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James

We drive, Charlotte, Michael and me, to leave the City behind in search of the summer, the sea and.... and what?

This ‘holiday’, for which we have the whole summer, will hopefully cement the possibility that our threesome might work as a permanent arrangement. Living continuously with each other for an extended period, we will soon learn if it is a possibility.

But Charlotte knows none of this. The agreement has been made between me and Michael: that we try to persuade our jade-eyed beauty that this is something she might want to do; to accept both of us, permanently.

She’s happy now. I know that. There’s a spark in her eyes since I, not exactly told her, but certainly made it clear, that I love her....

You’re not just a good fuck for me, Jade-Eyes....

.... It doesn’t matter how it happened.... she knows now....

As we loaded up the car to travel, there was a spring in her step, albeit doing battle with the stiffness in her butt from the stripes on her ass. She received those yesterday evening at the hands of an over-enthusiastic Dom, Kris.

Michael is not happy about it and I’m unsure if he’s blaming me. Certainly, he’s blaming Kris....

Wouldn’t like to be Kris the next time those two meet....

The last remnants of the City fall behind us, and we join the highway. It’s an hour or so’s drive, and I enjoy the clear weather and the talk between Michael and Charlotte.

But will she go for it, after our summer experiment?

It’s unconventional....

.... But does that matter? If we’re all happy?

My mind revolving around the possibilities, Charlotte beside me in the passenger seat, Michael in the back, I keep my eyes on the road....

Turning off the main highway, the roads are small and winding, and the journey to Haswell’s ‘beach house’ is magical. A perk of the work I am doing for the billionaire CEO of the Haswell Corporation, it has been loaned to me for the Summer. I get a free vacation home for myself and my friends, and Haswell gets to have me on call should anything occur needing my attention.

We amble down side tracks that grow smaller and quieter by the mile, eventually arriving at a tiny one-car-wide trail that runs parallel with the sea and occasionally all but vanishes under drifting sands from the dunes. 

It’s a bright blue day; the ocean sparkles and life is good. Once Michael’s ill-temper has worn off, the talk between him and Charlotte turns into banter and joking, and a real holiday atmosphere develops.  She’s sitting a little uneasily, her butt still sore from the stripes landed there by Kris’ crop, but I notice that she’s trying not to wriggle. She knows that Michael is still nettled about it and is going out of her way to appease him.

But where is the beach house?

We drive for miles, skirting dancing surf, and dunes decked with tiny scrambling plants, pretty in the sunlight with pink, blue and white bell flowers. There is an occasional boat, property of some fisherman presumably, resting up on the sands until the tide returns. A small hotel looks to be closed for business, which seems odd considering that ‘the season’ is upon us. And miles along the shore, is a small beach cafe, nestled against more dunes and overlooking the ocean; tempting at any other time, but not now. Nowhere do we see anything that looks like a beach house.

I drive to and fro, up and down the same stretch of road now three times, increasingly losing patience.

“According to the sat-nav, we should be nearly there,” I say, “but I can’t see anything. Either of you spot anything I’m missing?”

Charlotte and Michael look equally baffled. For miles in either direction, there is nothing but sea, sand, blue skies and gulls. It’s a stunning spot, but we weren’t expecting to come camping.

Michael, from his seat behind me, taps me on the shoulder, “Perhaps we should ask at that hotel? With so few houses around, they’re bound to know where it is, surely?”

“Mmmm, yes.” I turn the car yet again, driving a mile or so to pull up outside the hotel, Michael and Charlotte watching as I jump out to knock at the door.

The hotel is not large but looks expensive and well maintained; the sort of place that might be used for small numbers of wealthy guests for retreat holidays or similar. Marble steps lead up to a porch. The door is huge, made from some beautifully carved hardwood, the knocker and fittings are highly polished brass.

There is no reply and I knock again....

.... Am I missing the blindingly obvious...?

Fishing the keys Haswell gave me out of my pocket, I try the lock....

.... which clicks and turns....

Fuck me...

.... This is it....?

.... He calls this a beach house?

I had imagined some low, bungalow or ranch-house type building, perhaps a wooden-shuttered fisherman’s cottage. This place might be small for the hotel we had taken it for, but as a holiday home, it looks palatial.

.... Well, he is a billionaire....

I turn back, grinning. Michael and Charlotte are staring through the car windows, their jaws dropping. I wave them to join me and they scramble out of the car.

Michael stands staring, hands on hips, shaking his head. “This is the ‘beach house’ you’ve been loaned?” he chuckles.

Charlotte’s face is beyond delight. She looks stunned. “That guy you’re working for must really like you, Master.”

Together we step inside, entering a hallway; wide, light and airy, with high ceilings bearing chandeliers, oil paintings on the walls and rooms off either side. The floors are laid out with polished tiles, overlaid by expensive-looking rugs. It runs right through the length of the house ending with a vast picture-window over-looking the sea.

That window beckons. No-one could see that window without wanting to look out. The three of us, as one, walk along the hall to stand and stare out at the spectacular view.

What is this life if, full of care....

.... We have no time to stand and stare....

Charlotte’s voice is almost hushed. “Oh.... My.... God....” she whispers.

Michael is still shaking his head in disbelief.  “I see why you were so keen to get that contract. If this is one of the side-benefits.... No wonder you wanted to celebrate that day.”

Charlotte’s eyes swivel. “What did you do to celebrate, Master?”  Her voice is innocent, but I’m not fooled.

Do I want to tell her?

Mmmm....

I settle for prevarication. “I bought myself a very expensive present.”

Her brow furrows and I take the opportunity to escape any further interrogation by following a door through to what I think might be a rear entrance.

It is a rear entrance, leading to a wide, flagged terrace overlooking beach and ocean. As far as the eye can see is nothing but sea, sand and blue, blue sky. The ocean ripples gently from silver to jade and fades to a deep cobalt at the horizon. The sky overhead is a pure vault of azure, fading to opal and pearl where it kisses the rim of the world.

It is stunning. 

Michael appears at my side. “It’s getting hard to see a down-side to this contract of yours,” he comments. Then, from behind us, inside the building, comes the sound of Charlotte breaking into giggles.

“What’s that all about?” I ask, tossing my head back into the house.

“She wanted to know what you bought yourself as your expensive present,” he laughs.

... Oh.... God....

“You didn’t tell her?”

“Nope. I told her to figure it out for herself. It sounds as though she just did.”

Heat rises up my neck. “It’s not as though I make a habit of shopping for virgins.”

He grins. “I think once was enough.” Then he falls silent as we are joined by our still chortling emerald-eyed non-virgin.

I’m almost lost for words. “Richard did say it’s a private beach, but.... I never expected....”

Michael glances at me sidelong. “Don’t look a gift-horse in the mouth. If you’re getting this thrown in, he’s going to work your ass off for it.”

“I would think so, yes....”

Michael stands behind Charlotte, his arms around her and his eyes, looking down, are soft as she leans back into his embrace while the three of us drink in the astonishing view.

Then Charlotte stirs. “Michael, Master, have you seen that?” We swing around to see where she is pointing.

Michael takes a deep breath. “A pool as well as the sea? This is unreal.”

We don’t need to speak. En masse, the three of us troop to the tiled edge. The pool’s a good size, with both deep and shallow areas and Roman steps leading down into the water.

Suddenly, Charlotte chuckles and shoves. Michael tilts, hovers, arms out-stretched, then tumbles. But still, he snakes out an arm, catching her by the wrist as he falls, taking her, squealing, with him. They surface, spitting and spluttering, Charlotte still screeching with laughter as she tries to snag long red tentacles of hair away from her face.

Blank-faced, I maintain my dignity. It’s a front and they both know it, “If you don’t mind, children,” I say, “I’m going to change into something more appropriate before I join you.”

In search of swimwear, I haul cases from the car, re-entering the house just in time to hear Charlotte calling outside. “I’ll go track down some towels. Do you want to get the cases?”

“No need,” I yell. “I’ve just brought them all in.”

The two, naked and dripping, pad into the hall, catching towels in mid-air as I toss them across. “Don’t drip on those tiles. God knows how much they cost.”



Michael

Charlotte’s still giggling at her joke, having managed to drag me into the pool. I thought she’d come out in some micro-bikini, but in fact, she’s rather sensibly dressed in shorts and a top.

“No bikini?”

“I have to be careful in the sun. I don’t go uncovered too much,” she says, rubbing sun-block into her pale skin....

.... Sensible girl....

And to me, my pale-skinned, Celtic redhead, looks far more interesting than any number of over-tanned beach blondes.... although it occurs to me that I may well be an over-tanned beach blond myself in short order.

.... That top she’s wearing is a bit thin....

“Here, let me do your back. The sun will get through that wrap.” She passes me the tube. It’s the stuff they sell for small children.

“Factor 30? You’re not aiming for a tan then?”

“I don’t tan. I’m a red-head.”

.... Even more sensible.... nice to know you’re looking after yourself....

Then as I rub in the cream over her back and slip fingers down inside the top of her shorts, she winces....

.... Mmmm.... if only you looked after yourself all the time....

“Those stripes on your backside hurting?”

She’s close-lipped, but it’s obviously bothering her....

.... as I suspected it would....

“Mmmm. Yes.”

I bite my lip, suppressing my words and my still bubbling anger. What’s done is done, and there’s nothing I can do to change it....

.... Except make sure it never happens again....

As I work in the sun-block she’s uneasy....

.... She knows I’m still mad about it....

“What is it, Michael?” she asks. “Are you okay?”

Still, I hold my tongue, restraining myself from saying what I really think....

.... Completely fucking stupid....

“It just unsettles me sometimes, seeing what turns you on. I couldn’t bear to do those things to you.”

“I can understand that.” She turns those eyes on me, emeralds in the sunshine that normally I can’t resist, and which usually leave me wanting to get her on her back and shove my cock in her mouth. “But you and I enjoy ourselves in other ways,” she continues. Her tone is placatory, but I’m losing patience.

“Forgive me if my sympathy is a bit limited,” I say, my tone sharp, “but when you ask a man who has a taste for making your ass glow in the dark, for ‘intense’, you shouldn’t be too surprised if it hurts to sit down afterwards.”

She looks away from me. “Did I ask for sympathy?”

“Fair point. No, you didn’t. Here, turn over, let me have a look. I’ll rub in an analgesic for you.”

She sounds pissed off, sulky almost. “I didn’t bring anything like that with me.”

.... Oh, for fuck’s sake....

“No, but I did.” I try to keep the snap out of my voice as I produce the tube of the pain-killing cream I packed for exactly this reason, but I don’t think I succeed. “Someone has to think of these things....” 

I nod her to take down her shorts and sheepishly, she obeys.

As I see the state of her ass, my stomach twists. The skin, normally so pale, is banded with red welts from the crop, angry and inflamed....

.... Jeez.... Are those getting infected...?

And now I don’t try to keep the anger from my voice. “For Heaven’s sake, Charlotte, I know you get a kick out of that stuff, but this is ridiculous.”

She twists, trying to see her own butt. “Is it bad?”

“Are you alright, Charlotte?” It’s James, just coming out of the house.

“No, she’s bloody not! Look at the state of this.” I nod him at the swollen and angry marks on her skin. His eyes widen as he peers closer, and he won’t meet my eye.

“I did have words with Kris about that afterwards,” he says. “I had stipulated that he was not to leave any lasting marks.”

I’m going to do a lot more than ‘have words’ when I catch up with that bastard....

“Fat lot of good that did! I don’t know what the hell to make of the pair of you sometimes.... For pity’s sake, Charlotte, you’ve got to take better care of yourself. What would I do if something happened to you?”

James looks embarrassed....

.... and so he fuckin’ should....

.... “Charlotte, I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

I don’t want to let it go so easily. I was furious last night when it happened. But.... we are supposed to be on holiday. I’m trying to calm down but seeing the state she’s in is bringing me back to the boil again.  “It shouldn’t have happened in the first place!” 

The last of the inflamed skin treated, I say, “You can turn over now.” Then slapping her, hard across the sore area, I pull up her shorts again. She yells, but I am unsympathetic.

“Serves you right.” 

Charlotte looks about to speak but then seems to think better of it. Subdued, she lies back, apparently reading a book. Occasionally she moves uneasily, I think adjusting her weight from one side of her ass to the other.

I try to read my own book. My heart’s not in it but determined not to give in, steadfastly I stare at the pages.

After a while, a frisson runs up my arm. I know without looking what it is; Charlotte stroking my skin, trying to ‘bring me around’.

I am unwilling to be placated....

.... Yet....

“If you think that’s going to stop me being mad at you, you’re mistaken.” 

The stroking neither halts nor pauses, instead working up and over my shoulder onto my chest....

My cock twitches....

.... Oh, fuck....

Trying hard to maintain my air of stern displeasure, I don’t move, but as the fingers wander down my chest to the beltline of my shorts, I am betrayed by my own reactions....

My shorts are growing tight....

.... and the fingers work their way inside....

Double fuck....

.... I can’t win this one....

I give up. “Oh, God. You win. You do it to me every time, don’t you?” Dropping my book, she’s looking straight at me, her eyes sparkling and full of mischief. She grins and carefully shuffles off her shorts. Swinging a leg across, she positions herself over me with her weight squarely over my throbbing erection.

And now, she brings out the big guns, tossing off the wrap to display herself, fully naked, to me. Her pale skin is bright and white in the sunlight, her red hair gilded to a brilliant bronze and her eyes....

.... So green....

James is taking an interest, sitting forward from his seat, caressing her back and shoulders. She shudders at his touch, at the same time leaning towards me, offering her nipples to my mouth.

She hooks a finger under my shorts. “Um, you think we need these?”

And the last of my fighting spirit evaporates.

.... Ah, what the hell....

“They do seem a bit surplus to requirements, don’t they...?”

Her answering smile is bright and white. Kneeling upright, she unbuckles and unzips to release my swollen shaft, then shuffles the shorts down my legs and away. She makes to drop down atop me again, but I restrain her, my hand lightly on her belly.

“No, stay like that. Let me look at you.”

Her eyes twinkle....

Oh, you enjoy a performance don’t you, Babe....

.... and she arches upright, presenting her breasts, cupping them in her palms, temptingly heavy....

.... Never pass up temptation....

.... then playing with the nipples which, despite the heat, crinkle and harden.

Her hair is a riot of red, cascading over her shoulders. My fingers are drawn to the other rusty splash at her loins, winding through curls which grow damp and fragrant with my attentions. The scent of her arousal is a warm bloom in the air, and as I penetrate further in, exploring her folds, she’s moistening and swelling for me, my palm wet under her sex. I don’t want to wait any longer. Pushing a couple of fingers up inside and thumbing at her bud, I enjoy her shuddering response and am about to pursue things further when James steps in.

Standing behind her, his legs straddling mine, he grabs her by the wrists, pulling her hands away from her breasts and stretching her upright. Her waist and belly pulled tight by her posture, her tits riding high, she looks amazing.... Beyond amazing....

.... Perfect....

I can’t reach as I want to. Pulling myself out from underneath, I kneel up to face her, and tensioned upright by James, her chest and belly against mine. I reel her in at the waist. Her flesh close to mine, with my free hand I reach deeply into her, aiming for her sweet spot.

Charlotte gasps and judders against me as I pleasure her inside and out. James watches down with that odd half-smile of his.

“What do you think, James? Do I take her all the way there yet, or do we work her a bit more?”

“Oh, a bit longer yet, I think,” he replies. “I want to watch her suck you off.”

.... Yeah....

My cock agrees, pulsing a drum-beat against my stomach which spikes through my groin....

Your mouth wrapped around me....

.... shooting over your tongue and to the back of your throat....

.... perhaps saving the last to splash over your face and tits....

“Sounds good to me.”

He nods me to the empty chair he was just using. I sit, legs apart, my shaft throbbing and streaming, while James, with a tug of his wrists, hauls Charlotte upright. Snagging a cushion, he drops it on the tiles between my feet then edges her over it, pressing her down to her knees. His hand in her hair, he rubs her face over my cock-head, leaving a thin coat of pre-cum over her skin.

“Do your work, Madam,” he says, swiping his hand across her butt, right where she’s still sore. “Let’s see you get a good mouthful from him.” Charlotte yelps, but it’s just a reaction. The scent of her washes up through the air and James’ nostrils flare.

.... Our mermaid is ready to be fucked....

Her hair spilling over my lap, her mouth filled with my streaming erection, James rearranges Charlotte to his satisfaction. Shoving her knees wider apart, he kneels behind her, lifting her ass to present her pussy as he wants it. Knotting his hands into her hair, he rams into her, steering her face over me, at the same time shafting her from the rear.

My heart pounding now, I’m trying to restrain myself, to make it last, but she’s swiping her tongue around my cock-head, kissing away my pre-cum, flicking and tonguing at the ridge and I’ve only got so much control.

Her own control’s not perfect. James is choosing his angle to fuck her, I’d say working her g-spot with his shaft and she shivers with each thrust. She’s trying to gasp, but with her mouth filled, what emerges is just a kind of rumble from her chest. And she looks fabulous; my cock feeding into her face, her thighs splayed, James controlling her by the hair as he fucks her, her tits swinging as she bends over me....

And I come....

Arching up into her, my hips bucking and grinding, James presses her down against me as I shoot my load into her warm mouth. With a grunt, I spill again, pulsing a second, then a third volley into her. She gags a little, but she’s okay, pulling away to swallow as James releases her, a pale thin trickle escaping her lips.

And now I’m done, James yanks her back against himself. His fingers locked tightly into her long, red tresses, he pulls her tight and close, her head hard back, all the while pumping her hard.

Her eyes, staring upwards into nothing as she gasps and shudders, widen further as I reach down to play with her clit. Her thighs are shiny with her own honey, slick and wet, and as I take her bud in my fingers, gently massaging it, she moans and wells hot juices over my fingers.

Her moaning grows louder and more uncontrolled. I think she would buck and jerk, but restrained by James, pinned by him at waist, scalp and cunt, she can’t. The moaning turns to wailing, and then to howling, as she judders and spasms her way to climax. 

As the wave breaks, she screams into orgasm and takes James with her. His arms locked around her, she writhes and struggles in his grip while he, his face pressed against her, grunts and bucks, then grinds in.

Keeping up my assault on her clit, I wind it in circles with a finger, watching her jerk and jolt in response, until, with an odd mix of glory and despair in her tone, she cries, “Michael, stop! For God’s sake stop.” 

I remove my tormenting finger and she collapses to hands and knees, James still inside her and the devil in his eyes.

As he withdraws, he slaps her again across the butt and she yells. “Say, ‘Thank you, Master’,” he grins.

“Thank you, Master,” she grins back.

.... What the fuck do I make of those two...?

*****
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James

The house is astonishing; every room is beautiful, and I’m still slapping myself in disbelief at having been given this for the Summer.

.... Michael’s right. Haswell is going to work me half to death for this....

The main bedroom is an eye-opener. Michael unpacking, laying out clothes and other holiday essentials in his normal well-organised way, Charlotte simply stares out of the window. It’s a vast panoramic view: the sea in silver, grey and green from one horizon to the other with only the odd boat, tiny and remote, to break the panorama.

But as I survey the bedroom, the view isn’t the only item of interest....

I smile inwardly....

It’s obvious really.... He just doesn’t flaunt it....

Charlotte turns, watching my gaze sweep the room. “Something wrong, Master?”

“Not at all. I was just.... wondering... about Richard Haswell’s tastes...” I wink at her.... and wait...

Her nose wrinkles as she looks around the room.... not getting it....

C’mon Jade-eyes.... You’re brighter than that....

Then her eyes widen, and she bursts out laughing as she notices....

.... the four-poster bed: solidly built with sturdy timber supports and thick brass rings....

.... the suspended basket chair, again supported from the ceiling on a heavy-duty brass hook....

Both would easily support a human body.

“You think this is a... playroom... disguised as a bedroom, Master?”

I flash brows at her, waiting for a reaction.... “Let’s say that I think it would be very easy to adapt it for uses other than sleeping...” 

Her face is flushing....

.... Predictable as ever....

Her pupils are dilating....

.... and as I wait, I scent her....

Glancing across, Michael has already ‘tuned in’ and now facing us, is grinning broadly....

Yup, he knows she’s getting horny too....

And looking in more closely, her skin is beginning to sheen....

.... I’d say that’s our cue....

Michael and I meet eyes then look back at her. She stares at us then blushes even redder....

“How do you both know?” she demands, shaking her head, radiating frustration.

Michael, eyes crinkled in humour, moves close by her, wrapping an arm around her. “Oh, Charlotte.... Sorry, but when you feel horny, you’re completely transparent.”

She looks baffled.

.... but still horny....

“What do you think of that pool?” I suggest, waggling my eyebrows at her. “It’s pretty private here. No-one’s going to disturb us....”

Her eyes widen, flashing between the two of us. Her lips are parting, her chest heaving and that flush is blooming over face and neck and breasts.... “Oooh... you two...”

Michael’s eyes meet mine again. Then he tightens his hold on her shoulders “Do you want to Fuck?” he asks.

“Or do you want to Make Love?” I say.

Her chin lifts and she attempts....

.... and fails....

... to muster a lofty air. “I want to have holiday fun. And I want to have it with my two Lovers....” Her eyes move between us.... “.... preferably with them not behaving as though my brain is a notice board.”

Michael’s eyes sparkle and I catch his mood. Her eyes widen as she realises what we’re about to do. We move in as a pair. Hooking arms under hers, we pick her up and carry her outside, shrieking with laughter as we go.

At the poolside, in a matter-of-fact kind of way, I unbelt her robe as Michael tugs it away from her, then with complete lack of ceremony, shoves her between the shoulders to drop her, naked and spluttering, into the water.

Michael strips off his own robe and leaps in after her. I undress by the poolside and dive in, catching up with the pair in time for Michael, sitting on the steps, to pull her back against himself.  His arm curved around her, she’s both anchored and safe.

As I swim close, he whispers something to her. She nods and allows herself to float, her legs drifting open as she relaxes back against his chest.

It’s shallow here, enough so that I can kneel between her legs. And with the water taking the bulk of her weight, it’s easy for me to nudge her legs over my shoulders and close in between her smooth, pale thighs.

The hot sun blazing down, the water is balmy and comfortable and, with just the breath of a breeze playing over the skin, her nipples tighten up to rosy nubs. Her eyes are brilliantly emerald in the sunlight, wild and feral with excitement....

.... Let’s wind you up a bit more....

I stroke her cheek, then trace a line down to circle a nipple. “Later,” I say, “I’m going to have you strung up from that bed, so your feet barely touch the floor....” Her breath catches. “.... and fuck you senseless while you hang there, but for now, you can have this....”

I move deliberately slowly, letting her see where I am heading, letting anticipation work its magic. Even before I lap at her pussy lips, her head is flinging back, pressing hard against Michael’s chest. His eyes and smile serene, he holds her carefully, supporting her in the water; allowing her to enjoy the pool experience without any risk of her face dropping below the surface.

As I draw my tongue through her folds she’s oddly tasteless. Normally I enjoy the citrussy tang of her juices. Right now, all I can taste is a touch of chlorine. Nonetheless, her pussy and folds are warm against my lips and tongue, swelling rapidly; and Charlotte is wriggling and writhing in Michael’s grasp, her weight shifting over my shoulders with the movement.

She not just reacting to me, but bucking and jerking in response to something that seems unrelated to anything I’m doing. My mouth open over her clit as I enjoy her, rolling my eyes up, Michael, his face close by hers, is murmuring something. His eyes meet mine and he cracks a broad smile, at the same moment tweaking at a nipple, sharply enough to make her squeal and start in his grasp.

“Stay still, Woman!” I bark. “How am supposed to drink pussy cocktail with you thrashing about like that?”

“Sorry, Master,” she giggles.

Let’s make this situation work....

Her flesh is swollen and hot, her entrance opening and unfurling under my touch. The water is lapping over her thighs and stomach, so I lift her slightly at the hips. And now the cool wash laps over her heated flesh, her pussy repeatedly cool then warm.  I have to be careful as I mouth and suck at her, so as not to end up with a throat full of pool water, but the temperature contrast should have the desired effect....

And now, her lovely, welling slit no longer completely immersed in water, I can scent and taste her. She’s in full flow. Michael is continuously whispering to her, his supporting hand cupping a breast and playing with the nipple. She’s juddering and heaving, occasionally bucking hard at some piece of Michael’s whispered erotica....

.... Wonder what he’s saying to her....

Whatever it is, she tastes sweet and smells better. Her pussy trembles and throbs against my mouth as I probe her inner muscles with my tongue....

She’s approaching climax; the throbbing of her flesh turns to pulsing and hot juices flood over my lips and tongue. I delve more deeply, swiping inside her.

Inhaling deeply, her breath holds, and her weight suddenly shifts over my shoulders. She stretches and tenses....

.... then with a scream, arches as she vibrates into orgasm. Holding her tightly at the hips, I support her, all the while my lips fastened over her spasming cunt.

My cock, despite the coolth of the water, is twitching and jumping....

.... I want to be inside you....

She’s still in the backwash of climax as I stand to plunge into her. Inside her, bathed in her heat, my shaft hardens further, stiffening again as I impale her, thrusting hard, and revelling in her wails as with every stroke she cries out. 

I could make it last longer, but I don’t need to. She’s already had enough for now, and there’s still Michael to fuck her after me. As the moment comes, I let rip with a growl, pumping my load into her as I press hard inside.

And as I finish, Michael pushes her up to me. Her emerald glance startled as I catch her, I turn her and, kneeling once more, present her....

Your other Lover’s turn now Green-Eyes....

.... while Michael moves to drop between her splayed thighs and in his turn, rams in. From my position behind her, I see his face as he reams her, his expression intense. Nonetheless, he’s smiling, and he winks down at her before.... lips peeling back from gritted teeth, he grunts and shoots. Grimacing, he jerks and spasms, then with a gasp, pulls free of her.

Arms flinging out, he laughs out loud. “What a way to holiday! Ah, God, that was good.”

*****
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Michael

She's so beautiful.... bright-eyed and full of fizz. She's so alive, so happy.... And having her with me, what man could ask for more?

.... then she looks at James with that half-mad, almost obsessive look she wears when she sees him.... as though she can't believe he's real.

Why won't you look at me like that?

.... Because I don't treat you the same way he does....

.... I don't behave the same way....

.... But do I want to?

She's so in love with him and now she knows he loves her....

.... Where does that leave me?

“Fancy a walk by the beach?” I offer her my hand, wriggling my fingers in invitation. Her eyes sparkle as she looks at me.

“I’d love to.” She rises smoothly from her seat. “Just give me a minute to change my shoes.”

She changes from house-shoes to a pair of more rugged sandals, but as soon as we’re close to the water, she slips them off to walk barefoot as the waves lap over her feet. 

The tide is retreating, leaving odd items beached above the waterline; seaweed, the odd crab scuttling back to the safety of the water, and marooned jellyfish. We walk holding hands by the strandline her eyes fixed downward, scanning the sand. Once more I have that spine-prickling sensation that she’s doing something she’s unused to.

.... Have you ever done this before?

“You enjoy being by the sea?” I ask.

She wrinkles her nose. “Yes, but I've never done it much before, just with you really.”

Mmmm....

“Why’s that?”

Shrugging, “Never really had the opportunity.”

Is it my imagination, or is she looking a little close-lipped?

Can I risk it? Will she clam up?

“That’s with growing up on a farm I suppose?” I say. “Too far inland to see much of the sea?”

She doesn't reply. “Oh.... look at that bird.” She points to a distant splash, some sort of cormorant I think, flapping up out of the waves with a fish.

Changing the subject on me, Babe? What’s going on here...?

How could that have been a difficult question?

?

?

.... Your family?

What about your family?

Why are you here with us all Summer?

It’s great to have you, but what about the others in your life...?

.... Wonder if they know she auctioned herself...?

.... Parental disapproval? That might explain it....?

.... But if I persuaded her to marry me? ‘Make an honest woman’ of her?

.... Might that change things?

.... Can I safely ask her more? Without upsetting her....

....

....

.... Is that why she prefers James? He's only interested in her submission. He doesn't care about anything else.

.... I try to learn about you, and you withdraw from me.

I try another tack. “Perhaps you might like to invite your friends or family here over the Summer sometime?” I suggest.

She swings to face me, her glorious emerald gaze suddenly gem-hard and the barriers clanging down behind her eyes.

“No, I don’t think so,” she replies, and won’t say anymore.

What’s that all about...?

Do you have something to hide, Babe...?

.... Or something you're hiding from?

I barely know you....

.... But I know I love you....

.... I want you....

.... I want to be with you....

*****
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James

Michael peers over my shoulder. “What is that you’re doing?”

“Haswell invited me to ‘let my imagination fly’. I’m doing just that.”

“Really?” He sits beside me, looking over the sketches I have laid out on the table. “Do you mind?”

“Not at all.”

He riffles through the sheets. “What’s this one?”

“That is a library-come-public information and internet centre.”

He nods and pulls out another. “And this?”

“That is my imagined ‘Museum of the Sciences’.”

“And this?”

“A sports arena and athletics track.”

He works his way through the stack of sheets, shaking his head and muttering to himself. I begin to worry. 

Am I fucking this up? Going too far...?

“Don’t you like them?”

He scratches his chin, drawing in a kind of inside-out-whistle. “James, I think they’re fantastic. It looks like the set for Logan’s Run or some utopian future movie....” He holds up my sketch of a proposed water park, complete with fountains, water spouts and lakes. “Is it possible to actually build these? It’s not exactly traditional architecture, you know... one brick on top of another.”

“Oh yes,” I reply. “These days we can, with modern materials and design techniques. It takes a lot of computer power to calculate the stresses, but it’s do-able. Um.... do you think I might have overdone it? I have produced another set of drawings of a much more, um, standard set of buildings.”

“You did?” Michael gazes into space for a moment. “I suppose that’s sensible. Still, if Haswell asked you to let your imagination fly, you’ve certainly fulfilled the remit....” He sucks at his cheeks. “Yup, they look amazing, James. You deserve to get the credit for that much at least.... Did your bridge design start out life like this? A hand-drawing? Pencils and charcoal?”

“It did, yes. I won the initial contract on the strength of imagined sketches like this, plus formalised scaled drawings, calculations and costings.”

He nods with a far-away kind of look. “And have your costings worked out okay? Now the work’s on-going?”

“Fairly well, yes. We’re within about five percent of budget and the difference comes from some problematic ground surveys.”

He’s shaking his head. “Well, congratulations. All these years we’ve known each other.... I didn’t know you had it in you.” Then, he turns brisk. “On a complete change of subject, mind if I borrow the car?”

“Not at all.” I fish the keys from my jacket pocket and toss them across to him. One-handedly, he catches them. “Going on a trip? Anywhere interesting?”

He kind of swallows his words. “I wanted to pop into the City for a few hours. I have a couple of things to do and I wanted to call by the Centre.”

Something you’re not telling me?

“Random visit by the Boss, eh? Keep them on their toes?”

He grins disarmingly, much more his usual self, all charm and sunshine. “Something like that, yes.”

But.... there’s something in his manner....

You’re not saying everything....

No doubt you’ll tell me when you’re ready....

*****
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Michael

It’s Friday and there’s a good chance I’ll find Kris at the Club. I wander in, order a drink and wait. Jeannie appears at my side. “Hi, Michael. All by yourself?” 

Once of a day, this would have been sheer catnip to me, but now I shrug it away.

You’re lovely, but you’re not Charlotte....

“No, sorry, Jeannie. I’m waiting for someone.”

Which of course, I am....

She makes a little moue of disappointment and after a couple of minutes of polite chit-chat wanders off in search of more promise.

And I wait...

Sure enough, after half an hour or so, he arrives.

I drift into the shadows at the back of the barroom, watching to see where he goes. When I’m satisfied that I know where he’s headed, I knock back the remains of my drink and take the rear corridor....

*****
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I have a few odds and ends of things to do in the City. My staff are satisfactorily taken aback when I make my appearance and I make a mental note of the sudden flurries of activity from one or two of them....

.... I’ll check up on you next time....

.... and the calm response of some of the others....

.... When did I last give you a pay rise....?

But apart from picking up some fresh clothes and toiletries I’d missed, the only thing I really came for was to collect a special purchase....

That done, I want to get back....

.... Back to you, Babe....

.... and, it surprises me to realise, back to James’ company.

*****
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The beach house is perfect. The place is perfect. But now, away from my work and any other distractions, I find myself dwelling more and more on Charlotte, and the place I occupy in her head.

I feel karma coming to bite me....

.... Never in my life have I wanted to be more than a good fuck to any woman, until now.... 

.... And now, that's what the woman I love thinks of me.

.... I'm just a bit of extra fun for her.... 

Wanting to be alone for a while, to think, I stand staring out of the bedroom window, gazing over the endless ocean. It’s still early and although promising heat, the air is misty. A grey veil hangs over the water, brightening to silver in the distance and blurring the line between sea and sky....

Movement sounds behind me; it’s Charlotte, wearing only a bikini and her skin a little pink....

.... too pink to be safe for your complexion....

.... when even this amount of sun burns you....

“It’s a stunning view, isn’t it?” she says, moving to stand beside me. Her smile is warm, and she leans into me, her shoulder brushing mine.

“It is, yes.”

Charlotte peers around into my face. “Michael, are you alright?”

“Just thinking,” I reply, trying to put a cheerful note in my tone. I don’t succeed. She looks concerned.

“Can I help? Is there something I can do?”

You said you were fond of me....

“No, I don’t think there is, Charlotte. It’s not your fault.”

.... Fuck! I shouldn’t have said it like that....

Her forehead creases. “Michael, have I done something to upset you?”

I can think of nothing I can safely say. 

.... She can’t help how she feels....

Her voice rising a note, “Michael, what is it? What have I done? Tell me what it is that you want from me.”

In for a penny....

“Do you love me, Charlotte?”

Her eyes widen. Her head tilts. She replies quietly. “Of course, I do. Surely you know that now?”

.... Fond....

“The way you love James?”

Hesitating, I think she’s trying to choose her words. “I do love you. Please believe me. I do. You were always amazing for me. Right from the very first day we met. You were so kind and so gentle. I’ve never forgotten how it was that week.”

Does she know that I was there to keep James in check?

Perhaps not....

“Yes, kind and gentle. The day we first met, Charlotte, James had bought you the day before, taken your virginity. Right then, you needed ‘kind and gentle’, but you have come a long way since then, and ‘kind and gentle’ isn’t what presses your buttons is it? Not all of them anyway.”

She’s shaking her head. “I don’t understand you, Michael. What are you asking me? What is it that you want?”

“I want.... I want...”

What do I want...?

“.... just sometimes, to see you react to me, the way you react to him. I want to see that look on your face when it’s me you’re looking at.”

She holds her hands out, palms up. “But.... you don’t like doing to me.... those kinds of things. You’ve said it yourself.... you couldn’t bear to do it.” She paces a circle. “When we first arrived, you were so angry when you saw the weals left on me. You don’t want to do that, and sorry, but you’re right, it does arouse me. It turns me on in a very specific way.”

.... You’re right.... It’s true.... I couldn’t....

I stare out to sea again. It’s easier than looking at her face. “You’re right of course,” I say. “I couldn’t bring myself to do it, to cause you pain, even though it seems to pleasure you.”

.... It’s not as though you can’t look after yourself....

.... Protect yourself against anything you really don’t like....

I chuckle to myself.

“What’s funny?” she asks. She looks a little peeved.

.... You don’t like not being in on the joke?

“Sorry, I still can’t get over the look on Steve and Marcie’s face that night, when you punched him.”

Charlotte shrugs. “As you said yourself, he didn’t want to take ‘No’ for an answer.”

And that’s all there is to it...?

.... You laid a tall man low with a single blow, and that’s it?

“You certainly know how to swing a punch,” I laugh. “When he went down like that, I wondered if he’d get back up again.”

And suddenly, I know what I want....

I turn to her, grab her arm, then let go again because I don’t want to alarm her. “Hit me.”

She looks blank. “Hit you? Why would I hit you?”

“Never mind. Just try. I saw you swing a punch like an expert. Now, try to hit me.”

“But I don’t want to hit you,” she protests. “Why would I want to hurt you?”

Come on, Babe. Give it to me....

“Don’t worry. You won’t....”

.... You might....

“.... Go on, try to hit me.”

She’s fit and healthy and unafraid, and I’ve already seen what she can do when she wants to. But she doesn’t strike out. Instead, very lightly, she taps my chest with her knuckles....

.... You can do better than that....

“No, try properly. Like you did to Steve.”

She brings her fist up, but she’s not serious about it and I grab her wrist before it lands.

“No, really try to hit me. Try properly.” I loom over her. “Fight me.”

Understanding suddenly washes over her face. She grows intense with that feral look she sometimes has....

.... and now she’s smiling....

It must be a smile....

.... She’s showing her teeth....

Her fist comes at me, headed straight for my face and even though I thought I was ready for it, I have to move fast to swing back out of her reach....

....and a surge of arousal jolts down to my groin....

.... that’s it....

She swings again. She’s fast; very fast. She knows what she’s doing and with anyone less agile than myself, she might land a painful punch, but it is me she’s dealing with....

I grab her wrist in mid-swing, thinking I have her, but almost immediately, her other fist comes in, just as fast....

.... You’re ambidextrous...??

“Fight me,” I insist, tugging her towards the bed.

She needs no encouragement. She’s fighting all the way. I might top her by inches, outweigh her by several stones and out-muscle her by more, but she’s like a demon. One moment she’s rigid, digging her heels into the carpet as I pull her to the bed. The next she goes limp, almost boneless, and I all but lose my grip on her.

.... and yes.... it is a smile....

I’ve never gone for play-rape before.... but this is setting my heart thumping, my blood singing and my cock....

.... Fuck. I’ve got to get rid of these pants....

She changes tactics. From resisting me, pulling back against me, her weight abruptly swings towards me and I stagger as the tension between us releases. Tottering, I all but lose my grip on her, when her leg lashes out, looping across my ankles and pulling my feet out from under me....

.... Fuck, but you’re good....

Where did you learn to do this....?

.... and I fall, taking her with me and we land together with a crash....

The carpet is deep and thick, so there’s no harm done, but the fall jolts me, leaving me gasping and trying to suck air back into my lungs. She breaks free, scrambling away from me, but I recover in time to catch her by the ankle.

There’s no way she can resist. She’s on her hands and knees, scrabbling for purchase, but there’s none to be had. Inexorably, I tow her back, then for good measure, lie on top of her, trapping her with my body.

She’s all but naked in her tiny bikini....

.... but not naked enough....

.... I’m gonna fuck you ‘til you scream for mercy....

She’s staring up at me as though she can’t believe what I’m doing. She’s sweating, her skin gleaming with perspiration, but more than that, she smells of arousal and sheer lust. Her eyes are wild, her expression almost ferocious....

What the hell’s going through your head...?

.... but the way she’s looking at me....

I recognise that expression and it’s normally turned on James....

.... and my balls tighten, and my cock hardens....

“Now, that’s the look,” I mutter. I’m not smiling. I am waayyyy beyond smiling....

*****
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James

Loading dishes into the washer, humming to myself, I hover over whether I fancy a glass of cava, or if I would prefer to crack open a brie and a bottle of Rioja.

Decisions, decisions....

.... Holidays can be so stressful....

I decide on the cheese option and am heading for the cold slab in the larder when, from somewhere above me, comes a crash and a scream....

Charlotte!

She’s fallen down the stairs?

I set off at a sprint. She’s not on the staircase, so that fear at least is belayed. Nonetheless, I charge up, taking the steps two at a time.

I dash across the hall to where the bedroom door is standing open then all but screech to a halt on the threshold....

They’ve not seen me, but Michael has her down, pinned to the carpet, and as I watch, he’s stripping her.

Jeez....

Unbelieving, I hesitate over what to do. Part of me, my cock mainly, wants to join in. Another part wants to see what he’s going to do....

Moving as quietly as I can, I return to the kitchen, retrieve the Rioja and a glass, then make my way back to the bedroom, entering as quietly as I can....

*****
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Michael

She’s caged under me, but I want more....

.... more of that expression....

Holding her wrists in one hand, I push her hands over her head, being deliberately rough with her as I do it. Curving my free hand around her, I reach to unfasten her bikini top. Abruptly she bucks, trying to lift me away from herself, but I’m too heavy. She’s fit and muscular, but she’s still a woman and I’m much stronger than she. I snag her hair for good measure, knotting my hand into it so she can’t escape, then once more pin her down under me.

You want it rough....

.... I’ll give you fucking rough....

My hand still in her hair, I steer her face to mine, revelling in that look....

“Yes, that’s it.”

I can’t move away from her. She’d break loose....

.... but I want you tied....

.... give myself a free hand....

My cock twitches, way too tight inside my jeans....

.... Ah yes....

One-handedly, I unbuckle my belt, then loop it around first her left wrist, and then the right. There’s the feed-pipe to a radiator close by, so I coil the leather around that, drawing it tight. Quickly checking my work, her hands are tied fast. She’s going nowhere now without being released.

Her skin over stomach and chest is brilliantly red, her breathing rapid through parted lips, and the perfume of her arousal swirls over me. Once more I reach around to the fastenings of her bikini top, but now the straps won’t come free over her tied and restrained arms.

Simply dealt with....

The bikini straps are flimsy and easily snap apart...

“Michael... my clothes....” she objects.

“Fuck it. I’ll buy you another. It’s worth it to see that expression on your face....” 

.... I enjoyed that....

And I enjoy it once more as, with a very satisfying ripping sound, her bikini bottom shreds in my fingers, leaving her naked for me....

She looks utterly delicious....

.... staring up at me as I stand and strip off my shirt. I keep my jeans on, but her eyes drop to my erection as, with a sigh of relief, I unzip and release it.

Pussy, ass or mouth?

.... spoilt for choice really....

Then my eyes light on her ankles. Normally if she were on her back for me, she would lie with her knees slightly apart, but she’s still fighting. Her ankles are tightly crossed, locked together.

.... You think, eh?

Charlotte might believe I can’t get at her but....

“Really?” I say, keeping my voice non-committal.

I turn, away from her line of sight....

.... Keep her wondering....

.... to see James sitting on the bed, sipping wine. He’s sporting an expression of vast amusement and his erection is straining his pants. Winking at me, he raises a finger to his lips before returning his attention to the naked and oblivious Charlotte.

I see no reason to alert Charlotte to his presence. Instead, from my bag of tricks, I fish out an egg, then return to sit on the floor beside my captive.

The switches are a little awkward, but after a moment’s tinkering, it starts to buzz nicely. The egg is smooth and prettily made and the skin of her tightly clamped thighs is slippery with sweat and.... I can’t help noticing.... the juices of her arousal.

She’s drenched....

.... Yeah, you’re enjoying this as much as I am....

“Low power only for now,” I say.

I press the egg between her loins. Her legs are clamped tightly together, but there is no resisting the pressure as I push the egg down between her slick thighs, then down and inside.

.... I love the way you’re looking at me....

As the vibe enters her, her breath draws and her body tensions. Her pupils, already large, expand further and her face is glossy.

“I’ll leave you to get used to that for a minute. Don’t go away.”

Returning to my bag, I extract the rope I brought along....

.... and I thought it would be James wanting to use this....

“You didn’t think I came here without everything we might need?” I say, enjoying her round-eyed stare. Her gaze flicks to the rope, returns to my face and then back to the rope.

.... Now, how to do this...?

I consider the room around us and in particular, what is within range of Charlotte. James is watching closely, utterly silent, but he clearly has a good idea of what I’m thinking and eye-points me to either side of the four-poster bed.

I measure the gap with my eye....

.... Yeah... that should work....

Sucking in against my smile, I grab her by her still-locked ankles, hauling her around to line up with the bed.

“I could just force you open you know,” I say, keeping my tone conversational. “Force my cock inside you. But I’ll have more fun this way.”

She’s shuddering, I think trying to resist the vibe inside her, but she can’t stop me from sliding the rope between her feet to an ankle, then tugging it through to loop around a post of the bed. Another loop around the other ankle and another post and the rope tensions nicely when I pull....

.... Gotcha....

“You see,” I remark, “I can do this now.” 

I pull slowly on the rope, partly because I don’t want to actually hurt her, but mainly because I want to watch her face as her ankles are gently, but inexorably levered apart.

I sit back, arms folded, to admire my handiwork. With her feet prised about a foot apart, I have a nice view down the inside of her pale calves and knees to her brilliantly red and swollen pussy.

But I’d really like her more open....

.... with no doubt as to who’s in charge here....

“You know, I think we can do better than that,” I say.

Now that I have her legs a little apart, it’s easy to simply untie and retie the rope around first one knee, and then the other, all the while keeping a firm grip on her while I get the restraints back in place.

And now, when I tension the rope, she is forced open at the knee, her thighs splayed wide and pulled back against her body. And the position conveniently splays open her pussy for close inspection, while making her clit available for my entertainment....

.... and you can’t do a fucking thing about it....

And still, she judders against the purring of the vibe inside her.

But her expression....

Amazement, arousal, wonder....

.... even a touch of fear...?

Will she safeword?

.... Let’s see....

I sit beside her, drinking it in, wallowing in the moment. “Yeah.... that’s the look...” Her pussy is streaming, her clit stiffly scarlet. I flick it with a finger a couple of times, just to watch her jerk and jump and scream. I’ve wondered sometimes how it feels to a woman to have her clit played with....

.... all those nerve endings....

And here she is, exquisitely aroused, and I....

I could do anything....

.... and she knows it....

Wonder when she’ll spot James?

She’s laid back flat, arms stretched taut and restrained by my belt. Her knees are splayed wide....

Can I open her up more without hurting her....?

.... and her hair spills over the floor in a copper tide. Normally it would contrast against her ivory skin, but right now, she’s flushed across stomach, tits and face to almost match it.

My cock aches.... but I’m going to make this last as long as I can....

“You look amazing, but you know,” I say, “I’m going to see how hard I can make you scream, without actually leaving stripes on you. There’s more than one way to skin a cat....”

Let’s get her imagination working for a living....

“.... Don’t go away.”

Standing away from her line of sight once more, I retrieve my bag, taking a moment to grin and waggle eyebrows at James, who grins back and gives me a kind of ‘Carry on’ wave of the hand.

Sitting by my jade-eyed prisoner again, I root around the contents of my bag, pulling out ‘selected’ items one at a time: several vibes, intended for a variety of ‘destinations’, clips and clamps, love-beads, feathers.... I’d not really thought about it, but I’ve built up quite a collection over the years.

Now.... how to make her scream....

.... and come....

?

?

Mess with her head first....

I pick out one of the clamps, playing with it, turning it over in my fingers. For the first time, it occurs to me that there is a flip side to having any kind of training in how physiology works. Normally it’s taught with a view to alleviating pain, but....

“You’ve got to be careful with the human body you know,” I comment. Her breathing grows if it were possible, more rapid. “The senses can be deceptive. Too much stimulation in any one area and the sensitivity dies away. You have to start gently and work upwards, to keep up the tension.... I’m a masseur, among other things. You know that. So, I know quite a lot about anatomy, physiology....”

She’s barely blinking; like a rabbit caught in headlights, she seems utterly mesmerised...

I always insisted to James that we keep you feeling safe... but is that really what gives you a kick?

“.... and I love that expression you’re wearing right now. You have no idea what I’m going to do to you, have you?”

Her head moves slowly from side to side, not exactly shaking but....

But what...?

.... Whatever it is, you want to be fucked....

.... How to make you react without doing real damage...?

Ah-ha...

“Ah, nearly forgot.” I wag a finger at her. “Back in a mo....”

In the kitchen, I half fill a dish with water, then tip it out as I see a glass jug on the shelf.

Half-filling that instead with ice cubes, I top it the rest of the way with water. The jug tinkles musically in my hand as I return to the bedroom, waving it to her face.

“I chose this one, so you can see what’s inside.” A frisson skitters over her skin and she pimples, and my balls tighten.

“I thought I just wanted to fuck you....” I say.... “.... To make you look at me the way I want you to. But that can come later. There’s no hurry.”

I run the flat of my hands over her; her tits and stomach. Her nipples are rock-hard nubs, and my palms on her belly, the vibration of the egg inside her oscillates through her fluttering muscles....

.... Don’t overdo any one thing....

I fish the egg from out of her. She’s loose and fluid inside, and my fingers emerge coated in her juices. “That’s done its job. Don’t want you losing your sensitivity.... Gotta have a taste though.”  I lick my hand.... “Mmm, lovely.” 

.... then push my fingers back inside her. Her flesh pulses and clutches at me, but I pull out again then shove my fingers to her mouth. “Open up. Suck yourself off me.”

There’s a fresh wave of her perfume, which billows over me as she laps at my fingers, then as I push harder at her lips, she sucks and licks obediently until my skin is cleaned. As her mouth works, her eyes are locked on mine.

Stooping in close, I inhale, savouring the scent of her flooding pussy, then exhaling again, I lave her flared and open sex with the heat of my breath. She shivers and mewls, but can’t move.

You’re all mine and you’re going nowhere until I choose to let you....

Her clit is stiff and erect, and I circle it with my tongue tip to her wails. Charlotte’s cries are growing urgent. She’s trying to arch, but I have her too well restrained.

And for that matter, I’m not comfortable myself; she’s too flat on the floor. A pillow under her hips puts that right, presenting her pussy to me at a handier angle, but now the ropes on her knees have slackened a little. She tries to ease into them, to reduce the tension, but I’m not having that. I have her where I want her and she’s staying there.

“Can’t be having that,” I say. “Definitely don’t want you relaxing.”

I tug the ropes taut again, then a little more for good measure. I don’t want her comfortable. And I want her to know who’s making her uncomfortable.

“That’s better. Now, let’s have another go at this.”

The water/ice mixture has had plenty of time to chill. Scooping a cube out of the jug, my fingers going a little numb, I drip frigid water over the heated skin of her belly. It’s only a few drops, but her response is out of all proportion. Charlotte howls, twisting and struggling against her bonds and a fresh wave of her scent blooms through the air.

.... delicious....

Her nipples are already hard, but I want them prouder of the breast. I let drips fall, one at a time over her skin, then run the ice around the areola of the nearer nipple, making it pucker and crinkle....

She yells and struggles, her eyes squeezed closed and I sneak the moment to look back at James. His already dark eyes are black, and he holds up his wine-glass in a toast, then nods me back to her.

And now her nipples project clear of the rest of the breast....

.... Perfect....
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