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Chapter One

‘DO YOU KNOW something?’ Nick murmured as he trailed a moist fingertip along the outer curve of her breast. ‘When my accountants come in here first thing tomorrow morning and remind me how predictably well the company’s doing, I’ll be sitting behind this very desk, thinking about what I did to my thoroughly edible marketing manager over it and getting one almighty hard on.’

Poised above him, her breasts dangling provocatively over his chest, Jenna giggled. She was getting aroused again. She loved the thought of Nick’s sober business suit - that was now scattered on the boardroom floor around them - straining under an erection and all because of her. This feeling of power was turning her on.

Nick ran his hand down her back again, skimmed it over her buttocks and dipped his fingers into the warmth between her moist vaginal lips. Then round and round her pouting nipple he teased the slipperiness, coaxing what had once been satisfaction into a rising hunger for more. Jenna moaned and jiggled her breasts in his face. They both knew what it was doing  to her. She’d thought this was going to be just one quick fuck in a snatched few minutes after work. Now she rolled the thought luxuriously around inside her head that soon she was going to feel Nick thrusting into her a second time.

Abruptly he stopped. ‘So what about my invitation? Have you decided yet?’

‘Sorry, what?’

‘My birthday bash the weekend after next. Go on, say you’ll be there. I know it’s one of our own hotels but I’ve contracted out all the catering and entertainments. Well, Lisette has. There won’t be anything to do except enjoy ourselves.’

‘Won’t Lisette be there too?’

‘She’s my wife - of course she will. But so what? The hotel’s a big place.’

He began stroking the very tips of her nipples lightly again - enough to stir her hunger, not enough to take her further. God, why was Nick always like that? Playing her like a virtuoso. Even if she was on top, like she was now, he was the one in control. But she loved it. She never thought she would but, Christ, it turned her on.

‘You know the place,’ he continued, ‘Netherdean Hall. That old manor house - Forest of Dean way. Don’t say you’ve forgotten when we acquired it.’ He winked. ‘Big enough to get away from Lisette for a few hours here and there.’

He paused again, cupped her breast and drew her nipple fully into his mouth. It was still slick with the sweet taste of her juices, which he had massaged into it moments earlier. He closed his eyes and moaned like a man given something luscious to eat.

Then he drew his head away abruptly again. He  grinned at the sight of her nipple peaking out petulantly towards him. Lazily he gave it a flick with the tip of his tongue. Jenna groaned. She just wanted him to stop talking and penetrate her again.

‘Come on,’ he murmured, ‘we’ll have plenty of time to make these,’ he kissed each of her breasts in turn, ‘and this,’ he dipped a finger between her slippery labia, ‘very happy indeed.’

‘Nick, I’m not sure, I—’

‘Jenna, I need you there.’ His voice had suddenly gone hard. ‘It’s not just friends. There’ll be important business contacts, too. You’re my right-hand woman. I need you.’

‘Business. You never pass up an opportunity, do you?’

‘Of course not.’ He seemed to relax; her tone had been more admiring than accusatory. ‘How else d’you think I got to head up a major European hotel and leisure group by the age of twenty-nine?’

By marrying a woman ten years older than yourself so you could get your hands on it, she wanted to reply - but didn’t.

‘It’ll be a laugh,’ he continued confidently, more sure of her agreement now. ‘Everyone’s got to wear historical fancy dress for the evenings.’

‘What?’

‘Only fair. I mean, not only is it a beautiful old building but surely me turning thirty is a pretty historic occasion. What could you be? Hmm, let’s think . . .’

‘Nick, I haven’t said—’

‘Lady Godiva,’ he decided playfully. ‘Riding in on a white horse with nothing to cover your eminently fuckable nakedness but hair.’

He began pulling her hair from its clips and arranging it down over her body. He picked out individual curls and trailed them round and round her dark areolae, deliberately missing the most sensitive tips. She shivered at the strange, ticklish sensation and her breasts swayed in front of his face. His grin widened at the sight.

‘No, on second thoughts that would never work,’ he said. ‘You haven’t got nearly enough hair to cover a gorgeous pair like those. What about. . . ?’

Jenna felt movement between her thighs. She rolled off Nick’s body on to the boardroom table and glanced down. Whatever fantasy Nick was having was obviously taking effect. His cock was rising and stiffening against his thigh. She watched, fascinated. She loved the way it moved and swelled of its own accord. A beautiful, willing plaything. She didn’t think she’d ever get tired of watching it, stroking it, taking it between her lips.

‘Nell Gwyn,’ he began again. ‘Course, you’d have to have a really low-cut bodice and a corset that trussed you up just so . . .’

He placed one hand on the outer curve of each generous breast and moulded them tightly into a deep, thrusting cleavage.

‘And a pile of oranges in your basket,’ he continued, ‘a really big pile. But as the night went on I’d take them away, one by one, until everyone in the room could see your luscious breasts - but not all of them, not quite all. Enough, though, that every man in the place would have a raging hard on. And I’d think, “Yeah, suckers, you might all want to but I’m the only man who’s going to get to do this.” ‘

Suddenly he dived on to her left breast and took as  much of it as possible into his mouth. His rough tongue snaked round her nipple, showing no mercy. Where a moment ago he had been calculating, keeping her dangling on a line, now he was all joyful, animal lust. Jenna gasped. She didn’t want teasing or treating like a china doll. She wanted this: the healthy, robust appetite of an undeniably virile man.

‘Oh Nick, please . . .’

She slipped her hand down without looking and found his thick shaft. It was fully erect now. She ran her fingers along its considerable length. They tingled as they enjoyed its texture - firm, velvety, always warm and willing for her. She couldn’t help thinking, every time, what a beautiful cock Nick had. Apart from the satisfaction it could give her when it plunged deep into her body it was, simply, aesthetically perfect.

‘Fuck me,’ she whispered. ‘Please, he’s ready. So am I. Fuck me deep and hard like last time.’

Her fingertips moulded themselves over the foreskin and bulging glans. As if agreeing with her, his cock twitched and an impatient slipperiness began to cover her fingers. She rubbed this in, concentrating on the tender ridge just behind the glans. His cock was trembling now and she could feel the blood rushing through it. But Nick had other ideas.

He drew away from her and stood up. ‘Jenna, you know the rules. You mustn’t milk me dry. If I have trouble getting it up for Lisette tonight, she’ll know something’s going on. She’s off to the Paris office tomorrow and she’ll be there for the rest of this week and next. She’ll expect it before she goes.’

She propped herself up on her elbows and looked at him. The sight of him standing there, his quivering  erection pointing straight at her, was overpowering. Long and heavy as Nick’s penis was, it stood as high as any adolescent boy’s. She didn’t believe his excuse for a moment.

‘And she doesn’t turn me on as much as you do, Jenna. You know that. I have to be really, really horny to give a passable performance for her. I mean, she might have big tits but believe me they’ve sagged. And she’s nowhere near as sweet and tight as you.’

He reached over and drew a forefinger lazily between her labia and up around her swollen clitoris. She parted her legs willingly for him to carry on.

‘Besides,’ he continued mischievously, ‘you haven’t been a good girl. You haven’t said “yes”.’

‘All right, Nick, all right. I’ll do what you want, just . . .’

‘Just what?’

‘Just let me feel him in me, please.’

Nick grinned in triumph and seized the backs of her knees, hauling her towards him until her hips were level with the edge of the desk. He parted her thighs wide. Jenna felt absurdly helpless in this position. Her vulnerability excited her, too.

Still standing, Nick took his cock in one hand and stroked it slowly up and down the lips of Jenna’s quim. She moaned and felt the hot trail of moisture flow faster from her and trickle down on to the expensively polished table top. Nick smiled and pushed his cock deeper between her welcoming lips, stretching her vagina and filling it to its hungriest depths. Jenna sighed with pleasure as she felt the bulbous head push all the way up inside her. She held her breath, waiting for the equally delicious sensation as it drew back again, almost to her outer lips then surged  forwards once more. It didn’t happen. Something was wrong.

Nick seemed content to wait there, his cock engulfed by her. Slowly he bent his hands and lips to her breasts, moulding and fondling them as he sucked desperately first one nipple, then the other. Jenna tossed her head from side to side and whimpered. She was proud of her full, firm breasts and the effect they’d had on lovers in the past. It turned her on, almost more than anything else, to have their exquisitely sensitive nipples sucked as thoroughly and single-mindedly as this. But their effect on Nick was something else altogether. She knew very well they aroused him so much he could probably reach orgasm just by this alone. He was cheating her.

She wouldn’t let it happen. She bucked and gyrated her hips, trying to get enough leverage, enough friction against her clitoris so she could come before him, so she could win. She was so, so close. But Nick knew what he was doing. In that position, sprawled back against the desk, her helplessness wasn’t just symbolic. It was very, very real. How many other women had he fucked like this before he’d got the balance absolutely right?

The more she struggled to get just the tiniest movement against his cock, the more insistent his hands and tongue on her breasts became. It was turning her on but it was turning Nick on even more. She was furious with him. Automatically her stomach muscles clenched but with them, too, the tight band of muscles encircling her vagina. She could tell by Nick’s sudden gasp that this was a source of pleasure he hadn’t dared anticipate.

She knew him well enough; she knew the signs.  Over the eighteen months they’d been lovers his cock had come inside her more times than she could begin to recall. Now it was still - not thrusting into her - she felt its kick more forcefully than ever. The moment of his climax was always wonderful for her - a bursting, stretching feeling filling her with warmth. This time it wasn’t enough.

‘You bastard,’ she said as he opened his eyes. She said it without true feeling, though. He might still take pity on her. He might still bend down between her parted thighs and run his firm tongue in circles round her clitoris, lapping her eagerly to the orgasm she craved. He was good at it. He was good at anything involving sex - or money, too, come to that - and he knew it. But he kept her wanting. For all the times - in expensive hotel rooms, in his office between meetings, in his car parked up in the woods on remote ‘fact-finding’ trips - she’d willingly taken his splendid cock in her mouth and sucked and sucked until it exploded on her tongue, he’d gone down on her perhaps four or five times. And she didn’t think he was about to increase that score.

Nick withdrew from her in one slick movement and began to pick up his clothes.

‘You bastard,’ she repeated with more feeling.

‘First law of business, Jenna. Always leave them hungry for a little more. How else can I make sure you’ll come away with me?’

‘I said I would, didn’t I?’

‘Sort of. But can I be sure you meant it? And you also said, “Just let me feel him in me.” ‘ He looked up and met her eyes. ‘Just taking you at your word.’

‘God, you can be infuriating sometimes!’

‘I know.’ He leant over and kissed her. ‘I practise.  But I also know if you want me to make it up to you, you’ll come to the party next weekend. And you do want me to. So you will.’

 
The late July sunlight that reflected off the road almost blinded her. With relief, Jenna turned off at the sign that said Netherdean Hall and underneath, in more discreet lettering, A Division of Treganza Leisure International. The long gravel drive crackled under her tyres for several minutes before she reached the lake. Oh yes, the bloody lake. Nick had pestered her more than once about restoring the lake to its former glory. She must arrange for it to be dredged out and turned into the sort of trout fishing attraction the Americans and Japanese loved. She’d faxed off a memo but it seemed to have been ignored. Was it really part of her remit as marketing manager to chase it up?

But she grinned to herself as she drove under the folly arch of the main entrance, her weekend party mood restored. Yes, she remembered their first trip out here when they were only toying with the idea of adding the rambling sixteenth-century manor with its extensive wooded grounds to the group. Nick, sitting casually at a table in what was now the breakfast room, trying to keep a straight face during talks with the previous owner while, underneath the table, Jenna slipped off one shoe, ran her stockinged foot up Nick’s leg and nestled her big toe between his thighs. She’d hidden her smile behind a coffee cup. He’d tried to look non-committal while her sheer stocking rubbed fluidly up and down over the outline of his erection which was becoming more and more distinct by the second.

And afterwards he’d spun the wheels of his Toyota Land Cruiser on the gravel drive in his haste to get away. In between gear changes his left hand had strayed from the wheel, inched up her skirt and found the wetness between her thighs. His fingers had bored quickly into her, arousing her and - she’d glanced briefly over to where a promising bulge was reappearing in his lap - arousing him, too.

It had been winter. It was already getting dark. At the first opportunity Nick had pulled over into a tiny lane and bundled her into the back seat. Her face had been pressed against the leather upholstery. She’d breathed in its decadent scent. Removing the very minimum of clothing he’d mounted her roughly from behind, thrusting without mercy. The novelty, the recklessness of it had burned her into a raw, sweet orgasm that had carried on glowing between her legs all the way back to London. They’d been lovers for less than a fortnight, then. Even so, Jenna had known it wasn’t just the boldness of her snaking foot beneath the table that had aroused him out of control. Nick was never so horny as when closing a deal.

Now they were back. She wondered, why here? Nick could be absurdly sentimental, though he’d rather die than admit it. Nevertheless, as she drew into the car park she felt the pleasant buzz of blood rushing to her clitoris as the memory of that last time stirred her senses. She and Nick hadn’t made love since that evening in the boardroom - frustrating but oh, what a supreme example of how well he knew how to whet her appetite. Her clitoris thumped again as she imagined him ‘making it up’ to her.

But Nick’s powerful Land Cruiser wasn’t among the few cars in the car park. Neither was Lisette’s  yellow sports car come to that. Disappointed - but not too much, as she’d been deliberately early to miss the worst of the Friday traffic - Jenna got out of the car and began to lift her weekend bag from the boot.

‘You’re not in costume.’

She whipped round at the voice. For a moment she’d thought it was Nick’s but the man standing in front of her was nothing like her outwardly conventional lover. He had longer hair and a dark, close-clipped beard. His body tended to slender and wiry rather than Nick’s natural stockiness honed at his private gym. He was dressed - how could she best put it? - like a barbarian. There was a heavy silver torque around his neck. And then she jumped back suddenly. The snake on his left arm opened its eyes and hissed. She hadn’t expected it to be real.

A second later the scent hit her. It was a subtle thing; it seemed to emanate from him. You had to be standing very close to notice it at all. Close enough to feel his body heat over the heat of the day. It was something like musk, something like crushed leaves, but undeniably, eminently masculine. It crept into her personal space, disarming her.

‘Well,’ she replied eventually, ‘I’d get a few funny looks driving down from London dressed as an Elizabethan tavern wench. You seem to have a head start on the rest of us, though. Who are you supposed to be?’

‘Cernunnos.’

‘Who?’

‘Cernunnos. Sure, everyone’s heard of the Greek god Pan, but Cernunnos is the home-grown version. The Celtic lord of the animals.’ He lifted his arm again; it hissed. ‘Hence the snake. Oh, don’t look like  that - Lilith won’t hurt you. She’s only a baby boa constrictor. Lilith the second, I should say.’

She plucked up the courage to stroke the snake’s patterned back. It was surprisingly dry to the touch and warm.

‘That’s better,’ he commented. ‘I’m always suspicious of people who can’t cope with snakes. They’re a symbol of unrepressed sexuality, you know. As is Cernunnos.’

She looked up at him sharply. She got the feeling she was being challenged. And she couldn’t work out quite how she felt about it.

‘Are you one of Nick’s business associates?’ she demanded. ‘I don’t recognise you.’

He chuckled at the thought. ‘No. I’m the entertainments manager for the weekend - my job is to make sure everyone gets to relax and have a good time. Freelance, of course.’ He winked. ‘You can call me Robin. And you are. . . ?’

‘Jenna Mills,’ she replied stiffly. ‘Marketing manager at Treganza Leisure International.’

‘Ah, in that case this’ll be your room key,’ he said, producing something from his pocket and dangling it in front of her.

‘Which you just happened to have on you,’ she said as she snatched it.

‘Let’s just say I had certain information. First left at the top of the staircase. Enjoy.’

Jenna carried her bags up the long, gloomy staircase. Her room, in contrast, was bright and overlooked lawns that swept down to the lake and the beginnings of the wood. More importantly, it had an en suite bathroom. She took a shower while waiting for Nick.

As she stood under the warm cascade, the crushed-leaves scent came back to haunt her. Subtle as it was, it seemed to reach her through the exotic, perfumed soap. Under its influence a creamy feeling rose in her lower belly. She began soaping her breasts, rejoicing in their slipperiness and imagining it wasn’t her own hands but a lover’s doing this to her. The spicy, heady scent had taken her over, made her its own. A diffuse sensuality tingled through her body. She was very, very ready for Nick to come and take her. Or, a small but seditious thought told her, it didn’t have to be Nick.

Jenna stepped out of the shower and dried herself. She unpacked her fancy dress costume and hung it in the steam for the creases to drop out. Elizabethan was what she’d finally managed to get - from a theatrical hire place just round the corner from the office. If she knew Nick, though, she could bet on his approval.

‘I want you to look stunning,’ he’d said to her a few days before. ‘There are going to be some people you really need to have eating out of your hand. You’ve got it, babe. Use it.’

The dress was very low cut. The lace-up bodice pushed her breasts up high and forwards as if the slightest breath would dislodge the flimsy material that teetered precariously just above her nipples and leave her bare for everyone to see. Her hands strayed automatically to the upper curves of her breasts as she remembered how it had felt - how full and voluptuous they’d looked when she’d first tried the bodice on. She’d often dressed that way for lovers - worn basques and push-up bras and loved the way it made her feel. Now, though, a room full of men, many of them strangers, were going to be staring at those  generous, upthrust curves. The wantonness of it excited her. Moving her hands down to her labia and dipping one forefinger between them she found they were unsurprisingly soft and moist.

To start with, though, a modern concession. She fastened a black suspender belt around her narrow waist and began rolling sheer, silky stockings up her legs. As she clipped the last suspender into place there was a knock on the door.

‘Who is it?’ she called.

‘It’s me.’

Jenna was none the wiser. It sounded like Nick. But then, so did the man who’d called himself Robin.

Just in case, she snatched up the towel from the bed and wrapped it around her.

‘Come in,’ she replied. ‘It’s open.’

Nick grinned wolfishly as he shut the door behind him. ‘What’s with the cover up? Gone all shy all of a sudden?’

‘Nick, I wasn’t sure if it was—’

He cut her off with a deep kiss, his tongue thrusting into her as uncompromisingly as his cock had done so many times. His right hand glided up her silky thigh and began to play with the deep lace trim that edged her stockings.

‘I always knew you were a stockings and suspenders woman,’ he murmured in her ear, ‘right from the day I interviewed you. I had a bet with myself. I remember sitting opposite you, looking at those fabulous legs so coolly crossed and imagining what it would be like to run my fingers right up here. And I was thinking, God, I hope I don’t have to move this wad of interview notes from my lap. She’ll see what a massive hard on I’ve got for her.’

Jenna giggled. She knew this game of Nick’s by now. Recalling erotic interludes out loud was one of his favourite ways of turning himself on. Did this mean, she wondered, they might have an hour or two together before Lisette showed up? She licked her lips and couldn’t wait to see what happened when he moved his probing fingertips up further and found that stockings and suspenders were all she’d had time to put on and that her other lips were just as moist and glistening.

‘So, babe. What do you reckon to the place?’ he asked. ‘You can live on champagne and asparagus all weekend if you like.’

‘As I remember, something meatier was supposed to be on offer. Where’s Lisette?’

He shrugged. ‘You know she was due to fly back from Paris this morning. So anywhere between here and Heathrow, I guess.’

‘Nick! But she could be—’

‘Could be here any minute. Yeah. But she’ll hardly come looking for us in here.’ He ran his fingers up the back of her thigh and began stroking the soft skin on her buttocks. It was warm from her shower and still a little damp. ‘Doesn’t the threat of it turn you on, anyway? Let’s see if it does . . .’

He moved his hand round between her thighs, joyfully discovering she wasn’t wearing anything else. He parted her labia with one fingertip. She sighed and felt a letting go as more slipperiness trickled out over his hand.

‘God, Jenna, you’re one horny bitch,’ he muttered.

He snaked a forefinger deep into her quim and wriggled it. She moaned as it touched her G-spot, sending shivers of pleasure up and down the eager  length of her vagina. His middle finger eased in to join the first. He parted them, stretching her as he knew she loved being stretched. She clamped her muscles against them and squeezed. Nick smiled approvingly. She knew the unusual strength of her vaginal muscles. She was proud of them. It could drive her lovers wild.

‘And that’s what I’d like to do to your cock,’ she whispered.

Nick pulled away from her, taking her towel with him and tossing it aside. He lay back on the bed, his hands folded behind his neck. He was still fully clothed. He hadn’t even taken off his jacket. She was bare breasted and nothing but tufts of pubic hair were covering the darkening, pouting lips beneath.

‘Let me look at you,’ he insisted. ‘Show yourself to me.’

She knew this game, too. Other lovers she’d enjoyed but Nick turned sex into something else altogether. His ready desire and easily coaxed erection could mean explosive sex at any snatched moment but it was these drawn-out games where his appetite really came into its own. He played with her frustration, drew it out until her hunger was greater than she could ever have imagined. He infuriated her. He also thrilled her more than any other man had ever done.

Yet all the while the thought nudged the back of her mind that this could all be just another elaborate tease. At any moment the yellow sports car might speed up the drive and Nick would be gone to meet his wife, greeting Lisette lovingly, making her a gift of his proud erection and leaving Jenna aching with lust. Jenna felt an unaccustomed stab of jealousy. She had  created that desire. Only she should feel it plunge between her thighs.

‘Let me look at you,’ he repeated. ‘Let me look at your best jewel.’

Obediently she placed one foot up on the bed, her thighs parted wide. Her vagina was glistening with its own readiness, her inner lips parting for him as they darkened and swelled. She wanted nothing more than to welcome him in - that most beautiful part of him, his warm, pulsating cock. With her legs stretched wide to display herself, even the partial release of pressing her thighs together to stave off that craving was denied her. Nick looked up and smiled.

‘Do you know why a woman in stockings and suspenders is so sexy?’ he murmured. ‘It frames you. You’re dressed in something but at the same time you’re naked. It draws the eye to the most important part. It’s hard black lines against ruby red softness. It looks like you’re offering yourself as something delicious to eat.’

With that he sat up and flicked the very tip of his tongue lazily up and down against her exposed clitoris. The sensation was too intense. She wanted the longing to build up and up almost to more sweetness than she could bear before she finally came. She moaned and shifted just out of his reach.

Nick followed her and dipped his tongue further back into the honeypot between her pouting lips. Lazily he ran it backwards and forwards in her smoothness, lapping at her juices greedily like a cat with the freshest cream. This sent slow, billowing waves of pleasure up through her vagina. This, she knew and Nick knew, was how she loved to be played.

Suddenly he lay back on the bed again, his arms flung upwards as if in surrender. Though cheated at the abrupt withdrawal of his skilful tongue, she enjoyed the sight of him below her. His erection strained the expensive fabric of his trousers like a tent pole. She guessed its freedom to move meant he was wearing boxers underneath. She guessed it wouldn’t be much longer now before she was allowed to know.

‘Prowl on me, baby,’ he muttered throatily. ‘Make me so horny for you it hurts.’

She crouched on all fours astride him on the bed, very gradually working her way up his body. Her heavy breasts were swinging freely as she crawled. Her nipples grazed the legs of his trousers. The slightly scratchy fabric made them buzz with longing but soon she wanted more. She prowled further up his body, dragging her breasts over the buckle and heavily embossed leather of his designer belt. The contrast in textures and the sudden coldness of the metal hardened her nipples into peaks.

And then she caught the scent again. The musky scent that invaded her, penetrating deep into her lungs and making her realise, abruptly, how even breathing could be an erotic act. The question flashed into her mind without her knowing why she wanted to ask it.

‘Nick, who’s Rob—’

His mobile phone rang.

Cursing, Jenna rolled off him and flopped by his side on the bed. Nick reached into an inside jacket pocket and took out the phone. Her heart thundered, as did her frustrated vagina, as she lay there stiffly and listened to one side of the conversation.

‘Huh . . . yeah, sure . . . when? . . . Okay, see you then . . . Look forward to it . . . Missed you, too, baby.’

He broke the connection, rolled over and grinned at her. ‘That was Lisette in case you hadn’t guessed. Her flight was delayed. She’s on her way from Heathrow now but she’s running late. You needn’t be listening for footsteps in the hall for at least two hours, I reckon. So what are you going to do with me?’

He’d taken off his jacket and shrugged it aside. Already his fingers were busy unbuttoning his shirt. Jenna’s mind was on more promising things. Because she knew he enjoyed it, she undid his belt buckle with her teeth. Likewise the clasp on his trousers and his zip. As Nick stripped off his other clothes she nuzzled her way through to feel the silk of his boxer shorts against her cheek. She rubbed her face against the shape of his erection and drank in a deep breath of his masculine scent. Then she probed through the slit in his shorts to breathe tantalisingly on his cock.

Under her breath and, increasingly, her lips and tongue it stirred and strained towards her. She slipped his trousers and shorts over his hips and freed his cock to take it fully into her mouth. She loved to suck it. When the bulbous tip filled her mouth and the veins in the shaft pulsed against her stretched lips, pumping in more and more blood, she sometimes felt her mouth was going to have an orgasm in sympathy. But this afternoon she had other ideas for his swollen cock and, obviously, so did he. As soon as he was completely naked, Nick withdrew from her, pushed her face down on to the quilt and twisted over to straddle her from behind.

He tucked his hands under her hips and raised them up towards him, spreading her buttocks wide. In this position the suspender straps cut deeply into  her from behind but it wasn’t unpleasant - far from it. It focused all her attention on the agreeable stretching sensation she was feeling in the cleft of her ass.

She felt Nick’s cock run lazily up and down that cleft. She felt the trickle of impatient fluid seeping from its head. He began to rub it into her stretched skin, letting his cock linger suggestively as he circled it round and round her tight asshole. It felt deliciously taboo. Many times she’d wondered about being penetrated there but Nick’s cock was too thick for such a tight opening. Still, it didn’t stop her imagining. She was sure he was going to take her from behind this time and in such a position just fantasising about the so-close but illicit alternative brought her closer and closer to the brink.

Nick’s fingers found the inviting wetness of her quim. They weren’t gentle. By now she didn’t want them to be. He made sure she was parted and moist enough for him, then positioned his cock head precisely and plunged in deep.

She gasped as he began to thrust. Too many men were tentative at this point. Not Nick. One of the things about him that obsessed her was his sureness, his firmness, his ability to thrust like this as long as necessary, penetrating her more fully than any lover had done before.

His hands slipped forwards from her hips and raised her up on to all fours. While thrusting energetically from behind he fondled her breasts and rolled and pinched her nipples just as greedily. Her face-down position lent her breasts more weight - made them seem even bigger than before. She knew this turned him on. His unashamed response to them turned her on, too - a simple, lusty appreciation of her womanhood.

Her clitoris was pouting, aching to be rubbed. Nick was moulding her prominent nipples between his thumb and forefinger, totally absorbed in this pleasure. She knew he wouldn’t give up even one handful to move down lower and fondle the neglected bud. She longed to do it herself. But she couldn’t possibly support his weight and hers on one hand alone.
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