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Chapter 1 - A Strict Seduction
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Patti pulled the shower curtain back slowly so that she could get a better look at herself in the full-length mirror on the other side of the bathroom. Her black hair was slicked back, a glossy mane that seemed to shine under the soft glow of the lights. She stood straighter, pushing her shoulders back so that her breasts were pushed forward, the dark tips of her nipples jewelled with droplets of water. She looked at herself critically, wondering how she really compared to Sarah's sleek frame.

The doorbell took her by surprise. Tom was early! A frisson of fear passed through, making her heart beat faster and her hands shake a little. She stepped out of the shower quickly, water pouring onto the tiled floor, dripping from her hair and body to form puddles around her feet. She stepped to the bathroom door and poked her head out. For a second she was afraid it was Sarah, back from work unexpectedly early, but the doorbell rang again right on cue.

'I'll be there in a second!' Patti called, hoping Tom could hear her.

She snatched a towel quickly and wrapped it around herself, looking once more in the mirror as she did so. Her face and body were flushed slightly by the hot shower, a touch of pink added to her pale skin, in contrast to her black hair and brown eyes. The towel was up under her arms and reached down to her knees, a chaste image despite the fact that she was naked under it. She half smiled to herself and lowered it slightly, revealing the swell of her breasts whilst still keeping her decent.

The doorbell rang again, its impatient tone demanding attention.

'Just a second!' she called once more, padding out of the bathroom hurriedly. She just hoped that Sarah was going to be as late as she said she would be. There was no longer any doubt in her mind that it was Tom at the door, no one else would be that demanding.

She slipped the security chain on and then opened the door a fraction of an inch. She looked up, her dark eyes wide with apprehension.

Tom seemed surprised to see her, but a warm smile still stretched across his face. 'I seem to have caught you at a bad time,' he said apologetically.

Patti looked down at herself and then back at him. Did he like what he saw? His smile was always there for her, even when he was only popping by to pick Sarah up, but was there something more to it?

'I'm sorry, Tom,' she said, releasing the chain on the door and then making way for him to enter the flat she shared with Sarah.

He stepped inside and waited for her. She closed the door quickly and then turned to face him, her hands reflexively reaching for the towel. 'I'm so sorry,' she said, making a face, 'but I was supposed to call you earlier...'

Tom sighed audibly. 'Let me guess,' he said wearily, 'she's working late again.'

His tone was more than one of plain resignation, there was a hint of irritation there, something beyond plain acceptance of the facts. Patti flashed him a sympathetic smile. 'I'm sorry,' she whispered. 'It's my fault. Sarah tried to call you but couldn't connect. She phoned me an hour ago and I promised I'd ring and let you know.'

He was still standing in the narrow hallway, as though waiting for an invitation into the rest of the flat. Patti held her towel tightly around her chest, her wet hair clinging coldly to her shoulders. 'It's cold out here,' she reminded him.

It was his turn to apologise. 'So, what great excuse did she offer this time?' he asked, heading into the sitting room.

Patti slicked her hair back again, and then followed him, wondering whether she should take a chance and relax the hold on her towel. 'She said something came up urgently,' she explained, 'something about a report she needs to deliver by tomorrow.'

Tom stood in the middle of the room to take in the news. He was a tall man, good looking, authoritative, and with a smile that melted Patti's insides every time. Sarah was crazy, there was no way Patti would let a man like Tom hang around.

'Did she say how long she'd be?' he asked, glancing at his watch.

A wave of panic swept through her. 'No, not really,' she said quickly. 'Look, why don't you sit down,' she suggested, 'let me put something on and I'll get us some drinks.'

She hoped that the suggestion sounded innocent, there was no way she wanted Tom to get the wrong idea. He looked at his watch again. 'I'm not sure... If she's going to be much later then I might as well get going.'

'No, no, I'm sure she's not.'

Tom looked at her and smiled. 'You sound pretty certain. Did she say what time she'd be home?'

'No, not exactly,' she said, 'but she said she'd ring to let me know.'

He sighed once more and then sat down. 'Okay then,' he agreed, 'I'll have whatever you're having to drink.'

He was going to stay! Patti felt a nervous thrill run through her.

'I won't be long,' she promised, and then headed straight back to the bathroom before he could change his mind.

She dried herself hurriedly, running the thick pink towel through her hair and over her skin. She let it drop and stood naked before the mirror once more. Sarah was tall, blonde, leggy and very sexy. Beside her Patti always felt dowdy and unsexy, despite the fact that there seemed to be no shortage of men who found her curvy body, pale skin and dark eyes a distinct turn-on. She reached for her silk robe and slipped it on, cinching it tight at the waist. The silky garment reached down to mid-thigh, revealing slim, attractive limbs which drew the eye naturally. Around the chest it was tight, the fullness of her breasts moulded to the shiny fabric.

She skipped barefoot to the kitchen, aware of the coolness of the air in the flat. She was almost naked, her body hidden by the flimsy garment and nothing else. 'A glass of wine okay?' she called from the kitchen, her heart pounding so hard she could almost hear it out loud.

'That'd be great,' Tom called in reply.

Patti poured a couple of glasses of red and then stopped. A sudden doubt took all her resolve away. Sarah, ten years older and a good deal wiser, was her best friend. Did she really deserve what Patti was doing? The answer was no, but then Patti thought of Tom's smile and the allure in his deep blue eyes and she knew that she couldn't resist.

She loosened her robe a fraction and reached inside. Her nipples were already hardening and she stroked them with her fingers, teasing them to erection and letting the pleasure flood through her. She was breathing hard and the excitement was like fire in the pit of her belly. When her nipples were hard she tightened the robe once more, haloes of light shimmering where her full pert breasts were wrapped in silk.

Tom looked up as she came into the room, his eyes registering surprise at what he saw. Patti smiled nervously as she walked towards him, carrying the glasses of wine and trying to affect a nonchalance she did not feel.

'Thanks,' he said, taking the proffered glass and fixing his eyes on her. He was sitting in the middle of the big three-seater sofa which dominated the room. Patti hesitated for a moment, not sure whether to risk sitting next to him or not. The dilemma was resolved for her, Tom shifted over to the left and made way for her.

She sat down beside him, tucking her legs up under her, and smoothing her robe down so it covered her thighs. She still felt nervous, half afraid that Sarah would return home unexpectedly, or else afraid he'd rebuff her advances. Both the possibilities were frightening, but still Patti felt something other than fear stirring inside her.

'We don't often get a chance to have a proper chat,' he said, taking a sip of his wine.

It was true enough. Sarah always seemed so jealous of any attention Tom might give to Patti. Who didn't Sarah trust? Patti or Tom? The question made Patti lose her tongue.

'You're not going out this evening?' Tom asked a moment later.

'No, not tonight,' Patti confirmed. In fact, she'd planned on going to the cinema with a couple of the girls from work, but once she'd got the call from Sarah she'd changed her mind.

'It's a Saturday night,' Tom responded, cocking an eyebrow questioningly. 'I would have thought a pretty girl like you would have been out on the town.'

Patti averted her eyes shyly. What could she say? 'No, I felt like a quiet night in,' she lied.

'Really? Isn't there someone special at the moment?'

She shook her head and smiled sadly. 'No, there isn't,' she sighed. Her robe fell open a little at the chest, revealing soft white skin against the silk. She was aware that his eyes were on her but she made no move to cover herself up, even though she could feel the first flush of embarrassment.

The ringing of the phone startled her. She turned instinctively and reached over the arm of the sofa to grab it. Even before she spoke she knew it was Sarah on the line.

'Patti? Is Tom there with you?' Sarah asked briskly.

'Yes, he is,' Patti admitted softly.

'Let me speak to him,' Sarah snapped angrily.

As Patti turned she became aware that her robe had ridden up high and that most of her bare thigh was on view, not only that but it had become loose at the top and was affording Tom a good view of her breasts. Her face coloured as she wrapped the robe around her again and passed Tom the phone.

'Hi, Sarah,' he said, his deep voice sounding relaxed and at home, with no trace of the annoyance that Patti had heard earlier.

'Another couple of hours...? Can't you make it any sooner? No... Of course... Forget it... No, I'll probably be gone by the time you get here... Yes, of course... Okay, I'll call you tomorrow.'

Tom passed the phone back and Patti replaced it in its cradle, this time taking more care not to expose herself. The conversation between Tom and Sarah had been brief but she had gathered the gist of it. Sarah was going to be late and so Tom was going to go home, another wasted evening to put down to experience.

'How about another glass of this?' Tom suggested, lifting his half empty glass in the air.

Patti smiled. 'Sure, why not,' she agreed.

She stood up and took his glass, secretly thrilled that he wasn't going to disappear immediately. The fact that Sarah was treating him in such an off-hand manner seemed to make things easier. As she walked the front of the robe opened a little and this time she made no move to cover herself up. Tom was looking at her long bare thighs and it felt good to have the attention.

She refilled the glasses in the kitchen and then decided to take the bottle with her too. She clutched it to her chest and then carefully walked back with a glass in each hand. Tom's smile was anything but innocent as he watched her returning.

'Let me take that,' he said, leaning forward to take the bottle wedged between her arm and her chest. She leant forward and her robe parted completely, exposing her nakedness once and for all. She held her breath, partly shocked by the accident and partly wondering what his reaction would be. There was a silence for a moment and then their eyes met.

'I've got it,' he said quietly, taking his glass and the bottle from her.

She straightened up, her face burning red with embarrassment. She tucked her robe quickly, covering herself up hurriedly.

'I'm sorry,' she whispered.

He looked at her, a serious expression on his face, his sweet blue eyes unreadable. 'I don't think so,' he said quietly.

She was still standing in front of him, holding her robe in place with one hand, her other hand shakily holding her glass of wine. Now that it had come to the crunch she felt embarrassed. Seducing Tom had been a fantasy that she'd enjoyed for so long, now that it was becoming reality she no longer felt certain of anything.

He reached out and tugged at her robe gently, forcing it from her grasp so that it fell open once more. She felt frozen into place as his eyes tracked her slowly, his gaze travelling from her bare feet, up her long silky thighs, over the dark triangle covering her sex, up over the gentle curve of her tummy and the fullness of her breasts, to her open mouth and the look of shock in her eyes.

'Sit here,' he suggested, his voice low, almost a whisper that she felt deep inside her.

Shakily she did as she was told, sitting beside him on the sofa. Her breasts were framed by pale silk which contrasted with the darkness that tipped them. She could not look at him, suddenly all of her confidence was gone and she felt nothing but fear. Sarah was her best friend, and here she was parading naked in front of Sarah's boyfriend.

Tom took her hands and pulled her towards him. She did not resist, and when his mouth met hers she accepted the invasion of his kiss. His tongue slipped between her lips and her breath was sucked away violently. He held her tightly, keeping her on the edge of the sofa while he explored her mouth with his tongue. She gasped for breath, shocked that things had moved so far so quickly.

He released her suddenly, letting her hands go and withdrawing his mouth from hers to leave her wanting more. She opened her eyes, aware that she was almost naked before him, the loose robe barely covering her breasts, and that her sex was partly visible through the folds of silk.

'How old are you?' he asked her, a slight smile playing on his lips. She looked into his eyes for a moment, then looked away. He seemed to be amused by the situation, the sparkle of desire she saw was more than matched by the expression of bemusement. It was a strange question to ask given the circumstances, and she felt angered by it. What difference did it make how old she was?

'Old enough,' she replied, covering herself up quickly. In her fantasies the long, first kiss was supposed to give way to something more, not a bout of questioning about her age.

He smiled indulgently. 'Are you twenty yet?' he asked, putting his hand on her knee.

'Yes I am!' she snapped, brushing his hand away.

He shook his head. 'No,' he said quietly, the low rumble of his voice touching something deep inside her, 'we don't stop now.'

It sounded as though she had no choice in the matter, adding to her growing feelings of anger. 'Look, Tom, I think this has been a mistake...'

She tried to stand but he wouldn't let her. He gripped her by the wrists and pulled her back down to the sofa. 'You misunderstand,' he whispered, drawing her closer towards him. His grip was tight around her wrists, it was almost painful, and yet there was something about his confidence that excited her. If he kissed her she knew she would not be able to resist. 'What do you think Sarah would say if she could see us now?' he asked quietly.

Patti didn't want to answer the question. She didn't even want to think about it any more. In fantasy it had all been so different; questions of right and wrong, loyalty and betrayal, had never intruded on the images inside her head. 'Please, Tom,' she whispered, looking into his eyes in the hope that he would relent, 'I'm sorry this ever happened. Can't we just forget it?'

He held her wrists with one hand and used the other to slide up her thigh slowly, as though enjoying the feel of her smooth flesh under his fingers. She held her breath, startled both by the sureness of his touch and by the thrill of desire that passed through her. 'No,' he replied finally, 'we can't just forget it.'

She closed her eyes as he touched her again, his hand travelling from her thigh and up over her tummy. Her nipples were already hard and when he grazed them with his fingers she inhaled sharply. He cupped her right breast in his hand, enfolding her flesh, her nipple trapped between his fingers. This time there could be no denying the pleasure that surged through her, it felt as though there was a line of fire that connected her breasts and the heat between her thighs.

When she opened her eyes she realised he'd released her hands, that she was free to stand up and leave if she wanted to. He cupped both breasts with his hands, squeezing her soft flesh gently, flicking his thumbs over the hard nipples so that she sighed despite herself.

'This is wrong...' she sighed, still struggling with her feelings.

'I know,' he said, half smiling. He leaned forward and kissed her nipples gently, his mouth flicking wet caresses over each hard nub of flesh in turn. His breath was hot against her skin, enticing and arousing and impossible to resist. She moved closer, suddenly offering herself to him, wanting his mouth to tease and bite the most sensitive parts of her breasts.

He took her hands and placed them on her breasts, folding her fingers into place so that she cupped her breasts for him, offering herself wantonly, feeding her reddened nipples to his voracious mouth. She moaned softly, the pleasure pulsing through her as he suckled softly, his tongue working back and forth, building up the sensation so that each movement of his mouth on her breast was magnified in pleasure. She was wet, wetter than she had ever been before. Somewhere in the back of her head a voice was telling her that what she was doing was wrong, but that voice was growing faint and the only effect it had was to add to her excitement.

'Here,' he said, pulling her astride his lap. She moved across him, sitting over his knees as he sucked and stroked her breasts. He used his lips and teeth to rouse her still further until she could feel the moisture escape from within her. She cupped her breasts, squeezing her flesh tight so that her nipples bulged into his hungry mouth.

He held her by the waist, keeping her in place over his lap, her thighs wide, opening her sex to the slight breeze that passed through the room. She was breathing faster and faster, the fire burning uncontrollably as he teased her breasts. She wanted him, she wanted him desperately yet he made no move to touch her sex. She murmured wordlessly, driven beyond endurance by the way he toyed with her nipples.

'Please, Tom...' she whispered, trying to pull away from his mouth, trying to escape the attentions on her breasts so he could begin to explore her elsewhere. She was so wet, she could feel her pussy lips opening, blossoming with pleasure, dappled with her slick juices and desperate for his touch.

He slapped her hard on the back of the thigh, an unexpected burst of pain that momentarily confused her. She glanced down to see the redness imprinted on her pale creamy skin, the mark of his displeasure expressed vividly on her skin. It had hurt, yet she felt nothing but renewed pleasure.

His hands strayed down, at last, moving down her back and over the curve of her bottom, which was still stretched across his lap. His hands massaged her backside, his fingers pressing against her skin, surveying every inch of her curves. He sat back a little and she looked down at her breasts, still offered up to him. Her nipples were red and glistening, tiny bite marks edged here and there, and when she stroked her fingers over them she shuddered with pleasure.

He began to massage the inside of her thighs, his hands exploring her, tracking the naked expanse of flesh, moving back and forth, unhurried and possessive and making her restless once more. Her desire was at a peak, she needed him inside her.

'Please...' she urged him, unable to control herself. She'd never been turned on so much, her desire was immediate, urgent, physical, and yet he would not be hurried.

At last his fingers stroked against her pussy. She gasped. The fleeting touch made her stomach somersault and her body stiffen. Her breath was coming in gasps and she knew that she was teetering ever closer to orgasm. She leaned forward and kissed him hotly on the mouth, lifting her bottom slightly so he could stroke her pussy from behind. His tongue explored her mouth just as his fingers began to explore her sex. Her clitoris was hard, wet and aching for his caress.

'Like this?' he teased, sliding his fingers along the wet groove of her body. She moved with him, sliding herself back and forth across his hand, mewing softly like an animal each time her pleasure bud brushed against his fingers. They kissed hard and then he was sucking her breasts again, his lips clamped tight over a nipple while his tongue lashed it back and forth with the same maddening rhythm that he used on her pussy.

She was lost to everything but pleasure. She could think of nothing but the reality of his fingers in her pussy and his mouth on her breast. The tension in her thighs and in the pit of her belly was tight, a coil waiting to unleash as he drove her closer and closer to pure blind release.

He moved his other hand round and she moved with him, lifting herself unexpectedly so he could press a finger between her bottom cheeks. He wet it with the slick honey from her sex and then pushed it against the tight rear hole. She gasped once as he penetrated her behind, and then she fell against his shoulder and cried out as the orgasm took her with a force so strong she could do nothing about the scream that tore from her throat.

'I haven't finished with you yet,' Tom whispered a few moments later. Her breath was still ragged and she still felt weak. He eased her back up to a sitting position and smiled. She looked into his eyes for a second and then looked away, suddenly embarrassed at the way she had screamed her pleasure. She had been powerless, there had been no way she could control herself, no way she could resist the pleasure he had given her.

'On the floor,' he told her, moving her off his lap. She obeyed without question, a little dazed by it all. He had her sit on the carpet, there down between his thighs. Her eyes fixed on the impression of his hard cock bulging in his trousers. She had been desperate for it, and yet he hadn't even allowed her to touch him. Now, as she watched with renewed excitement, he unbuttoned himself to reveal his thick hard flesh.

'Isn't this what you need?' he asked, a slight, taunting edge to his voice.

She nodded, transfixed by the sight of his hardness, the rigid flesh tipped with a purple dome that made her belly flip once more. He held himself, his fingers lost in the mass of hair at the base.

'Here,' he whispered, urging her forward.

'Can't I...'

He shook his head. 'I want your mouth,' he told her, and there was no disputing his desire. She crawled forward, her eyes fixed on the spearing flesh. She kissed it tentatively, half afraid he would deny her even that pleasure. Her breasts swayed slightly, her nipples still erect and sensitive as she moved. She kissed harder, and then opened her lips to his erect cock.

She closed her eyes as she suckled on him, delighting in the feel of his hardness deep in her mouth. He held her head in place, wrapping his hand in her long wet hair, and then thrusting rhythmically deeper and deeper. He was so hard, so forceful, the deep masculine scent of him adding to her pleasure.

He moved her back so she was on all fours while he fucked her hard in the mouth. There was something wonderfully flagrant, almost animal about the way he used her. She sucked harder, wanting to give him the pleasure he had given to her. He fucked her powerfully, pushing his prick deep into the back of her throat so that her face brushed against his abdomen. Somehow his cock seemed to grow bigger, harder, an iron rod that pushed deeper into the soft envelope of her mouth. At last he gasped and clamped her head into place, forcing every inch of his manhood into her mouth as he jetted thick waves of jism down her throat. She struggled for a second, choking on the deluge of his come, and then he released her.

She sat back, a trail of his seed leaking from the corner of her mouth. She had swallowed most it, welcoming the warm, sticky fluid as it slid down her throat.

'All of it,' he told her, reaching out to touch the smear on her chin. He scooped it up on his finger and then offered it to her. She looked up at him and saw he was waiting. Her face was already red with shame, but she did not disappoint him. She lapped up the spunk from his fingers, and then moved forward to suck up the last droplets leaking from his subsiding cock.

He waited for her to finish before speaking. 'You'd better get dressed,' he told her softly. The commanding edge had gone from his voice, and now he sounded concerned for her. Her emotions were haywire; she felt too many things and all of them at once. What had she done?

He stood up and walked to the bathroom to fix himself up. She wrapped her robe around herself again, covering herself up as though denying that anything indecent had happened.

'Listen,' he said, when he returned a few minutes later, 'I'd better be going.'

She nodded numbly. What else could he do?

'Don't worry,' he told her at the door, 'Sarah doesn't need to know about this.'

Tears welled up in her eyes. What had she done? The pleasure had been more intense than anything she'd ever experienced. But now? Now that it had finished? She watched Tom go, and felt the weight of the world descend upon her shoulders.

––––––––
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PATTI SPENT THE NEXT few days trying to avoid Sarah, and each time they came into contact she was certain that the other woman would somehow divine the truth. Sarah was almost ten years older and seemed much more a woman of the world. It felt as though she had seen and done everything, and that she would take one look at Patti's guilt-ridden expression and leap to the truth. However, as the days dragged on and Sarah said nothing the fear lessened considerably, though the idea of being discovered still made Patti's heart jump like crazy.

The phone call from Tom came almost ten days later, while Patti was at work. She was surprised that he had her number, and for a split second she was convinced he had called to say that Sarah was onto them. In fact he seemed quite calm and was calling merely to check that she felt all right. The sound of his voice, and his evident concern, touched something in her. By the end of the conversation her mind was full of the images of what they had done together. It excited her still to think about it. She imagined the feel of his fingers in the wet heat of her pussy, the sensation of his mouth and lips on the hard nodes of her breasts, and the hardness of his cock as it pushed into her mouth.

When he called again the next day and suggested meeting for lunch she agreed without hesitation. His charm and her imagination conspired against her natural caution, and though she felt nervous about it, they were nothing compared to the tremors of fear she had experienced in the first few days.

She was late arriving at the little restaurant he'd chosen, but if he was annoyed he showed no sign of it. He rose from the table as she arrived and kissed her lightly on the cheek. 'Patti,' he said, 'I'm glad you could make it.'

She smiled nervously and sat down at the secluded table in the corner. The kiss on the cheek, although a friendly gesture, seemed to mean more. 'God, I'm not used to this,' she explained after the waiter had gone.

'If it's any consolation,' he replied, 'neither am I.'

The conversation stopped and started fitfully during the meal, but on more than one occasion she looked up to find him looking at her intently, his deep blue eyes fixed on her. She could see the desire in those eyes, and despite her best intentions she could not help but respond to it.

'What time do you have to be back?' he asked her over coffee.

She glanced at her watch, suddenly realising that she'd lost all track of time. 'I'm late already,' she said.

He smiled. 'Don't worry,' he told her calmly, a sly smile forming on the lips that had greedily bruised her nipples.

She could feel herself flushing red, her face burning as she recognised the undertone to his voice. 'How can I not worry?'

'Just leave it to me,' he assured her, waving over the waiter to ask for the bill.

'By my boss's going to hit the roof if I'm any later than this.'

Tom's smile broadened. 'Let me handle your boss,' he stated calmly.

'But...'

'No buts,' he insisted. 'Come on, you've got the rest of the afternoon off.'

Patti shook her head. 'No,' she said, determined to resist whatever it was that Tom had planned.

He looked at her again, his eyes drilling into her, forcing her to look away. 'It would be better if you let me do this,' he said, his voice low, a sharp, commanding edge to it. Patti knew he wasn't about to brook any arguments.

'Do what?' she whispered.

'Come back to my place,' he stated. There was no question there, rather it was a foregone conclusion that Patti could not avoid. Her heart was already beating hard and the tone of his voice seemed to connect to something deep inside her.

She tried to say 'okay' but could only mouth the word in silence. Her hands were trembling as they left the restaurant and walked back to Tom's big black car. She glanced about nervously as she slid into the passenger seat, afraid that she'd be seen by someone from work, or else by Sarah or one of Sarah's friends. Tom showed no qualms as he accelerated away from the kerb, his commanding hands on the wheel, an intense silence about him.

They arrived at Tom's flat a few minutes later. It put the place she and Sarah shared completely in the shade. The place reeked of money and power. As soon as she was inside and the door was closed she knew that she would do whatever she was asked. She was in his domain now, in his territory, and there was nothing she could do to resist him. The idea made her head swim with fear and excitement in equal measure.

The lounge was a spacious, airy room, with big square windows that let in lots of natural light that bathed the room in a soft, summery glow. A big leather sofa sat under the windows, a dark, brooding presence rather than a piece of functional furniture. He threw his jacket onto a chair near the door and then settled down into the dark embrace of the sofa.

'What's your boss's name?' he asked, picking up the phone that nestled on a small table to the left of the sofa.

'What are you going to do?' Patti asked, standing nervously in the doorway of the room, hardly daring to enter.

He looked at her for a moment before answering. 'I'm going to make sure you spend the rest of the afternoon here with me,' he told her bluntly. 'Now, what's his name?'

'Her name's Amanda Jeffries,' Patti reported quietly.

Tom dialled immediately and asked to be put through to her. Patti listened silently while Tom spun Amanda a convincing pack of lies. His tone was sombre, but still there was something charming about him. By the end of the call it sounded as though he had convinced Amanda that Patti had witnessed a serious traffic accident during lunchtime and that she had helped one of the victims to hospital and was required to give a full statement to the police.

'I'll never be able to keep all those lies up,' Patti told him when he had finished.

Tom smiled. 'You will,' he said, 'because you have to. Now, why don't you come into the room? Are you afraid of me?'

Patti considered her reply and then nodded. That made him smile.

'It's not me you're afraid of, is it?' he told her.

She hesitated for a moment, and then walked fully into the room. He was right, of course, but that made it no easier to handle the situation. 'Aren't you afraid of Sarah finding out?' she asked, stopping directly in front of him. She looked down at him, all relaxed and in control of the situation, his dark grey suit contrasting with the blackness of the sofa.

He took her by the hand and pulled her down into the space beside him. 'What the eye doesn't see the heart doesn't grieve,' he whispered. He looked into her eyes and she saw the intensity of his desire, a desire that was powerful and frightening and irresistible.

'That's such a simple answer,' she said, lowering her gaze. Her heart was pounding and she could feel her skin flushing. His desire was hard, physical, commanding. And despite herself she was responding; his desire reached out to something inside her.

He took her chin in his hand and lifted her face, bringing her lips closer to his. He kissed her immediately, pressing his mouth against hers, his tongue pushing her lips apart, stifling the protest she felt she ought to make. And as he kissed her, long, slow and sensuous, his other hand slipped under her short skirt to stroke her stocking-clad thigh.

When he released her she remained close to him, her body pressed against his, yielding to him wordlessly. The hand sliding up and down her thigh was insistent and possessive, the fingers gliding from silk to skin and back again. He kissed her again on the mouth, and then down across her throat while his hand slipped between her thighs. She sighed softly, parting her thighs slightly so his fingers trailed across the warmth of her panties, pushed hard into her sex.

She shifted round, reaching out to put her arms around him, but he pushed her arms back with his free hand. She was not to touch him, not to hold him, and somehow that made her feel even more excited.

'Can we go to the bedroom?' she whispered.

'No, I want you here,' he replied. He put his hands on her waist and moved her off the sofa to the floor. She knelt down in front of him, unable to hide the disappointment she felt.

He bent down and kissed her again and then pulled away slowly, forcing her to reach up to him, to sit up on hands and knees to kiss him. He stroked her face as they kissed, his fingers exploring every inch of it, as though to see her was not enough and he needed to feel her too. She began to unbutton her blouse, knowing it was what he wanted, but he slapped her hands hard.

'I'll tell you when,' he whispered sternly.

Again she felt a mingling of disappointment and desire. It seemed she was to have no say in what they did. She was there to please him, to accede to his demands. The idea repelled and excited her. She was already wet, her panties were moist and she could feel the heat of desire flaming inside her. This time she wanted his cock, she wanted it hard inside her, deep in her pussy and not just in her mouth.

He unclasped her skirt and tugged it down over the taut curves of her bottom. She wriggled out of it and then pushed it away, glad to be free of it. She glanced down at herself and saw the dark band of her stockings contrasting strongly with the pale white of her thighs, and the high cut of her silky black knickers revealing much of her bottom. It turned her on to see herself and the pleasure was redoubled when he began to unbutton her blouse, exposing the lacy bra which pushed her breasts up and which bulged delightfully at the nipples.

He put a hand on her back, and with the other he explored her body, stroking her thighs, moving across the flawless expanse of her back, tracing the inside of her thighs and gently squeezing her breasts. Each caress was heaven. Never had she felt so desirable and desired. She kissed his fingers as they touched her mouth, lapping quickly and then sucking them into her mouth.

'You're so perfect,' he said quietly, and she shivered with delight.

He took her head in his hands and guided her between his thighs. She quickly unzipped him and took his hardness in her hands. The glans was already wet, weeping a silver tear of fluid that she took into her mouth immediately. She suckled him gratefully, taking his length and sliding her tongue over it. She closed her eyes and pictured herself on hands and knees, clad only in her underwear and deliriously mouthing his hard cock.

He unclasped her bra and let it fall to the floor. His fingers sought her hard nipples and the pleasure she felt was electric. He teased her flesh, exciting the hard points so they stood out, sensitive tissues that tingled under his touch. He tugged at her hair and she pulled away from his cock, looking up into his dark blue eyes pleadingly. He kissed her hard and she opened her mouth to him.

She sat up on her knees and he took her by the waist. She cupped her breasts and he sucked on each in turn, making her sigh desperately as the pleasure grew more and more intense. His hands strayed from her waist to her backside, moving in parallel to stroke her bottom cheeks. She wanted to pull her panties down, to expose her backside to him, to let him see and feel her sex which pulsed with desire, but she couldn't bring herself to take her breasts from his mouth.

He stopped suddenly. She sat back on her knees and watched him undress. His body was toned, muscled, masculine, the body of a man who kept in shape. Her eyes feasted on his body as his had done on hers. No wonder Sarah desired him so much, she thought, a twinge of guilt surfacing suddenly.

He took her by the hand and pulled her to her feet, embracing her immediately, pressing the silky hardness of his cock against her tummy. They kissed quickly and then he led her to the bedroom. She hardly had time to take in the spacious room, as airy and filled with light as the other. He sat her down on the edge of the large bed and pushed his hardness to her mouth. She kissed the bulb of his cock gently, then opened her lips to it once more, happy to close her mouth around him, to feel him slide his erect flesh into the tight warmth she created for him. He held her face and fucked her with long, slow strokes that made him gasp softly.

They lay back on the bed and he began to kiss her breasts once more, biting harder this time, exciting her so that she moaned softly and clutched him tightly. He slid one hand down her back and under her panties, stroking her gently so that her wetness ran freely from between her pussy lips.

He teased his fingers into her sex and the sensations of having her nipples sucked and her pussy touched became indistinguishable; a single continuum of pleasure that she murmured wordlessly. Her panties were pulled down slowly, eased from her bottom, which he explored with wet fingers. She gasped when he stroked her rear hole, his wet fingers lingering for a moment before he bit hard on a nipple and made her cry out.

He flipped her over on her tummy unexpectedly and she lifted her backside instinctively, offering him her sex from behind. He stroked her back with both hands, moving them down in parallel to her waist and then to her bottom cheeks. He parted her behind gently, opening her to gaze longingly at her pussy lips and the dark jewel of her anus. His fingers sought her wetness again and she responded by arching her back, lifting her bottom still higher, opening herself wantonly to his desire. He kissed her there, his hot breath felt on the membranes of her sex, his tongue delving into the pool of her juices. He licked her slowly, taking up her wetness on his tongue, and then moving a fraction higher to spread her juices around the tightness of her rear opening.

The sensation of having her bottom tongued was pure pleasure, one that had her panting softly. She wanted him now. She was so close to orgasm and she needed to feel his hardness inside her. She needed to feel her pussy tighten around his hard, male flesh as she bucked and writhed at the peak of her pleasure.

'Do you want me now?' he whispered hotly, kneeling over her, his hands holding her bottom cheeks apart.

'Yes... Yes, fuck me now...' she sighed.

She felt him take his hard cock in his hand and push it down between her thighs. She closed her eyes as he stroked his hardness between her pussy lips, teasing the moisture of her arousal onto his flesh. She pushed back impatiently, wanting to feel him enter her.

The scream of pain tore from her lips. She bucked uncontrollably and tried to get away from his cock as it entered her rear hole. It felt like fire, as though she were being burned. He held her down and pushed his cock into her behind, sliding it in slowly, taking pleasure in penetrating her even as she screamed. And then, when he was pressed down on her with his penis deep between her bottom cheeks, she stilled.

He reached under her and found her pussy, still wet, still aching with want. He kissed her gently on the shoulder, his lips trailing back and forth as he fingered her sex. The pleasure was still there, and despite the unexpected pain and the shock, she began to move. He bit her on the neck as he began to move inside her, fucking her anally as his fingers fucked her pussy. There was pleasure there too, although it felt strange to have his cock in her bottom; she had never been fucked like it before. Soon they were moving together, entwined as he thrust in and out of her, his fingers and hers playing with her pussy bud. He released her and held her by the waist, fucking her hard as she frigged herself closer and closer to orgasm.

At last she cried out and her body shook as the wave broke. A moment later she felt him thrust deep into her backside, and then she felt her anus clench tightly around his throbbing cock as he spurted his come into her.

'Will we do this again?' she asked later, when she had showered and dressed again.

'Do you want to?' he asked casually, pouring her a drink.

Her body tingled all over, from the tips of her nipples bruised by his mouth, to her pussy to her backside. He had taken her from behind, violating her anally, brutally almost, and yet the memory of it made her feel nothing but excitement. 'Yes, I want to,' she admitted quietly.

'What if I want to fuck you like that again?'

She lowered her eyes guiltily. 'If that's how you want me...'

He smiled and passed her a drink. 'That's how I want you,' he told her. 'I want to take you in every way I can.'

'What about Sarah?'

He shrugged. 'She'll not find out,' he assured her.
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