
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Stolen Servant

        

        
        
          Audra Grayson

        

        
          Published by CHIMERA, 2012.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      STOLEN SERVANT

    

    
      First edition. December 17, 2012.

      Copyright © 2012 Audra Grayson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1907976209

    

    
    
      Written by Audra Grayson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1


[image: ]




GENETTA TOOK A LONG drag on her cigarette and stared out at the grim car park. Vague thoughts flitted across her mind, but it felt good to be quiet after spending all morning on the phone. Anyway, her break was almost over. She glanced down at her watch and seeing the time, dropped her cigarette onto the asphalt and stepped on it daintily with the ball of her leather-soled, cream-coloured stiletto shoe.

'Time to get back to the phones, girls,' she announced.

'Oh, Genetta, you do spoil everything,' Marie said. 'You really are such a naughty girl, telling us what to do. Especially when, as your boss, I should be the one telling you what to do. You slave drive us every time we come out for a cigarette.'

'They're bad for us anyway, as you well know,' Genetta retorted, but she was smiling.

'Bad girls, bad cigarettes,' Marie said. She walked to the back door of the office block and turned the key in the lock. The smokers, all dressed in smart business suits, filed into the building as Marie held the door for them. Genetta passed her boss last, and as she took the single step up she flashed another smile at her.

'I only do it to impress you,' she said.

'You only do what to impress me?' Marie asked.

'Boss the other girls.'

'But we know who the real boss is, don't we?'

'Yes...' Genetta nodded before finishing her thought. 'But you're such a fun sort, I thought perhaps I could be something like the teacher's pet. If I tried hard enough.'

'Keep trying, and you might be my pet yet.' Marie reached out, just a few inches, and her fingertips traced down Genetta's forearm as she spoke. Slowly Genetta moved forward, turning slightly away from the contact, but her body yearned for more.

She walked into the corridor and was suddenly conscious of the way her hips swayed as she walked in her high heels. Her skirt had a small slit up the back - nothing too revealing - but would Marie think it... unprofessional? Marie, after all, always wore conservative colours, clean lines, trousers and waistcoats and soft, silky, long-sleeved blouses.

Genetta wrenched her thoughts away from Marie's wardrobe and took her place back at her desk, in front of two overlapped posters of Ibiza and Jamaica. Her phone rang immediately.

'Hello, Mowbray's Travel,' she answered upon picking up the receiver, then spun to face her computer and began typing in dates, destinations and preferred carriers.

'Why do cheap bloody people take vacations, anyway?' Genetta shouted in her friend's ear. 'Some of them wince when you tell them that a flight to Mauritius is going to cost anything at all!'

Tracey laughed, but did not answer. Genetta shrugged, grabbed her friend's hand, and headed for the dance floor.

The coloured lights spun and flashed, turning the moving bodies into shards of filmy paper in a kaleidoscope. Genetta pulled her tight, short skirt even higher up her thighs and, tilting her chin up, shut her eyes. The driving house music thumped in her chest like an animal trying to escape her shapely body.

Raising her arms above her head, Genetta danced. She bent her knees, rode down low, and moved her hips in tight circles. When Tracey bumped her arm and offered her the evening's drug of choice, Genetta refused it - the dance would give her the escape she needed.

She knew that the massive televisions covered one huge wall in the club, but in her absorption Genetta didn't see herself appear on the first screen. The music flowed seamlessly from one song to the next, the rhythm, the throb always steady, and Genetta was transported. She felt the sweat rolling down her back as she swayed and ground and moved, then it rolled down her thighs and arms. Confined in the music's wordless world, bound by her own sensations, Genetta did not notice as the crowd thinned around her and picture after picture of herself appeared on the screens.

A low, purring voice interlaced with the beat, and it spoke words that Genetta felt herself perform, absorb and become.

'Go girl, dance. Move that body. Lift your skirt, baby, let's see what you've got. Yeah, now act like that's a man between your legs. He's on top of you, work him, slide on him.' Genetta encircled her arms in front of herself, threw her head back, and began pumping against a man she could almost feel.

The finger that ran down her exposed throat brought her to reality. She opened her eyes and found herself staring up into a stranger's face. He breached the circle that her arms made by pulling her hands apart and entered her embrace. Then he took her chin between forefinger and thumb and turned her face towards the wall.

Her own image towered there. Every camera had been trained on her as her dance's intensity grew. Now every screen contained a portion of her body and face. Genetta faced herself, fractured at the same time that she was whole, and gigantically looming over everyone else. The picture shocked her, and she felt herself go weak for a moment in the stranger's arms.

'You are very beautiful,' he leaned down and said huskily into her ear.

'I'm glad you think so,' she said, laughing, but a bit self-conscious now. Her partner grabbed her wrist, pulled her hand to his mouth, and kissed the palm.

'You're the most beautiful woman here by far,' he said, his voice still throaty and deep. She let her fingertips rest against his lips as and after he spoke. Overall, the impression he left with her was one of masculinity. His arms held her securely, his hand clasped her wrist easily, and his chest felt hard and solid. Genetta stole another look up at him. He was not the most beautiful man she'd ever seen or met, but then, she'd had enough of those.

She dropped her head on his chest as she turned to face the screens again. Slowly, now that the show was much more tame, the cameras went back to their usual business of panning the crowd, seizing on one dancer, and giving her an opportunity to be famous for thirty seconds.

'Just how long was I up there?' Genetta lifted her face to look at her new partner again and asked.

'Long enough for everyone in this place to know who I'm with when they see us.'

She took another long look at him. There was something decidedly different about him, although in every other way, he was just a regular looking chap.

'You're tanned,' she finally said.

He smiled down at her. 'And you're observant.

'So what am I now?' His hand slid up the back of her flimsy shirt, over the strap of her bra, and rubbed across her shoulder blades.

'Very cheeky, I'd say,' Genetta murmured.

'And now?' He bent down and began running the tip of his tongue over her neck, right under her ear.

'Spot on,' she whispered. She straddled his leg and began moving up and down, but without pressing her crotch against him.

He moved his mouth to her ear. 'Are you normally this sexually forward when meeting someone for the first time, or has your dancing made you drunk?'

'I like you,' she said. 'You're bold.'

'That's not what I asked,' he said, and she knew that he would not take her deflection for an answer.

'I want you. My pussy is making me "sexually forward".'

He said no more. His hand slipped out of her shirt and he pulled her hips towards himself. Reaching around he palmed the cheeks of her bottom and began to squeeze. Genetta groaned at the kneading and pushed her snatch hard against the firmness of his thigh. Jiggling her hips back and forth she got her split open inside the silken thong she wore, and her clit was exposed to this unyielding grind.

They pushed against each other's hips, and Genetta felt his brazen stiffness wanting her. She swung her leg over his to stand between his thighs. Slowly she knelt and worked her way down his torso. She gently bit the buttons of his loose-fitting white shirt. Finding a slot between two buttons she pushed her tongue into it and teased his belly. Finally she crouched in front of him, ran her hands up and down his strong legs and bobbed her head up and down, as if sucking his erection. Her nose and lips bumped against his straining hard-on again and again - she knew that she was tantalising him, making his cock feel as if it were on fire.

The man grabbed her arms and pulled her to her feet. Spinning her around he began shoving his hips against her bottom, and Genetta responded by pushing back as hard as she could. He grabbed a handful of her hair and used it as a rein, pulling her head back and arching her towards him. She shut her eyes again and grimaced at the slight pain he caused her.

Then he pulled her upright by her hair, and still holding it, began walking. Genetta had no choice but to follow his lead and move in front of him across the dance floor. He was pushing her towards a group of tables in a dark corner. She knew he wanted to finish what they'd started, right there, with her bent over and holding onto the rungs of a chair.

'No,' she protested loudly. 'Not here. I won't do it!'

'Fine, then,' he said behind her. With a tug he changed direction, and Genetta could tell they were headed for the men's room. He wanted her to straddle his cock as he sat on a toilet, but she had enough experience to know that such scenes in public could end with a gangbang and a dose of the clap. She stopped dead in her tracks.

'Oh no, I'm not doing that, either,' she said adamantly.

'So now you're backing out.'

She twisted her head around and he let go of her hair. 'I never agreed to anything in the first place,' she pointed out.

'So the mating dance out there meant nothing?'

'I'm not going to fuck you in a club, if that's what you're after.'

'Then where shall I fuck you?'

She licked her lips and looked up at him. He was aggressive. Persevering. She liked that. 'My place,' she said.

Genetta got into a black cab outside the club and sat well away from him. When he got in and began sliding quickly across the seat towards her, she pushed hard against his shoulder with the heel of her hand. 'No touching, no fondling, no molesting until we get to my place,' she insisted.

'What about foreplay?'

'There will be plenty of time for that.'

'Why not touch my dick, just for a second?'

'If I put my fist around your cock, you'll come too fast and there won't be anything left for me when we get to my flat.'

'You're a tease,' he told her.

'No, I just like men, and I like to savour the pleasure,' she countered.

'Are you a come-slut?' he asked bluntly, taking her a little by surprise with the unexpected frankness of the question.

'I'm not sure what you mean,' she said, and he smiled a smile that turned the corners of his mouth up slowly.

'I meant,' he stated slowly, 'do you like spunk? Do you like having it shot all over your tits and rubbed in? Do you like to have a man stand in front of you and wank until he explodes all over your face and look down at you and make you thank him for it? Do you like to have a man come in your mouth, then kiss you and share his semen with you?'

Genetta paused before making her answer. She was sexually experienced, but that was just sex - a man fingering her, mounting her, riding up and down as she struggled to get her clit against his shaft. These new suggestions were streets ahead of that.

'Do you want to do those things to me?' she asked, trying not to sound too coy.

'All that, and more,' he confirmed, looking at her cunningly.

His hand slid up his lap and she watched as he stroked himself through his jeans. He stared at her and she stared back as the lights of London framed his head, passing by the car window behind him.

The cab pulled up in front of the Victorian building where she lived and her partner passed the driver a twenty-pound note that seemed to appear from nowhere. He did not wait for change either, but got out of the cab. Genetta opened her door, and as she lowered one high-heeled shoe to the ground he appeared and held out his hand. She delicately laid her palm against his and squeezed his hand as he helped her to stand.

She heard the cab pull away from the kerb, and looked up at her soon-to-be lover. She let him hold her gaze for a long moment. 'Perhaps we should exchange names before we go up,' he said.

'My name's Genetta.' She stopped for a moment. 'Let's just leave it at that for now, all right?'

'That's a very pretty name. Almost edible, in fact. Pleased to meet you, Genetta - my name is Jack Adams.'

'Thank you for the compliment, Jack Adams,' she said. Genetta appreciated his candour in telling her his whole name, and still holding his hand she led him towards the steps that rose to the large front door of the building.

'My flat's at garden level,' she said softly. 'So not long to wait now.' She let go of his hand in order to get her keys out of her small bag. He wrapped his arm around her waist and let his hand stray up to her breast.

'Mmm... firm and pert,' he whispered. 'I cannot wait to get my mouth on them.'

The key turned in the lock and she pushed the heavy front door open. He slid his hand down to the small of her back and ushered her in before him.

The entrance hall was dimly lit and silent. As the door swung shut and closed behind them Jack shoved Genetta against the wall. He pulled her skirt up and pushed his hand between her thighs.

'Not here, someone might come,' she panted, lifting one leg up to his hip, spreading herself, making herself available to him. Impatiently he moved aside the silkiness of her scant thong. Then he pushed one finger inside her, then two, and from the easy way they glided into her pussy she knew she was completely wet and available.

Another finger followed the first two. Genetta squeezed her eyes shut and groaned against his chest as he opened her further. She heard the sound of her wetness as his hand moved inside her, and she felt her juices increase. Her wetness was flowing over his knuckles.

She opened her eyes and looked at him. His face became level with hers as he bent down in order to engulf his hand in her pussy. His eyes were open but his mouth was shut, set grimly as he concentrated on what he was doing to her. Quickly he pulled his three fingers out and added the fourth when he slid back up into her. He kept his fingers tightly together as they pressed inexorably up into her, and then began spreading them apart.

She panicked a little; her desire wanted him to get all the way inside, but her mind was troubled by what such reckless passion might do to her. Struggling, she writhed and twisted and tried to pull away from his persistent fingers, but he grabbed her by the shoulder and held her hard against the wall, pushing ever upward into her vagina.

'No,' she gasped as he pressed his shoulder into hers and ran his free hand over her hip. He reached behind her and began kneading her bottom as he pushed his fingers ever upwards.

The pressure cleared Genetta's mind. 'Let's go inside,' she whispered, and indicated her flat door with a nod of her head.

Groaning low in his throat he slowly pulled his hand from her, and as he straightened his back and stood in front of her she looked up into his eyes. He was a million miles away, apparently lost in lust.

'You won't hurt me, will you?' she asked.

'No more than you want me to,' he told her.

Her hands shook as she first tried to find her keys at the bottom of her purse, and then tried to sort out the right key for her door. Jack breathed heavily but slowly behind her, and she had the feeling he was going to get angry if she did not gain control of herself.

'I'm sorry,' she whispered as she found the key, and then let it slip from her fingers and fall to the bottom of her purse again.

'Don't apologise,' he said flatly. 'Just concentrate on what you're doing.'

She did as he said and finally clasped the key. Staring at the lock she slid the long stem into it and turned it steadily. When she heard the bolt click she took hold of the door handle and turned it slowly. The door pushed open easily, as if it had already made the decision to let the lovers in.

Ready to walk into her flat and engage in a night of passion, Genetta reached back to take Jack's hand. His fingers were still sticky with her juices. She tugged him, and he crossed the threshold behind her.

Once they were both inside she dropped to her knees in front of him and began to lick the fingers that had recently pressed their way into her. Jack curled his index finger when it was in her mouth and pulled it out slowly. He stroked the outline of her full lips with his fingertip. 'Warm, serviceable mouth,' he said softly. 'I want you to unzip my jeans with them.'

She reached up and carefully pushed aside the flap of denim that hid his zip. 'No, I told you to use only your lips. Keep your hands firmly behind your back. Clasp your hands together back there.'

She glanced up at him, only to see that he was staring down at her very seriously. Genetta did exactly as he said, and when her hands were behind her back she nuzzled at his swollen bulge with her nose and mouth. He helped her by unfastening the brass button and pulling the zip down just enough for her to catch it with her teeth. She tugged at it several times, loving the way the harsh metal felt against her lower lip as she worked.

He grunted his satisfaction at her performance and reached down to slide the zip the rest of the way to the bottom of its track. Genetta didn't want to suck him off right here, though. She wanted her sex to be full up with his broad cock; she wanted to take that first burning load in her belly, not in her mouth. So she slowly rose, and carelessly throwing her purse on the settee, took his hand again and led him through the flat to a door. 'My bed is back here,' she said invitingly. 'Should we go into my room?'

'Nothing would be better,' he replied.

Without another word she turned around, opened the door and led him into her bedroom. Jack moved up behind her and began running his hands over her waist and hips as they walked. She reached for the wall and flicked on the light, revealing an inviting double bed. A canopy hung suspended from wires on the ceiling, but the drape was pulled away on the side of the bed. A mirror was strategically placed on the wall nearby; Genetta loved the sight of a man making love to her.

Jack grabbed her by the hips and stopped her. Then he grasped the hem of her skirt and pulled it up. She felt it rest on the high curve of her bottom and knew that both her cheeks were exposed beneath the band of folded black material. Her thong was a cranberry red, and she imagined how inviting it looked, the thin red strap nestled in the deep valley between her buttocks, then emerging at the top and burrowing beneath her crumpled skirt to join the strip of red satin that encircled her waist.

Genetta stopped at the foot of the bed and didn't turn around to face the man who was watching her from behind. Her sex was making the silky crotch of her panties very damp as she thought of him admiring her curves and fair skin. She wanted to give it all to him. Then she felt him take her rolled-up skirt in his hand, and pull her back towards him. She rubbed her bottom against his hips, and then he let her go for a brief moment and pushed down his jeans and briefs. She felt his hard-on spring forward, the head of it butting against her bottom, and sighing, Genetta moved to catch it in her cleft.

'Come here now,' he ordered gruffly, and moved her round until they stood facing the full-length mirror on her wardrobe door. 'Oh, God, yes,' she whispered. 'I want to watch you do it to me from behind.'

'Be quiet, and look at yourself,' he said. She looked at him, behind her in the mirror, and then took a glance at her own eyes. They looked dark, in spite of the room's harsh overhead light. To her, she looked ready for a really good screw.

'Tell me what you see when you look at yourself,' he demanded. 'Tell me what you really see.'

'I - I see a girl who's in bad need of your cock,' she answered.

'I can see that much, but I would phrase it differently. Personally, when I look at you, all I can see is a little whore.'

Genetta blinked at the disparaging name she had just been branded with, and looked away shamefully from their reflections.

'I told you to look at yourself,' he promptly reminded her.

She forced her eyes back to meet her stare once again, and as soon as she was looking into her own soul again, he continued.

'Repeat after me: I am a little whore. Say it. Go on, say, "I am a little whore".'

Mumbling, she repeated his words.

'No, that's not right. And you know it's not right.' He pulled her skirt up even higher, to her lower back, and before she could move to avoid it he had swung and smacked her bottom. She gasped and bit her lower lip, determined not to make another sound. 'Now tell me what you are.'

'I... I'm a little whore,' she said quietly.

'And tell me why you are a little whore,' he persisted relentlessly.

'Because I want to be fucked from behind,' she whispered breathlessly, watching him watching her.

Jack shook his head, as though disappointed with her response. 'But it's more than that, isn't it, Genetta? It's because you would like to be treated like and fucked like a dog.'

Another smack landed. This one smarted more, and Genetta flinched, rocking forward as he hit her.

'Stand still,' he snapped.

He hit her again, stinging her flesh, and she could barely stop the yelp that rose from her throat.

'You are a little whore because I said so,' he growled. 'Do you understand that, Genetta?'

'Yes, Jack,' she said earnestly, 'I do understand that.'

'You are whatever I say you are.'

'Yes, I am whatever you say I am.'

'Yes, what...?'

'Yes... sir.' Her voice was still a tentative whisper. His rough, uncompromising treatment of her and the sting in her buttocks caused tears to blur her vision. But still, somewhat surprisingly, she did not fear him. This was a game with rules - rules that she was beginning to understand with increasing clarity.

Using her hair as a lead again, he pulled her back several paces from the mirror. He put his foot in between her high heels and nudged her feet apart from the insides.

'Spread your legs,' he instructed, and when she had done so, he said, 'Bend forward and brace yourself on your thighs, just above your knees.'

Again she obeyed without question, gripped her thighs tightly, her back elegantly straight as she bent from the waist, and craned her neck so she could see herself in the mirror. He stood behind her, surveying her enticing posture.

'Now you just watch, and feel, and learn...' he said enigmatically.

His erect penis was like an iron spike as it probed past her damp thong and pressed into her pussy. Genetta groaned her satisfaction in unison with his first long thrust and arched her back, angling her hips and bottom for him, to aid his powerful penetration. His cock sank even deeper with her movement, and he held her hips tightly, her unblemished flesh showing white where his fingers pressed like talons. She shut her eyes in delight and began grinding back and forth against him.

'I want you to watch us,' he reminded her, so she opened her eyes and focussed on the mirror just in time to see his hand release her hip, lift, swing down in an emphatic arc, and his palm connected soundly with her stinging cheek for the fourth time, causing her to squeal softly between her rhythmic pants.

'Your next infraction will result in a serious punishment,' he informed her, his rutting movements never faltering. But he was panting too now, the pleasure etched on his face, and Genetta moved lasciviously, pulling forward until just the head of his throbbing erection was buried inside her, and then slowly inching back on his length. She tightened her pussy muscles around him, trying to milk his seed from his swaying balls.

His face was strained with the effort of stopping the surge; she could see it in the mirror. She studied him closely. He stood with his hips pushed forward, letting her control the pace and angle of his cock sinking into her. He was staring down at her pussy, gliding back to swallow him, then sliding forward again. She could picture his glistening meat as her sex reluctantly let it go. Looking again at herself in the mirror, she smiled at the power she was exercising over his pleasure.

As she watched Jack let go of her hips and pulled his shirt off, over his head. She liked his physique and, pushing her bottom up higher so she could take him deeper, she jogged her hips backwards and felt his rod press into her again. He was still worrying about his clothes, though, and she watched him as he reached down to catch at his jeans. She moved slowly forward, loving how her pussy walls grasped for his thick penis as it left her body.

Then, as she prepared to glide her wetness back over him yet again, to engulf him, she saw him pulling the belt free from the loops of his jeans. As it slid threateningly through the loops he pulled his hips back and she lost contact with his lovely cock completely. Genetta pouted at him in the mirror.

'Ohhh... why did you go and do that?' she softly sighed.

He didn't answer, but took the roll of her skirt again and pulled her away from the wardrobe mirror. 'Get on the bed,' he said. 'I want you on the bed.'

'Do you want me on my hands and knees?' she asked.

'Stop asking questions and do what I say - just get on the bed.'

She watched for a second as he hitched up his jeans, tucking in his rigid penis. Then she stood up and sauntered the rest of the way across the room, walking in front of him. Genetta was feeling saucy - even though he was going to be in control of the night's pleasures, she already felt she was manipulating things as she wanted them. Despite him being in charge physically she had actually been pacing their screwing, and that realisation thrilled her. The smacks he had given her just spiced things up a bit.

He sat down on the edge of the bed, the soft duvet billowing up by the sides of his thighs. Genetta, standing in front of him, watched, waiting breathlessly for his next move.

'Turn around,' he said, and without hesitation, she did as he ordered.

Her only regret was that she could no longer see herself in the large mirror on the other side of the bed. But Jack clearly noticed the lack of perspective she had and read her thoughts, and before he set the next part of his plan into motion, he stood and moved to her dressing table against the opposite wall, and he adjusted it and tilted the oval mirror until he could see her reflection in it, and she could see her reflection in it.

When he sat back down on the bed he took both her elbows and pulled her arms back. 'Bend them,' he demanded.

She did so, but the position felt awkward. She giggled a little nervously, but he then slipped his belt around her upper arms, just above her elbows, and with one sharp tug that made her gasp and thrust her breasts out provocatively, he snapped the loop quickly shut and she felt him securing it tightly with another couple of aggressive tugs.

The tension on her shoulders grew harsh as he finished the job. Her elbows were drawn painfully close together, so much so that her shoulder blades felt as if they were rubbing against each other. When she looked at herself in the dressing table mirror she saw the effect that her posture had on her breasts; they were straining against the tight material of her blouse and showing every detail of her lacy bra.

He stood up and moved around her, blocking the view of her reflection, and Genetta began to grow uncomfortable under his searing gaze. She sensed he was not seeing her as a woman any more, or even as a person. Bound this way she had turned into a helpless, captive creature he could toy with and savour at his leisure without fear of her getting away.

Slowly, an expression of avarice on his face, he reached forward and popped open her blouse buttons. They slid easily out of their confines, the silky material relinquishing its hold on them with the slightest help that he gave.

He put his hands over her breasts, still neatly and tantalisingly encased in lace, and leaned back just a little as if to look at them and judge their beauty from a distance. Genetta trembled a little as he did so, but ever so slightly she leaned the firm yet soft weight of her breasts into Jack's cupping and very gently squeezing palms and fingers.

He responded with a low chuckle and by circling her nipples with the balls of his thumbs. And then his chuckle changed to a low hum of gratification in his throat as they grew harder under his touch. She pressed herself into his palms even more, letting the mounds of her flesh mould into his hands. He squeezed her breasts and kept circling her nipples through the lace of her bra.

Then he pushed her back a little and slid his hands down to her ribs. He made as if to encircle her with his thumbs and fingers, and then let his hands stray down over her waist. She thrilled to his slow, calculating touch; the gentle way he caressed her skin.

Then sliding his hands excruciatingly slowly back up her torso, he pushed at the under-swell of her delicate lacy bra-cups. They moved up, deepening her cleavage and pinching a little of her breasts between their tight lower band and her flesh, and Jack ran his fingertips over the trapped skin.

Throwing her head back she sighed, transported by the first bare contact of her breasts and his hands. Decadently she ran her tongue over her upper lip as he continued pushing her bra up over her breasts, until they sprang free and the soft material became nothing more than a band running across their curvaceous upper slopes. His thumbs began circling her exposed nipples then, and she groaned when he pinched them both between thumb and knuckle.

He bent down and kissed a trail from the hollow of her throat up to her chin. His lips grazed and nuzzled at her warm skin, and she relished his tenderness, especially enjoying the contrast with the way he had given her a stinging bottom. The slight stubble on his chin scraped against her delicate throat, again in contrast with the softness of his kisses.

Tentatively he kissed back along her jaw line and touched her earlobe with the tip of his tongue. She let her head loll to the side, laying bare even more of her neck and throat to his attention.

And he took the hint and began kissing downwards in a line, back behind the natural fall of her hair. Her knees grew weak and she nearly swooned in his arms as he drew a mouthful of her flesh between his teeth and sucked at it, delicately, before releasing it.

He moved his hands from her breasts to her waist and reached behind her to grasp her wrists. She pressed herself against his bare chest and stomach, feeling her breasts flatten warmly against him. He kissed downwards another millimetre, or so it seemed, and sucked at her neck again. Genetta moaned and rubbed more earnestly against his chest. Behind her back her fingers reached to clasp his, and in response he slid his hands down into hers, and she held them tightly as he nibbled at her some more.

When his lips reached the collar of her loose blouse he stopped his kissing and suckling. He pushed his hips against her belly, and she felt his cock raging to get inside her again.

'Please... do it,' she whispered hoarsely.

He moved aside just an inch or two, enough to push his erection against her hip. Her skirt still hung down a little at her front, although still rucked up as it was at the back, and Genetta yearned for him to tug it off completely, take her thong with it, and fuck her pussy once more.

But instead he placed a thumb under her chin, and tilted her face upwards. Their lips met again and his tongue pressed into her mouth, possessing it. She kissed him ferociously, opening herself, pushing her tongue against his. Their merging heat melted them together, and she became lost in the wet warmth, no longer able to tell where he started and where she stopped.

His hand was between her legs again as he pulled his mouth away from her lips. He slid his fingers across the moist silk barrier of her panties, watching her gasp with tormented pleasure, then hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pulled down; down to her knees, then he knelt in front of her and slipped her panties over the heels of her shoes, and gingerly, she obeyed his unspoken command and stepped out of them, one shapely thigh and then the other braced against his shoulders to aid her balance.

He dropped the flimsy piece of damp material aside, but did not stand up. Instead, still kneeling, with a seductive whisper of material against flesh he eased her skirt up her thighs and tucked the hem into the waistband.

She looked over his head at her reflection. She was a dishevelled mess, but she looked to be in, even to her own misty eyes, an incredible state of horny abandon and longing.

But then she gasped again and her attention was drawn emphatically back to the kneeling man, as he cupped her buttocks, pressed his face tightly in against her fragrant crotch, and his tongue flickered out against her clit, giving it a good, long, and very skilful lick. As her hips rolled and a guttural groan escaped her tongue-moistened and slightly parted lips, he pulled away and lifted his face. Genetta gazed down at him, silently begging him to continue.
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