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Chapter One

When Lily sank her hands into the loamy garden dirt, she felt the earth come up to greet her, drawing her in to its steady vibration and giving her a sense of peace she rarely felt now. Gardening was her one solace, and it might have soothed her into a peaceful evening had she not felt the need to bring along the phone—in case Patrick called from Tokyo. She’d missed two of his calls in the last week and refused to miss another one. But she unwisely forgot that there might be other callers who could disturb the calm now washing through her like a miracle tonic.

The phone did ring, jarring her bones with the clattering sound—right in the midst of planting zinnias. She trembled with uncertainty hoping to connect with a husband who had been all too distant in the last few months. She wanted, needed, to reconnect with him. But it was not Patrick’s voice on the other end, but the caller who she least wanted to hear from. 

“Tonight, Ms. Lake.” His firm tone was unmistakable. Strange how that boyish voice could penetrate her with such intensity that it dampened her panties with wet desire.

She gasped miserably—perhaps he didn’t hear that. “Oh no, please, not tonight.” Her heart bled miserably and her body clenched up cold as stone. 

“Tonight, seven o’clock,” he came right back in the same even tone, then the phone clicked off. 

The Eleventh Hour…

Two hours later, she stood at the doorway of a dimly lit living room wearing the hooded, latex cat-suit the boy had bought for her months before. A plain UPS package had arrived with all that daring sensuous black, clinging to white tissue paper stuffed inside the box. She couldn’t touch the latex without trembling, without feeling a shiver of fear overtake all her senses. She’d breathed in her fear, almost colliding with the sofa, suddenly dizzy and disoriented realizing what was meant by the gift. 

Now, having poured herself into the latex once again, it settled all too comfortably against her skin. A tight hood covered her face, and the boy—she called him a boy, though he was certainly very much a man at twenty-two—was there with her, at her side, whispering in her ear, close, so very close.

“You’re one sexy broad, Ms. Lake,” he purred. There was a smirk in his voice, if not on his lips. 

“It’s demeaning,” she returned.

“But you’re perfectly hidden, perfectly masked.” He traced a line down her spine. “You know these people?”

“Some.”
“I thought so, right in your own neighborhood.”

“I wish I could leave.” The catsuit was crotchless front and back, and there were cutouts for her breasts that made them stick out absurdly. The hood had four holes: one for her mouth, one for her nose, none for her ears and two for her eyes. She hated the way it made her look.

“But don’t you like taking chances? Doesn’t it turn you on?” After the hand on her ass dropped between her legs, his fingers digging deeper, wiggling like little fishes against the hot, wet flesh, he offered this: “You’re juicy.”

“I know I am,” she said.

She felt the orgasm on her already, and she was just standing in the doorway. They hadn’t even officially arrived. The people in front of her were no more than a blur, as the hood caused her vision to alter in imperceptible ways and she knew that she wasn’t seeing things right, not exactly as they were meant to be seen. The hood and the oppressively heating latex made her go deep inside herself. 

The boy withdrew his hand and pushed her forward into the crowd of distorted faces. Their  misshapen bodies parted on her approach, surrounding the evening’s subject with eager appetites. Her arms were lifted high above her head and secured with chains that fit into the shiny high-tech cuffs that circled her wrists. The rivets and bolts gleamed like sterling silver.

Her body had been broken down to its pertinent body parts where the skintight latex didn’t cover her real flesh; her breasts, her ass and her bared pussy with not a single silky hair remaining, gleamed white against the black backdrop. Her ass protruded from behind like two porcelain globes, shining brilliantly, screaming invitations to the crowd, ‘Beat me! Make me hot and red and welted!’ Her upper back was exposed too, although the punishment it would take would be insignificant compared to the punishment her ass and breasts and crotch would suffer. 

The chains above her clanked when she shifted her weight. Then the real hurt began as little whips and crops and canes etched a painting of woeful hurt into the unblemished skin. She yelped under her breath and began to whimper like a mad dog, twisting, jerking, frenetic and uncontrolled. 

Meanwhile, the boy watched from the sidelines, thinking of Ms. Lake trying so hard to be prim when she was teaching him English eight years prior, at that stuffy Northeastern boarding school. ‘Little teacher’ they all called her because they were young and she was pretty, modest and vulnerable. Boys are cruel in their teens…but just dreamers with unformed ideas of sex. Sex took strange and perverse permutations in their minds. But now at twenty-two those adolescent daydreams were being made real. Thank God for the Internet that took away the shame in perversity, that freed the mind to ride the dark absurdities like this. Pandora’s Box was never as open as now. He thought all this while watching Ms. Lake dancing with her exposed white flesh turning flaming shades of scarlet before his eyes. 

The action got a little rougher when someone screwed alligator clamps on her protruding purplish nipples. He watched as every muscle in her delirious frame clenched up taut and steely as a tuned piano string. 

She feigned a scream, opening her mouth, stretching the latex that framed it, though not a sound issued forth for all the effort. 

“She’s sopping,” a voice chimed in, while its owner’s hand was in her crotch, fondling her to another peak of pained pleasure. 

The invading digits felt slick and cool in contrast to her hot and throbbing cunt, and even beyond her latex-covered ears, she could hear the sound of her sloshing, sucking pussy juices. The burning feeling at the opening of her vagina soon became intense, as the hand forced its way deeper, demanding she open wider. She’d heard of this before, fisting; but didn’t think that shoving it into her hole from below was the right way to do it. Not by the book, according to Hoyle, or what was safe and sane. Even so, she wriggled involuntarily on that heated hand, which like the blade of a knife cut deeply into her body in an attempt to carve out more space than her pussy had to offer anything so large.

“I can’t!” she wanted to scream, but she had no voice; all the sound was trapped inside her throat. The fist plunged in all the way, doing what at first seemed impossible with guileless ease. The anonymous invader had a small hand capable of making the impossible possible. 

So tight, so goddam tight! The world around her spun like a top and she was weeping, shamed and glorified by the inner image of herself. Her need to come grew stronger with every thrust of the impaling hand. While being fisted, she was still being whipped with erratic, blistering blows, until everyone could hear her garbled hiss and see her body shudder, her back arching as her muscles strained.

The blows from the sadists’ weapons, and the thrusts of the impaler’s hand went on for several more minutes until she was wasted, flopping around like a ragdoll and moaning with discontent.

A quiet moment followed as all parties withdrew from her, as weapons were put away, and the hand inside her slurped from her dripping pussy hole and left her gaping. 

The boy on the sidelines sauntered forward, putting his hand on her roughed up ass, and asked in a terse whisper right where her ears were covered by the hood, “You come?”

She wasn’t ready to talk at first. Instead, her head fell to his shoulder seeking approval – or affection. 

“Say it!” came out as a rebuke and she shot up straight as an arrow.

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes… well, then thank me, bitch. This is a rare treat.” He wanted to say ‘teacher’ but he promised. Not in public. 

“Thank you, sir, for allowing me to come.”

“Louder!” and he cracked his hand against her ass.

“Thank you, sir, for allowing me to come!” she tried a little harder. 

“Can you hear her?” he asked the crowd.

A murmur of no’s swept through the room.

“Again,” and again he cracked his hand against her bare ass. 

“Thank you, sir, for allowing me to come!” This time her voice rose up clearly, and he finally backed away.

The chains that tethered her to the ceiling were unhooked and she tumbled to the floor with her flaming ass raised high.

“Around the room!” he ordered her like a dog, sending her on to lap seven dicks and one wet pussy.

She worked her way on hands and knees, closing off all conscious thought in order to fend off the barbs and the humiliation that was heaped on her. Dicks plunged into the mouth hole of the latex hood, just another body part, a receptacle for sexual use. Nothing more.

***

He insisted on following her inside her house, where Lily tore at the latex as soon as she was inside the front door. The lights were still off, while the hazy glow from the yard lights turned everything a grainy black and white. She tore back the hood and tugged the latex off her shoulders, down her torso, peeling the catsuit away from her sweaty skin, hating every moment of it, even as her condemning juices trickled down her thighs. 

“No, Andrew! It’s not ever going to happen again. Never!” She shook out her brown hair vehemently. 

His big collegiate, frat-boy grin beamed back at her from the charming boyish face. 

“Sure, it will. Next time I ring your number.”

“No, Andrew, no! This is the last time.”

He shook his head, still smiling. “Why, teach? When you’re enjoying it so much?”

The taste of his prick and his copious cum still soured her mouth, and she could smell on her face the remnants he left when, while they were driving home, he insisted she go down on him. She finished the blowjob just as they pulled into her driveway.

“I don’t want to enjoy that anymore. I don’t like myself anymore. I just can’t.”

“Oh, you say that now.” He stroked her hair over and over, his fingers as electric as ever, sparking little twinges of orgasm, making her pussy ache for him inside the pulsing channel. “But there’s always tomorrow and next week and the week after that.”

“I mean it, Andrew. I do.”

He saw from the glare in her eyes that she was serious, and his face turned cold, his charm vanished, and his features hardened into the chiseled beauty of a cruel and wintry landscape. 

“You’ll do as you’re told, Ms. Lake,” he said, evenly, while he clenched his fist inside her hair. His voice cut, as he emphasized every syllable and his ‘s’ hissed snakelike.

“No, please…” she shook her head as she backed away from him. “I can’t. I can’t anymore. I’m so ashamed.”

“Then live with it. You fight me? I will expose your terrible secrets to the world.”

“You wouldn’t…”

“Just imagine the newspaper stories…” he strolled away, casually stuffing his hands inside his pockets, then turned back, “… how about it? English teacher, socialite, gossip columnist, the beautiful wife of Patrick Thornton-Wynn, caught screwing the Blaisedale Country Club perverts. Sounds like a story to me.”

“Andrew, you wouldn’t dare. You couldn’t—”

“Don’t try me.”

“Andrew, please, can’t this be enough?”

He raised his pretty frat-boy brows and smirked. “No, Ms. Lake, it’s not enough for me.”

“But you wouldn’t tell any one …” She cocked her head, sweetly now.

“What do you think, huh? Wouldn’t the rag sheets have the scoop to die for? I wonder how much they’d pay.” He shook his head as the pleasant vision filled his thoughts. “How could I possibly pass up the opportunity? I mean if you keep being my bitch, teach…Ms. fuckin’ Lily Lake, well, that’s something else.” Casting her one last lurid smile, he shrugged her off and sauntered toward the door, while she stood naked in her living room and watched him leave.


Chapter Two

Ten Years before…

Lillian Lake dismissed her 10th grade boys to a din of whoops and hollers as they elbowed their way out a door far too small for their energetic bodies. “How about one at a time!” her voice tried to rise above the noise with little success. Though eventually the young men from her English Literature section, ties flying and blazers askew, burst into a corridor full of more youths on their way to the lunchroom and the soccer fields. 

Once the classroom had cleared, a gentle quiet settled around the frazzled teacher, and Lillian took a deep breath as she looked toward the windows and the trees that rustled outside. The room felt silent and empty—almost empty—although a tickle at the back of her head in response to the sound of footsteps caused her to turn around.

And there he was. First time Lillian Lake had ever laid eyes on Patrick Thornton-Wynn and she was momentarily frozen in her sturdy black day shoes, gazing into the man’s face. Brown eyes, neatly trimmed hair, a plain oval face – nothing particularly distinguishable about that, except for the impeccability of his manner. All starched and formal in his immaculate suit, he looked stern and bold, distinguished by his heritage and his position, if not his physical features. 

A thin smile passed over his lips. “A little like hoodlums, don’t you think?” he tried to smile as he made reference to the hoard of young men who’d just passed through her classroom door. 

Lillian was dazed. “Yes, they certainly can be,” her voice just short of breathless. The sudden flutter in her belly was most disturbing. To react so sexually to a man, a stranger, would be cause for concern, especially since it had been such a long time since she’d allowed herself those kinds of feelings. The serious, studious world of Foxwood-Forest Academy was not the place for attractive young teachers to appear sexual in any way. In one year, the twenty-four-year-old had managed to go from a gutsy, vivacious and very sensuous grad student to a perfectly robotic English teacher with the task of turning young men’s minds toward the pursuit of fine literature. 

“Patrick Thornton-Wynn,” the man of thirty-five years strode forward and held out his hand. 

“Lillian Lake.” She politely took his hand.

“I’m so pleased to meet you,” he said, trying another smile. They seemed hard to come by for Patrick Thornton-Wynn. He perfected stodgy as an art form far too early in his life, although he had his reasons. Still, seeing the lovely young teacher made him want to smile. Her thick hair, once neatly clipped back at the nape of her neck, was a little disheveled almost sexy now. What’s the common term? Dishwater blonde. Not brown, not blonde, somewhere in-between. She used only a little make-up, but didn’t need to use more; her beauty emanated from her naturally, giving her complexion an earthy glow. At the moment, her appearance was a little careworn and her face was flushed slightly, no doubt because he’d surprised her. Although she tried to look the part of the prim school teacher indicative of the Foxwood-Forest image, there was something a little rough, a little edgy about her, that shone through the artifice. He was glad. That edginess only enhanced her natural features. If he were good at all at guessing, he would suspect that her curvaceous and amply proportioned body fit into a size six. He particularly appreciated the gentle swell of her breasts, and could just barely make out the faintest little jiggle under her prim white blouse. On coming into the room, before she’d turned around, his eyes had lighted on her behind, which fit quite nicely into her navy knee-length skirt. He could have stared at it for hours. 

But then she’d turned around.

“I’m here about my nephew, Walker Thornton-Wynn,” he moved on, trying to be pleasant, but even he knew that his voice was a little strained.

“Oh, Walker, yes,” she smiled broadly at the mention of the young man. An angry, arrogant boy.

Patrick thought a moment about what he’d say next. Normally conferences with teachers were pretty cut and dried. He’d remind them that it was their duty to mold his charge into an exemplary young man, and that he paid the school plenty of money for them to do just that; a repeat of the lecture he’d given Mr. Bonneman, the headmaster, in the last hour. But Patrick stopped short, fate having reached down and, for just a moment, leaving him speechless before this vibrant young woman, who appeared to be bursting the seams of her proper clothes. It seemed that the sight of her restored feelings in him that he thought he lost long ago. 

Lillian, meanwhile, could feel a standoff right from the instant that the imperious eyes of Patrick Thornton-Wynn landed on her like a bird of prey swooping down to pluck its next victim. This time, however, biological hormones were set loose and her entire body heated with something akin to lust. She could feel herself breathing with an intensity unfamiliar to her. 

“Lillian Lake, is it?” he finally found his voice.

“Yes, sir.”

“It’s about the dinner hour,” he consulted his watch to make certain, “perhaps we could get a bite to eat and talk over a matter that’s become a little troubling to me, concerning my nephew.”

She was all jittery now, and stumbled over her reply, “Really, no… no, sir, I couldn’t. It would be against school policy for me to accept…” she hesitated to say ‘a date’. 

He grimaced, “Oh, bother! Forget their antiquated policies. I promise, they’ll not harm a hair on your head for seeing me, or George can forget about my yearly contribution to these hallowed halls.” He stared around briefly in disgust before bringing his attentions back to her.

It had been decided. Lillian would spend her evening meal with Patrick Thornton-Wynn.

And why?

Because Patrick found in Lillian Lake something mysterious, something vibrant, maybe even savage, all simmering beneath the modest clothes and the fastidious manner that Foxwood-Forest required of its teachers. 

And because when he wanted something, Patrick took it and made it his. 

A sign above the storefront restaurant flickered with gold and red neon, enough to welcome the couple inside the simple bistro. They sat at a table by the front window to avoid the laughing crowd at the back of the bar who were gathered on barstools and drinking hefty mugs of Guinness. 

“So, tell me about yourself, Ms. Lake?” 

His attention was completely on her, so intensely that she couldn’t help but blush self-consciously. People like Patrick Thornton-Wynn didn’t pay attention to people like Lillian Lake. 
“I’ve only been at Foxwood a year,” she said. “I started in the summer session and then they hired me on for the full year.”

“Recent graduate?”

“My degree is from Wellesley, my masters from Smith.”

“Fine schools.”

“I was lucky. I had scholarships.”

“Ah!”

“I’m a very middle class woman, which makes Foxwood and interesting challenge for me.”  

“Middle class? What does that mean?” 

He was haughty, but in a strange sort of way that seemed to do wicked things to her body—which had pretty much been denied any significant sexual activity or meaningful male/female relationships. While that little flutter in her belly was in no way receding – in fact, it seemed to be growing stronger by the minute – the awareness of her position as a representative of Foxwood-Forest Academy kept her from thinking of this as anything more than a parent/teacher conference. 

“It means that I grew up…” she thought a moment before she finished. Should she parse the facts or state the truth? “Actually,” she sighed, “I can’t honestly comment on middle class as well as I can ‘the other side of the tracks’.” If he had any real interest in her at all, she might as well get down to the truth.

His eyebrows lifted with interest, as if she was a curiosity to be investigated. “Oh, and what’s that like – ‘the other side of the tracks’?” 

“Why, may I ask, would you want to know?”

“I’m not really sure. But something about you fascinates me.”

“I thought we were here to talk about your nephew. Walker?”

“We’re here because I was suddenly taken with a very lovely young woman and wanted to get to know her better. Excuse me if that’s forward.” He hesitated. “I’ll take you back to the school right now if you want, but I’m very sincere in my interest.”

She didn’t know how to reply. Men this forward and commanding were rare in her world. Most of the male teachers at Foxwood were pretty mousy, or eccentric bookish types who were content to play by someone else’s rules rather than make their own. Too often in her own upbringing males were simply absent, certainly way off her radar. 

“I suppose I’m not used to the attention.”

“Not used to the attention of a man? A pretty girl like you?”

“Strange, isn’t it?

“Deliberate on your part? Or are you not interested in men?”

“No, no. I certainly have a libido as healthy as any young woman,” she rushed in, a second later, blushing for having said anything that bold. “I’ve just focused on my education and then my career. I figure there’s time…time for a social life later.”

“Interesting that you should choose to lock yourself up like a nun at Foxwood-Forest. It’s an oppressive place for young men and I would imagine that’s even more true for a female teacher.”

“You have a point there. But it was an interesting opportunity, since I really didn’t want to be from the other side of the tracks all my life.”

“I commend you.” 

His smile was so very strange, and the way he raised his chin while gazing down almost like a God intervening on the planet. Something about him resonated with her at the very deepest level, tickling her senses, awakening places she’d shunned for the last four…no, it was at least six years since the educating process began when she was eighteen. The boyfriends she’d had in that time were boys, not men. And yes, she’d had sex with at least four of them, a couple several times over several weeks before she lost interest. Not one was a serious candidate for romance. They all seemed too inexperienced with life, too trite, too silly, too self-absorbed. 

Patrick Thornton-Wynn, on the other hand, was a man without a doubt. 

“So, again, what is that other side of the tracks like?” he asked with genuine interest. 

The question was one no one had ever asked her before, and perhaps for that reason alone, she answered after allowing herself a rare moment to review the past. “It’s never having enough of anything, enough clean clothes, or soap, or food of any sort – good or otherwise. It’s having a dysfunctional mother who’s lost in her own world, who hardly has time to care about her children; and a father who’s gone more than he’s around. It’s sometimes scrounging through other people’s leftover clothes and leftover food. It’s living in a walkup flat with no running water, and having to do odd jobs when you’re six years old just to help your family pay rent to slumlords, and taking charity from people who creep you out. I don’t mean to be ungrateful – I just always felt more dirty and more hungry after they left, than I did before they showed up on our doorstep with cheesy grins and grocery sacks in their hands.”

“And you pulled yourself out of that,” he said, honestly amazed. 

“Most don’t. But I learned to be tough. And I was smart, thank God. My sister is waiting tables on the fringes of that godforsaken territory, but she’s okay too. Our parents are gone now. So, I do what I can for Sissy, and figure that my life is really a blank slate. I can do anything with it I choose.”

“What a fine attitude, so why did you choose to study English?”

“I love books, reading, writing. When you’re a kid without much to do, or toys to play with, you have a lot of time to spend with your daydreams.”

“A writer? Are you writing anything now?” He waited and watched her blush. 

“I’ve been sort of writing a novel. I suppose it’s every English major’s dream, but I haven’t had that much time.”

“I can see…” his voice trailed away. 

It wasn’t until then that she noticed his hand resting on hers; and although it seemed odd, she didn’t want to shake it off.

She did feel self-conscious and vulnerable, so in an effort to shift the spotlight from the one glaring down so painfully on her, she asked a question of her own. “Tell me about you?” 

“Ah! Yes, well, let’s see,” he said, while taking a long breath. “I was born into a comfortable family life, the upper reaches of middle class, but not quite wealthy until I reached college. Then, some of my father’s little inventions kicked in. Without working a lick for the rest of my life, I could have comfortably retired on my inheritance. But since it’s not me to let someone else pay my way, I did my time in school, and managed to strike it rich with a little dot com operation I founded at the perfect time. It is pretty technical stuff that my partner devised – I had little hand in that. But I made his creation a business that rode the first wave of internet success. I sold out at the right time – it seems that I have an uncanny ability for doing that. It almost scares me. Now, I own a consulting firm and run about the globe advising other companies how to do what I find so easy.”

“What a neat little life you have.”

“But it’s not all perfect.”

“No perfect mate? No trophy wife?” she guessed.

He shook his head. “Got close, but I learned how to bail out of those sticky arrangements fast.”

“That’s hardly the way to entice a woman,” Lillian said with a laugh. Then she blushed again, afraid that he wasn’t really, seriously, interested in her. 

He seemed to cringe at his own remark. “You’re so right.”

Then there was silence, while he was thinking how much he’d like to take her home with him. Not a stray, not that at all, which was what he was afraid she’d think. Meanwhile, she was letting the arousal in her climb, putting no brakes on that ticklish feeling as it turned into a thorough panty-soaking, desire-leaping moment of lust. 

He finally broke the silence. “I didn’t want to turn you off. In fact, and at the risk of being way too forward, way too fast, I’d really like to take this conversation some place else.”

“I think I’d like that too, Mr. Thornton-Wynn,” she practically stumbled over the mouthful. 

He laughed, “Call me Patrick.”

“Patrick. But I can’t. Not tonight. I have a discussion section that I cannot miss. Eight o’clock, I really should be getting back.”

“Then another time.”

“Yes, another time would be fine.”

***

It took two more dates before Patrick and Lily ended up in bed. By then she was Lily, not Lillian, a name he said that he didn’t particularly care for, while at the same time, he loved the sensuous sound of Lily, and could thrive on the name and daydream on its simplicity and make up love poems that sounded like arias. She loved that he made such a fuss to keep from offending her. Most often he was so blunt, so candid, it’s no wonder they got to the point, the sex, so quickly. As quickly as the English teacher from Foxwood-Forest would allow. 

Lily shivered at the sight of the bed. She stood before it waiting for Patrick to finish a phone call and put the phone on mute. Her first real grown up love affair was about to commence, and her pulse was racing, her lips dry. She could smell the scent of her powerful pheromones and was afraid that he could too, and find it all disgusting. 

At least the bed was perfect and sweet-smelling, a king-size with a pale green duvet some designer had obviously chosen for him as a perfect contrast to his dark wood furniture, contemporary in the style of Frank Lloyd Wright; the architect’s ghost was everywhere about Patrick’s house. 

“You could have jumped right in,” he said, as he came up from behind her and placed his hands on her back. 

She instantly scrunched up her shoulders, feeling a sudden frightful chill.

“You’re nervous.”

She turned her head to the side, but didn’t turn around. “I am. It’s been longer than I want to admit.” 

“Since you had sex?”

“Exactly.”

His fingers were so delicate, so light, as they skirted her body and made her tingle everywhere they touched. He turned on places inside her shuddering frame that had been long forsaken, where sex still felt like a curious novelty. But soon, his mood darkened and those fingers became doggedly invasive, lifting the hem of her navy skirt and moving straight between her legs. She gasped with a sudden bolt of pleasure shooting though her midsection. She wanted to turn around but he forbade it: “Don’t move,” sounding quite commanding. 

She couldn’t believe how much she wanted this. 

As his own desire began to crescendo, he started tearing at her clothes, thinking as he moved so brusquely that he may have to buy a whole new wardrobe for her if he got too rough. He didn’t care. Her blouse, her skirt, down to bra and panties. Once she was naked, he ran a hand over her back side – this time against bare skin.

She was screaming inside. Afraid to move.

Finally, at last, with a sigh going through her body, Patrick turned her around. She could feel him now, explore him as he explored her; turnabout is only fair play. He seemed not to care much about her touching him, but would rather devour her body. The breasts, the belly, the pussy he’d just unveiled. He wanted to smell and touch and taste her skin, to bite her tender flesh and listen to the accompanying sound of her lyrical moan. Seconds later, he pushed her back on the green duvet and tumbled on top of her, their arms embracing, while her legs opened in invitation.

There were still his clothes to strip away, and they both worked on that project until Patrick’s clothes were heaped on the floor and she could lay her hands on a chest that hours at a gym made firm and muscled. His chest hair was scant, light and curly, and the smell of his cologne and sweat and personal musk turned her pussy into a creaming sex machine. She craved his erection and the rapturous spasms that would follow his entry.  

About that erection…his penis was growing nicely, steadily rising with the onslaught of kisses: his first at the sensitive nape of her neck, then hers across his chest. Then his inside her hair and down her arm and all over the breasts he squeezed, and the nipples he nibbled on carefully with his teeth; kisses quickly followed by hers in a trail from his chest to his belly to the furry nest, where his penis had nearly stiffened to its full length and girth.

She covered the head with her mouth and ran her tongue along the ridge, then practically swallowed the shaft whole, only to come up for air and repeat the process, again and again. The taste of his essence was sweet and salty, his pheromones as rich as hers. Soon, she was so involved with the blowjob that it took several minutes for her to realize that he had shifted her hips so that she could straddle his chest and give him access to her pussy. 

“Oh, my dear god!” she finally lifted her head and wailed. His tongue on her clit was driving her mad. 

“Yes, do that, call me a god all you want,” he quipped, then he dove back into her hot little puss and stuck his tongue as deep as it would go. He swathed her backdoor in her own juices, and gently poked two fingers inside her ass, while continuing with his tongue. Other fingers stimulated her ‘g’ spot and the ripe bud of her clitoris.

“Yessssssssss,” she was starting to hiss, and lose interest in his cock – which he immediately noticed. 

A light slap to her behind brought her around. She loved that slap – the sharp sting and the sensuous warmth that followed. “Sorry, if I’m too hard on you, but I like your lips on my cock.”

She dove back in but not for long. He suddenly lifted her off his chest and turned her around so she was lying on her back, then with one quick move, he was hovering on top of her ready to plunge. She gazed up at him longingly, while he gazed down at her eyes ablaze with lust.

“Just beware, I have a way of owning women with my cock.”

She believed he was actually serious, and replied in the same vein, her voice full-throated and deep, driven by her grabbing, greedy, hungry pussy, “Then own me, Patrick!” 

Scowling at her command, he shoved down, thrusting to her center hardly before the words were out of her mouth, then furiously began to bang her, dropping down atop her breasts and clinging to her as savagely as she was clinging to him. She scratched his back with her nails and bit into his neck, sucking like a vampire. 

The designer duvet landed on the floor, the bed sheets were soaked with cum – hers and his. They rutted three times to explosive orgasms. Rutted because it had been so long for them both, that rutting like animals can be the only way to describe the frenzied activity of their sex. 

But they were also making love. Not just physical desire or body hunger. There was real affection, and a need to care in them both. After the madness had ceased, at least for a few hours while they rested dozing side by side, they barely touched. But they were close enough to feel the other’s body heat and sense the other’s beating heart because they seemed to beat as one. Something special happened on that bed.

“How do I love thee, let me count the ways…” he was the first to speak and chose the familiar poem.

She laughed. “Isn’t that just the sex talking?” she said, sounding much more down to earth. “Although I suppose I was pretty good.”

“You were fantastic,” he said, completely enthused. He turned on his side, and ran his hand delicately over her breasts, gently tweaking nipples, which were really quite sore now.

“So, is this when you bail out of the sticky arrangements?” she wondered. “Or do I get to have you a few more times before you send me away?”

