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​Preface

 


***

 


In London Town, there is a place,
quite famous; it is named from the title of a book by Charles
Dickens called ‘The Old Curiosity Shoppe’. Located behind the old
courts of London, it is almost invisible. You can easily pass it by
without ever knowing of its existence, unless you seek it out. The
same could be said of the Sin Café. This too is in a place that
many people pass by without ever giving it a second glance. It is
there; you just have to find it. But be careful, for once you do,
the life you know will change, perhaps forever.

 


~~*~~


 


 


 



​1 - Lucy

 


***

 


Lucy was a woman who sought
thrills, not consciously, more subconsciously; she wanted to escape
from the mundane of her life, from the drudgery of tedious
housework that seemed to eclipse her day. How much more dust could
she polish off the wooden surfaces, just so she could see her face
in the reflection?

Whenever she could, Lucy would
sneak up to her boudoir, as she called it — in reality it was a large walk-in wardrobe — and
take out her secret stash of fancy lingerie. She laid them out on
the bed, lacy silk bras, panties, stockings, suspenders, holdups,
and garters. After admiring them, she would strip slowly in front
of her mirror before choosing the right ensemble to
wear.

Often, she would critique her body
and appearance. She always wore good quality make up, and she knew
she wasn’t ugly, more beautiful than pretty. Were her breasts
uneven? They were neat, and pert, showing no signs of sagging,
despite another birthday looming. Where had ten years gone?
Shoulder-length brunette hair sat in curls upon her slim shoulders.
Her legs were long and lean, her skin naturally tanned from the
time spent in the garden. Her hips were trim, and her belly flat.
Her love of lingerie ensured she took pride in keeping trim.
Sometimes she would exercise naked, and found she would become
stimulated. On these occasions, she would play with herself, making
herself cum, and then licking the love juice off her fingers. But
she wouldn’t do that often; she preferred to just dress and
role-play the harlot or mistress in her own secret
world.

Lucy would love to have a lover, or
a fuck buddy, as her friend Cherie so succinctly put it. How she
envied Cherie! She was vivacious, and men adored her. They loved
her body, and her persona. She could turn a guy’s cock hard with
one look.

With limited funds, Lucy could not
afford to dress or behave like her friend. She was the dutiful
housewife in all departments. There was no place for passion in
Lucy’s life. However, when it all got too much, and she needed to
escape the confines of the house, she would jump in the car and
drive, usually to the countryside. There she would just sit and
listen to the radio. She enjoyed watching nature around her, and
would spend time listening to the sounds of the sheep lamenting in
the hills, or the odd car horn in the distance. Those tranquil
moments in the car provided her with sanctuary; a place to forget
the daily grind. Like her boudoir sessions, it was a chance to get
away from it all.

Rarely would she venture out of the
car; she would take pleasure in another of what she considered her
vices — and that was a cigarette — with a neat smoking stick.
Something else she kept hidden. She would draw and inhale in a
leisurely manner, soaking up the moment, in what she called her
‘Audrey Hepburn mode’. Today, the weather encouraged her from the
car, and she stubbed out her cigarette, locked the vehicle, and
walked along a path following the directions to a waterfall. She
loved the falls; they were not exactly Niagara, but pretty enough
for a photograph or two.

She arrived at the falls, took a
couple of pictures with her camera phone, found a patch of grass to
sit, and leant against a tree, watching the water cascade over and
down into a bubbling pool of fresh water. It rushed from one eddy
to another, flowing between cracked rocks and fresh
driftwood.

Lucy closed her eyes, and listened
to the water. Its ebb and flow sounds soothed her. The sun warmed
her skin, and she imagined herself on a warm, sandy beach in the
arms of her imaginary lover. While drowning in her sensual dream,
she was disturbed by a noise that drifted across to her left, and
she turned her head towards the sound. Sound she recognized but
could not believe she was hearing. There was no other sound like
it; the obvious moans of a woman. They rose in tempo, and Lucy knew
from her own experience the woman was enjoying the attention being
paid to her, and imagined her taking stroke after stroke of a hard
male member.

She stood up, brushed herself down,
and quietly edged herself closer to the noise. She identified it as
coming from a sheltered ravine on a lower level. The moans
continued getting louder, and there was no way the silent steps
Lucy took would be heard. She lay on her belly and looked down over
the edge. To her amazement, she could see a woman with her legs
wrapped tight around the back of a younger man, his naked butt
gleaming against the sun. Even at this distance, Lucy could see the
differences in ages, the woman was older, perhaps in her late 30’s,
whilst the young stud, who so enthusiastically rammed into her,
was, by his fresh looking skin, a good ten years younger. As their
passion intensified, the woman squeezed her legs tighter around the
guy, who was pumping her with such frenzy that it unnerved
Lucy.

God, he’s a stallion!

Lucy leaned over a little further
for a better look. A thrill ran through her veins, and she felt her
own juices dampen her panties as the scene below began to excite
her. She looked around and reassured herself the coast was clear,
and the rutting animals below were not aware of her presence. She
lay down on her back, and eased her jeans free. She wriggled and
pulled herself free from her comfort fits. Her white cotton
underwear was well and truly wet now, and she could not resist
touching herself. She eased them to her knees, and her hand went to
work, as she became a third player in a ménage à trois. The
position she had set herself meant she could still see the
copulating couple. The woman had her eyes closed, her legs were
wide open, and they twisted, pulled and cavorted with the man
between them. His butt turned Lucy on. The quivering flanks brought
on more frantic rubs of her swollen clit, and there was no turning
back.

As Lucy watched, her need for
release rose, and her fingers moved expertly to her zones of
pleasure; first she opened her lips and stroked the tender flesh
that fringed her pussy, running her hand through her trimmed bush.
She always kept a little pubic hair, the bald look — or Brazilian —
being not her style. She liked to feel natural, and feeling herself
came naturally for Lucy at that moment. She moved her fingers up to
her clitoris and began to press and rub the swollen love button
expertly.

With excitement mounting, her body
twisted inside, much like a roller-coaster sensation, and her
juices ran freely. She too wanted to make noise but didn’t dare.
Instead, she lubricated and luxuriated in her own desire. She kept
her eye on the young man; surely he was almost at a point of
collapse, yet Lucy could see no evidence to prove so, and with the
woman beneath him urging him to ‘fuck her harder’.

What a woman, such tenacity to do
this! But there she was, only ten feet away, demanding her lover to
‘fuck her harder’.

Lucky cow! Where the hell did she
find him?

Lucy transported herself into her
own world of fantasy. She was the woman now; “fuck me, fuck me now…
harder… deeper,” her body screamed the words she wanted to shout
out.

The adrenalin of sexiness seared
through Lucy, and she could feel herself coming. She needed to get
closer, to feel their sexual energy as it took her along the path
of release. She angled her body as close to the edge as she dared;
any closer and she would have been on top of them. Looking down at
the lovers, she stroked for all she was worth. Sweat formed on her
top lip and she licked it away; her lips were hot. Another glance
over the ravine brought about a sharp intake of breath. The woman
opened her eyes and looked straight up at Lucy. They both stared,
and Lucy saw a smile form, the woman knew what she was doing. She
winked, and gave another smile. Lucy continued to stare, but she
was too far into her fantasy to stop. She watched the woman turn
away, and return to her grip, writhing as she uttered the words
once more:

“Harder, fuck me
harder!”

She shuddered and shook as her
lover emptied himself into her; Lucy saw his body tense. The woman
arched her back, pushing into him, the first spasm causing her to
flinch, then jerk and scream out:

“Yessssss!”

The last echo triggered Lucy’s
orgasm, and she too lay gasping on the ground. She held her breath
and shut her eyes for a few seconds as she began to come down from
her sexual high. Slightly embarrassed and not sure what would
happen next, she dressed. When she peered over the edge, the couple
had gone.

On her walk back to the car, Lucy
wondered if she would come across the couple. She knew that if
anyone saw her, they would see a twinkle in her eye, and surmise
what she had been up to. She was relieved when she came across
no-one except a squirrel that scampered across her path. She
lengthened her stride towards the car, and between her legs, she
felt the last drops of her warm, wet orgasm seeping out into her
cotton panties. She climbed into the car, and adjusted her hair in
the mirror; there was a big smile on her face. A smile that said
she was alive and that a secret adventure like this can happen,
even to women like Lucy.

Clearing the windscreen, she
noticed a small business card attached to the wiper. She clambered
out, and picked it off. It was a black card, with a red trimmed
edge, the words sat central to the card, also in red:

Sin Café – Cobolt ST.

It was all it said. Mystified, and
curious, she put it in her bag and drove home, back to the mundane
life she led. Only this time, she had a lot on her mind. A couple
who brought her to orgasm, and a card she could only assume was
left for her by the woman. Was she trying to tell her something,
and where was this ‘Sin Café’?
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