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[image: ]




​​Michael's Story

IT WAS MICHAEL WHO started it really. They were all at the country club and had just finished showering after a workout in the gym followed by a swim and a sauna. After washing away the sweat, they were mellow and glowing, their outer and inner selves resplendent with the illusion of renewed vigour.

Perhaps their nakedness had something to do with it, symbolising the putting aside of their inhibitions as well as their clothes. All the same, Michael initiated the telling of secrets with a simple enough question.

'How old were you the first time you had it, Jamie?' Shaking his sandy-haired head, Jamie's smile turned to a chuckle. 'Young but virile. What's it to you?'

Michael's expression reflected the mood of the moment as he stretched his well-worked-out torso in the sequestered privacy of the men's changing room. They were all boys together, confident of their own sexual prowess, but still possessing an adolescent curiosity about that of others.

'Natural interest.' Michael shrugged cheerily. 'Anyway it's all water under the bridge. We can all look back on our successes and failures now in the light of experience and, boy, have I had some experience!'

'Okay, okay. If you're the great super-stud, Mickey boy, then why so nosy about my first time?'

Michael got up from the bench, stretched, and turned his eyes to his biceps as he flexed his right arm, his muscles tensing and relaxing as he curled and uncurled his fingers. His penis quivered as he did so. After exercising and showering, Michael always did his cooling-down stretches naked. The others did their best to appear disinterested, yet it was hard not to admire his body and wonder just how many women had admired it too.

'I'm only asking out of interest,' Michael went on. 'Nothing wrong with comparing notes is there? Anyway, who's to say you can't teach me something?'

'Tell you mine any time,' said Thomas in that calm, low voice of his. Leaning his head back against the coolness of a metal locker, he closed his eyes and smiled. He had a white towel wrapped around his waist. His flesh looked a deeper brown against it than it actually was. He had a few dark brown moles scattered over his shoulders and down his back - like beauty spots. 'I can see it all now,' he said softly. 'Firm round bottoms, long, girlish legs.'

'And that was only the boys!' It was Michael who said that. Michael who was so sure of his looks, his masculinity, his sexual prowess. Michael, who was married to Josie, an artistic and charming wife; so gifted, so pleasant, and so long-suffering.

They laughed like men do when they're together on their own territory, where a sign on the outside of a door confirms the fact: Changing Room. Men Only.

Jamie, looking thoughtful, rolled his bulging shoulder muscles. As he did so, his chest hair - which was as much as Michael's and Thomas's combined - moved in shuddering waves. Like Thomas, he too was wearing a white towel around his thighs. But Jamie did not like Michael to outdo him. He flung it to one side and exposed the crinkly hair that clustered thickly in his groin. His cock was stiff, begging the others to look at it. They appeared not to, but that did not mean they had not noticed.

Jamie tried to look unconcerned. 'Interesting to think back,' he said casually. 'Interesting to wonder what we would have done if we'd had the experience then that we have now. Would we have married the women we did?'

A quick furtive look came to Michael's eyes, then was gone. A more gentle look came to Thomas's. Jamie saw them both, but did not comment. He smiled a satisfied smile beneath the partial camouflage of his sandy moustache. 'Tell me how old you were when you first used your weapon.' He directed his question at Michael.

Taken aback for the moment, Michael ran his fingers through his blue-black hair whilst he collected his thoughts. Then he fingered the well-defined and exceedingly tight muscles of his stomach.

'I was young,' he said rather carelessly. 'When I was younger, I'd already peered down a few knickers for a lollipop or the privilege of letting a girl see what I had down mine. You know, the usual stuff. As time went on, I also got to feeling their hairless little quims and squeezing their adolescent breasts. They're hard at that age. Small too, but the nipples are large and soft and their pubic hair is real soft - a bit like cotton wool.'

He paused as he savoured the memories. How sweet those moments were, how arousing to a penis untouched, unkissed, and unused.

'Go on.' Jamie had sat himself on the opposite end of the bench on which Thomas was stretched out. He was leaning forward, hands on knees, his pale eyes all attention. Thomas appeared to be listening, but his eyes were still closed and his head rested against the metal locker once more.

To Michael it was no longer of any importance who was listening. From deep within he dredged his thoughts and restarted his story. Once began, it was almost as though his two friends were no longer there. It was as though he were back at school again, and the games teacher from the girls' school had come to take the boys swimming because Mister Grant, the games master, had gone on honeymoon. He explained that to them and they mouthed noises of approval.

'She said she wanted us to do the breast stroke,' Michael began. 'Two lengths, green team only, then back to her.

'Even before she blew her whistle to start us off, I was struck by the way she said the word "breast". It was stressed as though she hoped that someone might notice. Well, I noticed. I smiled, saw her glance my way, then glance away again. She made me feel warm. I felt special.

'Like the other boys, I dived into the pool and, putting as much effort into my strokes as possible, I swam the required two lengths.

'I touched home first, and after shaking the water from my hair and face I thrust my fist triumphantly into the air and looked up. I couldn't believe what I saw.

'Miss Redpath was wearing a pair of navy blue items that were a cross between shorts and culottes. They had very baggy legs and came to about halfway down her thighs. She had white plimsolls and socks on as well and her legs were a very soft brown. I guessed she was that colour all over and just thinking about her naked body made me instantly hard.

'Her legs were spread to brace herself and she leant forward so that her whistle rested on her knees. Above, I could see her brown thighs going on and on until they met a cloud of dense black hair.'

Michael closed his eyes and took in a deep breath. 'For the first time I caught the mysterious sea-green scent of a grown woman and saw what she has between her legs. Crisp black hair curled over plump lips from which a small, pink button peeked through.

'Despite the title "Miss" I could not believe that she had not yet been invaded by a hard, hot penis. In fact, I was convinced that she had had many. But had she been bereft of such intrusion of late? Was that the reason for her lewd behaviour with a bunch of adolescent boys?

'She saw me looking, and I blushed.'

'Were you a wee bit embarrassed?' It was Jamie that asked.

Michael shook his head. 'I don't think so. I think it wasn't just my cheeks that were on fire, but my body too. Besides that, my swimming trunks suddenly seemed far too small for what was in them.'

There was a low murmur of ribald laughter.

Michael, encouraged by their obvious enjoyment of his tale, continued. 'She said, "Well done, Michael. You did that very well. No doubt you can do something else very well too.' Michael paused. 'My heart thumped as I considered what she might mean. "How about a crawl?" she said.

'Her suggestion was not exactly a disappointment. Like her intonation of the word "breast", I was sure there was something else meant by what she said. But I did the crawl just as she asked. I knew she was watching me every inch of the way. When I got back to where she was standing, I was doubly sure. Normally, a teacher would move and direct attention to other pupils. But not Miss Redpath.

'Again, I found myself looking up Miss Redpath's shorts, and, again, I caught the whiff and sight of her sex. 'At the end of the lesson, she sought me out, told me not to go into the changing room but to stay and do some more swimming.'

Michael broke off recounting his tale, threw back his head and intoned her name in a low, long moan. As he did so, his penis stiffened and moved slightly. 'Miss Redpath! Miss Redpath! Oh, I remember you so well. What a woman!'

He paused again and smiled dreamily as though he were recalling her more clearly to mind. Before they could get impatient with waiting, he resumed his story.

'She had chocolate-dark eyes. I remember them gleaming with admiration as they ran over me. I was a well-developed lad. I wasn't as fit as I am now, but I had a mature, taut body, good muscle tone, and strong thighs. I wore my hair a little too long. I remember it curling around my neck. Later on, when we came to know each other better, I remember her fingers squeezing the water out of it. But not then. That was later.'

'Never mind you.' It was Jamie again. He sounded impatient. 'What about her? What was she like? What happened next?'

Michael smiled smugly. Jamie was hanging on his every word. It was easy to imagine his penis erecting beneath the soft towel wrapped loosely around him.

Thomas, on the other hand was listening but seemed more abject, more thoughtful about what he was hearing.

Unperturbed, Michael went on.

'I remember her skin being as smooth and as silky brown as coffee laced with cream and brandy. I remember the huskiness of her voice.

"'You are a very strong swimmer," she said. "I think you could go far if you put your mind to it. Have you considered having extra tuition?"

'I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I was excited, but I managed to reply, "I would like to learn more if the chance arises. So far I've never found anyone willing to teach me."

'She smiled and suggested we start right away.

'What she taught me was not on the school curriculum. 'Being only a young boy, I was apprehensive as she locked the door to the baths.

'She told me to get out of the pool. Her look was appraising as she walked slowly round me in a complete circle. I remember that one finger tapped thoughtfully at her lips. Every so often, she raised her eyes and grinned impishly.

'When she spoke, I felt I would melt. "Now. Let me see all that you have. I need to know every imperfection in your structure, your bones, your muscles, every asset of your body."

'I knew what she might be implying, but did I have it right? I mean, I didn't want to do the wrong thing. After all, she was a teacher. Did she really mean she wanted to see me all over? All over? Was she really asking me to drop my swimming trunks? I plucked up the courage and asked her.

'She did not falter. "Of course. How else can I undertake a constructive critique? Take off your pants."

'With trembling hands, I carried out her instructions. I pulled my wet trunks to my ankles. She was behind me as I bent over so she had a full view of my hanging testicles. I could feel her eyes upon them and I wondered what she was thinking. Such thoughts made me hot and excited.

'I stood up straight as she came round in front of me. I was aware that my penis was thrusting forward. I could have hung a coat on it! She noticed too. Her tongue rolled along her lips and her eyes were very wide, very bright.

'Suddenly, her eyes narrowed. "I need to feel how hard you are. Do you mind?"

'Shivering with anticipation, I shook my head and avoided looking down. Something new, strange, and exceedingly wonderful was happening at the top of my legs. Balls that had been made of mere flesh, now felt as though they were made of lead. A penis that had mostly lain hidden among its crown of hair, except when coaxed into an erection under the sheets of my bed, now became hard.

'She looked and sounded pleased. "Your muscle tone is very good. Michael, my dear boy, you are so well developed for your age."

'I said yes. I remember it being hard to say, but I concentrated hard. As I concentrated, I smelt her again. The scent of her sex was in my mind. Blood rushed from my head to my cock as she ran her hand over my shoulder, down my arm, and across my chest.

'I trembled and closed my eyes. That only made things more intense. Without seeing what was happening to me, my other senses took over and my erection got stronger, more demanding.

'She slid her hands down my back. She moved behind me and placed both hands on my buttocks; fingered them, caressed them. As I clenched my muscles, my cock shot forward. I could almost have come at the feel of her fingers. She went on stroking my behind, then ran her hands around the front, slid them over my belly, then took my cock in both hands.

'I remember groaning. I remember closing my eyes then groaning again. I remember opening my eyes and seeing the top of her head sink away from me as she slid downwards and licked my foreskin so it crumpled away from the rest of my member.

'Her tongue licked me from the very tip of my cock to the very root. At any moment I could have spilled my load, but I didn't want to shame myself before her. I wanted her to be pleased with me, to heap praises on my head and tell me how good I was at it, and how much better I would become. I was like that when I was younger. I always wanted to be the best at whatever I did.'

Jamie and Thomas exchanged glances. Michael hadn't changed much.

So engrossed was he in his own story, that he did not notice their wry smiles.

'She licked between my thighs and sucked at my balls before she raised herself and took my cock into her mouth. I was shivering like a jelly and my knees would have knocked together if she hadn't been partly between them.

'Perhaps it was because it was the very first time a woman had done that to me, but I still look on that first fellatio as the best one I ever had. Or perhaps it was because it was the very first time.

'She held my balls in her hand as she sucked at me. Her other hand held my behind, gripping my buttock so that she could move me backwards and forwards to suit the dictates of her mouth and her inclination.

'When I came, I thought she would eat me. Again and again I felt her sucking on me with all the intensity of a high-powered vacuum cleaner.

'Not a drop of semen remained on my flesh once I retrieved it from her mouth.

'I sighed, and she kissed my lips as she patted my now soft member.

'I told her it was lovely and asked when she would do it again. I remember her raising her eyebrows. '''Immediately,'' she said, and took off her clothes.

'Just as I had guessed, she was lightly brown all over.

My eyes opened wide and my cock stiffened again as I looked at her. What a sight she was! Her breasts were like small plums tipped with purple nipples. Her belly had a gentle roundness about it, and her pubic hair was the most abundant I have ever seen.

'She told me to follow her.

'Up on the diving board, she turned, braced herself on the side bars, and spread her legs over them.

"'Look," she said. "This is what you are having now."

'That pungent smell was stronger. Her purple-red lips were now open to me. Her most secret place was mine for the taking.

'Already a decent erection was returning and, once it was hard enough, I approached and, with her help, pushed my way into her.

'The urge to fuck was upon me. It happened as if the skill to fuck had always been there, as though I'd been born with it. There I was, no longer a boy but not yet a man, jerking my hips backwards and forwards, burying my juvenile erection into her moist and wide-open vagina.

'All the while she hung there for me over those chromium rails whilst I pushed myself into her, rolled her breasts in my hands, and squeezed her nipples with my fingers.

'The heat of her sex, of her womanhood was all around me, drawing me in, devouring me for her pleasure. In return, the warm moistness of her sexual muscles coaxed my climax out of me as no hand or mouth could do.

'I came into her and my shouts of sheer joy echoed round and around the high-vaulted ceiling of the swimming bath. As I came she closed her eyes and groaned long and low.

'It was incredible. Incredible. Something I will always remember.'

Jamie shook his head. 'Incredible alright. Are you telling the truth?'

'Would I lie?'

'Why should you?' Thomas spoke quietly as he got up from the bench where he had been sitting.

Not once, Michael noticed, did Thomas look his way. It unnerved him, but he did not allow himself to be ruffled. 'I've no reason to lie. You asked, I answered.' He patted Jamie on the arm. 'Your turn next.'

Jamie laughed then smiled broadly. 'Sure. I'll tell you on Wednesday. That's when I'm here next.'

Michael slapped him on the back affectionately. 'Hold you to it.'
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MICHAEL SMILED TO HIMSELF as he drove home. Those listening could not have known that he had put into words a fantasy he had enacted over and over again in his mind for very many years.

At school there had indeed been a teacher who stood spread-legged at the end of the pool. She had indeed been a lovely creature, her skin a tawny brown by virtue of her mixed parentage. Her eyes had been dark brown, her lips full and her hair a crinkly mass of blackness that fell to halfway down her back.

The boys, him included, had looked up her wide-legged shorts and imagined they could see far more than was actually visible in the musty darkness at the top of her legs. Miss Redpath had been the stuff teenage fantasies were made of, a useful adjunct to a throbbing penis and a hard-working hand. That fantasy had stayed with him. The story he had told his friends had been the imaginings of what they might have done together, not what had actually happened. The truth of his first time was far less exciting.

Deirdre Anderson, the sister of one of his friends, had been besotted with him. She had ginger hair and dusky green eyes. She also wore spectacles which left a red indent over the bridge of her nose. Curiosity had overcome taste when it came to shedding his virginity. Deirdre had been a lily waiting to be plucked, and he had plucked her. Because he didn't want to be seen out with someone who wasn't exactly top drawer when it came to looks, he had suggested that they meet in the garage at the back of his house which backed onto the same lane as hers did. It was the first time in his life that he knew himself to be on a sure thing.

His parents and her parents were out, and her brother had a passion for cricket. Michael had been given a ticket for the county match for his birthday. With saintly expression, he had handed the ticket over to his friend who was gullible enough not to doubt Michael's protestations that he wasn't really feeling up to it and, besides, he was looking forward to rugger and the winter.

Nothing could have been further from the truth.

In the garage, Deirdre allowed herself to be pressed tightly up against the cold grey of the concrete wall.

Fumbling beneath her school skirt, Michael had grown more and more excited, his kisses getting wetter and wetter as he rammed his tongue into Deirdre's open mouth.

In order to prevent her crying out, he had sucked determinedly on her lips as he slid his hand into her white cotton knickers and his fingers into the slippery flesh that nestled within her sexual divide.

Deirdre's one redeeming feature had been that she wore stockings rather than tights, and the feel of her adolescent thighs had fired his enthusiasm so his cock was good and ready to penetrate the unknown and untried.

Slipping his fingers beneath the crotch of her knickers, he had pushed her legs apart with his free hand and his knee. Elation had surged through his bloodstream as the head of his penis had parted the lips of her sex.

Freeing her breasts from the constraints of her bra was easy once his penis was in her. Big breasts tumbled into his hands and her nipples stiffened, reminding him of ripe acorns.

As the fierceness of his thrusts increased, her ample hips began to jerk towards him and her pubic hair mingled with his.

It had been the first time and Michael had been a novice in the field of human physiology and erogenous zones. But one thing he had been aware of, even at that age, was the fundamental facts of procreation. He was well aware that what went up could result in a nine-month foetus coming down, a fact he wished at all costs to avoid. He had no intention of becoming a teenage bridegroom. Neither did he wish to become a father.

Fast and furious, his semen began to rise up the length of his member. Excited as he was, breath quick, face hot, he kept his head. Just as his semen was about to spurt from his end, he pulled it out, leaving Deirdre sobbing with regret, and let his fluid fall into the pool of oil left on the floor by his father's car.

Deirdre continued to bemoan her dissatisfaction and he couldn't quite understand why. Clitoris was a name he only vaguely knew. He wasn't really sure where it was situated among those fleshy lips, or what its function was. Such information only became clearer as he got older. So poor Deirdre was left bereft of climax, her sex slippery with juice, and one leg of her knickers tom beyond repair.

Michael sighed and shook his head. Deirdre and the true story of his first time was not for repeating but, thankfully, Miss Redpath had still been in his head.

His eyes sparkled and he began to laugh as he remembered the envy on the faces of his friends.
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SOFT WHITE CURTAINS were billowing over a honey-coloured pine floor in a white-painted studio at the house Michael shared with his wife, Josie. Michael was being the perfect host, refilling glasses as he explained his wife's paintings and sculptures to his business guests.

True to form Josie had provided a superb dinner. As well as being a skilled artist, Michael's wife was also an excellent chef. Her Seafood Thermidor had been exquisite, her Steak Italienne tender and tasty. After the refreshing contrast of melon and apricot sorbet, the brandy and coffee had gone down well - very well indeed.

'Lucky you,' said Alan Frinton, Executive Director of Far East Investments, the company Michael was presently wooing. 'What joy it must be to have a wife who is gifted, a good cook and beautiful.'

He said this as he admired an erotic terracotta figurine that stood on an ebony plinth. He did not see the lie in Michael's eyes, he only heard him agree.

'You are so right. Josie is a treasure in more ways than one. With each showing of her paintings, her own personal treasure trove increases. I can honestly say her bank account is bigger than mine. If I didn't do what I do, you could almost term me a kept man.'

Alan Frinton laughed as his eyes followed the slender woman with the striking red hair. He was not entirely fooled. In his head he was comparing the dynamic, extrovert Michael with the ephemeral Josie. She was too pale for Michael, he decided, too sensual, and far too clever. If only, he thought to himself, smiling benignly, but he did not comment. He was not alone in admiring Josie.

'Has she shown her work in many exhibitions?' asked Doug Hammond, the most important man in the company - Managing Director and Chairman all wrapped into one.

Hammond was admiring a pastel nude that echoed the cubism of Picasso but had a certain originality; triangles of colour and light accentuated the curves of the woman's body. It was titled Ashanti.

'Three so far. But there will be more. In fact, she's off to Cornwall shortly to make a personal appearance at the new place in St Ives. It should be very successful if her previous exhibitions are anything to go by.'

There was a certain pride in his voice when he spoke of his wife. Josie was part of his success story. When he'd first met her and asked her out, she had turned him down, told him he was much too much of a womaniser for her. And anyway, she told him she loved someone else. But he'd been persistent; had even given her the impression he'd become celibate on her account. Of course he hadn't, but he'd never let on that he seldom went to bed alone when he was away on business trips.

The day came when the man Josie loved seemed to have disappeared from the scene.

Always adept at turning a sad situation to advantage, Michael had swooped. With a keen resolve he didn't know he had, he pursued her, wore down her resistance until making her his own became as fixed an objective in his mind as being top salesman, most promising executive, and probable director. Josie had become his wife.

Michael's success within the company had soared. Socialising and entertaining became a way of life. Josie had been a worthwhile investment, but Michael's tastes were diverse and wide-reaching. Eventually, he had succumbed to more colourful women and more vigorous sex. His life had divided into two. Josie was home, and home only melted into his professional life when he allowed it to.

Dutiful as she was, Josie played her part well. She came up behind them as they admired her paintings and asked if everything was alright. Asked them if she could get them anything else - anything at all. She smiled warmly as if she were there just to be beautiful for them, just to be willing.

After the guests had gone, the phone rang. Josie heard it from the kitchen; heard Michael pick it up; heard his voice drop in volume.

Eyes blinking rapidly and face flushed, she walked out into the garden, the white curtains swirling behind her. Shoulders rigid, she stood still on the patio and waited for his footsteps, for the hesitation in his voice.

'The roses look so beautiful,' she said softly. 'And their smell is quite impossible to describe.'

He came up behind her, rested his hands just below her shoulders. His palms were warm, yet she wanted to shiver.

'I have to go out. That was Alan. Our guests have got more stamina than we gave them credit for. They're having a drink at the Hyperion and fancy having a flutter. They've asked me to join them.'

'I see. And you have to go, of course.'

'Of course I do, darling. It's business.'

Not once did she turn to look at him. Not once did her voice betray what she might be feeling.

The fact that she hadn't seemed to notice what he said unnerved Michael. Just because there was no accusation in her eyes didn't mean he didn't feel guilty. On the contrary, receiving no response made him feel more guilty. But why should he? Hadn't he given her a plausible excuse? He'd been to the Hyperion before, and so had she. While he had played the tables with Jamie and Crystal, she sat on a bar stool with Thomas, Crystal's husband, and Mariana, Jamie's wife - until Mariana had gone off to dance with some young black stud. Calm down, he said to himself. The Hyperion is a plausible enough excuse.

But that was it. That was all it was. An excuse, and although Josie never questioned the truth of it, she never voiced any objection. Such disinterest made Michael suspicious that she knew.

Before anything could be hinted at, he left.

Josie heard his car start and, as it drove away, the squareness of her shoulders lessened.

From beneath her folded arms, she pulled out a mobile phone, dialled a number, and heard a well-loved voice. 'He's gone. I'm in the garden.'

That was all she said.

Placing the phone on a garden table, she threw back her head and smiled up at the moon. Then she kicked off her shoes and let the green dress she was wearing slide to her ankles. She wore nothing beneath it. Michael had not known that. It was enough for her to know it, just as she had known that Michael would take advantage of having important business guests and go out after dinner.

Kicking the dress to one side along with her shoes, she threw out her arms, let out a yell and ran through the wet grass like a happy child.

In the dark shadows beneath a Japanese maple, she lay out on the damp grass, rested her head on her arms, and stared at the moon.

At first the only sound around her was the rustling of the trees.

Then there were footsteps; light and swift on the long grass that prevailed in this part of the garden.

He came into her vision and stood between her and the moon so it seemed to form a halo around his head.

She opened her eyes and smiled. 'My love. Here at last.

Let me worship you.'

Silently, he took off his clothes and lay down beside her.

Although the grass was chill to her back, his body was warm against hers.
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MICHAEL RAN HIS HANDS around the steering wheel as he drove. They were sweaty - mostly with excitement. A throbbing expectancy ebbed and flowed in his lower torso.

Swiftly, he switched his lights from main beam to dipped. Ahead of him was the lay-by - their usual meeting place. Her car was already there. Just thinking about her dark hair, her sparkling blue eyes, made him breathe more heavily. Thinking about her perfectly round and very full breasts, her voluptuous abandon when he made love to her, increased the aching throb between his legs.

Accompanied by a cloud of expensive perfume, Crystal, Thomas's wife, opened the car door and slid into the seat beside him. His hands left the steering wheel and grabbed her shoulders. He clasped her to him as their lips met in a hot and passionate kiss.

'It's so good to see you,' he said, his lips still pecking at her cheek, her ear, the soft waves of her hair. He smelt her freshness, her warmth permeating through his shirt to his skin.

The firmness of her body excited him. The smell of her invoked an odd feeling in him of wanting to ram himself into her as a knife slides into butter. He wanted to eat her, mould with her, savour her body in such a way that all his senses would be satisfied.

'I want you.' That was all she said.

As her hands ran down over his chest to his waist and his zip, Michael threw back his head. Murmurs of ecstasy emerged from his throat as she pulled his erection from the front of his trousers and began stroking it. Her head dropped to his lap.

Michael groaned. 'Crystal! Darling! Can't you wait?'

A murmured 'no' drifted upwards. Through narrowed eyes, he could see the• top of her head bobbing up and down in a steady tempo as her lips sucked on him. Her mane of dark hair hid his sex and what she was doing to it. Never mind. He didn't need to see. He could feel what she was doing, and it was absolutely delicious.

'That is so good.' As he groaned with pleasure, he rested his hands on her head and adjusted his pelvis so she could get to him better.

Hot, moist kisses fell from her lips and all along his stem. Her tongue licked at his pubic hair and her hands pulled on him with a steady rhythm.

'Crystal. Oh Crystal!'

His voice had a drifting quality about it - like a breeze blowing rushes along a river-bank. Like the rushes, he was helpless to do anything about it.

'Oh, Crystal, I'm coming,' he moaned.

The moment of no return was nigh, but just as he was about to ejaculate, she brought her head up and kissed him.

'Crystal,' he moaned once her lips had left his. 'I was coming.'

'Have you told Josie yet?'

Instead of replying, he kissed her. It was a short kiss.

She pushed him away.

'Have you told her, Michael?'

'Oh come on, Crystal. I had guests tonight. Big-shot guys who I had to impress. Josie did a great job and, anyway, before I could get her alone you rang and demanded I get out to see you.'

She turned her head as he tried to kiss her so his mouth landed on her ear.

'You're full of shit, Michael. I don't know why I love you. I should hate you, the way you treat me.'

Michael sighed and despondently rested his head on one hand. When Crystal had called earlier that evening, he had immediately wanted sex with her. He had come out with that specific intention in mind. Now, his penis was softening as the wetness her mouth had left turned chilly. Would she change her mind and stop pressurizing him to leave Josie and go off with her? He doubted it.

Crystal sat and glared through the windscreen. She folded her arms in front of her. It made her look quite formidable.

With red, glossy lips, Crystal pouted like a self-willed child. Michael suddenly felt very vulnerable.

'Well? When are you going to tell her?' Her voice took on a certain cutting edge.

Michael groaned. 'It's not that easy, darling.' He reached for her.

'Don't you darling me!' She hit him away.

Michael's penis was turning cold and his stiffness was going fast. He had an urge to put it away, but had a greater longing for her to go back down on him. The likelihood of it happening did not look too promising - not for the moment at least.

But Michael wanted his own way and meant to have it.

He softened his voice. 'Look, Crys. Tonight was full of business. The moment wasn't right, but it soon will be. Soon Josie will be off to Cornwall. Instead of just screwing each other ragged during that time, why don't we go over things and get everything in proper order. What do you say?'

When she turned the full force of her eyes on him, he felt like melting - or coming in his trousers. Crystal was beautiful and knew it. Sometimes he felt as though he were falling into those eyes of hers. It was as though each sparkling glint was a chip of glass that burrowed into his flesh and pulled him nearer to her like some weird magnetic field.

Slowly, the wilful glitter left her eyes. Her jaw loosened and the sculpted perfection of her cheekbones seemed softer.

A smile returned. 'Alright, Mike. When Josie's away, you and I will play. But we'll also make plans, plans for us; for me and for you.'

'Oh, yes.' Michael placed his hands on either side of her head. He ruffled her long, silky hair as he gazed at her, then sucked in his breath as her hands ran down to his open zip. 'Oh, yes,' he said again, his eyes half closing as his mouth met hers.

He was hot, he was hard again, and he was pretty sure that Crystal was about to resume what she had been doing so well.

With no care for his pride or his comfort, he felt his penis being pushed back into his pants. To his great surprise, this was followed by the sound of his zip being closed.

His lips left hers. 'What are you doing?'

She grinned and patted the bulge that pushed against his jeans.

'Keeping it for a rainy day.'

'But, Crys...!'

She wagged her finger at him, tapped his nose, then kissed it.

'Save it, buddy. Save it until Josie's away and we can get down to things a little more seriously and in far less restricted a space.'

'But, Crys...'

Crystal was already outside the car. He got out and ran after her before she had a chance to get into her soft-topped, sporty Merc.

'I told you before,' she said to him loftily. 'I want you full-time. So get to it. Stop messing me around.'

Michael stood with his mouth open, hands hanging useless at his side.

Panic suddenly grabbed hold of him. 'I will see you when Josie's in Cornwall, won't I?'

Crystal tossed her hair so it fell over her shoulder and down her back like a black fountain. Her attitude was unyielding.

'Of course you will. I fully intend to have you Michael Warner - one way and the other.'

He watched her go, her headlights searing through the darkness and making the tarmac of the road look wet as she drove swiftly out of sight.

There was a hollow feeling inside him, as though she had drained him dry. Crystal played with him. She lifted him up, and she let him down. She aroused him, then left him stranded high and dry with a full-blown erection. It was still there now, hot and throbbing in his pants.

He walked back to his own car and drove home. When he got there, the house was in darkness. Josie had already gone to bed.

There was a blueness about their bedroom, a soft ghostliness as the same sort of curtains that hung in the studio wafted gently before the open window.

Her shoulders were bare and gleamed almost silver.

The sheet barely covered her breasts. No matter that it was Josie and not Crystal, his penis responded to the sight of her. Crystal had left him high and dry. Now he wanted Josie.

Naked, he slid into the cool sheets beside her.

Her back was towards him. He kissed her between the shoulder blades and drank in the scent that was all woman, all warmth and understanding.

Josie was sweet. She was like a flower - a neat carnation wrapped into itself with a silky stalk and slim-limbed leaves. She was fragrant and sweet but not as wildly heady as Crystal; not as dark, not as compellingly beautiful but she didn't have the other woman's prickly thorns.

Oh Josie was sweet alright, and tonight he was glad to have her.

He ran his hands down her back, felt the angular form of her shoulder blades, the nodules of her spine only barely covered by flesh.

As his hips pulsed towards her and the tip of his penis nudged at her behind, his fingers followed the soft curve of her hip and the sweep of her thigh. Between kissing the nape of her neck and the indent between shoulder and ear, he murmured sweet nothings, told her how glad he was to have her.

What he was saying was only truth. He was glad he have her - at that moment. But it was Crystal who had aroused him, Crystal who had egged him on, played with him like a cheap toy and then left him wanting. It was Crystal who had set him ablaze.

Josie did not waken. But Michael didn't need to have her awake. He was enjoying what he was doing; feeling her, using her without her knowing. It was a very singular thing. With closed eyes, he jerked his pelvis against her, and when at last his moment came, he let his semen seep between the cheeks of her behind and run down to stain the sheets, just as Crystal was staining their lives.

And that was how Josie was thinking of Crystal: she was like a stain spreading, contaminating each person she touched. Thomas, her, Michael. And who else? Perhaps Jamie and Mariana too, though in what way was not clear.

I'd like to wash her out of our lives, just as I have to wash this sheet in the morning, she thought to herself.

Michael sighed and turned over, and Josie felt the semen run in a warm, sticky stream between the cheeks of her behind.
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