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My lactation fetish started some time ago, with an old ex-boyfriend I'd dated for a long time.  After sex became all too familiar we pushed the boundaries of arousal, settling triumphantly on a kink that pleased us both.  I enjoyed the soothing, meditative state it released upon me, whilst my ex-boyfriend, Craig, delighted in the motherly love and the sweet nectar he coaxed from me.

Following our split I chanced the same thing with several lovers, asking sometimes outright if they were into that sort of thing.  The response was mixed but often erred on the side of wariness, with each reluctant to share that special moment with me.

I got so desperate I ended up turning to personal internet adverts, cherry-picking ones that didn't seem too strange.  After all, a girl has to be careful on the internet.

I was skeptical as to whether such a place would exist on the web.  Upon discovering it did, it turned out the personal fetish I thought others considered strange was far from it when held up against what others deemed normal.

Truly, I was down to my last option.  I had taken to milking myself, knowing it couldn't replace the feeling of a man at my bosom but keen to keep my breasts ripe and active.  If I lost my ability to give milk, it could be months before I coaxed my breasts to do the same again.  And I couldn't wait months.

After a few days of scouring the pages, coming back to see if anything was new and outright rejecting some of the quirkier requests, I settled upon one that seemed to fit all of my criteria.

"MATURE GENTLEMAN SEEKS YOUNGER FEMALE FOR ADULT NURSING RELATIONSHIP."

It was vague enough to be intriguing and seemed placid compared to some of the more rabid requests.  Some of them must have been up for months.  You'd have to be crazy to accept.

It was still with a certain degree of trepidation that I reached out to my would-be lover, sending a cautious e-mail to him one afternoon after work.  I'd asked where we could meet, given him a short description of myself that I'd hoped was truthful and asked for one in return.

I checked for a reply in the hours that followed, eventually retiring to bed and hoping to see something in the morning, but alas it wasn't to be.

I'd all but given up by the time I got home from work, but one last check saw a reply sitting in my inbox.  My heart began to beat hard in my chest as I opened it.

Dear Angie, thank you for taking time out to reply to my request.  You sound lovely in your description.  My name is Trevor and I live in Kensington.  I'm forty-three years old, with black hair, though I'd be lying if I said it was all black!  It's peppered with grey these days unfortunately.  I have an athletic build and enjoy a world of leisurely pursuits outside of my day-job.  If you'd like to continue this further, please reply with a suggestion of where we can meet.  Somewhere public I think?  Anywhere in the London area.

Look forward to hearing from you soon,  

Trevor

"Wow, Kensington!" was my first thought after reading and I cursed myself for it a little.  I liked to think I was above things like wealth and riches, but deep down I knew that wasn't true.  I was at least somewhat swayed by those sorts of things.  Aren't we all?

My mind raced immediately, conjuring up an image of the man I'd hoped to meet, whilst at the same time planting the seed of doubt in my mind.  A whole host of what-ifs replaced any feeling of excitement I had held initially and I now became anxious with nerves.  I read the message again.

He seemed harmless enough.  Normal, with a sense of humor at least and the fact he's offered to meet somewhere public must mean he's thoughtful to my concerns already.  Jesus, maybe he even does this every week.

I decided to sleep on it, making him wait as I had and giving myself time to ponder what I was letting myself in for.

The next day I hopped straight out of bed and readied myself for work, too short on time to reply.  It occupied my thoughts all day as I imagined penning my response.

By the time the day was through, I'd envisaged almost every scenario and possible outcome, ran through endless dialogue and responses until my only thought remaining was:  What's the worst that can happen?

It was going to occur in a public place and someone would have to be mad to do anything there.  I could weigh up my options after I had made first contact.  He could be a creep and I can make my excuses and disappear, or he could be as normal as he sounds and I can get to know him a little more...intimately.

That evening after work I opened my laptop and began penning my reply, though all of the day's planning escaped me in an instant.  I was left lost for words until eventually I spewed a response into the laptop, vowing to edit it later.

Hey Trevor, I'd love to meet you in person, that sounds like a great idea.  I've already imagined so much about you!  How about Drucker's coffee shop near Euston station?  Do you know it?  This Saturday at say, 2pm? 

I look forward to your reply,

Angie

I read it back, frustrated I couldn't convey an image of myself that seemed appealing.  A few drafts later and I had my response, hovering over the send button as I checked it meticulously for the umpteenth time.

I clicked the mouse and sat back, clasping my hands together as though awaiting an instant response, before realizing the futility of doing so.

Sensing the laptop could easily consume me that evening, I closed it and began making dinner, trying to stay preoccupied, the sense of excitement and adrenaline finally prevailing over trepidation.

My imagination ran wild.  I rushed my dinner, keen to satisfy a new hunger that was enveloping me.  I could sense my sex becoming wet, knowing what was soon to follow as my mind raced with sexy thoughts that demanded attention.

I moved into the bedroom, laying down on the bed and closed my eyes to imagine my fantasy.  A few seconds later and I was lost in my own imagination, my fingers creeping under my panties to tease at my wet pussy.

I imagined our illicit rendezvous, watching it play out in my head as I controlled every detail.  But suddenly things were different to what I had anticipated.  Instead of one man, there were two and I lay staring at them from a bed, watching them both lustfully as they gazed back, both intent on ravishing me.

They approached and my excitement mounted.  The adrenaline coursed through my veins like a drug and my heart began to beat faster, pumping hot life through my body.  I looked down now to see I was naked, my legs spread and ready to receive my suitors.

One of my assailants positioned himself between the opening I had left him, prowling on all fours like a predator, keen to devour his prey, stalking up the bed towards my pussy.

Each man was almost a reflection of the other, both bronzed and torn with muscles that were chiseled out across their body.  The darker haired Adonis crept up the bed towards me, kissing me passionately on the lips and diverting my attention from his blond twin whose hot breath I could feel caressing the inside of my legs as he drew closer to his prize.

Suddenly I felt him latch on to me, his wet mouth clasping over my salivating pussy and lashing a tongue up my sex.

I gasped into the mouth of my lover, kissing him harder now as I winced with a pleasure that saw my frustrations disappear.  The act had begun and their bodies took hold of me, guiding me through an intense pleasure of my own creation, but in a fantasy so vivid it was as good as real.

I gripped the hair of the man at my slit, encouraging him to have his fill.  As his tongue swirled violently around my pussy I felt a judder course through me, the electrifying sensation of my clitoris being jostled left and right, becoming stiffer as my delirium mounted.

My second lover moved from my mouth now, kissing down my neck before planting himself over my heavy bosom, sucking into my chest as it rose powerfully with each heavy breath, my body unable to remain still.  The pleasure was close to unbearable.

As he suckled from my teat, I felt the calming sensation of release, looking down my body to bear witness to his acts.  His eyes lay closed, his lips pouting over my nipple, cock stiff and waiting to be claimed.  But this was my fantasy, and he would have to wait longer still.

I felt the relaxing flow of my milk begin to start, the warrior at my teat not breaking his stride as he lapped more fervently at my breast, swallowing hot mouthfuls of my nectar and doing so gladly.

I cradled him to my breast as his ally slid a thick finger in my tight O, his tongue assisting his actions as it continued to flay and stab at my pearly stud.  Both acts together were almost too much and I quickly found myself shuddering with ecstasy as a ferocious orgasm built inside me.

My eyes fell shut as a hand massaged my soft breasts.  Then more ran inside my thigh, scratching softly at the sensitive skin.  I felt fingers running through my hair and prickling at my scalp until I could no longer tell to whom they belonged.

My body was their canvas and my two artists were helping to create a masterpiece of euphoria.

I could feel my pussy oozing with the satisfying cream of delight, soothing the passage of two fingers that pressed deep and slowly inside, matching the now-slowed pace of his tongue that teased up my groove and towards my clit.

Hot jets of milk shot from my teat, claimed gladly by my lover as he continued to work it out of them.  And now fingers were not enough.  They had merely served to tease me and now, my pussy ached to be filled.

The muscled body to my left pulled me onto him and I straddled his carved frame, staring down on him and panting, the last beads of milk dripping onto his fine, hairy chest.  His face still possessed the sternness of a man who had a job to do and I was not going to stop him.

I eased back slowly on his wide girth, looking down to see its enormity begin to disappear between my legs before feeling it pressing at the entrance to my sex, stretching my wider than any finger could and satisfying a long desire to be filled.

Before I could ask myself what had become of my second suitor I felt a hand at my back guiding me forwards and I followed its orders.  Clasping my body close to the chest of the man beneath me, I felt his shaft push further in my core, rippling its way slowly up inside me until I could feel each bang of blood pump viciously inside it.

My ass lay bared and vulnerable to the phantom behind me and my breathing calmed as I accepted the size of the cock hosted inside me, keen to enjoy the pleasures it could deliver.

Then my eyes grew wide as I felt something wet at my asshole, my gentle rocks stopping briefly while my brain painted a picture of the act occurring behind me.  Suddenly it dawned on me that the sensation was his tongue and it was now circling its way around my knot, creeping into the depth of my asshole and tickling its way around my rim.

It felt almost as soothing as the escaping milk had been and it was an excitement heightened by the taboo of it all.  It was something I would never consider doing in reality, but then I guess that's why we have fantasies.

I began to breath once more, gasping breaths that saw my mouth gape wide to claim as much life as I could.  My lover held me in his grasp, keeping my body still as his length steered in and out of me, each stab more satisfying than the last.

As his pace quickened, so too did the actions of the other, his tongue lashing over my tight hole, relaxing my muscle more and more as he did so until soon he was pressing inside me, lubricating the opening to a place no man had ever been before.

The sensation at my asshole vanished as quickly as it arrived, but soon I realized why.

The stranger beneath me paused while his partner straddled himself above me.  And then I felt him.  My body tightened as the bulging crown of his cock teased at my doors, but I felt it push on regardless, stretching me wider and wider until a pang of pain saw my face grimace.

But then an intense pleasure replaced it as I relaxed around his shaft, accepting it gladly as it pressed inside my full body, feeling it both in my ass and pussy as the two slabs of meat ground over each other inside me.

I gasped as they both began their stride, a perfectly synchronized endeavor that saw each man replace the last.  The delight was indescribable.

Each throbbing cock pummeled me in turn, working masterfully as one team intent on doling out an intense orgasm that would sate my now ferocious appetite.

I accepted each man gladly, rocking back and forth now on their stiff members so I could fill myself out with both of them at once.

I screamed out a wail that could have easily been confused with pain, though I knew myself it was tinged with a degree of euphoria that some people can't comprehend.

Grinding my body against each man sandwiched around me, I felt myself approaching the nadir of this sordid act; a bubbling orgasms threatening to blow like a geyser at any moment and bring an abrupt end to this fantasy.

I trembled, stopping my movements and feeling each cock swell inside me before my pussy gripped around one involuntarily as I moaned out an orgasm.

I pushed back deeper now, calling out with the release of my efforts, dining out on a rewarding and intense climax.

Suddenly my vision stuttered and I faded back to reality, circling a finger around my pussy with one teasing at my now-tight asshole, keen to draw out the last ebbs of my pleasure.

I blinked to readjust to the light and collapsed my arms back onto the bed, sighing and tired from my efforts.  It was a fantastic prelude to what I hoped would happen tomorrow.

Like a child before Christmas, I opted for an early night, knowing sleep would make the next day arrive sooner where I hoped I could unwrap my present.

***

The next day I rose early, cursed with the sleep-pattern of someone unable to lie in and uncomfortable in the warm room, baked already by the morning's sun through thin curtains.  Because of it, I spent the rest of the morning in nervous anxiety, excited and apprehensive about my imminent rendezvous.

I checked my e-mails to reveal another one from Trevor sitting in my inbox.  I opened it sheepishly, fearing he may have cancelled but my fears were allayed almost immediately. 

He'd described what he'd be wearing so he'd be easier to spot, although the place itself wasn't overly busy it was nice of him to tell me.  I wouldn't like to approach a stranger under these circumstances, that's for sure.

I whiled away the rest of the morning watching television, trying to take my mind off things if only for a while.  Ultimately it didn't work, but the minutes ticked by regardless and before long it was time to depart.

I fidgeted nervously on the tube, biting my lip and looking around the packed carriage, certain that someone in there knew my business and was judging me for it.  Hell, the very person I was about to meet could be on this train and I wouldn't know.

Departing and moving up the escalator felt like a rebirth, slowly propelled above ground towards the light, it acted as a catalyst to swallow my nerves once and for all and become something fearless.  I was about to meet my date and I was feeling confident.

I approached Drucker's and slowed me speed, scanning the outside seats at people sat beneath parasol's, the summer's heat thicker than usual.  A sudden shudder made me feel a pang of nerves but I quashed it before it spiraled out of control, vowing not to let it best me.

As I scanned through the customers I saw a friendly face returning my gaze, making me feel at once welcome and comfortable amongst the crowd of strangers.  Though we hadn't spoken yet, I realized then that we both shared a common bond, already so much alike.  As I too had been nervous to meet, it dawned on me that so must he be, and in this coffee shop on a balmy London day, we had both taken a risk and dared to find something special, throwing caution to the wind.

As I approached I realized it was him, clocking the light blue shirt and white slacks that he'd described in his e-mail.  But that wasn't all that I noticed.  What struck me now was how alluring he was, looking confident and good for his age, as he'd detailed earlier.  I'd braced for his portrayal to be somewhat embellished but he was true to his word and I was glad of it.

His white shirt hung a little loose on him, but one could sense it covered a powerful frame below it as I noticed a muscled physique creeping out from underneath.  He had a real man's body, adorned with hair that crept from his chest a little and shaded his strong forearms.

His hair was flecked slightly by ashed gray and a pair of expensive sunglasses sat on top of his head in which I spotted my own reflection.  My polka dot summer dress seemed to make us a perfect fit, both breezy individuals comfortable in the sun, sharing a day together.  It was as  though we were a couple immediately.

"You must be Angie," he said standing as I approached, opening one arm and kissing me on the cheek.  It didn't feel as strange an embrace as I presumed.

"And you must be Trevor," I replied, sitting down as he did and pulling my chair in closer to him.

"You look gorgeous, would you like a drink?" he began.

"Erm, latte," I said, "and thanks, you look great too."

He hailed one of the waiters with the air of a man who'd done so many times and politely gave his order.

"Such a lovely day to meet such a lovely lady," he said, returning to me.  "Do you enjoy the sun?"

"Who doesn't," I scoffed playfully, "but it's a rare treat in England."

"One must make the most of it," he said, raising his cup to me and taking a sip of his coffee.  "And are you?"

I paused confused.  "Am I what?"  I pressed.

"Making the most it?"

"Oh - yes, well, I think so.  You seem nice, I'm glad I came," I said babbling slightly.

"Nervous?"

"God, yes," I confessed.

"Haha, me too," he said reassuringly, though his demeanor suggested otherwise.

"I thought it might just be me...I've-erm, never done this before," I said tentatively.

"It's my first time too, so we're together on this," he laughed, placing a hand on the bared skin of my knee.

I couldn't help but put my own on top of it, and our eyes met in an unspoken bond.  He didn't let it linger, but even in that most fleeting of moments, I felt a connection with Trevor.  He seemed honest and I was confident now that I had nothing to worry about.

With a heavy weight lifted from me I opened myself up to Trevor more and more as the minutes flashed by, talking to him giddily about my passions.  We both enjoyed travelling and he'd mentioned something about a yacht, but I didn't press further for fear he was either joking or more frighteningly, being serious.

I was aware he'd lived in Kensington but wondered how far his riches spread and to what degree.  I didn't want to delve further, scared now that he might view me as someone influenced by wealth and that wasn't an image I wanted to portray now that I'd got to know him somewhat.  He seemed good beyond any of his money.

As it turned out, I would not have to wait much longer as he steered the conversation towards a visit to his home.  I don't know to this day if it was done to impress me, or whether he even viewed it as being impressive.  I think though that he was just doing what anyone would do in that situation, it just so happened that the home he was inviting me back to wasn't exactly modest.

The clues were there when his driver picked us up, jumping into the back of a plush, black car with a television, cool box and convenient driver-dividing glass.

"Wow," I couldn't help but utter as I noticed where I was sat.

"Champagne?" he asked, awaiting the inevitable bewilderment to flash across my face.

"Erm, of course!" I hesitated and with that he produced two flutes and began to pour out a fine Cristal.

I accepted the glass and sat back in the seats where he joined me, sitting over me as I relaxed, enjoying my new experiences.

"How is it?" he asked, seemingly genuinely curious to my tastes.

"It's lovely," I said honestly, and had another sip by way of confirmation.

He raised his glass.  "To a wonderful encounter."

I toasted in agreement and he leaned in to peck my lips.  Though we had only known each other for a couple of hours, it didn't feel in the least bit too soon.  I was prepared to share myself completely with Trevor, moreso than I had ever been comfortable with any man before him.

There was something about him that I still can't quite articulate.  Perhaps this is truly what love at first sight feels like, if I had to give it a name.  He had a way about him.  Like he led a whimsically care-free existence and had happened to chance upon vast riches along the way.  It felt as though the money hadn't changed the man, and I could imagine the same relaxed and breezy attitude of him despite his wealth.

I'd never felt such a strong connection with someone, and I was more than happy to return his advance, parting my lips ever so slightly as the kiss continued for longer than planned.

When he pulled away from me, I could see an excitement in his eyes that reflected my own, but he quickly took another sip of champagne and asked if I liked jazz music, flipping the mood of the cab.

"You know, I don't know," I confessed.  "I've never really given it the time,"

"Well, we have all the time in the world today," he said, pressing a button that began a delightful background ambience.  It seemed to hit just the right note as we playfully twisted through the capital, heading for Trevor's home, laughing and drinking together.

We pulled up outside and I marveled at his house, a towering, white, regal building replete with decadent iron railings around its many windows.

The driver pulled away and left me standing there.  "This is...where you live?" I gasped.

"Usually," he said taking my hand and walking me towards the door.

It was like I had been plucked suddenly from a mundane reality and planted unbeknownst into a fairy-tale existence.

"It's...pretty impressive," I said struggling to find words that encapsulated the building.

The inside was just as lavish as he showed me through to a stylish living-room with private bar.

"Do you like whiskey?" he asked.

"Erm, I don't think so, do you have anything sweeter," I replied.

"Ahh, sweet tooth eh?"

"Haha, I do enjoy a little bit of sugar every now and then," I said smiling at him coquettishly, the champagne giving me confidence.

"Maybe I'll give you a little extra then," he said walking alluringly towards me and kissing me passionately on the lips, the first time I'd felt his tongue inside my mouth.

He parted leaving me with my eyes closed, still savoring the moment and I opened them to see him behind  the bar again mixing a drink.

"I hope you like it," he said passing me the drink.  "It's a mojito."

"Ahh, nice and refreshing," I said grabbing the glass."

"A little like you," he purred, looking at me over the top of his glass of whiskey as he took  a sip.

He guided me towards the plush sofa and we sat together, talking a while longer until the subject of the day arose.

"So what made you answer my advert?" he broached.

"I don't know," I answered honestly.  "I guess, I just...wanted something a little more real.  To connect with someone and it feels like we've already done that.

"You've made me feel so special in such a short space of time...I've not felt this way in a while," I paused.  "Thank you."

"You know I feel exactly  the same."  His words reassured my outpouring.  "It feels so relaxing being around you, like I don't have to worry about being myself."

A rush of adrenaline darted through me as I breathed a heavy breath.  "I'm glad I met you," I gushed, leaning in towards him where we kissed long and hard, our tongues flurrying in each other's mouths as we claimed one another ready now to advance to the act the day was driving towards.

My hands ran all over his body and my immediate suspicions were confirmed as I felt the hard, toned muscles beneath his shirt, carved wonderfully across his body.

My fingers quickly began to undo his shirt, rubbing at the hair on his chest as it became exposed and feeling his hand kneading at my breast beneath my summer dress.

Soon I had mounted him, straddling him where he sat, his hands searching up my back to pull me in towards him where we kissed intensely once more, our passion brimming and my juices flowing along with it, my body sensing where this was going.

I sought out his shaft with my pussy, finding it thick and hard beneath his pants and grinded myself along it, dragging it up along my panties and feeling it close to my core, the excitement of its proximity almost too much to bear.

His shirt was off now and I could marvel at his chest, feeling it with my hands as though molding out its shape in my mind, taking care to remember this moment as vividly as I could, should I never get the chance to experience it again.

I could sense his thick cock beneath me now with increased sensitivity, my pussy smoldering for contact and its preys outline visible beneath his thin white slacks.

He ruffled my dress up over my ass, his hands chasing up my bare back and gripping tight at my sides before lifting my clothes from me and up over my head.

I sat straddled before him, my bare breast exposed and presented, ripe and ready to be ravished.

Trevor duly obliged, scooping them up in his hands and pushing his face towards them, sucking sharply on my rounded teat and wetting the tips of my breasts.  And all the while I grinded up and down along his shaft, working it as best I could between the hot, soft lips of my pussy that waited patiently for exposure.

He sucked hard on each nipple, kneading and guiding each one to his mouth with his dexterous hands and before long I was feeling that old familiar sense of release becoming imminent.

A tingling washed across my body as I prepared myself for a long-awaited milking, my body poised and ready.  As I started to flow a shudder coursed through me.  I had captured what I had been searching for and it felt glorious.

I could scarcely control myself as the slow drips of milk turned to hot jets of cream, coursing from my nipple with speed and captured hungrily by Trevor who swallowed them gladly.

I looked down at my bosom to watch him enjoy my nectar, seeing his eyes closed in a loving serenity as he set to the task of alleviating me of my seed.

The sensation was euphoric and my own eyes closed now, my body swaying uneasily as the serenity consumed me.  It felt both relaxing and enchanting all at once.

Then I felt his hand at my crotch, tickling up along the groove I'd carved out in my panties and exciting me in a precise way that his cock alone couldn't achieve.

My crotch was wet now, damp with the juices that had been threatening to escape all day and made wetter still with his touch as he tickled his fingers at my stiff clit.

I felt him slide the crotch of my panties over and bolted as a finger slid up my wet cunt, digging up my warm cove and sending me to rapture immediately.  The first touch of Trevor inside me was electrifying and it felt as though it was something my body had been waiting for much longer than a few hours.

He was like a drug to me and I was immediately addicted.  Spell-bound by his charisma and charm, comforted by his warm nature and thrilled by his touch.  He was the complete package and I knew it.

I writhed on his hands as another finger searched up inside me, pressing at my spongy g-spot as the blood rushed to it in my arousal.

I could scarcely stop myself from exploding immediately, such was the overwhelming intensity of his actions as his mouth lovingly suckled my nectar from me and his fingers tickled delightfully within me.  I had truly found a wondrous catch of a man and it had come to me so easily I felt the need to pinch myself, should I be imagining it all.

But it was real.  So real I could taste it, feeling every little nuance of his movements and enjoying them all.  

I pulled him tighter to my chest, feeling his stubble graze across my heaving breasts as he devoured them.  His mouth sucked hard, rewarded with long, hot streams of milk that he swallowed down satisfyingly and every so often a pearly bead would escape his mouth and drip down his chin.

His fingers worked away inside me but soon they were not enough and I longed to feel his cock filling me whole.

"Give it to me," I growled as I scrambled at his buttons, unclasping his trousers and forcing them down his legs with some effort, seeing his cock flop free below me and land heavily at his waist, looking thick and veiny.

"Is that what you want?" he asked as I marveled at it.

It was just as delicious as I'd imagined.  Powerful and intimidating.  I couldn't wait any longer to feel it inside me.

"Yes.  Yes, give it to me!"

I rose off Trevor slightly and he took his cue, grabbing his meaty length in his hands and holding it bolt upright below my salivating pussy.  Slowly I crept down on it, wincing as it stretched my tight O, sheathing my way down his long length and feeling each deliberate inch slide into me.

Once I was sat firmly on his lap with his cock far up inside me, I began to bounce off him, aching with delight at how deep he was hitting inside me each time.  My efforts increased and I upped my pace, keen to come before Trevor and draw his seed out myself.

Trevor took one or two fruitless bites at my breasts before leaning back and enjoying the rhythm of my bouncing, crashing back into the sofa and pushing himself somehow still further up inside me.  Each deep pound seemed to excite something in me, each one moreso than the last until my levels of euphoria were close to eruption.

He pulled me tight in towards him now, feeling the warmth of our skin together and flipped me onto my back, his cock still somehow positioned deep within my wet pussy.

He loomed over me, trim and sexy, the hair on his chest a little dappled with sweat that glistened in the light from the window.  His face was more serious than I'd seen him before, but not in an intimidating way.  It was as though he had a job to do now and he was doing it wonderfully.

He worked himself inside me as I squirmed into the couch, free to enjoy the pleasures of his thrusts without caution to my own.  It somehow made it a more enrapturing experience, not having to concentrate on anything.  I could lose myself in this bliss.

And lose myself I did.  Soon I was convulsing in intense orgasm, crying out into the room as he showed no sign of slowing up, his cock still darting deep inside my trembling pussy.  It quivered uncontrollably and I felt yet more juices running from my lips.

I tightened around his thick shaft, gripping it and jerking it with my muscles as my pleasures overcame me, gushing out of me all at once like a geyser whose pressure had built up for far too long.  The release was incredible and Trevor guided me effortlessly through it, coaxing out a long, drawn out orgasm that sent me to delirium, such was its intensity. 

Soon I noticed Trevor become more animated, pressing faster inside me, his chest tightening up, his breathing becoming heavy and his face a picture of pained joy.

I was nervous for his impending release but also eager.  Eager to have him release his seed upon me as I had bestowed him with mine.

I became excited, my own orgasm ebbing away now as his pace intensified, poised to accept his come wherever he wanted to deliver it.

His breathing suddenly paused as he pumped once or twice inside me before pulling out quickly, holding his slick cock in his hands and pumping hard, finally letting out a long audible breath as a drop of come darted from his cock, followed quickly by a long, hot rope that lashed across my stomach.

Several more followed, glossing me all over with his thick, white seed that began to run down me as he continued to draw it out, squeezing the last few drops out of his spent cock.

Trevor stroked himself in front of me a while longer, as though warming down from his release, his eyes closed and his breathing controlled.

Then he crashed down beside me on the sofa, seemingly exhausted but happy.

"Wow," I panted.

"That was incredible," he replied, draping an arm over me and pulling me in towards him.

It was then it dawned on me how surreal today had been.  How I had taken a gamble and it had paid off.  How I could so easily have never taken the chance and how lucky I felt now to have found someone.

"Can we do this again," I asked with a certain amount of trepidation.

"Definitely," he said in a flash.  "Have you ever been to the South of France?" he asked as though the two things were related.

"No," I said, puzzled.

"Hmm," he said, leaving me to wonder.

I closed my eyes as I lay against his body, feeling as though a piece of my life had returned after leaving me for so long.  Feeling, for the first time in a long time, complete.
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It was a situation I'd been in far too frequently to mention.  I'd let the liquor best me and dropped my guard.  Admittedly I liked the guy, who wouldn't?  He was attractive, successful, well groomed and trim, but this is something I'd usually try to not make a habit of.

"Why don't you come and sit with me on the bed, Vanessa" he said suggestively, putting down his glass of merlot and guiding me by the hand through the hotel suite to the master bedroom.

I was always well spoilt on occasions like this.  I've stayed in the fanciest hotels, dined at the plushest restaurants in the most beautiful cities and been romanced by some of the most powerful men in the world, yet when the hangover of tonight departs I'll be left with that same feeling of emptiness that's been my partner for most of my thirty years.

"What are you planning to do to me, Mr. Blake?" I asked, feigning an innocence that had long since left me.

"You'll see, soon enough," he replied.  "Now sit."

One of the troubles of this job was that people seemed to assume that they controlled you.  That they'd paid their money and could do as they wish.  But there's a vast difference between a high-class escort and a prostitute.  I had the power to say no.  It's just that sometimes, I didn't want to.

I sat on the bed as he asked and watched as he removed his dinner jacket, looking down myself at my own dress and having a flitter of the nights events play-out in my mind.  Sat around the table, forcing myself to laugh whenever it felt necessary and conversing script-like through vacuous conversations, placating my conscience with wine and hoping it'd stay silent.
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