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My best friend Lindsay's father always flirted with me when I came around to spend time with his daughter. I enjoyed his attention, and sometimes I even flirted back a little. I figured that’d be the extent of our flirtation, I seriously couldn’t imagine it ever going any further than that.

Even though I didn't expect anything to ever come of our flirting, I admit it wasn't because I didn't want it to. He was married and my best friend's dad besides, but I still found him awesomely attractive. I remember thinking he was the most handsome man I’d ever seen in my young life.

He was much older than any of the guys I'd dated. Honestly, he was older than any of the guys I fantasized about, and I fantasized about plenty of my teachers when I was in high school, even Coach Porter. But Mr. Blake wasn't like most older guys, he took care of himself, worked out, and looked amazing for his age. So, I wouldn't rule out a hookup, but it wasn't likely. His wife would shit a brick if she found out, and I was pretty sure Mr. Blake would never risk that.

At eighteen, I'm in my first year of two-year community college with Lindsay. We're both taking nurse's training. When we're not in class, we either hang out at her house or mine and share entertainment and snacks since neither of us work yet and our cash flow is limited. We have both promised our parents we'll look for summer jobs, even if it's something part time and mind-numbingly boring. By the time summer rolls around, hopefully we'll be settled into our classes or our parents will have forgotten about our promise altogether. It’s already late spring, so… Fat chance, I know!

If I had to admit it, it seems like we spent a lot more time at Lindsay's house than mine, but that was only because I enjoyed being around her dad. You might say I had a bit of a crush on him. I truly did, and I admit it. But, even so, I still did not believe that what happened between us would ever have happened in a million years.

But it did... and here's how it all began.

The day started out just like any other. Lindsay and I had classes in the morning, ate lunch, lounged by the pool at my house, and eventually made our way to her house.

There, in her room, I lay on her bed and watched as she held up outfits while she stared at herself in the mirror on the back of her closet door and asked me for my opinion.

Yes, my BFF had a date with some random guy, Kyle, she met at a cafe downtown. He seemed like a total loser, but he was kind of cute. Besides, I admit I was jealous because he went after Lindsay instead of me and asked her out. That usually doesn't happen. I'm the hot best friend, at least it seems Lindsay’s father thinks so. I guess my best friend was just Kyle's type, and I should be happy for her. I'm trying. But I haven't had a date since I don't know when, and I'm horny in a way I've never felt before.

Anyway, she finally held up a short mini and a cute top. I gave that outfit two thumbs up, and she settled on it after what seemed like forever.

She went off to shower and get dressed. Once she was all ready for her date, she made me promise I'd stay at her house and wait up for her until she got home so she could give me all the deets.

"C'mon, Katie," she pleaded. "I'd do it for you." She pretended to pout, lip stuck out. "I have done it for you!"

I sighed. "Oh, okay," I agreed and hoped her mother wouldn't give me the stink face all evening if I went down for something to drink later and happened to bump into Mr. Blake, literally, in the kitchen. After all, I wasn't sure I could help myself. I was just so freaking horny.

Lindsay smiled and gave herself one last look over in the mirror. "Great," she said. "I have a good feeling about this date."

I shrugged, not wanting to say anything that might encourage her delusions. "Just relax and have a good time," I muttered, and I meant it. I just wasn't sure she should expect much at all from a date with a guy she didn't even know, but maybe I was just being pessimistic because it wasn't me going out with a hot guy.

I love my best friend, and I really did wish her the best. I just couldn't help wishing it was me.

It was late afternoon when Lindsay’s date came to pick her up. They were going out earlier than usual to play putt-putt or some similar shit before going to dinner.

Anyway, Kyle came to the door. She met him, all ready to go, and I stood in the background and said a muffled, “Hi.” He barely acknowledged that I even existed, he was all eyes for my best friend, and she knew it. I begrudgingly admitted to myself that he was even better looking than I’d thought as I waved them off and closed the door.

I leaned against it, eyes closed, and wondered if he looked like steak instead of tuna because I was so horny I could hardly keep from taking matters into my own hands. I made a mental note to do just that later on Lindsay’s bed while I fantasized about her father.
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I spent a half hour or so in the living room leafing through the family photo album and drooling over photos of Lindsay’s dad.In most of the snapshots, he was wearing a business suit, and he looked drop dead gorgeous. But I wanted to see a bit more of him… if you know what I mean.

In some photos, Mr. Blake dressed casually in a button up shirt and khakis. One photo caught my attention and held it. It was one of him at the seaside with his family, his wife on one side and his daughter on the other. In it, Mr. Blake stood shirtless as if displaying his well-built physique, his chest, broad and muscular, waist tight, biceps bulging. Mmm. So very sexy!

Of course, he’d been younger then, but I bet he still looked amazing. I tried to imagine what he’d look like completely nude. I bet he’d look amazing. I wondered if I’d ever get a chance to see him with his shirt off, let alone see him totally undressed.

I felt a moment of shame at thinking of my best friend’s father in this way, but it wasn’t likely to ever happen. I certainly had no intention of ever letting her know how I felt. So, it wasn’t hurting anyone. Just harmless fantasizing, I told myself, and kept staring at the picture of her dad shirtless.

Until I heard something...

Someone put their key into the lock in the front door!

Fearing the worst, Lindsay’s mother coming home early from work, I could imagine her being angry that I’d helped myself to the family photos. If she knew what I was really doing, she’d be even more pissed. I quickly tossed the photo album back into the basket at the end of the couch where I’d found it.

I sat up straight on the couch and when the door swung open, I looked directly into the eyes of Mr. Blake. He smiled, seeming pleased to see me. But then he always smiled when he saw me.

He tossed his briefcase on the table by the door and entered the living room to say hello. We exchanged a few words in greeting, and he remained standing. He towered over me, dressed in a form-fitting business suit of a nearly charcoal gray. He looked freaking hot, but then – he always did.

“Nadine called me before I left the office,” he explained. “She is working late with her boss this evening. She said there are leftovers in the fridge for dinner.” He paused, looking through to the kitchen. I suppose he expected to see his daughter at the sink getting a glass of water or doing something like that. “It was just going to be me and Lindsay, but I’m sure there’s enough for three. Where is she by the way?”

I explained about Lindsay’s date and why I was here alone and not at my own home. He seemed understanding and assured me that was fine. “You know you’re family, Katie,” he said in that wonderfully warm and genuine way of his. “Now come on fam and let’s get dinner on the table!”

He caught my hand in his, and pulled me to my feet and led me into the kitchen where we found the leftovers in the fridge just as Mrs. Blake had said. Pot roast and potatoes. We took them out and nuked them. With a glass of red wine and a slice of bread, it was a reasonably good meal. But I didn't care if it tasted like saw dust as long as I was with him.

I couldn't help staring at him across the table while we ate. Oh my god, he was the best looking man I'd ever seen, dark haired, nicely tanned, buff bod, and reeking of what some say is the sexiest thing of all. Self-confidence. He had all the right ingredients. He was damned near perfect.

Except he was married… and he was my best friend’s dad.

I wondered if he'd notice me looking at him. If he did, he didn't let on. And I didn't stop.

He made small talk during our meal, mostly about Lindsay and our nursing classes. He did mention our promise to find summer jobs. I wondered if there was anything in his law office, and before I could stop myself I'd blurted out my thought.

He smiled and looked me right in the eye. "There could be," he said quietly, his voice deep but smooth. "I could probably find you something part time, as long as you don't mind a little..." he hesitated as if for emphasis.. "filing."

I nodded. "I'd be fine with that," I told him, and I wondered if he meant something else and if that was why he placed the emphasis on the word 'filing'. I didn't care, really, as long as I got to work around him and sneak peeks at him while I worked.

I noticed he refilled our wine goblets before I finished my first glass. He'd already drank his down and was starting on a second.

Not much else was said, and we finished eating and washed the dishes. He washed and I dried. At one point he handed me a wet plate, and our fingers touched. I felt a sudden bolt of electricity surge between us. I wondered if he felt it too. From the look of slight surprise that widened his sexy blue eyes, my guess was he did...

After we finished washing up, I noticed he finished his second glass of wine and was starting on a third. He offered to refill my glass, but I passed. I didn't want to get tipsy, wine usually went to my head even on a full stomach, and I didn't trust myself in that state. According to Lindsay, I'd done some pretty weird stuff after a few alcoholic drinks. Like dancing with total strangers and their dates, trying to climb onto the bar to do a strip tease, and I cringe at what else.

I wondered if Mr. Blake could handle his alcohol. I decided a big man like him could probably drink a couple bottles and still control himself. I watched him take a sip, though, and nearly hoped I was wrong.

Even so, I told him I'd go up to Lindsay's room and wait for her there, but he insisted I stay and keep him company till his wife got him. I didn't argue with him, because there was nothing I wanted more. I'd only mentioned going up to Lindsay's room because I didn't want to look obvious. I also didn’t want his wife coming home and finding us in the living room together, but I figured he’d already thought of that and figured it’d be no big deal. I wasn’t so sure, but right now I couldn’t make myself care. I had only one thing on my mind, and he was standing right there.

He walked with me into the living room, closely, side by side, his hand almost brushing my rear on more than one occasion.

In the living room, I expected I'd sit on the couch while he splayed out in his big leather chair in front of the TV the way my dad does. But, much to my surprise, that's not what happened.

I sank down on the sofa, and he sat right beside me and put his arm around me, kind of a fatherly thing like he might do with his daughter. He hugged me close and I felt the warmth of his body. He smelled wonderful, a pleasant mixture of expensive cologne and natural male musk. Mmmm. I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply. I hoped he wouldn't notice, but to be honest I didn't care if he did!

“It’s nice being just the two of us,” Mr. Blake said, smiling. “I think it’s the first time in a long time we’ve been alone together without my… er… Lindsay.”

I took a deep breath. “I think so,” I said, not sure where he was going with this.

“I’ve thought about it a lot,” he admitted, his voice deep, quiet and intimate as if we were lovers sharing secrets. He even looked me directly in the eye when he spoke. “I think about you alot.”

I felt myself grow warm, and I was sure my face was blushing a bright pink. “You do?” I asked because I wasn’t sure what else to say and because I was trying to avoid his obvious attempt at flirtation.

He nodded again. “I do. All the time.” His eyes met mine again and held. “Do you? I mean… um… do you think about me?”

I hesitated, not sure if this was some kind of trap or if he was really seriously interested in me sexually. It almost seemed like a dream. I couldn’t believe this was really happening, and I wondered how much the wine he’d consumed had to do with it.

“I do… sometimes,” I admitted reluctantly.

He smiled, seeming pleased.  “I thought so,” he said and reached out a hand to touch me but stopped himself. Still looking in my eyes, he added, “So, it’s okay for me to do this.”

It wasn’t so much a question it seemed to me, but more of a statement, maybe his way of testing the situation to see what I’d do. I didn’t respond, but he went right ahead...

He brushed his thick fingers across my t-shirt front, right over my pert tits. I wasn’t wearing a bra, which I’m sure he’d noticed, and I could almost feel his fingernails scrape my hard nipples. I drew in my breath. Yep, this was really happening, and my pussy responded, clenching like mad, a growing dampness collecting along my slit.

“Did you like me touching you?” he asked.

I swallowed hard. “Yes,” I croaked out.

“Good.” He leaned closer to me, his lips just a couple inches from mine. “Because I want to touch you all over. Would you like that?”

“Ye-ss, sir, Mr. Blake.”

“Katie, call me Rick. Okay?”

“Okay, Mr… er… I mean Rick,” I stammered out.

My breath caught in my throat as I realized where this was headed. I was pretty damned sure he was going to fuck me right here in the Blake living room, and I wanted him to do it now. My pussy was still pulsing like crazy, and I wanted him deep inside me. I wanted his cock buried in my tight cunt, and I wanted him to ravage me. I wanted him to fuck me good and hard like no man ever had before.

I could feel his breath on my face, warm and sweet from the wine, as he stared into my eyes and let his hand drop between my legs, between my thighs. He watched my face as he slowly slid his hand up closer to my wet hot cunt. My breathing was becoming jerky the closer he got to my vee.

Suddenly he reached my pussy and he started to massage it with his hand. I could feel the dampness growing with each touch of his fingers. He leaned closer and started to kiss right beneath my ear, driving me wild at the touch of his cool lips against my warm, sensitive skin. I writhed against his big hand between my legs.

He kissed down the side of my neck, and I continued to buck against him. All the while his breathing became deeper and harder, almost labored, like he was incredibly turned on, horny as hell – or both.

He unzipped my shorts and pushed a big finger inside, feeling around, wiggling and touching the front of my panties. He fingered my pussylips, smeared my wetness, and I felt a twinge of embarrassment. But when his fingertips began to circle my swollen clit, the pleasure was so much that it didn’t seem to matter. The more he rubbed my most intimate spot, the more I wanted him to keep at it and never stop.

“You know what I want to do?” he whispered in my ear.

I shook my head slightly, but I couldn’t form any words. I did manage to get out ‘what’ but it came out a slurred “Wharrr?” and sounded as if I’d drank too much. But I knew mine were because a big sexy hunk had his hand between my legs, fingering me. I wasn’t so sure about him, though. I wondered if the things Mr. Blake was saying were fueled by the wine he’d drank, but his words certainly weren’t slurred and he definitely wasn’t having any trouble getting them out. Still, I wondered how much liquid courage he was getting from the wine.

“Something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time,” he told me.

“What?” I asked foolishly, again wanting him to say the words.

“Let’s just say I’ve wanted this for a long time,” he answered but really didn’t. “I’d rather show you.” This time he moaned out the words while his fingers worked me, rubbing my pussylips in a frenzy as he pushed my panties aside to get into my tight hole. All the while I panted with the excitement of what was happening. Just the touch of his big, strong fingers, pushing into my wet hole, nearly sent me into an orgasm. No one had ever touched me this way, and I couldn’t wait for his fingers to be replaced by his cock.

All of a sudden, his fingers pushed deeper into my clenching pussy, and I came up off the couch, my back arching with the suddenness of his powerfully rough force. He pushed in even deeper, and as he did so, his lips slid from my neck across my cheek to my mouth. He kissed me hard and deep while he finger fucked my tight pussy with a sexual fury I’d never experienced before.

I suddenly became aware that my hand was on his bulging, muscular thigh, and I slid it up and right onto his hard cock. He was huge. I wondered if his giant cock would even fit into my tight cunt without stretching me hideously wide.

I grasped him through the material of his slacks and his shorts. I squeezed him hard, again and again, and with each squeeze he moaned into my mouth, pushing his tongue between my lips and pulling it out. The movement of his tongue simulated the thrusts of his fingers. 

We stayed like this for a while until our kiss finally broke.

“Oh, Katie, you’re so damned beautiful and I’ve wanted you for so long,” he said, almost drunkeningly, still thrusting into my soppy wet cunt with his fingers. Only now it was more like a part of his hand was pounding me, and the sensations created by the movement of his hand rocked me deeper than anything I’d ever felt before. He invaded my tight hole like he owned it, and at that moment – he did!

My mind was reeling. Here I was in the Blake’s living room being fistbanged by Mr. Blake himself, the sexiest man I’d ever laid eyes on. It was freaking unreal, and I didn’t know how much I could take before I came.

Pretty sure I was close to coming right then, I pushed his hand away from my cunt and he sat back as if I had suddenly rejected him. That’s when I came up with an idea to keep the excitement going. “I-I want to su-suck your cock,” I begged, and it sounded like the words were gurgling up from my throat. I really did want to suck him. I’d been fantasizing about it for some time.“Pl-lease! Let me!”

He suddenly smiled, seeming pleased and began taking long breaths in anticipation of what was to come.

I slid down between his widely spread legs. Reaching up, I unzipped his slacks and his stiff, enormous cock sprang free. I took him into my mouth, deepthroating him hard and deep. So deep he pushed slightly down my throat and made me gag. Somehow I managed to keep my gag reflex in check and suck on his thick shaft, tasting every inch of it.

When I pulled my mouth off him, his cock was jerking slightly and seeping cum from the slit at the tip. I stuck out my pink tongue, pointed the tip and licked it across the head of his cock. I licked up the drops of cum that peeked out each time I squeezed his shaft, tasting his sticky sweetness.

“Mr… I mean Rick, you're so big,” I stressed the word big. I’m not sure why. I just figured he’d appreciate that. From the look in his eyes as we stared at each other, he did. “I want it inside me. I want you to fuck me.”

“I will,” he said, sounding almost too choked up to speak. I wondered if my mouth on his cock had had something to do with that or if it was what I had just said. I had a feeling it was what had just fallen from my mouth and not what I’d put in it. “Wait just a little longer. Trust me, it’ll be worth the wait.”

He took my hand and pulled me back up onto the couch beside him, but when I started to sit up, he used his hand to urge me to lay over beside him, almost as if I were straddling his lap, but only my face was above him, right over his cock.

I knew I had been close to coming before I’d pushed his hand away, but my orgasm had backed off since then. Now, though, he placed his hand back on my pussy and started to finger me again, only this time he used his thumb to tweak my clit while he pushed in and out of me. Damn! This felt freaking amazing.

I closed my eyes and waited, knowing damn well if he kept this up, I’d orgasm right there on the couch all over his hand.

With his free hand, he shoved my face down on his cock, urging me to suck his cock while he fingerfucked my pussy in a mindblowing frenzy.

I sucked his cock like those cock sex mad girls I’d seen in porn movies when I had a boyfriend who liked to watch them before we had sex. Taking him in as deep as I could, I stroked my mouth up and down his cock, pulsing my lips tightly along the shaft as I did, and sucked on his round cockhead each time I reached the tip. With his cock in my mouth and his fingers up my snatch, I suddenly shuddered, stiffened and erupted into the most intense orgasm of my young life.

The jerky movements my mouth made on Mr. Blake’s cock while I climaxed was all he needed, suddenly he exploded in my mouth, his warm juices spurting deep down my throat. I worked my mouth on his cock, swallowing and swallowing as I tried to take in every drop of his enormous load.

Even though I worked hard to get every sticky sweet drop of his cum, his load filled my mouth so full that some of it spurted out the corners of my mouth. When I pulled my mouth off his cock, I let my tongue lick the cum from the corners of my lips. The rest I wiped on the back of my hand and licked it clean. Next, I licked his cock clean and collapsed in his lap.

“Oh, fuck, Rick,” I said, out of breath and still revelling in my own orgasm and both of us coming together. I’d never come with a cock in my mouth before. It felt amazing.

I leaned against him, and he encircled me in his strong arms. I felt so safe and satisfied. For the first time in weeks I wasn’t so freaking horny that it was the only thing I could think of. I could feel the warmth of his body against mine. He rested his chin against my forehead, and I could feel his lips brush my skin. Mmm, it just felt so damned good.

Soon we’d recovered and Mr. Blake pushed me off his lap and pulled me to my feet. He spread the throw blanket from the end of the couch over the back. He told me to undress as he quickly stripped off.

After we undressed and stood there facing each other, completely naked, I couldn’t help looking at him. I’d wanted to see him undressed for so long. He was even more attractive than I’d imagined in my fantasies, his body totally buff, muscular without any excess flab. I actually felt my breath catch at the sight of him. I’d never thought of a man’s body being beautiful, but his was…

While I took in the gorgeous sight of his naked form, he was enjoying the sight of mine. His eyes were all over me, moving up and down my young body before finally settling on my breasts. He stared at me so intensely that my pussy actually did a little tremor and cunt juice leaked out. I wondered if I’d dribble on the floor, and I fought the urge to cover my wet cunt with my hand.

Since not a word was said, I stood there wondering what he was up to. I barely formed the thought in my head when he pulled me into his strong arms, kissed my cummy sweet lips, pulled his mouth away and turned me away from him. I could feel his hardening cock pushing against my buttocks.

I just went along with what he was doing, and he bent me over the back of the couch and placed the head of his cock below my buttocks. At first I feared he was going to take me up the rear, and I was still a virgin there. I winced, but he shoved in and found my moist slit. Even though I was slippery wet, it still took quite a bit of effort, even force, on his part, but he finally entered me from behind. Once there, he plowed my depths, battering my super wet twat with rough, raw passion until we both came again and he collapsed against me.

He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me with him to the floor. There we lay together, spent, breathing hard, resting against each other, eyes closed until…

We heard a car door slam.

We stared at each other, eyes wide, not breathing.

“Go!” he said loudly.

I grabbed my clothes from the floor and I ran up the stairs into Lindsay’s room. I closed the door behind me, leaning against it, out of breath. I don’t know how long I stood there, but long enough to calm down and catch my breath.

Later as I lay naked on the bed, Lindsay’s father’s cum still dribbling from my well-fucked cunt, I heard the shower down the hall. I figured Mr. Blake had gathered up his clothes and hurried to take a shower. He sometimes did that after a long day at the office, so Mrs. Blake would not be suspicious that he was already getting cleaned up for a restful evening in front of the TV.

I closed my eyes and relived every single moment of what had just happened between me and my best friend’s father.

By the time Lindsay got home, I’d cleaned myself up and put on one of her nightgowns. I only half-listened while she rattled on and on about how wonderful her date had been, I was still thinking of the wonderful time I’d had with her father...
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A few days later, Lindsay had her second date with Kyle. I admit I was surprised there was a second date. I figured it’d flame out after their first, but I’d never tell her that. Lindsay seemed particularly excited about the date. Kyle was picking her up early again. They had a rematch at putt-putt. She had beaten him the first time, and he wanted a chance to get even. I guess it all seemed like playful fun. I even tried to feign interest because Lindsay seemed excited about it.

Since my encounter with her father, I was a lot less horny so I could feel happy for her without all those conflicting feelings coming into play. Just the thought of what had happened between me and her dad did give me flutters though… in places, one in particular, I’d never admit.

Before she left for her date, Lindsay insisted I stay over again so she could fill me in on the deets when she got home. I finally agree.

After Lindsay left for her date, I found the photo album again and spent quite a bit of time flipping through the remainder of the photos that I hadn't yet seen. I found another of Mr. Blake without his shirt. He was holding Lindsay when she was just a baby, maybe a newborn. Wow, was he ever sexy! But, in my opinion, he was even sexier now, and I formed this opinion after seeing the man not only with his shirt off but with everything off!

I was still fantasizing about the man when he walked in the door. This time I had forgotten to lock it.

He had come home early again. He’d been doing that a lot lately. I wasn’t sure exactly why, but I know why I hoped… I hoped it was because he hoped to catch me alone again so we could spend time together. He was spending more time around me than ever since we had sex that afternoon.

The thing is I hadn’t decided exactly how I felt about that, about doing it again, I mean. I couldn’t shake the fear of getting caught. I knew it’d wreck my friendship with Lindsay forever. I wasn’t sure it was worth taking the risk, especially when I worried Mrs. Blake might walk in any minute and catch us in the act.

Still, I wanted to.

I’d have to see how I felt if he tried to get with me again. If he did, I’d have to decide to give in or not. Right now though I couldn’t imagine turning him down cold. But what alternative was there?

I didn’t have much time to think about it. Here was Mr. Blake, standing just a few feet away from me, and just a few minutes after Lindsay left for her date. I kind of wondered if he’d been sitting someplace watching for her to leave, but I shook it off. It just sounded too unlikely. Still, there he was looking all incredibly sexy in my favorite suit, the dark gray one he’d worn when we’d first made love. He looked so dreamy. My breath caught in my throat. I couldn’t imagine turning that down.

Once I got my breathing under control, I explained to Mr. Blake that Lindsay had already left for her date. He didn’t seem surprised, like he already knew.

Mr. Blake gave me the same look he gave me the last time we were together. I had to remind myself that I couldn’t just give in again without thinking of the consequences. After all, there were other people to consider, and their feelings as well. I would have to resist being fucked again by the sexiest DILF I knew. But, if he was as determined as I thought, what could I do? How could I put him off?

I had an idea, but I wasn’t sure it’d work. Surely he wouldn’t try anything with Mrs. Blake in the house, at least, that’s what I was counting on…

Little did I know he wouldn’t be put off even if Mrs. Blake was sleeping just down the hall.

“You want to start dinner…” his voice trailed off and became even deeper, even sexier, “or… would you rather we enjoy each other again?”

I wanted him to say it. “Sex, you mean?” I asked, looking right into his dark eyes.

He nodded his head slowly. “That’s exactly what I mean.”

“Well,” I hedged, “I’d like to, but I don’t know if we should. I mean, your daughter is my best friend, and I hate the idea of hurting her. Mrs. Blake has…”

“I know my wife has always been nice to you,” he finished impatiently.

I nodded. “I just don’t want to mess things up.”

“Katie, we can keep this just between the two of us,” he assured me as if hoping to win me over. “I was thinking – ”

I was pretty sure I knew where he was going. I had to stop him before he said it. “Mr… hmmm… Rick,” I interrupted and tried not to look into his eyes, “I enjoyed what we did together, but  – ”

“Don’t you want to… um… us to be together again?” Now he interrupted me and the way he said it, it sounded very alluring. I already knew he was going to make it hard to resist, and the way he was saying it wasn’t making it any easier.

“I’d like to,” I admitted, and this was true, “but I’m afraid. We came so close to being caught. I don’t think it’s worth the risk.”

“We can be careful – ”

“No,” I was adamant.

I stared at him, sitting there, looking rejected. It was all I could do not to just give in right there. I still wanted him. Really wanted him. It was like now that I was denying myself the opportunity to be with him again, I wanted him even more. I wanted him to take me, use me, make me his slutty girl. I wanted him to lick every freaking inch of my nubile body and ride me all night long. Oh, how I wanted it!

But I couldn’t allow myself to give in...

He sighed, obviously disappointed. “Okay, then, if that’s the way you feel.” His voice sounded draggy now, letdown. After a moment of silence, he added, “Are you saying we can never be together again?”

He looked at me, right in the eye, and it was all I could do to look away. I felt almost sorry for him right then, but not so much that I could allow myself to give in.

I shook my head.

“No, I'm not saying that,” I heard myself say, and I could hardly believe I was saying this, given the way I felt after the first time we’d had sex. But I had to. It was a part of my plan. "Sometime when no one else is around, just the two of us, you can surprise me. Wherever you find me alone, even in bed, you can have your way with me. Just take me by surprise and it'll be good for both of us."

“What if you...you’re… you know… asleep?” he wanted to know.

“You can still have your way with me,” I told him.

That seemed to be the answer he was anticipating because I noticed immediately the huge tent in front of his slacks.

When I looked up at him, I also noticed a look in his eyes that was electric, like a light had been switched on... No, like a wave of excitement had just surged through him. I wondered if he was as turned on as I was. I knew I'd fantasize about this for the next few weeks. I had a feeling he would too.

My cellphone dinged and I lifted it up from the couch beside me.

Lindsay had texted me. She was staying over at Kyle’s. She wanted me to tell her parents. I told Mr. Blake. Again I saw his eyes light up. At first I thought he disapproved of his daughter staying out all night with a guy she’d just met, but he didn’t seem upset about it. He almost seemed pleased.

It would be a bit later before I realized how pleased he really was...

4

When Mrs. Blake came home, she seemed surprised to see me, and I quickly explained about Lindsay’s date and how she wanted me to stay over.

We had a dinner of salmon and a salad. Afterwards I excused myself and went upstairs to Lindsay’s room. I planned to spend the evening up there, pretending to watch TV while I played over and over in my head the incredible pleasure I had passed up with Mr. Blake.

Later I heard footsteps, lighter than Mr. Blake, as Mrs. Blake came up and got ready for bed. She popped her head in to say goodnight and headed down the hall.

I imagined Mr. Blake down there all alone in the living room, and I had to fight the urge to creep down the stairs and join him.

But I just couldn’t...

Later I heard the TV downstairs turn off, and then heavy footsteps as Mr. Blake made his way upstairs. He stopped at my door to say goodnight.

He stood there for a moment, looking so sexy with his slightly rumpled, white linen shirt open at the neck, just enough to reveal his muscular chest. Damn he was sexy! It was all I could do to keep myself from pouncing on him right there. Somehow, knowing his wife was just steps away, I managed to restrain myself.

I noticed he had a mug in his hand, and I figured he’d wanted a last cup of coffee or some warm milk before bed.

But I was wrong.

“Here.” He held the mug out. “This is for you.”

I took it, unsure what this was about. Our hands touched when he passed the mug to me. I felt a little surge of electricity between us. I wondered if he felt the jolt too. If he did, his handsome face didn’t give it away.

“It’s hot cocoa,” he told me. “I thought you’d like something warm to sip on before bed.”

It wasn’t exactly what I would have preferred, if you know what I mean...

“Thanks,” I said, surprised, but it seemed like a nice gesture. 

“I made one for Nadine, too,” he said. “She brought hers up with her to sip while she got ready for bed. It always helps her sleep. I thought it might help you too.”

“Goodnight,” I said, not wanting him to stick around too long and get any ideas, not when he’d just reminded me that Mrs. Blake was right down the hall.

He gave me a weird look before turning away. “Goodnight, Katie,” he said at the door, “sweet dreams.”

I smiled at him, and he closed the door.

I took a quick sip. Mmm, so good. I really appreciated the cocoa after the first taste, and I took another. I kept sipping until it was all gone. By now, I felt really sleepy. So damned sleepy I could barely keep my eyes open. Maybe it was the power of suggestion. But I figured it was just exhaustion from the week. It was a Friday night, after all, the end of a long week of studying hard and attending classes.

Unable to stop myself from constantly yawning, I turned off the TV and dressed for bed in one of Lindsay’s babydoll nighties, a hot little black number, and slipped between the covers. I turned out the light, and the room was flooded in the soft, warm glow of Lindsay’s Pretty Pretty Princess nightlight, a relic from her Daddy’s little princess era.

My head barely hit the pillow before I drifted off to sleep, a deep, dreamy sleep where Mr. Blake was suddenly back in the room with me… and in the bed with me as well...
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Sometime later in the night I thought I heard the door open and someone enter. I stirred but didn’t wake up. I felt someone close to me, as if someone had sat on the edge of the bed. Then I heard a voice. His voice.

“It’s just me,” he said quietly.

And I knew who it was...

My thoughts were still hazy. I was more than drowsy, I was half-asleep. But in the back of my mind I knew what was going on. I knew Mr. Blake had taken me up on the offer I made earlier, the offer that he could ‘surprise’ me and take me, even if I were asleep. Since his wife sleeps soundly after a warm cocoa before bedtime, I guess he figured we’d have little chance of being caught... whatever happened…

“Hey there, sleepy girl,” he said close to my ear. I could actually feel his warm breath on my cheek, on my neck, but my eyelids felt so heavy. It would take too much effort to open them… even for him.

“Daddy’s here. Are you ready for your sleepy surprise?”

I didn’t respond, at least, not in words, but I believe my lips parted as if I were anticipating what was to come.

I felt him pull down the covers, slowly as if he might awaken me. Even in my semi-half-asleep state, there wasn’t much of a chance of that.

I must have been laying on my side, with my back towards the edge of the bed, because he rolled me over on my back. He straightened my legs and spread them wide apart. I remember for some reason this made my pussy clench slightly. I could feel it even in my drowsy state, and I believe it was because I wanted his hand to slide up between my thighs and onto my vee to finger me some more, getting me ready for his incredible tonguefucking or whatever was to come.

But that’s not what happened...

Instead he seemed to just freeze or maybe stop moving. For a few seconds, I didn’t feel his hands touching me anywhere. It was like he was sitting back and taking in the sight of me lying there in a tiny babydoll nightie, bunched up around my thighs and giving more than a passing view of my young, smooth body.

After a while, he leaned over, and I could feel his warm breath against my tits. He placed his hands on them, one on each breast and cupped the tight, smooth flesh through the sheer material. His fingers caressed my tits, squeezing lightly, then a bit more firmly. I could feel the slight scrape of his fingernails as he traced my nipples, making small circles. A silent moan escaped my slightly parted lips. I don’t think he noticed because he kept exploring my body.

I felt his big, strong hands drift down my body, across my taut stomach and just above my vee. Mmmm. I wanted to moan out loud, beg him not to stop there. Keep going, Mr. Blake, where I really want your hands is just a little further down!

But he didn’t go further down… not yet anyway. What happened next, though, was just as good, if not even better.

I felt his lips touch mine, and my mouth parted as his tongue pushed inside, explored, retreated and did the whole thing all over again before giving me one long kiss and pulling away.

I tossed a little.

Even in my sleep I wanted more.

But now he was kissing my neck, suckling on the tender, sensitive skin just above my shoulder. The pleasure was immense, rippling through me even in my subdued state. His lips kissed across my upper chest, just below my neck and down to my tits. He took one of my nipples into his warm, wet mouth and suckled for a while before switching and doing the other. He sucked me through the silky sheer fabric of the nightie, which for some reason, even in my subdued state, I found incredibly sexy. The pleasure was again mindblowing, and I wanted to reach up and hold his head to my tits.

But I couldn’t lift my arms. All of my limbs felt so weak, so heavy, like it would take all the effort in the world to move them. All I could do was lay there and enjoy him while he enjoyed me…

When he lifted his head from my breasts, I felt a hand slide up my thigh and right between my legs, under the edge of the short gown, and onto my mound. Somehow even in my sleepy state, I realized what was happening, and my pussy quivered excitedly as his fingers caressed my slit, smearing the wetness that had seeped there. Slowly his dampened fingers pushed inside, deeper and deeper, opening me up. His thumb rested on my clit, stroking it until the pleasure was so intense I felt like I could come – even in my sleep.

“How’s that feel, huh? You like it, don’t you?” his voice panted as the sensation became more and more overwhelming. “I know you do.”

Now Mr. Blake was preparing to fuck me while I slept. Hard and Deep, I hoped.

All I could do in my drowsy state was to lay there and wait for him to take me. That’s what I wanted so badly. I knew I might be able to wake up enough to push him away or at least resist by turning away, but he had me so turned on that this was the last thing I wanted… I wanted him between my legs, his giant cock buried as deep as it’d go in my soppy wet twat while he plowed me with long, hard strokes that seemed to go on forever…

“I know you want this as much as I do, Katie,” I heard him whisper as if he were reading my mind. I thought I heard him let out a low, deep moan as he rubbed his long, stiff prick against my inner thigh. I could feel the tip leave a cool, wet trail on my skin as it slid closer and closer to my hot snatch.

I held my breath and waited for the tip to part my pussylips as he mingled my wetness with his and pushed his way in…

But that’s not what happened.

He teased my needy cunt, rubbing his cock over my pussylips, even letting the tip slide just inside and then quickly slip back out. It was maddening – and yet it felt amazing. I could only imagine how great it would feel when he finally put it in, the sweet friction his thick shaft would create as he shoved in and went deep.

While I waited, hoping he would push in and fuck me senseless, he suddenly withdrew. I felt his cock pulling away from me, and I wanted to reach out and stop it. But I was still too asleep to move.

I felt him push up the little sheer gown, his breath warm on my quivering twat, and then he buried his face in my crotch. I wiggled my hips slightly as he licked my slit, licking away the pussy juice. His tongue pushed just inside my slit, lapping at my wetness. Tongue-fucking me. The feel of him inside me sent little pulses of pleasure spiraling through me, and I knew if he kept it up long enough I could come with only his tongue inside me, my orgasm flooding his mouth with my sweet nectar.

I began to moan in my sleep, light, almost playful sounds, as he kept thrusting away at me with his tongue. He nibbled my engorged clit and sucked on my cunt until it happened.

I came.

I erupted against his face, my hips bucking, my snatch filling his mouth with my juices as I rocked my ass hard against his broad, stubbly face until my pussy felt sore, even a little raw. But I just kept going, riding against his face, until my orgasm subsided.

“Now I’m going to fuck you senseless,” Mr. Blake announced when he finally lifted his head. “You want that, don’t you?”

I grunted, trying to say ‘uh-huh’, but it didn’t come out that way. Instead it came out almost like a muffled moan, just enough for him to know that my answer was ‘yes’. Although in my head, it was more like ‘hell yes!’

The thought was barely out of my head when I felt him over me, poised for a moment while he placed the tip of his cock against my entrance and all at once shoved in.

Finally able to move now, but still not awake enough to open my eyes, I reached up and put my hands on his broad, muscular shoulders. I could feel the power rippling through him while he pounded me hard, thrusting into me, easing out, and then ramming his monster cock back into my snug pussy, balls deep. He plunged into me again and again, pleasuring me with each push.

“I’ve dreamed of this, Katie, of me taking you just this way, and I bet you have too,”  he said through clenched teeth, his breath tight. “Wake up, sweetheart, so you can enjoy it.”

I again made a sound, a slight moaning sound, but it was like several moans strung together.

He made a little sound like strangled laughter. “I knew you’d love it,” he said simply.

Then he put all his effort into fucking me like I’d never been fucked before. He pounded me so hard the bed rattled, like it might fall to pieces beneath us, but he didn’t seem concerned that the noise might awaken Mrs. Blake.

He grabbed my legs just under my knees and lifted them slightly as if to get a closer, press his body even tighter to my pussy, and make his long prick go in even deeper. Plowing me rough, he pistoned into me with almost perfect precision.

When he was really going at it, I managed to open my eyes, and, from the faint amber light that shone from Lindsay’s nightlight, I could see his magnificent, powerful body on top of mine, thrusting into me and showing no mercy. I rocked my hips against him, wanting him to go even deeper, fuck me even harder. 

My hands reached out in the darkness, clutching at him. I wanted to feel his body while he fucked me. I rubbed my fingers across his muscular chest, letting my hands rest against his bulging biceps as he stiffened and began erupting inside me with long, deep strokes that filled me with cum each time he thrust in. He filled my pussy to overflowing and his cum mingled with my cunt juices until our combined juices spurted out around his thick shaft and dribbled onto the bedding beneath me, leaving a wet spot on the sheet.

He collapsed against me and then rolled off me and onto the other side of the bed. Exhausted and spent he lay on his back, breathing hard.

I rolled on my side and snuggled in close to him. I’d never been as satisfied sexually as I was right then.

“How was it?” he asked when his breathing finally slowed.

I smiled up at him in the semi-darkness. “Like a dream come true,” I said quietly.

And I meant it…

the end
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Chapter One

My name is Rylie, and my story is hardly a fairy tale about a beautiful princess who can snag any handsome man she desires. But, even though I’m not so drop dead gorgeous that no man can resist me, I do think that after what happened to me just a few weeks ago, I am undeniably a ‘sleeping beauty’.

For years I’ve been crushing on my best friend Kendra’s hot brother Tyler. What can I say? I just couldn’t help it. He always seemed like my perfect dream guy, cocky and self-assured. Dark closely cropped hair, an arrogant jawline and eyes that I could get lost in. Tall, built like he was chiseled perfectly from stone, each muscle etched to perfection. And, of course, he was out of reach, which as anyone knows only made me want him more!

I never thought I had a chance with him, though. I felt he was out of my league. Heck, even Kendra felt that way, and she said it on more than one occasion!

I could always count on good ole Kendra to tell me the truth–only this time she was wrong…

But she is my best friend and besides our differences and differing opinions, we do have a lot in common like our dry sense of humor that some say is almost nonexistent, our jet black hair and our voluptuous curvy bods that some men do find sexy.

I’ll never forget the spring after Kendra and I graduated from high school and were well into our first semester at community college. Just turned nineteen, it was our ‘coming of age’ period I like to think, a time we explored new, more adult events and ‘pleasures’. It’s the pleasures I like to remember. The first times especially…

Like when I had my first adult kiss. When I downed my first brewski. Yep, that was before I discovered wine. And like when I got the surprise of my young life after a night of partying… and it didn’t happen once. It happened twice.

Only the second time, I was left with a bit of a mystery to solve. 

Since starting college, my best friend Kendra and I almost never had a week go by that we didn't attend one party or several. That week the party was on us, and we were having it at Kendra's home since her parents were away overnight while her father attended a hardware convention for his business.

Anyways, Kendra and I did not have dates for the party. Neither of us was seeing anyone steady at that time. She joked that we'd be each other's plus one. It was a nice thought in a way, I guess, but I preferred to fantasize that her gorgeous brother Tyler was my date for the night, even though I was doubtful he'd even make a show.

So, the surprise was on me when Tyler not only showed up at our party, but he seemed to hang around me most of the night. We even danced, and that wasn’t even the best part.

I saw the other girls at the parry watching me with envy. For once I was the girl with the hottest guy at the party, and I was enjoying every freaking second of it. Believe me, I had to stop myself from taking selfies to post on my social media. I just reminded myself that if I did, it’d probably all blow up in my face faster than Cinderella’s pumpkin carriage!

I decided to just enjoy the moment and not shove anyone’s face in it.

Instead I clung to every second with Tyler giving me his undivided attention, and I didn’t make waves.

Later in the evening, when the party was starting to wind down and we’d both had a few drinks too many, Tyler leaned in and gave me a little kiss.

Even in my inebriated state, I couldn’t believe it. Wow! My best friend’s hot brother had kissed me. Right on the lips. My first real kiss. I felt a hot ripple wind its way through me, and it was all I could do to keep from crawling him right there.

Luckily I didn’t have to…

“Maybe later we could hook up,” he said in hushed tones.

“Yes, definitely,” I said, unable to believe what I was hearing.

“If you’re passed out, maybe I can play with you until you come around,” Tyler said, a twinkle in his icy blue eyes as if he had a devious plan in mind.

“Okay,” I agree, “but make sure you wake me. I want to enjoy it too.”

He gave me a cocky grin, but he didn’t respond.

Chapter Two

After the party ended, sometime around 2am, Kendra and I played strip poker in her bedroom before we turned in for the night. As we played, we each took off a piece of clothing when we lost a hand. Doing this we undressed for bed while we sipped wine we’d snagged from her mother’s private stock. We were giggling and carrying on, feeling the effects of the alcohol, which always made me giddy before it turned inward on me and made me incredibly sleepy. Kendra also said sipping wine before bedtime also made her sleepy, but I couldn’t swear to it.

Anyways, Kendra won at strip poker and while we dressed for bed in our skimpy, sheer little baby doll gowns, we carried on giggling. I giggled especially loud so her Tyler would hear me. I don’t know why. I just wanted him to hear me. Somehow I guess I figured it’d give him ideas about me and him. Maybe remind him about our plan for later just in case he decided to be forgetful. Seems silly now. But what can I say? I had it bad for him. Really bad. And this was my shot–and I wanted it.

Kendra still had twin beds in her room from when she was younger, put there for when she had a sleepover. Just there for a friend, usually me staying the night. I’d slept on that little twin bed so many times over the years, we’d even jokingly started referring to it as ‘my’ bed.

Kendra and I finally finished dressing for bed and finished our wine and scrambled under the covers. Lights out except for a little night light in the corner of the room that left us in semi-darkness after our eyes adjusted to the dimness.

I sat up, leaning on my elbow. “What do you make of Tyler?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, he spent most of the night hanging around me.”

I could see her giving me a hard stare even in the semi-darkness. “You don’t think he’s into you?”

I shrugged. “Maybe.”

She gave a laugh that ended in an undeniable little snort. “Not likely, Ry. Trust me. He masturbates to the SI Swimsuit Edition!” 

“How do you know?”

“Trust me,” she said, giving me a knowing look. “He has every single issue in his bedroom, and I’ve found them open under his covers when Mom made me straighten his disgusting bed.”

“Oh,” was all I said. But I remembered what Tyler had told me, and I decided what his sister didn’t know wouldn’t cause us both stress later when she blabbed to her mother.

“I’d forget about my brother if I were you,” Kendra advised, sounding thoroughly disgusted by the whole idea. “Goodnight, Ry.”

“Goodnight,” I said through a yawn, feeling the effects of the alcohol I’d drank and feeling especially sleepy, even though a part of me wanted to stay awake and be totally alert when Tyler came calling… if he came calling, that is…

I glanced over at Kendra. She had already turned over on her side, facing the wall. I snuggled down into the soft, warm covers and soon drifted off to sleep.

Chapter Three

I don’t know what time it was when it happened, but at some point during the night, I heard the bedroom door squeak open and someone tiptoed in.

Tyler.

Even in my sleepy inebriated state, I’m sure it’s him.

My covers are pushed down and I’ve been tossing in my sleep, restless… needy. I’m lying half on my side, my waist twisted a little and my rounded ass sticking up just a bit. I’m wearing only my thin, short teddy–and no panties!

I feel Tyler draw closer. I can almost hear him breathing, deeply, and I feel his warm breath against my bare asscheeks. I can almost feel the heat emanating from him.

My pussy tingles and clenches like mad in anticipation of what he might do and a slow wetness forms at my tight slit.

The bed mattress gives way and the springs even squeak a little as he lowers himself onto the bed, straddling my legs and begins pleasuring himself above me.

A part of me can’t believe this is happening, but even in my cloudy state of mind, I know I don’t want it to stop. The truth is, I want it to go on and go as he takes it further and claims me while I lay there asleep.

He takes his time exploring my body, rubbing and massaging my shoulders as he makes his way down my back, getting a handful of side boob before venturing down and cupping my asscheeks in his big hands. At first he fondles my rear through the thin, silky material of my gown, then he pushes it up and kneads my fleshy ass, lifting and pulling my butt cheeks apart. Sometimes he lets his fingers trace my ass-slit, letting his fingers dip just inside my crack and trail down. Once or twice his fingertips grazed my puckered rosebud, and I thought he might insert a finger and move about inside me as if getting me ready for something much bigger, much harder.

I thought I felt the tip of his dick push against my ass. Just a gentle nudge.

I waited for more.

Since I didn’t wake up when he pushed against my rear, he apparently became braver and gave a hard shove, then another.

Soon he was inside my rear, thrusting into me, breathing harder… but he pulled out before he came.

I’m sure he didn’t want it to be over quite so soon.

And neither did I! Even though there was a little pain and a feeling of being overly stuffed, it was a first for me. I wanted to see how it’d feel to have him shoot his load deep inside my rear. That didn’t happen, but this was just the beginning.

And he isn’t finished yet. With slow, careful movements he turns me over onto my back and positions me face up, hands at my sides and legs spread wide apart.

He straddles me again.

Now his hands trace along my lips, then down my cheek to my chin before making me quiver slightly as his fingers brush down the side of my neck and come to rest atop my breasts. His hand comes to a stop center my breasts and pressed firmly until the material of my gown is nestled between my tits. It feels wonderful as he traces the outline of my boobs, then makes little circles around my hardening nipples.

But, even in my sleepy state, I want him to do more.

He does as he leans in. I can feel his warm breath just above my tits as he exhales and takes one of my breasts into his warm, wet mouth, suckling hungrily at the tit through the material of my gown. I swallow a moan and resist tossing in my sleep as he goes at my tits. He does this for a while, changing tits occasionally, and my pussy clenches as it never has before.

I suck in my breath but do not awaken as he catches the hem of my short gown and pushes it up, over my breasts, bunching it under my chin. Now he goes at my boobs again, suckling, nibbling the tips. He pushes my fleshy tits together, fondling and licking them. All the while his long, stiff cock is pushing against my entrance, and smearing my wetness.

He trails kisses down my stomach, and he hovers just above my pussy. I can feel his warm breath against the cool juices seeping from my slit. Mmmm. It feels so good, and I know it can feel even better.

He trails a thick finger along my mound, feeling my wetness, smearing it and dipping between my pussylips just slightly as his fingers move up and down my slit. I feel myself becoming wetter as he plays with me. Now he begins rubbing my engorged clit that throbs with my pulse, slowly penetrating deeper into my thick pussylips.

He leans in closer and uses his tongue, licking down the length of my soft, damp twat. With quick movements, he syncs the motion of his fingers with the quick flicking of his tongue as it darts at my little pleasure button.

Soon he brings me to the brink, but he doesn’t let me cum.

Instead he begins to back off.

I’m nearly awake now, just really drowsy, but I worry that if I move and let him know I’m not fully asleep, he’ll pull away and leave me hanging. Worse, if this happens, I’m afraid I’ll never get Tyler to fuck me with that big dick of his the way I’ve imagined.

When I feel him get off the bed, I panic, certain he’s leaving.

But then I feel him near the side of the bed, closer to my head. I feel him reach a hand out and turn my head to face him, then I feel something thick and hard pressing against my lips. I pretend I’m still deep in sleep as he pushes hard against my lips, and I slowly open my mouth and let his big dick slip between my lips. I feel him thrusting his hips, forcing his thickness into my mouth, all the way to the back of my throat.

He rocks his hips and shoves his cock in deeper to the point of gagging before pulling back out. Then he grasps a handful of my dark hair and starts to pull my mouth along his length as if I were giving him head.

He must find this incredibly exciting because I can taste a large amount of pre-cum seeping from the tip of his cock.

I suck on his dick as best I can without being too obvious, but he’s so damned thick. I end up mostly sucking the tip as he pulls out and shoves back in roughly, taking as much pleasure as he can.

While he face-fucks me, he plays with my body, tweaking and pinching my nipples. He also lets his hand drift down occasionally and finger my soppy snatch.

With the frenzy of movements and his fat cock filling my mouth, I’m fully awake now but feigning being asleep and the rush of excitement I feel sends shivers through me.

I hear his breathing deepening, almost labored, and I know he’s close to cumming. Now I know I can suck him to completion, and I’m ready to take his load deep in my throat when he yanks his cock free of my mouth.

Now in my foggy state, I’m afraid he’s going to leave without either of us reaching climax, and I slowly open my eyes and reach up and grasp at his forearm.

The sudden movement startles him and he takes a small step back.

“Don’t stop,” I plead in a soft voice. “I want you to fuck me.”

He only hesitates a few seconds, then he goes for it. He’s all in and moving faster, rougher and more aggressive than before.

With quick, deliberate movements, he pulls upwards on the taut flesh of my inner thigh, giving him open access to my wet pussy. He positions his massive cock at my slit, dips the tip in and smears my wetness before thrusting his hips firmly and shoving into me.

I cannot believe he’s in me, filling me up, and he’s not even all the way in.

Yet.

I do everything I can to contain my feelings, to keep from screaming out or squealing with relief and pleasure.

I’m soaking wet and ready, and he has managed to push his entire length into my snatch. Once there, his tip hits an erotic spot I’ve never felt before.

Deep inside of me.

I position myself to one side slightly so he can more easily pound me to orgasm. He pile drives into me, settling into a steady rhythm while he builds his momentum. He grunts and groans with every thrust.

I can feel my tight twat stretch to accommodate his considerable girth. It feels so damned good I want to rock my hips against him, bucking up off the bed to meet his force. I want to find his sexy lips and give him a blistering kiss while I clutch to him, raking my fingernails along his broad, hard muscled back.

I lift myself up slightly, but he pushes me back, stares down at me in the near pitch black darkness and shoves his cock into me once more, hard and balls deep.

Leaning in, his hard chest against my fleshy breasts, he lifts my knees upwards on either side of him. All the while he’s plowing me like something could interrupt us at any moment and kill his momentum.

And it could.

Because Kendra could wake up at any moment and catch us right there in the act.

I worry the noise will be too much even though Kendra is usually a sound sleeper and she had drank wine before bedtime as well.

But Tyler doesn’t seem to be bothered. He continues to pound me as he takes us both closer and closer to climax.

He’s banging me hard, striking my little pleasure center so precisely I know I’m close to orgasm, and I imagine he is too.

He’s making little grunting sounds, and I reach up and clamp a hand over his mouth to stifle the sound.

He continues riding me fast and furious until he can hold back no longer, suddenly he’s sputtering against my hand and shooting the first blast of his warm, creamy cum deep into my eager pussy.

Once the first spurt hits the target, I lose it. Everything unwinds as my sexual tension unfurles. My orgasm explodes, and I moan, trying to stay as quiet as I can while he continues to bang away at my pussy fucking me through my climax.

Once he’s finished unloading inside me, he rolls off and lays beside me, holding my body close to his.

“Enjoy it?” he asked, his lips against my ear.

“Uh-huh, you know it,” I whispered.

“It was fucking amazing,” he said, sounding pleased.

After giving me a little kiss on the lips, Tyler left, and I drifted off into a satisfied sleep sometime in the wee hours of the morning. When I awakened sunlight shone through the window and I threw an arm across my eyes to shield the light.

Kendra was already up and had just finished her shower, seeming none the wiser about what had happened between me and her brother during the night… and I wasn’t about to tell her.

***

Once we’d all showered and dressed, we met up in the kitchen for breakfast. After a few

The only appliance either of us knew how to use, we sat together at the breakfast bar eating awful boxed waffles and drinking shitty coffee that Kendra threw together. I sat beside Tyler, between him and his sister. He and I were laughing and cutting up.

Tyler and I played it cool, pretending like nothing had happened between us last night. Kendra was clueless, and I had a feeling Tyler wanted to keep it that way.

“There’s another party down the street tonight,” Kendra announced. “Liv just texted me.”

“Really?” Tyler sounded underwhelmed, but he looked directly at me and gave me a little cocky look.

I wondered if he was up for a second round of sleep sex tonight. I knew I was…

“So, are you going to the party?” I asked Tyler, already thinking of having his hands all over me.

He shrugged and smirked like a real dick. “I dunno,” he hedged. “I think I may have other plans.”

“Okay,” I tried to hide my disappointment. I turned to Kendra. “So what do you think? Are you up for it?”

“Mom and Dad’ll be back,” she worried, “but if they get back early, I’m all in.”

“Good,” I said, and leaned back, holding my mug of awful but steaming coffee between my hands, feeling the warmth and thinking of the warmth I felt between my legs last night with Tyler tonguing my pussy…

Tyler looked at me weirdly as I let my tongue lick along the handle of the mug. I smiled at him and didn’t say a word. I figured he’d get the hint.

But I’d just have to wait and see…

Chapter Four

After a night of heavy partying at a friend's house, Kendra and I staggered home to her folks place, which was, conveniently, just down the street from the house party. We staggered down the dimly lit street, leaving the noise of the party behind us as we made our way along the sidewalk.

Finally we reached Kendra's house, and made our way up the walk toward the front door.

We trudged up the steps, leaning on each other and giggling like naughty school girls and not the serious students of business economics we hoped to be when we started college.

We fumbled with the keys in the semi-darkness of the small stoop, each trying to get a hold of them, still giggling at our drunken antics. We carried on at this for a while, not caring that the noise we were making was echoing through the night, waking the neighbor's dog and sending him into a fit of barking at our nonsense.

We were sure we almost had the key in the lock when the door swung open and Kendra's brother stood there, half-asleep, hair tousled from sleep. He gave us a hard look, mumbled something under his breath, then suppressed a yawn as he stood there in his pajama bottoms, shirtless and looking like a sexy dessert I could eat right up!

I wanted to reach out and touch him and more, but I was too stinking drunk to do any of it.

Feeling the weight of my eyelids growing heavier with each passing second, I stumbled my way towards the living room just off the entryway. I bumped into something. Unfortunately, not Tyler, and I felt myself propelled forward, wondering briefly where I’d land. I suspected the hardwood floor with a nasty thud, but I landed on something soft instead.

And it wasn’t Tyler.

Not that he’s soft. Or that I’d want him to be. Truth is, that’s the last thing I’d want. The harder the better.

Nope, I landed on what felt like the sofa. I collapsed onto it, my body sinking into the soft comfort beneath me. With a contented sigh, I closed my eyes. I lay there for a split second, motionless, before I started to fade out towards complete unconsciousness.

While I was fading, I heard light, draggy footsteps going up the stairs. Kendra heading to her room. I didn’t hear a second set of steps on the stairs.

I wondered where Tyler had gone…

***

Sometime during the night, I heard heavy footsteps on the hardwood floor and felt someone closeby. Standing right over me. I figured it was Tyler wanting to go at it again, wanting another piece. I knew he got a huge turn on from me being asleep when he initiated things. Some guys, and even girls, find sleep sex hot. I know I do. Now that I’ve experienced it, especially with a guy so smoking hot I melt every time he touches me!

Anyways, even in my inebriated state, in a drowsy sleepy lull, I knew someone had entered the room and had come over to me and stood there.

All I had to do was wait.

It seemed to take forever before I felt two big hands pushing me over onto my back…

I vaguely remember my breathing going all funny as I felt someone's thick, rough fingers graze my skin as they trailed up my thigh. It felt thrilling, just being touched. I felt like I was caught in a deep dream state where I was aware that something was happening to me, but it felt like a dream. Motionless, I lay there and let the hands feel me up. In some sort of awareness, without actually thinking or remembering what he'd said earlier, I believe it is Tyler. 

He pulls my legs off the edge of the sofa and spreads them wide. His hands slide up my body, sending a shiver through me. He unbuttons my blouse and slips it off. Next he unfastens my shorts and slides them down, leaving me wearing nothing but my sports bra and pink panties.

He fingers me. First through the thin material of my silky panties. Then he slips a finger under the leg of my panties and makes direct contact with my pussy, discovering my wetness. He plays along my slit, smearing my pussy juice.

He pulls his fingers out suddenly, and I remember a sudden ripple of fear tearing through me, afraid he is going to stop. Then I hear him licking and sucking noisily on his fingers. “Mmm,” he hums.

Dirty. Just the thought of Tyler licking my pussy juices off his fingers made me want to cum for him.

He slips off my panties, slides them down my legs and off my legs. I hear him inhaling deeply. I imagine him sniffing my panties. My pussy clenches. I feel the wetness seeping even in my sleep.

Next I feel his hands on my bare shoulders, lightly caressing. Then his hands slip down and knead my tits through my bra. Oh, even in my dulled state, it feels amazing. I want him to touch my bare breasts, pinch and suckle my nipples.

As if he were reading my mind, he suddenly grabs the bottom of my sports bra and lifts it until he pulls it up, over my head and off. My full breasts give a little bounce as if begging for his attention.

And he goes right for them, giving them his full attention as he caresses them softly, then kneads them in his hands before finally taking a nipple in his mouth and suckling. He tongues my nipple softly at first then harder, even nibbling at the aroused tip with his teeth.

It feels so freaking good I moan in my sleep.

When that happens, he pulls back. But, then, as if realizing I’m still asleep, he swerves back at it and takes turns sucking one of my tits and then the other.

It feels heavenly, and I don’t want it to end.

But soon he is kissing my cheek before trailing kisses over and brushing his lips against mine in a soft but hungry kiss. Mmm. It’s nice. I want more, but I know there is time for that later… if Tyler sticks around after I wake up.

He pushes my thighs apart. I feel his warm breath, his mouth only inches above my mound. Mmm, so close.

He traces a finger around my mound, then along my slit, playing in my wetness. He lets his finger dip just inside, and even in my inebriated state, a part of me wishes he would shove it in and wiggle it about until I am so aroused I come and flood his hand with my juices.

But he just places his hands on either side of my mound and pushes my pussylips apart, giving me a few good licks of his warm, wet tongue up and down my aroused slit. Mmm. That’s so incredibly nice, and promises of things to come, bringing even sexier sensations surging through my body.

He fingers my pussy a bit longer while tweaking my excited little clit with his thumb. Oh, yeah. Then, when I least expect it is going to happen, he leans in and begins lapping at my pussy, smacking his lips at the taste of my flowing juices. The frenzied movements of his tongue and the excitement I feel almost bring me to orgasm.

But that’s when he pulls back, like he instinctively knows I’m about to explode…

He climbs onto the sofa, straddling me, one hard muscled thigh on either side of my body. Then he waggles his cock in my face, under my nose. I can smell the manly musk of him, and it makes me want to reach out and grab him and stuff his fat cock into my mouth… sucking it down my throat.

But I don’t. I know better. If I did that, I’d spoil the fantasy, and I can’t risk that. Not now. I want to cum. But more than that, I want him to cum inside me.

He holds his cock in his hand and drags it across my mouth, smearing my lips with his salty-sweet pre-cum. Yum. I part my lips slightly and let the tip of my tongue flick across his slit, and just as I did this…

He shoves his stiff, thick cock between my lips and pushes it into my mouth and down my throat while I am still someplace between fully asleep and nearly awake.

He thrusts his hips, fucking my mouth to get the pleasure he seeks. He keeps at this for a while, his breathing deepening. When he is making little grunts, he pulls out as if afraid he will lose his shit and shoot his wad right there.

I almost wish he had. Even in my sleepy state, I can feel my pussy clench like mad at having his cock in my mouth, his heavy balls bumping against my chin. The thought of having Tyler’s thick, warm cum flooding my mouth and throat thrilled me beyond belief.

The juices dripping from my pussy were proof of that.

He eases himself down off the sofa, and leans back on his haunches, taking deep, even breaths as if thinking the situation over. I wonder if he is thinking about not going any further, abandoning the whole idea right then and there.

But he doesn’t.

When his breathing quietens, he climbs back on the sofa with me and he lifts my legs, places them against his shoulders while positioning the tip of his cock against my wet slit, dipping in just a little at first. Then, with a guttural groan, he shoves inside me, filling my tight twat while stretching it even wider than before. It’s like he’s inside me for the first time.

“Fuck me, Tyler,” I say sleepily.

He only grunts.

And goes at it. He jackhammers into me like a well honed machine, slamming me back against the sofa. He’s like a man possessed, fucking me harder and rougher than our first time together a couple nights ago. He thrusts his hips like the tip of his stiff dick is trying to hit a target, and it does every time he shoves back into me. He hits my sweet spot again and again, driving me closer to orgasm. The friction between us is freaking amazing, and he keeps riding me he wild abandon while the heat between us rises… hotter and hotter.

By now I’m wide awake and reaching out to grasp his strong arms which are wrapped around my legs, holding me in place while he pounds me.

When he reaches a point where he’s grunting and panting, close to climaxing, he lets go of my legs and they slip down on either side of him. I wrap them around his waist and pull him into me deeper and deeper until he can’t stand it any longer and cums, sputtering streams of thick cum into my pussy, filling me up with his creamy, warm load.

He continues to bang me so hard that I finally lose it, too, and my orgasm erupts and then winds through me in a million directions as my juices flood, squeezing out around the incredible thickness of his rod. Our juices co-mingle and spurt out each time he rams into me.

When we finish coming, he pulls out of me. He lays against me, still breathing hard. After a while, his breathing calms as mine does and he leans in and gives me a deep, urgent kiss on the lips.

With that he gets off the couch. I reach for him, but he’s gone. Exhausted, I lay there enjoying the sensations still pulsing through my young body… until I drift back off to sleep…

Chapter Five

The next morning I awoke to find I was covered by a soft blanket, and under that blanket I was completely naked!

The smells of breakfast, toasting bread and bacon wafted in from the kitchen, and I was more than a bit relieved that no one was in this part of the house.

I raised up enough to see my clothes strewn on the floor in front of the sofa. I reached down and found my blouse, sports bra and my cutoff jean shorts.

But not my favorite pink panties.

I felt around and even leaned my head off the edge of the sofa, but my panties weren’t there. I ran my hand along the front of the sofa, under the edge, just in case my panties had gotten shoved beneath.

But I came up with nothing.

I lay back and dressed beneath the blanket, pushing it off to fasten my shorts and finish buttoning my blouse.

I stood and went into the hallway. Hmmm, I looked almost presentable. I raked a hand through my tousled hair and made my way into the kitchen.

Only Kendra’s dad was in there, and he was making breakfast.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” Richard said with a wide smile on his handsome face.

I tried to smile even though I felt the effects of a hangover. “‘Morning,” I said, sounding sleepy and stifling a yawn.

“Looks like you’re ready for a good breakfast,” he commented.

I gave a half-shrug. I felt more like hurling, but I wasn’t about to say it. “Guess so.”

“Sit down, I’ll get you some juice, eggs, bacon and a couple pieces of toast.”

“Okay.” I slid onto one of the barstools in front of the island.

He took a plate from the island, turned back towards the stove and began plating my food.

That’s when I noticed something was out of place–or maybe I should say something was in a place it shouldn’t be.

Something pink.

My favorite pink panties peeked out the pocket of his jeans, just a sliver, but enough I could see that this was indeed my panties. I would know them anywhere, even in my best friend’s dad’s pocket.

I turned, holding the plate, saw my expression and immediately reached a hand to shove my panties deeper Into his pocket.

Our eyes met and locked.

His lips curved into a naughty little smile. Cocky asshole! Like father, like son.

A little ripple of excitement fluttered through my stomach. A secret thrill ran through me. He wanted me to know it had been him… and that he’d kept my soiled panties for a souvenir.

But I didn’t care. It had been an amazing night. I did feel a little stab of regret that my second encounter with sleep sex had not been with my hopeless crush Tyler. I thought we might have something special, but oh well, his loss. Truth be told, his dad is even hotter.

I’d had a huge crush on Kendra’s dad when I was younger, but I never dreamed I’d be with him or that it’d happen the way it did… and I had a feeling it wouldn’t be the last time he had his way with me.

At least, I hoped not!

the end
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Chapter Five

The next morning I awoke to find I was covered by a soft blanket, and under that blanket I was completely naked!

The smells of breakfast, toasting bread and bacon wafted in from the kitchen, and I was more than a bit relieved that no one was in this part of the house.

I raised up enough to see my clothes strewn on the floor in front of the sofa. I reached down and found my blouse, sports bra and my cutoff jean shorts.

But not my favorite pink panties.

I felt around and even leaned my head off the edge of the sofa, but my panties weren’t there. I ran my hand along the front of the sofa, under the edge, just in case my panties had gotten shoved beneath.

But I came up with nothing.

I lay back and dressed beneath the blanket, pushing it off to fasten my shorts and finish buttoning my blouse.

I stood and went into the hallway. Hmmm, I looked almost presentable. I raked a hand through my tousled hair and made my way into the kitchen.

Only Kendra’s dad was in there, and he was making breakfast.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” Richard said with a wide smile on his handsome face.

I tried to smile even though I felt the effects of a hangover. “‘Morning,” I said, sounding sleepy and stifling a yawn.

“Looks like you’re ready for a good breakfast,” he commented.

I gave a half-shrug. I felt more like hurling, but I wasn’t about to say it. “Guess so.”

“Sit down, I’ll get you some juice, eggs, bacon and a couple pieces of toast.”

“Okay.” I slid onto one of the barstools in front of the island.

He took a plate from the island, turned back towards the stove and began plating my food.

That’s when I noticed something was out of place–or maybe I should say something was in a place it shouldn’t be.

Something pink.

My favorite pink panties peeked out the pocket of his jeans, just a sliver, but enough I could see that this was indeed my panties. I would know them anywhere, even in my best friend’s dad’s pocket.

I turned, holding the plate, saw my expression and immediately reached a hand to shove my panties deeper Into his pocket.

Our eyes met and locked.

His lips curved into a naughty little smile. Cocky asshole! Like father, like son.

A little ripple of excitement fluttered through my stomach. A secret thrill ran through me. He wanted me to know it had been him… and that he’d kept my soiled panties for a souvenir.

But I didn’t care. It had been an amazing night. I did feel a little stab of regret that my second encounter with sleep sex had not been with my hopeless crush Tyler. I thought we might have something special, but oh well, his loss. Truth be told, his dad is even hotter.

I’d had a huge crush on Kendra’s dad when I was younger, but I never dreamed I’d be with him or that it’d happen the way it did… and I had a feeling it wouldn’t be the last time he had his way with me.

At least, I hoped not!

Turns out, that was the least of my worries.

Epilogue:

A few weeks later, I noticed I’ve missed my period. Oh shit!

I buy a couple of pregnancy tests. I spend my afternoon in the bathroom peeing on them, I get the news I’ve been half-expecting. I’m pregnant.

Hmmm, I wonder if mine is the first sleep sex pregnancy? Maybe.

But what really makes me wonder is who’s the baby daddy–father or son?

It’ll definitely take a DNA test to sort this out. Guess I’ll just cross my fingers and my legs and hope it’s Tyler’s!

the end
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In realms of shadows, where daylight fades,

There rests a crow afront the old estate.

With feathers dressed in deepest ebony,

It perches on a gate, ancient and free.

A wrought iron masterpiece from days of old,

That stood the test of time, unraveling stories untold.

Its intricate swirls and curves enchant the eye,

A portal to a forgotten realm that defies.

The crow, a messenger from realms unseen,

With eyes as piercing as a moonlit dream.

Its wings, an ebony cloak unfurled,

Unveiling secrets of this ancient world.

It caws, a whispered echo down the lane,

Telling tales of old, lost in time's feign.

Of midnight rendezvous and whispered vows,

Of love real and imagined, forever endowed.

The gate, a guardian, solemn and serene,

Keeps watch over memories kept within its seam.

A silent observer of life's ebb and flow,

It guards the secrets only the wind may know.

Together they stand, crow and iron gate,

A mystic duo, a serenade of fate.

In harmony they dwell, both grim and grand,

A testament to history they forever withstand.

So, next time your eyes catch hold of their embrace,

Remember the stories woven in this sacred space.

For within the claw of a crow and gate interlaced,

Lies a world of wonder, secrets waiting to be displaced.
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Verity O’Connor felt she was spending much too many hours in her cramped flat since her recent unemployment. She could not afford to go out to meet friends for dinner or to take in a show in downtown London. Or do much of anything really. Soon she wouldn’t be able to afford her dinky apartment either.

Lately, the highlight of her days lately was seeing Sooty on the fire escape, waiting for a handout. She fed the small malnourished black cat a bit of old bread and ham, even though her own meals were getting smaller and would soon be scarce. She gave the cat a quick rub behind the ears, listened for its grateful meow and steady purring. She realized it might be the last time she saw Sooty, and she hoped her elderly neighbor would look after the needy feline after she was gone…

There was no guarantee that she would find employment anytime soon, but she was hopeful.

She had come across a small advertisement in a Holmfirth newspaper. Since her employer, a wealthy businessman, had retired recently, she found herself in need of employment. For a while she had pursued the job offerings with a certain air of disconnect, mainly because there were so few openings for secretarial assistants, especially in the immediate area. But now, as weeks passed and her savings dwindled, she felt a growing urgency to find employment.

Verity spent the better part of a weekend reading and rereading the newspaper advert;

Private Secretary for a sprawling country estate. Top salary and board in a fine old English manor house. Single and unattached, young lady, aged eighteen to twenty-five. Please include a recent photograph with credentials and forward to Mrs. Evelyn Winter, Winterhaven Manor, Leeds.

At first Verity had dismissed the whole idea out of hand, thinking it wasn’t for her. She had not considered a drastic move to such a remote area. Even though she told herself the position was not the employment she sought, the advert kept popping back in her mind.

At twenty-three, she was of eligible age, and, she thought with a trace of wistfulness, undeniably unattached. Alone in the world with little family left, Verity had no obligations to anyone and was free to do as she chose.

There had been someone, but that had ended. Long ago. But not nearly long enough.

In all honesty, Verity felt the advert sounded too good to be true. Yet someone had gone to the effort and the expense to run it and make such claims. She knew it could well be a come on and lead to something less than savory, but, even so, she wrote a careful application, included a fairly recent photograph, and sent it off.

She trusted that she could sniff out a scheme if this proved to be such. Besides there would certainly be other applicants and she might not even be chosen. Yet, knowing this, she could not stop herself from daydreaming that this opportunity would change her life forever.

* * *

Verity had half-expected a suitable position for her to turn up in London, but her prospects proved few and far between and most undesirable, low paying or highly inappropriate.

Nearly three weeks later, when Verity had completely put the application for the job from her mind, a reply arrived in the morning mail.

Outwardly It was ordinary enough, she decided. But when she opened the envelope, what caught her attention immediately was the inclusion of a cheque, providing funds to cover her travel expenses. Verity had not expected that and she had been caught off guard, as if her potential employer were being presumptive or even a bit aggressive.

I would much appreciate the opportunity to entertain you at my home, Mrs. Winter had written, and if you find life at Winterhaven Manor desirable, you would be most welcome to join our happy little family.

The Dales sounded welcoming… like a welcome change after what she’d experienced in London. The countryside plus a paying position would be like being paid to be on holiday. At the very least it would remind her of her humble Irish upbringing.

So, Verity decided that she would make the journey for what she presumed would be an employment examination. She had sent a wire to Mrs. Winter accepting the invitation and, arranging, if there were no conflicts by either party, to make the trip for a preliminary visit the following week, mid-week because she felt it might be a more leisurely pace by train without the rush of those going out of the bustling city for a peaceful weekend.

That Wednesday, Mrs. Winter’s driver, Ned Blackburn, met her at the train depot to drive her to the Winter Estate by horse-drawn carriage.

The carriage appeared clean and well-kept, Verity noticed immediately when the driver had held her hand and helped her up into her seat. Old but well-kept. Probably, she thought, maintained by Ned himself.

She studied Ned Washburn’s profile. She wondered how old the man was. He appeared to be in his forties, maybe fifty, she decided, dark skin, a rough exterior with kind eyes. But he looked like he could handle himself if the occasion arose, stocky and tough like so many of the men she’d known, like her father, who dwelled in the country.

The countryside of the Dales appeared lush and green, definitely reminding her of her childhood Irish home and a welcome change from the gritty concrete and busy streets of the city. The Winter Manor itself stood a huge stone monstrosity, cold and foreboding. Still, Verity imagined it would be warm and welcoming inside.

Verity stood before the big door and clanked the heavy lionhead’s door knocker.

The maid, Hortense, answered the door and invited her in. Verity followed the tall, slender woman into the hallway.

“You are only here to see only Mrs. Winter?” Hortense asked, seeming confused. “Not young Master Jameson?”

Now Verity found herself confused. She shook her head. “No, no, just the lady of the house,” she answered. “I’m here for a job interview with Mrs. Winter. I didn’t know Mrs. Winter had a son.”

Hortense smiled, relieved. “You wouldn’t, would you?” She giggled self-consciously, looked down at the floor as if afraid she was saying too much. “Being new here and all. Her son is young Master Jameson Winter. You can ask Mrs. Winter about him.”

Verity wondered if she would be expected to do tasks for the son as well, especially if he were a younger child, possibly just a small lad . Perhaps that was the reasoning behind the substantial pay for the lowly position. “Why? Is there something I should know?”

“Oh, no,” Hortense said, not too convincing. “I-I just meant… well, he’s away right now, and you should meet him when he returns.”

“Is there something wrong with him? Is he ill?”

“Not the way you mean,” Hortense told her. “He’s… well… you’ll get to meet him soon enough and you can see for yourself. I really shouldn’t say anything.” She gave a shaky little laugh. “Mrs. Winter would skin me alive if she knew I said anything at all.”

With that, the brief conversation ended, and Hortense led Verity down the corridor to meet Mrs. Evelyn Winter.

When the maid showed her into the parlor and announced her arrival, Mrs. Winter had greeted her in and showed her around the office, which was on the main floor, just off the main hallway. It had been her husband’s study, the place where he did his work and spent most of his time, and ultimately the place where he had succumbed to a fatal heart attack.

Verity was surprised at how youthful the older woman seemed. Aside from her blonde hair being swept up in a bun the way an older woman might wear it and dressing in older period clothing, Evelyn Winter could almost have passed for her sister. She wondered if Mr. Winter had been an older man when they were married, but she quickly dismissed the idea as unimportant and having no relevance on her working at the estate, whether true or not.

“There is much in the way of work,” Mrs. Winter sounded apologetic, “which is why I am paying so highly. You do look like you would be up to the task, I must say.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Winter.” Verity smiled. She reminded the older woman that she had not yet accepted the position.

“But I am hopeful you will,” Mrs. Winter exuded a certain confidence that transcended wishful thinking.

Verity was taken aback noticeably when Mrs. Winter disclosed her salary. The amount was substantially more than she earned at her former position, and her board would also be inclusive. She would be able to buy nice clothes and even save for a luxury holiday to some warm dry climate, she decided.

“Do you have family living at Winterhaven as well?” Verity asked, remembering what the maid had said.

“My son, he’s away on holiday,” Evelyn Winter told her. “He’s expected to return within the week. He’s such a free-spirit, so who knows. He does like to travel.”

Verity smiled. “That’s something we have in common,” she admitted, although she had not been able to do much traveling prior to coming to the Dales, her time and means being limited. Perhaps here things would be different.

“I can’t wait for you to meet him,” Mrs. Winter said, a note of pride in her voice at discussing her beloved son. “He’s about your age, and I’m sure you two will get on well.”

So he wasn’t a child, after all. This came as a relief to Verity. “I’d like very much to meet him,” Verity said, wondering if Mrs. Winter planned to do a bit of matchmaking. She hoped not. Not that she wasn’t ready for another chance at romance, she just wasn’t sure it’d ever be wise to get involved with her employer's son.

There was no further mention of Jameson and the conversation returned to the position on offer with no further mention of the absent son.

Mrs. Winter explained Verity’s duties would include, should she accept the position, which included completing paperwork to run the estate, sorting and filing, and a bit of typing the older woman’s memoirs.

Verity nodded, taking Mrs. Winter at her word.

After a nice tea with pleasant conservation and pastries, served by the cook, an elderly, shriveled woman who looked like she’d had a hard life, Verity thanked Mrs. Winter for her hospitality. She assured the older woman that she would contact her by wire as soon as she had reached a decision, but Verity knew before she left the premises of the grand estate that she would be back. She spent the train ride back to London thinking about how she could immerse herself in the countryside, maybe get to know Mrs. Winter’s son better, and forget Daniel was ever an important part of her life. 

* * *

After Verity had left for the train station in the company of Ned Blackburn, Evelyn Winter tapped on the wall panel beside the massive stone fireplace in the living room.

The panel slid open and a handsome, lanky young man dressed in a dark suit stood there.

Evelyn glanced around to make certain they were alone before she spoke. “What did you think of her? Verity O’Connor?” she asked

The young man shrugged. “She has a pretty face, Mother, but I couldn’t see much of her body beneath all those… those loose garments!”

Evelyn frowned. She had hoped for a better reaction from her picky son Jameson. She heaved a sigh. “Son, you can’t sample the merchandise before we seal the deal,” she reminded him.

He rolled his eyes insolently. “I know, Mother. I’m just saying what I think because you asked.”

Her facial expression lightened. “I know, son, but if you could overhear our conversation, you know I have already offered her the position.”

“Without waiting for my reaction?” he complained.

She nodded. “I felt I had to,” she explained, “before someone else snatched her away from us. I’m quite taken with her myself. She’s qualified, but more than that she’s a lovely person. I think she will be perfect.”

“That’s what you said about the others.”

“But they weren’t Verity O’Connor, my dear son. She’s a very special young woman.”

* * *

The following day, a dreary rainy morning in the city, Verity had made her way along the street, umbrella in hand, to the telegraph office and wired Mrs. Winter that she would be accepting the position. She waited for a reply, which came much sooner than she’d expected.

And just like that the securement of her employment was set.

She’d practically skipped back to her old flat, oblivious to the rain, and started packing immediately. Verity felt she was ready to take on whatever duties her new employment presented, but what the maid had said about Jameson Winter nagged at her. Finally she decided that the maid may have been exaggerating–or lying. People do, she knew. Daniel had lied to her again and again.

It was then that she decided to take a break from her packing and have a nice warm cup of tea. While she drank her tea, she decided that nothing in Leeds could ever be as awful as her life had been in the city.

* * *

Stiff driver Ned Blackburn met Verity at the train station upon her return, this time to stay. He greeted her politely enough and carried her baggage to the awaiting horse-drawn carriage.

The journey through the countryside had been even more pleasant than when Verity visited the area for the first time, and soon the imposing structure of Winterhaven Manor came into view.

Ned helped her down from the carriage and followed her with her bags.

The huge door of the manor was opened by someone with a familiar face. Hortense stood there, beaming at her and welcoming her back.

Verity thanked her, returned her smile. She had expected Mrs. Winter would be there to welcome her.

“The missus is resting right now,” Hortense told her, “and I am to show you to your room and make sure you’re settled in and comfortable.”

Hortense led her up the grand staircase just off the entryway, and she climbed carefully holding to the ornate rail, with Ned close behind, bringing her bags. 

Once they reached the room that was to be Verity’s, Ned set down the baggage and left.

The room was a corner room, just off the top of the stairs, and facing the front of the huge house. She could see the front garden and driveway from one window and the small side garden to the right of the house from the other.

“The room is lovely,” Verity gushed, taking in the dark hardwood floor, the luxurious satin drapes and the brass bed with its invitingly plump mattress.

“You should have ample closet space,” Hortense said, pointing to the door in the corner.

Verity nodded. “Very good,” she said, because, although she did not have a lot of belongings at the moment, she planned to make some purchases with the sizable salary Mrs. Winter would be paying her. Her eyes suddenly fell on something that caught her attention. “Is that built in?” she asked, pointing to the huge, full-length mirror on the wall beside the closet door. She had never seen one built in.

Hortense hesitated, then spoke, “Yes, it’s an old mirror that belonged to Mrs. Winter’s late husband’s grandfather who built Winterhaven. The frame was crumbling so there was a hole cut in the wall to fit it.”

“Oh,” Verity said, still thinking it odd. She decided it’d be convenient when dressing and did not think more of it.

*  *  *

Behind the built-in mirror, Jameson Winter stood taking in the whole expanse of Verity’s room. In the small dark storage room, the tall, lanky lad licked his lips when he saw the beautiful young woman with the long, dark hair and curvy figure.

He waited with fidgety impatience until Hortense excused herself, then he watched closely, captivated, as the lovely young woman unpacked her bag. He watched her movements intently as her body swayed while she unpacked this item and that.

When Verity finished she plopped herself onto the lace and satin covered bed, her supple body sinking into the softness.

Jameson’s breath clutched in his throat when he saw Verity’s skirt had rode up when she landed on the bed. He could see the material of her stockings stretched across her buttocks and mound. A glimpse of darkness shone through the thin material, which he was fairly certain was the hair of her pussy.

Jameson licked his lips again and massaged the tented bulge in the front of his britches.

Suddenly Verity sat up, threw her legs off the edge of the bed and went to the closet. She took out a silky, maroon-colored frock, held it up to her body in front of the built-in mirror and admired herself briefly before laying the garment on the chair beside the bed.

Facing the mirror, she began to unbutton her white linen blouse, slowly revealing her brassiere-encased breasts.

The young man’s mouth felt dry, and he opened his mouth, flicked his tongue out in excited little licks. 

Verity’s skin looked taut with youth but smooth as she pushed the blouse off her bare shoulders. She unfastened her bra, slowly slid out of it, and chucked it aside. Her breasts came into full view with a slight, firm bounce.

The sight made the young man swallow so hard he almost gasped.

Jameson put a hand against the glass as if he wanted to reach out and touch them. They were so close, he wished she would press them against the mirror. But she only ran her fingers over her nipples,

She hefted her tits as if wondering how they would look in the dress she had selected. After giving them a quick squeeze, she slid her hands down her stomach to her waist and began unbuttoning her skirt.

Jameson held his breath impatiently waiting until Verity shoved her skirt down and stepped out of it. After giving it a half-fold, she tossed it onto the bed.

Jameson stared wide-eyed and unblinking.

Her nicely curved hips were tightly enshrined in the taut fabric of her thin stockings. Pulling in her stomach, she slid her fingers under the waistband, shimmied her hips and, with some effort, forced the garment down her hips, down her shapely legs and off her feet and toes.

Jameson squeezed his hardness again as she straightened up in front of the mirror wearing nothing but her white cotton panties. She hooked her delicate fingers in the waistband of her panties and slowly wiggled them down her hips, along her smooth legs and off.

When she straightened up, Jameson could see the thick bush of hair between her legs, and her puffy, needy lips. He fixed his eyes on her creamy white thighs and the drooling pink slit between them.

Jameson tugged at the front of his britches, unzipped them, gripped the thick shaft of the cock that leapt out snake-like and enormous. His hand slithered along the length of the long rod with firm, eager squeezes.

Verity stared at herself in the mirror. She suddenly hugged herself, pushing her tits close together and up as her arms enveloped them.There was a smile on her ruby lips.  It appeared as if she were celebrating something, as if she were happy to be where she was…

Jameson drew in his breath sharply. His hand began to stroke his cock harder, more frenzied, his excitement building.

Suddenly, Verity dropped her arms to her sides and turned, walking to the bed. There, she lay down, and rolled on her back, staring up at the ceiling with its small but ornate ceiling medallion. She spread her legs wide, stretching her thighs until her delicate pink slit opened as if gasping for attention.

Verity traced a finger along her vaginal slit. She repeated the move again and again, dipping her fingers into her wetness and pushing between her pussylips deeper and deeper until she was literally fucking her fingers.

The sight of her body’s frenzied movements aroused him even more, and he felt his penis lengthen and raise up heavily for attention. He stroked along the thick, rigid shaft and squeezed the spongy-hard mushroomed head as his breathing deepened and his excitement grew.

Jameson watched her pleasuring herself, watched her nicely rounded buttocks lift up off the bed, bucking wildly then sinking back down. He watched as Verity took her other hand and began to squeeze and stroke her aroused little clit. Her eyes closed, her breathing deepened as her mouth opened, panting, as the tip of her pink tongue licked out against her bottom lip.

Jameson breathed harder seeing the display and movements of the young woman on the other side of the mirror. His body stiffened, his hand moved like lightning along his hard prick. He grunted as his body began to shudder at the approach of his orgasm.

Verity continued her machination to bring deepening pleasure to herself until she reached a peak where she could stand it no longer, and she bounced up and down on the bed, gasping and writhing as she came.

In response to the orgasmic chaos that had overtaken Verity, Jameson’s hips began to involuntarily buck, slowly at first and then with hard thrusts as he came. He made low guttural sounds deep in his throat as the pent up cum pushed through the slit at the end of his cock and flooded his hand.

“Uh… ah,” he grunted as he reached full release just as Verity seemed to, her body wracked with waves of orgasm as she climaxed and pleasurable sensations flowed through her body.

Jameson watched as Verity closed her eyes and her body relaxed. He saw the pussy juices draining from her pussy, and he said, “Next time I’ll be the one who makes you cum.” he drew in his breath at the thought. “Yes, I am going to fuck you,” he muttered to himself. “Just wait and see.”
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Evelyn Winter ascended the wide, ornate staircase, she started towards her suite, then paused, thought better of it, and knocked on the wall panel that served as the door of the small, hidden room just off the landing.

Jameson slid the panel open, saw his mother and exited, pulling the panel back into place behind him.

“We should talk,” she said in what was almost a whisper.

The handsome, dark-haired young man nodded. “I wanted to tell you–”

She put a finger to her lips. “Ssssh!” she hushed him as if he were a small child. “Come with me. We’ll talk in my room in private without any chance of being heard.

Jameson obeyed her instructions.

She closed the door and turned to him once they were in her bed chamber. “Did you see her?” she asked, a tinge of excitement in her voice. “What did you think?”

“You have great taste, Mother.”

She smiled, pleased by his compliment. "You liked her appearance then?"

He grinned. "Much more than the last one."

His mother sighed. “Oh, well, you scared that one away, and we cannot have that happening this time. Understand?”

He nodded. “Yes, Mother.”

Evelyn sank onto a chaise lounge in front of her dressing table, took An ornate snuff box from a silver tray on a side table and took just a bit.

"What was she doing?" she asked, savoring the pungent tobacco.

“You know, girly things, unpacking.”

Evelyn smiled. "Undressing?"

"Um," Jameson said. "She revealed it all."

Evelyn stared at her son. "Did she?" She sounded interested.

“Yes, completely naked.”

"What did you do?" she said softly, a note of disapproval in her voice. "I suppose you pleasured yourself while you watched her."

The young man's face flushed scarlet, then he hung his head, mumbled, "Yes, Mother. I guess I shouldn’t have…"

"It's all right, Willie dear," she said softly, “I know you’ve been… ah… frustrated since the others did not work out.”

He nodded and perched himself on the edge of the chaise next to her legs.

She savored the snuff taste in silence for a moment, then stared at Jameson and asked, curiously but softly, "What did she do after she'd undressed?"

His face flushed even redder, then he grinned. "What you said before, Mother."

Her eyes widened with uncertainty. "Ah… masturbation?"

He nodded, seeming to relish his mother’s appalled reaction. "She pleasured herself."

Evelyn drew in her breath. "That’s not what I expected.” She sounded disappointed in her new hire.

"Well, it’s true."

Evelyn leaned forward, patted his hand. "I didn’t doubt you.”

“I know. She surprised me too. She seems a bit of a wild one herself.”

She stared at him. “And you’re okay with that?”

Jameson nodded. “I don’t think I’m in a position to complain.”

“I suppose not.” She leaned back against the chaise. “Funny, she didn’t strike me as the type. She seemed so quiet. Guess you never know.”

“It’s always the quiet ones,” he agreed.

“I guess you would know,” she said almost under her breath.

“When can I have my way with her, Mother?”

She set her jaw firmly as if she wished the question had not come up. “Soon, I suppose. We’ll have to see. I’ve invited Dr. Stravinsky to tea tonight so he can meet her.”

Jameson looked pleased. "Then it’ll go smoothly, like before?"

Evelyn shrugged. “I hope so. Dr. Stravinsky voices his concerns every time, but he’ll do what I tell him to.”

“Yes, I know. I heard him last time.” He paused in thought. “So, he’ll bring the sedative then? He’ll take care of her just like he did the last one?”

"I suppose so," Evelyn said, her voice sounding distant. "We’ll know soon enough, son."
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Verity spent the afternoon resting from her long journey from London. She had drifted off to sleep sometime in the afternoon. When she awakened she washed up in the basin by the window, admiring the beautiful red roses in bloom below in the side garden.

While she washed, brushing her tender flesh with the cloth, feelings the same stirrings of excitement that had gripped her before, just after her arrival. She had brought herself to completion, and had added to the exhaustion she already felt from the journey. But it had also reminded her of what she was missing now that Daniel was no longer in her life. She had to accept he would never be back. He could not change, and she could not accept him as he was… 

Goodbye Daniel! Finally she was free of him forever. No longer would she be reminded of him everywhere she went in the city. Of course, a part of her would always miss him. She had resigned herself to that.

She had enjoyed their lovemaking, but it was more than that, she knew. She had enjoyed ‘them’. She had enjoyed Daniel being a part of her life, being with her, being hers.

Only he wasn’t hers. Even in the bedroom, he wasn’t only hers…

Whatever had been lacking in Daniel, he had been a most generous lover. Now she knew other women found that out as well. He couldn’t seem to control himself when it came to a pretty woman. Some men are that way.

She sighed. Funny, how she’d thought they were perfect for each other. Others thought so too. And it remained that way–until his other activities started to come between them, when she noticed he was neglecting her and her needs.

That’s when she started to doubt that they were made for each other…

There would be someone else someday, she told herself. She had always believed there was one perfect match for everyone. Of course it might take longer to find her perfect match here in the less populated, rural areas of the Dales.

If there weren’t fewer men here, they were certainly less accessible.

Her thoughts were scattered by a knock at the door. She got to her feet, pulled on a robe and answered the door.

“I hope I didn’t awaken you,” Hortense said, glancing down.

“No, no, I-I was just about to get ready for dinner,” Verity told her, slightly embarrassed at what she had actually just done. She sighed and pulled the robe tightly around her.

“Good,” the maid said, with an urgency in her voice. “The cook just gave me instructions that you are to be dressed and downstairs and seated in the dining room by six.”

“Is there some special reason?” Verity wondered out loud.

“Well, there will be a dinner guest,” Hortense announced, “but that’s not the reason. The lady of the house doesn’t appreciate tardiness. She’s been known to dole out punishment for those who violate her wishes.”

“I see,” Verity said and frowned at this bit of news. “Thank you, Hortense, I’ll try my best not to disappoint.”

“I’m sure you’ll be fine, Miss,” Hortense said and was on her way.

Verity closed the door and walked back into the room and sank into a sitting position on the edge of the bed. A guest, she mused. Who could it be? She immediately thought of the son, Jameson, and her heart leapt. Then she remembered his mother had said he was away on holiday. This guest would surely be a surprise to her, she decided, and she would know who this mystery guest was soon enough.

***

Verity hurriedly dressed for dinner in her maroon dress and black heels. She posed in front of the mirror and admired herself. She pushed back her dark hair, and, satisfied with her appearance, she headed down to the dining room.

Once she entered, everyone was seated around the table, which wasn’t sizable but large enough to accommodate twelve dinner guests, as it turned out it felt a little empty with the four of them seated across from each other.

“Verity, this is my family physician, Dr. Boris Stravinsky,” Evelyn Winter introduced them, “and this is my son, whom I told you about, Jameson. As it happens, he has returned early from his holiday, just in time to join us for dinner!”

“How wonderful,” Verity said and smiled. “So nice to meet you, Jameson.”

"Hi there," Jameson mumbled. His long arm reached forward, and she stared with mingled unease and fascination at the huge hand that seized hers in a strong grip. He was a big, strapping lad, lanky but dressed smartly in a dark, well-fitting suit, but he seemed off-putting.

Spoilt? Or socially inept? Verity couldn't be certain. But maybe it was because they were just meeting and did not know each other. With time, maybe he would lose the obvious awkwardness.

“How do you do, my dear?” the doctor spoke with a slight Russian accent, which Verity found alluring.

“Very well, thank you,” Verity said sweetly and smiled.

She turned to find Jameson staring at her, a displeased scowl on his face.

Once the introductions were complete, Verity noticed the lovely vase of roses in the center of the table. She was immediately captivated by their beauty. “How magnificent,” she said.

“Those are from Dr. Stravinsky,” Evelyn Winter told her. “He cut them in his new rose garden especially for your first dinner at Winterhaven. Aren’t they stunning?”

“Beautiful,” Verity agreed. “Thank you, Dr. Stravinsky.”

“You’re very welcome, my dear,” Dr. Stravinsky said, seeming pleased.

Verity took a moment while Dr. Stravinsky conversed with Evelyn Winter to study his profile. He was a handsome man, Verity decided, glancing at the deeply tanned face with its square jaw and firm lips that curved now in a pleasant smile. He exuded virility and a youthfullness despite his age, which Verity surmised was well beyond fifty.

The older man had an effect on Verity that she never expected, and she felt herself responding to him… to the way he looked at her. Mentally she dismissed Jameson as a potential lover, but she did not rule out the good doctor…

Mrs. Winter brought up Jameson’s travels, but the young man seemed unable to discuss any place he’d been, even destinations he’d traveled to recently. He didn’t seem very talkative, and Verity soon gave up trying to carry on a meaningful conversation with him. He noticed, gave her dirty, frustrated stares, and sulked like a petulant child.

She hoped they could be friends given time, but she wasn’t sure how if they couldn’t even carry on a simple conversation. She thought that maybe when he got to know her better, he would open up more, reveal more of himself.

In a gesture towards that end, Verity told Jameson about her attachment and care for the stray cat she’d named Sooty. He seemed interested, but added little to the conversation. She had hoped by sharing a part of her life, he would feel comfortable enough to do likewise. But he appeared absent as if his mind was somewhere else. And when she caught him staring at her chest, she drew up herself and tried to make certain her dress covered everything, which proved impossible since the neckline was hopelessly low cut.

Aside from being uncouth, Jameson struck her as a spoiled, rich Momma’s boy, but there was something else. Suddenly she knew what it was… it was that he exuded a forward sexual behavior of the likes she had never seen in the city. In the back of the mind, she hoped she wasn’t judging him too harshly. 

By now, much to Verity’s relief, dinner was about to be served.

The first course, a nice warm bowl of potato chowder, was served by the cook, Mrs. Washam, assisted by Hortense, the maid. Verity had not expected this, but she decided that maybe this was included in the maid’s duties.

Jameson sat opposite his mother, on Dr. Stravinsky’s left, the doctor was seated directly across from Verity, and he seemed to have taken a keen interest in her, making small talk as they ate.

Jameson’s scowl deepened with each comment. He seemed to resent their every interaction. She had to wonder what was up with him. Is he jealous?

When the doctor turned to speak to Mrs. Winter, Verity felt something move beneath the table. She gave a little jump and hoped no one would notice. Something had touched the inside of her leg and traced its way up to her inner thigh, pushing her frock up as it went. It occurred to her that it felt like a foot.

I’m sure it was just an accident, Verity thought, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that the foot that had touched her had been in a soft sock and not a shoe. It had trailed along her inner thigh and felt like toes wiggling, but she had to believe it was just a stray foot brushing against her leg beneath the table. Yet a socked foot minus a shoe did strike her as possibly being deliberate.

Verity pretended to drop her napkin and reached down to straighten her skirt. That was when she noticed something odd. Jameson had his shoes off, sitting there in sock feet.

But there was more.

When she started to straighten back up, she noticed the front of his britches were tented, a huge bulge in front, by what could only be a bigger cock than she could ever have imagined existed. It would certainly be much larger than Daniel’s and any others she had seen, although she had not, admittedly, seen many in her young life.

Her breath hitched in her throat, her mouth went dry, and she sat back up, hoping the heated flush rising though her wouldn’t be noticed in the color of her skin.

When she looked up, Jameson looked right into her eyes and smirked.

She was appalled, and told herself she was disgusted by the young man.

Even so, a shiver ran through her, a mixture of horror and, although she could barely admit it to herself, need…

After they finished their dinner, Mrs. Winter suggested having a bit of wine before bedtime, saying it always made her sleep well. Dr. Stravinsky volunteered to do the honors. While Verity and Mrs. Winter chatted about getting an early start with office duties the next day, Dr. Stavinsky went to the well-stocked bar at one side of the room and, with his back to them, filled the glasses with a dark port wine and brought them to the table.

Only Jameson declined, opting to continue drinking tea instead.

Verity noticed a white residue on the edge of her wine goblet, but she dismissed it as solely poor washing by either Mrs. Washam or Hortense. She wiped the residue away with her napkin and took a nice, long sip, hoping it would take the edge off of a tense dinner sitting across from the roving eyes of Jameson.

She noticed Jameson staring at her again, and she turned and took a huge gulp of wine. Almost too much for her, she was relieved when she didn’t choke.

“How is your wine, dear?” Mrs. Winter asked, but Verity had not heard her. Her mind was somewhere else, thinking of something closeby, something big, hard and thick, a monster cock that was at full erection between the legs of the young man who sat across the table and sipped his tea as if he were oblivious when all the while his eyes gave away that he knew.

He knew he had affected her more deeply than she was willing to let on, and she despised him even more for that. At that moment, she wasn’t certain they could even be friends. His behavior was a bit too over the top for her, and she wasn’t sure she could ever get past it.

“Huh?” Verity grunted when she realized someone had spoken.

“Your wine, is it fine?” Dr. Stavinsky repeated.

“Oh, ah, yes, it’s delightful,” Verity begged off. “You might say it’s just what I needed on such an eventful day.”

“It’s probably the travel, you may be a bit fatigued” Dr. Stravinsky offered quickly. “You’re not used to such a long journey.”

“Yes, that must be what it is,” Mrs. Winter agreed.

Verity shook her head adamantly. “No, after my long rest this afternoon, I feel fine,” she assured them. “I just feel really relaxed. It must be the wine even though I’ve only had a little.”

Jameson snickered.

Verity glanced up at him, and his eyes were on hers, his lips curled into a wicked smile. She licked her lips, and she knew he noticed. There was a flicker in his eyes that said as much.

She drew her eyes away, looked down at the flowered tablecloth and wondered if he was still rock hard as he stared at her. Just the thought sent a shiver through her. She realized she was already wondering what it would be like to have that monster cock buried in her tight, needy pussy. Wondering if it would fit. Wondering if it would stretch her beyond belief. Stretch out her pussy so grotesquely that it would never again be the same.

The thought terrified her, but at the same time she could feel her pussy clenching at the thought, growing more needy and quite a bit damp…

*  *  *

After they finished their after dinner wine, Mrs. Winter set about giving Verity a tour of what she described as her late husband’s art gallery. It was a long room with off-white colored walls, with paintings of varying sizes hanging down two sides and across the back wall in neat rows.

Verity followed along, flanked by Dr. Stravinsky and the sullen Jameson, while Mrs. Winter told little anecdotes and the artists and their paintings. Verity listened as closely as she could, but her mind seemed to be drifting, again thinking of Jameson’s massive cock and how it would feel if it were stuffed into her tight pussy and fucking her for everything it was worth. She couldn’t imagine having that amount of hard muscle plunging into her, but, since she caught a glimpse of its size, she could not think of anything else.

When the group reached the corner of the room, a huge painting hung there. It was a larger than life-size nude of a woman reclining, her eyes nearly closed, her lips parted. One hand on her bosom, one hand between her legs. Her body distorted in ecstasy.

For some reason it was too much for her.

Verity quickly averted her eyes and looked away, embarrassed, although she wasn’t sure why. Usually art, especially art as fine as this, even nude paintings and drawings did not have this effect on her. She felt a heat flash though her, she was certain her color was beet red.

Maybe, it occurred to her, it was because of where her thoughts had been straying ever since…

“This is my favorite painting,” Jameson announced, a tease evident in his voice.

Verity turned suddenly, seeing the smirk on Jameson’s taunting face, and suddenly she felt lightheaded, took a step back and almost collapsed.

Dr. Stravinsky reached out and steadied her.

“Are you okay, dear?” Mrs. Winter asked, seeming concerned.

“I’m so clumsy I’m tripping over my own two feet,” she tried to laugh it off.

“Are you sure that’s all?” Dr. Stravinsky asked her.

Verity nodded and the slight motion made her head swim, her head bobbed as her eyes fluttered. She felt so light headed she started to collapse, but as she was about to fall Dr. Stravinsky and Jameson grabbed her, holding her by her arms and keeping her on her feet.

“I-I just need to rest a bit,” Verity said in a weak voice. “I’m probably just still a bit tired from the trip.”

“Yes,” Dr. Stravinsky said quickly. “That’s probably what it is. You’re not used to so much travel in one day. I’m sure with some rest you’ll be all better.”

“Maybe she should go to her room and lie down,” Mrs. Winter suggested.

“Yes, Jameson and I will help her up the stairs,” Dr. Stravinsky said. “I have a sedative in my doctor’s bag. It’ll help you sleep… and get all the rest you need.”

Jameson made a weird noise almost like someone expressing glee and his mother gave him a quick, stern stare. Verity was too distraught over the way she felt to think too much of it.

Verity managed to make it up the stairs, with the men on either side of her, holding her arms and offering support if she needed to lean on someone. Once she reached the top of the stairs, she paused. She leaned against the doctor to rest for a minute, and she heard Jameson snort as if he did not like it.

Once she recovered, the two gentlemen helped her to her room, and she remembered being helped, no, someone had carried her into the room. She sat on the edge of the bed, and the doctor gave her a small white pill and a glass of water.

She swallowed the pill, sat for a moment. After a short time, she felt herself falling back onto the bed.

And then she remembered nothing else…

***

Jameson placed the young woman on the bed and waited while the doctor gave her the planned sedative. She was asleep before her head hit the pillow. He looked down at the sleeping young woman, anxious as his mother and Dr. Stravinsky left the room, closing the door behind him.

He at once undressed her, removing first her silky dress and admiring the size of her breasts encased in her simple white cotton brassiere. He could hardly wait to see them in the flesh, and his breath drew in and slightly hitched at the thought.

Next, he removed her long, thin petticoat, shimmying the lacy garment down her rounded thighs, along her slender but shapely legs and off.

For now, he left her brassiere and panties in place, wanting to enjoy the sight of her in just those. Nearly undressed but not quite. The wait would be worthwhile, he knew from experience. It would make the reveal all the more satisfying. Tasty, he thought, and he licked his lips.

He again stared at the young woman lying there, clad only in her bra and panties.

Like sleeping beauty, he thought. Only Verity, in his opinion, would have to be even more beautiful. Infinitely so.

He stood over her and leaned in and kissed her flush on the lips, and for the briefest of moments she seemed to respond. Even though it was assuredly his imagination, he liked to think she would have… if she were awake.

When he rose, he unhooked her bra and peeled it away, revealing the two most perfect breasts he had ever seen. They were ripe with youth, supple with a bounce as though they had a life of their own. He let his fingers graze them, caress their smooth, ivory flesh. He scraped a fingernail across her nipples and wished she could feel the pleasure he could bring her.

Maybe she would, he hoped, eventually… even in her sleep.

He dipped his hand down, following her curves and hooked his fingers in her panties before sliding them down her flared hips, along her legs and off her pretty feet and cute toes.

He put her panties to his nose, and inhaled her essence. Mmm, he hummed, gave them one last sniff and tossed them aside.

He stared down at her beautiful, sleeping nude form. She was even more beautiful than the lovely lady in his favorite painting.

Maybe one day he would paint a portrait of her down by the stream out back of the main house. Her lovely face turned up, her ruby lips smiling demurely in the morning sunlight. Nude, displaying her perfect breasts and displaying the beauty between her inner thighs while perched on a rock…

The thought of it made his cock thicken and lurch…

He wished he had told her at dinner that he was a budding artist. He wanted her to know, but he couldn’t form the words. He had wanted so much to tell her that he had been away painting by the seashore. He was secretly pleased his mother had not told her. He wanted to be the one.  

Thinking of her posing for him, he positioned her in one of his favorite poses, her arms out from her body, her legs open and spread wide apart… as if inviting him in.

He shucked off his clothes and stood over her completely naked… his breathing was already becoming labored as he positioned his long, thick prick at her slit, gave him hips a thrust and shoved in…
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Sometime during the night, she couldn’t be sure when, Verity started to awaken just enough to realize that something was happening to her. She could sense she was in her bed, and she vaguely remembered being helped to her room. She was also aware that she was lying flat on her back, her arms and legs were spread away from her body. She felt like she was floating, which she suspected was because of the sedative Dr. Stravinsky had given her, except that something was pinning her down. Something heavy, with a great deal of strength held her in place, smooshed down in the plush bedding, which felt silky like the bedcover on her bed. 

What’s going on? What does this mean? Is this real or just some kind of drug-induced dream?

She vaguely wondered if someone was caring for her… was she sick? But that didn’t explain why something was on top of her.

A shiver of uncertainty ran through her.

Almost instinctively she tried to move, but the heavy weight on top of her kept her firmly in place. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she realized her legs were not just spread wide but that something, or someone, was between her thighs, thrusting on top of her.

That’s when she realized something was inside her… in her tight pussy, filling her in a way she had never been filled. So deep inside her pussy that she could feel it hit her cervix. So huge it stimulated her clit in a most delicious manner. So massive it stretched her pussy wider and wider, making her worry something might snap at any given moment.

A chilly revelation spidered through her. She was being fucked by a cock… but not just any cock. A huge cock, a cock of monstrous size! 

The long, thick prick churned down the slippery walls of her vulva. It pulled out roughly and slammed back in again. She could feel the heavy cum-filled balls slapping against her ass cheeks and keeping perfect rhythm with the man’s lunging thrusts into her.

Yes, it was true. There was no way of explaining it any other way. Even in her near state of unconsciousness, she knew a monster cock was fucking her needy little cunt like she had never been fucked before!

The giant cock had her pressed so firmly to the bed it was as if she were a butterfly pinned in a shadowbox.

How can this be happening? Who is doing this?

Her first thought was that it was Daniel. This was the way it was when he made love to her, and she missed not having him take her…

But a cold realization hit her and chilled her to the bone.

It couldn’t be Daniel. Because Daniel was gone. He was gone from her life, and he would never be back.

So it could not be him. Besides, another realization rattled through her brain, Daniel’s cock was never that BIG.

And that knowledge made her freeze in place, but the man on top of her did not. He kept riding her, thrusting into her, and occasionally kissing her lips.

He was kissing her just the way Daniel had, but it wasn’t possible… it couldn’t be him.

But someone was… and his hands were grazing and caressing her body, playing with her tits, tweaking and stroking her nipples, even suckling them at one point. It felt amazing, and she wanted to just lie there and enjoy it. But the uncertainty of why it was happening and who was doing it nagged at her like a child picking at a scab… unable to stop.

Her eyes fluttered, opening and then closing. She tried to see, but all she saw was darkness. Pitch black. There was nothing she could see. Nothing to focus on. Yet he was there, a stranger having his way with her. She could feel his warm breath on her face, on her neck, even on her eyelids when her eyes closed against the dark surrounding her.

Is this a dream? A dream so vivid it feels? Had the medication induced some sort of side-effect that made her hallucinate?

The massive cock inside her pussy churned wildly, so tight, it caused a hot friction as it drove into her pussy. The fat, rockhard cock-shaft scraped against her clit as he drove in, literally banged her back wall, tugged its way out… only to slam in again.

It was enough to knock the air out of her, and she struggled to keep her breathing as steady as she could, especially when she was still caught somewhere in a trance-like dream state.

At that precise moment the monster cock slammed against her clit, and a burst of pleasure rippled through her spreading out like fireworks in a night sky. 

And she no longer cared so much about whether this pleasure-inducing state was real or imagined. All she cared about was the pleasure it was bringing her, and the wonder about whether this pleasure could make her come, even if it were only a dream…

Again in her dream state, it occurred to her that she should probably just lay back and enjoy the sensations of pleasure the fucking was creating in her body. She would if it were Daniel. But she didn’t know who this man was… and that uncertainty kept her on edge. Kept her from fully letting herself go. From fully enjoying everything that was happening in the moment. But she did enjoy it. Even if she denied it, her own body could not…

A perverse thrill surged through her, shredding her core with ripples of undeniable pleasure. She even managed to rock her hips against the man’s oncoming thrusts. The bucking she did only increased the delicious scrubbing strokes his movements made against her clit.

Her breathing sounded in her ear, deep and ragged. This is it! she thought. I am going to cum. And soon. I can’t hold back much longer. I can feel it building. This dream is so damned real that I’m going to orgasm–and it will be the biggest, most explosive orgasm I have ever experienced!

Her orgasm began building much faster within her… then it peaked and began to unwind and spiral through her body. She shuddered, gasped, and wiggled her hips against the hard muscle that impaled her.

Verity’s mouth opened as she gulped for air. She wanted to scream out… in paralyzing fright or overwhelming ecstasy? She didn’t know which, and at that moment, as her orgasm rumbled through her, she didn’t care. She just wanted this overwhelming, all-engulfing pleasure to last… and last… and last.

She tried to lift her arms to embrace the man on top of her, embrace him and pull him to her tight, harder, and rougher. But her arms would not move. Her arms felt like lead, too heavy for her to lift no matter how hard she struggled to move them and grasp at the stranger bringing her so much pleasure.

The man froze for a split second, then began to jerk. All the while he made grunting, guttural sounds deep in his chest that regurgitated up his throat and out his mouth. Thick, warm cum flowed from his enormous cockhead in powerful, zigzag spurts that filled her pussy fuller and filler until she was certain she would be overfilled.

Verity had never felt so full, between the ginormous cock and the mixture of cum that invaded her core.

The stranger drove into her pussy with sudden bursts of thrusts, his hips moving up and down with rapid-fire precision as he unloaded into her, filling her cunt to overflow. She could even feel the wetness drooling from her pussy, squeezing around his thickness, dripping down her inner thighs, between her butt cheeks, soaking the bedding beneath her. None of that mattered, though, she told herself, all that mattered was the cock inside her cunt and the massive amount of pleasure it was bringing to her.

Verity’s orgasm spiked and began to recede, her breath began to slow. Still the man on top of her pounded away at her already well-fucked pussy.

When he finished cumming, he lay atop her, exhausted, breathing hard, his weight sagging against her now even heavier than before, almost crushing the air from her lungs. But it was only a dream, she told herself. It could do her no harm. Just a dream.

And she had cum. A dream… a dream so real it had made her cum. Somehow this did not make perfect sense to her, and yet it had happened. A part of her found it hard to believe that she could cum in the state of drowsiness she was in…

But she had!

And even though she blacked out afterwards from sheer exhaustion and the after-effects of the sedative the doctor had given her. The dream did not end.

It continued without her.

*  *  *

Jameson had finished unloading into the sleeping girl, his softening cock sliding slowly from her well-fucked pussy. He played with her a bit, touching and caressing her creamy white tits, suckling at the strawberry pink nipples once more. Again kissing her lips one last time before leaving, and when Evelyn and Dr. Stravinsky came to the bedroom door later he was gone and only Verity was there in the small room, posed weirdly, somewhat lewdly. Her arms dangled helplessly off the edge of the small bed, and her legs were splayed apart, knees slightly raised as if she were about to run for her life but couldn’t move.

“I was afraid he’d still be going at it,” Dr. Stravinsky blurted out, unable to hide his rising anger when he saw the disheveled appearance of the young woman lying helpless on the bed.

He hurried to Verity’s side, turned her head to face him and pushed her eyelids up with his thumbs. “She’s still unconscious,” he muttered to Mrs. Winter who had accompanied him to check on the young woman. “Such a shame.”

“I don’t why you feel sorry for her,” Mrs. Winter said. “She probably would have enjoyed it… if she’d been awake.”

He gave her a cold stare. “You actually believe that. Is that how you justify your son’s behavior?”

Evelyn Winter turned on him, her eyes full of fury. “Let’s not forget, Boris. None of us is perfect. We’re all flawed in our own special ways.”

“Sure.” His voice was hard, unrelenting.

“Need I remind you that this also includes you, Dr. Stravinsky.” She put special emphasis on the last two words and gave him a hard stare, and just in case he didn’t get it she continued. “Your wife died at your own hand. I helped you sway the authorities or you would surely have been stripped of your license to practice or worse.”

Where his medical practice was concerned, he might as well have spent the rest of his life within prison walls, especially without his beloved Elizabeth to share his life with. Since that fateful day five years ago, he had ceased to practice medicine except for the occasional patient, and usually those were associated with Winterhaven. He had been constantly under Evelyn Winter’s beck and call. But in all that time she had never spelled it out for him quite so clearly as she just had. All he could do was hang his head and do as she commanded.

“Fine,” he said resolutely.

As if pleased that she had made herself clear to the doctor, Evelyn Winter gave him a knowing little smile. Then she pivoted on her heel and left the room to go check on her precious son, and Dr. Stravinsky turned his attention to Verity again.

Still she lay motionless, eyes closed, lips parted slightly as she breathed deeply through her mouth.

Dr. Stravinsky stroked her lovely pink cheeks. Verity gave no sign of awareness, even at his touch. He trailed a finger along her lips, seeing the tip of her pink tongue. He let his fingers traverse down the curve of her neck, graze the tender flesh and slide easily to her breasts. He traced a finger around one, touched the berry-like pink tits, which seemed hard even while she slept. So nice.

He pulled his hand away with a quick jerk when he remembered the built-in two-way mirror, afraid he might be seen or even watched by the brooding Jameson or even his doting mother. He didn’t want to risk their wrath, no use provoking their ill wishes or worse.

Such a lovely young woman, he thought. She probably deserved better than this. They all did, he felt. Certainly no one deserved what had happened to Alice, but he had to remind himself that that wasn’t strictly Jameson’s fault. Not entirely. Somehow, though, it made him feel better about it to pretend it was…

As he stood there, his eyes raked down her well-used body, and he wondered if there would be any bruising. There would be redness, but hopefully nothing that would not heal quickly. She was young, and youth could come back from trauma much easier than an older person.

He stared at her widely spread thighs, at her core and the soppy wetness there.  Dr. Stravinsky traced a finger along her slit, feeling the damp, creaminess of the juices puddled just inside. He dipped a thick finger into her battered cunt and wiggled it about.

She slept through his ministrations without a sign of life.

Since she was ‘dead to the world’ so to speak, the doctor decided he might as well give her a short preliminary medical examination. That would save time when she visited his office for a checkup as he would request. After all she needed some attention after what she had just endured. It would also be an argument in his defense should that sorry lad or his overbearing mother question his touching the sleeping girl. It would also leave more time during her first doctor visit for other things, but he hadn’t thought that far ahead just yet.

With that rationalization, he got right to the job at hand.

The doctor lifted her arms over her head so that her breasts were more visible. He ran his fingertips over her hard little nipples. Nothing unusual there. Next, he hefted each tit, feeling for any imperfections, lesions or abnormalities. There were none. As he noticed earlier, her breasts were glorious. So very lovely and so nearly perfect.

Pleased he followed the curve of her stomach to her mound. He straightened her legs, pushed them closer together, then apart just enough to make her pussy accessible. After spreading her legs, he bent over her to examine her womanhood. From outward appearance her pussy looked fine. Surprising after what she’d just endured.

He leaned in closer, tugged at her puffy pussylips, pulling them apart as far as he could. He noticed redness along her slit, but nothing of any real concern. Next, he inserted a finger inside her pussy, felt around. Nothing that protruded. No cysts or obstructions. He let his fingers move about inside her, and he noticed something curious. Sleeping Verity wiggled her ass against his fingers, her pussy grasped at his fingers, wanting more… wanting them inside her… deeper.

A little thrill wound through him. Something he hadn’t felt in so long. Not since his wife’s untimely death. He sighed, pulled his fingers from her pussy and straightened up. She seemed fine. Maybe a little bruising, some redness, but nothing serious. Nothing to worry about. Not like that other one.

Dr. Stravinsky searched her drawers for a nightgown until he found one, a pale green, knee-length, rather plain, but nothing she wore would ever be truly plain on her. Pleased with his selection, he carried the silky, almost sheer garment to her beside. He slipped the nightgown over her head, and, lifting her, he worked to smooth it down her body.

While he was pulling the hem of the gown over her lower body, her eyes fluttered open and she attempted to sit up but fell back. “Whaaa?” she struggled to speak, a look of bewilderment creasing her lovely face. “What happened? Where am I?”

“You became dizzy and nearly collapsed,” Dr. Stravinsky explained in a calm, soothing voice. “You were probably overcome with exertion after your long journey to Winterhaven.”

“I-I’m at Winterhaven?” she asked.

He nodded as her eyes tried to focus on his face. “Yes, Verity, you are in your room in your bed at Winter Manor.”

She yawned slightly, and attempted to bring her hand up to cover her mouth. That did not happen and her hand fell instead across her now covered pussy. “Am I going to be…”

“You’re going to be fine, Verity,” the doctor assured her. “All you need right now is rest.”

Her eyes met his. “How long do I have to be in bed?”

“You can get up as soon as you feel well enough,” Dr. Stravinsky said. “Like I said, you’re fine. I’d go as far as to say you’re a healthy specimen… er… patient.”

“Are you certain?” She still sounded doubtful.

The doctor smiled kindly, hoping to put her mind at ease. “Yes, you just need a good night’s sleep, and in the morning you'll be all rested. You may be a little sore from collapsing–”

“I don’t remember falling,” Verity cut in, puzzled.

“Well, no, you didn’t fall,” Dr. Stravinsky stumbled over his words. “I… uhm… I mean the stress of the whole thing may cause you to have muscle pain. That kind of soreness.”

She nodded, her face still creased with worry.

“If you’re still concerned , come to my office to see me,” he suggested, then thought better of it. “Why don’t you come to my office to see me anyway? I’ll give you an examination and some… ah… tests just to be sure everything is perfectly fine.”

“I suppose so.”

Dr. Stravinsky noticed her hesitation. “What’s the matter, Verity?”

She didn’t respond right away. “If I tell you something will you promise not to tell anyone else?”

Dr. Stravisnsky nodded. “Of course.”

She lowered her voice. “I-I had dreams while I was asleep,” she started. “Well, I should say a dream.”

“That’s not unusual,” the doctor told her, wondering where this was going and how to divert her to avoid getting there.

She lowered her eyes as if she were embarrassed. “I had a dream so vivid, so real,” she continued, her voice quiet as a whisper. “A sex dream. I thought someone was fucking me, and I got so caught up in what was happening that I-I came in my sleep.”

“Verity,” he soothed her, patting her hand, “that’s not unusual. Not at all.”

“But I came,” she persisted, “and I feel like I have been fucked.”

His eyes widened now. “Are you hurt? Is there pain?”

She shook her head. “No, ju-just maybe a little sore.”

“Did you have a really good orgasm?”

“Ye-yes, the best I’ve ever had in my life,” she admitted.

“Then that’s why,” he pointed out. “You have such a massive orgasm that it left you feeling fucked… er… that’d also explain why you feel a bit sore.”

“Oh.” She smiled now. “That makes me feel so much better. You really have a great bedside manner, Doctor!”

Dr. Stravisnsky smiled back at her. “I try my best, especially when my patient’s well-being is at stake.”

“I can see that,” she said, again sounding drowsy. 

Dr. Stravinsky patted her hand again. “Now, Verity, get some rest and try to sleep.” He pulled the covers up over her and tucked her in as if she were a child. “Tomorrow it’ll be like this never happened.”

"Good night, Dr. Stravin…” her voice trailed off sleepily.

"Good night, Verity," he said, but before exiting he reminded her. “Do come to my office to see me tomorrow, say around two in the afternoon,” he stressed again before leaving.

Verity barely nodded. Exhausted, she was already drifting back into a heavy sleep despite the nagging knowledge in the back of her mind that she was deathly afraid of her own dreams…
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Dr. Stravinsky awoke early, gave his maid and the cook the day off and set about getting the equipment ready for the young lady’s medical examination in the afternoon.

When he’d finished setting everything up, he closed the door to the small room and sank onto the sofa in the living room to rest a bit and await her arrival. Despite his tiredness, he felt a stir in him that he had not felt about anyone in years.

Not since his late wife.

Elizabeth had been the love of his life.

He’d asked her to allow him to test his new invention on her, and she had been reluctant. But over time, he’d brought it up on several occasions until finally she agreed. It wasn’t lost on him that he’d nagged her into it. Nor was it lost on her, he felt sure.

The first test had gone well.

So it seemed at the time.

She’d even enjoyed herself.

The test had gone even better than he’d imagined it would, and she was unharmed, perfectly fine.

He’d felt like celebrating… with the woman he loved so dearly. He felt such enormous arousal at what she had just done for him that he wanted to make love to her. Wanted to pleasure her deeply, make her cum again.

He couldn’t shake the incredible feeling of accomplishment that coursed through his being. Everything had gone off perfectly.

That’s what he’d thought at the time, but shortly afterwards she’d experienced an uneasy feeling, chest pains, and difficulty breathing.

And she’d collapsed.

Right here in this room.

He’d scooped her up and lay her on this very sofa.

She’d never regained consciousness. Just as well, he thought. He couldn’t face her knowing what he’d done…
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The next morning, Verity awakened and felt fine except for a bit of soreness as Dr. Stravinsky had said. Once she dressed, she’d gone down for an awkward breakfast with Mrs. Winter and Jameson. They had been most concerned about her well-being after her turn last night, although Jameson didn’t say a great deal. She had resigned herself that perhaps this was the normal for him. And she had assured them she was fine, just as the doctor said she would be, after some much needed rest.

Mrs. Winter had suggested she take the morning off and rest if she felt she needed it after her ordeal, but she declined. She told her employer that after a little breakfast, just some toast and strong coffee, she’d be as good as new and ready to start her first day of work. Mrs. Winter seemed elated at that, and that pleased Verity, who did not want to disappoint her new employer on her first day.

After breakfast, Mrs. Winter led her to the small office they would be sharing.

Verity spent the morning getting used to Mrs. Winter’s usual work routine. It wasn’t that dissimilar to her previous employment. The office was cramped, especially for the two of them. It also seemed a bit cluttered, but everything seemed to be in its place. 

Late in the morning Verity mentioned her appointment with Dr. Stravinsky for some tests he wanted to run after her fainting spell. Just as precaution, she assured the older woman, nothing to be concerned about.

Despite this assurance, though, Evelyn Winter frowned deeply. “Test? Oh, yes, those tests,” Mrs. Winter said.

Verity could have sworn she saw a shadow pass over the other woman’s face. “Is there something I should know?” she asked, feeling a prickle of alarm at the older woman’s cryptic reaction.

Mrs. Winter gave her a look, then a thin smile. “Well, no, it’s just that Dr. Stravinsky can be a bit of a… we’ll say… lech.” She gave a little nervous burst of laughter. “But I’m sure you can take care of yourself, dear.”

“Yes,” Verity said, unsure what she was getting into. But Dr. Stravinsky seemed a nice man and had treated her well so far. “I’ll be back to finish my work in the late afternoon.”

Mrs. Winter had waved her off. “No, no, you can start fresh tomorrow,” she said. “You’ll be tired after your doctor’s visits and all those… um… tests.”

“If you’re sure,” Verity had worried.

The older woman nodded. “I’ll have Ned drive you over after luncheon,” she announced.

Verity thanked her and begged off from lunch, explaining that she planned to fast prior to the doctor’s tests.

Mrs. Winter seemed to find her stance amusing for some reason, but Verity didn’t bother to ask why. She didn’t want to waste time discussing the matter when her mind was already made up. She didn’t know what tests Dr. Stravinsky planned for her, and he hadn’t specifically asked that she fast. But she knew some tests were more conclusive if the patient fasted the night before or even hours before the test. So she had decided to do that, prodded on by not wanting to sit across from Jameson and watch him smirk and scowl as she had at dinner last night and again at breakfast earlier.

After she left Mrs. Winter working alone in the office, she hurried to her room and set about getting prepared for her appointment with Dr. Stravinsky.

Once she had nearly finished dressing Verity decided to check quickly to see if Ned Blackburn was waiting for her in front of the manor house, she moved toward the front window of her room. As she did so something in the side window, below in the garden, caught her eye.

A movement.

Someone was down there.

She stopped mid-step and turned to the side window, pushed the curtain open wider and stared down into the small garden which was home to numerous rose bushes prized by Mrs. Winter.

Her eyes went to him immediately. Jameson. Standing among the rose bushes with their beautiful red blooms. Hmmm… what was he doing there? She watched and wondered, but then he looked up and he turned to face her, and she did not have to wonder any longer.

There he stood, dressed in the usual dark suit, staring up at her window, pants unzipped and big cock in hand. He pleasured himself with long, powerful strokes along his thick shaft.

She stared at the huge cock in his hand and gasped. It was a monster. Suddenly she felt the blood drain from her face. That thing was the biggest cock she had ever seen! It appeared to be even bigger than she’d imagined after seeing it tenting his britches last night at dinner. It could easily stretch a pussy beyond recognition, even split a girl in half. It would wreck her little pussy if… Verity felt the color drain from her cheeks.

But had he already–? She shivered. Was that why Dr. Stravinsky wanted to see her? But as quickly as this possibility had occurred to her, she rejected the idea and pushed it from her mind.

Verity took a deep breath. The color returned to her cheeks when she thought of the vivid, wet dream she’d had last night. Was it the thought of that monster cock that had made her have such a dream? Had her obsessing over its size caused her to become so horny that she’d have a wildly explosive orgasm?

Suddenly Verity realized she had pressed her face closer to the window. He was still looking up, but now there was a huge, nasty grin on his taunting lips. He had seen her!

Her heart pounded. She dropped the curtain and stepped back. That’s when she realized he had gotten to her. Her pussy was drooling.

Verity fought the urge to pleasure herself after what she’d just seen. If she gave in, she would miss her appointment. Somehow she summoned the willpower and resisted the temptation.

She took a few steps forward, pushed back the curtain and glanced quickly through the front window. Ned was waiting for her by the front steps. He stood by the horse-drawn carriage below.

With a new focus pulling her toward it, Verity cleaned herself up, checked the time, 1:30, and hurried down to meet the waiting Ned Blackburn for the drive to keep her appointment with Dr. Stravinsky.

*  *  *

A sunny day with a clear blue sky, and a ride through the lush green countryside was just what Verity needed. She breathed in the fresh air, relieved that she would be away from stuffy Winterhaven Manor for at least a little while. The day seemed so perfect and ordinary that it was the first time since she arrived at the Winter estate that she felt nothing could spoil what lay ahead.

“I’m going to a doctor’s appointment,” she said to Ned. “Dr. Stravinsky.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said, his voice tight but polite.

The carriage rolled forward smoothly on the packed gravel driveway. Ned’s eyes raked over Verity. She pretended not to notice. His eyes seemed to end up gazing at her legs. Perhaps he noticed I’m not wearing stockings today.

Ned stirred in his seat and stared ahead.

Verity watched both fascinated and uneasy as Ned’s grubby hand slipped onto his crotch and squeezed the tented muscle there. She wondered what he was thinking, but she had a pretty good idea. Well, he can forget it, she thought. She wasn’t ready to submit herself to any man right now… not after that disturbing dream…

Ned steered the carriage from the long tree-lined driveway of Winterhaven Manor and onto the main road. Once the horses began a steady trot down this new, more narrow road, he again gave Verity a lingering gaze before turning his attention back to the journey ahead.

A few turns onto other narrow roads, and Verity found herself growing restless.

"Is it much farther, Ned?" Verity asked as much to get his mind off of her as to find out how much more of his company she’d have to endure before the arrival at Dr. Stravinsky’s office.

He jerked his hand from his crotch, a guilty glint in his eyes, as Verity leaned in close to speak to him over the noise created by the movement of the horses and carriage.

"Not long at all, Miss," he replied, his voice deeper now, slightly tortured. “Just around the bend in the road ahead.”

Verity smiled, pleased at this bit of news. “Very good.”

When Verity leaned back, her skirt blew up. Ned noticed and glanced at her smooth thigh. She saw him lick his lips, and she quickly took the hem of her skirt and smoothed her garment back into place.

Ned turned his attention back to the destination ahead, steering the horses onto a small side road before coming to a stop outside a building set back off the road by itself and nestled among the trees and appearing more like a house than a doctor’s office. There wasn’t even a doctor’s sign by the curb or a shingle hanging on the long porch that stretched across the front of the facade.

For all intents and purposes, Verity surmised it was a house, and she looked at Ned bewildered.

The driver pointed. “There it is, Miss O'Connor, Dr. Stravinsky’s office.”

He slid to the edge of the seat, hopped down, ran around the back to the other side and offered his hand as he helped Verity down.

Once she started up the short path that led to the front door, she glanced back and saw the driver watching her. She made a concentrated effort to keep her lips from swaying as she climbed the steps onto the porch.

Standing in front of the huge door, Verity forgot about Ned and rang the doorbell. She could hear the chimes echo through the house. She had half-expected a maid or other servant to answer the door, and she could barely hide her surprise when the good doctor himself answered, smiling, pleased, at the sight of her.
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“I’m pleased you decided to accept my request for a visit this afternoon,” Dr. Boris Stravinsky said, his voice portraying his delight as he led Verity into from the small entry wall into what she assumed was the outer office, although it was furnished with a sofa and assorted tables and chairs. She wondered if it doubled as his home or perhaps he lived upstairs, but she finally decided it didn’t matter. After all, he was the master of the place and had the run of it.

Verity looked around her curiously. She didn’t see a desk for a nurse or an office assistant. This wasn't at all like the doctors' offices she was used to in the city.

"Is this where you receive patients?" she asked.

The doctor started to speak, then hesitated. “As a matter of fact, Verity, I’m not seeing patients right now. I… uh… I am semi-retired. I just see patients as a favor to friends.”

“Like Mrs. Winter?” she asked.

He gave her a sharp look, but her expression remained affected.

He nodded as if surprised at her perception. “Yes,” he said dryly, then changed the subject. “Shall we get started?”

The doctor led Verity into a small room off the larger room. He pointed to a screen in the corner of the room. “You can undress there,” he told her.

Her eyes widened. “Undress?” Verity repeated.

“Yes, you will need to undress for the exam,” the doctor explained. “I will be testing your capacity for arousal and your ability to orgasm. Specifically the ability to achieve multiple orgasms.”

“Sex tests?” Verity asked, surprised that this was what the doctor had in mind when he’d asked her to visit him. A cold draft blew through her, and she shivered as if someone were walking on her grave…

Verity’s face went ashen-white.

In a fatherly manner, Dr. Stravinsky came to Verity’s side and put an arm around her shoulders. “Now, now, my dear Verity, don’t be frightened,” he soothed. “There is nothing to fear.” He hesitated there, almost stumbling over his words, which Verity noticed. “I wouldn’t let you be harmed in any way if I could prevent it. You won’t feel pain, just a satisfying examination, very pleasurable.”

His final words sent a little thrill through Verity’s body. Just what will he do? Is he going to make me orgasm? A sensuous ball of expectancy formed in the pit of her stomach.

Verity obeyed the doctor and went behind the screen to undress. He handed her a thin, white linen robe to put on after she had removed her clothing. She kept on her bra and panties. She wasn’t sure how he’d react to that. She half-expected he’d insist she remove those as well.

Once she’d finished, she rejoined Dr. Stravinsky who was standing in the center of the little room, waiting for her to finish.

“I have something special to show you, Verity,” he announced, his voice swelling with pride.

For some reason she thought of Jameson Winter and the display he had put on for her just a short time earlier in the side garden. She didn’t expect any such behavior from the doctor. “You do?” she asked uncertainly.

He nodded. “The machine that will make it all happen.”

“Machine?” she echoed, a tiny trickle of fear sprinting through her.

“Yes, and here it is,” Dr. Stravinsky said proudly. “What I have been working on for years!”

Dr. Stravinsky pointed at the corner of the room, and Verity stared at what she thought was a table or an examination bed covered with an old quilted blanket. Confused, she looked up into his eyes, but his face gave no clues.

Her eyes fell back to the covered “Wha-what is it?” she asked in a shaky voice. 

“You’d never guess in your wildest dreams,” he said, almost cryptically. “Are you ready for this?”

Verity nodded, but she wasn’t at all certain. “Ye-yes.”

Dr. Stravinsky yanked the quilt off the mystery invention.

She stared in disbelief. The long, narrow box-like structure with wires coming out of seemingly everywhere appeared to be something that made my blood run cold.

A coffin! An old wooden coffin without a lid.

Verity shivered. Surely she must be mistaken. Why would a man… a doctor… as intelligent and kind as Dr. Stravinsky have a coffin in his office with wires protruding from it so grotesquely?

“What do you think?” Dr. Stravinsky asked as if eager for her opinion.

“It-it’s a bit scary,” Verity admitted, feeling a sense of sudden weakness. “Wh-what do you use this for?”

His eyes now locked on hers. “Tests,” he said. “The tests I plan to perform on you. You see, this is a ‘sex machine’.

Verity took a deep breath. That she would never have guessed. “And you want to use it on me?” she asked, still uneasy but getting a clearer picture now.

He nodded. “Indeed I do,” he replied, looking away from Verity and to his beloved invention. “I think you’re the perfect woman to test it.”

“Will it hurt?” she asked, my voice portraying the growing fear she felt. “I-I won’t be harmed…”

He shook his head. “No, there won’t be any pain, I assure you, young lady,” he said in his most fatherly voice. “To the contrary, you’ll enjoy yourself. You’ll feel sexual pleasures you’ve never known before. Like nothing you’ve ever experienced.

“I-I don’t know.”

“Have you ever had multiple orgasms?”

Verity shook her head. She had never had a multiple orgasm. But that wasn’t true. Not entirely. She had had multiple orgasms once in her life. In the sex dream… except that didn’t count. “No.”

“Then you shall,” the doctor told her, a rising excitement in his voice. “You will orgasm in a way you never dreamed possible. I assure you, you will have multiple orgasms for the first time. You will see what you have been missing!”

Verity managed a small smile at hearing of such pleasures. The idea of multiple orgasms did sound especially appealing, even exciting. She could already feel a thrilling trickle begin to unwind in her stomach, and her pussy clenched madly as if answering for her. “Okay, I’ll do it as long as it-it’s safe.”

The doctor returned Verity’s smile as if to reassure her. “I would never intentionally harm you.”

“Well, as long as you’re sure.” She looked down and noticed the doctor’s pants had tented a bit in front. It appeared she wasn’t the only one excited about the prospect of her getting inside that coffin… er… sex machine.

“Now, are you ready to get started?” he asked, still enthused.

Nodding, Verity slowly removed the robe, hesitant because she wasn’t certain what the doctor’s reaction would be. When she finished, she held it out to the doctor. He stared at her and frowned. She immediately knew why without evening asking.

“I don’t think I made myself clear,” Dr. Stravinsky said firmly. “You will have to remove those too.”

Reluctantly, Verity allowed him to unfasten her bra, and she slipped it off. He held it on top of the robe and waited for her to continue. Now, leaning on his outstretched arm, she pushed her panties down and slipped them off. She handed those to him as well, and then she stood there before his eyes completely naked, a chill running through her but not because she was cold.

Dr. Stravinsky stared at the young, curvy figure of the girl for a moment, his breath clutching in his chest. He couldn’t help taking in her pert, upturned breasts and slender, well-shaped legs which led him to stare at her nicely coiffed mound, which appeared almost as if it had been trimmed but was just one of the attributes of youth..

Verity stared at him, feeling a heat run through her. “Do you have to stare?”

The doctor smiled at her sudden temperament. “I have to examine you, Verity. I will have to stare a bit. It goes with the profession, I’m afraid.” With that he reached out and tweaked one of her tits, giving it a nice, firm squeeze.

Verity stiffened and drew back slightly. “Is that a part of the exam?” she asked curiously.

Dr. Stravinsky grinned. “No,” he admitted. “I just felt like doing it.”

Despite herself and her unease, Verity smiled, and she knew she wouldn’t brush his hand away if he did it again.

“Now we can get on with it,” Dr. Stravinsky announced.

Verity climbed into the box, using a small step stool and with the help of the good doctor. She stretched out, lying against the soft, padded interior, even sinking down into it a bit. It was comfortable enough, but she was less than comfortable being in the coffin-like box and even more afraid of having the wires attached to her body.
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When Verity saw the contraption and all the ominous wires attached to it, she immediately thought of the widespread practice of electro-shock therapy some doctors were using. It made the chill within her settle deeper and become icy with anticipation and outright fear.

She watched Dr. Stravinsky as he went to work, separating the wires, untangling them, and getting them ready to hook up to her. All those scary electrodes that did, what? A chilly feel etched through her. What will they do to me?

Dr. Stravinsky finally pulled two wires from among the rest. These had what she could only guess were electrodes encased in tiny suction cups.

She stared, interested and surprised, as he gave each of the suction cups a little lick before pressing the cup to the nipple of her left breast, and the remaining cup to her right breast. The cool contact made her nipples tingle with excitement, and her breathing increased, causing her breasts to rise and fall with anticipation.

The doctor took another wire from the lower end of the coffin-like box and held it up as if inspecting it. Seemingly satisfied, he instructed Verity to raise her bum. Once she had, he inserted the electrode into her rear.

“How’s that feel?” he asked.

“Fine,” she said. The truth surprised her. She could hardly feel it at all.

His eyes widened a bit. “You do feel it?” he wanted to know.

“No.”

“Raise your bottom again,” he commanded, “and this time raise your knees and spread your legs.”

Once she did so, he took his middle finger and shoved it up her tight little puckered anus to his knuckle.

“Now?”

“Now I feel it,” she told him, realizing he had shoved it close to her sphincter.

“Very good,” he sounded pleased.

Dr. Stravinsky took a small wooden crate from beneath the contraption and held it so Emly could see inside. There were a half dozen different sized rubber cocks inside. The colors varied, some were off-white, some almost flesh toned, and some were varying shades darker.

“Do you like cocks, Verity?” he asked.

“Well, I guess…”

“Then you do.” His eyes met hers and held. “Do you like big cocks?”

Verity nodded and felt a flushed heat that must have colored her face a noticeably bright shade of red.

“Choose the one that appeals to you most,” he offered.

She reached out a shaky hand and barely brushed the biggest cock in the collection.

The doctor smiled broadly. “You do like ‘em big!”

Verity closed her eyes and did not respond. Again a heated flush spread through her.

Dr. Stravinsky abandoned the teasing as if he did not want to make her more uncomfortable than she already was… especially with what he was about to do.

He stood poised over her pussy and leaned in parting her pussylips.

Verity came up off the padding, raising her upper body out of the box. “Wh-what–” her voice was almost shrill, her eyes wide and demanding.

Dr. Stravinsky gave her an apologetic look. “I’m sorry I startled you,” he said calmly. “But I have to touch you… er… there to properly attach the electrodes and the… um… phallus.”

“You mean the fake cock?” she asked, suddenly sounded calmer.

He nodded. “Yes, that.” He took a deep breath.”Now just lay back and relax. If you’re calm going into these tests, they’ll go a lot more smoothly and produce better results.”

“I’ll try,” she promised, her voice still tight as she lay back.

“Fine.” he went back to what he was about to do. He spread her pussylips and poised the rubber cock at her entrance and shoved in. “How’s that feel?” he asked when it was shoved all the way in.

“Nice,” she said. “Not as snug as I like, but nice.”

“Good,” he told her and pulled the fake cock back out of her pussy.

“Why’d you do that?” she asked, sounding disappointed.

“I have to fit in the electrodes.”

“Oh.”

He took a couple of wires, attached those to the rubber cock and again placed it near her slit, lubricated the tip in the juices oozing from her pussy and shoved it in again–all the way.

“Still good?” he wanted to know.

Her eyes were closed. She opened them before answering. “Yes.”

“Then we are all set,” he announced, pleased.

He slid the cock back out of her pussy and set about attaching it to the prod operated by a lever.

Verity drew in her breath as he moved to what appeared to be a panel of dials and knobs. She suspected each of the electrodes placed on and in her intimate places were controlled by these various switches. She decided these controlled the amount of currency she would feel, and she would soon see how much power they could send surging through her unsuspecting body.

The doctor turned a shiny dial. “Tell me as soon as you feel anything.”

Verity’s plump rear raised up off the padding as if bucking against the sudden surge of the current. “I-I feel… something now!” her voice wavered as she spoke as if the electricity had an effect on her overall being.

“Are you okay, Verity?”

“Yes.”

“Then tell me how it felt.”

“I-I felt a warm surge pulse against my nipples,” she told him, a tiny edge of excitement creeping into her voice now. “It shot through me right to m-my ass!”

“Do you want to continue?” he asked expectantly.

She nodded slightly, and her response even surprised her. “Yes, I do!”

The doctor's hand poised just above another dial. “Then we’ll move onto the next phase.”

Verity took deep breaths, waiting, closing her eyes.

Dr. Stravinsky turned the dial.

Verity’s eyes shot open. “Ahhhh!” she gasped out loud.

“What do you feel, Verity?”

“I-I feel a warmth and slight twitch in m-my rear,” she choked out the words.

“You want to continue?”

She nodded. “Are you going to do something to my pussy now… with the fake cock?”

She held her breath, waiting for him to respond.

But he didn’t.

He just placed a hand on one of the controls and turned it to the halfway mark.

* * *

Dr. Stravinsky shifted a couple of levers, and Verity felt something push at her slit. She could only assume it was the cock she had just chosen.

Still, her eyes widened in panic at this sudden push and deepening penetration.

“Just relax,” Dr. Stravinsky urged. “The mechanical cock will slide up into you until it's in far enough and it’ll stop.”

Verity nodded.

“Now are you ready for the real test to begin?” Dr. Stravinsky asked, his eyes wide with excitement.

“Ye-yes.”

He watched her face as he slowly turned the dial, then stopped. He stood there with his hand poised above the knob, prepared in case she reacted badly and he needed to kill the electrodes immediately.

But she didn’t.

He continued to watch her closely as she closed her eyes, parted her lips, raised her hips, bucking to meet the mechanical cock. She was enjoying herself. It was working!

But as soon as his spirits soared at these seeming successes, he reminded himself that his Elizabeth and Alice had also been enjoying themselves.

And look how badly that ended.

His hand dropped, his fingers curled and he twisted the dial back to zero current.

“How was that?” Dr. Stravinsky asked, trying to hide the moment of panic he’d just experienced from his voice..

“A-a-amzing,” Verity said dreamily. “Like nothing I’ve ever felt before, but good. Real good.”

The doctor smiled, seeming pleased by her reaction. “Good, good. Would you like to feel more?”

“There’s more?” Verity repeated.

Dr. Stravinsky nodded. “I had only turned it up halfway,” he explained.

“Then yes, give it all to me,” she begged.

The doctor hesitated, remembering the last time a young woman had said something like that to him. “Are you certain, Verity? It can be a lot to take.”

“I’m sure, Doctor,” she answered, and for the first time since she arrived her voice sounded more confident.

“Fine, but first let me explain. The cock in your vagina works almost identically to the electrodes on your breasts and in your rear. Electrical pulses will be sent to the ends of those connectors, and that will give your nerves a little jolt or a huge jolt, depending on how high I have turned the control. Understand?”

Verity’s expression said she didn’t fully, but she nodded anyway. “You mean it’ll simulate fucking?” she asked to clarify.

He nodded. “Yes, the shocks you feel will activate the nerves and send a jolt into you. That jolt will simulate when you jerk or spasm when building to or during an orgasm.”

Verity lay silent as if taking it all in.

“Are you fine with that?”

Verity licked her lips and nodded. “Yes.”

Dr. Stravinsky bent over her and slowly pushed apart her quivering thighs. He leaned in closer, checking to make certain the giant cock was inserted properly and securely into her pussy.

Satisfied, he lifted his head. “Everything is in place, Verity,” he told her, his voice calm and steady. “Get ready for the first jolt.”

“I-I am,” Verity murmured, seeming about as ready as she’d ever be.

“I will slowly turn up the current to full throttle unless you scream out in pain or tell me to stop.”

Perspiration dampened Verity’s face as she nodded, taking a deep breath and seeming to steady herself as best she could for what was about to happen.

While Verity watched Dr. Stravinsky placed his hand on the dial and began to increase the currency flowing through the wire in small increments, not wanting to startle her with the full currency all at once.

If he did, she might overreact, he knew, and that could spell disaster.

***

The stimulation increased immediately but only slightly. She felt herself responding even more quickly than before. Dr. Stravinsky cautioned her that she might feel a stimulating pulse, followed by a slight jolt that increased with each incremental move of the dial.

Almost immediately she started feeling a delicious sharp spark everywhere an electrode was attached to her body, but it seemed to stimulate other such pulses within her and radiate throughout her entire body.

When the dial reached about the three-quarters mark, Verity began to feel the electrical surges more profoundly, they shocked her now, rippled through her and made her pussy convulse as if she were being fucked by the massive rubber cock stuffed into her.

“What do you think, Verity?” the doctor asked, concerned. “Have you had enough?”

Verity slowly shook her head, her lips trembled. “No, not yet, Dr. Stravinsky,” she pleaded, her voice quivering as she spoke. “That feels so unbelievable. Just amazing. I’ve never felt so stimulated before. I feel like I could come forever!”

“Let me know when you need a break,” the doctor told her.

“Alright,” Verity said dreamily, “but not yet. I want to enjoy this for a while.”

Dr. Stravinsky patiently waited as she closed her eyes, her lips parted in ecstasy and trembling slightly from the intensity of the fucking she was getting.

“Now, Doctor!” she said urgently.

“You’re ready for me to turn it off?”

“No, no, I want you to turn it up!”

The doctor’s eyes widened, his jaw dropped, unable to believe what he was hearing. “You want me to–”

“Turn it up!” Verity wailed.

His hand hovered over the dial. “If you’re sure…”

“Yes. I’m sure. Give it to me, Doctor. Turn all the controls all the way up!”

Dr. Stravinsky did just that. First he amped up the breast electrodes, then the anal probe and finally the vaginal probes attached to the special rubber cock.

Almost immediately Verity began writhing about, breathing harder and when it finally all hit her at once, she squealed out loud and came up off the padding, her head above the edge of the box for the first time since she’d climbed in.

“Are you okay?” Dr. Stravinsky worried.

Verity nodded. “Fine,” she said, drawing out the word as her teeth chattered.

“What are you feeling, Verity?”

“I-I feel like my whole body is orgasming at once, from my tits to my ass,” she answered, her voice raised with excitement. “My tits feel amazing, stimulated in a way I’ve never experienced before. I’ve never had anything in my anus, but it feels so incredible and stimulating. The best part is the huge cock in my pussy. It’s fucking me by using my own responses to the impulse, each time I spasm the rubber cock is hitting all the right spots!”

“There’s a secret booster setting that puts all the electrodes into overload.” He hesitated. “We can stop now or you can take on the additional stimulation and electrical currency.” His voice sounded urgent but excited. “Do you want it? Can you handle it?”

Verity hesitated, briefly thinking it over before saying, “Yes, give it to me. Give it all to me!”

Dr. Stravinsky waited, making sure she wouldn’t suddenly change her mind. When she didn’t, he did as she asked. He pushed all the dials up almost at once, one rapidly behind the other to overload. “Here it comes,” he said afterwards.

Verity shrieked out loud, again coming up off the padding inside the box. “Ahhhh! This is insane!” she screamed out, not caring that the driver outside might hear her. “I’m on fire! I can’t hold back. I’m going to come!”

Dr. Stravinsky reached inside the box and held the rubber cock in place, more than that though, he shoved the cock in even deeper, as far as it could possibly go.

And Verity came up out of the box again, but this time it was her rear that was raised. She bowed her back and arched her pussy up into the air. As the fake cock fucked her pussy hard, her hips rocked uncontrollably and her ass bucked wanting more and more fucking from the mechanical cock.

“Let’s see how long you can keep at this,” the doctor cautioned.

“Oh… ah… yessss,” Verity hissed, “I can keep at it forever. Just wait, you’ll see!”

Dr. Stravinsky watched closely as Verity’s excitement peaked, her movements increasing. She seemed to be in a frenzy as she moved her head, shimmied her breasts, and gyrated and bounced her ass.

When she suddenly shuddered harder and harder, cumming and cumming, her pussy juices spilled from her pussy, squeezing out around the fake cock and puddling on the padding beneath her in the box.

Once Dr. Stravinsky felt she had climaxed and her movements started to settle a bit, indicating her orgasm was subsiding, he began to lower the dials until he’d completely turned them off. He started with the last one on, the rubber cock, and ended with the first, the electrodes on her tits.

Verity finally settled down, but she lay there as the aftershocks of her multiple massive orgasms shot through her.

“How are you?”

Verity fought to focus on his face. “I-I’m fucking amazing,” she said, her voice still shaky.

“Good, good.”

“Have yo-you turned off the current?” she asked.

“It’s off.”

“But I feel like I-I'm still orgasming inside,” Verity told her. “I-it must not be turned off all the wa-way!”

Dr. Stravinsky looked at her as he spoke. “You’ll feel this way for a while. It’s normal. Don’t fight it. Just let it spiral through you. Let it work through you and out of your system.”

He wiped his brow with the back of his hand. He took a cloth from a stack on a side table and wet it in a basin. “This’ll make you feel better.” He began to wipe her forehead, then her whole face. “It’ll cool you off.”

“Feels nice,” she cooed.

“That’s good,” he said soothingly. “Calm down as the effects of your orgasm work through you.”

Her eyes fluttered, then closed for a few seconds. Opened again. Her body still spasmed some, but her eyes kept closing and opening.

“Are you okay, Verity?” the doctor asked, concerned.

“I’m ju-just sleepy,” she said in a small, weak voice.

“Fine.” The doctor stopped wiping her brow. “Just go to sleep if you feel you have to. It’ll be fine, and you’ll feel all better when you wake up.”

When her orgasmic spasms finally subsided, Verity’s eyes fluttered and she slowly drifted off into a deep, peaceful sleep.

Now was the crucial time, Dr. Stravinsky realized, because it was in this afterglow that he lost his one and only love… his sweet Elizabeth.
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Dr. Stravinsky stood over the unconscious young woman, elated that the experiment had gone so well. She was a perfectly healthy young woman, something his wife had not been. Elizabeth had been older, less healthy, not as strong as the much younger woman. Maybe Elizabeth had had some kind of underlying condition no one was aware of…

Maybe Alice had too. He would never know for certain.

He checked the young woman’s pulse. Nice and steady. Nothing irregular.

Seeing the young woman sleeping so peacefully and knowing that he had finally accomplished his dream of fully testing his orgasmic creation, he felt himself stiffen and lengthen.

Without much thought, driven by primal need and a longing to celebrate his accomplishment, he quickly shucked off his clothing and stood naked for a moment before easing closer to Verity. His breath was coming in short gasps as he stared at her, already excitement was overcoming him.

He reached into the box, lifted her voluptuous body in his arms and carried her across the room to the exam table. There, he laid her flat on her back.

She had been fucked by his mechanical sex machine, but this time he was going to do the fucking… and he was going to do it all for himself. For his own gratification. That might seem selfish, but he was surrounded by selfishness. Not that this was an excuse. It was just that he needed to celebrate his success in the only way he knew how since Elizabeth was no longer here.

Hoping Elizabeth would understand, he reached out a hand and stroked the smooth, unwrinkled face of the young woman he’d just induced into a frenzy of orgasms no one else had survived.

He sighed deeply.  He could never tell Evelyn Winter or anyone what had happened to that other one. The other young woman who had accepted the position at Winterhaven Manor, Alice. Sweet, wild oversexed Alice. No one could ever know that she hadn’t skipped her appointment with him and taken off as he’d claimed but that she lay buried beneath his new rose bed in the back garden, safe and well hidden.

No one knew. No one suspected. He would take the secret to his grave.

But there was no time for mulling over that now.

Now was a time for living and celebrating.

He drew his thick fingers across the scarlet slash of Verity’s lovely, pouty mouth, made all the more so by her current state of slumber. So lovely. Too good for that useless nothing Evelyn Winter called her son, especially when he knew the lad wasn’t her son at all but the love child of her late husband. He should know. He delivered the awful sod!

He leaned in and gave Verity a kiss, tasting her sweet lips. So soft they felt against his, a tender brush of the mouth, a moment of rising passion.He longed for her to kiss him back. He had a feeling someday she would, and she would do it willingly.

Climbing onto the exam table, he straddled her sleeping form and waggled his stiffening cock in front of her lovely face, touching her cheek, her chin and then finally making his target. Her wonderful mouth. He slid his cock between those gorgeous lips, lubricating them with his stream of pre-cum. Mmm, it felt good to be between her lips, inside her warm mouth. He felt her teeth graze his rod, and he shoved in a bit and then pulled back out. The grip of her teeth on his hardness created a wonderful friction and made him want to cum.

For a split second he thought he saw her eyes flutter, and he almost pulled out. But he stopped himself. Just his imagination working overtime with all the excitement of the afternoon. He mouth-fucked her a few more times before pulling his cock free of her mouth.

At first he wasn’t sure why he did not want to awaken her. After all, he had already fucked her, in a way that is…. It was just that he knew that if she awakened, it would be the end of his little private celebration. Yet it was more than that, he knew. It was that a part of him was afraid that if she woke up and caught him, she’d piece together what had happened at Winterhaven Manor just after she arrived and she’d know it wasn’t just a dream. He couldn’t have that. It wouldn’t do for Verity to draw conclusions and make accusations. He knew that at sometime not too far into the future, Evelyn Winter would require him to administer a sedative so that her grubby excuse for a son could again have his way with the young woman. And he would do it. He had no choice because if he didn’t the all-powerful Evelyn Winter would make good on her threat. Verity, just a helpless, innocent pawn, would be in play again. There was no other way. Jameson Winter would again have his way with her.

Of course, it occurred to him that in so many ways he was no better than young Master Winter, but that didn’t change his feelings about the deplorable young man. It probably made him a hypocrite, but that was the least of his worries.

He slid down her body, fondling her breasts. She had the most lovely ones he’d ever seen, and as a doctor, he’d seen a lot. Damned near perfect. He traced his cock over one nipple, then the other. They were hard, and he wondered if they were ever any other way. She was, after all, quite sexual.

He sank lower down her body, leaned over her and suckled one puckered pink tit into his mouth, working the nipple hard. He followed suit with the second. Nice, but they’d be even better if she were with child. He wondered if she wanted children. He could imagine she would end up pregnant by someone, possibly him or that monster at Winterhaven, eventually whether she wanted to be a mother or not. He had a feeling she did, though, just maybe not now.

He kneaded her breasts, squeezed them together, and again admired their near perfection.

Dr. Stravinsky slid down further, pushed her legs apart and settled between them. His face was mere inches from her pussy. Her pussy twitched and jerked slightly on occasion. A side-effect of the electrodes. Nothing serious. It would only add to the excitement, he decided.

He leaned in, his mouth over her pussy and licked out his tongue and traced the tip down her slit, tasting her sticky sweetness. Lifting her legs by hooking his hands under her knees, he lifted her up so that her pussy met his mouth. He licked into her pussy, lapping at her tasty nectar. After sucking at her pussy for a while, he shoved her rear back down onto the table.

He stared down at the sleeping girl who stirred a bit now but did not open her eyes.

Once she settled back into her quiet slumber, he positioned his bulbulous cockhead at her entrance of her twitchy cunt and paused, taking a deep breath, before he thrust his hips and pushed into her soppy wet pussy, which he planned to fill beyond overflowing.

The doctor began to slam into her sleeping form, shoving his dick in as deep as it would go, then pulling back out and doing it again. Balls deep. Her breasts bounced each time he rammed into her, and he worried the movement of her chest would wake her up. But the only movements she made were from the impact made when he thrust into her. Soon he settled into a steady rhythm, pounding her like a man on a mission. Each time he bottomed out inside her, he felt his orgasm rising. And with each shove into her wet hole, he could feel the ripple along his prick as her pussy convulsed with the after effects of her many orgasms. It truly did add to the excitement.

He was damned close to climax, and he barely made this realization before exploding inside her.

“Ugh!” Dr. Stravinsky grunted and froze mid-fuck for a split-second then he jackhammered into her pussy.

With the sudden violent eruption Dr. Stravinsky came and began bucking as he rammed into her pussy, filling her fuller and fuller with each thick stream of cum that shot from the end of his prick. He rode her harder and rougher than before, unloading his seed into her until he could hear it squishing. He could feel it squeezing out around his shaft. Her pussy was filled to overflowing and he knew it would puddle beneath her. But it would be worth cleaning up the mess. 

After he finished cumming, he slumped against her body. He lay there for a while, breathing hard and trying to recover. He had celebrated the triumph of an accomplishment he had sacrificed so much for come to fruition. Seeing Verity experience multiple orgasms for the first time in her young life, it almost seemed like it had all been worth it.

But he knew he could never fully convince himself of that.

The celebration was over.

When his orgasm receded and his breathing eased up, he got off of her, slipped to the floor. He was about to turn, go clean himself up and redress when something happened that stopped him dead in his tracks.

“Wh-why did you cum inside me, Doctor? Or was I dreaming again? I can’t be sure.” She licked her lips. “But it was the most delicious dream.”

Dr. Stravinsky swallowed hard. What he feared would happen when he decided to fuck her… just had. But he couldn’t risk her putting too much together. “Your biggest problem, Verity, is that your dreams are just too real!”

* * *

After that little exchange about dreams, Verity drifted off again.

When she finally awakened again and became fully conscious, she seemed a bit out of sorts, but she didn’t seem adversely affected. Just a little disoriented, which the doctor assured her would pass.

“Oh, Dr. Stravinsky,” Verity moaned out the words, “that was like nothing I could have ever imagined experiencing. I am wrung out completely, yet I feel so very alive.”

“He got to his feet. “We both need a drink,” he told her. “We need to drink to our accomplishment.”

Verity nodded. “Yes, let’s do that,” she agreed, her voice still tinged with excitement. “I want to drink to you, sir, and your amazing invention!”

Dr. Stravinsky hesitated. “Thank you, Verity,” he said as if there were a lump in his throat and the threat of a tear in his eye. “That means so much to me.”

He poured them each a bit of brandy and handed one of the small glasses to her.

After taking a quick sip of her drink, she asked, “Why’d you do that?”

Dr. Stravinsky drew back, seeming surprised at her again bringing up what he’s just done. His color deepened a bit, and he fidgeted, adjusting his clothing. “I thought you needed a drink after all that.”

Verity gave a little snort of a laugh. “I didn’t mean that, Doctor. I meant why did you fuck me while I was sleeping?”

Dr. Stravinsky froze for a second. She did remember, and she knew it wasn’t a dream. But maybe she wouldn’t make any connection beyond that, he hoped. He gave a half smile as he looked into her eyes. “I guess I needed to,” he told her. “Seeing you coming like that… so much, it turned me on. I suppose I needed release too.”

She surprised him by grinning. “Well, how was it… I mean, how was I?”

The doctor returned hers with a steady grin of his own. “You were quite amazing, even in your sleep,” he told her. “You were a hot, sweet fuck, my dear.”

What Verity said next again surprised him.

“Is that your usual bedside manner, Doctor?” She raised her eyebrows awaiting his response, but he did not panic because he knew right away her voice had had a bit of a tease in it.

He paused in thought. He had slept with his wife… He shook the thought from his head. “I-I found you desirable in a way I have found few women.” Now he was the one struggling to speak.

She smiled. “You make it sound so appealing.”

He didn’t know what to make of that comment, if anything. He raised his glass, clinked hers. “To you, my dear, and your first time with a sex machine with a mechanical cock that can give you multiple orgasms!” Mentally he added, and a special ‘salute’ to you for being the first to survive!

Her eyes met his. “To us,” she corrected. “After all, I couldn’t have done it without you, Doctor!”

“How do you feel?” He changed the subject.

She sighed. “Like I’ve been fucked within an inch of my life!” she answered. “But it was worth it to finally experience multiple orgasms for the first time.”

“Was it what you thought it would be?” he wanted to know.

Verity’s eyes widened and sparkled. “Oh, it was more. Much more. More orgasms. Can you top that next time?”

“Next time,” he repeated. He hadn’t thought of that. He hadn’t been sure she’d want to.

“Yes. Next time.”

He nodded slowly. “I can sure as hell try!”

With that they shared a laugh, and then Verity said, “And maybe I’ll let you fuck me again too.” She paused, watching his eyes for a reaction. “If you want to.”

Dr. Stravinsky stared at the young woman who had seemed so reserved when he’d met her, even earlier when she’d arrived. Now, after what they had shared, she was more outspoken. He wondered if this had anything to do with the shocks from his invention.

“As long as you enjoy it,” he said non-committedly.

“Oh, Dr. Stravinsky,” she said, her voice low. “I did enjoy it so much. All of it. I don’t mean to make you think otherwise.” She sucked in her breath. “All kidding aside, it’s just that it’s all a bit overwhelming.”

Dr. Stravinsky swallowed before he spoke. “I’m sure it is,” he told her. “You may need a while to get over it… to put it into some kind of frame of mind. I expect in a few days you’ll feel even more comfortable with the whole thing.”

Verity finished her drink and nodded. “I expect I will.”

“You can head back to Winterhaven Manor now, Verity,” Dr. Stravinsky said, “if you feel that you’ve recovered sufficiently to make the trip.”

Dr. Stravinsky followed her to the door and stood before he opened it for her. “I do hope to see you again, Verity. I hope you were serious about there being a next time.”

“Only if you promise to hook me up to your glorious sex machine again,” she said, sounding as if she were teasing again, but he had a feeling there was more than a little truth behind her words.

His eyes met hers. “I promise. Just come by and see me every two weeks, and I will keep you humming!” The doctor said this with a sense of glee, his words lifting as he spoke.

Verity gave him a blank, distant stare, seeming unsettled and not at all sure why. She managed a small, shaky smile and nodded.

The doctor watched her as she made her way down the walkway to the carriage. Ned waited to give her a hand up.

Dr. Stravinsky felt a tiny stab of jealousy. He took a deep breath. He hoped the young woman would return again. Though much older than her, for the first time since his wife died, he felt like a man half his age…

[image: ]

Verity pressed herself against the back of the seat. She still could hardly believe what had just happened–and this time it wasn’t a dream. What an experience!

Ned glanced at her face as he climbed up and seated himself beside her.

"Are you all right, Miss?" he asked, then added, boldly, "What was it the doctor wanted?"

Verity could feel the lips of her overused pussy pressing against each whenever she took a breath.

"Just the usual… um… tests," she lied. “That's all.”

"Right," Ned said. He gave her a knowing look as if he knew all about Dr. Boris Stravinsky's ‘tests’. But he said nothing more and urged the horses forward.

Verity wiggled her bottom, hoping Ned would not take notice. The shaky carriage created vibrations that rippled through her pussy, creating a noticeable discomfort. She felt as though she might hurl with each bump of the carriage along the uneven road.

They were still on the small side road, a considerable distance from the main road.

The driver brought the carriage to a jerky halt, which made her bring her gloved hand quickly to her mouth.

"What is it, Miss?" he asked, anxiously. "Are you sick?"

Verity flushed with embarrassment. "No, I-I just need a moment to catch my breath… just a moment of stillness."

Ned's face flushed with understanding. “Yes, Miss.”

“Thank you, Ned.”

“You’re welcome, ma’am. Now are you certain you are fine?” Ned asked, his brow wrinkled.

Her flush deepened but Verity gave him a grateful smile for his concern for her well-being. “Yes, I’m fine, Ned. Just a bit of fresh air is all I need.” She gulped at the air. “I’m fine now.”

Ned nodded and encouraged the horses into a nice gallop.

Verity settled back against the buckboard, closing her eyes occasionally as thoughts of what had just occurred fluttered through her mind. So much had happened. It all had an unsettling, disorienting effect on her.

But one thing she knew for sure.

She would come to see Dr. Stravinsky again.

Just as he’d suggested.

Every two weeks… anything was better than having to deal with disgusting, immature Jameson Winter.

But she had a sneaky, unsettling feeling she would have to… because his was the biggest cock she had ever seen. And she couldn’t stop thinking about it, even in her dreams…

***

When Verity got back to her room at Winterhaven, the first thing she saw was the little black kitten with a big shiny red bow sitting in the middle of her bed. She ran to it, scooped it up and immediately named it Sooty.

the end
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