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The Seven-Year Itch


STACEY PLUMPED UP the pillows and leaned against the headboard. She could hear Ross moving around downstairs and guessed that he was preparing a special breakfast tray.

She sighed. He tried, poor darling. But whatever he did she knew it would make no difference. They were in a rut. She still loved him, but the spark had gone. They were ... comfortable  together. Cosy. Still, what could you expect after seven years of marriage?

When the door opened and Ross came in, she pasted a smile on her face. After all, you were supposed to be happy on your birthday. He had placed a single scarlet rose next to the freshly squeezed orange juice. There was a fresh peach, yoghurt with honey and toasted nuts, her favourite morning paper. The smell of freshly brewed coffee filled the room.

Ross tossed a bundle of envelopes onto the bed. ‘Postman’s just been. How’s the gorgeous birthday girl?’ he said. ‘You don’t look a day over twenty-five.’

‘I am twenty-five, you fool.’ She grinned. He could always make her laugh. And he had gone to some trouble to put all of her favourite things on the tray. She felt a rush of affection for him. I’m a selfish sod, she thought. I want it all - the fairy-tale, the lot.

Ross sat on the bed as she sipped her orange juice and opened her birthday cards. He looked handsome, having had his hair cut in a new, shorter style a few days ago. The spikiness suited his broad features and strong jaw. He was wearing a black denim shirt and jeans. Not the sort of clothes he usually favoured. Why the change? she wondered idly. He smiled, looking expectant.

‘What?’ she said.

‘Did you think I’d forgotten your present? Look under the newspaper.’

Stacey looked at the slim black box, tied up with red ribbon. It would be chocolates, or a nightie, she thought, trying not to show her disappointment. But when she parted the layers of black tissue paper, she blinked in surprise. The pink rubber object was obviously some kind of sex toy. Slim straps were attached to the sturdy phallus and there was a strange appendage sticking out at a right-angle from the base of the  shaft. She touched the oddly shaped wand. It was flat along one side and flexible.

‘It’s very ... unusual,’ she said, the corners of her mouth twitching. ‘Whatever do you do with it?’

‘Here. Let me show you,’ Ross said, taking the tray and setting it on the floor.

Thinking that he was about to initiate some kind of sex, Stacey reached for him. Now you’re talking, she thought, that’s the kind of birthday present I want. But Ross had a strange look on his face. A new, steely glint in his eyes. She quickened with interest.

‘Sit still. I’ll put it on you,’ he said. Stacey opened her mouth to protest, a giggle rising in her throat. ‘Just - sit - still. Do as you’re told for once. I mean it.’ There was a hard edge to his voice.

Startled into obeying him, Stacey did as he asked. Ross folded back the bed-clothes and lifted the hem of her over-sized T-shirt. Stacey held up the garment as he instructed and looked down between her spread legs as Ross fitted on the contraption. She drew in her breath sharply as he lubricated the phallus and slipped it straight into her vagina. The thick stem felt intrusive, stretching open her entrance. She felt the urge to close her legs, but Ross’s expression stopped her. He was totally absorbed in placing the flattened, flexible wand up the length of her sex, where it protruded slightly, the top of it veiled by her  pubic hair. Ross gently arranged her labia so that they pouted around the wand.

‘Ross,’ she began, ‘I really don’t think—’

‘Shut up,’ he said, without rancour. There was still that unfamiliar hardness to his voice.

Stacey felt a flicker of sexual arousal. Ross was behaving so strangely. She didn’t know him in this mood. Now he was securing the straps around her waist, reaching to settle the other fastening between her legs. Finally he took from his pocket a tube of lubricating gel, squeezed a blob onto his fingertip and reached under the shaped wand that bisected her labia. The gel was cool against the tiny hood covering her clitoris.

‘Stand up,’ he said. ‘Walk around. How does it feel?’

Stacey did as he ordered. It was quite a shock to feel the thick phallus buried within her. Her sex was held open by the girth of the rubber penis. As she moved, the referred, slippery pressure of the flattened wand made her clitoris erect. The tiny hood of flesh retracted and the little nub was forced against the shaped and lubricated strip. The friction was ticklish and quite maddeningly erotic.

‘Well? How do you feel?’ Ross said.

‘Strange. Sort of sexy. A bit wicked and...’

‘And? Go on. Tell me exactly.’

‘Well. A bit ... ashamed that it’s turning me on, actually.’ She searched for the right words. ‘It’s like a forbidden pleasure, because you can’t tell  that I’ve got a big, thick cock right up inside my pussy.’

Ross’s mouth lifted in a crooked grin. She could tell that he was excited by her directness. ‘That’s the idea. This is a training harness. It’s designed to keep you aroused for hours. When you wear it to work today, only you and I will know what’s going on inside your hot little knickers.’

Stacey’s eyes opened wide in horror. ‘You can’t mean it! I’m not wearing this thing outside the house. No. Ross. Sorry. It’s impossible.’

She moved to untie the straps, but realised that she was oddly reluctant to take the harness off. She couldn’t wear it all day. Could she? The idea was preposterous, but oh-so intriguing.

Ross stayed her hand, saying sternly, ‘Oh, but you will wear it, darling. In fact, you’ll do exactly as I say. I want your word on this, Stacey. You won’t remove it until I tell you to. And I insist that you don’t relieve yourself. No nipping off to the cloakroom for a bit of sly masturbation!’

The very idea! How could he even suggest that she’d do such a thing? She found herself nodding mutely. ‘All right,’ she said at last in a low voice. To be truthful, she was more aroused than she had been in a very long time. She liked the new, masterful Ross. When he kissed her she responded eagerly, melding her tongue with his in a long explorative caress. When he drew back she was a little breathless, her face flushed.

‘I haven’t finished yet,’ Ross said. ‘There’s  another part to your present.’ He produced a tiny box which held two small silver rings. ‘Take off your T-shirt.’

While Stacey stood with her hands by her sides, Ross pinched her nipples until they stood out firmly. Wetting them with spittle, he teased each of them in turn through the tightly fitting rings. The nipples, like hard shiny beads, pouted outwards into little tubes of collared flesh. Stacey winced at the intense, pinching pleasure. Her nipples seemed sensitised like never before.

Reaching into her lingerie drawer Ross extracted a pair of plain white cotton briefs and a matching bra. ‘Put these on,’ he said. ‘Nice and functional. A perfect foil for what’s underneath.’

Stacey did so. The training harness was almost invisible. Just the tiniest little bulge showed at the front of her panties where the flexible rod emerged from her sex-lips. She had a sudden thought. ‘Oh, I haven’t washed this morning. I’ll have to take this all off.’

‘No you won’t. I want you to smell natural. You wash too often anyway. I’m always telling you how much I love the smell of your lovely pussy, but you ignore me.’

It was true. She could never believe he relished her rich, female muskiness. Usually she used the bidet twice a day, slipping into bed at night pristine and smelling of soap. Now she was forced to accept that Ross had told the truth when he complained that she tasted like a cosmetic  factory. The thought of him waiting for her to come home so that he could enjoy her natural sexual odour was oddly exciting. Oh well, she thought, if it was good enough for Napoleon and Josephine. By the end of a busy day in the office she would be as spicy and earthy as Ross could wish for.

‘By tonight you’ll be begging for it, my darling,’ Ross said. ‘I’ll think of you, aroused all day, but duty-bound to do nothing about it. Oh, if you need to pee, you’ll find that you can bend the rod out of the way. Better hurry now. You’ll be late. Wear something plain. A white, high-necked blouse and a black, knee-length skirt.’

Ten minutes later Stacey stood in the lift beside Ross as they descended to the car park below the block of flats. She sat gingerly on the car seat, but found that the training harness did not hamper her movements in any way. It was just that she was constantly aware of it. Just before they left Ross had put another smear of lubrication under the strip of rubber. She hardly needed it. Her natural lubrication was flowing freely. Inside the virginal cotton knickers, the shaped wand slipped and rubbed against her firmly erect clitoris, teasing her with a remorseless pressure.

‘Bye, darling,’ Ross said, drawing the car to a halt outside the Georgian-fronted building where Stacey worked for a firm of solicitors. ‘Pick you up at the usual time. We’ll go out for a meal straight after work. Okay? Have a good day.’

She waved and watched Ross drive away. It was something she rarely did. Today she waited until the car disappeared into the traffic before she went inside the building. She imagined Ross as he sat at his drawing board, working. The thought of her in the training harness would give him a prodigious erection. Somehow she knew that he was also pledged not to masturbate to relieve himself. As she went to the cloakroom and exchanged greetings with her colleagues, she could not stop thinking about Ross. And about the heightened state she would be in by the end of the day.

The working day seemed endless. It took all Stacey’s efforts to concentrate on her work. Even the lunch party with close friends to celebrate her birthday was only a brief distraction. Her attention seemed centred in her groin and between her legs, where the stout rubber cock kept her swollen labia and vaginal entrance held open. She was acutely aware that she was made ready, available for sex, by the presence of the hideously arousing thing which was strapped to her body. The dichotomy of herself as coolly efficient legal secretary and wanton sex-object was a powerfully arousing concept. How the hell had Ross discovered that this was just what she needed?

By the afternoon, as she walked from her desk, returning tapes and legal documents to her boss’s office, shivers of frustration were tickling down  her thighs. The gusset of her panties was damp with her juices and there was a sense of heaviness, a delightful, engorged pressure, to her spread-open labia. Her clitoris felt as firm as a tiny cock under the oiled caress of the shaped wand. Her breasts were hard and swollen, the pulled-out tubes of her nipples rubbing deliciously against the cotton of her bra with every slight movement of her body. It was all she could do to sit still. Her fingers itched to plunge between her thighs. Just a few subtle movements and she would climax.

‘Thank you, Stacey,’ her boss said as she handed him a list of documents pertaining to a difficult client. ‘That’s a load off my mind.’

She smiled warmly. Mr Johnson was a senior partner in the firm. He was pushing fifty with a kind face and immaculate iron-grey hair. She knew that he found her attractive, although he would never step over the divide between them. If only he knew what was going on beneath her rather severe skirt and blouse!

Somehow Stacey kept her mind on her work, managing to complete the day with a minimum of mistakes. When she used the toilet she found that she could bend the wand away from her body. The phallus inside her exerted an inner pressure against her bladder, so that she had to urinate in a slow, steady stream. The accompanying tingle and sweet pulsing of her clitoris made even peeing a sensual act. She dabbed at herself with  toilet tissue, cleaning herself carefully, hardly daring to brush against her ultra-eroticised pudenda. If she was to make herself come, even inadvertently, she would have to confess the fact to Ross.

It seemed that by wearing the harness she was made acutely aware of her whole body. The nipple rings inside her bra made her breasts almost unbearably sensitive. She stood well away from the other people in the lift on the way down, imagining that she might well reach orgasm if someone were to brush against the front of her blouse. But that did not happen and she was left wanting, teetering on the precipice of orgasm. By the time she was hurrying down the steps to the street towards Ross and the waiting car, she felt wrung out with tension and sheer physical longing. The whole of her sex felt hot and swampy.

‘Had a good day, darling?’ Ross said, his eyes gleaming wickedly.

She leaned over to kiss his cheek, wishing that he would turn his head and claim her mouth. ‘What do you think?’ she murmured.

As he edged the car into the flow of traffic, Ross gave a low chuckle. The sound of it seemed to hit her in the pit of the stomach.

‘Let’s not go out to eat,’ Stacey said on impulse. ‘Can’t we go straight home?’ Hitching up her skirt, she crossed her thighs suggestively.

He smiled and glanced across at her, then shook his head. ’ ’Fraid not. The table’s booked. The  magic belt worked, I see. Well you’ll just have to hold on a while longer.’

Tears of frustration gathered in Stacey’s eyes. She had been kept at fever pitch for hours. Her nerves felt like brittle threads. ‘You bastard,’ she hissed. ‘I’m dying for you. Don’t you know that? But of course you do. That’s the object of this exercise. I haven’t been able to think of anything all day but what you’ll do to me when we get back. Christ, I’m as horny as hell. My knickers are soaked.’

Ross kept his eyes on the road as he drove smoothly through the traffic. She could feel the sexual tension in every line of his body. God, had she really thought that he was unexciting? With his short, spiked hair and dark glasses, he looked unfamiliar, a little mysterious. She wanted him madly in a purely physical, utterly obscene way.

At the restaurant she drank a glass of wine and ate her artichoke vinaigrette in silence. Ross tapped her on the back of the hand and leaned close to hiss, ‘Go and take off those prim white knickers. Raise your skirt when you come back so that your bare buttocks are resting against the wooden chair.’

Without a word she rose and did as he asked. Her pulses were racing. She always wore stockings, so when she returned and sat down she indeed felt the coolness of wood against her bottom. The hardness of the chair-seat pressed the phallus more deeply inside her. Somehow she ate the rest of her meal, hardly tasting the pasta  with saffron and cream sauce. Now and then Ross reached under the table to caress her naked thigh.

Once he reached between her legs to check the position of the instrument. She almost came when he ran a finger very lightly up the outside of the shaped wand and then gave her pouting labia an affectionate squeeze.

‘You’re really dying for it, aren’t you? Tell me what you want,’ Ross hissed in her ear. ‘Tell me exactly what you want. I want to hear you talk dirty.’

While he sat back and ate his pasta, Stacey forced herself to give voice to her most private, wanton fantasies. Her cheeks burning, she said, ‘I want your cock inside me. Hot and hard. No foreplay. Bloody hell, I’ve had a whole day of that. I want you to fuck my pussy while you suck my nipples and bite at the little rings ...’

‘And?’ Ross said, his face impassive as he forked up the spicy tomato sauce.

‘And ... and ... I want you to push a finger into my anus, while you suck my clitoris and lick up my juices. I want to make you come inside me.’

Stacey squirmed on the cool seat, pressing her pouting, thickened sex-lips against the now warm wood. Her juices had seeped down to pool on the chair. She could hardly believe she was saying these things. They usually didn’t speak during sex. But that was then. Somehow this was now - a new time. A time of endless possibilities. Lord, what a birthday this was turning out to be!

Ross paid the bill while Stacey went to the cloakroom. She freshened her make-up and fluffed her short blonde hair, then studied her reflection. In the mirror she looked exactly as she always did. No one would guess that she was in such a state. On the way back to the flat, they did not speak. Ross ordered her to lift her skirt and open her legs wide, so that he could see the wand rudely bisecting her vulva.

‘Stroke your pubes away from it. I want to see your pussy-lips,’ he said.

Her face burning, Stacey used her fingers to part the damp hair. The inner surfaces of her labia were very red. They looked moist and fruity. She could smell herself - a rich, complex scent of aroused womanhood. All the way back she sat with her legs open, exposed to Ross’s view, exposed in her own need.

As soon as they entered the flat, he took her in his arms and kissed her deeply. She responded with a desperate affection, hungry for his touch, his approval. Oh God, she loved him to distraction.

‘Go upstairs,’ he said. ‘Raise your skirt and kneel at the end of the bed.’

Meekly she did so. It was a few minutes before he followed her. The bastard, he’s making me wait, she thought as she pressed her thighs to the overhang of the duvet. She heard him come into the room, but did not look round. As he instructed, she made no move to help him when  he untied the straps at her waist. When he drew the phallus from her body, she gave a little cry of distress. It slipped wetly from between her puffy labia, a hot rush of body-warmed rubber.

Stacey surged against the bed, her hips pumping beyond her control. She felt faint with relief. After being held so open, made so aware that - in a purely sexual sense - she was simply an object in need of being filled, she experienced a curious sense of emptiness. But it lasted only seconds. Ross knelt behind her, his erect penis pressing urgently against her hungry sex.

Stacey chewed at her bottom lip as he pushed straight into her. He gripped her waist, drawing her back onto the full length of his rigid cock. Then he drove back and forth, pushing deeply, thrusting without gentleness. His hard stomach slapped against her buttocks. She felt his balls brushing against her as, with each inner stroke, the head of his cock stroked her sensitised cervix.

It was what she had craved all day. The muscular walls of her vagina spasmed around his shaft. Stacey thought she would faint. She screamed as she climaxed. The pleasure was mind-blowing, the contractions so intense that she sobbed and writhed, calling his name again and again.

‘Oh, Ross. Christ, I love you. Ross. Oh, Ross.’

Ross withdrew. He flipped her over onto her back, tearing at her blouse buttons and dragging her bra away from her breasts. Holding a breast in  each hand, he held them up like offerings. As he mouthed her tormented nipples, his tongue flickering across the little rings, Stacey gasped and moaned. She was still hungry. Her thighs scissored around his slim hips as the pleasure prickled through her chest and down her belly. All she could think of was being penetrated again. But Ross drew away, slid down her body.

‘This is what I’ve been anticipating,’ he murmured.

He made little sounds of enjoyment as he feasted at her sex. His muscular tongue scooped up her juices, pushed into her vagina, lolled against her tingling clitoris. Gently he spread open her labia and licked the inner surfaces. Stacey climaxed again, turned on by Ross’s own delight in her. When he moved back up to kiss her, she tasted her musk on his mouth.

As they locked together in an intensely erotic kiss, she lifted her thighs to welcome his cock back inside her. Now it was Ross who lost control. He bucked and surged against her, his slippery penis ramming into her again and again. Her ringed nipples were mashed against his muscular chest, the metal sliding on the thin film of sweat.

‘Dear God. I can’t ...’ she moaned. ‘Oh yes, I can. I’m coming again.’

Incredibly Stacey felt herself building towards another peak. They climaxed together, laughing and crying at the same time. Ross held her tightly, like something unbearably precious.

It was some time before they could catch their breath. For a while they lay entwined, stroking each other in wonder and delight.

‘How did you know?’ Stacey whispered against Ross’s mouth.

He grinned. ‘Did you think you were the only one who was bored? Before we both succumbed to the seven-year itch I thought I’d find you a new man. Me. What’s the verdict? Will I suit?’

‘Oh, yes,’ Stacey said happily. ‘You’ll do very well indeed. And I think you’ll find you’ve got yourself a new woman!’




Julia’s Burning


‘THIS WAY, THE fire’s through here. Oh, do hurry.’ Julia clutched her long satin robe close, conscious that she wore only a few scraps of silk and lace beneath it.

‘Stand back, madam,’ the burly fireman said, putting out his arm to prevent her going back into the bedroom. ‘I’ll soon deal with this.’

She stood on the threshold, watching him as he crossed the room. In an instant he had quenched the fire. He turned and looked at her, a grin creasing his boyish face. Julia’s pulses quickened. What a combination. That clean-cut face coupled with a big, obviously well-toned body was devastating.

‘All done. Not much damage at all. Good thing you contacted us so quickly. Looks like an electrical fault. I’d advise you to have all the wiring checked.’

‘Yes. Thanks. I will,’ Julia said. ‘I’m so grateful that you arrived promptly.’

‘We were on our way back to the station. It’s the end of my night shift.’ He glanced at his wrist-watch. ‘Actually I’m into free time now. My shift ended ten minutes ago.’

‘Oh, I see,’ Julia said, feeling guilty. ‘Sorry for holding you up. I just panicked when that old electric heater started spurting flames. I suppose I could have tackled it myself ...’

‘No, you did right, madam. Best leave it to the experts.’

He smiled again and she felt a stab of heat in her belly. God, he was gorgeous. Those blue eyes and that firm, strong-looking mouth. The jacket of his uniform was open at the neck, showing an area of damp, honey-coloured skin. He seemed in no hurry to leave, despite being late already, In fact, the look in his eyes made her catch her breath.

‘Would ... would you like a drink?’ she said. ‘It’s the least I can do to thank you for putting in overtime on my behalf.’

‘Thought you’d never ask. Yeh, that’d be great. I’ll just go down to the lads and tell them to go back to the station without me.’

When he left the room Julia hurried over to a pine dresser and looked in the mirror. She used her fingers to muss her hair and sprayed herself with perfume. Her eyes and cheeks glowed. She knew that she looked good. She wasn’t pretty,  exactly, but the combination of her red-brown hair and pale skin gave her a definite allure. Besides, what she lost in fashionable features, she made up for in lush curves. She was quite proud of her unfashionable, hour-glass figure. She might not be model-girl material, but men found her a big turn-on.

Before she left the bedroom, she adjusted the neck of the satin robe so that it showed off her creamy chest and the deep valley of her breasts. As she descended the stairs, the fireman was closing the front door. There was another man with him. He turned and gave Julia a frankly appraising look. Her heart almost skipped a beat. Two of them - identical twins.

‘Hope you don’t mind if my brother joins us,’ the first fireman grinned. ‘We do everything together. By the way, I’m Tony and this is Max. If you object we’ll leave. No problem.’

They seemed to fill the hall with their presence. The big uniformed bodies ought to have been intimidating, but Julia felt wildly aroused. She sensed no menace from them, only a sort of contained tension.

‘Double trouble, eh?’ she said. ‘I think I can handle that.’ This couldn’t be happening. It was like a scene from a film. ‘Come into the kitchen. I’ll make tea.’

She almost laughed at herself. How English to offer tea! So much for her efforts to act cool.

‘Tea’s fine for me,’ said Tony, gazing admiringly  at her cleavage and nipped-in waist. Max said, ‘Me too. Have you got something to spike it with?’

While the men sat at the kitchen table, Julia filled the kettle, set out cups and took a bottle of whisky from a cupboard. They made small talk and Julia responded, but all the time she was aware of the potent male presence of the uniformed figures. The fire-proof jackets and trousers, the buckled webbing belts with attached instruments and the stiff gauntlets lying on the table seemed dangerous and incongruous in her neat, bright kitchen.

She poured tea with trembling hands, adding a generous tot of whisky to each cup. Even with her back turned she was conscious of their hot eyes on her as she moved. The satin clung to the rich curve of her bottom, the indentation of her waist. Her breasts seemed swollen, the erect nipples scraping deliciously against the lace of her bra. She felt herself getting wet between her legs.
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