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The Tale






The afternoon sun drifted down through
the canopy of trees, the foliage fully engulfed in the inferno of
fall colors she so dearly loved. She felt light as air, her brown
suede boots crunching the occasional errant leaf underfoot. It was
a warm day, and she welcomed the breeze as it teased the hem of her
dress upwards and tickled her inner thighs. A perfect day to wear
my new dress she thought. Matching her boots it was a collage of
browns, hanging off her shoulders, her breasts pushing against the
low cut front giving you a hint of what lay underneath, the waist
gently but firmly caressed by the slim fit before flaring out into
a respectable mid-thigh length pleated delight.

At 20 years old, she was full of life,
carefree and wild as her long red hair flowing like fire down her
back. Strangely enough the path through the wooded park she
occasionally took on her way home from yoga class was empty. It
would be a bit spooky if not for the daylight and the sounds of the
birds chirping overhead. Her scattered thoughts were interrupted by
the sound of an approaching jogger, or at least she assumed so
because she didn’t want to appear too curious and look behind her.
In fact, the mere presence of someone else was actually a bit
reassuring, although more people would be better. After all a
jogger wasn’t unusual this time of day now was it? However naïve in
her youth she might be, she knew enough about the wicked world
around her to tighten her grip ever so slightly on her purse and
she casually steered to the side to allow whomever it was to
pass.

The footfalls slowed slightly as they
drew upon her, and she tensed, trying hard to maintain her casual
air. Quickly he was beside her, turning his head towards her as he
drew past, and she immediately relaxed. It was Jonathan from the
yoga studio, she had seen him around the class for a couple months
now, but they had never talked. She knew his name from listening to
the other girls talk but that was about it.

He flashed a brilliant smile, perfect
teeth framed by a strong jaw covered in the day’s stubble. His dark
grey eyes had a merry glint to them, and he mustered a slightly
breathless hey, before facing forward and carrying on. His
pace quickened and she felt herself blush at the brief but
flattering attention. How old could he be she thought? No more than
25 I’m sure she figured as her gaze shamelessly wandered down his
broad shoulders to his firm buttocks flexing with every stride.
Powerful calf muscles rippling in the sunlight carried him further
away until he disappeared around the bend ahead.

Laughing at her foolish nervousness, she
was sorry to see him go after enjoying his smile and watching his
hot body move with such powerful grace away from her. She berated
herself for acting like such a helpless doe and not even having the
wherewithal to respond to him. Humming to herself she found herself
thinking about him. What was he like in bed, how would his body
feel pressed against hers, the thoughts came unbidden and she
couldn’t deny the heat she felt spreading from down ‘there’. Wild
as she was, she had not actually had many lovers and her good
Catholic upbringing caused her still to this day to feel a certain
shame at such lustful thoughts. Not that it stopped her mind
you.

Coming around the bend she stopped in
her tracks, mouth slightly open, she licked her full red lips in
nervous agitation. Jonathan was standing there, leaning against a
light post, seemingly waiting for her. She could see he was trying
to act casual, but his breathing still had not calmed from the run,
or was it something else? His eyes locked on hers, pinning her feet
in place as he kicked off and walked slowly towards her.

I’ve seen you around, he said
smiling, but I admit I don’t know your name? I’m
Jonathan…

God his smile was dazzling. She should
have been afraid or at least on guard, but they didn’t call her
wild for nothing. Caught in that smile, trapped by that piercing
gaze, she felt only nervous curiosity and maybe a little something
else…. She wasn’t entirely sure what she was feeling but what the
hell, she liked it and she was going to hold off freaking out for a
little bit longer thank you very much.

He was in front of her now, so close she
could smell the day’s work out on him, and she glanced down shyly.
What the hell was that she thought! This isn’t me, I don’t
let guys have this effect on me, pull it together girl! She looked
up, licking her lips in nervousness once again and said, Hi
Jonathan, I’m Misty.

Mmmmm, he growled velvety low in
throaty appreciation, that’s a lovely name. Misty, correct me if
I’m wrong, and I know we just met, but sometimes you have to just
go with your animal instincts and when you feel an attraction to
someone so powerful you can’t ignore it, well…I think sometimes the
best thing to do is just act on it. What do you think?

He stepped closer so they were almost
touching, she could see the fine details of his stubble, the firm
mouth, that strong jaw. He boldly brought his hand to her face and
gently brushed a lock of hair out of her eyes, tucking it behind
her ear. She couldn’t think, she couldn’t focus on what was proper
and what was wanton. Gazing into his eyes she felt herself move
into him, lifting up on the balls of her feet to bring her lips to
his.

The sounds of the forest drifted away,
there was only him, his body pressed against her, his lips
caressing hers tenderly at first and then growing more fervent, the
passion building between them. Her inhibitions weren’t just fading
away, they were being obliterated! He scooped her up in his strong
arms and she wrapped one arm around his neck and rested her other
hand on his chest, feeling muscles that felt like rocks beneath his
shirt. My god she managed to think, what am I doing?!

Then all thought was gone once again as
he carried her down a small path to a sunlit glade at the edge of a
nearby pond. His tongue found hers and their mouths danced with
passion as he tenderly lay her down onto the grass. Straddling her
on his knees he wordlessly stripped off his shirt, sweaty muscles
rippling and glistening in the sun. He leaned down to kiss her
again and at the same time grabbed her wrists and pinned them
firmly over her head with one hand as she moaned in pleasure and
primal need. The yoga coming in handy now, she was like an elastic
band as he lifted off slightly she wriggled her hips and pulled her
legs out and around him. Laying over her between her legs now, he
kept her pinned down and as he ran his tongue down her neck his
other hand reached under her dress to find her panties. They were
like petals in the wind as his lust overcame him and he tore them
quickly from her, laughing as she gasped in surprise. He released
her wrists and cupped her face in his hands and kissed her deeply
as she reached down and peeled his jogging shorts off him. She
gasped yet again as he entered her, my god he was big enough she
thought for a moment and then the thought was gone, lost on a wave
of passion as he pushed deeper inside her.

His lips moved down her neck, over her
breasts as he thrust into her again, this time a little harder. A
little faster now, but steady, he moved in and out, her ankles
wrapped tight around him pulling him in with everything she
had.

Misty, Misty, won’t you dance with
me? he sang in her ear and nibbled on it before thrusting a bit
harder.

Misty, Misty, won’t you sing me a
song? and he thrust again, this time making her cry out in
pleasure.

Misty, Misty, I’ll make love to you
all day long, he thrust again, pushing deep inside her and held
it there, she felt herself shaking, felt the heat building and dug
her nails into his back letting out a muffled scream into his
shoulder as her orgasm roiled over her like a raging sea crashing
onto shore.

As the first wave passed he started to
move again, hard, fast, deep, oh god he was so deep inside her,
spreading her, every inch of him was electrifying and as another
orgasm rocked her body he let out a moan and let himself go in one
last powerful thrust. He wrapped his arms around her and held her
tight as he came, she could feel his hot seed filling her, feel his
lust burning inside her, mixing with her own.

He held her, both of them spent, as
their breathing slowed and gradually the sounds of the forest came
back to her. His face was rough on her neck as he gently nuzzled
her and she loved how he felt, how he made her feel. Gradually they
relaxed their grips on each other and lay back on the grass, slick
with sweat and basking in the warm autumn sun.

Do you always take this way home
after yoga class? he asked with a mischievous smile.

I will now, she said tracing his
lower lip with her finger, dreamily smiling back at him.

 


 


 


The End.
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With spring came a new wardrobe for
Marsha. Only worn inside the house, and fleetingly on the little
back patio behind the house, away from prying eyes and busy mouths,
but that was fine by her. These last months had made her feel sexy
and in tune with her inner desires. They’d emboldened her to
embrace her true inner strength and all that it meant to be a
strong, confident woman on a whole new level and she loved it.
Loved every bit of it. The strength of John’s focus on her was
intoxicating, the power of it almost had a dark allure to it and
dressing in provocative clothing only heightened her sense of power
and control as a woman in a world too long overshadowed by the
whims of men. She loved it, and she loved him for showing her how
things could be.

Holding the hot mug of tea in one hand,
inhaling in its deep rich aroma, her other hand pressed into and
slid down the rough cotton of her black pleated skirt, rubbing it
against the smoky grey tights she’d worn with it. The ones with the
thick embroidered patterns, running up and down her smooth legs,
drawing his eyes from her feet to the hem of her skirt, hinting at
the whispered possibilities hidden under it. Her hand didn’t have
to slide very far before leaving the pleated folds behind and
carrying on down her taught thighs, the tights caressing her pale
white sun starved skin with all it’s perfections and flaws (none),
in a loving embrace.

She sat down with one leg crossed over
the other above the knee, the one following the lines of the other
perfectly, two slender limbs weaving his eyes into a tangled web of
lust and yearning. He walked over, bent to kiss her navel, pulling
her white blouse up to get to it. When his nose pressed into her
soft milky skin he lost himself in her. He ran his nose back and
forth breathing in her scent, wiping his face side to side, kissing
and dragging his tongue over her, little goose bumps dancing over
her perfection, teasing him back.

He was ready to lose his mind. In his
wildest dreams, nightmares or anywhere in between, he could not
have ever imagined that it was possible for a man to go this long
without relief. It was unnatural, immoral, ungodly, un-everything
that was sane and civilised and following the rules of what was
expected, anticipated, and even taken for granted as a natural
order of things. So yes, even knowing the possible consequences, he
just couldn’t do it anymore. That pleated skirt and tights and
those pert little Mary Jane shoes had put him over the edge.

Baby, he said imploring her with
one word, it had been so long, he was at his wits end. He looked
down, his voice trembling, barely containing his raging frustration
as he said it, unable to meet her gaze with the intensity of his
need. Afraid to acknowledge it for fear of denial.

Ok, she said.

He blinked. He blinked again.
What?

You have needs, she said, but
you do realize, so do I?

Uh, yah, of course I do, yes! He
was all in, whatever man, he just wanted to cum.

Breathing out slowly Marsha placed her
cup down and once again smoothed her skirt out across her thighs,
well aware of the affect it was having on him.

She paused, watching his eyes following
her hands now resting on her knee, waiting until his gaze finally
broke free, flitting over her arms, her breasts, finally coming to
rest and locking into her own. I know you’re going crazy and
think that you’ve been locked up for a long time, but you still
don’t know yet what it is to truly put my needs above your
own.

Marsha smiled coyly at him, loving the
confused look on his face.

But…John moved his palms out and
upwards in a questioning gesture, I’ve been locked so long
Marsha, and I’ve been so attentive to you, I don’t really know what
you mean?

How convenient for you to not
mention what an ass you became after the last time I allowed you to
cum. Marsha shot back at him, raising her eyebrow at him.

Ah baby, you know that was just a
misunderstanding

No. No I don’t know that at all
actually. However, I’m willing to give you some small measure of
relief as a reward for trying so hard to be a better man for
me.

John wasn’t sure where this was going
but he wasn’t going to mess with a good thing so he kept quiet.

I noticed you haven’t been able to
keep your randy eyes off my skirt and tights. Why don’t we see how
desperate you truly are to cum, shall we? Marsha paused
expectantly.

Yes, my God, anything! John said
unable to contain himself.

Hmphh, we’ll see about that.
Marsha leaned back into her chair and looked him up and down.
Get naked.

John took a half second to process then
quickly tore his clothes off in eager anticipation. Down to his
birthday suit and cage he stood in front of her like a good
soldier, his caged member bobbing against its confines in
eagerness.

Marsha looked to the floor at her feet
for a solid moment then back at him pointedly.

Even in his heightened state of arousal
John was able to process her meaning and dropped to his knees in
front of her, looking up at her with hunger and yearning.

Oh crap, I need the key! Marsha
exclaimed covering her mouth at her outburst. Hold on a minute,
don’t move! She giggled as she bounced up from the chair.

John didn’t dare, but he couldn’t help
but turn his head to watch the pleats of her skirt bouncing up and
down over her ass, giving fleeting glimpses of her upper thighs
with every step. A minute later Marsha sat back in her chair and
crossed her legs, once again her stocking legs inches away from
him.

All business like, she handed him the
key. Here, take it off.

John took the key and fumbled with it
in the lock, his hands shaking with excitement. Pulling the cage
off and placing it on the floor beside him, he looked up at her,
ready to pounce. He didn’t have to look down, he could feel his
erection growing into a solid shaft of quivering expectation.

Put you hands behind your back and
hold them there, Marsha said. Noting the confused look on his
face she continued, you can rub yourself on my tights that you
seem to like so much. If you are truly as desperate to cum as you
proclaim to be, then I will expect a dirty mess on my legs rather
shortly.

Ah babe come on, John
implored.

Marsha cut in, Like I said, you
still haven’t learned to truly put my needs above your own but if
you insist on giving in to your carnal instincts and rutting like
an animal then you can ruin yourself on my tights, or you can lock
back up right now, your choice. Either way you have 60 seconds
before I lock you back up.

But…, John said not quite able to
focus with his cock raging towards the heavens in glorious
freedom.

59.

Baby, please!

58

John looked down at the thick wool
tights covering her legs, moaning in frustration and panic he
pushed his hips forward to rub the head of his cock onto their
rough scratchy surface.

He could feel the tiny woolen hairs
tickling and poking at him, individual points of irritation but
together their myriad touch turning into a cacophony of minute
pleasures, every one a story of need meeting harsh reality. He
needed to press his cock hard against her. He needed to feel that
tactile firm all enveloping pushback against his quivering head.
The reality was the opposite.

His hands behind him, there was no way
of controlling all but the most basic movements of his shaft as it
bobbed and skipped like a feather over her leg. He felt like a
half-drunk zombie as his hips pushed too and fro in a clumsy
attempt to maneuver his swollen head into a position where it could
jam itself against her and squeeze a desperate measure of release
from the contact

Marsha for her part simply sat there,
looking down at him with a smirk, savouring the heat within her
that pulsed like an ember kissed by a breeze when he looked up from
his floundering cock into her eyes. His red face revealed his
burning humiliation for his compulsion to dance to her tune like a
mad dog for a scrap of meat. Both aware of how he pathetic he
looked, both fully aware that it was utterly and completely obvious
that regardless of how he felt about it, he could not stop his own
desperation from propelling him forward into his own personal pit
of depravity.

Come on lover, show me how badly you
need this. She purred.

Baby, please, I can’t, it’s
not…He stammered

Mmmm, but I thought you liked my
tights, she teased.

He tried, he gave it his all, throwing
himself into each and every stroke, like he was a stud pounding a
movie star in a porno. He tried. In brief moments he almost
pictured it, but he couldn’t escape the unaltered vision of what he
was doing being seared into his mind directly from his own
eyes.

He wanted to retain a measure of
dignity, but she started tapping her foot against his balls,
lightly but the shock of her touch was an electric jolt straight to
his brain, snapping his focus instantly to her.

3.

No, no, no! he franticly
murmured

2.

Nooooo, his glazed eyes clearing
as they darted madly around the room, as if looking for an
alternate reality, an alternate ending to what was undeniably
coming to an end.

1.

He whimpered, looking like a starving
man who just had a thick juicy steak pulled from his hands, the
blood and juices dripping from it to leave a trail back to the hand
of the cruel bitch that just took it away.

That’s enough. Marsha’s foot
stopped tapping and she fixed him with a no-nonsense stare.

Ughhhh, he growled at her, his
rabid eyes shooting up to lock onto hers, saying a whole lot more
than he would ever dare to. He held himself still a moment, then
slowly pulled his despondent cock away from her, the end dribbling
the tiniest drop of precum.

They remained there in their respective
positions, not moving, just staring at each other, her eyes pools
of calm determination, his a swirling chaos of madness flickering
in and out with each beat of his heart.

Unsatisfying? Marsha asked, then
without waiting she said, Maybe now you can imagine how I must
feel, not having been properly fucked in so long, yes?

Shhh! She pressed her finger to
his lips as he was about to protest. Sit still, and when you’re
soft, lock it back up. She pushed his forehead back with her
finger and sat back to look down on him imperiously.

He took a moment, remembering to close
his mouth so he didn’t look like a slack jawed idiot, and then sat
back further onto his haunches, realizing that he wasn’t going to
cum today and that she had no intention of unlocking him for
anything remotely resembling a reward. It had all been a ploy by
her to get him to reveal how desperate he was and now she knew. He
could act nonchalant all he wanted, he had just rutted like a
mindless animal on her stocking clad leg at her bidding, and she
bore witness to it all.
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