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Greg worked
from home, so he always had a meal ready for Vanessa as soon as she
got home. The shepherd's pie was far too good to talk over, so they
ate in a happy silence, savouring the flavours.

When she had
cleared her plate, Vanessa sat back with a happy sigh. "We've
finished the project." she announced. "The last push was this
afternoon, and it's out the door now. I slipped away before
everyone went to the pub to celebrate. Because I knew you'd have
dinner waiting for me."

"I'm sure it would
have re-heated. You didn't have to miss out on the
celebrations."

Vanessa wrinkled
her nose, her expression part grimace, part smile. "I've spent far
too much of the last two months with those guys." She slipped
further down in her seat, so that her bare foot could reach far
enough to stroke up the inside of Greg's leg, and along his thigh
almost to his crotch. "I want to spend more time with you. And not
just this weekend. We've all got so much time off in lieu that I
can take a few weeks of holiday."

"Oh, well, that I
can understand. You know, my own project should be finished by the
end of next week. First time our breaks have lined up in years."
Greg shuffled his seat forwards, so that Vanessa's foot could rub
at the growing bulge in his crotch. "So, what do you want to do
with the evening?"

"I need a shower,
then let this lovely meal settle. And then I'll think of something
nice to do for you as a reward."

"I can't
wait."

* * *

"I think you
should put the wine down." Vanessa suggested.

Greg was stood in
the door to the living room, a big glass of red in each hand.
Vanessa was in the middle of the room, wearing one of his shirts,
which was open all the way down, so he could see her dark blue
thong. She was fastening back her long black hair, smiling her so
hot, horny smile. Greg did exactly as he was told.

"Stay right where
you are." Vanessa said as she fiddled with her hair some more.
"I'll get to you in a moment." Greg stood with his hands on his
hips, feigning impatience. "If you're going to be like that, Keep
yourself occupied by getting those trousers off." Her deep brown
eyes danced up and down his body as she made the suggestion.

Greg dropped his
trousers and boxers, revealing a fat, and hardening, penis, which
was lifting the hem of his T-shirt. He was about to struggle out of
the boxers and trousers, but Vanessa wagged a finger at him. "No
you don't. Just like that." She had finished knotting her hair up
into a bun and started taking slow, sensual steps toward him.

As she walked to
Greg, Vanessa shrugged out of the shirt, letting it drop to the
floor, revealing her lithe, dark body. The nipples on her small,
firm breasts were taut with excitement as she stood before him.
"T-shirt off." she said, almost in a whisper, as she sank to her
knees before him.

Greg did as he was
told, tossing the top over so it was on top of the discarded shirt.
He looked down as Vanessa's hands slid up and down his thighs. He
had a light tan, but her dark skin made him look pale. She leant in
to kiss the inside of his thighs, to complement the caresses.

At a loss, Greg
clasped his hands behind his back and let Vanessa carry on. She was
good at this. Incredibly good.

Greg's muscles
tautened, and he took a sharp breath, as Vanessa's lips gently
closed on his testicles. It sent an erotic thrill through him,
pleasure amplified by the knowledge that she could nip harder,
bite, even, and cause him great pain. He knew she was going to give
him intense pleasure instead, but he couldn't stop them pulling up
into his body. His cock grew harder, though, almost painfully
so.

Vanessa could feel
the effect she was having on him. Slender fingers wrapped around
his hard on, barely touching the skin and gently moving up and
down. She let his balls go, and something warm teased at the base
of his shaft. Greg looked down, and Vanessa was looking up at him
as she pressed the flat of her tongue against his cock. It was
equal parts comical and erotic that her eyes were either side of
his penis, almost crossing as they tried to focus on something far
too close.

They both fought
back laughter, and Vanessa drew her tongue along the under side of
Greg's erection. She grasped the base and pulled it forward, so
that it pointed straight out from his crotch and she could get her
lips around the head. They were warm and soft, and she sucked the
glans into her mouth and pressed that skilful tongue against
it.
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