
  
    [image: The Driver’s Erotic Adventures]
  


  
    
      THE DRIVER’S EROTIC ADVENTURES

      

    

    
      
        COLE BRADDOCK

      

    

    
      KNOTTED ROAD PRESS

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE GARAGE

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      I looked up at the sound of the garage’s side door opening, ready to race madly away or attack whoever was about to enter, but it was only Lady Tabitha instead of a constable or some other dangerous witness. She peeked only her head in, saw what was going on, then delicately tiptoed inside, closing the door silently behind her as she did.

      On his knees in front of me, Johnny was still busily fellating my cock, his lips even now buried in my pubic hair as my prick reached all the way into his throat. My own gag reflex was too great to do something similar, but Johnny liked it when I just sucked on his head, pumping his shaft with one hand until he released.

      The garage was quiet on this warm, spring night. In weather like this, I rarely wore anything under my coveralls and had them open and down to my waist. Johnny was a nude worshiper of the Hindi Goddess Rati at his prayers before me.

      Lady Tabitha came around the 1927 Hispano-Suiza T49 Touring Car her husband had just bought for her, and I realized that she was wearing Lord Roderick’s Inverness cape. And from the way her legs and feet were bare, I suspected that there might not be anything under it. Not the first time she had thus accosted me in my garage.

      Some instinct warned Johnny, and he began to back away from my cock, panic setting into his eyes as he looked up at me, lips still wrapped around my erection. I held my index finger to my lips to indicate silence, then did the same to his a moment later when he withdrew.

      Johnny looked and gasped when he realized that the Mistress of the Estate was watching. Absolute horror. Still, I grabbed his chin and snapped it around, closing his mouth and shaking my head.

      This must be done in utter silence, I tried to communicate to him by sheer force of will.

      Something must have reached the lad, as he remained silent and nodded nervously, even as he knelt with my hard cock still pressed against his cheek.

      Both of us were good for the gaol if found thus. British law cast a disparaging eye on young men like Johnny, or older fellows such as myself who might take advantage of them. Johnny was barely eighteen, so adult enough to go to prison for his need. At thirty-one, I’d seen enough blokes imprisoned to know.

      But Lady Tabitha wasn’t here to have us fired and turned over to the authorities for humiliation and imprisonment. She opened the Inverness cape to reveal a thin white shift underneath that accentuated rather than hid.

      Dark areola dark against the filmy silk. Lighter pubic mound wild like a golden jungle, unlike some of the more modern women who had rushed into the so-called Roaring Twenties and shorn themselves clean of everything below the neck.

      Johnny whimpered, but whether that was fear or excitement I couldn’t tell. As long as he didn’t speak and break the spell of enchantment Lady Tabi had cast over the room by entering.

      She dropped the cape. Slipped proudly out of the silk next and stood before us as nude as Johnny.

      I wanted to whimper, as her perfection was the sort of thing that drove sculptors mad trying to capture in marble, invariably failing.

      She gestured for Johnny to rise with one imperious hand, and he did, as though a young man ensorcelled. Lady Tabitha walked to a nearby worktable and fixed me with a demanding look, even as Johnny drew close.

      She reached down a hand and took the boy’s cock in it, eliciting another groan as she squeezed gently and began to work the firm flesh up and down.

      Taking my cue, I grabbed a clean blanket from a nearby shelf and stretched it out on the table, not quite sure how this evening would proceed. I had never shared her with another man before. And while Johnny preferred men, the thought of a woman’s touch did not immediately deflate him, unlike her husband, Lord Roderick. But Roderick understood, and did not fuss when she strayed, as long as Lady Tabitha did not hie off after high society and the Pretty People of nearby London for her pleasures.

      Without releasing her grip, she moved now to the table and backed herself against it. I noticed that she had a small vial in her other hand, reached out to me wordlessly to communicate her needs.

      Lady Tabitha laid back now, fully on the table with her legs pulled back and her sex thus exposed to me. The smell was as spring roses just opening to the sun.

      Normally, I would have knelt myself in worship, even as she pulled Johnny close and took his cock in her mouth. The boy stood ramrod straight, hardly daring to breathe, no doubt trapped in the midst of one of those teenage fantasies and afraid that he would awaken at any moment.

      Didn’t we all have those dreams?

      But I held her vial in one hand as she turned her head to one side and sucked the boy. I knew the vial’s contents. As her personal driver and mechanic, I frequently took her on day trips to London, where she visited a few discrete Chinese apothecaries for things that the upper classes of Britain weren’t supposed to dabble in. Or talk about.

      Only if you listened to the news, though, rather than observe them at their pleasures. Those folks approached it with almost monomaniacal precision and professionalism.

      This vial, for instance.

      I cracked it open, even as I moved next to the table to stand between her legs. Lady Tabitha stopped fellating Johnny just long enough to smile pleadingly at me as she rested her heels on my collarbones, so I dipped a finger into the fine, jade urn and brought forth a cream a little darker than the dill she might have spread on cucumber sandwiches when one of her lady friends visited for tea.

      My finger went between her legs now, working down to her anus and rubbing some of the special compound on the sphincter before pressing up inside her to the first knuckle.

      She gasped. Johnny gasped as well, so I suspected that her pleasures were beginning to become demanding on the boy. He wouldn’t likely last long under such ministrations. He hardly ever did when I went to work on him like that.

      No, if you wanted Johnny to last, you pulled out your own vial of cream, picked up spare from that same Oriental gentleman without telling Lady Tabitha, and let Johnny hilt himself in your ass a few times.

      He had a long, skinny cock. Hard like steel when I needed something like that, and he enjoyed buggering me almost as much as he liked sucking.

      Johnny was lost in an overload of sensations when I looked at his face and smiled.

      Withdrawing my finger got another gasp and twitch, so I smeared the goop on the tip of my John Thomas now, shifting forward just a little to touch her anus as I closed everything up and set the vial aside.

      Her eyes locked with me, even as Johnny was the subject of her lips, so I pressed a little.

      Not much. Just that first little pop as her muscles relaxed to invite me in.

      And I held there.

      Lady Tabitha began sucking on Johnny with a fever now as I settled inside her ass. I reached between her legs and stroked the rough part of a thumb over her engorged clitoris. It was like an electrical circuit had connected directly to her mind from the way her whole body suddenly spasmed.

      Johnny had reached a peak. I could hear his gasps grow sharper and louder. In her hand, his cock started to swell, and his thrusts at her mouth became almost savage.

      She was pinned between us, moaning and mindless herself now.

      I pressed a little, forcing that second ring of muscles. Lady Tabitha took the hand that wasn’t stroking Johnny and roughly pinched one of her nipples, even as I stroked her clitoris again.

      Johnny exploded now, pumping his semen into her mouth.

      Lady Tabitha had the ability to catch it all and swallow better than any man or woman I’d ever known, so she just kept pumping with one hand and pinching with the other as she sucked.

      Johnny cried out almost in pain. Lady Tabitha matched it, twisting her nipple a little.

      I pushed forward a little deeper.

      Not much. She didn’t need much, with Johnny’s seed overriding her every thought.

      She reached her own crescendo at that moment, even as Johnny whimpered and withdrew his overly sensitive cock from her masterful mouth. Lady Tabitha was past even noticing as her own orgasm rippled through her entire being, from the way her toes turned under on my shoulders to the earthquake rattling the workbench beneath her.

      Freed from a hard cock in her mouth, she began to moan in time with a second orgasm, and then a third.

      I paused, just holding her as she tried to catch her breath, but she was still impaled on my cock. One forearm trapped her thighs in place against my stomach, and she slowly came back to calmness.

      I looked up at Johnny standing there and smiled. He looked like a felon who had been chased all night through the fens, from the utter exhaustion on his young face, but Lady Tabitha could do that to a person.

      Again, I held a finger to my lips to silence him, lest he spoil the moment by asking questions. Tomorrow, I would take him quietly aside and explain as much as he needed to know, but for the nonce I gestured him to grab his things and withdraw from the garage.

      He nodded, uncertain, but trapped in a situation he had never imagined before now. Caught in a homosexual act. Fellated by the Mistress herself.

      He was young, but bright. Johnny stumbled to his clothes and gathered them up, exiting the garage still nude by the same door she had entered. I saw a shadow appear across a nearby window, but they were all curtained off enough to protect the privacy of two men conducing inappropriate sexual affairs.

      Beneath me, Tabitha opened her eyes and silently pleaded with me now.

      No words were spoken, nor were they needed. I smiled and leaned into her ass now, driving my cock forward.

      My cock wasn’t as long as Johnny’s but precious few men were. It was much wider, though, forcing her open, even as her muscles complained at the new exertion.

      But buggery had been her purpose tonight. She must have already done some exercises or gotten out one of her toys to loosen herself up earlier. Something, before coming down to my old carriage house, as easy as it was to penetrate her to the base of my cock.

      Or her need had been that great.

      All of her muscles surrendered as I drove slowly forward in relentless, successive thrusts. Her breath had slowed and calmed, but that had been the eye of the storm, rather than the passing, because everything started to rasp again.

      I reached bottom in her with a hard bump that opened her eyes. They always did when I was that deep in her ass. Her wonderful pussy, the dear Lady Jane, was forbidden to my cock. To any cock, really, since Lord Roderick would not take her. She would allow no other man, either, but everything else was fair game.

      And this woman was a gamesman about it.

      Withdraw slowly and thrust forward now, starting to find a rhythm that she could match.

      Lady Tabitha had a nipple in one hand still, so I reached up and grabbed the other, pinching it roughly like she needed some days. Gasps greeted me and the smell of her lust and greater need filled the air around us like a fog.

      More thrusts, growing in savagery as she put a finger in her mouth to suck on. I released her thighs from my grip just long enough to pull her fingers off her nipple and drag them down to her sex.

      She groaned, opened her eyes, nodded, and two fingers slipped up inside herself.

      I pushed forward, spiking her to the table now, harder and harder as my own needs began to assert themselves. Johnny had gotten me halfway there with his mouth before all this intrusion, and Lady Tabitha was going to get me the rest of the way.

      She fingered herself, reaching up and finding that soft, magical spot in the front, just inside. Her juices were running down her bottom and my legs now, mixing with the Chinese lubricant and my sweat. We would both need baths when this was done, but I had an old clawfoot tub inherited from a remodel on the manor that had space for two. If they were friendly.

      Harder. Heavier. Louder as my breath began to grow ragged in harmony with her moans as she built again to another set of orgasms. Some nights I felt sorry for Lord Roderick, not having the mind that would let him explore and transform this amazing woman, but I had been hired with certain things unspoken but understood.

      Giving Lady Tabitha the sort of fucking that let her work her way through rounds of multi-orgasmic explosions hadn’t been discussed, but I don’t think at the time that she understood what she was capable of. I’ve known precious few women confident enough in their own sexuality to just let go and ride something like that for minutes at a time. British society taught them to lie there quietly and let their husband have two minutes of effort before rolling over and going to sleep.

      Lady Tabitha needed more. Far more. And Lord Roderick had always struck me as the type that might be happier taking Johnny’s place on his knees with my cock in his mouth, though he never had.

      I drove myself hard into Lady Tabitha’s other vagina now. Riding her ass. Hammering her so that she could cum again and again.

      I was just glad she wasn’t a screamer. It would have required a lot of work to good carpentry and work to insulate some part of the garage to let her really cum as hard as she might want to. Otherwise, she might need a good gag of some sort, or perhaps a thick enough pillow, in order to not have all the other servants and even some of the closer crofters hear her.

      One of Lady Tabitha’s friends had that problem.

      Her orgasm caught now, whimpers and moans and gasps that caused my own fire to ignite. I grabbed her thighs with my forearm again hard enough that I might leave bruises later, but covered by any flapper dress.

      She arched her back, and her heels dug hard into my shoulders. Had I connected her to house power, I’m not sure I could have gotten a greater shivering and twitching out of the woman. But I started to cum, my own cock surging sideways in her anus and stretching her out even more.

      That caused her next orgasm, just as I thrust mindlessly into her with everything I had and began to fill her with my juices.

      Everything went fuzzy for a bit as we hit and hung on some new orgasmic plateau we had not explored together before. I slumped and released my mad grip. She spread her legs now and wrapped them around my back, using her heels to hold me in place lest I withdraw.

      Our gasping sounded like a pair of racehorses finishing the mile-and-a-quarter for a collar of roses, with all the pretty women standing around, competing in exotic hats.

      She shivered. I shivered. The lights were too bright.

      I leaned forward just so I could put both hands down on the table, touching the flesh of her quivering, sweaty flanks, my little racehorse. She held me inside her ,and I hadn’t the energy to argue.

      Hopefully, nobody would come down now in the dead of night to bother Lady Tabitha’s driver with some need and catch us, because I doubted that either of us could move right now.

      Slowly, almost painfully she removed her fingers from her quim, holding them up for me to lick clean in one final act of subservience.

      But we went back and forth with dominance. She had arrived here making silent demands, only to obediently take Johnny in her mouth, even as I fucked her ass as hard as she needed. I could submit before her now and clean that delicate hand. She tasted of spring and the first peach to ripen.

      It took time, but our breathing returned to normal.

      I looked into her eyes, and she nodded finally, releasing her grip on my bottom and letting me withdraw my shrunken John Thomas from her rosebud. There was a stack of newly arrived shop towels close enough to stumble to, so I grabbed a pair and staggered back close enough to feel her warmth.

      One towel rested on Lady Tabitha’s stomach while I used the other to wipe the mix of fluids from my cock and balls. It was an automotive shop, so frequently dirty towels were just burned. That would hide all evidence of this night’s adventures.

      Tomorrow, I would find the assistant gardener and remind him to keep everything in total confidence, lest he risk all manner of social and possibly even legal trouble. That would be enough to keep him from telling the lads, I figured. Johnny was a smart boy, who just happened to have needs a touch more exotic than the average chap.

      Kind of like me.

      I watched her wipe the sweat from her brow first, almost languidly working her way down to her ripe breasts, each being given special attention in a performance for me. Then down her stomach and into that thick thatch of dark blond curls before finally cleaning herself.

      At least enough that nothing was running down her legs when she returned to the main house. I had the old tub here, but she rarely shared it. Mostly those times when she needed to be pressed against the cool, porcelained metal and fucked from behind, where my heat filled her and the warm water splashed all over the floor.

      Lady Tabitha managed to toss the soiled towel into the right bucket from here, but she knew which was which. We shared a silent smile at that, and I held out a hand, pulling her upright.

      She slid down onto the cool concrete floor and wobbled a little. I stepped close and held her, breasts pressed against my stomach as she found her balance. Lady Tabitha leaned back and invited a kiss, so I took advantage of her for a moment, hands sliding down to grip that firm, muscular bottom, and I tried to press her flat against my chest.

      Finally, she broke away, stepping to the pile of white silk and bending over to present her sex to me one last time as she picked it up and slipped into it. Lord Roderick’s Inverness cape went next and the wanton disappeared back into the Lady of the Manor.

      She turned to smile at me at the door. A promise of future adventures, future lusts. Perhaps a long drive in the country to visit a friend. Or shopping in London. Something where her personal driver was the only person with her for several hours, in which all manner of things might occur.

      Blue eyes lusted for a long moment, and she winked, opening the door and disappearing into the night.

    

  

OEBPS/images/image-01_maddox_cover.jpg
U DOCK







This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


