

Temptation Row:

Lust

by

Esther Harshom

First Ebook Edition, September 2014

Published by Esther Harshom at Amazon

Copyright 2014 by Esther Harshom

All rights reserved. This book may not be reproduced in any form, in whole or in part, without written permission from the author.


They’re waiting for her. They must be.

She is freshening up in the bathroom – or at least, that’s what she told them. In fact, she’s busy trying to work through her decision.

This is so unlike her, that’s the problem. She’d heard about these sorts of parties before – private parties where all sorts of sexual fantasies could be brought to life with like-minded strangers in sumptuous surroundings – but she never thought for a second she’d be attending one.

And then, of course, she had arrived, and everything changed.

The two men had scoped her out right from the start. They had known what they wanted, and had made no secret of the fact that they were seducing her. The blonde, chatty and brash and confident, all quick jokes and easy charm, and his quieter, more thoughtful companion with the brown hair. They’d been to these places before. They knew exactly what to expect.

A threesome.

That was what they suggested, and she had accepted without a second thought. It has been her fantasy for so long that when the option arose – especially with these beautiful men – she leapt on it.

It’s only now, upstairs in the en suite of one of the manor house’s guest bedrooms, that she finds it hard to get over that final hurdle.

So unlike her.

She doesn’t do this sort of thing.

She pauses for a second, one hand on the door. One little push is all it will take, and then her fantasy can come true. Perhaps she does do it – and if not, perhaps she should start.

Can reality ever live up to what she has dreamt up, though? Will it be an inevitable disappointment once it’s rendered in flesh and sweat? Would it be better left as the product of her imagination – something to keep her occupied during quiet nights alone, with only her fingers or a vibrator for company?

No. Of course not.

She needs this. She has to know.

The door swings open, and her boys – hers for the evening, at least – come into view.

They are magnificent specimens.

The blonde is on the bed, still wearing nothing but a pair of black boxer shorts that are doing a very poor job of hiding the erection that is growing beneath them; his brown-haired counterpart, more serious right from the first time they had met, is sitting in one of the bedroom’s armchairs, casually flicking through a book. Both sets of eyes focus on her, framed in the doorway – and why wouldn’t they? She looks beautiful, and she knows it. She put a lot of effort into her appearance tonight, and she’s glad that she has two men to share it with, rather than just one.

She pauses, wondering which one to go to first.

Mr Blonde, or Mr Brown?

Decisions, decisions.

The blonde? He’s closer, after all, and he was the first to start talking to her downstairs. He seems to be the most enthusiastic, too… but no. He’s too sure, too confident in himself. He’s the obvious choice, but she wants him to want her – to need her with every fibre of his being. By the time she involves him, he’ll be putty in her hands.

Instead she goes over to the man in the chair, swaying her hips seductively as she walks forward; everything is a tease now, all part of the game. She puts her hands on the chair arms and leans forward, arching her back into a perfect curve and sticking her ass out. The slight wiggle she gives is solely for the benefit of the man behind her; she doesn’t need to turn around to know that he’s staring.

The brown-haired man smiles as she draws closer, her face level with his. As their lips make their first contact, she knows she has made the right decision. His kiss is soft and warm and strangely intimate, given the nature of their arrangement, but it sets her at ease right away. He lets her lead and she teases him accordingly, her affection ebbing and flowing. She switches effortlessly between passionate and coy, between giving his lip a playful bite and pulling away altogether, daring him to follow her.

He does, of course. How could he resist?

She snakes her way down his body, a slow trail of kisses that begins at his collarbone and doesn’t stop until just below the line of his boxer shorts. She takes her time, teasing both of her boys at once: making one of them jealous and driving the other wild with anticipation.

Don’t worry, she thinks. The night is still young. You’ll both get yours.

His body is impossibly toned, his abs sheer perfection. She could kiss them all day, but her real interest lies lower. His cock twitches through the fabric, an unmistakeable bulge of arousal that can’t be hidden. He’s huge – far bigger than she was expecting, given his modesty. She runs her hands across the material, feeling its weight through the cotton, and for the first time since they entered the room he seems to be losing his cool. He lets out a soft little moan, almost involuntarily.

You could take it out now, she thinks to herself. You could take it out and slide it down your throat while his friend watches. You could have this Adonis pump his load in your mouth, or over your face and tits, and then go right over there and do the same thing to another complete stranger.

And then, once they recover, they can fuck you from both ends until you scream.

God, it’s tempting. The sumptuousness of the surroundings has brought something out of her: something long-buried, something she wasn’t sure even existed until now. This is a building made in the pursuit of pleasure. Why should she hold back? Why should she deny herself what she wants more than anything in the world right at that moment?

She leans forward and plants her lips against the fabric, giving a teasing kiss just where she knows the sensitive cockhead is resting. She can feel its hardness, and revels in the way he is forced to shift in his seat to accommodate it. Their gazes meet – hers playful, his eager – and she pauses. 

Why should she wait?

For greater reward later, of course. What other reason could possibly matter in a place like this?

She pulls away from him, tilting back on her heels and standing up in one fluid motion, leaving him in his seat like a cast-off toy. If he’s disappointed, he’s smart enough not to show it in the instant before she turns away and walks over to the bed. His blonde-haired friend is waiting for her there, that same cocky grin plastered across his face. That smile inflames her. It’s the smile of someone who thinks he’s in charge of the show, just because he’s going to have his cock in her sooner rather than later – just because, in all likelihood, he’s going to leave her insensible with pleasure. He’s confident in his abilities, that much is obvious. Downstairs at the bar, when she was still settling in, that had been so appealing, but now? No. Now, she wants things on her terms. This is her fantasy, and she’ll get what she wants.

Still… let him be confident. That’s not such a bad thing. Let him imagine all of the things he’s going to do to her, the pounding he’ll be giving to her tight cunt, the way her face will look as her lips wrap around his cock. Until then, though, there can be no mistake about it: she is running the show, and she’ll damn wipe that smirk off his face before he gets to play.

She grabs him by the back of the head, running her fingers through his hair, and pulls him in for a kiss. There’s no tease here, no subtlety. She attacks him with all the ferocity she can muster, and she’s pleased to find him flustered: it’s not what he expected from her, that’s for sure.

She’s even more pleased when he begins to match her.

She rakes her nails up his back and he moans, but even though she scratched hard it’s a moan of pleasure rather than of pain. Apparently, for all his confident bluster, he’s a man who likes it rough.

She waits for him to move towards her, deftly steps to the side and leaves him crashing on the bed where her body used to be. From there, it’s easy to get on top of him: her thighs straddle just above the position of his hips, and she can feel his cock through his shorts, pressing against her ass. He struggles as she holds down his wrists. It’s all for show, obviously – he and his friend could fling her around the room like a ragdoll if they chose to do so – but she’s not complaining. Every movement gives her another excuse to rub against his throbbing dick.

‘Looks like I win,’ she says.

He rolls his eyes at her, but he doesn’t attempt to move his hands as she releases his wrists. Immediately, her fingers go behind her back and release the clasp of her bra. The expensive black lingerie is cast aside like a gum wrapper; its purpose has been served.

She has always considered her breasts to be her best feature, and from the look on his face he agrees with her. She squeezes them firmly, just in front of his face, and then holds his head to them. He doesn’t need to be told what she wants. His tongue is out almost before she has finished speaking, and as he takes her nipple into her mouth she feels herself begin to grow wet. They always were so responsive to a well-placed touched, and Mr Blonde certainly knows what he’s doing.

But why leave him to it? Why not use everything she has at her disposal?

‘You,’ she says to the brown-haired man suddenly. He seems shocked, as though he was caught not paying attention, but she knows that isn’t true. He hasn’t taken his eyes off her since she walked in. ‘Strip. I want to see that you’re enjoying yourself.’

He moves like he has been electrocuted. In seconds, his boxers have joined her bra on the floor, and that beautiful uncut cock is in his hand – eight inches of delight being pumped in tribute to her body. She can already see the glistening precome at the head, his hand growing slick with his own excitement.

Soon, she thinks. Soon it’ll be all mine to play with. Just not quite yet.

There were other options to explore first.

She pushes the blonde away from her breasts with some reluctance, immediately missing the swirl of his tongue over her sensitive nipples, and shimmies her underwear down over her thighs. The cool air of the room strikes her pussy, proving just how wet it is – but she needs to know for certain that she’s ready for what comes next. She moves her hand down between her legs and slides a finger effortlessly inside.

Perfect.

She pushes the blonde onto his back and shimmies up his body, until her ass rests on his chest. As she tips forward onto her knees, she has his arms pinned and an ideal new seat, straddling his face.

He knows exactly what to do. His tongue hits her clit like a targeted arrow and her knees buckle, suddenly incapable of holding her weight against the onslaught of pleasure that he sends through her body.

No wonder he was so confident, she thinks. He’s earned it.

She crooks a finger towards the other man, Mr Brown, and beckons him to join in. He stands by the side of the bed, his cock so tantalisingly close. If it looked big through his underwear and from the other side of the room, now it seems enormous.

She has to have it. She needs it.

She leans forward, grinds her hips down on the willing tongue that is currently lapping at her slit, and takes his cock into her mouth. The taste of his precome, salty-sweet on her tongue, makes her greedy for more. She runs her tongue around the head and he moans encouragement. After what he has just seen, it’s no wonder.

Her own moans meld with his as she swallows his length.

She’s a conduit of pleasure, nothing more: the faster Mr Blonde licks, the more enthusiastically she finds herself bobbing her head up and down against his friend’s cock. Already, Mr Blonde’s skilled tongue has got her skirting the edge of an orgasm, but his teasing flicks are never enough to let her fall completely. Each one drives her closer, though, before snatching it away at the last second.

And then, just as she feels her orgasm finally begin to crest, he stops.

The steady licking dies away as he moves his head from between her legs, leaving only the echo of her lust behind. She can feel him slide off the bed and move off to the corner; in her peripheral vision, she sees him arranging something, but she’s too deep in the moment to know or care what it is. If he wants to come back, he’ll come back. In the meantime, all that matters is the cock in her mouth.

She teases it now, giving it her full attention. She licks up the shaft and allows her tongue to circle the head as her fingertips play gently over his balls, making a note of what works and what doesn’t, figuring out the rules to this strange new toy in order to keep him on the edge for as long as possible. She doesn’t want this to end – not yet, anyway. Possibly not ever.

She feels a hand on the small of her back. Not Mr Brown’s, that much is for sure; his hands are on her shoulders, keeping her mouth close as she torments him.

He’s back, and on the bed behind her as she rests on all fours. There’s a momentary press of his cockhead against the entrance to her pussy, a quick up-and-down as he lubricates himself with her juices, and then…

And then she feels him push forward.

His hips meet the flesh of her ass before the pleasure surges through her, like a dam suddenly incapable of holding back a raging flood. Her whole body lurches forward as he drives himself into her cunt, pounding deep, thrusting with everything he’s got and holding her in place with those strong hands of his.

Hands that control action. Hands that will never let go – not until he’s satisfied, anyway.

She’s pinned between these two men, their hands exploring her body as she works to please them both at once. Mr Brown is gentle, teasing the buds of her nipples between thumb and forefinger as she works on milking him of his load, but Mr Blonde is more forceful. He’s taking what he wants from her, and she gives it freely – and so much more. Her body is theirs to use.

The only payment she asks for in return is the orgasm that she knows is coming.

Her hands grasp at the bedclothes, scrunching the linen into her fists. Her whole body tenses up as it prepares itself, the muscles of her cunt clenching around the cock that fills her, but the more she tenses the closer she feels him get – both of them, in fact. It’s so easy to see them as one unit, with four hands running over her body and two cocks to please and to be pleased by in return.

They come.

Mr Brown is first. With a pure, animalistic moan he pulls his hips back, ensuring that his load doesn’t shoot right down your throat but instead splashes across her tongue. The torrent of his come arrives so suddenly that it shocks her, and she struggles to swallow it all. Almost simultaneously she feels Mr Blonde’s grip tighten, as though the sound that broke the silence was his cue to finish too. He speeds up, his thrusts becoming stronger, deeper, more desperate, and she pushes back against him, wanting nothing more in the world than his cock buried in her as far as it will go.

Yes, that’s it… all she needs is cock. His. Mr Brown’s. Anyone’s. It doesn’t matter. Who cares if they’re strangers? Who cares if she never sees them again? It feels so damn good to let herself go and live in the moment.

So wanton…

So unrestrained…

Such a…

Such… a…

SLUT.

The word screams out in her mind as she comes, drowning out all other thoughts. In that moment, she gives herself over completely to the pleasure, and so does he: through the waves of ecstasy that wash over her she can feel his cock pumping its load deep inside of her in a stream that seems as though it will never end.

He withdraws, she assumes, but she barely notices. She’s lost in the fog of orgasm, her body used to its limits.

Is it over? Can such a defining moment have reached its natural end so easily?

No. No, she can’t allow that – not yet, anyway. She needs more, at least until she recovers from the pounding she just received.

She draws them both close for a moment, pulling them to her body, and relishes the feeling of so much skin-on-skin contact. Sure, the party is still going on downstairs, and if she so chose she could no doubt pick up another two men and repeat the experience, but right now all she needs is to have that connection, that intimacy. As they embrace her, she feels herself more at ease than she has ever been, all possible stresses lifting from her shoulders.

There may not be a heaven, but with such delicious sin on offer, she finds that she doesn’t much care.
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