tits like Tinas got. Come on, she encouraged. Take a hold of one and then you can tell me they feel as good as they look.

Sally watched her hand rise into the air. Her palm was open and moving closer to the woman. The process looked like it was taking place in slow motion. A yawning expanse separated her fingers from the enticing flesh of Carlas beautiful breast. But she could see her hand was going to traverse the distance.

Tina grabbed Sallys wrist before she could touch Carla. She placed the hand firmly on her own breast. Sally needs to have touched my boobs if shes going to say whether or not yours feel better, Tina snipped.

Sally didnt hear.

She was cupping Tinas glorious breast. The flesh was cool. The pressure of a rigid nipple pressed into the centre of her palm. She could feel the gentle pulse of blood pumping beneath the surface and she noticed that the skin moved ever so slightly with each infinitesimal shift of her fingers. The contact was exhilarating. She marvelled that she had never previously experienced anything so exciting. Lightly, not sure if it was acceptable but unwilling to miss the opportunity, she squeezed.

Tina caught her breath.

An encouraging smile fluttered across her lips.

OK! Thats enough!

Sallys hand was wrenched from Tinas breast and placed over Carlas.

Youve felt hers. Now touch mine and tell us which feels better.

Judging was impossible.

Comparing Tinas breast to Carlas was like comparing food with water. Sally needed both and couldnt rank one as superior to the other. Not that her thoughts were so clear she could have articulated that sentiment. Her mind was shrouded by a haze of arousal. She was holding Carlas breast, her palm still sweating from having held Tinas, and she was amazed the physical contact could be so stimulating. The excitement rested like a lead weight in the pit of her stomach. Arousal left her flushed, squirming on her stool, and desperate to do more with either Carla or Tina or both of them simultaneously.

Sally had never thought she could be attracted to other women, much less excited by them. She had always enjoyed the attention of a regular boyfriend and believed her tastes were heterosexual to a degree that bordered on being mundane. But, since she had started to share a dressing room with the other members of the chorus line, Sally had begun to wonder if a mere boyfriend was enough to satisfy the needs that were slowly awakening from her libido.

No fair!

Yeah! Me too!

And me.

She glanced up and saw there were now six women in front of her. Donna and Antonia were already topless. Donnas chest was almost flat while Antonias breasts were larger but not quite as pert as those possessed by Tina and Carla. Brenda pulled a T-shirt over her head and exposed a large, lacy bra. She unhooked it quickly and then stretched before pushing her chest into Sallys face. Both nipples were fat and stiff.

But it was Sonia who had the biggest surprise. She unfastened her blouse and exposed a pair of beautiful orbs. The stiff nipples were penetrated by identical steel circles. Grinning directly at Sally, making sure her gaze imparted a message that was disconcertingly frank, she teased a fingernail through one of the steel rings and tugged gently.

Sally watched the flesh being pulled upward by the cruel band of metal. She struggled not to shiver.

Back off, bitches, Carla snapped. This contest is between Tina and me. The anger in her voice softened as she added, And, the way Sallys doing the judging, I could stand here all night and wait for her decision.

For the first time Sally noticed she had been unconsciously kneading Carlas flesh. Something pressed urgently against her fingers and she realised the womans nipple was standing hard. It peeped from between her knuckles and she saw the dusky pink flesh had darkened with excitement.

Sally tore her hand away as though she had been scalded. Her cheeks were crimson and she was almost crushed by the weight of her embarrassment.

A heavy fist hammered on the dressing room door. Ten minutes to curtain up, ladies. Ten minutes now.

Sally turned away from Tina and Carla and faced the mirror. She was already dressed for the stage. Her make-up was applied and needed no enhancement. But she went through the motions of studying her reflection rather than meeting the gaze of any other woman. She was relieved to hear the clatter of footsteps that told her the majority of the chorus line was rushing back to their individual mirrors to get themselves ready for the opening routine.

You didnt say which of us had the best boobs, Tina complained.

She didnt have to, Carla scoffed. The fact that she spent so long touching mine spoke for itself.

Theyre equally perfect, Sally whispered. She was deliberately looking away, unable to meet either womans eyes. Or look at any other part of their bodies. Youve both got beautiful boobs. Its impossible to choose one of you over the other. So Im not going to.

Then we need a tiebreaker.

Sally cringed.

She briefly noted the other girls were stripping out of clothes and struggling into their revealing costumes. Then she stopped looking, sure someone would notice her lurid interest. She thought the environment of the dressing room was the most surreal word a person could ever visit. She was surrounded by beautiful women who spent their days looking casually glamorous and spent their nights on stage dressed in the skimpiest costumes.

But the dressing room was a magical world between day and night.

Here the chorus line had no qualms about showing everything that was hidden beneath the glamour of their day-to-day designer jeans and fashionable tops. Here they had no problems showing every curve and crevice that was carefully concealed by their revealing stage costumes.

A tiebreaker? Tina exclaimed. Christ, Carla! You really are a competitive bitch.

Carlas laughter was nasty and goading. People only call me competitive when they realise Im going to beat them, she proclaimed. She was already slipping out of her jeans, wriggling the denim down her thighs and over her hips. Sally watched through the mirror and realised Carla was also pulling down a pair of lacy white panties with the jeans.

You arent serious, are you? Sally gasped. Unable to resist the impulse she turned away from the mirror to face both women. She fell immediately silent before she could voice any objection. She had thought Carla was simply showing off, and trying to prove something that satisfied her exhibitionist personality. But she hadnt expected to find Tina undressing too. The thong disappeared as though it had never been there. Carla and Tina glared at Sally, each standing so that their naked bodies looked like something from the gratuitous pages of a mens magazine. They were both waxed to smooth perfection. Their flat stomachs led down to flawless skin that was unblemished by pubic hairs and creased to nothingness at the tops of their thighs. Sally glanced from one woman to the other and tried to keep her face from giving away her reaction.

Look at these pussy lips, Tina insisted. Arent they just perfection?

Sally didnt need the instruction. She couldnt wrench her gaze from the slender crease that was Tinas pussy. There was no trace of outer labia. There was only a continuation of the smooth and kissable skin that flowed down from Tinas flat stomach. Her sex was merely a dark line of dimpled flesh that ran neatly between the tops of her thighs.

Those arent lips, Carla snorted. Thats more like a surgery scar.

You cheeky bitch!

These are lips, Carla said. She reached a hand between her legs and spread herself. The soft tones of her skin continued down to her pussy. But with the flesh tugged open Sally could see the vibrant puce and the lush lilac of Carlas engorged flesh. She caught a glimpse of the swollen clitoris, dark red against the magenta interior of the lips, and she could have sworn the tiny button pulsed as she watched.

Spellbound, Sally could only stare.

A fist banged heavily on the door. Five minutes to curtain up, ladies. Five minutes.

Sally couldnt believe she had sat for so long mesmerised by the two beautiful sets of pussy lips. She would have been happy to touch either. She wanted to touch both. But, more than that, she longed to touch herself and suffer a release from the arousal that now bound her chest and made her feel ill with longing. If Tina and Carla had not been standing so close Sally knew she would have moaned from frustration. If she had been alone, Sally would have frigged herself to climax as she closed her eyes and remembered the sight of their glorious naked bodies.

Come on, Carla urged. If you cant decide which of us has the better tits, you can tell us which of us has the best pussy.

At least Im all natural down there, Tina sniffed.

Carla glared at her. And what the fuck does that mean?

I know you go to the salon for anal bleaching. We all know.

I went once, Carla shrieked indignantly. I dont go every day.

Its once more than me. Tinas voice was smug as she added, Its once more than Ive ever needed.

I cant choose between you, Sally admitted. Youre both beautiful.

Stop being diplomatic, Carla growled. Tell Tina her pussy looks like an ugly slash and I can claim my rightful position as most beautiful tits and pussy on the chorus line.

Sally opened her mouth.

But she didnt get the chance to speak.

Are you saying your pussy is more beautiful than this?

Sonia pushed her way between Carla and Tina. She stopped with her legs spread wide. Her fingers were buried against her labia. Splaying the lips open with one hand, and tugging her clitoris up with the other, she exposed a small ring of steel that pierced her prepuce hood. A tiny gemstone, sparkling red beneath the bright lights of the dressing room, dangled from the ring. Sally drew a deep breath and then didnt dare to release the air for fear it would come out as a sigh.

Fuck this! Carla complained. Thats cheating when you start to hang jewellery from the fucking thing.

But it puts me in the running for your championship title, doesnt it? Sonia returned cheerfully. She glanced at Sally and asked, So which of us looks the best? Her voice was a husky drawl. Which one of us has the best tits and pussy on the chorus line?

Sally considered her answer. If she picked one woman over the other two she knew she was going to gain a friend and make a pair of enemies. If she refused to make a choice the exhibitionism was likely to continue until it became more than she could bear. She glanced from Tina to Carla and then to Sonia, wishing they hadnt put her in the invidious position of having to examine their most intimate regions. And she wished there was a way to escape the torture of having beautiful women expose the secrets of their bodies and demand to know which was the more attractive.

A heavy fist thumped against the dressing-room door.

Sally realised it was the sound of her personal salvation.

The gruff voice bellowed through the door. Curtain up, ladies. On stage now. Hurry it up in there. This is showtime.





Are You Going to Kiss Me?

... are you going to kiss me?

Aaron smiled into her eyes and nodded. His hand was already resting against her naked breast, his thumb striking sparks of pleasure through her stiff nipple. He moved his body closer and tried to put his mouth over hers.

She backed away, a coy smile teasing her lips. No! She pointed down her body, aiming demurely towards the cleft between her legs. I mean, are you going to kiss me?

He stiffened and tried not to frown, knowing it would kill their mutually mounting excitement. Down there? He managed to hide the reluctance from his tone and he glanced towards her dark curls so she wouldnt see his hesitancy.

Please. There was the allusion to begging in her voice. I can do something similar for you  by way of exchange. Her husky tone and the sparkle in her eyes spoke more succinctly than all her vague hints and euphemisms.

Before Aaron could think of a reasonable objection, she was doing as she had threatened. She leant forward, kissed his chest, his stomach and then reached for his length. Her fringe trailed over his naked chest, tickling him and inspiring a delicious frisson. She caught his erection before his unease could soften the swelling and she sucked him back to tingling life. The pleasure was intense and wonderful and Aaron would have happily relished it, if not for the inevitable threat of the payback.

Her mouth moved wetly against his rigid length. She stroked her tongue up and down, from the base of his balls to the end of his purple dome. For an instant it felt as though she was trying to ingratiate the tip of her tongue into the eye of his shaft. The sensation was exquisite and he shivered with a thrill of arousal.

And then she was sucking on him.

Her entire mouth worked on and around him, trying to work the seed from his balls with a force that would have made a Dyson envious.

Aaron lay rigid on the bed, aware she was beginning to manoeuvre herself over him. One stocking-clad leg swang above his head. The other moved close to his ear. He was near enough to see all the subtle intricacies in the lace on her garters. He could see the way her thighs were pinched by the taut elastic and, if he had chosen, he could have marvelled at the stark contrast between her pale, intimate flesh and the nearly black denier. The caress of her sheer hosiery should have been a silky balm as it stroked his cheek.

But mounting panic was already rising in his chest.

He knew what was going to happen, even before the moment arrived. He was scared, and uneasy and those emotions were always strong enough to bring out his psychic nature. More than that, her question still rang in his ears and he wondered if it would have been possible to refuse when she asked, Are you going to kiss me?

She wriggled her sex in front of his face and pushed it close to him.

Aaron drew panicked breath and stared uneasily at her. He was aware of a musky scent filling his nostrils. Her fragrance was florid and not uninspiring but he couldnt bring himself to enjoy it. His eyes were wide, his heart was racing and he studied her cleft with a nervous tremor.

Her pussy gaped back at him. The folds of her inner labia were pouting from between the sealed outer lips. The wiry tendrils of her pubic bush bristled gently beneath his shivering exhalations. It was a neat pussy, he supposed. The labia were delicate petals that shifted slightly as arousal forced them to part. He could see that she had recently depilated her mound into something that resembled a heart shape. But in spite of all those reassuring thoughts, Aaron knew it was still a pussy and it remained uncomfortably close to his mouth.

Are you going to kiss me? Her words were muffled as she shaped them around his cock.

Although he knew exactly what she had said, Aaron was anxious to find any delaying tactic to prolong the inevitable. He was on the verge of asking her to repeat what she had said, easily able to ignore the pleasure she was administering to his shaft. The words say again were poised at the back of his throat when he saw her pussy quiver.

The labia seemed to move of their own volition, the outer lips parting and closing, like a mouth that was trying to shape a sentence.

Yes. Are you going to kiss me?

He wanted to scream.

He tried shifting back on the bed but her thighs pinned him down. As soon his shoulders met the weight of her legs his fear held him rigid. Her mouth was working its glorious magic on his cock and he was distantly aware of the bliss that her lips inspired. But the sensation that overwhelmed him the most was a feeling of horror.

Come on and kiss me, the sex lips repeated. The inner labia twisted slightly, as though they were an encouraging tongue.

Aaron released a hitching exhalation, only then realising that he had been too shocked to breathe properly. You can talk, he hissed.

The sex lips bristled again. The glistening folds opened slightly and then reshaped themselves. If Aaron hadnt known such things were impossible, he would have sworn the pussy was smiling at him. Madly, it occurred to him that, if he twisted his head to one side, he would have been able to appreciate its broad grin.

I can do a lot more than talk. Kiss me and find out just how much I can do.

He moved back up the bed, snatching his cock from her mouth as he tried to distance himself from the insane phenomenon of a talking vagina. It didnt matter that her legs were in the way this time. His need to move away was his only consideration.

Stay still, she complained, holding her legs firm and thrusting her buttocks back towards him.

The sex lips veered closer to his face.

I cant please you properly if you keep wriggling away like that.

There was a petulant note in her voice and Aaron couldnt decide if she was trying to be coaxing or demanding. He didnt give the matter that much thought.

And tongue me a little while youre down there, she added. Id like that.

The sex lips were smiling at him again. Yeah. Id like that too. Tongue me a little.

You can talk, he repeated. He had said it before and even though he knew it was true, the fact remained too impossible to believe.

Yeah. I can talk.

But thats impossible.

Come on,I the sex lips encouraged. You work in computer support, so I cant be the first twat youve ever spoken to.

If it was meant to be a joke it didnt put him at his ease. He stared at the lips, unmindful of the skilled mouth that kissed and sucked at his shaft. His attention was riveted to the moving lips and he blinked several times, just to assure himself that this wasnt a hallucination brought on by too much wine. The idea that he might have had a magic mushroom on his pizza crossed his mind but he dismissed that thought as being too fanciful. Instead he tried to focus on the talking pussy.

You dont want to kiss me, do you?

It was insane for the pussy to be speaking to him, but it seemed even crazier to think that there was a note of sympathy in its tone. Aaron shook his head and then realised there was an irony in the gesture. He was the one who was blessed with a mouth and vocal chords, yet he remained silent as the vaginal lips spoke to him. It didnt help that they were correct with what they said.

Was it a bad experience? Do you want to tell me about it?

He shook his head. How could you hear me talk about my problems? he whispered. You dont have ears to hear me.

The sex lips released a wet chuckle. And how many people do you know who use their ears when they talk?

He considered this for a moment.

And in this position, dont you think that the lips Im using are two centimetres lower than the hole where most people talk from?

It was a fair point he decided.

Whats your problem? Whats making this so difficult for you? Youve done it before, right?

Of course hed done it before. That was part of the problem. Hed done it once before and, because of that, he never wanted to do it again. Never ever.

Between his legs, his lover continued to suck on him. The head of his shaft was in her mouth and he could feel her working diligently on him. She teased fingers through the curls around his balls and gently kneaded his scrotum. If the words from her pussy hadnt been such a distraction he knew she would have squeezed the orgasm from him already. As it was, Aaron saw that he was building a reputation for stamina as he held a conversation with her wet hole.

Come on, the sex lips insisted. Tell me what happened, then perhaps we can kiss and make up.

He tried not to shiver at the thought, knowing it would appear offensive. He steeled himself, looked away, then turned his attention back as he considered the idea. Perhaps it would be easy to confide in a pair of sex lips, he reasoned. A pair of sex lips had been the cause of his reluctance in the first place. And it wasnt as though he was under the scrutiny of a smirking gaze, he told himself encouragingly. The more he thought about it the more Aaron realised that, under these circumstances, he might be able to confess the secret of his lifes worse moment.

It happened because I was ignorant, he said quietly. His cheeks were burning as he started his story and the sex lips pursed with concerned understanding. I met this girl. I was trying to impress her, and I got out of my depth. In a comedy it would be a hilarious misunderstanding. But for me, it was a nightmare.

It sounds as though it was bad.

It was worse than bad, he declared miserably. She asked me if I was into watersports. I was trying to impress her, and Id once ridden a jet-ski, so I said yes. When we ended up in bed I was completely surprised. I was even more surprised when I realised why we were in bed. She was in to a type of watersports that had nothing to do with jet-skis. Do you know theres another meaning to watersports? Do you know theres a meaning other than water-skiing and snorkelling?

That must have been terrible for you.

He studied the labia, wondering if they were teasing him or poking fun. Admittedly, the sex lips were still speaking levelly, but he had known others who could conceal their wry amusement behind such a banal monotone. A cynical voice at the back of his mind told him that most of those were cunts too.

It was terrible, he agreed.

But this isnt like that, the sex lips insisted. This is different. This can be as good as you want it to be. Are you going to try? Are you going to kiss me?

He moved his head forward then hesitated. The sensations in his shaft were now a burning incendiary, threatening to explode at any moment. His balls ached with the need for release and the head of his cock felt as though it was ready to spurt with a furious climax.

He pressed his face close to the musky fragrance, then hesitated doubtfully. Youre sure that you wont ... he left the end of the sentence unspoken, hoping that the implication was sufficient for them to both understand.

Ive got a surprise for you, the sex lips replied. But its nothing like the surprise you experienced before. Now kiss me, please.

There was something indefinable in the tone that he couldnt resist. He moved forward and placed his mouth against the pussy. The inner lips seemed to reach for his and, before he realised it, he was enjoying a surreal French kiss with the pulsing vulva.

The mouth at his cock gasped and was snatched away. Distantly, he realised his lover had been surprised by the flood of pleasure that his tongue inspired. Aaron was unmindful of her response as he worked his mouth against the happily murmuring labia.

Beautiful, the sex lips encouraged. Thats perfect. Now deeper, deeper. God! Yes! Deeper!

He did as instructed, laughing happily as he relished the previously undiscovered flavour. His mouth worked against the moist flesh, exciting and stimulating the eager skin, and fuelling his own growing need for a climax.

Incredible, the sex lips marvelled. They sang the word in a melodic soprano, surprising him with their perfect pitch. Truly, truly incredible, they insisted in the same musical voice.

Aaron chortled giddily, forcing his mouth closer. His tongue thrust into the musky confines and he traced it against the pulsing nub of the clitoris. His lover continued to suck on his shaft, but he could tell that passion was distracting her. Rather than the punishing treat she had been giving him while he talked to her sex, she was now delivering the half-hearted kisses of someone whose attention was elsewhere. The thought that he was inspiring her diversion brought a broad grin to his lips.

The labia raised their soprano voice, praising him with their tone and every lyric of their spontaneous song. The clitoris pushed into his mouth and he forced his tongue back in a lewd exchange.

Thats your surprise, isnt it? he gasped, snatching the words between lungfuls of air. Youve got the most beautiful voice and thats your surprise.

You make me have the most beautiful voice, the sex lips told him. Kiss me deeper and help me to properly bel canto.

He laughed and pushed his tongue back inside.

His lover was still sucking him but now he knew he was beyond restraint. He could feel the orgasm building in his balls and he braced himself in a futile attempt to stave off the inevitable. The climax came in a whirling rush, exploding from the base of his cock and burning all the way up his shaft.

His lover gasped, seemingly surprised by the eruption. She kept her mouth over the head of his shaft and began to work on his head, sucking all the juice from his pulsing cock.

Tremors of euphoria swept through his body and while he was tempted to simply lay down and relish the joy, he was still determined to please his partner. He probed his tongue ever deeper, savouring the taste of her musky juice. The sex lips assailed him with their mesmerising soprano and he languished in the joyous position until he heard his lover scream. Her tone was filled with the same shrill ecstasy that he had just enjoyed.

Enough, she whispered. You dont have to carry on.

Thats right, the sex lips insisted in their lilting, musical voice. You dont have to carry on.

He ignored them both, still lapping long after the last aftermath of the climax had shivered through her body.

She pushed her hand down to his head and tried to move him away. Aaron gently caught her wrist and kept his face against her labia. Let me do this some more, he insisted. Surprising himself with the need to continue he whispered, please, let me.

She shrugged, rolled off him and lay down on the bed so he had clear access to her body. You can do that all night if you like, she declared nonchalantly. Ive never met anyone as good with their tongue as you are.

He smiled, genuinely flattered by her praise. Was it really that good?

She nodded and laughed. Youre very good, she insisted. Youre the first man Ive known who can really make my pussy sing.
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