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Chapter One




Lucy Buchanan loved sex. She always had. From the first hot, illicit fumblings of youth, through the eager coupling of her first lovers, to the more sophisticated delights of her twenties, it had fascinated her. In fact, it was the main reason she had married her husband, Dennis. He was simply the best lover she had ever had. Fortunately he seemed to feel the same about her, for her eagerness and facility in everything to do with sex made their love-making mutually exhilarating to a degree neither had experienced before.


Lucy drew the bedroom curtains. It was dark out and the street lights on the road were too far away down the long drive at the front of the house to cast even the faintest glow into the room. She switched on one of the bedside lamps, then opened the bottom drawer of her bedside chest and took out a dark red silk scarf which she draped over the lamp, transforming the light to a dim rosy glow. It was the first time in the new house, she thought to herself. It would definitely not be the last.


She looked at her watch. It was six o’clock. Dennis would be home soon. Stripping off the counterpane and bedding she sat on the edge of the mattress. She was naked. She had taken a long and leisurely bath, scenting the water with her favourite body oil. Its perfume clung to her now.


They had sited the mirror on the wall opposite the bed. It was large enough to reflect the whole bed. She looked at herself in it, her long blonde hair gathered in an elasticated band at the nape of her neck, her big blue eyes staring back at her quizzically, asking her what on earth she thought she was doing? Nice girls don’t masturbate. By that definition she was not a nice girl. She was naughty. Always had been and always would be. She piled the pillows one on top of the other and lay on the bed so her head was propped up and she could look down her body and into the mirror. She kept her ankles together primly. Her body was lean and trim. She worked hard to keep it that way and was proud of her efforts. Though she was not tall her legs looked long, the smooth flesh sculpted into distinct contours by the underlying muscle. Her waist was narrow and her belly so flat it was almost concave, but despite her slenderness her breasts were full and heavy, their weight making them hang from her chest like the ripe gourds of some exotic fruit.


Lucy opened her legs slowly, watching intently in the mirror as the soft, creamy flesh of her thighs parted to reveal the whole scarlet slit of her sex. Her blonde pubic hair was thick and curly and grew in profusion but she and her husband took a great deal of pleasure in trimming it carefully to a perfect equilateral triangle on her mons, then shaving away every single hair from her labia, so her sex itself was completely depilated. The sharp point of the lower angle of hair did not obscure the very top of her labia, but it drew attention to it, like an arrow on a signpost of her body.


As she opened her legs wider, stretching them across the bed, she could see her labia opening. She could see every detail, the rubbery, thick outer lips and the more delicate inner ones. She had always thought it looked like the centre of an orchid, suffused with a spectrum of reds, from deep crimson to pale pink. At its core she saw her vagina wink open too, the mouth of the dark tunnel a ragged oval shape. With two fingers of her right hand she spread the upper crease of her labia apart, revealing the pink promontory of her clitoris.


The sight aroused her. Her big, dark brown nipples, surrounded by a large band of lighter brown areolae, were already hard. She circled the palms of her left hand over each one in turn and felt them tingle, the sensations she had generated coursing downward, tendrils of feeling, like tiny fingers, wrapping themselves around her clitoris.


She reached over to one of the bedside chests and opened the top drawer where she kept all her toys. As it was the first time in her new bedroom she wanted to make it special. With Dennis she had experimented with a whole panoply of sex aids, trying anything that claimed to enhance sexual pleasure. Some had been discarded immediately, their effect marginal or nonexistent. Others had palled more slowly but in the end had been thrown out. But there were three or four items which had become part of their sexual repertoire and which they would not now care to be without. The selection of dildoes in various sizes, came into this category. Lucy took one from the drawer, not the biggest by any means, but large enough for what she had in mind. She took out a small blue glass jar too and lay it on the sheet beside the dildo, then extracted a more esoteric item. It comprised of seven shiny chrome balls, each slightly larger than the first, joined together by a black nylon cord threaded through a hole drilled in the centre of each ball. The smallest was not much bigger than a raspberry, the largest the size of a chestnut.


The balls were solid and heavy and chunked together as she lay them on the bed.


She was ready. Her pulse was racing excitedly, just handling the items arousing her, reminding her sexual psyche of the numerous occasions they had given her pleasure in the past.


She unscrewed the cap of the glass jar and scooped her fingers into the thick white cream it contained. Bending her knees she arched her buttocks off the bed and applied the cream to the little corrugated ring of her anus, slavering it over the outer rim then pushing her finger inside so that that too was well oiled. The penetration made her gasp. Satisfied that all the cream had been applied she picked up the string of metal balls. She held the largest against the slippery orifice and pushed it in. There was momentary resistance, then her muscles relaxed and the metal ball was sucked up into her anus. She gasped again. Slowly she fed the remaining six balls into the tight, well greased passage, each intrusion producing a shock of pleasure that enhanced the sexual excitement she was already experiencing.


For a moment she did nothing, allowing a whole gamut of sensations to wash over her. She lay on the bed looking at her sex in the large mirror, the black nylon cord extending from her anus and above it the scarlet maw of her vagina glistening with the juices her excitement had inevitably produced. The balls felt heavy and cold but for some reason she did not understand their presence seemed to create a whole new erogenous zone, pulsing with feeling, alive and alert.


Slowly she pulled herself back under control. She picked up the dildo and dipped its tip into the jar of cream. It was a plain cylinder of cream plastic with a smooth, torpedo shaped head and a grooved shaft. No attempt had been made to imitate the shape of an erect male penis as in some of the examples Lucy possessed. With her right hand she clutched at her fleshy breasts. It was the hand she had used to oil her anus and the residue of the cream made her breasts shiny. As her fingers brushed her nipples she felt another strong pulse of pleasure.


Her other hand directed the dildo down between her legs. With the lightest of touches she eased the tip of the dildo into the folds of her labia right at the top. The cream felt cold and made her shiver. The shiver set all her nerves on edge, readying them for what was to come.


Gently she eased the dildo down onto her clitoris. The first touch made her moan softly. She looked into the mirror and saw her labia fold around the cream plastic as if in a kiss. The black nylon cord ran down onto the white sheet, like the fuse of a bomb, which, in a sense, was precisely what it was.


A surge of need overtook Lucy. She had been teasing herself up to now, using her toys to provoke and titillate but now she needed more. She found the gnarled ring at the base of the dildo and turned it. Instantly a faint humming filled the air. She turned it again immediately to increase the power, in no mood for half measures. Her clitoris throbbed as it was assailed by the strong vibration.


‘Wonderful,’ she said aloud.


She circled the tip of the dildo around her clit, the vibrations travelling down her labia and to the mouth of her vagina. More tellingly they were transmitted to the heavy metal balls which began to oscillate against each other creating waves of feeling that rippled out through the thin membranes that divided one passage from the other. Deep in her sex she felt something stir, the engine of orgasm beginning to turn.


Lucy reached down with her right hand to grasp the black nylon cord. The end was looped to make it easier to grip. As her body trembled, as she felt ever increasing waves of pleasure, she pulled on the cord, until the first and smallest ball was at the gate of her anus. Readying herself for the shock of feeling she watched herself in the mirror, her hand holding the cord out taut in mid-air.


‘One,’ she cried aloud as she pulled the first ball out. The little ring of the sphincter reacted with a flush of pain that turned so quickly to pleasure she could not distinguish between the two. She pulled again. ‘Two,’ she said as the second, slightly larger ball, was forced out of her body. Another wave of sensation engulfed her, making her moan. Her clitoris was now affected by a double assault, the vibrations from the dildo invaded by the sharp stab of pleasure from her rear, one constant and regular, the other sudden and intense.


‘Three.’ Lucy pulled again. Another heavy ball was forced through the narrow passage. Another surge of feeling shot through her, routed, or so it seemed, directly to her clit.


She was coming. She had no masturbation ritual. She did different things at different times, played with herself in different ways, used different toys. But she had done this enough times to know that she would get the biggest orgasm – long, and powerful and totally involving – if she could hold herself back until the last ball. Number seven.


‘Four,’ she cried, her voice becoming increasingly stressed. The shock of feeling closed her eyes. There in the darkness her mind played though a hundred erotic images from her extensive sexual experiences, large erections penetrating her in every position, in every orifice.


How long could she hold on? It was difficult. She had to judge how strong her sensations were, how quickly they would accelerate past the point of no return, where she would no longer be able to control them.


‘Five,’ she shouted hoarsely, tossing her head from side to side on the pillow, each expulsion producing a larger wave of feeling as the balls got bigger. She would have liked to have paused, gather herself and catch her breath, preparing for the onslaught the final two balls would create, but the express train of arousal that tore through her body could not be stopped.


‘Six,’ she hissed. The shock of the sixth ball hit her clitoris with such force she thought it would pitch her out of control. But she managed to hold on. She jammed the vibrator hard against the little lozenge of flesh, and pulled the nylon cord taut, feeling the last metal ball poised inside her.


She had been so wrapped up in herself she had not heard the car, nor the front door or the footsteps on the stairs. Nor, with her eyes tightly closed by the last explosion of feeling, had she seen him cross the bedroom floor. The hand that covered hers was a surprise but not an unpleasant one. She allowed it to pull her fingers from the black cord, then grasp it firmly. As she felt lips sucking on her nipple and her body arched involuntarily off the bed, the cord was yanked down, the ball shot out of her rear and a wave of pleasure engulfed her. The orgasm, held back for so long, escaped at last, exploding through her so forcefully she dropped the dildo, having no energy to do anything else but wallow in the exquisite and intense sensations.


‘Seven,’ she said eventually, when the crisis had passed, as though it were the last note of a scale that had to be played no matter what.


Dennis was kneeling on the bed, his eyes roaming her naked body, a large erection distending the fly of his trousers.


‘I’m afraid I started without you,’ she said.


‘So I see,’ he replied. ‘You’re such a naughty girl.’


‘Why don’t you punish me then?’ she said closing her legs and rolling over onto her stomach, presenting him with her pert and curvaceous buttocks, their flesh soft and silky.


‘Exactly what I had in mind,’ he said, getting up and rapidly stripping off his office clothes. His cock was already erect.


The doorbell rang twice.


Lucy was in the kitchen. Though all the unpacking had been accomplished there was still a lot of arranging and rearranging to be done – what she wanted in which cupboard – especially as she had so much more space in this new kitchen compared with the rather cramped space she had been used to before. She was working out where she wanted the saucepans. Leaving them laid out on the work surface she went to answer the door.


‘Good-day,’ the woman said as she opened it. ‘I’m Sophie Greenham from next door. Well, you know what I mean …’ She was pointing over the neatly laid out lawns to the left of the house and through the trees to a large modern bungalow also surrounded by extensive gardens. The woman was a pretty, short, plump blonde, her cheeks chubby and her green eyes rather small. Her flaxen blonde hair was cut into a neat bob that swung back and forth as she moved her head. Her accent was very thickly Australian. Behind her in the drive was a Jaguar saloon in British racing green. ‘I’ve been meaning to come over and visit since I saw the removal van but you know how it is, something always crops up. Anyway, I’m here now so welcome to the neighbourhood.’


‘Thank you. Come in, come in. I’m Lucy Buchanan. Would you like a drink?’


‘Don’t mind if I do.’


Lucy stood aside to let Sophie in then closed the door behind her and led her through into the kitchen.


‘Let me take your coat.’


Sophie shucked herself out of a dark blue car coat with huge lapels. Under it she was wearing a tight gold lurex body and a tight skirt of the same material. It would have been appropriate for evening wear but looked out-of-place at lunchtime. The clothes highlighted her ample proportions. She had no waist to speak of and her breasts and hips were generously curved.


Lucy hung the coat in the hall.


‘Tea, coffee, wine, G and T?’ she offered.


‘G and T would be nice.’


‘I’ll join you.’


For all the woman’s bizarre appearance Lucy liked her. She radiated good fellowship.


‘You’re really gorgeous,’ Sophie said. She was looking at Lucy critically, her eyes roaming her body in a manner that was not at all detached. Lucy was also wearing a body, a black cotton one with matching leggings. It was not difficult for Sophie to see the exact dimensions of what lay beneath.


‘Thank you,’ Lucy said not knowing how she should react. She certainly didn’t feel gorgeous.


‘Sorry, force of habit,’ Sophie said abruptly, her expression changing.


Lucy wasn’t sure what that meant but didn’t want to ask. ‘Ice and lemon?’ she asked.


‘Please.’


She fixed the drinks as Sophie sat at the large oak refectory table the Buchanans had bought specially to fit the available space.


‘So, do you think you’re going to like it here?’


‘Wonderful. We just love this house. It’s much bigger than our old one. Much more roomy. And the gardens are just lovely.’


‘The Hudsons did a lot of work on the garden. They were always out there digging. Have you got children?’


‘No.’ Lucy brought the drinks to the table and sat down. ‘To tell you the truth we didn’t want any. Too selfish probably.’


‘Me too. But I think I’ve got a problem anyway. Funnily enough there aren’t many kids in the neighbourhood. Guess we all like our freedom too much.’ She picked up the drink. ‘Nice to meet you.’


‘You too.’


They clinked their glasses and sipped at the gin.


‘How long have you been here?’ Lucy asked.


‘Getting on for three years.’


‘And you like it?’


‘Everyone’s very …’ She searched for the right word, ‘… friendly.’


‘Who owns the big house at the end of the road?’


The Buchanans had been attracted to their new home by its spaciousness and by its beautifully planted gardens, but its location was another factor. They were fed up with the noise of urban Fulham and had decided they wanted more fresh air and peace. Though it meant Dennis would have to become a commuter the journey from Epsom station was comparatively short and the station was only a mile away from the leafy lane where they’d found the house. Moreover the neighbours were all separated by large gardens and tall, mature hedges, giving almost total privacy compared to the terrace they had lived in before, where the neighbours were right on top of them and could be heard every time they flushed the loo. But of the nine houses in the lane, one was in a different class, the house at the far end, an eighteenth-century manor house approached through two imposing wrought-iron gates and a long carriage-drive. The drive circled an elaborate bronze fountain – a representation of the sun which seemed to be supported by the column of water spraying up underneath it – in front of the large panelled double doors under the portico at the main entrance. Lucy had only glimpsed it through the large beech hedges that surrounded the grounds, but it was impressive, immaculately maintained, and had obviously cost a small fortune.


‘Oh, Myra Parnell,’ Sophie replied. ‘Haven’t you met Myra? I thought she would have been around here by now.’ The expression on Sophie’s face had changed. She suddenly looked edgy and nervous. ‘Perhaps I’d better go.’


‘Go? Why?’


‘Myra likes to see the newcomers first. It’s a thing with her. I’d better not say too much.’


‘Too much about what? Is she a nice woman?’


‘You could definitely say that. Don’t let her know I’ve been here, all right?’


‘If that’s what you want, but I don’t …’


‘She can be a bit forbidding that’s all,’ Sophie interrupted. ‘She likes to get her own way. But once you get to know her …’ Her voice trailed off. ‘She’ll send you an invitation to go to the house to meet her. That’s what she always does. Myra takes an interest in everyone in the Close. You’ll see.’


‘The Close?’ Lucy queried. The road outside was called Arlington Lane.


‘That’s what we all call it.’


‘And the rest of the neighbours? I haven’t met anyone else yet.’


‘Oh, they’re very friendly too. And we’re all very discreet.’


‘Discreet?’ Lucy didn’t understand why Sophie should emphasise that word.


‘You’ll see. Mustn’t let you into all our secrets, must I?’


‘There are secrets?’


‘I’d better not say any more,’ Sophie whispered like a child whose mother might come into the room at any second.


‘I don’t understand.’ There seemed to be a subtle subtext to the conversation that Lucy couldn’t grasp.


‘All will be revealed. Anyway, I must get back. I only really came round to say hello. If there’s anything you need just drop in. Night or day. Or call.’ She produced a little white card from her skirt pocket and pushed it across the table. On it in black italics were the names Jack and Sophie Greenham, their telephone number and address.


‘That’s very kind.’


Sophie got to her feet. ‘I’m sure I’ll be seeing a lot more of you.’ There was an undertone to that statement, too, as Sophie’s eyes once again swept over Lucy’s body in a way that made her feel distinctly uncomfortable. ‘Thanks for the gin.’


Lucy helped her into her coat and showed her to the front door. She waved as Sophie reversed the car and drove back down the straight drive and through the five-bar gate at the end which they left permanently open.


‘Can I buy you a drink?’


Dennis Buchanan was a handsome man. He was tall with dark brown hair and eyes to match. His face was rugged and his features strong. His body, trained by hours of effort in a gym, was broad and powerful.


‘Are you looking for business?’ she said.


‘Yes.’


‘What service do you require?’


‘Give me a price list.’


‘It’s fifty for relief. Seventy-five for French. A hundred for full sex. Extra for specials.’


‘Do you want the money now?’


‘Of course. You’ve done this before. I can tell.’


She was wearing a wig, quite a good wig, but it was jet black and did not match her fair eyebrows.


Dennis took his wallet out and gave her two fifty-pound notes that he’d got from the bank this morning. He never normally carried much cash. In the time-honoured manner she stuffed the notes into the black bra that was clearly visible under the white satin blouse, its button straining to contain her big breasts.


‘You’re lovely,’ he said.


She stopped chewing the gum she had been masticating on aggressively. ‘Cut the crap,’ she said definitely.


‘But you are,’ he insisted.


‘You don’t have to charm me. You’ve paid your money. You get laid whatever. Follow me.’


She led him down the hall and up the stairs. His eyes watched her small, neat arse gyrate from side to side in her black satin skirt. It was stretched so tightly over her buttocks the seams threatened to spilt under the strain. She was wearing fully-fashioned seamed black stockings. He could tell they were stockings because the clips of the suspenders were outlined under the satin. He could see the line of her panties too, a triangle that cut across the ripe curves of her buttocks and the top of her legs.


The room was small and had been painted black. He could still smell the odour of the emulsion paint. There was a black carpet and the window had been boarded up so no light could get in. A single overhead light bulb lit the space. She dimmed it until he could hardly she her. There was a double divan covered with a black sheet and next to it a single bedside chest with three drawers.


‘Take your things off,’ she ordered. ‘Hang them on the back of the door.’ She pulled the money from her bra and put it in the top drawer of the chest.


There was a brass coathook on the door. Dennis hung his jacket on it and stripped off his shoes and socks as she sat on the edge of the bed watching him, her mouth slapping the gum up and down. He unbuttoned his shirt and pulled his trousers and pants off together, hanging them all on the back of the door. His body was covered with curly brown hair, particularly his chest which was matted with it.


‘You are a big boy,’ she commented looking at his cock.


‘I bet you say that to everyone,’ he replied. His eyes had adjusted to the light. She had crossed her legs and where her skirt had ridden up he could see the white of her thigh above the black welt of the stocking.


‘Not all of them.’ She got to her feet again. ‘You’re a real hunk, aren’t you? Big strong muscles.’ She came up to him and squeezed his biceps, rubbing the satin of her skirt against his buttocks. She took his cock in her hand. It had already begun to unfurl. ‘This is going to be fun.’


‘I’m glad you think so,’ he said.


‘I’d almost do it for nothing. Almost.’


She dropped his cock and began unbuttoning her blouse. Her plunge line bra pushed her big breasts up and together, making them balloon out against the black lace that imprisoned them so tightly.


‘You’ve got great tits,’ he said.


‘Why, thank you kind sir,’ she said smiling for the first time. ‘You want to fuck them?’


‘Another time.’


‘Sit on the bed.’


He did as he was told as she unzipped the skirt. The material was so tight she had to wriggle her way out of it. As he’d thought, she was wearing a suspender belt in black lace to support the stockings. Her bikini briefs were black lace too, an old-fashioned cut that bisected her flat belly.


Throwing the skirt on the floor she came over to him, straddled his legs and sat astride his thighs. She reached behind her back, unclasped her bra and let it fall. She thrust her meaty breasts into his face, then shook her shoulders from side to side making her breasts slap onto his cheeks. The noise reverberated around the nearly empty room.


His cock was fully erect now. She pushed forward so it was pressing into the black lace of her panties. He could feel the heat of her sex through the gusset.


‘So how do you want to do it big boy? Doggy fashion? Or do you want me to ravish you?’


‘I want to kiss you,’ he said seriously.


She laughed. ‘Oh come on, kissing’s not allowed. You know that. You’ve been with a working girl before.’


‘I know … I know …’


‘I’ll kiss your cock,’ she announced.


Almost before she’d said it she slipped to the floor and pulled his knees apart. She took his large circumcised cock in her hand and squeezed it so tightly he moaned. His glans stuck up from the top of her fist and she lowered her lips to it, kissing it lightly, then sucking on it hard. She alternated between the two. Her other hand fastened around his scrotum, jiggling his balls with her fingers. ‘You want to come like this?’ she asked hardly moving her mouth away, her tongue and lips nudging against his cock as they formed the words.


‘No … no,’ he said though he was tempted. ‘I want to fuck you.’


‘I thought you might.’


She released the shaft of his cock from her hand, then worked her mouth down along it. He could feel her teeth nipping it with just the right amount of pressure, just hard enough to excite, not hard enough to cause any real pain. At the base of the shaft she sucked hard, her lips pressed around it. Then she wriggled lower, feeding his balls into her mouth one by one, sucking them more gently.


He moaned. ‘God, that’s good.’


‘Want to change your mind?’


‘No.’


She stopped and scrambled to her feet, her big breasts swaying. She pulled the bikini briefs down her slender legs. She was wearing black patent-leather high-heels, with an ankle strap and the briefs snared on one of the buckles. Hopping on one foot, she managed to free them.


He stared at her blonde pubic hair and his cock pulsed.


Walking over to the bedside chest, intensely aware of his eyes on the cleft of her buttocks, she extracted a small leather harness from the top drawer.


‘Come here, big boy,’ she said.


‘What is it?’ he asked.


‘A cock strap. Haven’t you ever had your cock strapped up nice and tightly before?’


‘No,’ he lied.


‘You’ll like it. Makes you even harder.’


He stood in front of her. She looped the thin leather strap under his balls and around the base of his shaft, then secured it tightly with a buckle. Two press studs on either side held another strap under his cock, dividing it from his balls. Attached to the centre of this strap, was a narrow strip of leather which ran down to the base of the original loop bisecting his balls. The harness was tight and stretched his balls against the skin of his scrotum.


He felt himself throbbing, the pleasure of the tight constriction very marked.


‘Feels good, doesn’t it?’ she said spotting his excitement.


‘Yes. Very good.’ He looked down. The strap made his cock redden, all the surface veins standing out prominently.


‘Anything else is extra, like I said.’


‘Extra?’


‘If you want to be spanked or put on my panties or be tied to the bed. Would you like to be tied to the bed while I fuck you?’ She looked as though the idea appealed to her. ‘A lot of men like that.’


‘I haven’t got any more money,’ he said.


‘Forget it then,’ she said abruptly.


She climbed onto the bed and got on all fours, her knees splayed apart, her sex positioned almost vertically.


‘How about like this?’ she said quietly.


He stared at her. He loved the way the welts of the stockings cut across her thighs, the flesh above creamy and soft, the nylon below black and impenetrable. Her puffy labia, nestled between her small, neat, sharply curved buttocks, were wet. His cock throbbed against the leather harness again.


She wriggled her bottom in the air. Her full breasts, hanging down with their nipples almost touching the sheet, quivered. ‘Come on then,’ she said. ‘I haven’t got all night. Not for what you’re paying.’


He knelt on the bed behind her and grasped her by the hips. Her flesh felt soft and silky. With the palms of both hands he smoothed over her skin, working down to her thighs until he felt the coarser material of the stockings.


‘I need it,’ she said quietly in a voice that was out of character.


He bucked his hips forward looking down to watch his pink glans plough between her plump labia. He brought his hands back up to her buttocks, pushing them apart, so he could see the little hole of her anus.


‘Come on,’ she said impatiently. ‘Don’t take all night.’


The strap around his cock bit into his flesh as it swelled, provoked by the feel of her wet sex. He centred his erection on her vagina. Her labia seemed to be pursed around him as if welcoming him with a kiss.


‘Yes,’ she said as she felt him slip forward, the breadth of his cock stretching the portal of her vagina. She pushed back at him wanting more. ‘Give it to me,’ she said.


‘No,’ he said decisively, pulling away. ‘I’ve changed my mind.’


She tried to keep herself under control. ‘So what do you want instead?’ she asked straining to sound uninterested, despite the fact her whole body ached for him, the impression he’d left in her vagina almost as affecting as the real thing.


He rolled onto his back on the bed and laced his fingers behind his neck, his cock sticking up from his loins almost vertically like a branchless bonsai tree.


‘Use your hands,’ he said.


‘I thought you wanted full sex. That’s what you paid for.’


‘I told you I’ve changed my mind. Give me hand relief instead.’


‘I don’t give refunds,’ she said quickly.


‘I don’t expect one.’


‘Right … if that’s what you want. The customer’s always right.’


She knelt at the side of him and reached over to the bedside chest. From the middle drawer she took a small blue glass jar of oily cream, unscrewed the cap and dipped the fingers of her right hand into it. Kneeling at his side she smeared the cream over his erection. It jerked violently in reaction.


‘Is this what you want?’ she said, moving her fist up and down the slippery shaft.


‘Great,’ he said looking at her body, her swollen breasts and the suspenders clipped into the stockings at the side of her thighs so taut they carved a channel in her flesh. By contrast the ones on top were looped outward and loose.


She used both hands, rolling her palms around his phallus, pulling it up, climbing it as though it were a rope, hand over hand, the hand sliding off the top replaced immediately at its base, twisting her wrists to add a wringing action, like wringing water from a wet cloth.


‘You’re good at that.’


‘Had lots of practice.’


‘You must have seen a lot of cocks.’ The idea excited him, imagining her hands working on another man. He would like to see that.


‘Come on then, give me a good show,’ she encouraged, her own need so strong now she could hardly keep it under control. Her sex was spasming wildly, her clitoris alive like a tiny animal, wriggling against the confines of her labia.


‘You’re making me come,’ he said. ‘I’m going to come.’


She felt his cock throb as she squeezed and twisted it. It was against the rules, against what they had agreed but she simply couldn’t stand it any longer. Swinging her thigh over his hips she pushed his cock into her labia then sunk her vagina down onto it, her own copious juices and the cream she had so effectively applied making the penetration effortless. His erection rode up into her, filling her, its breadth stretching her vagina, its length reaching right up to the neck of her womb.


Without caring what he thought she began riding him, bouncing up and down so she could feel the impact of him plunging into her over and over again, her breasts slapping up and down noisily on her chest. She wasn’t sure what affected her most, the stabbing sword of flesh inside her or the shock of sensation she got from her clitoris as it ground against his pubic bone.


He unlaced his fingers and reached up to grab her breasts, squashing them back against her body.


‘You little bitch,’ he said.


‘I know … I know … just … couldn’t … wait.’ Each word was punctuated by a downward thrust. ‘Oh God, Dennis … so … good.’


He pinched at her nipples. He could feel her orgasm, her sex pulsing against his. She dropped onto him once more but this time could not pull herself back up, grinding down on him instead, her engorged clitoris trapped between their bodies.


‘Dennis … Dennis …’ she screamed. Her whole body quivered as her orgasm rushed through her. She rocked back, her hands thrown out behind her to support herself, the new position thrusting her pelvis forward, forcing his erection into new areas of her vagina, prolonging the climax with another spasm of sensation.


Slowly he felt her body relax, melting over him the tension and need at last dissipated.


‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘It was your turn. I just couldn’t stand it.’


‘It was great.’


‘I’m going to give you what you wanted now,’ she said. She began to climb off him but he stopped her.


‘No, I was just teasing. Deliberately. I could see the state you were in. This is what I wanted.’


He sat up, his strong muscles making the movement easy. Wrapping his arms around her he kissed her full on the mouth, her breasts crushed against his chest. As he did so he rolled her over onto her back and swung on top of her, all this accomplished without disengaging from her sex.


‘I’m still throbbing,’ she said.


‘I can feel it.’


He plunged his erection deep inside the creamy depths of her sex. It was hot and tight. It would not take long. His semen was boiling up in him, desperate for release. She raised her legs, hooking them over his back. She was still wearing the high heels and he felt the shiny leather digging into his flesh. The new position allowed him to penetrate deeper, sucking him into her body.


He thrust powerfully, using all his muscles, arching his whole body to push harder. She opened her sex for him. In his mind’s eye he saw her downstairs by the front door, when they had started the game, her breasts bulging out of the blouse, her pert bottom tightly covered in black satin, for all the world like a street corner prostitute plying her wares. The black wig changed her, made her into somebody else.
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