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Dedication

Seducing Blue was written as a birthday present for Shea Mara (www.SheaMaraWrites.com), a dear friend of mine and a remarkably talented author. It is fiction. She had a request for a story, with one of the elements being an unreliable narrator. I took that concept a little extra far. Shea has graciously allowed me to share her gift.

This tawdry little tale is for her.


Chapter One

“How did it happen? Really? How does it ever happen?” I laughed, holding court in the pub, regaling the guys with my latest conquest.

“C’mon, Steve. The real scoop. And don’t make an hour long epic out of it,” one of my droogs pleaded.

“Hey, a gentleman never tells,” I reminded them.

“That’s why you’re going to give us all the details, right?” Billy asked eagerly.

“I am a bit parched,” I said. “Don’t know if my voice will stand up to the whole, incredible, unbelievable, zipper-busting tale.”

Our latest drink du jour, Captain Morgan Black and A&W root beer appeared miraculously before me. I took a long sip, dragging it out, while they all leaned forward, eager to live vicariously through my adventures.

Half the glass emptied, I wiped my mouth, slowly put down the mug, and gazed around at them, holding each one’s eyes just long enough to establish the link. I gave them a slow grin.

“It’s pretty hard to believe−nothing leaves this group, right?”

They all nodded eagerly. I had them; now it was time to deliver.

“It started simply enough, on a forum for writers. Writers of Erotica.”

My gaze flitted across my audience, feeding off their attention. I love to tell a story.

“You see, she wanted to get better, didn’t even realize how good she was. There’s a lot of ways to improve, you understand, but what good are most of those, if you don’t end up with the hottie in your bed. Am I right?”

Their quick nods were the reaction I was looking for.

“So, as a kind, generous friend and potential mentor, I encouraged the lovely lady … let’s call her ‘Blue’, to attend a writing conference. Out of town of course, we didn’t need any ‘accidental’ encounters with friends and/or family to get in the way, if you get my drift.”

“No!” 

“Of course not!”

“Yeah!” answered the chorus.

Satisfied with their response, I took another drink, set my glass down, leaned back in the chair, and began. 

“It started on a Friday …”


Chapter Two

It started on a Friday. She had emailed me her itinerary, and I picked her up at the airport. The conference was in my backyard, after all. I lived about three miles from the venue, and, as a friend, I’d offered her the guest room−purely platonic you understand−to reduce her expenses. After ponying up the airfare, and the cost of the conference, even with my member discount, it was getting pricey.

We’d never met, you understand. She was just a faceless abstract. Words in a forum. Well, more than that, of course. Like I said, it was a writing forum, for writers of erotica. I mean, hell, the place where we all posted our stories was called Writerotica.  Of course, as a … supportive  member of our exclusive club, I’d read everything she’d written, every post, every comment, and naturally every story. 

I could sense she was nervous, while riding from the airport to the conference. How can you blame her? Traveling several hundred miles to stay with someone she didn’t know, not really. I mean, I do my best to keep the tone friendly and not overly aggressive. Don’t want to scare any potential playmates off, you know. But my size and demeanor alone can be somewhat intimidating. I’m certain she didn’t expect a six foot one, two-hundred and ten pound bronzed cowboy. Even if my only steed for the weekend was the 560 horsepower Mustang we were traveling in.

So I played it cool. Avoided getting too ‘handsy’, cracking the joke or two, and of course, listening attentively to every word she said. That’s the key you know. Listen. If you don’t learn anything else, learn this. Listen like you care. And mean it, or they’ll sure as shit know if you don’t. So I listened and learned.

Late Friday, after a half-day workshop, the conference was holding a meet-and-greet with the visiting speakers, agents, and authors. As part of the group hosting the event, and a five-time attendee, I scored us tickets for the late night open bar with our celebrities. I took Miss Blue around to schmooze, playing up my access and relationships. Not too much, no, that wouldn’t do. Didn’t want to look like a dick. No, it was casual. I introduced her to our top celebrity, an author of some renown, and left her there chatting once she had his attention. I figured I made out both ways, letting her meet the master, and introducing an attractive woman into the ring of motley hanger-ons surrounding his Horrorship. I knew she’d be fine, once the bugger starts talking about himself, nothing could deter him, and he had a lovely new audience.

I handed her a spiked drink, nothing illegal, that’s not my style. Just strong. Real strong. It was her third, and she barely noticed, all of her attention fixated on our keynote speaker. 

I knew how these things worked, and dragged her away before she could become a nuisance. We mingled, met a couple of my favorite agents, a few of the featured guests, and of course, some of my buds, always eager to sing the praises of a fellow in hot pursuit.

Now Miss Blue, she started so laid back, easy going, you know, the MILF next door. By the time I’d fed her the fifth drink, she was a little wobbly, and smiling to beat the band. 

So did I roofie her? Drag her upstairs to a room I’d just ‘happened’ to reserve, just in case? Did I have my way with her, every way imaginable, repeatedly?

Hell no. That’s for amateurs. I was still laying the groundwork for the rest of the weekend. Slow and steady, that’s my motto. Once she got a little fuzzy, giggly, I took her upstairs to the suite. I could see she was confused.

“I think we’ve both had a little too much to drink, tonight,” I explained as I keyed open the suite door. “Your room is over there,” I pointed, my other hand at the small of her back, guiding her. Not on her elbow, not with my arm around her shoulders, or around her waist. Especially not on her inviting ass. No, the small of the back. Intimate, without being overt. Trust me on that one. It makes all the difference in the world.

“Why don’t you call home and give hubby an update? Let him know you’re safe and sound. Fill him in, while I retrieve your bags from the car.”

Charming and disarming. Still laying the groundwork. 

☐—*—☐

“What’s that?”

A skeptical droog had mumbled something about my mother’s heritage.

“Yeah, I know, I’m a sneaky son-of-a-bitch. So what? Are you gonna keep interrupting, or do you want me to finish the story? Maybe our friends would prefer to hear about the time you played spin-the-bottle with your cousin, again.”

The skeptical one shook his head, amidst the glare of his fellow audience.

“I didn’t think so. Now where was I?”

☐—*—☐

She was lying on top of the bed, her shoes off, her clothing a little twisted, her blouse pulled free from her skirt, which had somehow climbed halfway up her thighs. Nice thighs. Alright, more than nice. I knocked on the side of the open door softly, finger to my lips for silence, and deposited her bag on the little metal suitcase stand. Then I backed out of her room, and retreated to the other end of our suite to put my belongings away. 

When I returned to the living area, she was walking around, examining the place. Barefoot, her shirt untucked, hair sexily mussed. Her toes were polished, each little piggy carefully tended, and I knew she’d done that in expectation of having them examined closely. 

Good girl.

Did I pounce? Hell no! I offered her a night cap, discussed the next day’s events, and chatted for a few minutes before wishing her a good night.

Feigned disinterest. That’s the ticket. You have a woman alone, in a room, far from home, and she’s tipsy. Do you kiss her? No! Not even a peck on the cheek. Hands off. You want her to wonder what’s going on. Why didn’t you try something? What did she do wrong? Wasn’t she attractive (of course), wasn’t she sexy (hell yeah!), what’s the deal?

No kiss. Not even a hug. Let your eyes hold hers, glance at her lips, then back to her eyes. Hold it, make her look away first. Look her up and down. Back to the eyes, then tell her goodnight, and you’ll see her in the morning. 

I set the alarm, ordered breakfast in the room, and reviewed my book pitches for my meetings with the agents the next day. It was mostly going through the motions, I already had my agent, but it was good to keep the skills honed.


Chapter Three

Come morning, I prepared her an Alka-Seltzer, just in case. Woke her wearing my sleeping shorts, and nothing else. Well, that and an unmistakable case of morning wood. She regained her senses slowly, and I placed her morning pick-me-up beside her. “In case you have a headache,” I explained, speaking softly. “Coffee will be ready in a few minutes, breakfast is in thirty.” Then I left her to her privacy.

We chatted over breakfast, and I reminded her we needed to get down to the conference early so we could sign up for the extra agent meetings. You only received one with your entrance. For those in the know, all extra agent slots would be sold, cheaply, a mere ten bucks each, to present your babies to the slaughter.

She was hesitant. I knew she would be. We’d talked about it. She wasn’t ready to test the waters of the real publishing world, or so she thought. She was wrong. I browbeat her into getting in the line with me, and fifteen minutes later, we had two more meetings each. Which meant she had three more meetings, since I was only going to use two of mine.

Lines are good. Very good. It’s a chance to be in close proximity, without any threat. You can talk, brush shoulders, a well-meaning hand can be employed to point something out, or provide guidance. Voices are kept low, to keep conversations personal, in the highly impersonal queue. Shared laughter is binding. Yes, lines are good. 

We attended a few of the sessions. I made sure we separated, leave her alone a while, so she’d be looking for me, the one person she knew, other than the few casual acquaintances from the night before. We had lunch, and I was more attentive. You know, the casual touches, brush her arm, do the gaze-into-the-eyes thing. Get her talking, and listen. Listen. As if every word that passed her lips was the most important ever.

We took a break after lunch, and reviewed her pitch. I gave her some feedback, and we cleaned it up a bit. I could see she was growing nervous again, so I did my best to distract her, calm her, build her up a bit. 

As is always the case, her first pitch didn’t go all that well. It almost never does. Like anything, you have to learn, practice, deliver, and adapt. I could see she was a bit down in the mouth−did I mention how sexy that mouth was?−so I introduced her to a few of my published writer buddies, and had them share some of their own experiences. It got her laughing again, and in a better mood. That was important. Seriously, how was I going to fuck her if she was depressed?

I finagled two dinner seats at my agent’s table, and after some general chit-chat, turned the conversation toward the pitch sessions. Anna explained what she was normally looking for, and how she expected it to be delivered. It was good. 

Then it was another session in the bar, buying drinks for all the agents, schmoozing, and making sure Miss Blue was entertained, informed, and inebriated. Not drunk off her ass, you understand, just tipsy. Happy. Buzzed. 

There was no question about going back to my place. Not while we had a suite upstairs. I invited a few friends up for a drink, and to talk about the day. One was a lovely thing I had a relationship of sorts with. I paid her a little notice, and sat back while she paid me back in spades. I avoided watching Miss Blue too much, while the guys hit on her. I know she appreciated the interest directed her way, but she had to be wondering why my couch mate was getting all my attention. Miss Blue was younger, prettier, far more charming, and a better conversationalist. More importantly, she was my target, but didn’t know it. 

Yet.

After an hour or so, I chased our guests from the suite, and redirected my attention. Game on.

I chased her off to make her nightly call home, and told her I was going to get comfortable. I didn’t encourage her to do the same. Not yet. I wanted to see how she’d respond to the occasion. I took a quick shower, shaved, brushed my teeth, and applied just a hint of cologne. Nothing overwhelming. You never want to smell stronger than your prey. Then I poured us drinks, and waited.

She didn’t disappoint. After her call, she had changed into sweatpants and a t-shirt. No bra, I could tell. Check off one box on the list of indicators.

Check box number two was filled in when she sat beside me on the couch, one leg tucked up under her, upper body turned my way. She sipped from her glass, and we talked. Mostly she talked, and I listened. Of course I added all the appropriate comments and encouragements.

Here’s the real deal. You want to fuck a woman, you have to let her know. I don’t mean just say “wanna fuck?” You make your intention known through the little things. Proximity, little touches, eye contact. Glance at her lips, look her over. When you see the right response, playing with her drink, touching her hair, laughing at the most inane comments, her hand on your leg, don’t hesitate.

She’d touched my leg for the second time, halfway up my thigh, after tossing her hair to the side and laughing. I locked my eyes on her brilliant green beauties until the laughter stopped. Her hand nervously played with the bottom of her shirt. I leaned in and … 

No! I didn’t kiss her! Do you think I’m an idiot? I pulled her close and hugged her. Whispered that she was incredible, and left it at that. Her arms wrapped around me, and I didn’t let go. Just the opposite. I matched my breathing to hers, and gave her a real hug. I pulled her down on the couch, and just held her. Her head on my shoulder, our bodies touching, syncing. It must have been ten minutes, of quiet full body contact, while the music played softly in the background.

She didn’t speak, nor did I. We existed apart from our surroundings, in our own private world. I was the first to let go, easing her back up, before standing. I took her hand in mine, and she didn’t pull away. Check box number three. With a little tug I had her standing. “It’s getting late,” I said. 

I walked her to her room, knowing I had her thinking. After all that, why? Why didn’t I kiss her? Why didn’t my hands wander? Why didn’t I fill her head with flirting words, and endearments? Why?

She was about to find out.


Chapter Four

I leaned back, observing my audience. They were totally buying into it. I lifted my empty glass, and pouted, no longer pontificating. It wasn’t long before another drink was set before me, and surprisingly a second one. They must like this story. 

I waited, drinking slowly, building the anticipation.

“What? What happened?” droog Mike finally asked.

I glanced around at my captivated audience, recognizing that a few new members had included themselves from a nearby table. I raised my glass to them, in acknowledgment. My attention wandered, looking around, absorbing the ambiance, until returning to my droogs undivided attention.

Turning back to Mike, I took another sip of my rum concoction, and smiled.

“What do you think?”


Chapter Five

I guided her to the bed, and had her sit down next to me. We talked about our goals for the following day, our writing goals, our life dreams. Another fifteen minutes before the curiosity finally got to her. She leaned toward me, and pressed her lips to mine. 

Check and mate. She was a goner.

I turned with her, refusing to end the kiss, laying her down, and making sure she was on the receiving end of my absolute best. Kiss that is. Nothing but kissing. Shared breath, bodies touching, but all attention focused on that kiss. When it became too much for her, she started pulling at my shirt. That’s all the evidence I needed.

Here’s the way it works. Once she’s indicated she wants more, you act and act fast. Don’t let her think. Don’t let any doubts enter her mind. Act with a purpose. 

It took me maybe ten seconds all told to get her naked. Less than five more to maneuver between her legs, and enter her. That’s the secret. A woman might stop you at any moment in the game, but once you’re inside her, once you’re moving, stroking her fully, they never say stop. Never.

Oh yeah, I fucked her. Fucked her hard. Let her feel my passion, my desire, my need. Pounded that sweet pussy, which was more than ready after the hours of foreplay. Mostly mental, but foreplay none-the-less. Here’s another pointer. Stick with missionary that first time. Get in, and get her off. More eye contact, more kisses. Watch the signs, see what she likes, and once you’ve found it, take it home. 

Miss Blue was a surprise. She was active, touching, pulling, grabbing. I felt her finger nails drag across my skin, leaving red scores in her wake. She bit me, playfully but firm. A little too firm. I stopped the motion long enough to push her head away. She resisted, and I tugged on her hair.

“Ease up, baby,” I whispered.

Then the demon in my bed bit me. Hard. Damn near hard enough to draw blood.

There’s some things a man shouldn’t put up with. She needed to learn that. I grabbed a fistful of her hair, and pulled hard, making her yelp, her head bowed backwards, neck exposed. I kept my grip on her hair and sunk my teeth into the soft flesh where her neck met her shoulders. I bit down hard enough to leave a mark, then drove my cock into her with all my weight, making the bed’s headboard crash into the wall. She shrieked, and I felt her tremble.

She wanted a tussle? I’d give her one.

When I released her hair, my wicked companion nipped at my shoulder before I could get out of range of those perfect, pearly whites. I pulled back, and took over. It was time to teach her a lesson. Completely. Mercilessly.

Miss Blue, she liked to be controlled. Held down, her hands over her head. Rough play with the breasts, not too harsh. Not yet. Hard fucking, fast and deep. Look for the signs, build it up, make that body sing. Tug on her hair, lean over her and bite her shoulder. Hard.

She wasn’t a screamer, but she gave me a nice little show as she came. Bingo. 

I pulled out, turned her over roughly, lifted her hips up, and pounded her from behind. A few sharp slaps on her ass, and I had her whimpering sweetly. It was a quiet first fuck, but good, very good. At least for me, and I was doing my damnedest to make sure it was good for her. 

Yeah, I had read her stories, heard her little fantasies, as rare as it was for her to share them. It was my job to make them come true. And I was just the man to do it.

I grabbed her hips, and hammered away at her. I let her know that I needed her, needed to fuck her, but it was going to be my way. I didn’t hold back. I knew I had at least one more in me, so I plowed that pussy until I growled my finish.

If she thought I was done with her, she was badly mistaken. 

I turned her over, and went down on her. Nothing playful, I wanted to keep her sensitized. She seemed to enjoy it, at least the hands clutching my hair, and pulling me down appeared to confirm it. It wasn’t long before I had her coming on my tongue.

She relaxed after coming, but I was having none of that. I pulled her off the bed, and put her on her knees. She looked up at me without hesitation. I stood over her, legs akimbo, my cock in front of her face. And I waited, silently, for her to make the first move.

It only took a few more seconds before I was in her mouth. I let her do her job, sucking, touching, stroking me, until I started to harden. Then I took over. I held her head, moving her at my whim, fucking that pretty face. As I stiffened, she had a little difficulty at first, but willingly allowed me to gag her. I pushed her back, her head braced against the side of the mattress, and had my way with her teasing mouth. 

I pulled out, leaving her gasping, and flipped her over, torso on the bed belly down, her legs hanging over the side. I slapped her ass firmly, smiling at the red hand mark. I waited for her response, and when there was none, did it again, and again. Once she had pinked up nicely, I kicked her legs apart, and fucked her.

“You’re a nasty little slut, aren’t you?”

When she didn’t answer, my hand crashed down on her ass. “Aren’t you!”

She moaned, nodding.

“I can’t hear you,” I said, slapping that sweet ass, watching her butt cheeks shake, while my cock continued its redundant journey in and out.

“Yes,” she finally moaned.

“Yes, what?” I asked, slapping her ass hard enough to make my hand hurt.

“Yes! Yes I’m a dirty slut!” she cried.

Alternate smacks on her ass cheeks after every few strokes of my cock kept her butt glowing nicely. I leaned over her, one hand holding her down by the neck, fucking her harder, making her groan into the sheets. My free hand continued to rain down blows on her tender ass, until I heard her hiss in pain.

I fucked her harder, and slapped her again. She wriggled, trying to avoid the worst of it. My hand drove her shoulders into the bed, and bounced her off the mattress, while I took her fiercely. I developed a rhythm. Stroke-stroke-stroke-smack! 

“Don’t you come, you little slut,” I growled. I needed to get her primed quickly. I couldn’t maintain the pace much longer. Stroke-stroke-stroke-smack! “Don’t. You. Come!”

I felt her trembling, her hands clutching the bedspread in a death grip. I had her. She whimpered and asked, “please,” then begged. I pulled out, and swatted her puffy little pussy, making her squeal. “No,” I told her. “You haven’t earned it.”

I lifted her easily and tossed her onto the bed. Back between her legs, I entered her, fucking her steadily, driving her back up that mountain toward her orgasm. I watched her, studied her, until I saw the signs.

“Don’t do it,” I snapped, lifting one leg and slapping the back of her thigh hard, the retort echoing in the room.

She gasped, and I pulled out quickly, watching her hips keep moving, like a fish out of water, instinct taking over.

“If you come without permission, I’m going to beat that sexy ass black and blue,” I warned her.

Her intense gaze was pleading, but I wasn’t going to fall for that. We still had so much more to do. “Play with your tits,” I told her, climbing off the bed, and retreating to the bathroom. I returned with a bath towel in my hands, and found she was doing as I’d commanded. I brushed her hands away and straddled her torso. Then I leaned forward, pressing my throbbing cock against her lips. She opened her mouth and accepted me.

Hell, she more than accepted me. She worshipped me, her mouth performing its adoration, as her incredible eyes stared into mine, pleading that it was enough. It was, and then some. The woman was an oral artiste. She was distracting me, too much, and there were still things I needed to do. I reached down and brushed her hair back, ensuring my view was unobstructed.

While she sucked, I tore the towel, the sound loud and out of place. With a strip about four inches wide, I tied her hand to the headboard. She moaned around my shaft, struggling a bit. Then she pulled her head away. “I … I don’t know about this,” she whispered.

“I do.”

She tested the restraint, tugging at it. “It’s getting late,” she said nervously. “Maybe we should stop.”

“Maybe we shouldn’t,” I said, reintroducing my cock to her mouth. “We don’t stop until I say so.”


Chapter Six

I had her attention now, and her eyes were locked on my hands, her sucking considerably less attentive, as I tore another strip off the towel. This time I did it slowly, building the anticipation. I tied her other arm off, and looked down at her. “You are so fucked,” I teased, bracing my arms against the wall at the end of the bed, raising up on my knees, and fucking her willing mouth.

I gave it a few minutes, stopping before I lost control. She was such a sweet plaything, it would have been very easy to submit to my needs, but where’s the fun in that?

I took my time tying her legs down. It was more complicated, the strips of towel weren’t long enough, and I had to tie two together. It was good in a way, standing at the side of the bed, watching her watch me, knowing where things were headed. I kept waiting to hear some kind of verbal response, but she was quiet. She struggled slightly, twisting her legs away from me, but she never again said no. 

Once I had her properly restrained, I retreated to my own room for reinforcements. Returning, I saw her tugging at her restraints, testing them. I stood beside the bed, and dumped the contents of the bag in my hand. Her eyes opened wide as they spilled onto the mattress beside her. It was clear now, my intentions all along were out there and confirmed. She moaned softly as I plugged in the extension cord, and brought out the first of my toys.

I turned on the Hitachi Magic Wand, and from the look in her eyes, I knew she was familiar with the device. I turned it up to high, so she could hear the buzzing. She started squirming. I put it down for the moment, and grabbed the bottle of warming lube. Squirting some into my hand, I gazed upon her expectant face.

“Your orgasms are mine tonight,” I said, rubbing the lube all around, making her nice and slippery. “All mine. You understand?”

Her breathy ‘yes’ became a groan, as I thrust a couple of fingers up inside of her, pumping them hard. I recognized the lube was overkill, the woman was soaked. I licked my fingers clean, then started with the wand.

Yes, I’m a bastard. I tortured that girl, bringing her to the cusp time after time, before shutting things down. After working on her for at least half-an-hour, I had her to the point where gently running my fingers across her swollen, glistening folds had her squirming and straining.

“Wanna come?” I asked.

“Yesss,” she hissed, as I brushed my fingertips across her opening, her hips rising in need, begging for more contact.

“Say please,” I teased her, stroking the inside of her thighs. My opposite hand was stroking my shaft, keeping me prepared for the next act.

“Please! Pleeeease!”

Her desperation was undeniable. I feared if I waited much longer, her wild motions would render my improvised ties useless.

I freed her legs, lifting her ankles up to my shoulders, and presented myself to her. “What do you need, slut?”

“Fuck me. Stop teasing me and fuck me,” she gasped.

Who was I to deny such a beautiful woman? I slammed my cock home, and recognized that she was on the verge of coming. I spanked her upturned ass as firmly as I could, hearing her wail. “Don’t! You don’t get to come until I do.”

She whimpered, and her pretty painted toes curled as I thrust inside her again, long full strokes. She shivered as I lowered my hips, dragging the head of my cock against the top of her wet tunnel. “Please,” she whispered.

“Soon,” I teased.

Continued stroking had her writhing beneath me. “Please, Steve. Please!” she gasped.

I leaned forward, pressing her legs further back, my body dominating her, my eyes capturing hers. “Beg me,” I smirked, thrusting down powerfully, making her bounce against the mattress.

“I’m begging,” she gasped. “Beg … egg … ing!” 

“No!” I snapped, and brought my hand down on her trembling ass. Then I turned my head and bit down on her calf, firmly.

Her eyes rolled up in her head, and I witnessed one of the most beautiful orgasms of my life. She surrendered to it completely, while I pounded my need into her. It only took a few more strokes before I followed her lead, cursing her for coming too soon.

She was an exhausted wreck when I pulled out of her, freeing her hands. She was vulnerable and probably needed to be held.

But she had disobeyed. 

I pulled her across my lap and smacked her upturned ass. One cheek was much redder than the other, and I took my time remedying that.

She was fighting me after a couple of dozen blows. “I’m sorry,” she whimpered.

My hand crashed down loud enough to wake the neighbors, making her cry out. “I warned you,” I reminded her. “You don’t come until I tell you to.”

“I tried,” she cried.

“Trying isn’t good enough.”

“I’ll do better, I promise,” she said, through her falling tears.

My hand was stinging, and it was getting late. Then again, the first morning session was nothing to write home about. I parted her legs, and delivered a few more spanks where she’d really feel them, driving her to plead for mercy.

She was squirming, legs kicking, doing her damnedest to avoid each new blow. I examined her once porcelain ass, now crimson. I didn’t want to go too far, we still had a lot to do the next day, most of that sitting. She’d remember this night. Besides, I wasn’t done with her, I still had her until Monday morning.

I caressed her poor abused butt, letting her calm down, her sobs slowly diminishing. I kissed the two warm orbs, my hands stroking her gently. Then I lifted her up, straddling my legs, facing me. I kissed her salty tears away, and when her lips sought out mine, I didn’t deny her.

The kiss slowed in intensity, and I held her, while our breath mingled. “I’m not done with you,” I told her.

Her streaked mascara was in definite contrast to her little smile. “Good.”

It was almost three in the morning; we had showered and retreated to my bed, and were relaxing between the cool sheets. Make that I was relaxing. She was sucking. She was extremely talented when it came to oral. I wasn’t sure I’d be up for another, but the woman was determined and skilled.

I let her know how much I enjoyed the attention, my hand in her hair, guiding her efforts. I had allowed her free rein through most of it, but I was getting close, again.

It was our first full-out blowjob, so I warned her, loosening my grip on her hair. When she didn’t pull away, I gave her a last few strokes and came.

Damn, she was good! She took it all without flinching, and sucked me dry, teasing me with her teeth at the end, until I was the one to flinch. I watched her grin.

“You’re rotten,” I said.

She smiled.

I reached down and pulled her up beside me. She watched me carefully, as I pulled the sheets up, and got comfortable. She stretched out against me, one leg over mine, wriggling until she was comfortable. I rubbed her poor little butt carefully.

“Too rough?” I asked.

“Not hardly,” she said, with a little chuckle.

Damn. I had a freak on my hands. Who’d a thunk it?

I caressed that fine, soft body, then reached over to turn off the bedside lamp. In the dark, I kissed her, back to that attentive kiss. I could still taste myself on her teasing tongue. Which I would never, ever complain about. No way. No how.

Her breathing calmed, slowing, shallow and steady. My hands kept their soft motion going, acquainting themselves with her shape. Until my breathing was as slow and shallow as hers.

☐—*—☐

I woke in the night, lost for a moment. We’d separated. I scooted close, spooning against her, touching her, kissing her shoulders until I was hard. She turned away from me in her sleep, and I followed. She was on her belly, and I parted her legs, climbing over her, rubbing my aching cock across her folds, until they opened for me. I eased home, and stroked her slowly until she started to respond.

I had her, for a nice long time. I’m pretty sure I squeezed another orgasm out of her, but it was a sleepy, quiet one. I nibbled her neck and shoulders, and fucked that sweet pussy, until I came. She sighed deliciously, as I dismounted, lying on my side, my hand massaging her back, fondling that sweet ass.

“Happy belated birthday, Sweetie,” I whispered. “I hope it was everything you hoped for.”

She purred deliciously, and gave that sexy butt a wiggle. It was tempting, but the flesh was weak. I kissed her shoulder, and rubbed her back until she faded.

I set the alarm for ten, and retrieved my restraints for the morning. I figured we could skip breakfast, and join the conference at lunch.

Like I said, I wasn’t done with her. Only a fool would be, and I’m no fool.


Epilogue

“Jesus,” one of the guys said, as I finished my drink. I was content. I’d delivered in spades, and sat back resting on my laurels.

“Fuck! How do you do it? I mean, seriously, that was crazy! Was she that hot?”

“Hotter. Blazing. She would incinerate any of you guys.”

“Bullshit!” a non-believer replied. “There’s no way. No way you fuck all these women. Not like that.”

All I did was shrug. “Why would I lie?”

The others shouted him down, as I waved the waitress over for another.

“And that was it?”

I gave him a condescending look. “Seriously? Do you actually think it ended there? With another day to go?”

“What happened?” another droog asked, as if on cue.

“You know, a gentleman never tells. Let’s just say, it involved a two-day flight delay, fifty feet of clothesline, a housekeeper name Inga, two sets of tanned butt cheeks, fruit salad, Ben-Gay, champagne, a hot-tub, both beds and the pull-out couch. Oh yeah, and a spectral playmate, can’t forget her, can we?”

“Now I know you’re lying!” the non-believer insisted.

“Please! Would I lie to you?”

THE END
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Free Preview

Thanks for reading Seducing Blue. It was a fun story to write, with characters that continuously tried to lead me astray during the writing process. If you enjoyed it, please consider taking a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer.

I also love to hear from my readers, so consider tweeting me, visiting my website, or joining my mailing list to let me know what you think.

The series that launched my writing was Convenience vs. Need. Its online popularity was well beyond my expectations, with the first chapter generating well over half-a-million views. I’ve updated those stories, and created a new seven book series titled A Matter of Convenience. I’ve included the first chapter of the first book, The House That Lust Built to give you a taste. I hope you enjoy it.


The House That Lust Built

Volume 1 of A Matter of Convenience

When Karen first started working with us, I didn’t pay her much attention. She was several years older than me, almost 30, and rather plain. She had a kid and a live-in boyfriend. Not exactly what a guy two years out of college, and fresh out of his first serious relationship would consider part of the talent pool.

Most of the 20 or so people in the office were older than I was, and they were often eager for news of my dating life. It seemed like the whole lot of them lived vicariously through me. They were full of advice, most of which I blissfully ignored. I’m sure I kept them entertained with my shenanigans. I may not have been the world’s most successful Romeo, but it was certainly not for lack of trying. And I did have my occasional successes, just none recently.

When Karen was tasked to work with me on a new project, things started to slowly change. The only other person on the project was Brenda, a thirtyish chubby married brunette who was a bit of a prude. Karen would grill me on my dating, and talked openly of sex. I’d never met anyone like her. Brenda would act offended, but always managed to stay nearby and soak up the conversation. There was some friction between the two of them, both being new, and I think Karen went a little overboard at times just to irritate Brenda. Our discussions got more and more overtly sexual and even included some minor office grab-ass.

One thing led to another, and before long I had Karen giving me handjobs in the closet at work, after hours, and on the way back to the office from lunch. She wouldn’t do any more, she said, since she was living with a guy. Our conversations were intensely personal and she had confessed almost every detail of her life to me. She lived with the guy for convenience. She rented a small townhouse she could barely afford. With him as a roommate, she could just barely make ends meet. She couldn’t rent out the only other bedroom, since that was her six year old kid’s room. She was usually strapped for cash, and didn’t enjoy our work that much, but it paid the bills. I bought her lunch on occasion, and the first time she leaned over and gave me a handjob on the way back to the office, I realized she was like nobody I’d ever met.

Her sex life was less than fulfilling, to hear her tell the story. She wasn’t a fan of oral sex—she doled it out to her live-in as a reward for good behavior. She was getting laid about once a week, and doing the oral about once a month. The more we talked about it and how much her boyfriend loved it, and the hoops he would jump through to get it, the more I was convinced I had to move past the hand stage, and into a more intimate sexual relationship. I thought I should have a fairly decent chance since she clearly didn’t love the guy. When it came right down to it, she paid him in sex to be her roommate and share the bills. I don’t know what it was about this skinny, bigmouth, dirty-blonde but something certainly pressed my buttons. 

Over a period of several weeks I had been hounding her to get more intimate. I was treating her to lunch, using the drive to describe to her how badly I wanted to go down on her, figuring if I could get her pants off, there was a decent chance of reciprocation. I enjoyed the handjobs, it was the only sex I was getting, but I wanted more.

“You know Karen, we could head to my place for a break. I would love to make you squirm on the end of my tongue.” I was teasing her one evening around 7 p.m. She stayed late at work once a week, every Wednesday, since it was the only chance she had to get caught up. Craig, her live-in, picked up the kid and watched her on those nights. You can bet I stayed late Wednesdays.

“God, Jack! Don’t talk like that around here, someone could hear you,” she admonished me.

I took her hand and placed it on my ever-present erection. “I get so hard, just thinking of licking your pink.”

“Jack, don’t! You are so bad. You know I won’t do that. I’ve told you, I’m in a relationship.”

“And you’re telling me you don’t want to trade up?”

I’m not sure why I said that. I wasn’t really looking for a relationship with her. I just wanted in her pants. I was actively dating other women, and she knew it. In detail. If I was having more success in those arenas, I probably wouldn’t have even brought it up.

“You don’t want an old woman with a kid, you’re just horny.” She was squeezing my cock through my pants, which was a good sign. With the place all but empty, I knew I’d be getting my handjob soon.

“You always make me horny, babe,” I said.

I stood up and drew her after me, down the hall, to a small utility room. She came along reluctantly, offering minimal resistance. It was all part of the game; this had become our Wednesday evening ritual.

She entered the room behind me, and I opened my pants. My dick flopped out, hard and ready. She sat on a ten-gallon bucket, spit in her palm, and started beating me off. 

“You have such a pretty mouth—” 

Ok, so maybe I wasn’t the smoothest. You can’t say I didn’t try.

“No. No way. You know this is all you’re getting, now lean back and enjoy.” We went through this all the time. Me, constantly pushing the envelope, and Karen fighting me off.

Karen normally talked incessantly. This was an odd occasion. She was quiet for once, while she slowly worked her hand up and down my cock. After a few minutes of her stroking my dick, she broke the silence. 

“Are you still working on buying that house over on Preston?” she asked me, as she worked her hand back and forth. It usually took her several minutes, and she would change hands several times. She had recently taken to letting me play with her breasts while she worked me, in order to speed things up I figured. 

I unbuttoned the top of her shirt, and slipped my hand inside her bra. Her nipple was hard as usual. She might fight the game, but she seemed to enjoy it. She just had her own rules. My job was to get her to bend, or even break them.

“Yeah, but the house won’t appraise, it’s in such bad shape. The lot is great and the foundation and frame are solid, but it’s only livable on about half the main floor, and not at all on the top floor. I need to come up with about another eight grand to get in it.” My hips were thrusting in time to her stroking, and I was feeling good.

“You’ve got the money, why don’t you just do it?” She was in a pensive mood tonight. She often teased me about my relationships while whacking me off. Tonight she was a little distracted. 

She seemed to think I was loaded. I was an engineer, and she was a graphic designer. I earned easily double what she did, but it still didn’t stretch that far. If I hadn’t received a sizable bonus for completing a tough project ahead of schedule, I wouldn’t even be thinking of buying my own place. I was tired of paying rent, and thought I might be able to stop, given the right circumstances.

“It’ll drain me to buy the place. It needs a lot of repairs. At least the kitchen is new. On my salary alone, I won’t have enough cash left over to do all the work it needs. I can’t afford to pay rent while trying to get the place habitable. I’m hoping for another bonus when we finish the project. If it’s enough, I might go ahead and pull the trigger.”

Out of the blue, she leaned forward, and licked the head of my cock. For the first time. Just once, then she smiled a wicked smile and continued the stroking.

“Oh shit, do that again,” I begged her.

“Did you know Debbie broke up with John?” 

Debbie was a friend of hers. Another single mom, Debbie was 25, and a knockout. She tended to overdo the make-up, with too much eye-shadow, eye-liner, heavy face powder, and bleached blonde hair, but she was a looker none-the-less. Her body was what dreams are made of, enough to overlook too much rouge and lipstick. I had tried to get Karen to set me up with her in the past.

“Really? Great! You gonna hook me up?” I asked her, leaning forward, trying to get my erection closer to her mouth. I had removed my hand from her tit, and was rubbing the back of her head; of course she knew all my tricks, and twisted away from the encouragement with a little laugh.

“Well, she’s got a problem. She needs a place to live. She moved in with that bastard John, let her apartment go, and now she’s up shit creek. She’ll be staying in my living room for a while. Craig acts like he isn’t happy about it, but I know he’ll be trying to get in her pants. Since he hasn’t been getting in mine.” She leaned forward, and took half my cock in her mouth, and with her lips tightly circling the shaft, she slowly drew her head back, holding just the head in her mouth for a few seconds, before she let it pop free from her lips.

“Jesus. That was nice, babe. Don’t stop,” I pleaded, gasping.

“How would you like this every night?” she asked, before repeating the long slow suck.

“Hunh?” Give me a break, I was young and a little slow on the uptake. Besides, there wasn’t much blood reaching as high as my shoulders.

“I was talking to Debbie. You know my lease expires at the end of next month. If you bought that house, maybe we could all live together. Debbie could stay home and watch the two kids, and you and I could work and bring in the money.”

“Karen, I don’t even know Debbie, and that would be kind of odd, her in the house—”

“I don’t mean just live together, I mean live together. We could take turns sharing your bed. We’d each have our own room, but you could have either one of us pretty regular.” She was really excited by the idea, and was stroking me agonizingly slowly, while pleading with me. I was rewarded with another slow teasing lick. “Think about it Jack, you said it has five bedrooms. What are you going to do with that many bedrooms? The extra income would be the perfect solution for fixing the place up. I could pay, say, five hundred a month? We could all save money.”

“Are you serious? What does Debbie think of this?”

“Debbie would do anything to stay home and raise kids. She hates working. She wants to be a homemaker. She’ll clean, she’ll cook, she’ll watch the kids, and I’m sure she’ll fuck your brains out if you let her be a mommy. I know she thinks you’re cute,” she said, accenting the last statement with another deep suck.

“Oh, that’s nice. Suck me off, so we can talk about this more seriously without the distraction,” I told her.

“Wouldn’t you rather have the real thing?” she asked. Like she didn’t know. She knew everything I liked and wanted, I’d been bugging her about it long enough. Man this girl was the queen of the hard sell. She was definitely in the wrong profession.

“Are you kidding? Of course! What’s the catch?” I asked her.

She stood up, unbuttoned her pants and stepped out of them. “Here’s the deal. Friday, you give Debbie the keys to your apartment. Then Debbie and I can spend Friday and Saturday convincing you what a good idea this could be for all of us.” She leaned over, wiggling her butt at me. “No other strings attached. I haven’t told her about this little plan, but I know how badly she wants to stay home. And she doesn’t want to get married again. Both our kids could use a man around the house, and you know that Craig is a pretty sorry excuse for one. What do you say? Is it a deal?”

“Friday and Saturday, huh? Why not?” I told her, sidling up behind her, grabbing her skinny ass cheeks in my hand.

“Good, now come get a taste of what the good life could be like.” She again gave me her mischievous smile.

I rubbed my cock up and down across her pussy lips, mostly by feel; she was not one of those women who maintained a closely cropped rug. I slipped my cockhead between her shiny wet lips, feeling the moist warmth. I couldn’t play around too long; I was heated up from the discussion and the work she’d done so far.

I thrust up inside her, and she pushed back, with a pleased groan. “Damn, you’ve got a nice cock, Jack. Craig has a needle-dick. It’ll be nice to be filled for a while.”

“You could have had it at any time,” I reminded her, slowly stroking her pussy. She was wet and the going was easy. After only a few thrusts I was bottoming out, forcing a sweet little grunt out of her.

“You now I wouldn’t cheat on him. I don’t do that. But things are changing. Right now we’re not even speaking. He’s been talking about a new apartment, but I won’t discuss it with him. I think he knows that no matter what, after next month it’s over. As it is now, we’re just sharing a roof. He hasn’t gotten any of this in three weeks, and isn’t likely to get any more. Not if I’m getting yours,” she told me, with another wiggle of her  boney rump. “You wouldn’t want your girls cheating on you, would you?” 

Man she was talkative. I was fucking her with long, steady strokes and it didn’t slow down her conversation a bit. 

“You know, I need to hook you up with Krista some time,” she was telling me, as I sped up and started pounding her harder. “Ooooh, gentle lover. Not too rough, now. Oh! That’s it.” She gave me a nice little moan. “You know that little fantasy you have about using the backdoor? Krista loves it in the ass. She doesn’t look like much, but I bet I could get her to give you a treat, under the right circumstances, of course . . .”

She was crazy. She just kept on with the jabbering. I pushed my cock deep into her pussy, with a series of small thrusts until I was balls deep. All of it.

“That’s nice right there. You feel so thick inside me, Jack. Can you imagine Debbie licking your balls while you fuck me? I bet she’d do it. Ask her Saturday. What do you want for dinner Friday? Or should I just let Debbie make one of her specialties? She’s really a great cook.”

Incredible. She was wonderfully tight. I was fucking my brains out, and she was making dinner plans. I knew I wouldn’t last long now, so I started pounding her hot little twat even harder. “Whatever, I figure fur-burger would be nice.”

She giggled. I’m fucking my heart out, and she giggled. “You’re so nasty. That’s for dessert. I’ll have her make one of her favorites. You know you can still date other women. We won’t be jealous. Neither of us is really that into dating. I think Debbie needs to get it pretty regular, but I don’t think that would be a problem for you, do you?”

“Fuck, Karen, you’ve got a sweet pussy. I’m gonna come soon. You are so tight.” I was really screwing her deep and fast now, working up a sweat. I couldn’t help but think this would be fun to do on a regular basis. A little quiet might be nice, but the pussy was prime.

“I know you are baby, I can feel it. I like it. Come inside me.” She was smiling at me, an affectionate look on her face, nothing like the pure lust I’m sure I was showing. For some reason, she always managed to make me feel like some kid she indulged.

I finally exploded, deep inside her, telling her how fucking hot she was. I came over and over, then stood there, breathing heavily, while my cock enjoyed the sensation of her pussy walls squeezing away at me. She was doing some kind of Kegel exercise, and it was as if she was milking me dry.

“Do you like that, lover?” she asked me teasingly. “That was so sweet, I haven’t had a nice thick dick in me for far too long. I think I’d like to have you do me like that a little more often. Would you like that, baby?”

“Fuck yeah! That was intense. So you really think Debbie is up for this?” I asked her, the idea starting to do wonders for my previously wilting cock.

“Absolutely. I’m sure she’ll go for it. I’m telling you, this weekend you better be ready, because she can be very convincing.” She was still working my dick with her pussy. I don’t even know how she could concentrate on it while running her mouth.

“And if we do this, no teasing right? If I want it, I’m gonna get it?” I didn’t want some bait-and-switch game, getting a little action to start, and soon finding myself in the once-a-month blowjob rut. I had grasped her hips and was making some small in-out movements.

Karen pulled off my semi-hard dick, and turned on the water in the utility sink, wetting some paper towels. She stuck a couple between her legs, then turned and used a few more on me, cleaning me up. 

“Well, I’m pretty sure you’ll get as much as you want, but we can discuss that this weekend. I gotta get home; Debbie picked up Ashley for me, and is expecting me. Plus I want to tell her the good news.”

(—*—)

When I saw Karen the next day, she was eager to get me alone to talk. It was driving me crazy. I would normally have had lunch with her, getting my rocks off and finding out the information, but some dingleberry had scheduled a working lunch meeting. It wasn’t until around 3 p.m. that I was able to get her to go outside with me for a walk. We headed down to the shore-trail, and ambled along. 

Karen got straight to the point. “Debbie is so into this. She was almost crying last night. Don’t be a bastard now and take advantage of her because you know how bad she wants this.” 

“Christ, Karen! Of course I’m going to take advantage of her,” I told her. “I thought that was the plan!”

“I don’t mean that. I mean, well, just don’t be mean. She really has been fucked over by the last half-dozen guys in her life. She could use a decent relationship for once.” 

“You crack me up. You call this a decent relationship? She doesn’t even know me, and she’ll be my shack-up sweetie just to stay home and have a roof over her head? While you two take turns warming my sheets?” I laughed. I was surprised when she slapped my arm.

“Don’t be an ass, Jack! You can be such a jerk. Think of how bad her life has been, if this is the best thing that has come her way in a long time. She’s been on her own since she was seventeen, been a mom since she was twenty. I’ve had good times and tough times, and I’m pretty sure this can work ‘cause you’re really a good guy; poor Deb is just desperate for some stability of any kind.”

I had been thinking about it a lot, wondering mostly how I’d explain living in sin with two single moms to my parents. Then again, they were a long ways away, and I could always claim it was a purely platonic relationship, just renting out spare rooms.

Only a few hours earlier, I had set up an appointment with my realtor for that evening to make my formal offer on the house. I was putting almost 40K down on the house, to be able to get into it. I would be almost broke, but I was determined to get a tax break. The potential benefits had finally made up my mind for me. But I wasn’t about to let these girls know that. Not yet.

“Listen,” I said. “I think you know me pretty well by now. I’m not going to fuck either of you over. I kind of like the idea of this thing. There’re some issues and details to be worked out, but hey, that’s what we have this weekend for.” I reached across and held out my spare keys.

“I know,” she told me, as she took them. “Your aura is way too bright and too blue. I know you think I’m silly, but I’m positive we’ve been together in a previous life. I just know you too well. You’ve always been good to me.”

Oh. Did I forget to mention that my friend Karen was deeply into the whole numerology, psychic, and past-lives thing? Sometimes I felt she was a certifiable nut. A fun, cheerful, sexy, certifiable nut. What the hell was I getting into?

She reached over and took my arm and held it tight. Almost desperately so. “Please, let this thing play itself out. I know it’ll be great for all of us. Give it a chance.” Her head was leaning against my shoulder and we’d stopped walking. We had circled the property perimeter, and were almost back to the building.

“I’m going into this with a very open mind. If we can work the details out, I’d be willing to give it a try. No guarantees - but I’m open to the idea. Let’s leave it at that for now.” 

Karen took off at 5:00 p.m. sharp as she did four days a week. I went out and bought a love nest. 

I won’t go into the details, but the house was a shambles. I was getting the place for little more than the value of the land. If I could fix it up, it would easily be worth three times what I was paying for it.

I would be taking possession in less than three weeks, if we didn’t hit any bumps in the road. At that time only one bathroom would work, the kitchen would be in good shape although it wouldn’t have any appliances, and the bedroom on the main floor was livable. My first job was to re-roof the place. Then I could consider the rest of the work ahead of me. 

It looked like I was going to be busy.

.
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