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Chapter One

The fog rolled in from the deep Pacific, and Garrett felt cold. Fog shrouded the bases of once-proud double-pillars of burnt-red steel that now were flash-blackened on their eastern sides, and eerily skewed. Fog crept blindly across a flat, unseen bay now unmarred by even the faintest trace of man-made wake. Fog slithered silent and sinister up hills wrecked and razed and rotting. Once it had seemed beautiful, but now the fog seemed to Garrett instead vaguely oppressive and sad, emblematic somehow of the encroachment of some nameless evil, some unstoppable decay, some malaise from which he could not dig himself out. But of course, these things did not approach—they were already here. Garrett shivered faintly.

But he could not be cold, he told himself contritely. Oh, yes, he did happen to be naked, his smooth-shaved bare penis already half erect in anticipation of a long, self-indulgent, completely meaningless and yet groaningly fulfilling day of utterly shameless masturbation… But that was not it. Mere nudity would not raise the goose pimples upon his arms and legs like that, or tighten the hairy little peaks of his chest into aching sensitivity, or make the hair at the back of his neck prickle. The chill was a mood, a mood only—and yet he told himself that it had no discernible cause.

No, for he was safe and snug and comfortable, as comfortable as could be. Wasn’t he? Well, wasn’t he? Why, of course—he had spent tens of millions to ensure it! After all, in his redoubt atop the Marin Headlands he was tunneled down into comfortingly solid rock, wrapped in ingeniously designed steel and concrete concussion buffers, and guarded by layer upon layer of lead radiation shielding. His air and his water were clean and pure, to be recycled endlessly, automatically, year after year after year after, and his great hydroponic gardens were self-tending, though they could tolerate, and adjust for, his occasional puttering. He was well stocked with medicines, with clothing for when he desired it, with workshops full of tools and parts and raw materials also, and with mountains of nonperishable nitrogen-packed foods in addition to what the hydroponic sublevels grew for him.

Yes, he possessed every object or comfort obtainable in the present situation, everything the mind and body might need or desire. Some things he had thought of himself, while others had been suggested on the obliquely solicited advice of engineers, physicians, psychologists. Always something of an old-fashioned bibliophile, he had great archives of actual print books. His long climate-controlled shelves were neatly organized and carefully labeled as was his wont, full of science and history, and literature from the “classics” and the old science fiction that he particularly enjoyed, to odds and ends he had picked up at used bookshops here and there. He had stocked countless very utilitarian books as well, whether the heavy texts in electrical and mechanical engineering with which he was already quite familiar, home-repair “how-to” books, guides on wilderness survival, jackleg medicine, or firearm repair.

Unlike, say, his great-grandparents, whose faintly creaking old wood-frame house had, he remembered dimly from his childhood, contained a stately leather-bound set of the Encyclopedia Britannica that at the time of purchase must have cost several months’ salary, Garrett, of course, had been used to thinking of the accumulated knowledge of the entire history of the world as something always infinitely searchable and immediately available via the internet. To his generation, and the one before as well, information of literally every kind had been constantly updated, and easily accessible by laptop, pad, or handheld via the internet, not something engraved on dry wood-pulp whose stacked hoards might grow evocatively fragrant with age. Why, files had been rarely even downloaded and saved anymore, and of course, printed even less frequently—one could, after all, simply access them again after an instantaneous electronic search.

In preparing in his methodical way for even the remotest possibilities, Garrett had known it was ludicrous to imagine a world without its great interlinked informational infrastructure…but, just in case, prepare for it he did. There was a scene in a novel by Robert A. Heinlein from the absolute height of the Cold War, say 1962 or ’64 or so, in which a man after a full-scale nuclear attack looks at the books he has stocked in his meticulously designed bomb shelter and realizes that there is nothing else left—only this comparative handful out of all the writings the human race has ever produced. In an almost painfully beautiful elegiac passage, the protagonist runs his eyes lingeringly over the spines of the texts in his survival library, and he lists to himself the titles, from military manuals and practical textbooks on farming and mechanical engineering and log cabins, through the Bible and the Book of Common Prayer, to a one-volume Shakespeare, Burton’s translation of A Thousand and One Nights, The Odyssey with N.C. Wyeth illustrations, Kipling, and canonical anthologies of poetry, among others.

Garrett had read that novel—as with all of Heinlein’s works, from his rousing young-adult novels of the 1940s and ’50s through the sprawling, sometimes self-indulgent books at the end of his career—a number of times, but he literally had chills whenever he revisited that particular scene, so somber and yet somehow doggedly ambitious, too, in its depiction of one solitary man attempting to create not just a technical library for himself but also a cultural storehouse for coming generations as well. There was something noble about that man trying to ride out a flood far worse than that which Noah could ever have faced, hoping to bring his family, and the cream of the knowledge of the Antediluvian world, into the unknowable post-nuclear future. Garrett could sympathize with this pragmatic yet quietly philosophical character on some deep, inarticulate level. He himself had always been something of a collector, and his interest in old print books happened to dovetail with his own survival strategy.

Yet Garrett had had to presume that his own self-contained sources of power would not fail, for that would be a whole different game, and a much grimmer and shorter one, so in addition to his books, he also kept video entertainment as well. In his digitized files were all the films and television programs he had ever enjoyed—and plenty that he had not yet but thought it even fractionally conceivable that he ever might, just in case his tastes changed or he wished to broaden his horizons over the long, long years—to play at his leisure. He had big-screen comedies and dramas, and television sitcoms and documentaries. If he desired, he could relive his childhood, wallowing in things warm and familiar. Or instead, if that grew too cloying and melancholy, he could spend the entire rest of his life sampling shows and movies from any genre, any time period, any nation.

Of course, Garrett also boasted entire libraries of the most deliciously titillating pornography imaginable, of wide and eclectic variety. And boasted was precisely the word for it, he thought in some naughty satisfaction—now, anyway. Before, it could be assumed that most people accessed porn from the internet at least occasionally, and sometimes kept a downloaded stash of their favorite things for repeated viewing as well. It was something one might joke about, perhaps a little self-deprecatingly, and yet still the details were always gravely secret. The private predilections and dirty sexual kinks that might happen to arouse coworkers, friends, distant relatives, even parents—they had always been discreetly hidden and unacknowledged, like, say, the anus and its act of defecation. Yet now Garrett had nothing to hide and no one to hide it from. He could be forthright and unashamed in his needs, and there was something pleasantly arousing, almost exhibitionistic, in the fact.

Everything he had was digitized, able to be pulled up on any computer node in the shelter and displayed on the screen there, or enlarged and projected on any wall if old-style two-dimensional, or at any desired point in mid-air if three-dimensional. And naturally every digital file was completely manipulatable in display or playback. One could zoom in tight and then magnify, for example, so that the ejaculation which some gargantuan actor aimed at a red-lipped mouth gaping invitingly open would fill an entire wall. The man himself might be unseen now, with only the very tip of his phallus left in the field of view, a thing bloated and purpled and big as a barrel, while his sweetly agonized urethra dilated as wide as Garrett’s thigh, jetting, squirting, splashing in leering slow-motion, the tiniest pearly droplet a swollen gray gallon as it glopped and splatted upon a heaped-over tongue or perhaps rebounded, jiggling taut and glistening, from a bright-lipsticked mouth that even when opened wide smirked somehow and begged teasingly for more, ever more.

Yes, even as he planned for the time he never really believed would come, Garrett had chosen his erotica as meticulously as he did anything else that he enjoyed collecting. He possessed professional films of almost every kinky niche, and thousands upon thousands of amateur videos he had downloaded back in the days of the internet. Pictures had the same variety: everything from evocative photography from the coffee table books of the most reputable artists whose works nevertheless were guaranteed to set him achingly erect in a quickened heartbeat or two to a cell phone picture of some co-ed kissing her smirking best girlfriend right on the lips in the middle of a bar in a college town while all the guys in the room laughed and cheered. And in the next picture the girl might kneel flushed and drowsy-eyed and wickedly fulfilled in a midnight back alley with her tee-shirt pulled up and her lovely young face and her perky little stiff-tipped bosoms hung with the dangling semen of her grateful boyfriend…and also the bubbling squirts of half a dozen of his grinning buddies. And of course, the methodical entrepreneur-inventor had stockpiled everything in between, too—everything—and all of it was organized, indexed, and carefully cross-referenced.

Sometimes it pleased the man to spend hours teasing his poor body, masturbating endlessly and yet trying so, so hard not to come as he watched the classiest, most carefully coiffed and elegantly costumed lesbians make slow, languorous love to one another in opulently decorated sets. The actresses might be dressed in severe charcoal business suits, portraying the same type of coolly self-composed woman he might have seen across a boardroom table or in a teleconference any day of the week—that was always a particularly naughty thought. Or they might be elaborately gowned as Marie Antoinette and her most intimate retainers on the eve of the French Revolution, as flappers in a Prohibition-era speakeasy, or as slender, long-legged ballerinas in a backstage dressing room. Yet no matter what the time or the place, ah, the sight of those soft red lips kissing gently! Could anything else be as naturally beautiful, and as wickedly right?

These two pretty girls of fantasy might begin in mock-hesitance at first. Perhaps the pearly upper teeth of one uncertain lover would indent a bright-glossed lower lip as she blinked solemnly upon the very brink of a windswept precipice of forbidden sensuality over which her supple white body longed to be flung headlong so that it might fall, fall, fall, exulting. Her uncertain eyes danced with the thought of perversions she dared not speak aloud. Why, good girls, she seemed to be thinking, would not want such things, would they? Helplessly she teetered. Soon, however, she could resist her sweetly unnatural desires no longer, and at the smilingly tender urging of her breathlessly eager friend she at last would begin to kiss and caress her sisterly companion with innocent, kittenish abandon.

With growing passion, shapely feminine hands cupped and caressed beautiful bare breasts, squeezing appraisingly at resilient upstanding firmness, measuring soft swells such as they never before had felt upon another. Sometimes, as they pressed close with mouths deliriously locked, those high ivory globes would compress and joggle against one another prettily. And all the while questing digits scratched and plucked and pinched delicately at stiffening nodules of sensitive pink-brown that ached secretly for the forbidden touch of another girl. Oh, the wondrous ballet of elegant red-nailed fingertips and smooth creamy bosoms tipped with sensitive crinkles of dusky rose!

 And then to watch one of those prettily pouting mouths slide lower, ever lower, kissing neck, shoulders, collarbone, and lower still, ducking mischievously aside for a quick, wanton suck at each desperately rigid nipple. Yet that mouth would continue lower, too, would it not? Yes, it would murmur its way down a taut ribcage and a softly fluttering belly, perhaps kissing chastely at a hipbone or flicking an impudent tongue tip into the graceful bowl of a trembling navel. The tease was exquisite.

Finally, of course, the flush-faced wench would nuzzle lower, eyelids fluttering heavily as she pushed her grateful nose at last into glossy aromatic curls. Smiling dreamily to herself, she snuggled there for a long, timeless moment, happy and warm and tender, arousing herself with the primal, salty-sweet reek of innermost womanhood that wafted up into her wondering nostrils. Ah, the look in her eyes as she inhaled the promise of femininity, soft and fragrant, and flatteringly damp with desire! And then, as the camera slid smoothly in for a rosily glowing close-up, tapering red-nailed fingers dug wide those arousal-thickened portals of glistening, musky pink, and at long last the girl leaned reverently forward and began to feast as both she and her trembling friend desired so, so desperately…

At other times, though, Garrett simply enjoyed a really dirty, sleazy gangbang—no candy or kind words, no flowers or foreplay, just some slut getting split open and pounded by cock after cock, moaning like a whore as each lucky man fucked her all for himself, red-faced and striving until he ejaculated with a groan, then rose sleepily…to leave her loose-lipped and gooey and dripping for the next bare, purple-headed dick in line. Ah, how forthright it was, how frank and unapologetic! A heterosexual man enjoyed making love to a woman, after all. He enjoyed possessing her soft curvy body thickly in the most intimate way possible, feeling himself pushed into her all the way, snug and sticky and warm. He enjoyed making her ever more beautiful in her desire as she lost all inhibition and bucked and panted and thrashed, begging to be used like an animal. And he enjoyed seeing her full of his cum and knowing that he had made her all his somehow. What, then, could be more pleasant than having that done to a girl again and again and again…?

He got especially turned on when one of these gangbang videos was truly an amateur production. Oh, although beautiful porn stars were by definition glamorous and shapely and desirable, there also was something profoundly arousing about knowing that the people cavorting in full color and three dimensions before him were not paid professional actors merely following the script that some hack had turned out by the dozen but instead normal, everyday people finally letting themselves do all the wickedly fulfilling things that society said were naughty and wrong. It was almost comforting somehow, the reflection of a fundamental aspect of humanity that simply could not be denied.

Sometimes, for example, it was pleasant simply to watch some tanned, hard-bodied little blonde sorority slut cavorting in the back room of a frat party, lying young and nude and exposed, whorishly spread-legged as she watched a dozen guys starting to line up to fuck her. Even as the boys all ogled her and leered down at her, chuckling among themselves about what a skank she must be to want such treatment, the girl’s heavy-lidded eyes gleamed eager and bright as she imagined what was about to be done to her. Had this long, lean blonde been an outgoing party girl in high school, Garrett sometimes wondered, or had she been quiet and reserved? Sometimes he liked to imagine the latter. Perhaps she had heard of girls in her school who always put out on the first date, girls who gave blowjobs to two or three guys at once while their boyfriends laughed and took cell phone pictures, girls who would whack a boy off in the front seat of his car at the end of the evening as casually as they would plant a little goodnight kiss upon his cheek, just pulling, pulling, pulling until the poor creature ejaculated gratefully all over himself in long, groaning jets.

Yes, how long this former good-girl had fantasized about naughty exhibitionism and decadent orgies! Imagining all the naughty things she heard some of her classmates talking about in the ladies’ room at school, whether it was the way they had bubbled and smacked so showily last night before finally gulping two or three comingled loads of jism or the drunken group sex they had had on Spring Break down in Mexico, she simply could not help herself. Compulsively she had touched herself, breathlessly, lying red-faced and frustrated beneath the covers as she masturbated herself whimperingly to sleep in her girlish bedroom in the house of her parents, on and on and on. At last, though, she finally was free to try everything she had ever dreamt of, anything!

Excitedly now she would stroke herself between her long sleek thighs, deliberately, turning an act once private and guilt-ridden into something wild and free, something to flaunt before predictable male eyes. No, she would not care who saw—or maybe she would care indeed, would long for their staring, would thrill herself with the way those drooling two-legged beasts watched everything, everything. Her body was youthful and taut and beautiful. She was desirable, and she knew it. Merely posing and pouting was enough to set men’s organs cramped and crooked within their tight jeans. Drawing back her shoulders as if by happenstance to make the high young breasts rise within her silken, deeply plunging blouse would turn heads in any room. And to strip herself bare and lay her lovely flesh upon this bed like a virgin of old about to be sacrificed on the rough-hewn altar of some savage pagan rite—ooh, how it made her drip inside!

But it was not merely their eyes that covered her—no, it was their hands, too, hands that grabbed and groped without remorse, hands that excited her even as the feel of her toned curves excited her wide-eyed worshipers further. Hardly believing that she could really want it, but emboldened by her smirking acquiescence, the boys egged one another on, spurring each other to ever more pleasant indignities. At first they had just touched her bare hip or her smoothly rounded shoulder, but as they realized that she truly would not get cold feet and get mad, or try to stop them, they began to handle her taut little breasts, and her pussy, too. Ah, the feel of the digits of three or four guys at once combing through the moist, meticulously groomed thatch of honey-gold curls beneath her flat belly, then touching, prodding, pushing into the snug, smug tunnel of slippery pink flesh beneath!

On and on it went, with strangers she did not even know pawing her pale flesh ever more aggressively. Excitedly they pinched at her upstanding nipples, squeezing them, pulling the tender things, hard, just for the joy of watching her whimper and catch her breath so prettily. And they shoved their right fingers up her helplessly lubricated cunt, too, without even asking anymore, without caring, and the blonde could only beam happily up at them, feeling wild and reckless and free, impossibly desirable. Soon, shivering, she craned her swanlike neck to begin to lick and suck at their engorged, drizzling bare knobs, doe-eyed and needy as she begged them to stuff her pussy full, absolutely full, of throbbing red cock, to use her like a whore, and to cum all over her…

It was no surprise, though, that the half-drunk, randy college freshmen would indulge in some wild experimentation that first time away from home, including group sex with available partners whose names they hardly even knew—not that the rather shy Garrett had ever dared to do so, he admitted ruefully. Still, on certain occasions it seemed even more thrilling to watch older, more reputable citizens wallow in the debauchery that even these exemplars of middle-class propriety could not deny. Yes, the coupling of prettily flirting co-eds and muscular young frat boys was the obvious target of voyeurism, but it could be desperately arousing as well to watch a secret suburban gangbang hosted upon the ample flesh of some bosomy middle-aged lady whose appetites could no longer be met by any one husband, no matter how devoted.

Ah, for any human being, even the most seemingly prim and proper and respectable, might have secret desires that they could scarcely dare admit aloud, might they not? And a loving spouse of twenty years or more, balding and a little potbellied and oh-so kindly indulgent, would understand it all, and he would arrange in the rec room of the couple’s ordinary-seeming basement an orgy such as his wife, guilty and yet helplessly thrilled, had fantasized about for so, so long. Perhaps she had tried to pretend that she was not tempted, but now she could hold out no longer. Instead, the broad-hipped familiar wife, doting mother, and dutiful volunteer at her children’s school could at last spread her heavy thighs, open herself up soft and hairy and pink, and invite down inside of her plump flesh the throbbing purple erections of ten, fifteen, even twenty or thirty strangers, there to do to her anything they might desire—anything!

Breathing heavily, the staid, respectable lady would squeeze her overflowing mammaries, joggling the blue-veined globes temptingly before the crowd that ringed her about. Shivering, she would finger the thick, matronly nipples that crinkled up from palm-sized areolas into over sensitized nubbins the size of a baby’s fist, great nodules that veritably begged to be pulled and twisted and tugged. These breasts were not small, not dainty, not high and pert—no, these soft middle-aged things had comforted squalling infants and needy husband alike for many a night over the years. But these lolling mounds were full and frank and available, and they would not hold back. They were not untouchable museum pieces but strong sexual draft horses. They were made to be grabbed and gobbled, and she knew it.

First, though, she would torment the things herself. Happily she would handle her own thickened nodules of erectile tissue, stretching them, twisting them. Eyes blazing, she might lift the solid, rippling white mounds of her breasts straight up by their fearsomely elongated tips, higher, ever higher, biting her lip with the intensity of the sensation. Sometimes instead, ducking her round chin, she simply pushed the big blue-veined boobs right up into her face so that she could suck and smack at their fat tips herself—oh, how the men who gawked excitedly down drank up the sight, and the sound! It was a pleasantly self-indulgent display to thrill her eager watchers, and yet gumming and biting at her own nipples was a deliciously dirty thing for herself as well, a shameless act in which she could wallow heavy-lidded. Sometimes, shuddering as one hand pushed up the big jug whose flesh bulged from between her wide-splayed fingers; she reached down and masturbated with the other.

And then, ah, the way the woman’s dreamy eyes glowed, grateful and serene and drowsily excited, as her husband kissed her chastely upon the forehead while the first nameless stud of the evening finally clutched her big yielding hips in his splayed hands and began to push his turgid, blunt-headed erection into her. Perhaps the lady’s spouse, nodding good-natured and fondly proprietary, might dig the thick lips of her once-sacrosanct vagina wide with both hands, displaying her wet and fragrant and squelching, glistening pink funnel of wanton sexuality into which some sighing stranger—and another, and another, and another—could slide down, down, down, without guilt or self-consciousness or remorse. At the sudden longed-for possession, the loving housewife’s eyes went wide and her mouth suddenly gaped soundless in its astonishment, unconsciously mimicking the lips of her vulva as some man she had never met before pushed her wide, so wide, balls-deep into the comforting depths of her sodden, spongy cunt…

Of course, when it came to the dirty stuff, Garrett was not above some bondage and discipline either. He used to pooh-pooh such things, but he had grown rather…well, broad-minded, perhaps. Sometimes it seemed simply the height of naughtiness to see some girl bound spread-eagled and helpless, or perhaps trussed up like a side of meat, writhing prettily as she awaited the ravishment that her huge dark eyes believed they spurned even as her body secretly craved the sweet degradation. He was not necessarily interested in whips or chains or riding crops and whatnot—but he had to admit to himself that the thought of another girl’s smooth white palm ringing brisk and sharp upon the plump buttocks of some naked wench bent over her lap did affect him most powerfully.

Ah, no need to wield plaited leather when the best punishment was flesh to flesh, the way it should be! How pleasant it was to watch that slender, graceful hand rise so slowly, pause dramatically in silent threat, then streak down, again and again and again, flashing as it slapped and reddened that burning ass at its whim! Yet arousing as it was to watch the abused girl whimper and bite her lip, it was even more so to see how the spanking affected the woman who gave it. She posed as calm, judicial, self-possessed, but still her passions seethed unacknowledged. Mm, he loved to see the stern lady’s white-knuckled fist pinning her victim’s wrists behind that narrow, bent-over back, loved to see her nostrils flare and the heavy waves of sable bounce about her bare shoulders as she took out her every frustration upon her beautifully squirming prey. Through it all, even as she pretended aloofness and restraint, what she did to the other girl—the way she controlled her, punished her, forced her—thrilled as well the woman who meted out the punishment, and as her cheeks grew warm, perhaps she found her moist thighs clenching rhythmically together in their secret arousal…

Yet he had something of a predilection for a bit of nipple torture as well. Oh, nothing too terrible—but sometimes it was just too, too delicious to watch the erect dark nipples of some helpless bound maiden stretch, stretch, stretch, wasn’t it? Now and then, back in the days of wealth and comfort and normalcy, Garrett had used the services of a very high-class and impossibly discreet escort service, one offering immaculately beautiful girls whose services cost $10,000 per hour and were worth every single penny. Even with these experienced, sultry-eyed, professionally discreet courtesans, however, he had always hesitated to ask for some of the things about which he could not help being so secretly curious. If he paid extra, he had wondered sometimes, would this lovely, oh-so understanding young lady of pleasure allow him to savage the tender points of her upstanding nipples until she whimpered and squealed and moaned? Or would she think him some sort of pervert for merely broaching the subject?

It had been a pleasantly strange predicament, really. On the one hand, when Garrett had contacted the escort service, he could select any sort of pleasant temporary companion he happened to wish. Depending on which girls were already out on a call, and depending upon how much advance notice he gave when he called or texted the helpfully solicitous concierge, the options were tantalizingly wide and varied—he could request a very decorative, suavely charming lady of almost any description that fit his mood. If he happened to desire, for example, a doe-eyed little lass who looked like she had just turned eighteen the day before and was worried about what her daddy would think if he knew she let strangers spread her pale virgin thighs and ejaculate inside of her for money, then that was how he would amuse himself. Of course, they had women his own age, too, and even older ones as well.

The escort service employed mature, full-bodied, yet still attractive women in their fifties, and apparently even sixty or more. Probably these ladies’ main clients had been businessmen of equally advanced years, but Garrett suspected that younger patrons sometimes tried them out, too—he had once, after all. On a dirty whim, he had wondered what it would be like to fuck someone old enough to be his mother or his aunt, to dominate and control the type of female that in his childhood years he had always had to look up to and obey. Rather than kowtowing to his elders—to his austere and unapproachable middle school English teacher, for example, or to the condescending lady next door who had frowned every time a football went over her hedges—he could stick his dick inside one of these smug, self-satisfied old ladies and leave her heaped over and swimming in his splooge!

Feeling very naughty about it, therefore, he once had requested such an object for his frustrations, and in due time arrived a full-bodied but regal older lady with gleaming silver-gray tresses wrapped up in an elaborate bun held together with jeweled combs. Her breasts were solid and heavy, her waist rather on the thick side, and her clothing restrained and fairly conservative. Despite his original bravado, it had been a bit awkward at first, for he felt suddenly foolish in the knowing gaze this more experienced creature who already had seen so, so much of the behavior of men. Suddenly it was almost embarrassing to think of exposing his needs before her—he hardly even knew where to begin. He shook her hand very formally, and he felt his cheeks color.

She coaxed him, however, as gently as some older widowed neighbor-lady might a college boy back home over summer break. There was something very sweet about it, and yet somehow secretly naughty as well. Sitting next to him on the couch as he tried to chat with some semblance of normalcy in response to her innocent openings about the weather, his opulent home, his business, the things he had invented, and whatnot, the woman had laid her wrinkled hand upon his trouser-clad thigh, and as he felt his flesh begin to respond instinctively, his breath caught in his throat. She did not draw back, however, but merely smiled matter-of-factly, and he began to realize that regardless of the somewhat forbidding age difference, she was still indeed a woman, and perhaps that was all that mattered… Suddenly he was helplessly erect within his clothing.

“There you go, Mr. Garrett,” she had nodded indulgently. “Now, that’s what we both need, isn’t it?” Smiling, she began to stroke the thing through the thin, expensive fabric of his trousers, watching the man shudder comfortably, and it had seemed so natural then to lean over and begin to kiss at the side of her soft, full round neck. Happy as a teenager, he started to grope her big body. She was solid and fleshy, but she was all woman, and she felt good in his hands.

And the size of those plump, blue-veined old breasts! In wonderment he dug them out of her sturdy yet still delicately lace-edged brassiere, watching entranced as they bounced and wobbled and stretched when he let go. Her nipples were absolutely enormous, and she merely watched him in gentle amusement while he played with them double-handed. In the most frank sort of curiosity his hands roved her jiggling white mounds, pinching excitedly at the great crinkles of erectile tissue that crowned the lolling things, pulling energetically on those tempting nipples, twisting them, tugged the engorged nodules high, so high. Eventually, of course, he began sucking at the great pink-brown mouthfuls. Ah, the innocent oral joy of it all!

Smiling to herself, she pulled with complete unconcern at the upstanding pillar of his manhood all the while. Yes, and then he rolled the unresisting creature upon her back, and he spread her meaty thighs to expose her to him utterly, and as he pushed himself contentedly into a thick pubis sheathed in silver curls, he learned that the soft, pillowy flesh of such a reassuring, almost motherly figure was indeed a pleasant thing upon which to gratify oneself. Ah, the way those crease-flanked old eyes had smiled up at him, so kind and understanding, as he clutched mindlessly at her overflowing bosoms, red-faced and sweating and happy while he whimpered out his sweetly draining climax in the bottom of her oh-so experienced womb!

And from the escort service he could have a girl of any ethnicity that struck his fancy right then, and of whatever build he wished, whether tall or short, slim and athletic or full-bodied and busty. Garrett enjoyed the variety. In a way, after all, despite his great success, it was difficult for a man in his position to meet women in any normal fashion—his wealth either made women fawn, or it was off-putting and made them feel awkward and self-critical of their own perceived shortcomings. To simply order himself a sleek, six-foot Scandinavian with glossy blonde shoulder-length hair whose gleaming straight bangs fell almost to her shapely eyebrows, for example, was a very pleasant way to relieve his bodily stresses. In a casual way, though, he went through all types. Once, just for fun, he even requested a pair of skinny little Japanese girls only five feet tall, guaranteed to giggle and pretend not to speak English, yet obey any dirty command a great big, strong American man might wish to give. Another time he had a wide-hipped black girl whose big fat titties had the most intriguing plum-colored nipples.

And manner of dress—well, of course, it was a given that this could be specified in exacting, fetishistic detail if the client so desired. Usually he had left the choice of clothing to the girl, but every now and then he had indeed developed a craving for something very particular. One night he might have a hankering for, say, a glossy blonde with a choker of pearls wearing a cream-colored silk blouse, red thigh-length skirt, and seamed black stockings atop shining red stilettos. Or perhaps he would enjoy a crooked-lipped redhead in a shimmering sheath of clingy deep purple whose neckline plunged almost to her pretty navel so that he could blink fondly down into the delicate profile of her pale, unrestrained little bosoms anytime he stood to one side. If the mood struck him such that he wished for something so specific, well, then, with his wicked cock already half-erect with the naughtiness of it, he had not hesitated to describe in patient, leering detail exactly what type of wrapping his pretty little present to himself should have in order to satisfy his needs.

Why, once he even ordered that a girl arrive at his door naked. There had been a slight pause on the other end of the line, but then the calm, unflappable voice assured him deferentially that this of course was not a problem. His escort arrived at one of his secluded homes in the hills, then, not in a taxi but in one of the service’s nondescript, highly polished cars. The dispatcher, however, must have understood his request perhaps even better than he himself did, for rather than pull up close under the overhang at the grand entryway, the driver apparently had orders to let the curvy brunette out when they were still twenty or thirty yards away across the broad paving stones. As soon as she had shouldered an elegant leather purse—full, Garrett had been certain with a comfortable little shudder, of various sex toys with which he could experiment upon her desirable young body—the car simply sped away to leave her standing there bare in the afternoon sunlight, and the nude girl strode calmly up to his door, her nipples dark and bold against her soft olive skin, and a heavy triangle of lustrous curls gleaming richly between the tops of her smoothly scissoring thighs.

Oh, how glad he was, the poor man realized suddenly, that they had given him a girl with a beautifully hairy cunt like that! Yes, sometimes it was pleasant to enjoy a pubis shaven gleamingly smooth from hipbone to hipbone and navel to anus and everywhere in-between, and sometimes he was entertained by a thatch that was left partially intact, yet artfully groomed and sculpted. At other times, though, how delightful it was to have a girl with a full dense muff, a crinkly triangular forest to ogle and feel and smell and taste! She would have showered just moments before the ride out to the countryside, he was sure, but he was equally sure that those soft hairy lips would already be fuming deliciously with the scent of her own arousal, an aroma compounded by her sweetly intimate shrubbery.

Yes, she was merely doing her job, and getting paid handsomely for it, but no young lady would seek such employment unless she had a penchant for it as well, would she? For a girl like this must truly enjoy flaunting her pretty body, certainly, in the age-old game of feminine coquetry. Even while in the eyes of society she degraded herself for filthy money, she had to be secretly flattered by the way men’s faces light up at the mere sight of her body. Yes, and for a girl like this, to cause her supposed masters their helpless erections and then, all too soon, to guide the swollen red things graciously down between her obediently upraised thighs was not a thing to be ashamed of but a thing of pride, a thing that aroused her deeply.

And if this was true for any of the girls employed by this upscale escort service, it was particularly the case for the even more elite professionals who serviced the special group of clients like Garrett. Yes, for because of their signed guarantees of strictly regular testing and a hefty, if very obliquely worded insurance bond—not to mention commensurately higher fees—these men were not required to use condoms. To have sex with strangers for money while retaining any self-respect took a special outlook, and a dirtily increased libido. For a girl to let them fuck her bareback, flesh to flesh the way it was meant to be, and leave the open pink bowl of her cunt smelly and brim-full of every thick, gluey string of their cum that required a wench of even naughtier disposition. A girl like that could not be shy or squeamish or half-hearted—she had to wallow in the gooey naughtiness of it all.

Garrett always before had made a point of engaging in some small talk with the girls from the service, for this seemed only right. Sometimes it was merely a politeness before the sex which, with preliminaries appropriately satisfied, he then would take almost immediately thereafter in any way he desired. Sometimes, though, it was part of a genial mock-gallantry he maintained over the course of a long, completely unhurried night on the town that he enjoyed with what appeared to be an old and familiar companion. The latter was always a deliciously naughty way to arouse himself with the sweet anticipation of it.

Yes, for despite innocent appearances, such a night ultimately could conclude only with this seemingly valued and respected co-equal being used and dominated in the most intimate way possible, and defiled with every gout of the supposed gentleman’s splattering semen. Perhaps she would be thrust full of his turgid red cock and pinned like a great splayed white butterfly to the crisp sheets of an opulent hotel room somewhere. Or instead the girl’s practiced soft mouth might wrap wet and snug about his bloated purple cockhead, sliding understandingly back and forth along every naked inch of his throbbing veiny organ during the long ride back home, on and on, on and on, until he discharged without restraint and bulged her cheeks absolutely full. Or maybe the lass would end up on her pretty knees with her red-lipsticked mouth gaping wide as she reached up to pinch encouragingly at his delighted little nipples, begging him with her calmly inflaming eyes to yank himself faster and faster, to masturbate all over her sweet, innocent young face until it hung with the great dangling stalactites of his jism, stretched and dripping. First, however, before he used one of these girls like an animal, he always had made at least some attempt at conversation.

With this dusky Mediterranean princess, however, he simply could not restrain himself. Breathing heavily, he had flung the door wide before she even rang the bell, and he came out and grabbed her bare body in his clutching hands, his poor penis aching within his trousers as he pressed himself against her soft belly. Shivering in his need, he kissed the faintly smirking wench urgently right on her saucy mouth, his tongue plunging possessively in without warning. Oh, it was good to do to her! He kissed the girl’s cheeks, her neck, and her blood-warmed ear. He mouthed her shoulders, her throat, her breasts, and all the while he handled her smooth curvy flesh deliriously, his palms roving up and down at will, caressing, squeezing, cherishing. It was wonderful to do that to her right out in the open, for even though in the depths of his estate, no one could see, still he longed to make her feel naked and used and objectified. She was smooth and alluring and available, and she was his, bought and paid for—all his!

Wild-eyed, then, and purposefully without words, he dragged his willing whore to the flagstones right there in the driveway, and he slithered down between her solid, shapely thighs, and in the desperate agitation of his need he buried his reddened face gratefully in her split-open curls, and he began to perform oral sex upon the taken-aback thing. Ah, the joy of it! Mm, she tasted good, and she felt good, too, so warm and wet and intimate in his mouth, and with her crinkly black hairs curled up his nose, he breathed nothing but the slippery, fishy tang of her innermost womanhood. Right now she was his, all his. Whimpering in his ardor, he forced the surprised and reeling brunette to orgasm, reveling in the selflessness of the act and the possessiveness of it as well.

And once her pretty, unfeigned gasping had ceased, he rose, with difficulty exposed his cramped and throbbing purple erection, and then sank shudderingly between the thick dewy petals of the fleshy pink blossom of ecstasies between her open thighs, savoring it inch by inch by inch. She, snug and smooth and juicy inside, and he began to gratify himself within her body completely without shame. Ah, the exquisite release of it all as she wrapped her shapely, down-covered arms understandingly about his shoulders and murmured gently in his blazing ear. “Mm, enjoy me, sir,” crooned the naked girl whose name he had not even asked, “enjoy me. I do feel good for you, don’t I?”

Unable to speak for the joy of it, he nodded jerkily into the fragrant sable waves that jounced about her shapely bare shoulders. His heart hammered with his passions, and he glowed in the knowledge of what he had done to her already. His mouth still tasted of her fresh, hairy young cunt, and his nose still tingled with the remembered reek of it, and with lips that still seemed to feel the resilient pressure of her mashed-wide labia he kissed at his teasing angel’s delicately perspiring neck. His balls were heavy and comfortably swollen, and he felt the bloated purple head of his bare penis ooze with the clear anticipatory drizzle that came before the rushing gray torrent. Shuddering happily, he slowed his hips, for he wanted the sweet feeling to last.

The girl who shook to his slow, shivering thrusts, nude and available beneath the striving mass of his clothed body, and calm and collected in the face of his desperate sensual agitation, seemed to understand it all. “Yes,” she smiled genteelly, “enjoy that pussy, sir. Take your time. Enjoy my body—use it—for just as long as you like, on and on and on.” Almost tenderly she stroked his forehead as he pleasured himself so exhibitionistically within her, for many long, delirious moments. At last, however, she sensed that the poor man could hold out no longer, and she began to encourage him more dirtily. “Mm, give it to me, sir—fuck me. Do whatever you want to me. Make me take it, and then come all over the inside of me. Ooh, please, sir, please…?”

Oh, he could not have resisted if he had wanted! Grunting, he filled her like a bowl, his poor balls turning themselves inside-out in their bliss. And when at last he was done, then, a little sheepishly and yet unable to stop, he had plopped his burning face back into her sloppy, sperm-bubbling vagina, and he wallowed mindlessly within her. With his splayed fingers gripping at her rounded hips and his thumbs dug into the yielding flesh of her ass, he swam through every salty fold and crevice and nook like some bottom-feeding carp, tasting everything, happily, and as the girl, taken aback and yet helplessly thrilled, began to pinch her lengthened dark nipples above him, he had slobbered his indulgent angel to climax once more…

About wanting to dominate some pretty girl’s nipples, though he had never quite had the nerve to ask. For this, therefore, Garrett had to live vicariously, though what others had already filmed. Some of these movies were impeccably choreographed, artfully lit, masterfully shot, and the rosy heavens of leather and latex they portrayed were indeed a fetishist’s delight. The amateur clips collected from the internet could be just as wickedly thrilling, though. Ah, to see some housewife blindfolded in an ordinary-looking bedroom with her hands cuffed behind her back and her ankles pulled up and wide and lashed to the headboard!

Sometimes the exposed purple point of her clitoris would be tortured with a buzzing little vibrator so that she whimpered and thrashed and shrieked in her delight. Sometimes a woman might be penetrated outrageously, with a gigantic black dildo or a big fat cucumber or a great nubby ear of corn—oh, anything so that her hungry, whorish cunt had to stretch and stretch and truly feel it. Really, though, the thing that always topped the situation off perfectly was some beautiful nipple torment, whether the tender things were stretched by a calmly merciless hand or perhaps clamped in the biting little teeth of some wicked device bought in a seedy fetish store. Oh, how profoundly arousing it was even to see something as simple as clothespins tight upon a vulnerable wife’s poor chafed nipples as the trembling man who held the camera, unseen but oh-so obviously known, panted and growled and yanked excitedly at the cords that held their springs! Mm, the unspeakable surrender in that blindfolded face, the primal submissive feminine joy as she whimpered and squealed and struggled mindlessly against her bonds, suffering the most sweetly intimate tortures that the loving mind of man could inflict…
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