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I tickle the shaft up
and down lightly with my fingers, before cupping his balls in my
hand and pulling them upwards to inspect his whole package more
closely. Pretty nice, I have to admit. I slowly lean down and lick
all around his balls and then kiss them, covering his tight
ballsack with soft, fluttery, pouty kisses


Seven years I’d
been married to Teddy Adler. Jeez
what a bore! But I’d had no choice other than to stay with
him, especially when his business really started to take off in a
big way and he was allowing me to spend whatever I wanted on his
GoldCard. That was a good life for a while I suppose – okay
I loved a lot of it: the
five-star holidays and the cruises in the Caribbean: who wouldn’t
love that? And being spoiled with lavish gifts regularly was great,
such as the beautiful new Mercedes he gave me on my 30th birthday;
not to mention the 4x4 a couple of years before that and all the
jewellery and designer clothes. So it was a nice life for a few
years, no question about that. But things started to feel wrong for
me when we moved into our big new house on the outskirts of London.
I felt that any small trace of love that may have once existed had
gone from our marriage.

But had I ever
truly loved him? I’d most definitely liked him a great deal for a while, for sure, but
what about if he hadn’t had the money? Somehow I doubted whether
the attraction would’ve been there. Either way, I knew that I
couldn’t play the doting wife any longer, so once I felt assured
that he’d made more than enough money for me to live my life in
extreme comfort without him, I filed for a divorce. He was
flabbergasted, but I was not going to be budged: I’d had enough.
When he finally agreed to it, he acted like such a high and mighty
prick about everything that I decided I was going to squeeze him
for every penny I could get. I knew also that he would be good for
it, for he was a good, honest man deep down, despite everything.
And milk him I did! I kept the cars, and all the jewellery and
gifts that he’d bestowed on me over the years. But then I needed
more, for myself – for I was used to this way of life now and I
wasn’t about to give it up. So my lawyer worked hard on everything;
calculating what I was entitled to and leaving nothing to chance –
and the end result was a cool settlement of £2.5 million. I was
thrilled. The interest has been pretty awesome off of that too,
especially as I also had close to half a mill. in the bank
beforehand – also courtesy of Mr T. Adler (which I had mostly kept
from him, constantly telling him I needed money for this and that.
One thing he wasn’t, was vigilant about how much money he’d given
me).

So I am thirty-four
years old, beautiful and set for life. Things could be a lot worse!
He’d been cool about the settlement at first, but then when things
weren’t going so well for him a few months ago, he had hassled me
briefly to show pity and give some of his money back – something
about losing his house if I didn’t. Err, no; too late for that.

*

Now,
here’s a nice looking boy that just
came through the door of the salon. He’s with his mother, but I
subtly check him out whilst I’m getting my hair done. He has a
cute, cheeky grin mixed in with an impressive ruggedness for one so
young. When I’m finished we get talking as he is waiting for his
plain old mum sitting under the steamer with a magazine. I catch
him looking at my legs first – I have these smooth shapely legs
which are always beautifully tanned. I never failed to get a man’s
attention with my pins. I feel fresh and so good (I’d had a
manicure too, earlier in the day) and smile at him – a smile
purposely full of promise. He blushes a little, but still looks
cute to me and not too scared. I know he will still be putty in my
hands though.

His name is Tom and I
pass him my number as I definitely feel like I would like to fuck
him. Two nights later he calls me up and we meet at a bar of my
choosing (which he turns up totally under-dressed for, almost
looking like some sort of skateboarder). After two drinks and
listening to his cocky boasts, I’m bored and keep eyeing my watch.
But the drinks have made me incredibly horny – even more so than
usual. The time has come to take him back to my home.
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