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Read An Excerpt:

He smacked his lips as he pulled away from her and began dropping his pants and boxer shorts further down his legs, waggling them from his ankles and kicking them into the middle of the floor, sitting now completely naked next to Candice, who still wore her figure-hugging, black, pencil skirt and tights.

As if prompted by his nudity, Candice rose to her feet and stood in front of her, the late afternoon's sun beaming through the window against her half-naked figure.  Tenderly, she gripped the small zip at the side of her skirt and slid it down, her dress falling to the floor as she did so, revealing her lacey, red panties.

"How had I not noticed how sexy you'd become until now?" he asked himself, stroking his cock as he admired her with wonderment.

Candice shrugged coquettishly, before running her hands down the side of her body and inside her legs.  She was smoldering with sexuality.

Her thumbs hooked under the hem of her panties while she looked down at him, her shoulders pushing inwards and forcing her breasts together, making Paul beat himself harder.

Candice liked nothing more than seeing her man jerk his powerful cock and the fact that it was now her gardener of ten years that she looked down on made it all the more arousing.

He bit his lip as their eyes locked, his gaze animalistic and primal, his body taut and strong, six-pack heavily defined as he sat back and enjoyed her show.

Slowly she rolled her panties over her ass, turning to show him her curves and hide her modesty, if only for a moment, so as to tease him a little longer.

She stood in profile as she peeled them further down her legs, the shallow S of her back and ass making him swallow hard as he became hypnotized by her figure.

Her panties dropped to the floor and she stepped out of them, turning with her back to him now, showing her hour-glass outline to Paul whose eyes fixed on her sumptuous ass, looking satisfyingly full and well toned.

"Ohh God, baby, that is glorious," he exclaimed.

Candice felt empowered now.  Paul was, for the first time, appreciating the woman she'd become and it gave her a tremendous confidence that transferred itself to her actions before him.  She felt amazingly sexy, stood naked in front of him while he admired her.

Candice bent over in front of him, slowly, keeping her legs straight and wide, working from the hip, exposing all of herself to him.

Paul leaned forward to get a better view of the show as Candice's soft cheeks parted to reveal her heavenly, smooth and softly-glistening pussy sitting just below her puckered asshole.

Without a moment's hesitation, his hands gripped tight to her waist and he buried his face in her sex, pulling her further onto him as his tongue lashed hungrily at her core, splaying his and her juices across her pussy and teasing ever so gently at her asshole as he tickled the skin that separated the two parts.
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Candice's car choked on the last fumes of gas before spluttering to a stand-still, thankfully only a block from where she lived with her parents.  Having only just passed her test, she was struggling to determine the tank's size against her malfunctioning fuel-tank gauge.

"Fucking thing," she cursed, bashing the wheel in frustration.  She'd have to walk the last leg of her journey and hopefully Paul, their gardener, would have a jerry can of gas or could at least drive her to get some.  He was kind like that and she knew she could rely on him one way or another.  He’d been the family gardener for so long that he had his own key, taking a break in the house in between bouts of work.  
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