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The Catering Trade



Sarah Veitch


Do something every day that scares you. Darren reread the mantra on his calendar and sighed: the problem was that almost everything scared him. Like Horace Wimp in the ELO song he had yet to find himself a life. A young-looking thirty-year-old, he spent his days walking along the coastline and his nights producing pizza and pasta at a large Italian restaurant. Now he arrived for his usual evening shift to find the manager shouting Anglo-Saxon into the phone.


“He’s only gone and cancelled,” Maximo said when he hung up.


“Who?” Darren asked.


“The buff butler – he’s supposed to start tonight.”


Darren was already a pale man but he blanched. This was a major disaster. The restaurant had put on a special 9 p.m. setting at fifty pounds a head with the draw being that drinks would be served by the buff butler. They’d had lots of bookings from hen parties and girls’ nights out.


“Can’t we find a replacement?” he asked.


“At such short notice? If I didn’t have such a gut on me I’d do it myself.”


Do something every day that scares you . . . The message he’d read that morning began to reverberate through Darren’s underutilized mind. Didn’t he owe Maximo this much? The man had taken him on straight from university, trained him thoroughly and always given him a generous Christmas bonus. Hell, they were practically family.


“Max, I’ll do it tonight if you’ll take over the kitchen.”


There was a pregnant pause. “Really?” the manager asked weakly.


“Just get me the uniform,” Darren said before he could change his mind.


Leaving the under-manager in charge, Maximo left and soon returned with a black posing pouch and a backless black apron: you could get anything in Brighton. Darren put them on and they were very small and tight. The pouch accentuated his bulge and the tiny scrap of material at the back showed off most of his small oval buttocks. He was glad that he’d never had a particularly hirsute crack.


“You’ve been like a son to me. Let me get you a drink,” Maximo said mournfully and they shared half a bottle of an especially good red.


The first all-female party to arrive all winked and grinned when he brought them their drinks. (White wine served in medium-sized glasses.) The second girly group, who favoured Scotch on the rocks, wolf-whistled like construction workers on a building site. But the diners who had booked the trestle table for a dozen hospital staff were the ones who asked him to twirl around and show himself from every angle. They were on Jägerbombs. Enough said.


For the next three hours Darren brought seafood and liquid sustenance (“They see food and eat it!” Maximo quipped) to the assembled women then sadly announced that this was the last round, that it was closing time.


“My friends and I really like you. We’re wondering if you’d like to organize a lock-in?” the thirty-something woman in charge of the Jägerbombs party said.


Darren hesitated until she lightly brushed his posing pouch with her palm. The touch sent sensations racing through his cock and it immediately stood to attention. She and the other hospital workers whooped approvingly and Darren hobbled, a menu shielding his growing manhood, into the kitchen before the other hens could see.


He hurried up to Maximo. “The hospital group wants a lock-in.”


“And I want to get home to my bed at a decent hour,” his boss said. This was standard practice as Max’s wife did the late shift on the switchboard at the taxi rank and he had to get back so someone was there for their teenage sons.


“I know, Max, but they’re offering me more than tips. It’s been a couple of years since . . . you know . . . so I’d like to take them up on their offer.”


“Only two years? Hell, you should try being in a long-term marriage,” Maximo said, then grinned. “I’ll leave you the keys. Go for it. If I were your age I’d do the same.”


All of the other diners and the staff left. Darren and the girls from the hospital stayed. He locked the door, put on the closed sign and further dimmed the lights then, taking a deep breath, walked over to the dirty dozen to meet his fate.


“You’re never going to remember all of our names but I’m Michelle,” the leader of the pack said.


Michelle-and-Darren. In his head, Darren tried it out for size. He liked it. He liked her too: she had been funny and friendly throughout the evening without being loud.


“It’s a pretty name.”


“And that’s a pretty pouch,” Michelle said admiringly. “though I suppose you get told that all the time.”


Darren hesitated. “I’m the chef here so I’ve never actually done this before, but when our buff butler let us down . . .”


“Why buff butler rather than buff waiter?” she queried.


“Because people like alliteration,” Darren explained.


“So what made you step into the breach?”


“Oh, I just wanted to help out my boss.”


“So you’re kind as well as cute,” Michelle murmured.


Darren took a deep breath, emboldened by the fact that she liked him. “We aim to please.”


“And what exactly will you do to please me? To please all of us?” the thirty-something asked.


Darren took an even deeper breath and felt slightly dizzy. He quickly exhaled again. “I’ll do whatever you ask of me. Your wish is my command.”


The words so excited him that his manhood immediately sprang to attention for the second time that night and he moaned softly as Michelle began to caress it through the constraints of the tight black cloth.


“For starters, we’d like you to lie on the table on your stomach so that we can all have a feel of your arse.”


Do something every day which scares you . . . The dishes had been cleared away but the tablecloth had smears of jelly, cream and raspberry sauce all over it. Nevertheless, Darren obediently clambered on-board and lay flat. Seconds later, he felt slim female fingers following the curve of his buttocks again and again before briefly delving into the crevice between them and rimming his oh-so-sensitive anus. He heard another voice say “My turn,” before slightly longer fingers took over the task. For an untold length of time he writhed in ecstasy as the laughingly enthusiastic nurses took turns to explore his backside.


At last he heard Michelle telling him to turn over, so he flipped onto his back, proud of his thrusting hardness.


“Please,” he whispered to no one in particular, “I need to come.”


“Not until we tell you too,” Michelle said, sounding thrillingly offhand.


His desire deepened and he put his hand on himself but she slapped it away.


“I’m going to tease you for a very long time but you must not orgasm without my permission. Do we understand each other?”


“Yes, Miss,” he murmured, feeling as if he was in the midst of a beautiful wet dream.


He cried out as she dragged the posing pouch over his cock and threw it to one of her colleagues as if it was the bouquet at a wedding and cried out again as she took him in her mouth. Her lips were soft yet her tongue was probing, forceful. He stared down at her through half-closed eyes. The sensations brought on by being firmly lapped were almost overwhelming and his cock twitched and swelled.


“Do you want me to come?” he whispered, sensing that he was getting close.


“Not yet.” The second after she uttered the command, she returned her mouth to his manhood. He could hear his increasingly harsh breathing echoing around the room.


“Now?” he asked a moment later.


“No.” She teased her tongue around the hole in his shaft.


‘I can’t . . .” he eventually gasped.


She momentarily lifted her head. “Come immediately then or I may get bored and stop tonguing you.”


She returned to licking and sucking and Darren felt the almost signal go off in his balls and his brain. Last night he’d gone home to his lonely bedsit and tonight he was being mouthed by an attractive and lively woman whilst eleven other young women watched and made encouraging sounds. He began to lift his hips more insistently, felt the pleasure rush through him and the spurting begin. He normally orgasmed silently (bedsit walls not being known for their robustness) but this time he let out an uninhibited groan.


“I’m getting strawberries and a hint of lime and furniture polish,” Michelle said mischievously, licking her lips and doing a parody of a wine buff.


“And I’m getting dehydrated,” Darren said, climbing shakily off the table and fetching himself a sparkling water and organic cordial drink.


Returning from the bar area, he brought over a spare seat and sat down next to Michelle, briefly kissing the top of her nearest arm.


“That was awesome.”


“It’s my thirtieth birthday so I promised myself I’d do something daring,” she said.


He’d just had a pint of Guinness and a DVD for his. He looked around the table. “And the others are just here for backup?”


“Oh, most of them have hit the Big Three O as well in the past year or two and tonight they’re living vicariously.”


He loved a woman who used words like “vicariously”. Being shut away in the kitchen, he rarely had the opportunity to talk to the female of the species and the few he’d met at clubs had been obsessed with big hair, small shoes and impossible-to-sustain-life low calorie diets. Some dieters had a salad in the restaurant for lunch (three hundred calories) every single day.


“Give me a few minutes to recover and I’ll be happy to serve everyone,” he said bashfully.


“Hear that, Carla? It’s your lucky night,” Michelle called out. She turned back to him. “Carla’s decree nisi came through last week – she found the bastard was sleeping with her younger sister – so she really deserves a treat.”


“Shall I use my tongue?” Darren murmured.


“She’d love that. All women do.”


Darren filed that remark away in his brain for later contemplation. He’d always thought that women loved men with exciting jobs, classic cars and designer wardrobes but if what they really liked was being licked out . . .


“Are you all nurses?” he asked curiously.


“No, only half of us. I’m a clinical psychologist and Carla’s my assistant. The others are in administrative roles.”


Darren did a double take. “So, have you analysed me yet?”


“Hardly – it’s my night off!”


“But you must have made some basic assumptions.”


The wine that he’d enjoyed earlier made him less self-conscious, helped him to return Michelle’s frank gaze.


“I think you’re unusually well educated for this job.”


“True – I have a degree in English literature.”


“But you were too shy to teach.”


“Right again.”


“Cooking is a way for you to be creative yet still keep your distance from the world.”


“Until tonight,” Darren said softly.


“Tonight you’ve made contact with your submissive side.”


She was right, he admitted to himself. The moment that these women had started to order him about he’d felt excited, and the more they had used him, the more aroused he had become.


“I’d love it if you’d help me keep in touch with that side of myself,” he said, emboldened.


“That depends how much you please us for the next couple of hours,” Michelle replied.


Brilliant – so the best night of his life wasn’t over yet.


“I’ll be the perfect sex slave,” he promised.


“Then get on your knees before Carla,” Michelle said.


After a moment’s discussion with the group, everyone agreed that Carla should take off her panties and lie on the table on her back with her knees raised. Darren also clambered onto the table and crouched between her spread thighs. He was momentarily aware that everyone was leaning forward and staring at them both.


“Remember your only purpose is to please us,” Michelle called and he turned his attention to the task at hand.


Well, the task at tongue to be precise. Carla had a nice set of pinkish-brown labial lips and a cute pink clit, which was already peaking from its hood in anticipation. He licked it and she shuddered and said, “Too much.”


“Tell me exactly what you want,” he murmured.


“Lick to one side and keep the pressure measured but constant until I come.”


He could do that. He’d always wanted the opportunity to bring a woman to orgasm but his two long-term relationships, admittedly when he was younger, hadn’t allowed him the opportunity as his equally young partners refused to tell him what turned them on. After being ditched for the second time, he’d lost confidence and had subsequently subsisted on the occasional one-night stand.


Now he licked away as if his life depended on it, enjoying the slightly sweet lubricant that Carla was producing. Her scent was equally pleasant and he had a first-class view of her neatly trimmed brunette bush. He preferred pubic hair to the waxed hairlessness that younger women favoured. He liked the natural look. He wondered what Michelle looked like in that department and hoped that he’d have the chance to find out.


Suddenly, Carla cried out and ground her pubis into his mouth. He kept lapping and lapping. His tongue felt bionic, as if it could go on all night. Just as suddenly, she moved away from him and rolled onto her side, drawing her knees up to her chest and cupping her pubis with both hands.


“Wow!” she said. “It’s been a while!”


“For me too,” he admitted, wriggling over to her and putting his arms around her waist so that they spooned.


They lay there for a moment then self-consciously sat up, only to receive a round of applause.


“Oh look, he’s erect again,” one of the nurses said happily.


“Me next,” the woman seated next to her said.


Michelle held up her right hand. “Ladies, enthusiastic as Darren is, we can’t expect him to make love to the remaining eleven of us in one session. I vote we choose one more person to benefit tonight then we make this a regular monthly event.”


There was a general murmur of agreement then everyone wrote their name on a piece of paper and they stuffed them into Darren’s posing pouch, which one of the women had reluctantly removed from her shoulder bag.


Let it be Michelle, let it be Michelle, let it be . . . At the ladies’ insistence, he pulled out one of the erotic lottery tickets and found it said “Jeanette”. He called her name and found himself locking gazes with a small, elfin-faced girl.


‘You can’t be over thirty,” he said, thinking out loud.


‘No, I’m the baby of the group. I’m only twenty-two.”


“Hopefully too young for a decree nisi?”


“Definitely. I’ve only had two boyfriends to date.”


For the first time she looked slightly nervous – the Jägerbombs had run out – and Darren warmed to her.


“I’ll do exactly what you want, Jeanette.”


He belatedly – and foolishly – felt as if he was being unfaithful to Michelle, but cast a quick look at her and was reassured when she gave him the thumbs-up.


“Well.” She was handed the carafe from further up the table and took several gulps of red wine. “I’ve only ever done it missionary style so I’d like to try something else.” She looked around the room. “Any suggestions, girls?”


“A sixty-niner,” someone shouted.


Darren blanched. His tongue felt numb after pleasuring Carla and if he used it again so soon he’d probably end up with lockjaw. He was pleased when someone else suggested woman-on-top.


“I’ve never wanted to go on top,” Jeanette admitted. “I always think my breasts would look too small and I don’t think I have a good enough sense of rhythm to bring a man to orgasm that way.”


“I’ll do whatever you want,” Darren promised, looking deep into her eyes.


Jeanette hesitated. “I saw this film once where the man took her from behind . . . Not anal,” she added hastily, taking another swig of her wine.


“Do you want to lie down on your tummy or get up on your hands and knees?” Michelle prompted.


Everyone immediately began calling “Hands and knees” and, blushing, Jeanette stood up and peeled off her dress, bra and pants.


Naked, she clambered awkwardly onto the table and embraced Darren who was also completely nude.


She was lovely, he thought, gazing down at her. Her breasts were indeed small but suited the rest of her petite frame. He cupped them gently and they were gloriously silky. He kissed each nipple in turn and said, “I’m yours to command.”


“Do it hard,” Jeanette whispered directly into his ear.


“Shall I play with you first to get you wet?” he asked softly, wanting to give her as much pleasure as was humanly possible.


“No need. I got horny just watching you with the other girls.”


“Less chat and more action. We’ve come here to see the show!” one of the other nurses whooped and, laughing, Jeanette got into position on her hands and knees. Darren gently touched her labia and she was indeed well oiled. Looking closer, he could see the arousal glistening on her flesh.


“Has anyone got a condom?” he asked sheepishly and one of the nurses obliged. She took the time to roll it sensuously over his shaft and they both stared down at the black-ribbed sheath of flesh.


Positioning his manhood – he was so hard that he hurt – at Jeanette’s entrance, he stared over her back at Michelle, who nodded encouragingly at him.


“Don’t come until we tell you to,” she ordered for the second time that night.


The thought that he was merely their sexual plaything, a living dildo, filled him so full of sensation that he almost came on the spot.


He pushed all the way in and was gratified when Jeanette moaned. Doggy position, he knew, offered the deepest penetration.


“God, I can feel you right up at my cervix,” she whispered excitedly.


“Fast thrusting or slow?” he asked


“Fast, like you have to have me.”


Darren obediently increased his rhythm so that he was shafting her high-speed and hard. He gripped her waist to increase his purchase, aware that everyone was watching his small muscular arse move forward and back.


He looked down at himself as he entered her, pulled partway out, thrust forward. They fitted together perfectly. It looked and felt absolutely right. In, out, in, out . . . He felt as if he could go on indefinitely but all that changed as Jeanette’s vagina closed in on his cock. She gripped him in rhythmic waves as she climaxed and he was even more aroused when she cried out.


He kept thrusting, thrusting.


“Don’t come,” Michelle reminded, staring at him intently.


The word don’t echoed around amongst his scattered thoughts but, despite his best intentions, he came.


Moments later, his manhood shrank out of Jeanette and he carefully removed the sheath, tied a knot on the end and tossed it to one of the women.


“Has it been a while?” she asked, pretending to weigh the contents, and the other nurses cheered.


“Sadly, yes. I don’t usually serve women of your calibre,” he said and they cheered again.


“Ladies, don’t encourage him – he disobeyed us,” Michelle broke in, smiling broadly. “He has to be punished immediately if he’s to learn how to behave.”


“We should definitely give him a good spanking,” Carla said.


The biggest woman of the group volunteered to go first. Darren gulped as she pushed back her chair, indicating that he should go over her knee. He obeyed and she was soon beating a tattoo on his muscular oval buttocks. He had small cheeks and she had surprisingly large hands. He wondered briefly if she could be a transsexual but didn’t dare attempt to look up and check for an Adam’s apple. Instead, he stared at the carpet and occasionally squealed as she slapped down at his vulnerable orbs.


The next woman had smaller palms, but she made up for that by using a wooden spoon which one of the nurses fetched from the kitchen.


“Complain too much and we’ll use a spatula instead,” she warned when he gasped and writhed.


By the time the fourth woman was spanking him, he was both loving and hating it as his backside felt as if it was on fire.


“Ladies, that’s enough for tonight. We’ll finish punishing him next month,” Michelle said matter-of-factly.


“Might be busy,” Darren muttered in a vain attempt to play hard to get.


“Busy over my lap having your backside pummelled until you realize who’s in charge,” Michelle replied.


Darren crawled wearily over to her and put his head in her lap and she caressed his hair.


“Book us all in for the same time a month today. That gives you ample time to launder your apron and posing pouch.”


“Can I see you before that?”


“Only in your buff butler uniform. I love the power that it gives me, having you semi-naked and completely at my beck and call.”


Darren took a deep breath, praying for an affirmative answer. “I could wear my uniform and serve you in the comfort of your own home whenever you desire.”


Ten minutes later, he locked up and walked sleepily home. He was sorted. He’d cook for Michelle next Friday night and please her with his eager shaft, fingers and tongue. Then, at the end of every month, he’d service some of her colleagues in the restaurant while she watched – and potentially disapproved of – his every move. He was already guaranteed a prolonged spanking, Darren thought with a rush of pleasure, and would doubtless find many ways to ignite their collective wrath.





Tips



Steve Gee


“But I’m not a boy. I’m a girl,” said Kaitlyn Saunders to the middle-aged woman in the job agency. The 22-year-old stared at the big woman sat opposite her and blinked in disbelief at what she had heard. “A female,” the younger woman reiterated.


“Really?” The older woman raised her eyebrows and peered over her glasses at the slender thing before her. “You don’t look much like a woman. Makes you perfect for the job as far as I can see.”


Kaitlyn felt her cheeks redden. She was all too aware of how her slender frame appeared. Combined with her mop of pale straw hair and a freckled face, she looked more like a teenage boy. She was aware too that the older woman was staring at her chest. Without making it too obvious, Kaitlyn tried to push out her small bust as if to make her gender more plain.


“What size are you?” asked the older woman, frowning now as she stared at what little shape there was remained well hidden under the baggy pop-art T-shirt the girl was wearing. “Tell me, Miss Saunders, are you any bigger than, say, 30A?”


Kaitlyn felt more blood rise to her face. “I don’t see what that has to do with anything,” she snapped.


“Thirty AA then,” said the woman, whose name badge announced she was Mrs Lloyd and she was here to help. The woman said it with an air of finality that would brook no argument. “You have the body of a boy and I don’t suppose you’ll get any bigger up there. Not now.” With that Mrs Lloyd hefted her own rather large bust with a well-practised shrug as if to make a point.


“I don’t want a job where I dress up as a boy,” said Kaitlyn.


“But you’d like a job.”


“Of course, or I wouldn’t be here.”


“Allow me to share with you my impression. You wear jeans, have hair like a boy would comb it and, as we have discussed, you have no bust. Therefore I am sure the Majestic would welcome you as a bellboy.”


“Bellboy,” the young woman repeated, the incredulity still in her voice, with the stress firmly on the last word.


“That was what I said. The hotel is looking for staff such as chambermaids, but especially they require a bellboy.” Mrs Lloyd closed the folder in front of her and organized it with the time-honoured practice of banging the bottom edge several times on her desk. Several sharp raps to indicate the interview was over. “While you have no experience I am sure the manager, Miss Gordon, will consider your suitability as fairly as she can. The hotel’s address is on the card in front of you and I would recommend you hurry along before . . .” Mrs Lloyd paused and regarded Kaitlyn again. “Before a betterlooking boy comes along.”


Kaitlyn didn’t leave her seat. “You said they wanted chambermaids,” she said, as sharply as she could. “Maids, as in girls.”


“They do, but they require a certain, shall we say, shape to them.” Once more Mrs Lloyd’s eyes were on the non-existent breasts of the young woman.


Kaitlyn stood. “This is ridiculous. You are an employment agency and as such I would have thought—”


“We find people jobs,” interrupted the middle-aged woman, her voice firm. “For people who do not have a job. Like you, Miss Saunders. We also try to find the best person for the right job. In my opinion based on twenty-five years’ success in this, that is what I am doing. The job has a uniform with trousers. I would have thought for someone who wears boy clothes all the time it would be ideal. But—” the woman sighed as she gestured at the card on the desk “—it is up to you.”


Kaitlyn hesitated. “The job . . . this bell thing.” She didn’t want to say the word “boy” if she could help it. “The wages don’t sound great.”


“Perhaps, but the tips are good. Or can be.” Mrs Lloyd had her head down, looking at some papers. She didn’t need to look up to see how Kaitlyn might be reacting. “Very good at times. Depending on how well you do your job, of course, and providing the Majestic thinks you’re good enough to even get to wear the uniform,” she added. “Oh, and there will be a probation period as you might expect. Three months.”


Kaitlyn felt her face burn even more and she was tempted to turn and stalk out of this so-called professional agency, but there was another woman who would get the brunt of her anger: this Miss Gordon, who had the temerity to ask the employment agency for something as old-fashioned and as inappropriate in today’s world as a bellboy. “Trust me, I’ll have a word with this woman,” said Kaitlyn, as she snatched up the card from the woman’s desk and left.


Two hours later, Kaitlyn stared as she stood on the edge of the pavement outside the red-brick and green-domed splendour that was the Hotel Majestic. The building looked solid enough, but clearly had seen better days, though it still retained an impressive facade and had an aura of fortitude. From what Kaitlyn could gather by poking around the internet on her mobile phone on the bus journey here, the hotel had been built in the same year as the Titanic. The story had it that the construction of that ill-fated ship had prompted the hotel’s name, but, while the ship sank swiftly one fateful night, it took a lot longer for the Hotel Majestic to decline if not actually sink. Of course, no one would expect a hotel built on the white cliffs of Kent to fall into the Channel with any sort of rapidity, but the place had fallen on harder times. The imperious glories of the Edwardian era had long since gone, the appeal of a residential hotel overlooking the sea had almost certainly died out and, with cheaper holiday destinations available abroad, the hotel had been obliged to turn its attention to other attractions.


The sign outside the hotel announced in black letters on Day-Glo pink that the “Next Big Event” was an Agatha Christie Weekend, including a ball and murder-mystery fun. Kaitlyn snorted at the idea of women dressed in twenties flapper dressers and men in wide-lapel suits with polished white and black shoes wandering around the place, chattering in ways they imagined Hercule Poirot might, while looking for a length of lead pipe in the conservatory, while even she only had a vague idea what that might be.


But she herself wouldn’t have to look, she figured. No one would expect a bellboy to speak to them. Just bow a little and carry a few bags and point the way around. She could be more or less part of the scenery, and if that old bag Lloyd was right, she would be given tips. That would make it worthwhile, she told herself, and no one really need know she was a girl under the uniform. In fact, there was a certain reassurance in anonymity. No one would know her name and probably not even give her a second glance.


Inside the place, the creaking floorboards under the Majestic’s impressive but thinning carpet made silent entry impossible, and the once bright foyer with its polished walnut reception desk looked dowdy in the sparse light. It was a gloom, however, which happily did not penetrate far into the unlit corners to reveal the faded and peeling paint on old plaster, so some grand illusions were retained.


A young woman in a prim business suit at the reception desk looked up from writing in a ledger as Kaitlyn entered. “You must be here for the bellboy job,” the woman said with a faint smile on her full red lips. “Mrs Lloyd called and said you might be coming. And yes, I think she’s right. You do look like a boy.”


Kaitlyn felt herself getting embarrassed again. It wasn’t that she hadn’t heard that jibe before, but perhaps she expected a little more from a hotel receptionist. Well, she told herself, I too could insult people from behind a desk if they paid me. For a moment she considered saying that but the woman in front of her had straightened up and her name badge was visible.


NORMA GORDON. MANAGER. MAJESTIC HOTEL.


“I . . . I think maybe I have come to the wrong place,” said Kaitlyn, taking a half-step backwards.


“No, I don’t think you have. In fact, I’d say Mrs Lloyd’s done a very good job of getting you here. Yes, you look perfect.” Norma Gordon nodded and smiled again.


“I’m a girl,” said Kaitlyn, trying to head off the inevitable comment about her bust, or lack of.


“Which makes you absolutely ideal for what we need,” said the manager, putting down her pen and closing the ledger. “Kaitlyn Saunders, right? Or do you prefer Kay?”


“What? I mean, I don’t mind . . . Kay’s fine,” Kaitlyn acknowledged, as the manager came round the desk.


“Good. I like the look of you, Kay.” Miss Gordon was alongside the girl. “Mrs Lloyd said you were right for the job and I trust her judgement.” The woman smoothly caught Kaitlyn’s arm and began to simultaneously turn her and steer her towards an office at the side of the foyer, a door marked: MANAGER. PRIVATE.


“Where are we going?”


“To see if the uniform fits of course. But I bet it does. Like a glove.”


“Look . . . I don’t know I want to be a boy,” protested Kaitlyn, but she didn’t immediately fight being pulled towards the office door.


“You aren’t, really. It’s just dressing up. Pretending. Playing a part.” The manager laughed easily. “We all do that nowadays, more or less. But you can do it in a free uniform.” They were at the door and that was when Kaitlyn pulled her arm free from Norma’s grip.


“Just a moment. I don’t know why you aren’t looking for a real boy.” She couldn’t help getting red in the face as she said it.


“Because,” sighed the woman, “the business we get here would appreciate you being what you aren’t. Weird, right? But trust me. Oh, and the tips are good if you do this right. Did Mrs Lloyd tell you that?”


“Yes,” said Kaitlyn, and she allowed herself to be guided into the manager’s office, which was where she saw the uniform, hanging up on the wall. Dark red, brass buttons at the front of the double-breasted jacket and a pair of matching trousers, with a yellow stripe down the outside of the leg. On a chair by the side of the jacket and trousers was a typical circular twenties bellboy round hat with no peak. It was nothing more than a shallow cylinder, but the yellow embroidery on the top displayed the name of the hotel in flowing script.


“Put those on. I’ll wait outside.” Norma smiled.


“There isn’t a mirror,” protested Kaitlyn.


“No, but you can trust my opinion on how good you look,” said Norma and she departed, leaving the young girl alone with the uniform.


As it turned out the uniform fitted every bit as well as Norma said it would. The manager even whistled in a low, somewhat demeaning way as Kaitlyn emerged from the office in her bellboy outfit, which made the girl blush once more. “Very good, Kay. All it needs,” said the woman, as she stepped up to the girl and reached for her head, “is the hat at a slightly more jaunty angle. There. Much better.”


“It feels strange,” said Kaitlyn, feeling the heat in her cheeks and catching a glimpse of herself in the glass of the main doors.


“But it looks fabulous.” Norma grinned. “Everyone will love the look.”


“Who’s everyone?” Kaitlyn was startled by the idea.


“Everyone who books a weekend here. And the weekenders we find like to tip very well for personal services performed well.”


Kaitlyn shivered. Personal services? Said that way, she wasn’t sure what that involved. “Uh . . . I’ll just be carrying bags right, and showing people to their rooms?”


“Of course,” Norma said with a smile. “Being respectful. Even subservient. It’s more than just showing the way. It’s about opening up.”


For a reason she couldn’t understand, Kaitlyn felt her blush increase.


The first dozen or so guests who tipped Kaitlyn for carrying bags up to their rooms weren’t particularly generous and the girl considered quitting. It wasn’t that she didn’t like the idea of what she did, or wearing the bellboy’s uniform that bothered her. It was that the promise of decent tips clearly weren’t going to materialize. I mean, she asked herself as she checked her reflection in the mirror in the staff quarters to make sure her little cap was at the best angle, what more can I do? I greet them nicely, smile, carry their bags and smile again. What else can I do?


Kaitlyn mentioned her disappointment to Norma, who merely raised an eyebrow. “Added value,” was all she said. “Give that bit extra. The people who come here would really appreciate you opening up.”


The pretend bellboy wanted to ask what more could she do but the manager was busy with bookings and clearly didn’t want to talk about this.


For a while, Kaitlyn wanted take the uniform off and throw her cap down as a gesture of resignation. However, she had a job and that was something. Perhaps I’ve just been unlucky with the first guests, she told herself. The men after all do look at me a little oddly as if they expect me to do something, she continued her line of thought. The men, she reminded herself, and then she began to feel hot under her collar. The more she thought about it the more it began to dawn on her just who was coming to the Majestic and why they came.


They didn’t come just for the theme nights and special events weekends, Kaitlyn understood in a moment of clarity. It was for personal services rendered, and she knew what she had to do.


The next guest she greeted was a middle-aged man. Plump and balding though smartly dressed, he stared at Kaitlyn as if he knew what he expected from whoever was inside the uniform. She carried his bags up to his room on the second floor, smiled sweetly, and licked her lips smoothly with her head inclined a little to one side.


“Will there be anything else, sir, I can help you with?” She dropped as elegantly as she could to her knees in front of the man. She bent forward and kissed the polished toes of his shoes lightly. “I am here to help, sir.”


As she lifted her head, the man was grinning down at her. He unzipped his fly and an impressive, suitably fat cock came into view. “Yeah. Just one thing,” the man said. “I’m sure you know what to do about this, boy.”


“Yes, sir,” said Kaitlyn. She took his hardening penis in her mouth. She sucked and rolled the cockhead in her mouth and brushed and teased it with her tongue as expertly as she could. Her flicking tongue concentrated on the tip of the man’s swollen cock, and he was sighing appreciatively above her. It didn’t take long to bring him off, and the man deposited his load with a satisfied groan.


Kaitlyn swallowed smoothly because, she thought, that was what a bellboy on his knees would do. Then when she had cleaned the man’s wilting cock thoroughly, she withdrew her mouth. When she stood, the man asked his name. Not her name, as if he was convinced she was a boy.


“Kay, sir,” said Kaitlyn. “I would be pleased to help you with anything else to make your stay at the Majestic even more satisfactory.”


The man chuckled, produced his wallet and took out a twenty-pound note. “If you do that again tomorrow, boy, I am sure I will be well pleased.”


“Yes, sir, all my pleasure.” The Majestic’s bellboy smiled as she took the offered tip.


The couple was, as couples always were who arrived for a weekend at a place like the Majestic, rather middle-aged, bordering on elderly. “I like to think of them as the YE’s,” Norma had explained one afternoon when she was going through the bookings list with Kaitlyn. “YE is Young Elderly. The advantage being, Kay, they still have a pulse and disposable income.”


“As in tips,” Kaitlyn had said.


“Tips and services, drinks and meals.” Norma smiled. “After all, they don’t earn us anything extra when they are asleep, do they?” With that, the bellboy understood what the hotel business was about.


Mr and Mrs Leyland were definitely of the YE class. They had a pulse and their matching suitcases were expensive. Kaitlyn had begun to grasp what the suitcases showed in people. Those visitors who dressed well but had cheap cases and bags were less likely to give a decent tip as they thought mostly of themselves. But matching luggage by a good manufacturer suggested these people could spend money anywhere. The only trouble was while Kaitlyn had serviced single men (going on her knees with her mouth open and an appealing look in her upturned eyes usually made the males get hard at once, with inevitable consequences) she had less luck with couples. Couples would tip moderately, but she couldn’t offer her trademark welcoming service.


The Leylands turned out to be different. As Kaitlyn put the matching luggage in the bedroom, the man gestured to the bellboy. “I hear you offer a welcoming service,” said the white-haired man with the sort of tone that suggested he was used to being in control of situations.


Kaitlyn shot a glance at the woman nearby, whose own dyed blonde hair gleamed in the light from the evening sun streaming through the windows. The woman, plumper than her husband, raised an eyebrow at the bellboy. “Get on with it,” she said. “We are all adults here, aren’t we?”


Kaitlyn gulped, blushed and dropped to her knees in front of the man, who promptly roared with laughter. “My, my, you really do pick the wrong horses, don’t you?”


The girl scrambled to her feet, face more red than ever. “Um . . . I’m sorry, I thought maybe . . .” She had no idea what to say. She had a vision of this job coming to an abrupt end.


“Not me,” The man snorted a laugh and waved his hand at his wife. “It’s my good wife who needs your skills.”


Kaitlyn stared at the woman. She impatiently gestured the bellboy to her. “It isn’t always men who need good service,” she said and began hoisting up her dogtooth-patterned skirt. She was wearing stockings, held up by suspenders descending from a white girdle. The dark bush around her sex was visible as she didn’t have any panties on, though with a woman of her size and age the word “panties” would – Kaitlyn reflected later – seem inappropriate. The woman wasn’t wearing any knickers. Mrs Leyland spread her legs slightly, holding up her skirt up to her waist. “Get on with it,” she said, her voice husky with excitement.


Kaitlyn started to walk towards Mrs Leyland but stopped as the older woman glared at her and demanded she should approach on her knees. The girl in the uniform dropped to her knees as ordered and shuffled as fast she could across the carpet. The woman sighed, leaned back a fraction and at the same time pushed her wide hips forward. Kaitlyn wanted to gulp but she felt she shouldn’t with both pairs of eyes on her. She had never had sex with a female before, apart from a brief groping experiment at school with her cousin who said everyone did things like that. But she had never had her mouth near any female’s sex and now she could see the folds of the woman’s slit through the dark hair in front of her face. She put her tongue out.


“Put that thing away,” said Mrs Leyland. “You have a cute nose, boy, and that is what I want you to rub in my cunt. The tip of that cute nose. Up and down, understand?”


“Make sure you breathe in all the aromas while you do it,” chuckled the old man to one side of the two females. Kaitlyn was aware he had his long thin cock out and was masturbating. OK, she thought, so he gets off that way, and she gets off this way. The tip had better be good, she told herself, as her nose nestled into the wiry pubic hair and into the wet folds of the woman’s cunt. She could indeed smell all the aromas and, for a second, it seemed overpowering. But Kaitlyn was made of stern stuff and, pushing her revulsion away, she promptly began rubbing her nose up and down the slick, soft valley. She tried to look up at the woman to see if she was enjoying it, but all she could see was the swell of the woman’s girdled belly. Then, to her surprise, Mrs Leyland dropped the thick tweed skirt over Kaitlyn’s head, though she did give a small gasp of pleasure.


Under the skirt in the dark, Kaitlyn wondered how she was doing. When she had sucked men’s cocks she had looked up to judge the pleasure on their face and, as most men would give a “tell” that they were about to climax, she had learned when to increase her motion or her sucking or nibbling. It was, she understood, the quality of the last moment that guaranteed the best tip. Now, she had no idea. She could hear the man saying something about punishing women and making them work hard to lick a mistress clean. Yes, he definitely used the word “mistress”. Perhaps, Kaitlyn thought, it helped excite him as he wanked – after all, he couldn’t see much but a bobbing shape under his wife’s skirt. Or maybe it helped arouse the woman, but she wasn’t replying, though her hips began to move faster on Kaitlyn’s nose. Her small hat had been dislodged and Kaitlyn wondered, bizarrely, if it would matter. She worked her head harder and tried to push the tip of her nose against the woman’s engorged clit, to be rewarded with a sudden gush of wetness, which, for an instant, made the bellboy think the old woman had let some pee slip out. But it wasn’t urine. It was an orgasm, and, under the skirt, Kaitlyn could feel the woman shaking and her hands on the back of her head pulling her in and holding her there.


Kaitlyn wondered if she should use her tongue now, but that would mean moving her head away and Mrs Leyland definitely didn’t want to let the girl’s nose slip from her sopping wet cunt. The woman held the girl in position for a good five minutes until Kaitlyn began to panic, thinking she would run out of air. The thought occurred to the bellboy that she would suffocate in the most unimaginable way. Perhaps out of kindness or a sense that the kneeling girl was about to perish, Mrs Leyland let go and allowed the bellboy to scramble out from under her skirt. Kay saw her dislodged cap on the floor and went to pick it up, realizing that the man had – of all things – ejaculated into it. Nonetheless, she picked it up and, without a word, pulled it onto her short-haired head. “Will that be all, sir and madam?” she asked, though still on her knees.


“For now,” said the woman, smoothing down her skirt as she turned briskly away, leaving her husband to tip the bellboy generously.


It was a uniform just like her present one. Same material, same colour and same style, but new. Even the cap was identical, though the embroidery of the hotel name was fresher and less faded. In every respect it was identical to the one Kaitlyn had worn for the past few weeks, apart from the Velcro that was. Velcro fastening, in a place she never expected to find it.


Kaitlyn blinked as she examined it before she managed to say, “Velcro. Right there? Why?”


“Right there” was at the back of the pants, running from the waistband at the back and down under the crotch. Almost invisible, she had to concede, but a Velcro fastening all the same. “Why?” asked the young woman again.


“Convenience,” said Norma. “If you need to go to the loo, it will help. No taking your trousers off.”


“But,” began Kaitlyn with an air of bewilderment and then paused. “It isn’t just that, is it?”


Norma shrugged a little. “Convenience, as I said. You want to keep your uniform looking smart, I presume. That’s if you want to keep the job.”


“Of course I do!”


“You may remember talk of a probation period. Well, it’s three months since you joined. Consider this the final test of, shall we say, you proving you can do the job to, ah, satisfaction.”


“You know I can.”


“Then prove it.”


“How?”


“Being open to new experiences.”


Kaitlyn felt a surge of anger. “You’re not telling me what I need to know.”


“Fine, Kay. Then I will be direct. First of all, you enjoy all the tips you get, don’t you?”


“Yes.” Kaitlyn blushed a little at the memory of what she had to do to earn them. The tips were very good. Very good indeed. “But what’s that got to do with anything?”


“Services rendered,” said the manager. “And in an hour a guest will arrive who, shall we say, you owe a lot to. It will help repay that debt if you wore this new, improved uniform.”


“I don’t understand.”


Norma sighed. “Your job as bellboy is to do what the guest wants. The more you do, the bigger the tip. The more satisfied the guest is, the more they will come back or tell others. I imagined that would be clear by now.”


“I get that,” snapped Kaitlyn.


“Then you will be grateful for what Mrs Lloyd has done for you. I mean she could have picked anyone for this job, but she chose you.”


“So?”


“So she is coming here, and the new uniform helps enormously.”


Kaitlyn opened her mouth to demand to know more and then gulped. “She wants . . . she wants to do something, doesn’t she?”


“To the bellboy, yes,” said the manager, quietly.


“Fuck,” said Kaitlyn.


“Exactly.” Norma smiled.


The new uniform fitted well and, as bellboy, Kaitlyn was ready an hour later to greet Mrs Lloyd. She hadn’t changed much since they had last met, but there was a smirk about the older woman. Like she was about to enjoy something very special. “Let’s see just how good you are,” said the woman, looking Kaitlyn up and down. “Kay, I believe.”


“Kay’s fine, madam,” said the girl in front of Mrs Lloyd.


“Of course it is. Then show me to my room, please.”


Kaitlyn showed the way as requested. The woman had only a small overnight bag and, having set it down on the double bed, Kaitlyn retreated to the door. “Will that be all, madam?”


“No, Kay, it won’t, as you well know. Come here and open my bag for me.”


Kaitlyn did as she was told. Inside she could see a nightgown, a toothbrush, a tube of something unidentifiable and a strap-on. Long, ridged and a vivid shade of purple.


“I presume that is for me,” gulped Kaitlyn.


“It’s for both of us my dear, though I will be wearing it, not you. You will, shall we say, be the recipient. Now, undress me and buckle the cock on me. There’s a good boy.”


“I’m a girl, as you well know,” retorted Kaitlyn.


“Your name’s Kay. Bellboy. And as a boy, as far as I am concerned, you have only one hole down there. Am I not correct?” Mrs Lloyd grinned. “In which case you need to do what you are told, unfasten your uniform in the most convenient place and help me get some exercise.”


“What exercise?”


“I find thrusting is excellent for the hips.” The woman patted herself.


“You want me to undress you first?”


“I believe that was what I said.” Mrs Lloyd gestured at herself, at her button-front dress. “Be a good boy and take my dress off. I believe young men can be excited by the sight of a mature lady in her smalls. Though perhaps not so small in my case.” Mrs Lloyd gurgled a laugh. “Then you can fasten my friend on me and show me how the fastening on your trousers works.”


Kaitlyn unbuttoned the woman’s dress and helped her out of it. She looked formidable in her “smalls” and lifted both her arms this time. “Fasten the cock around my hips tightly, if you please.”


With face burning at the humiliation, the bellboy complied. She couldn’t help staring at the way the artificial cock jutted out from the woman’s hips. In spite of all the turmoil in her it was mesmerizing. As the woman moved, the head of the purple plastic monster bobbed in rhythm. “Fascinating, isn’t it, boy? Seeing a woman with one of these sticking out. Be that as it may, I need you to lubricate it for me – unless you want to take it dry.”


“No, not dry,” said Kaitlyn. She hesitated and gulped at what occurred to her. Make them come back for more, make the tip worthwhile. “You . . . You don’t need lube,” Kaitlyn said.


“Really?” Mrs Lloyd chuckled. “I wonder what I do need then?”


Without a word, Kaitlyn squatted in front of the woman, reaching back at the same time as her lips met the end of the purple plastic. As Kaitlyn’s hands tore the Velcro at her rear apart with a satisfying ripping sound, she took the tip of the plastic between her lips and began to suck and lick. In a moment she was deep-throating the ridged plastic as if it was real. Above her, she heard the woman gasp in admiration.


“You’re good, boy.”


“Yes, madam,” said Kaitlyn, as best she could with the plastic cock in her mouth.


“Hush, boy, you are making me very wet,” chuckled Mrs Lloyd.


Kaitlyn slid her mouth off the glistening shaft, spun round and bent at the waist so her open rear was available to the woman. Thank goodness for Velcro, she thought as she put her hands on the bed to steady herself.


“Say please,” purred Mrs Lloyd.


“Please,” said Kaitlyn, and braced herself.


The strap-on cock was perfectly aimed and slid effortlessly into the bellboy’s rear. Kaitlyn gave only a small grunt as the tip of the purple plastic cock pushed into her waiting backside. “Made to fit,” breathed Mrs Lloyd.


“Yes, madam,” said the bellboy as the middle-aged woman proceeded to fuck Kay’s rear. “Very good, madam,” she added.


“Very good indeed,” grunted Mrs Lloyd, as she thrusted and sawed in and out of Kaitlyn. “You know, boy, I think you deserve a very good tip for this.”





Revenge Prank



Annabeth Leong


Dolores Santi opened her locker and growled. The flash of pink inside told her all she needed to know. Her six months at Ladder 52 had been marked by prank after prank.


She yanked the object out of her locker and dropped it beside her. It rolled and unspooled – a bright pink replica of a fire hose, decorated with bands of glitter, complete with a watermelon-colored plastic nozzle that gave a hollow clatter when it hit the floor.


The guys in the locker room broke out into guffaws. She whirled. “This one’s really funny, guys. I get it. The real fire hoses are way too heavy for a woman, so I need a special one. Might as well make it a girly one.”


“Hey, hey now,” said Jim Hernandez. He took a step toward her and her stomach flipped over despite her anger.


The things Dolores would have done to Hernandez if she’d had the chance . . . The man set records every year at the state firefighting games, and he had the body to match. Even in a station full of men in peak physical condition, he stood out. His bulky firefighter pants emphasized the size of his thighs and hugged his hips just so. His T-shirt, emblazoned with the station’s logo, strained to contain his muscles as he moved. He quirked a cocky half-smile, his mouth apologetic but his eyes full of mischief.


“No harm intended, Santi. We’re just trying to make you feel welcome. You should have seen the things we did to Tran when he joined up. We’ve barely gotten started compared to that.”


“You guys have been going easy on me, then?” She hadn’t appreciated the pranks – it had been hard enough to earn her position, and she didn’t need constant reminders of how unusual it was. On the other hand, she loathed any sign that the guys were treating her differently than they would each other. It was a difficult balancing act to perform.


“Ask Tran,” Hernandez said.


Dolores glanced at Gary Tran. The only Asian firefighter in the state, Tran lacked the beefy build Hernandez exemplified. He was plenty strong – she’d seen him in action – but his body was compact and wiry, capable of much more than initial appearances suggested. She didn’t doubt the guys had put him through the wringer, too.


He shook his head, laughing. “They filled my entire locker with rice.”


“Cooked or uncooked?” Dolores asked.


“Which time?”


She winced in sympathy. “You should have made Hernandez eat it all. Just a friendly revenge prank, you know?”


“That’s the spirit,” Hernandez said, breaking out into a full grin. “You’ve got to know how to give it back.”


“Oh, don’t talk that nonsense. You wouldn’t have eaten all that rice.”


“I would have if Tran had made me do it.” Hernandez raised his eyebrows. Dolores blinked. He wasn’t taunting or goading her, he was asking for something.


The atmosphere in the room had changed. No one was laughing now. They must have picked up on the charge between herself and Hernandez. It still contained a bit of anger, but, with a shiver down her inner thighs, Dolores realized that lustful tension had slipped in as well.


“You’re saying you know how to take a revenge prank,” she said slowly.


“If the other person knows how to deliver one,” Hernandez said. The flirtatious challenge in his voice was unmistakable now.


Never taking her eyes off him, Dolores bent at the knees to retrieve the pink fire hose from the ground. She tested it surreptitiously, feeling along its length with one hand and tugging it. A real fire hose weighed much more, but this thing, braided from thick fibers, was no joke. She didn’t know where the guys had gotten it, but it was at least thirty feet long, and it wasn’t likely to fray easily. “So if I said we ought to find out what a girly fire hose can do?”


“I’d say, make me,” Hernandez said, and lunged at her.


Dolores hadn’t been expecting that, and she barely reacted in time to deflect him. Without pausing, he came at her again. He wasn’t holding back or going easy, either. Only speed saved her from going down.


She didn’t think she could win a wrestling match with Hernandez – the man was way too strong and too well trained – but she had to. This was yet another way she had to prove herself, and if she wanted to gain the acceptance Tran had among the guys, she needed to figure out a way to do the impossible.


The pink fire hose in her hands provided the answer. She had a weapon, and Hernandez was unarmed. The next time he came at her, she sidestepped but wrapped a loop of the fire hose around one of his wrists. From there, the balance between them began to shift. Dolores dodged each time he came after her, but gradually restrained him more and more. She tied him in random spots – the top of one thigh, his upper arm, back to the thigh.


Hernandez grunted in frustration, and the other guys started laughing again. Dolores took a risk and stepped in, working quickly to secure him completely before he could break free. Hernandez never stopped struggling, and the efforts caused him to tip over and fall on the floor at her feet. Dolores drove a knee into his chest and finished the job while the others whistled.


“Damn, Santi knows how to take a man down and keep him there,” Sam Daniels said, nudging Fred Williams with his elbow. “She should have been a cop.”


“I’m not enough of an asshole for that,” she said, winking. All the guys at the station liked to rib the local police, and her jibe inspired a round of appreciative hoots. Dolores had never felt so much like one of the guys. In an odd way, she had Hernandez to thank for goading her into taking a stand.


She looked down at him. It was a thrill to have bested him, but she wasn’t prepared for the way it affected her to have him at her mercy. Her pussy clenched and, instead of thinking of revenge, she began to think of satisfaction. The pink fire hose held him just fine, and she could see realization dawning on his handsome face.


“You know what I think a girly fire hose can do?” Dolores muttered.


“What?”


“Hold you still while I teach you a lesson you won’t forget.” The guys muttered speculation, but fell completely silent when she stood and kicked her way out of her pants.


“What the hell are you doing, Santi?” The Adam’s apple worked up and down in Sam Daniels’s dark throat. He was a good-looking man as well. Victory and lust intoxicated Dolores, and she envisioned a revenge prank that encompassed them all.


“You guys seem worried that I’ll forget I’m a woman. That’s what the pink fire hose is for, right? Same goes for the pink spray paint on my helmet? The sexy fire woman outfit you left in my locker?” She took a deep breath and shoved her panties down her hips. “But maybe the problem’s not that I’ll forget. Maybe the problem is that you guys aren’t sure.”


She stepped over Hernandez, one foot to either side of his head. Her labia parted. His eyes widened.


“What do you think?” Dolores said. “Does it look like I’m a woman?”


“Yeah. I, uh, think so.”


She smiled at the way his voice cracked. “Think? That’s not good enough. I’m going to make sure you know, and that you won’t need any more reminders.” Smoothly, she lowered herself to her knees, squatting over his face.


Hernandez stared up at her, frozen.


“Come on, Jim,” Dolores said. “You know what to do with a pussy, don’t you? Or have you never seen one before?”


The guys whistled again.


“I’ve seen plenty,” Hernandez said. He struggled beneath her, thrusting his hips upward. “Crawl down a little lower, baby girl, and I’ll show you a real good time.”


“Oh, I don’t think you deserve that. This is revenge, remember? You don’t get to use your cock – I want your tongue.” She indicated Tran with a jerk of her head. “Or should I see if Tran’s got a better idea of how to treat a woman?”


Hernandez didn’t like that suggestion. His tongue darted out right away, but she was too far away for him to reach. “Get down a little lower,” he growled, “and I’ll lick you until you cry.”


“Lift your head and work for it,” Dolores countered. “Or is your neck the only part of your body without a muscle?”


“You’ve got an attitude, woman.”


“Ooh, we’ve gone from ‘baby girl’ to ‘woman’. Maybe you’re not as slow a learner as I thought.”


Hernandez stuck out his tongue, and Dolores grinned.


“That’s the idea,” she said. “Now use that thing.”


He lifted his head so his tongue could make contact with her clit. Despite her insults, the sensation was electric. Dolores grabbed the back of Hernandez’s head and began to grind shamelessly against his mouth. She freely tugged his hair in one direction or another, guiding him to the spots where she needed to feel him. She let him lick all around her entrance, but when he tried to tongue fuck her like an actor in a porno, she laughed and pulled him back to her clit.


She had never felt so free to demand exactly what she wanted and no more and no less. Still riding Hernandez’s face, she glanced up at the others. He paused in his licking. Dolores pulled his hair without looking down at him. “I didn’t tell you to stop.”


It gave her even more of a rush to force Hernandez to continue to pleasure her while she locked eyes with Sam Daniels. She felt a delicious orgasm starting deep in her pelvis, but she was in no mood to rush it. “Do I need to wrestle you, too, or do you believe I know how to handle a fire hose?”


“I believe you can handle anything you want to, woman.” He emphasized the word “woman”, letting it roll off his tongue.


“Good. Why don’t you take out your cock? Why don’t all of you take them out? I want to pick out a nice one. I’m probably going to have to handle them all to see which one I like the best.”


The guys stared at her for a moment as if they couldn’t believe what she’d just said. She clucked her tongue and gave Hernandez’s hair a particularly vicious yank. “I thought you said you weren’t going to make me wrestle the rest of you? Get those cocks out.”


Zippers clicked. Moments later, Dolores found herself contemplating a varied exhibit of male desire. Daniels was uncut, the bright tip of his erection peeking out from his foreskin. Williams was long and iron-hard, and Tran had a lovely curve that Dolores thought might stroke her G-spot in just the right way.


Hernandez pulled away from her pussy. “Hey, what about my cock?”


“You keep forgetting the point of this.”


“You don’t even want to feel it?”


“Get back to work, and I’ll do it as a favor.” She bore down on him, pushing his head all the way to the floor, unafraid of drowning his face in her pussy. Dolores reached back, found his erection, and squeezed hard enough to make him tense beneath her. “It’s nice, Jim, but you’re tied up and I don’t think you’ve earned more than that yet.”


“I’m working harder than anyone.” Her pussy muffled the words, but she could understand them well enough.


She smirked. “If I feel generous, I might ride you for a while, but I’m definitely not letting you come.”


Dolores beckoned the other men closer. She made a show of examining their cocks, leaning in to peer at them, taking delicate licks to judge which tasted best, and measuring girth by wrapping them with her thumb and forefinger.


“Baby, I can make you feel good,” Williams said. “The best.”


“You’re disqualified for calling me ‘baby’,” Dolores said. She loved having these four men at her disposal, desperate to please her. She smiled up at Williams. “When I’m ready, you can get on the floor next to Hernandez and suck my nipples. No teeth, or you’ll be the next one trussed up in the pink fire hose.”


She raised an eyebrow at Tran and Daniels. “Which of you can hold out the longest? I want to know about endurance. If I’m going to let one of you into my pussy, I need to be sure you can satisfy me.”


“I can go as long as you need me to go, woman,” Daniels said.


“Woman,” Dolores said. “That’s one right answer.” Hernandez had begun swirling his tongue just the right way around her clit. He really was a fast learner. Dolores sighed and settled even more firmly on his face. She knew she could come anytime now, but she wanted to do it around a fat, perfect cock. Pleasure had begun to make her feel dizzy. She needed to decide soon, while she could still think straight.


She licked her palms, then held out her hands, one to either side of her. “Bring them here,” she commanded. Hard cocks settled into each of her palms, hot, thick and heavy. She began to stroke them, grinning at the way Tran and Daniels gasped.


“Williams, you can start on my breasts now. Hernandez, don’t slow down. I’ve seen you win too many competitions. I don’t believe you’re capable of getting tired. As for Tran and Daniels . . .” She gripped them firmly, speeding up the rate at which she worked their cocks. “You can come if you want, but it’ll be the one who doesn’t come who gets to fuck me. If you both come, maybe Hernandez will get his chance after all.”


Tran and Daniels sucked in their breath. She loved the way they responded to her. She could feel their cocks twitching in her hand. They were both on the edge, both desperate to resist. Williams pushed her shirt above her breasts, pulled her bra cups down, and began tonguing her nipples in a way that made her squeeze her thighs around Hernandez’s head.


Dolores didn’t want to come before one of the men did, but the scene was almost too much for her. She applied her best technique, trying not to focus on the magic Hernandez was working between her legs.


Daniels pulsed in her hand, cursing as come pumped onto Dolores’s skin. She grinned, but shook her head at him. “You’re going to have to get on your knees and kiss me. You owe me thanks for giving you that orgasm, but because you came before anyone else did, that’s all you get today.”


Dolores released Tran’s cock, but not before stroking that delicious curve with the very tip of one fingernail. She smiled up at him, meeting his knowing gaze. “Get a condom on.”


He went to his locker, and Dolores abandoned herself to Hernandez’s questing tongue between her labia, Williams’s mouth on her nipples, and the soft heat of Daniels’s lips. The muscles in her cunt were rippling by now. She was barely holding out, and she knew she’d come the moment Tran put his cock in her.


Tran knelt behind her, the head of his sheathed cock nudging her inner thigh. He put a hand on the small of her back. “Are you ready?”


Dolores didn’t want to pull back from Daniels’s kiss. “Mmhmm,” she muttered into his mouth.


Tran chuckled softly and slid his hand to her hip, supporting her. He adjusted the angle of her body, and Hernandez knew enough to follow. The licking never paused as Tran positioned himself and slid into her.


He made her feel every delicious inch, and that curved cock of his stroked her inner wall exactly the way she’d hoped. Dolores relaxed her entire body and abandoned herself to her orgasm, knowing the four strong men around her would have no trouble holding her up.


Tran fucked her through her spasms, each thrust filling her with a sharp, pleasant ache. This was revenge and satisfaction and ecstasy rolled into one. She closed her eyes to better savor every one of Tran’s delicious strokes.


She could give them each a chance to make her come, and if she were feeling generous by the end of it, she’d finish up by riding Hernandez until he cried. She hadn’t forgotten that earlier challenge of his – she knew she could endure his tongue just fine, as long as he could stand to administer it. She didn’t think he was ready for what she could do with her pussy.


She clenched just thinking about that, and Tran groaned and thrust deep as he came. She would have been disappointed that it had happened so soon, but there were three other cocks in the room. Dolores thought she’d made great strides in teaching them to respect her, but she could only be sure if she took her time.





Blues and Twos



Zoe B.


If you’d have asked me six months ago if I had any sort of a thing for men in uniform the answer would have been an emphatic “No,” and I would have considered any woman who did more than a bit odd.


But that was before my trip to the States at the end of summer last year. I’m still trying to get my head around what happened, but for the time being I know that there was at least one uniform that did something very special, for me.


My name’s Zoe, I’m in my early thirties, degree educated and single by choice at the moment. I work as a senior buyer for a large, very well-known, American-owned supermarket chain. Last September, I had to fly to Atlanta to give a presentation at a major two-day sales conference.


I’d been able to postpone my flight home and take a few days’ well-earned holiday.


The conference – and my speech – went well. I was power-dressed in an expensive business suit and fitted white blouse – with even more expensive lingerie underneath. I keep myself very fit, have a trim figure to prove it and I’m a natural blue-eyed blonde, a typical “English rose” in fact. I love the contrast of the ultra-professional, almost severe, clothing on top and secretly sexy underneath. It makes me feel powerful and good about myself . . . and I’m sure it rubs off, on my male colleagues at least. And, let’s face it, in a cut-throat business world us girls need all the help we can get.


There was a bit of a party on the last night, with drinks on the company, and it was nice to catch up with colleagues from around the world and even meet some face to face for the first time, rather than via Skype or conference calls.


There was a lot of flirting going on, as there always is on these occasions. I guess my “single status” isn’t a secret and I was “hit on” by a lot of the guys, but not by anyone I fancied enough to let him go any further and neither of those things worried me one bit.


I got back to my room around 11.30 just a little bit tipsy. I went straight to bed and discovered I was also a little bit randy and that was making sleep difficult.


I surfed the adult channels on the TV until I hit on some lesbian porn, or rather it hit on me. Don’t get me wrong: I’m straight as a die, but that doesn’t mean some “tasteful” girl-on-girl action doesn’t get me going. I always pack a discreet, gold, lipstick vibrator in my handbag when I’m away on business and used this girl’s best friend to bring me to a very satisfying orgasm while I watched the sisters scissoring and sixty-nine-ing around on screen. Then promptly fell asleep.


I checked out reasonably early the next morning and picked up the soft-top saloon the hotel had hired for me. My intention was to simply get away from it all, so I headed west and drove, top down, all day – stopping at one of America’s great roadside diners for lunch – until I found myself leaving civilization behind and climbing up into the Smoky Mountains, part of the great Appalachian chain that runs all the way down the East Coast.


At some point I must have missed the Interstate, not that I had a real plan or even route in mind, because I found myself climbing higher and higher, with dense forest on either side, on a windy two-lane “blacktop”.


Every so often I would round a bend and find myself gazing at a simply spectacular valley with the characteristic smoky-blue mist curling about the mountain tops. There was no other traffic about, I’d tuned into a local country-rock radio station and was having the time of my life singing along to classic tracks with the wind in my hair.


I’d actually found a straight long enough to put my foot down a bit when I glanced in the rear-view and saw the big Harley-Davison police motorcycle coming up fast behind me. The officer pulled up alongside me and motioned me to pull over.


As I’d been advised to do, I sat very still with my hands on the wheel while he dismounted and walked up to the car. Highway Patrolman Johnson – according to his badge – was a big man: well over six foot; wearing leathers, crash helmet and regulation mirrored sunglasses. He gazed at me for what seemed a disconcertingly long time before checking my papers, driving licence and then passport.


“English, ma’am?” he asked a little pointlessly.


“Yes, officer,” I replied meekly, “from near London.”


“Uh-huh. Been here long, ma’am?”


“Just a couple of days.”


“Do you know what the speed limit is, ma’am?”


“Uh, seventy?” I guessed.


“No, ma’am, it’s fifty in these parts and you were doing at least eighty when I picked you up. So I’m afraid I’m going to have to write you up a ticket. That’ll be a hundred dolllars, ma’am,” he said, reaching for his pocketbook.


Now, I certainly wasn’t short of money, but I was pretty sure I didn’t have that amount of dollars on me and absolutely sure he wasn’t going to take “plastic”. I really didn’t fancy being arrested and hauled down to some godforsaken station for God knows how long.


To this day I don’t know what made me say or do what I did, but I know that being in the middle of nowhere in a foreign country and alone was part of it.


“Isn’t there some other way we can sort this out?” I pleaded.


“I’m not sure I know what you mean, ma’am.”


“Well, perhaps I could do something for you and maybe what you can do for me is not write out the ticket.”


“Get out of the car please, ma’am,” he said, his voice hard, “and go round to the passenger seat.”


I did as I was told and sat on the edge of the seat, like a naughty schoolgirl, with the door open and my feet on the edge of the tarmac. Officer Johnson came and stood in front of me, taking in my V-necked T-shirt, through which my braless nipples could clearly be seen, frayed denim miniskirt and wedge-heeled sandals: “Could you be a little more precise please, ma’am?”


Officer Johnson’s leather-clad crotch was at eye level and only inches from my face and I thought, In for a penny, in for a pound, if he was going to arrest me then so be it. I reached forward and, with trembling hands, unzipped the stiff leathers. He was wearing snowy white boxers and I gently reached inside and drew out his tumescent member. He was either a very lucky boy or it was really was true about everything in America being bigger.


“Errm, excuse me, ma’am, what do you think—”


“Shhhhsh,” I scolded and leaned forward until my lips were almost touching the end of his cock. He was uncut, which I believe is rare in the USA. I took hold of his shaft with my right hand and gently cupped his balls with my left: felt them writhe gratifyingly inside his sac and heard a soft moan escape his lips. I wanked him softly and gently until the first drop of pre-come beaded at the tip and I was able to fully retract his foreskin back over the swollen glans.


He was almost, but not quite, fully hard by now. I licked my lips appreciatively and then flicked out my tongue, swirling around the head until it was glistening, completely coated in my saliva, and I mopped up the pre-come.


“My, that tastes good, Officer Johnson,” I breathed. “See, we can be nice to each other.”


His cock was projecting upwards out of his pants and I opened my mouth as wide as I could before going down on him. I don’t pretend to be some sort of professional fellatrix but that doesn’t mean I don’t enjoying sucking off a good hard cock and this certainly fitted the bill.


I glanced upwards to find him gazing, expressionlessly, back down at me, still wearing that crash helmet and those mirrored shades. I could see myself reflected in the lenses, sat with my head in his crotch, but, disconcertingly, nothing of his eyes at all.


I eased down his shaft, coating it my saliva as I went, then back up and down again, a little further each time. The first time I felt him hit the back of my throat it triggered my gag reflex and I withdrew, spluttering. But I kept trying until, eventually, I felt him penetrating me, his glans passing the point of no return and my throat constricting rhythmically around it.


My nose squashed up against his boxers and I realized I could smell leather, hot metal or oil, his sweat and some sort of soap. They were all mixed together . . . and it was intoxicating. I withdrew again and just looked at him.


He moaned in frustration: “Please, ma’am.” And, as I went back to work, his hands closed around the back of my head, fingers wound into my hair, and he began to set an increasingly faster pace.


I grabbed hold of the base of his shaft and began to pump it furiously, rolling his balls between finger and thumb of my left hand, and my lips and tongue whirling around his cockhead.


It only took a couple more minutes and I felt him stiffen, his cock seemed to swell even more and he pumped hot spunk into me as his orgasm swept over him. I tried to swallow it all but there was just too much. I felt some dribble out of my mouth and splatter onto my chest. I smiled around the shaft still lodged inside me as I thought of the ZZ Top track “Pearl Necklace”.


I continued to suck contentedly at the cock until it deflated, then made sure I licked it clean before I tucked it back into Officer Johnson’s pants for him and zipped up the leathers.


“Thank you, ma’am. I think that kind of completes our business here,” he managed. “If you stay on the road for another forty to fifty miles, go through a couple of small towns, you’ll find you’re clear out of the State of Georgia altogether. I think that would be best for all concerned don’t you, ma’am?”


He was walking back to his motorcycle when I called over to him: “Officer Johnson, does this happen to you a lot?”


“No, ma’am,” he replied. “In fact you’re the first.”


He roared off with a wave and I sat for a while still slightly stunned. I cleaned myself up as best I could with some tissues then went back round to the driver’s seat on slightly wobbly legs and set off myself.


I’d only been driving a few minutes when I became aware that I was feeling horny, incredibly horny in fact, and of a pooling wetness between my legs. I thought about what had happened: I had “earned” or “saved” $100 – whichever way you looked at it – for about five minutes’ work, tops. I don’t know quite what that made me, apart from randy, and I didn’t really care. I was tempted to pull off again and finish myself off with my bullet, but decided to push on until I found a motel to check in for the night and some more X-rated movie fun.


About forty-five minutes and thirty or so miles later – and still in the middle of the endless mountain forest – I was almost relieved to finally see another vehicle heading toward me.


As we passed, I noticed it was a State Trooper Humvee and was horrified to watch in my rear-view mirror as it executed a handbrake turn and came roaring back towards me . . . with its blue lights flashing on.


Fuck me, not again, I thought and slowed until it came back past me. I followed the car for about half a mile until it indicated right and pulled off the road and a short way down a forest track. Within a hundred yards or so, the track opened out into a small clearing and the patrol circled until it was pointing back down the track . . . leaving me with no means of escape.


The patrolman got out and walked back towards me as, once again, I sat with my hands on the wheel. He was on the short side, probably no more than an inch or two taller than my five foot six, but incredibly stocky, with an almost palpable aura of power and strength, allied to the natural authority invested in him by his blue police uniform and the gun he was wearing.


“Do you know what the speed limit is around here?” he began angrily.


“Yes, officer. It’s fifty miles per hour.”


“And you were doing at least sixty.”


“I was not!” I almost yelled. “I was going no more than forty-five.”


“Are you calling me, Sergeant James T. Benson, a liar?” His expression turned to stone and his right hand dropped menacingly down to the holster at his hip. “Get out of the car, keep your hands where I can see them at all times. If I have to draw my pistol I will shoot. I’m arresting you for a State of Georgia traffic violation.”


Feeling terrified, I obeyed instantly. The air in the clearing was hot and heavy and still. A cricket chirruped lethargically and deep, much deeper, in the forest a lonesome bird called, but there was a sense of oppression in the quiet and I knew with certainty that I was miles from anywhere. I could feel pinpricks of perspiration all over my body.


When I reached him, the policeman spun me round, pulled my hands up my back so my forearms were one above the other and snapped on a pair of rigid handcuffs.


“Look, Sergeant Benson, I wasn’t calling you a liar, I can explain,” I pleaded. “I’m English, I’m a visitor here for a conference – my passport and documents are all in my handbag. I really didn’t think I was speeding, honestly.”


Sergeant Benson walked across to my car, found my bag and had a look at the documents, glancing up at me a couple of times as he was reading. He put them back but then pulled out my gold vibrator. He studied it intently, then, looking me straight in the eyes, put it up to his nose, inhaled deeply and slipped it into his trouser pocket.


I think it was a combination of terror and arousal, but I just burst into tears and got a serious case of the shakes.


“Please fuck me. Just fuck me now. I need to come so badly. I’ll be good, I’ll be a good girl. You can take me down to the station later, but just fuck me nowww!”


If my reaction was extreme Sergeant Benson’s response was equally unexpected. He wrapped me up in a bear hug and I could feel the strength in him as he pulled me close: “There, there, little lady,” he cooed sympathetically. “I ain’t gonna hurt you none. These handcuffs can cause a body to become more . . .” He paused. “A-menable. I guess you must have one of those bodies. And I ain’t fixin’ to do nuthin’ you don’t want me to neither.”


And I couldn’t help smiling through the tears. “But, Sergeant Benson, I really, really do want you to fuck me. And I don’t care if it does hurt, you know, just a little bit. So c’mon, cowboy, show me what you’ve got.”


“Well if you’re sure. It might just take ma mind off that traffic violation and you callin’ me a liar an’ all.” He spun me round and pulled me back close into him until I could feel the growing bulge in his crotch against my buttocks.


His huge hands cupped my breasts through the flimsy T-shirt, massaging them surprisingly gently, but then pinching my stiff little nipples just hard enough to make me gasp. One hand dropped to my waist, unbuttoning my skirt, and I shimmied just enough to send it sliding down my legs and pooling at my feet. The same hand cupped my mound through my flimsy knickers – and we could both feel exactly how wet I was.


“My, my,” he murmured, “it seems you ain’t quite the little English lady I thought you was. We have words for women like you round here.”


With that, he grabbed hold of my knickers and literally ripped them apart. He pulled my T-shirt backwards up over my head, leaving me naked except for my sandals. Grabbing hold of the bar of the handcuffs, he marched me round to the bonnet of my car and then roughly pushed me down over it. “Spread ’em,” he commanded and roughly kicked my legs apart.


The metal of the bonnet was hot against my tits and I knew with humiliating certainty that bent over like this my pussy would be lewdly on display to him. I heard him unzip, then felt his cock, stiff and thick, slide deep inside me and heard him grunt as it did.


Sergeant Benson grabbed hold of the bar of the handcuffs with his left hand and lifted it slightly, but effortlessly, pushing my face and body down against the bonnet and forcing me to arch my back – giving him even easier access – then gave the cheeks of my arse a resounding slap with his right. I was completely helpless and we both knew it.


He fucked me with long strokes for a couple of minutes until he was embedded to the hilt, then leant into me, squashing me hard down against the bonnet until I felt its heat against my clit. I came like a train, uselessly yelling and thrashing about, and the fact that I could still feel his rock-hard cock lodge deep inside me just increased the intensity of my orgasm.


When the wave had passed, Sergeant Benson withdrew and stood me up. He unlocked the cuffs and let my T-shirt slip down onto the floor behind me, turned me around and locked them on again in front of me. Then he leaned me over the bonnet once again, but this time on my back.


Now I really was completely naked while he was still fully clothed and I felt more helpless, vulnerable and humiliated than ever.


Before I left for the States I’d been to the salon and had a fresh Brazilian so my pussy was smooth and bald save for a “runway” tuft of light-brown hair just above my slit.


Sergeant Benson studied it for a moment and then whistled appreciatively. “My ain’t that purty. I swear I ain’t seen a beaver pelt like that in all my years.”


He slipped his cock back inside me and then growled: “Put your arms over my head and wrap your legs around my waist.”


When I’d obeyed, he simply put his hands under the cheeks of my arse and stood up, lifting me off the car like I was a doll. I locked my ankles behind his back and settled down, impaling myself on his shaft. Fuck, that felt good and, as I started to buck up and down, I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was coming for a second time.


It wasn’t “passionate”, it wasn’t “lovemaking”, shit it wasn’t even comfortable. It was rutting, pure, animal fucking, and I was loving every second of it.


“Slow down, little lady. You’ve already had some fun and I ain’t ready yet. You don’t come without my say so. Y’all understand?”


He dug his fingers into my buttocks and squeezed so hard I could only squeal: “Uh-huh!”


Sergeant Benson straightened up, pulled back his shoulders and flexed his arms backwards. This effectively drew me up and towards him until our lips almost touched. He simply stood, stock-still, like this for a couple of minutes, breathing deeply through his nose as if he was trying to inhale my very essence.


Then, without saying another word, he turned and walked from the clearing, away from the road and into the forest. Out of the sunlight, the air was instantly cooler and I shivered as it caressed my sweat-sheened body. The forest was eerily quiet and oppressive, the only sounds – the scrunch of dry pine needles and small twigs under his boots – seemed muffled by the heavy air.


I don’t suppose we went many yards but once I’d lost sight of the clearing I realized that, on my own, I would be well and truly lost. I think he must have somehow realized how I felt because he found some tree with a smooth, straight trunk and pushed my back up against it.


“That’s right, little lady, out here there ain’t no one to hear you scream so go ahead and yell ’n’ holler all you like.” And with that, he started jackhammering into me.


I could feel my orgasm welling up inside me and knew I’d soon be past the point of no return. “Please, sir, can I come? I’m s-o-o-o close. I need it. I need it now. Please let me, let me come,” I begged, panting.


He stopped immediately, leaving me hanging on the edge. “No! You remember what I told you.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out my vibrator. “Lick it!” he commanded.


I sucked it frantically and when it was fully coated in my saliva he reached underneath me and held it against my rosebud, pushing very gently against it.


Instinctively, I tried to struggle upwards, away from the intruder, but he just maintained the steady pressure until I was as high as I could get.


I held this position as long as I could, until the muscles in my legs started to shake with the effort. But resistance was obviously useless. As my strength gave out, I started to slip back down onto it . . . and felt the vibrator slide irresistibly into me and past my sphincter.


“Noooo! Ow-ooo!” I gasped


Then he turned it on. I could feel the vibrator and his cock rubbing together through the walls of my pussy and, combined with the gentle “buzz”, it was nothing like anything I’d ever felt before . . . and I guess the same went for Sergeant Benson.


He leant forward and kissed me savagely, his tongue forcing itself into my mouth so, for one glorious instant and for the very first time, all three of my holes were filled simultaneously. Then his head dropped into my chest and he started biting my breasts, each sharp nip sending a bolt of pain straight down to my aching clit.


We came together within a few more seconds and a few more thrusts, both yelling our heads off . . . and hearing our echoes thrown back to us by the forest.


When we were finished – being the Southern gentleman he was – he walked me back to my car, still wrapped around him and with his deflating cock inside me, sat me in the passenger seat and removed his handcuffs. He “adjusted” his clothing and then went and collected mine, bringing it back to me in an untidy heap.


“I guess that’ll be all, little lady,” he said awkwardly and sounding just a little embarrassed.


“I guess so,” was all I could think of by way of a reply.


He walked off towards his car, but, as he reached it, he turned back and called: “By the way, Zeke said to be sure to say hi if I ran into you.”


I just stared like an open-mouthed loon.


“Zeke. Zeke Johnson. Officer Johnson. He’s ma cousin.”





Sex in Black and Red – with Pockets



Kay Jaybee


After slamming the front door behind him, Ryan stripped his favourite customer of her skirt and top the second he entered her home.


Beth hadn’t bothered putting on any underwear; there was never any point. Ryan rarely had more than ten free minutes before he had to get back on his delivery rounds again, and she didn’t want to waste a single second.


Running upstairs in front of him, Beth felt Ryan’s sex hungry gaze on her backside. Once in her bedroom, he tugged his bright red polo shirt over his head, and threw it onto her bed. Beth followed the direction of his pointing finger and lay down on her double bed, wondering if today would be the day. Would she finally get to see her courier’s cock? Would she get to run her hands over it, taste it, feel it ease inside her?


She buried her face into his top, inhaling the distinct aroma she associated with him: deodorant, hard work, cardboard and diesel. Beth gripped its sleeves tightly and listened hard for the noise she was desperate to hear. The noise she longed for. The sound that told her sex was coming.


At first all she could hear was the beat of blood pounding in her ears. Then it came, the telltale snag of Velcro, as her delivery man opened one of his black trouser pockets.


Beth’s field of vision had barely registered her new courier’s gorgeous brown eyes and suntanned face on his initial visit to her home. Her regular driver had coincided his retirement with the takeover of the delivery company she used to bring her weekly supply of outwork. Gone were Reg and his dull navy polyester uniform, and in came a handsome man wearing a very appealing, snug-fitting, red-and-black uniform.


As she’d opened the door to this new man, Beth’s gaze had skipped past his undeniably firm crisp red-shirted chest and broad shoulders, delayed her eyes for only a millisecond on the slight, but under control, bulge of his groin, and settled upon his legs, and a myriad of pockets. There were just so many of them running up the outside of each leg of the combat-style trousers.


Admiring the curve of his lower limbs while trying to appear as if she wasn’t looking at them at all, Beth’s imagination had instantly filled each pocket with something far more interesting than what was probably really hidden inside.


Beth couldn’t remember which of them had initially started the first conversation which went beyond “please sign here” on his third visit to her home, but she could clearly recall the gleam in Ryan’s chestnut eyes as he’d asked her if she had a thing about legs.


Embarrassed that she’d clearly been less covert in her surveillance of his trousers than she’d believed, Beth’s cheeks had coloured pink as the course of their flirty conversation led on, over a cup of coffee at her kitchen table, to her musings about the contents of his uniform trousers’ many pockets.


That had been when Beth had stared into his eyes for the first time. The instant she had her body sent a hastily desperate plea directly to her crotch and then onto her brain to fuck this man as soon as possible. As if reading her mind, Ryan emptied the contents of his six trouser pockets onto the kitchen table as if he were a criminal about to enter a police cell.


Two pens (one black, one red), paperclips, a small roll of sticky tape, some loose coins, forms for missing parcels, a pad of Post-it notes and a packet of mints.
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