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CHAPTER ONE
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FARRAH

“Are you okay, Farrah?” said my boss. He looked at me in a way that made it hard for me to tell whether he was genuinely concerned or just admiring my body. “You don’t look happy.”

There were kindly wrinkles round his eyes, his forehead creased under his silver hair. He was twice my age. No. Mister Ainsley wasn’t eyeballing me, he was concerned.

“I’m fine,” I said. “Just a bit tired, that’s all.”

I'm young and fit. I wasn't really tired, I was just tensed up and, yes—I admit it— lonely.

My husband had just rung from Seattle saying his business trip had been extended, he wouldn’t be back for another week. Stephen’s an up and coming sales rep. He has to travel all over the country. We hardly get to spend any time together before he’s off on his next trip. He’d been away a fortnight already and now... another week! It was taking it out of me.

“Stephen not back yet?” said Mister Ainsley. He was a good boss. He took an interest in my home life.

I tried to smile.

“Another week!”

My shoulders were tense. My neck felt stiff. My back ached, and all I’d done was sit at a desk all day.

Mister Ainsley smiled.

“A week’s not long. It’s worth it, Farrah. Your own home at twenty four! Money in the bank!"

He was right. For a young couple, only married three years, Stephen and I were doing well. We’d made a decision to work hard for five years and get ourselves set up, even if it meant both of us having full-time jobs and, worst of all, me hardly ever seeing Stephen because he was away for such long stretches of time.

“Stephen’s a great guy. You’re lucky to have such a decent hard working husband,” said Mister Ainsley. He looked me up and down again. “And, of course, he’s lucky to have you.”

Perhaps I shouldn’t have chosen a business suit with such a short skirt. My blouse was a bit revealing for the office too, a semi-transparent nylon through which my under-wired bra was half visible. God. I was frustrated, but surely I wasn’t so frustrated that I was flashing my body in front of my sixty-year-old boss!

I’m tall. I’ve got long legs and a shapely butt. Stephen says the contents of my bra are breathtaking—that is, when Stephen’s home to appreciate them. Perhaps I was flaunting myself in front of innocent old Mister Ainsley, without even realizing I was doing it!

To tell the truth I was more than frustrated. I was worried. I was starting to feel anxious that Stephen and I had made the wrong decision sacrificing the best years of our young marriage for financial security.

I don’t think I was worried about Stephen finding another woman. Stephen and I trusted each other implicitly. I was sometimes frustrated, but I’d never dream of being unfaithful to my husband and I knew Stephen was the same. Nothing could shake our commitment to each other, except that... our long separations were even starting to affect our love life. 

Making love to Stephen used to be sweet and, yes, breathtaking. He was the only man I’d ever slept with, ever would sleep with. I loved him as much as he loved me and our love had taken us to moments of intimacy and depths of passion I would never even have dreamed existed before I met Stephen.

I was the luckiest girl in the world— I’m still only twenty four— not only was Stephen the hunkiest most gorgeous male specimen imaginable, our love was so hot and passionate it could only bind us more firmly to each other, even during our separations. Five years had seemed like nothing three years ago.

What I hadn’t expected was that our actual love making would ever suffer. I’d always imagined that when Stephen got home from his business trips making love to him would be twice as passionate as normal. I'd assumed that in the brief times we were together our love making would grow twice, three times, four times as hot.

That hadn’t happened. In fact, it was the other way round.

Stephen’s job was stressful. When he got home he was often exhausted, physically and mentally. He brought his business problems home from work. He seemed to always have things on his mind.

We fucked. Of course we did, but it was never as good as I’d hoped during the long nights when he was away.

Perhaps it was my fault. I wondered if I was too eager. I was tense and frustrated. I’m a legal clerk. It’s a demanding job. I came home from work with aching shoulders and frazzled nerves. Maybe my desperation was putting him off. ‘Only two years more, Farrah’ Stephen had said the last time his homecoming hadn’t been entirely satisfying. ‘Then I'll get a desk job and we'll live a normal life.’ I wondered if he’d picked up that I was discontented, and that made me feel even worse.

Perhaps Stephen had sensed that I wasn’t completely happy, and that was making him—making us— do things that didn’t feel quite right.

We talked every night on the phone. Stephen would be in a hotel room somewhere and I’d be in the bedroom at home, and he’d pick up how frustrated I was and start saying tender things that got me worked up and I’d breathe intimacies down the line that got him going and we’d end up masturbating together, watching each other masturbate on our screens!

It was okay. It felt good. We showed each other how hot our love was but sometimes— and this was even more worrying—phone sex felt more satisfying, for me at least, than when Stephen was home and we actually made love.

The way we were living was doing something to my head. I wasn’t sure if I could last another two years. 

Mister Ainsley looked at his watch.

“Why don’t you take the afternoon off, Farrah?” He was like a father to me. He’d fired the hunky junior who wouldn’t stop coming on to me. “Have a sauna. A massage would do you the world of good.”

His eyes strayed over my breasts. I felt uncomfortable.

I took Mister Aisnley’s advice. I went to the health club for a spa. It didn’t help. An early dinner alone at a seafood restaurant didn’t help much either.

It was getting dark, a nine o’clock summer twilight, when I pulled into the drive of my spacious colonial style house.

Mister Ainsley was right. I was lucky to own such a prestigious property at my age.

Not many twenty-four-year-olds live in a two-storey, ante-bellum-style house with gabled roof and a broad porch all the way across the front. It was a quiet neighborhood too, which would be good for when Stephen and I had kids. The next door houses on either side were divided off from each other by lawns and flowerbeds, not fences.

As I stepped out of my car and looked across the garden I saw I was getting a new neighbor!

A furniture van stood by the curb. Men were carrying sofas and lamp-stands into the house next door. The place had been empty for the last six months with a For Rent sign outside. Tonight the sign was gone. Someone was moving in.

I paused. A moment later a woman appeared on the lawn, directing the men where to carry a wardrobe.

She was petite and dark-eyed. A tangle of black hair cascaded way down over toned shoulder blades. She was wearing a backless top. A pair of skin-tight jeans showed off the taut curves of her bottom.

Luckily she was too busy issuing instructions to her removalists to notice me staring. I hurried inside before she saw me.

I felt tense and restless. The mild relaxation from the spa had faded away already. I looked at my watch. Nine. It was time to call Stephen.

I hurried up to our bedroom and slipped out of my skirt. I left my blouse on, but undid a couple of buttons at the top. I was suddenly more than frustrated. I felt insatiable.
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FARRAH

I curled up on the bed with my back against some pillows and called Stephen’s number.

Stephen answered immediately. He was sitting in a hotel room.

God, he was handsome! I forgot, every time, how stunning my husband was. Blonde, wavy hair, chiseled features, broad, sensuous lips. A smile that made my chest go tight.

He was sitting on a bed too, shoes off, in his business shirt and suit pants, on a broad luxurious-looking comforter. His company booked him good hotels.

His eyes filled my screen, suddenly close up, surveying me.

“How’s your day been, babe?”

No. Not surveying. Devouring. Eating me up. He was missing me as much as I was missing him. I looked good. The inset of the woman curled up on her bed in a business suit looked good. A statuesque blonde in a brief skirt. Two buttons undone on some shapely cleavage. Broad, sensuous lips. Retroussé nose. Blue eyes. Yes. I looked good. I said:

“Oh. Okay. Not too bad.”

I told him about the IRS case Mister Ainsley was handling. A couple of mortgage applications.

God how boring my day sounded! Not just my day, my life! I filled him in on the progress of my pear trees, the man who’d come to have a look at the furnace. The sensational blonde in the top corner of my screen was Little Ms Yawn herself. I said:

“How was your day?”

“Oh. Not too bad.”

Stephen’s grin was breathtaking but his day didn’t quite live up to the beauty of his face. A meeting with a client, I couldn’t quite work out which one. A contract renewal. There’d been a time when every detail of Stephen’s day had been inspiring.

He stretched and unfolded his legs. I said:

“You stiff yet?”

God, what a nerdy thing to say! How gross can you get? Just because there was a wet slick between my legs didn’t mean a thumbnail of a frustrated blonde was doing anything for him.

“Maybe.”

He sounded disconcerted. I was too urgent. It was too quick. We hadn’t got round to discussing the weather yet.

I undid a couple more buttons, slid a hand inside my bra, felt how soft and sumptuous I was.

“God. I miss you so much, Stephen.”

That was wrong too. I was being too urgent. A dislocated voice on a chat line. It sounded false.

He unzipped his flies. He didn’t want to. Not yet. WE usually talked for at least half an hour. He was only freeing his cock from his briefs because I’d slipped a nipple out of a cup and was kneading voluptuous spasms out of my engorged nub.

“I miss you too, Farrah.” His cock was stiff. Fuck, it was beautiful. Big and thick and tall and twitching— I could see it twitching even on my tiny screen— and throbbing with need of me. “I miss you so much.”

He sounded like he was speaking lines from a soap opera.

“I love you, Stephen.”

It was true. There wasn’t a syllable that didn’t say everything that was in my heart, except no words could match this helpless longing pulsing between my legs.

I thrust my hand inside my panties. I was wet. My bush prickled moisture. My slippery, succulent need appalled me. I moaned:

“Oh fuck. I love you so much.”

“M-mmm. Me too, babe.”

He could make ‘babe’ stand for queen of the world. He showed me his dick.

It stood so tall and rock-hard that even with his broad fist pumping up and down it seemed more packed vein and throbbing gristle than any one woman could take.

“... Yes... yes... oh God, Stephen... yes... ye-eeeeeees...” 

I dragged my panties off. I spread my legs as wide apart as they’d go. It was too soon. It was all happening too quick. I parted my pussy lips so he could see the frantic cream I was churning in my gash, the hot juice prickling my bush. I wanted him to see how wet I was.

He groaned:

“... Oh God, Farrah... oh...”

I slipped a finger inside me. Another. And another. Knuckle deep, searching for him in the hot swamp surging inside me.

“... Yes... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeees...”

His screen was swinging around wildly. His face appeared again. His eyes were wild.

My back arched. Juice trickled down my bottom.

“... Oh God... I’m cumming...”

I didn’t know why I had to tell him. He could see. Surely he could see the spasm taking hold, taking me over the brink, driving me out of my mind.

I jammed the phone phone between my legs. The smooth screen slithered in pulsing juice.

“... Oh... oh-hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh...!”

God knows what Stephen was looking at on his screen a thousand miles away. Slithering darkness? Streaky blackness? A sticky blur of desire? I heard him groan:

“... Oh shit... I’m cumming...”

I needed to see. I felt frantic. I needed to see Stephen cum for me.

My screen was all smudged and blurry.

I grabbed some tissues and cleaned my juices away. I was aching with love from head to toe.

“... Yes... yes... oh God... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...”

A lasso of hot spunk coiling towards a lurching screen. It was all I had of him. White spatters blurring a hotel room a thousand miles away.

Some more tissues. I cleaned between my legs.

When I picked my phone up again Stephen’s phone was filming a stretch of hotel ceiling. He’d put it down down on his bed while he cleaned himself up.

I pulled the duvet over me and snuggled down.

The warm pulse between my legs slowly quietened down. I felt good, nice and relaxed at long last. I said:

“This is killing me, Stephen.”

“... Yeah, well... I know... only another two years, Farrah...”

“I don't know if I can take another two years.”

I wanted to tell him I was afraid I might be enjoying it like this more than when we actually made love when he came home.

He kissed me through his screen:

“Of course you can. How’s Mister Ainsley doing?”

He wanted to change the subject. He wanted to get back on safe territory.

“Oh. He’s fine,” I said. “Mister Ainsley’s sweet. He fired that guy who was hassling me.”

“Good. I'm glad about that.”

“Oh!... and... we’ve got a new neighbor!”

“Oh. Really. You met them yet?”

“Not ‘them’. ‘Her’."

“I see. You met her yet?”

“Not met. Only seen. She only just moved in today. Man...” I wasn’t quite sure why I was saying this. “... Our new neighbor’s hot!”

Dark-eyed. Petite. A cascade of tangled black hair. A butt to die for. I wasn't sure why I’d even brought the subject up. I hadn’t even spoken to the woman.

“A woman, you say?”

“Yeah. And what a woman! Petite. Dusky. A Mediterranean sex bomb. I’m going to have to keep an eye on my husband every second he's home.”

Stephen laughed.

“Maybe I'll have to keep my eye on you!”

“Ey?”

“Sounds like you've got the hots for her yourself.”

We both laughed. I’m one hundred percent straight. At least, I’m pretty sure I am. I get on well with other women, but my sexual interest is wholly and exclusively in men. One man in particular. One man, and one man only. The hunky dude I was looking at on my phone.

“No. No,” I laughed. “She just made me curious, that’s all. She’s bought that big house. What is it, six bedrooms? All for herself? I couldn’t see a guy with her, a husband or anything. Or even a boyfriend taking the day off to help her move in.”
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FARRAH

I woke up feeling horny and disturbed. Phone sex with Stephen was okay. It was even satisfying, but later on it left me feeling slightly guilty. I reached orgasm easily enough, but afterwards the loneliness and emptiness set in even worse, unable to nestle into his body and fall asleep beside him, and now he was going to be away for a further week!

It was nearly nine! I started work at nine.

I rang the office and told Mister Ainsley I wasn’t coming in.

I didn’t give any reason, but Mister Ainsley didn’t reprimand me. He was a kind and courteous boss. He was even a bit concerned about me.  In fact, he said he was glad I was taking some time off, he didn’t like to see me looking so strung out.

I switched on the television in the kitchen, and watched the news while I ate breakfast.

The Senator Robert Jones saga was dragging on. The recent elections to the senate had been controversial. Senator Bob Jones was a media darling, brutally handsome, a burly athlete’s build, still only forty-one and standing for his third term in the senate. There was a news feature on him. Apparently he’d just won re-election and taken over as Head of the Justice Department.

It was easy to see why voters went for Senator Jones, particularly women voters. He was a big, rugged looking man. Solidly handsome too. In fact Senator Jones was quite attractive, plus he was a family man with a wife he doted on and two good-looking teenage children, which made him even more attractive.

His opponent had tried to smear him during the election campaign and used all sorts of dirty tricks but Senator Jones had come through triumphant.

I got up and poured another cup of coffee from the machine.

Looking out my kitchen window across the flowerbeds and lawn that separated our two properties, I saw my new neighbor’s front door open.

The girl I’d seen yesterday came out onto the front porch. She looked about the same age as me, twenty-three, twenty-four. She was wearing a red silk dressing gown, the silk embroidered with what, from a distance, looked like birds of paradise and oriental pagodas and maybe even dragons. Her lustrous black hair was rumpled.

A man in a business suit and carrying a briefcase came out after her.

So! She had a husband after all! Unless the guy was her boyfriend. Either way, she had a partner.

The guy climbed into a tan Pajero and drove off.

I felt a stab of jealousy. I wished it was me in an exotic red silk dressing gown kissing Stephen as he went off to work, after making love all night, which my new neighbor had no doubt just done. You only had to look at her to see how hot she was. Her body purred pure feral contentment under the flamboyant red silk. I looked good in red too.

Back to the news. Back to Senator Jones. He was expected to do great things at the Justice Department. 

A short time later, I looked out my window again, and saw my neighbor emerge from her front door a second time, in a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. She looked great in jeans. Even from here I could see how the skintight denim hugged her split, pulled her taut butt even tauter.

She was wearing rubber gloves and had a garden fork in her hands, one of those long-handled garden forks you use for weeding flowerbeds. It impressed me, the way such a sexy chick didn’t mind doing her own gardening. She didn’t even have a sunhat on.  Her skin was deeply tanned, it could take the sun.

I went upstairs and changed into some shorts and a T-shirt. I decided to go do some gardening myself.

“Hi! You must be our new neighbor!” I said, stepping across the lawn. “I’m Farrah!”

She was weeding the flowerbed that separated our two properties.

“Saskia!” She wiped some perspiration from her brow. “Nice to meet you, Farrah!”

She was stunning. I’d never felt any attraction towards women— it wasn’t attraction that I was feeling now— but this girl had something.  It wasn’t just the way her nipples tented the front of her T-shirt. It wasn’t merely the slashes of tanned skin climbing her skin-tight jeans, like a sumptuous ladder all the way up to her split.

A magnetic allure slipped out from under her clothes, from between her legs, from her frank, friendly smile. I said:

“You settled in okay?”

“Yes. Fine. It’s very comfortable.”

I wanted to ask her whether the man I’d seen leaving her house in the morning had been her husband  or her boyfriend, but I couldn’t think of a way to phrase the question. I didn’t want to appear nosy.

She thrust her fork into the dry earth with the heel of her sneaker.

“This ground’s rock hard.”

“Yes,” I said. “It’s the heat. I usually get my husband to do the digging.”

I don’t know why I said it. I wasn’t sure exactly why I wanted her to know that I had a husband too.

Saskia looked at her watch.

“Oo. Nearly eleven.  I’d best go in and get ready.”

I didn’t ask her ready for what.  I guessed she was going out.

"Yes," I said. "I've got some things to do inside too. Nice to meet you."

We shook hands. I went back inside.

My heart was beating and it wasn't just from digging a flowerbed. My body ached and tingled. I don’t know why but Saskia was somehow a disturbing influence. I was disturbed enough already as it was but, hey, my heartbeat quickening in my chest wasn’t a problem. I had a feeling Saskia and I were going to become friends.

I decided to have an early lunch.

I made myself a salad sandwich and poured out a glass of orange juice.

I'd lied about having things to do. I had nothing to do except eat my lunch and watch TV. I felt at a loose end. I wasn't busy and purposeful like Saskia.

Halfway through my sandwich, the doorbell rang. I had no idea who could possibly have shown up at this time, in the middle of the day. All my friends were at work. I should have been at work too.

I went to the door and opened it.

For a moment I thought I was hallucinating. For an instant I thought the TV news had turned up on my doorstep.

A man whose face I'd been looking at only an hour ago on a TV screen, stood looking back at me in the flesh!

“Is this number twenty nine?” asked Senator Robert Jones.

His voice was authoritative. His tone was commanding. But for an instant he seemed as confused and embarrassed as I felt. In fact he suddenly looked worried. There could be no mistaking his rugged features and athletic build. It was definitely the senator.

“No. This is twenty seven,” I said. “Twenty nine's the house next door.”

I pointed at Saskia’s house.

He looked me up and down.

“Oh.  I see. Sorry.” A swashbuckling grin. “Thanks. Sorry to trouble you.”

“No trouble at all,” I said, watching as he stepped over the flowerbed and walked across the lawn and rang Saskia’s front doorbell.

The door opened almost immediately and Saskia welcomed him. She was wearing pink pvc hot pants and a see-thru halter.
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[image: ]




FARRAH

My mind was in turmoil. I had no reason to feel shaken, but I was. It was none of my business what Saskia did with her men friends. It didn't affect me. Yet somehow it did.

It couldn't be jealousy. I was as beautiful as Saskia, and as sexy too when I wanted to be. I had the best husband in the world, who loved me. That was better than kissing businessmen off to work and answering your door two hours later to the hunkiest senator on Capitol Hill.

I looked into my conscience. Was I jealous because she had a husband, and a lover on the side? Surely not. Stephen was worth all the lovers in the world, and all the husbands too. I'd never dream of being unfaithful to him.

I paced around the house. I couldn't concentrate. I felt horny, but I knew that this was a disturbance that fingering myself wouldn't satisfy.

It wasn't just that Saskia was in there, in the house next door, with a powerful, famous man. I wasn't that dumb. It was my neighbor, Saskia herself, who was doing my head in. I was as beautiful and sexy as she was, but Saskia had something that I didn't. She had magic. She was a witch, and a breathtakingly stunning one! And for all my sensational face and voluptuous body I was just a boring housewife.

I decided to go for a run. Yes. A long jog round the neighborhood, burn off some energy, it’d do me good.

I hurried into my tracksuit and jammed on a pair of running shoes and set off from the house.

An hour later I was back, even more hot and bothered than before. I couldn't get over the frustration of my call last night to Stephen, or the impact of my conversation with Saskia, or the fact that she was dating a real US senator. A silver Mercedes stood in her drive. Senator Jones was still in there.

I did something very stupid. Very very stupid.

Instead of going into my house, I skipped over the flowerbed and ran up the side of Saskia's house and round the back. She was busy, she wouldn't notice. If she caught me I could just say I wanted to borrow something. Sugar. I was out of sugar. Her kitchen was at the back.

The back of her house was paved. My trainers thudded a bit louder on the paving stones.

I slowed down. I pressed my body to the wall and inched towards her living room window.

I was insane. People borrowing sugar don't creep along their neighbors’ walls like marines in a fire fight. It was all the months I'd spent without Stephen, at long last they were driving me over the edge. I'm not a peeping Tom. I’m not kinky, but suddenly I was desperate to know whether senator Robert Jones was just visiting Saskia on business, or whether he was her lover, her secret boyfriend behind her husband's back.

I slipped past the first window. There was no one in her kitchen. The curtains in the next window weren't drawn. I peeped in. I peered into the dimness of a living room.

Saskia saw me at once.

I stopped breathing.

Saskia saw me immediately. She looked up at me. Her eyes blazed with anger but she didn’t move a muscle. She couldn’t move a muscle. She was kneeling on the floor between Senator Jones’ knees.

Her mouth gaped but she didn’t yell out or scream at me. Her lovely, luscious lips were stretched around the swollen tip of Senator Jones’ penis.

It couldn’t be. He was a family man. He had two teenage children. I was seeing things. Her stunning face was concentrated on his large, stiff penis, her sumptuous jaws working, her breath-taking nostrils flaring, breathing him in, her sweet succulent lips massaging his swollen glans like a heavy fruit she was about to swallow whole.

I was seeing things I shouldn’t see. I was feeling things I shouldn’t feel. I was blushing. I deserved to blush but the hot flush was between my legs, the heat from the paving slabs swarming up my legs and doing something terrible to my pussy.

The senator was sitting in an armchair with his back to the window, his fingers raking Saskia's hair as her mouth moved slowly up and down his cock. He didn’t see me. He was too engrossed in her mouth to see anything. Saskia just stared at me as she sucked him off. She wouldn’t stop staring.

I told myself to run. I needed to get back inside my house as soon as possible, but my legs refused to move.

The senator's cock was extra big. It filled her mouth. Even when she took him deep into her throat there was plenty left for her beautifully manicured red fingernails to pump.

Her eyes narrowed. The dark depths of her gaze glinted up at me as she sucked and gobbled. She was angry with me. She was furious. She wanted to scratch my eyes out, scream insults at me but she dared not lift her mouth from its lavish feast. 

Her lips stretched pale and angry through a nude peach lipstick. She stretched them a bit more and took him deep in her throat. A tremor in her jaw said her teeth were clamped round the senator’s rock-hard stake way down deep. She raked slowly upwards, drizzled gag and saliva on his swollen tip. The senator's burly shoulders quivered.

I couldn’t move.

She was taking her time. She was punishing me, making me watch. Not letting me run, her vengeance a tingle of helpless desire.

She gave the head of his cock a playful flick with the tip of her tongue. A plump, juicy smile closed round his pulsing knob. Nude peach sank sumptuously down the senator’s rock-hard dick, down and down till I thought she must surely stop breathing.

Her halter was gone. Her breasts were small and exquisitely shapely. The senator took one in his hand and squeezed it hard. I hated him.

Her back arched. Her perfect butt lifted.

She was an expert. I'd been away on my run for nearly an hour and she and the senator were still only at the early stages of their love-making. Mere foreplay. After this long, sweet blowjob senator Robert Jones was going to fuck her. I loathed him even more.

I was wet. A moist dew tingled my pussy. It wasn't sweat from my run.

It was unbearable. Something terrible was happening. Saskia was angry. She had every right to be angry. Her dark eyes kept narrowing angrier and angrier as she feasted on the senator’s cock. Her dark irises flashed fury at me, and I was still standing here on her back patio touching myself. 

I turned and high tailed it back to my house.

I jumped in the shower.

Cold water blasted my skin. Freezing currents streamed down my back and over my hips. I pushed two fingers into my pussy. It was sopping wet. I churned and probed but nothing could put the fire out.

I pressed my cheek against wet tiles yearning for a kiss. I flattened my breasts against streaming ceramic. I rubbed my taut tight nipples against slippery smoothness aching for it to grip me and take me.

“... Oh... oh...”

I braced my wrist against the wall and rode my fingers over the brink, hot spasms running down my thighs to be carried away by the shower's blast.

“... Oh... oh... oh yes...!”

It was over. It was finished. Everything was finished. I’d spied on Saskia and her lover like a common peeping Tom! I’d snuck onto her property and perved on her and her boyfriend making love like I was kinky or something! I was kinky! I don’t know what came over me. I didn’t even know what had excited me so much, the senator or Saskia herself!

I’d never be able to look her in the face again and she lived next door to me! I’d have to keep indoors. I daren’t risk going out. Stephen and I would have to move.

How could I have been so stupid?

I was possessor of a secret I didn’t even want to think about. Her boyfriend was a senator. Saskia’s lover was a celebrity politician, a power player and a respected family man. It was the sort of secret that can get you killed in this town.

We had to move. We’d have to sell the house. No more morning jogs round the neighborhood. I didn’t dare do my garden. I’d never be able to look Saskia’s husband in the face if I happened to see him setting off for work, knowing that his wife was cheating on him while he was at work.

Saskia’s husband? What about my husband?

My body burned. I felt as if I was on fire. Oh God, what would happened to me if Stephen ever found out that his wife was a peeping Tom?

I lay down on my bed and shut my eyes but I couldn't fall asleep. I felt too embarrassed and humiliated to sleep. Too embarrassed and humiliated and too scared.

Three hours later, my doorbell rang. I knew it was Saskia just from the furious way the bell blasted. She'd finished her love making with the senator and now she'd come to destroy me.

Bri-iiing... bri-iiing... bri-iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiing...!

I decided not to answer it.

... Bri-iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiing...

It wouldn’t stop.

“... Bri-iiing... bri-iiing... bri-iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiig...!”

I climbed out of bed and went to the door.

“... Saskia... I’m so sorry...”

Her eyes flashed.

"I want to talk to you!"

She pushed past me. She stormed down the hallway.

"... I'm really sorry... I feel terrible...  I don't know what came over me..."

"Do you know who that man is, that you were spying on me with? Have you any idea who that is?"

"... Yes... no... I mean..."

She swept into my living room. She paced up and down.

"That was Senator Robert Jones! The Senator Robert Jones! And I can tell you—he doesn't like people spying on him when he’s relaxing with a girl."

Oh God! I’d imagined only Saskia had seen me!

"... I know... I mean I'm... I'm so sorry... Did he...?"

“Of course he did!” It was impossible. He couldn’t possibly have seen me. He’d been sitting in the armchair with his back to the window the whole time Saskia was... “Of course he saw you! He turned round! When you bolted like a herd of freaking elephants! He saw how you’d been perving on us!”

“... I wasn’t perving... I was...” I felt like a pervert. I was worse than a pervert. “... But... but... it’s alright... it’s okay... he doesn’t know who I am...”

“Okay? All-FREAKING-right? Of course he knows who you are! He knocked at your door earlier on!”

I went cold all over. I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me.

“Oh God!”

She put her hands on her hips. She stood glaring at me.

“So what are you going to do about it?”

“Do about it?”

“You heard me. He’s got his career to think about. If it gets out that he’s been sleeping with me he’s finished.” Her voice turned harsh. “Believe me, Farrah. Bob’s got ways of stopping things getting out.”

“Bob?”

“You heard me. Bob didn’t get to be a senator without knowing how to keep dangerous people quiet.”

“... But... but... I’m not dangerous...”

“Bob is. Can be.”

“... But... but... I wouldn’t dream of...” It felt horrible even hearing him called ‘Bob’. “... I’d never...”

A plump lip, nude peach, thrust out at me.

“Of course you’d never! Not with that darling super straight husband of yours!”

It was a threat, an even more terrible threat being ‘kept quiet.’. If it got out that Senator Jones had visited her house—even if it wasn’t me who started the gossip—she’d let Stephen know what I’d done. I said:

“... Look... I’m sorry... I really am... I promise I’ll never say a word... I want to forget about the whole thing...”

“Forget?” The word seemed to infuriate more than whatever had gone before. “You don’t just get to forget, Farrah!”

“... I know... but...”

“He wants to see you!”

“What?”

“The senator wants to see you!”

“Who?”

“You!”

... Me...?... to... to...”

Report me to the authorities? Report me to the police? Hand me over to the FBI to stop me talking?

“You know very well to what!”

“... But... but that’s impossible...”

“You don’t know senator Robert Jones! Anything’s possible when it comes to him!”

“Anything?”

Saskia took a kind of furious relish in explaining:

Senator Jones had rung the wrong doorbell. I’d opened the door. It didn’t matter that I recognized him. It made no difference that I’d seen him going into Saskia’s. I was beautiful. I was more than beautiful. I had what it takes. What the hell did she mean had what it takes? Senator Jones knows what he likes when it comes to hot women. I wasn’t hot. I hadn’t felt that I was hot, opening the door in the middle of lunch. It wasn’t just that I was curvaceous and statuesque and beautiful. Bob knew when he wanted to fuck a woman...

“Fuck a woman?”

I couldn’t work out whether Saskia’s tone was vengeful or triumphant or even a little pitying.

“He wants you.”

I shook my head.

“No. No way.”

She shrugged.

“Bob wants to fuck you.”

“... No... no way... you’re out of your mind...”

“I’m telling you...”

She was very blunt. Bob hadn’t got to be a three term senator by the age of forty-one without being ruthless. He’d destroyed people on his way up, not just their families and reputations but even, Saskia hinted—them themselves. He’d destroyed people for far less than knowing he visited a prostitute.

“Prostitute?”

Her furious eyes flashed a malicious smile at my face.

“You heard me.”

“... But... your husband...” I felt completely stupid. “... With the briefcase... and... and the Pajero...”

Her laugh turned to a screech:

“Brian? My husband?” She made the word sound ridiculous. “Brian’s an all-nighter!”

“... Oh... oh... I see...”

“Actually, the senator’s okay when you get used to him. A bit rough in bed but not too bad overall.”

Her blasé manner was horrible. As if a man’s a rodeo stallion. Some women stay on some get thrown off.

“I’m sorry,” I said. It was time to be firm with her. It was horrible what I’d done on her back patio but what she was suggesting was infinitely worse. “No way.” Surely she could get the senator to see that his secrete was safe in my hands. Surely there’d be no repercussions. “I can’t. I don’t want to. I’m married.”

She snorted.

“You won’t be when I’m finished with you!”

“You don’t mean that!”

“Like hell I don’t!”

“You wouldn’t...”

“Tell Stephen? I’ll do more than freaking tell Stephen!”

She wasn’t suggesting. She wasn’t proposing anything. She was blackmailing me. She was openly and belligerently, in my face, threatening to ruin my life.

I could always lie, tell Stephen that Saskia was making it all up, that she was a malicious deceiver, that I’d never spied on her and the senator... but Stephen wouldn’t believe me. He’d known I wasn’t telling the truth. Stephen and I never lied to each other even about the smallest things. He’d see straight through me. He’d know at once that I wasn’t telling the truth.

I could confess, admit that I’d done something crazy, been out of my mind, trespassed on Saskia’s privacy but that would mean admitting to the spasm of pleasure I’d felt watching Saskia service the senator, it would mean confessing that there was something wrong with me, that perving on people was just the tip of the iceberg, that I was sick and kinky and insatiable in ways that would horrify Stephen. I’d lose him. I’d lose him for sure. I mumbled:

“... Okay... just once...”

It was lucky Stephen was away for another week.

Saskia’s eyes were bleak. With anger or compassion, I couldn’t tell.

“Right. That’s more like it. Good. Just once...” She smiled. “... Once of Bob’s enough for a lifetime!” 
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FARRAH

Next morning I woke to a churn of dread in my stomach. The horror of yesterday’s events were there  still there waiting for me in plain sight before I even had a chance to open my eyes. A cup of sugar? I’d borrowed a cup of poison and now I had to drink it.

No I didn’t. Of course I didn’t. Sleep with senator Robert Jones? It was impossible. It was out of the question. ‘Family Values’ Robert Jones a prostitute’s customer? It was unthinkable.

Saskia had threatened me. ‘Bob’ had ways of stopping people talking. He was rich and powerful man. A US senator. He had ways of keeping people’s mouths shut.

In the clear light of day my neighbor’s threats seemed just angry bluster, a child lashing out, furious at having her secret uncovered, saying the first thing that came into her head. I wasn’t scared of senator Jones. What I’d done was unspeakable, spying on her and her customer, but surely there’d be no reprisals.

I decided to march straight over, bang on her front door, tell her I’d changed my mind. There was no way I was sleeping with a man who wasn’t my husband. The very thought sent sleazy shudders slime-ing round in my stomach.

It was late. I hadn’t slept all night, only fallen into a dull doze when I felt the sun coming up, and now it was ten o’clock.

I put on some clothes and hurried out. I crossed my lawn.

A car stood in Saskia’s drive. A tan Pajero. Her ‘all-nighter.’ Saskia was in there with a man.

I turned tail and bolted back to my house.

I stood at my kitchen window waiting for her ‘husband’ to come out. I was trembling. She disgusted me. And ten, twenty minutes, half an hour later, there she was, in her red silk dressing gown seeing the sleaze-bag off! And I’d envied her, wished it was me seeing Stephen off to work! As if Stephen and the dork with his briefcase were the same!

I ran my fingers through my hair. Poured out some muesli. The smell of coffee made me sick to my stomach.

I decided to ring Stephen straight away. Right now. Tell him everything. How his wife was a peeping Tom. How a slimy impulse, something far worse than curiosity, had driven across the lawn and around the back of Saskia’s house and made her witness something horrible and scary.

It would mean pouring out all the frustrations and dissatisfaction I’d been feeling. It would upset Stephen terribly. But that was a small price to pay compared to even thinking about what I’d promised Saskia.

Yes. I must ring Stephen right now. Except... he was working... he might be in the middle of a meeting... I couldn’t break the news to him when he might be in the middle of some important business...

I decided to wait till I phoned him at our usual time tonight. Yes. I could tell him then. Ask him to come home right away before something terrible happened.

I reached a small plateau of relief. Ten a.m. till nine tonight. Eleven hours. I wouldn’t have to do anything for the next eleven hours. Except think.

At noon the doorbell rang. Not the furious ringing of yesterday, a quick buzz, a buddy dropping in for a chat.

Saskia sat in my kitchen, bright eyed and bushy tailed. Everything was arranged. There was nothing more to discuss. She looked even more stunning than usual. A sparkle in her dark lustrous eyes. Her skin perfect. Her hair so healthy it shone. Her slim, petite body sensationally at ease.

God. It wasn’t a powerful man taking his pleasure that had riveted me to her back patio. It wasn’t a disgusting act that had held me fascinated at her living room window. I’m not a lesbian. My sexual interest is wholly and exclusively in men, in one man, and one man only, except it wasn’t the senator’s massive cock, stretching her plump delicious lips, that had set off the hot flush between my legs standing on her back patio touching myself!

“Saskia, please. I’m sorry. So dreadfully dreadfully sorry. But I can’t do this.”

“Of course you can! What’s there to worry about? You might even like it!”

Like it? She knew nothing about me. She hadn’t the slightest idea who I was.

“It’s not that,” I said. I was in enough trouble already. She could turn on me in an instant. I didn’t want to suggest that I found what she did for a job disgusting. “It’s my husband. It’s Stephen.”

How lovely her laughter was, light, dismissive, a mockery of the universe and all its problems.

“Don’t tell him. He needn’t know!”

“But I can’t do that!”

I tried to explain about honesty, how Stephen and I had always been one hundred percent up front with each other. Lying would ruin something precious. She didn’t seem to understand.

“Rubbish! He won’t find out. I thought you said he was away for a week.”

“He’ll know!” I pleaded. “Even if I don’t tell him. He’ll know!”

I wondered if she was deliberately being stupid, or if she was just a totally shallow person. Of course Stephen would know. He’d know immediately, the moment he walked through the door, the minute he looked at my face, when we made love, he’d know everything.

“Don’t be a dope! God, how innocent you are! No wonder Bob’s taken a shine to you!”

“I don’t want to be taken a shine to!”

I was at my wits end. She understood nothing. The mutual understanding between a wife and her husband was water off a duck’s back as far as Saskia was concerned. I wondered if that was what gave her the magic I’d felt at our first meeting, the allure I was feeling even now—the fact that she was shallow and empty and didn’t know what real love was.

“Come on, Farrah. You promised.”

I wondered if she was as scared of senator Jones as I was. ‘Bob’ was rich and powerful. I believed her when she said he had ways of keeping people’s mouths shut. He wasn’t just a celebrity politician, he was a hypocrite and bully, prepared to do anything to hold onto power, even in bed, hadn’t she said herself he was rough in bed, that once of Bob was enough for a lifetime? She could speak as lightly of him as she liked. Saskia could talk as if senator Robert Jones was just another customer, an afternoon in bed, a paid fuck, but she wouldn’t be pushing so hard if she weren’t frightened of him herself.

“I’m sorry, Saskia. I just can’t.”

Saskia shrugged.

“Then I’ll tell Stephen how you snuck round the back of my house and perved on me with my boyfriend and fingered yourself watching me suck his dick. Don’t say you didn’t.”

She was so shallow and  blasé and beautiful! The churn of dread in my stomach felt almost like a flutter of longing. She wasn’t just beautiful, she was magic. A nasty, hollow, empty magic, but still alluring. She wasn’t just blackmailing me. She was seducing me, like she seduced her customers, like she seduced everything.

“... Please... you can’t...”

“Just watch me.” She got up. Flicked a curl out of her eyes. Pulled her skirt— I saw how short it was—a fraction lower on her hips. She was leaving. “A promise is a promise, Farrah.”

I blurted:

“... I’ll tell Stephen... about yesterday...”

Saskia shrugged.

“Up to you.”

Knowing I was going to confess yesterday’s escapade to Stephen was terrible but at least it made the intervening hours semi bearable.

It was evening before I even knew what was happening. I rang him at our usual time, curled up on the bed more like a fetus than a sexy wife.

Our brief conversation felt more stilted than ever. We did phone sex. We mutually masturbated on our lonely screens. It felt sleazy. I wondered if Stepphen felt sleazy too. I decided to tell him about my problems with Saskia tomorrow.

Tomorrow was followed by the next day. Only one more day till Friday.

Saskia spent a lot of time in my kitchen, comforting me, titillating me, I couldn’t tell which.

“How does two grand sound?”

“Ey?”

“Two thousand dollars. Bob pays well.”

She’d made up my mind for me. The thought disgusted me. I hadn’t really considered money. The idea appalled me.

“What?”

“Two grand— for what?— three hours? Four at the most?”

“That’s horrible!”

She saw that she’d made a mistake and retreated, said I didn’t have to take the money if I didn’t want to, she wouldn’t charge Bob if I didn’t want her too, that I’d be helping her out if I serviced the senator, I’d be doing her a big favor if I kept Bob happy.

She preened and purred and fussed. Saskia used all her arsenal of charms on me, but she was too late. My mind was made up. When I spoke to Stephen this evening I’d tell him everything, and then I’d be free.

Now that I was sure of what I was doing it seemed like an eternity till nine o’clock came round.

My heart hammered in my chest as I pressed Stephen’s number.

Yes. I’d tell him immediately, before we chatted or even...

Stephen answered immediately. He was sitting in a hotel room.

I kept forgetting how handsome he was! Blonde, wavy hair, chiseled features, broad, sensuous lips. The smile that made my chest go tight. Tonight he seemed handsomer than ever, sitting on a different bed, shoes off, in his business shirt and suit pants, on a broad luxurious-looking comforter, his company booked him good hotels.

“How’s your day been, babe?”

“I love you, Stephen.”

“Yeah. I love you too.”

“I miss you so much.”

I lifted my bottom off the bed and pulled my panties down. They got tangled around my ankles. I kicked them off and spread my legs.

“Yeah. I miss you too.”

Perhaps he was tired. He sounded as if he was a million miles away. Maybe he didn’t love me any more.

“You stiff yet?”

Not just nerdy. Horrible. Slutty. A whore already.

“Erm...”

I touched my clit. My fingertip floundered in a hot swamp. Fu-uuuuuuuck! I was wet already. There was a sopping quagmire between my legs.

I put my phone between my legs. He liked my hairy pussy. Stephen loved the fact that my bush was thick and black and luxuriant. I needed him to see how my tangle of pubic hair was already plastered round my pussy, wet with yearning juice, festooned with creamy streaks of desire.

“I want you, Stephen. I want you so bad.”

I realized he hadn’t unbuckled his belt. He hadn’t even unzipped his pants yet.

“... Yeah... well... erm... look... let’s give it a miss tonight, Farrah. I’m real tired. I’ve got some papers still need going through...”

“But...”

In his distant hotel room, he yawned. The picture swung away to a table covered with documents and contracts. It was true, he was snowed under with work.

“Night night, Farrah. I'll speak to you tomorrow.”
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FARRAH

The senator was due at one, but Saskia had told me to come over to her house at eleven!

I rang her bell.

Saskia opened the door in her pink pvc hot pants and gauzy see-thru halter.

Relief surged through me. At least I wouldn’t be on my own. Saskia was going to help me. At least we’d be servicing the senator together.

I smiled gratefully.

"I thought he wasn't due till one."

It was only eleven. Two hours was going to be an interminable wait. I’d rather have been back in my own house, finding some chores to do, keeping my mind off things.

Saskia had told me to come over to her place early so I could get ready, but surely getting ready didn’t require a whole two hours.

She grinned:

"Gotta get you looking good, babe.” Tight jeans. A white T-shirt. No bra. I already looked good. “The senator's worth taking trouble over.”

Trouble. The word seemed to accompany the senator like a pumped-up bodyguard.

Saskia jerked her finger in the direction of the bathroom.

“Come on!”

I laughed out loud, a little hysterically:

“I'm clean!”

I'd already showered and washed my hair.

Saskia’s lips puckered.

“We’ll see.”

The senator wanted to fuck me. There was nothing to see.

It was cool in the bathroom. Dappled light wavered in frosted glass.

“Take your clothes off!”

I’d only just showered and got dressed. I felt vulnerable enough as it was, I didn’t feel like stripping immediately again. I was going to get undressed in two hours time. I didn’t like being given the once over, either by Saskia or the senator. I was doing this because I’d been forced to. I wasn’t for sale. I was going to sleep with ‘Bob’ and that was that. A fuck’s only a fuck. I needed to get it over and done with.

I hung my jeans and T-shirt over the towel rail. I pulled off the new pair of panties I’d bought specially. I didn’t want to wear anything Stephen had seen me in.

Saskia looked me up and down.

“Very nice. Very nice indeed.” I wondered if she’d picked up the appraising tone from the men, probably hundreds of them, who’d looked her up and down. “No wonder Bob took a shine to you, babe. The senator likes his girls toned and fit. He prefers chicks who can put up a fight."

"Put up a fight?"

"Mm... which the senator always wins...” She gazed at my luxuriant bush. One of my nicest features. Stephen liked to nestle his nose in it when he was eating me out. “... Mm-mmm... ye-eees... very nice...” Was that more than approval I saw in her eye? A glint of desire? “... Very nice, but I’m afraid it’ll have to go.”

“What?”

“Your bush.”

“Ey?”

“... ‘Fraid so. Bob likes his pussy shaved.”

“But...”

What about Stephen? The question was so ridiculous it didn’t even make it out my mouth.

“... That’s ridiculous!”

“No it isn’t.  Bob’ll do his nut if he sees all that hair! Lie down!”

There was something almost brutal in her tone.

“Where?”

She nodded at the floor as if to say where else. I already knew she could be manipulative, I’d never thought she’d be so cold and bossy.

“Oh. By the way. Are you on the pill?”

I flushed. It was an issue I hadn’t thought about myself. It seemed rather an important question to be left till so late in the day.

“.... Yes.. yes I am...”

Stephen and I intended to have children, but not till the five years were over and he was back working here.

“Thank heavens for that. Most of my clients prefer it without a condom.”

“... I’m not seeing most of your clients... just the senator... just once...”

“Whatever. I guarantee he’s clean.”

Hell. Another thing I hadn’t thought about. How on earth could she guarantee a thing like that? It wasn’t too late to tell her I’d changed my mind. I could still grab my clothes and get dressed and go home, tell her she could service the senator herself, face the horror of Stephen finding out terrible things about me. If I caught something Stephen would find out anyway!

I spread a towel under me and lay down on my back on the tiles.

"Spread!"

I opened my legs.

The tiles were cold. I didn't mind. There was this prickly heat. The joints between the tiles grated against my shoulder-blades through the towel.

"Wider!"

I opened my legs wider.

Saskia had a tube of shaving cream in her hand. Stephen was bound to ask why I was shaved. I’d have to invent some story about... I couldn’t think of anything...

She squirted a thick coverage between my legs. There was so much foam it swamped everything, bush, clit, mound, my groin.

She produced a barber’s stiletto.

"Hey! Be careful with that thing!"

I’d imagined a safety razor. I wasn’t sure if I trusted her any more. The long blade looked very sharp.

Saskia laughed.

"Don't be such a scaredy cat.” Her eyes flashed. “I bet your pussy’s as pretty as the rest of you. People need to see it."

Even needing to invent some story to tell Stephen was horrible. It meant I was keeping today a secret. I already knew I was keeping today a secret I just hadn’t realized how bad it would feel.

I spread my legs a little wider and Saskia massaged the cream into a tangle of matted hair and pulsing softness. She worked the foam into a delicious wetness.

It was only fear. It was just nerves. I’d always lubricated fast. I’d never been this intimate with a woman before. It didn’t mean...

My back arched up off the tiles.

“Hey! You’re not shaving there!”

Manicured nails flirted with my pussy lips. My labia were wet and engorged. A supple thumb churned my clit.

“Oh...”

A fingertip slid inside me, scooped out a thread of glistening juice.

"Oo! You're making some cream yourself!"

“No I’m not!”

It was dread, not desire. It was only fear doing things to my helpless body. It was her, the flash of her lustrous eyes as sharp as the glinting blade. She grinned.

"Keep still, or I will cut you."

The stiletto sank into the hollow of my inner thigh. Saskia seemed to know exactly how deep to press without cutting the skin. The razor slid sideways towards my pussy.

"Oh!"

The tingle of fear was giving way to a tingle of pleasure. I wondered if that was how the senator liked it, fear mixed with pleasure, dread mingled with delight, mingled so thoroughly you couldn't tell the difference.

The razor bulldozed a pile of cream up over my mound. The blade pushed deep, severing the thick tangle of hair at the roots. It stopped a fraction of an inch from my clit hood.

Saskia breathed out slowly:

"Mm-mmmmm."

The finger stroking my moist lips slid deeper, pushing folds of aching wetness aside. Saskia’s thumb circled more and more firmly on my swollen nub. She was breathing heavily herself. For a moment I couldn’t tell if she was warming me up for the senator or warming me up for herself.

"Hey! You concentrate!"

She laughed.

"You keep still then!"

It was true. My back kept arching up off the tiles. My butt gave a kick that almost drove my soft skin hard against the razor-sharp blade as it scraped away another load of foam. Keeping still was difficult.

The finger stroking my succulent lips found my entrance. A manicured nail slipped inside. Pulsing muscle clasped and let go.

“... Oh God...”

A wave of pleasure broke over me.

“... Oh God... yes... ye-eeeees...”

Her fingertip wandered in spasming depths.

“... Oh... oh... oh... oh God...!”

I didn’t know what was happening. I was climaxing. I was climaxing on a woman’s fingers!

Her laughter was girlishly delighted:

“Hey! You cum real quick. Bob’ll like that!”

Things were happening too fast. My life was going down the pan. It was only nerves. I couldn’t face the days and months ahead of me, the next two or three hours ahead of me.

“Leave me alone. Look. I’m sorry. I can’t go through with this.”

Saskia’s voice grew feral.

“Don’t worry, babe. You’re just what the senator likes.”

I groaned:

"I don't want the senator. I want you."

I couldn’t believe what I’d just said. She was horrible. She was cold and manipulative. I didn’t want her, I was scared of her.

Her lips grazed mine.

"We'll see about that." Her tongue darted between my lips, then quickly withdrew. "Turn over!"

I needed to get up off her bathroom door, put some clothes on and get out of here, back to my house, quick, before it was too late.

I turned over onto my belly.

"On your hands and knees."

“No.”

“Cock your ass!”

She was merciless.

I rose onto all fours, a trapped animal caged by a demented trainer.

She wiped the last of the shaving foam away and massaged baby oil into my butt.

A warm drizzle puddled my ring.

“Ey?”

She reached up into a cupboard and took something down. My heart stopped dead in my chest. My breath caught in my throat.

"What's that?"

It was a thick, pointed thing, stainless steel, shaped like a spear-head with a stainless steel stopper.

Saskia chuckled.

“You and Stephen don’t do anal?”

“Anal?”

Stephen and I were a normal healthy loving couple. Our sex life was good but it was good because we loved and cared for one another. We weren’t kinky. We didn’t need to do sleazy things to make our love life hot.

"The senator’s into anal."

"He’s what?!"

She held the thing up.

"Haven't you ever used a butt-plug?"

"You mean...?”

Saskia grinned.

"You're so innocent, Farrah! The senator's going to have a field day!”

No he wasn’t. This had to stop. This was going to stop right now. It wasn’t worth it. Betraying my husband? Maybe even losing him? Losing Stephen for that?

Saskia murmured:

“A bit higher, please."

I cocked my butt higher. The warm puddle tided in my ring. Oil trickled down my bottom.

"Ouch!"

The same exquisite fingertip that had waded in my pussy gently was massaging my ring. A manicured nail worked its way into my clenched hole.

“Ow!”

“Your butt’s perfect, Farrah. You know that? Your ass is something else again.”

I hated it when she used such common language but I couldn’t stop the sweet shiver in my pulsing ring.

“... Oh... oh...”

"Believe me. You're going to need a bit of opening up to take the senator. Relax."

Relax?

She pulled her finger out.

Something smooth and pointed inserted itself into the tiny opening Saskia had made.

There was no way the whole thing would ever fit in.

The plug's tip was smooth and rounded. Saskia wound it gently, slowly into my rear hole exerting more and more gentle pressure as the plug grew wider.

“... Oh God...!”

I wanted to tell her to stop, but suddenly there was a delicious melting sensation in my bottom. The bones in my butt were dissolving. My whole rear end was on fire. The plug hurt as it stretched my ring wide open, but I didn’t care, the melting sensation felt too good.

There was an ecstatic moment when the whole thing went in and the stopper nestled tight between my cheeks.

"...Oh... oh... oh... yes... ye-eeeeeees...!"

"Okay. Stand up."

Standing up was like mounting a voluptuous pole of desire. The plug felt like it was going all the way up inside me. My hips swayed. My butt jerked. I went weak at the knees. The thing in my bottom swung me about like a sapling in a summer breeze.

"Now walk!"

I took a step and hung onto the door.

"Oh God. I'm going to cum!"

No I wasn’t. I held on tight to the delicious sensation skewering me.

Walking got easier.

Saskia led me into her bedroom. She looked at her watch.

"He's due in twenty minutes.” It was impossible. She’d said one. She’d said the senator wasn’t due till one o’clock. We hadn’t spent that long in the bnathroom! “Bob's always punctual. Better get you dressed."

She opened a wardrobe full of beautiful clothes and expensive shoes. When Saskia went out she dressed in style. But when she stayed home...

... Thongs and cami-knickers... see-thru halters and tank-tops... fishnet body stockings... teddies and suspender belts... I laughed out loud:

“There’s nothing my size! They’re way too small! You’re such a titchy little thing!”

I felt as if I was hanging onto my sanity.

She pulled out some classy looking shopping bags from the bottom of the wardrobe.

“I know how to shop, honey. And let me tell you, I’m a perfect judge of size.”

I laughed out loud. My laugh came out sounding crazed.

“I’m not wearing that!”

I’d never worn leather. Not once. Ever. Not leather hot-pants. Stephen didn’t like to see me in leather, he said it looked cheap. Not red leather hot-pants with a zip-up crotch.

“Farrah!”

I knew when I was being threatened.

“They’re too tight! You’re not a perfect judge at all!”

It was a struggle pulling them up.

Toothed metal dug into my split. The waist stopped miles below my hips. Taut leather flattened the stopper into my butt. The zip nipped at my clit, groaned up my mound. It was a job squeezing the button through its button hole.

Saskia clapped her hands.

“Perfect!”

She fished in another shopping bag.

A couple of strings under my shoulder blades, a couple of strings round my neck, skimpy black see-thru silk tightening on my nipples. You couldn’t even call it a tank-top. I lifted up my hair while Saskia knotted the strings around my neck.

I felt scared and ridiculous, for a second even more ridiculous than frightened.

“Red and black! Couldn’t you have got red and red? Or black and black? Nothing matches!”

Saskia chuckled.

“You look fine. Bob’s not into such subtleties. You look great.”

What sort of moron thinks a woman looks great in stuff like this?

I climbed into a pair of six-inch spike stilettos, metallic-red strappy sandals. The plug stirred in my butt like a rocket at lift off.

"Oh. And one last thing," said Saskia. "You're not Farrah while you're with the senator. You're Desirée. Okay?"

"Desirée?"

"You’re a working girl.” No I wasn’t. No way was I a prostitute. “You need a working name. And I like 'Desirée'."

It was a cheap name. Cheap and nasty. It didn’t suit me.

“Alright.”

If it helped prevent Stephen finding out what I was doing ‘Desirée’ was okay by me.

The doorbell rang.

I froze.

Cold shivers ran up and down my body.

Saskia nodded in the direction of the ringing.

"You go!"

"No! You!" Our neighborhood was quiet and respectable. I'd never live it down if someone saw me. Saw me and told Stephen. “Please!”

Saskia was implacable.

“No! You. "You! Just do it!”
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FARRAH

"... Well... my...!" The senator looked me up and down. "... Desirée!..."

"... Erm... yes... yes... come in..."

I couldn't believe I was talking to such a famous, powerful man. He was much more handsome than I remembered. Big and tall. Broad across the shoulders. His athletic physique looked good in its charcoal-grey merino/silk-weave suit.

He gave me the smile that all the voters loved, particularly the female voters.

"... Sure was my lucky day when I rang that wrong doorbell..."

"... Yes... yes... it was... please... please come in..."

When he'd rung my doorbell a few days earlier he'd looked momentarily anxious. He'd assumed I knew that the girl next door was a prostitute. Everybody knew his face. He’d been worried that I might realize that he was visiting a prostitute.

He didn’t look worried now. Senator Robert Jones wasn’t anxious any more. He wasn’t the type to stay worried for long. His blue eyes sparkled an absolute confidence in himself. His broad smile flashed ownership of all that he beheld.

“... Do come in...”

I held the door open for him. He paused.

“... Why thank you, Desirée...” He enjoyed calling me by a name he knew wasn’t mine. “... Thank you kindly...”

He knew I was trying to keep out of the doorway, that I was paranoid one of the neighbors might see me. I mumbled:

“... It’s... it’s... nice to see you again...”

“Sure is.”

Paranoia took hold. He and Saskia had set this whole thing up. He wanted the neighbors to see me in my fuck-me gear. It was their way of keeping me quiet. Once he’d fucked me there was no way I’d ever dare go to the newspapers. Saskia and the senator had arranged this whole dreadful thing to keep my mouth shut. Either that or they’d glimpsed a sleazy, promiscuous side of me I never even knew I had.

I led him into the living room.

"... Would you like a drink... erm... senator?"

He smiled.

"Bob"

"... Oh... yes... erm... what would you like to drink, Bob?"

"Bourbon’ll do."

There was no sign of Saskia.

Saskia had vanished. She wasn’t going to help me after all!

I poured two shots of bourbon from Saskia’s well-stocked drinks cabinet. I handed him the glass.

He sniffed at the whiskey.

“And one for you?”

It wasn’t a suggestion. It was an order. He lifted his glass. He wanted to drink a toast, to who or what I had no idea.

“To ringing wrong doorbells!”

Ugh! The whiskey burned my throat. It brought tears to my eyes. I don’t drink much, especially in the middle of the day.
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