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BETWEEN THE PAGES





    Somewhere in the back of my mind I thought about what Sean had said. It was the usual cliché about living your life because you only have one, you know the sort of thing. But cliché or not it worked, it was just enough to make me go through with it otherwise I probably wouldn’t have. Everything changed from that point on. I suddenly started thinking of myself as a sexual being, someone who needed sex as much as anyone else. Oh, I know I’m attractive, I’ve seen guys look at me everywhere I go. But that was them. Somehow I felt aloof, immune, wrapped in my own life of so called normality. Until that one day in London when I missed my train.




    It was raining, it was always raining. Huge drops of water pelted me from a dark grey sky and I ran for cover along with everyone else on the street outside the station. There was a café by a bus terminal and I headed for it, taking my seat at a somewhat grubby table still littered with the previous occupant’s soiled crockery. I had an hour to kill before my next train and I wasn’t about to wander around outside in this downpour. I contemplated going up to the counter and ordering coffee but there was a bit of a queue and I didn’t want to give up my seat. I thought I would just wait until everyone was seated then go up. Not that I really wanted coffee, it was dawdling over the last one that made me miss my train in the first place.




    It was then that I noticed it; a small notebook had been left on the table partly obscured by used serviettes. I reached across and with a quick glance around, peeked inside. Scribbled in green biro were the names of several men. Philip was one I think and there was definitely a Steven. Next to the names were comments and small asterix. I looked around me making absolute sure that no-one was watching or coming back to reclaim it. When I was quite satisfied I started to read. The comments all seemed to be of a sexual nature saying things like, ‘Likes it rough’ or ‘Oral only’ I felt my mouth drop open as shock hit me and quickly shut the book. But when I stood to order my coffee I slipped it into my handbag, I’m not really sure why.




    I was safely on the train before I looked at it again, peering at it furtively and partly covering it with my hands. The comments were short and to the point, all of them intimate. I flicked through to the back of the book where several of the men had been fortunate enough to be given whole paragraphs on their performances. I started to read:




    JOHN:




    John was hesitant at first and I wasn’t sure he would do what I asked. We chose a table set apart from everyone else and where the tablecloth was long enough to hide him. We waited until we’d ordered our meal then he slipped to the floor. His hands lifted my skirt and played with my stocking tops. He was a little rushed and I was disappointed that he lowered his head so quickly to brush his lips against my naked sex…




    My eyes grew wide and I glanced nervously around the carriage. Everyone had their heads stuck into newspapers not paying any attention to me at all. I felt a flush of excitement as I read on.




    His tongue was flat but he used it well, lapping quickly across my folds applying just enough pressure for me to sit straighter in my chair. With a prod of expertise he found my hardened nub and worked it quickly up and down. The waiter brought our drinks and I froze but he didn’t notice John thank goodness. When he had left I reached beneath the table and pulled John’s head closer to me. I pushed against his mouth as much as I could without losing my posture. The thrill of being surrounded by upper class diners and doing something so very decadent pushed me over the edge and I tensed, then shuddered my release against John’s eager tongue. ***




    Three asterix! I shifted in my seat feeling flushed with excitement. I turned the notebook to the front cover in search of a name or something, who was this woman? But the cover was blank, revealing no clue to its contents. With a further 10 minutes of travelling time to go I read the next entry.




    DAVID:




    David came recommended to me from the agency…




    Ah! So that was it!




    …I was told he was game for anything so I pushed him as far as I could. I met him in Regents Park by the huge lake. I had given him strict instructions what to wear and he didn’t disappoint. His baggy shorts and loose shirt were exactly right for what I had in mind.




    You know, there is something about reading sexy stories in public. You always feel as though everyone knows what you’re up to. I took another quick look around the carriage at the bored faces and then continued.




    We took a boat ride and sat right at the back; rows of people were in front of us though, thankfully, no children. When we had been moving for around 5 minutes I placed my hand on David’s lap. He was naked underneath the shorts as I had requested. I moved my hand across his groin until he became erect then I stroked back and forth watching his eyes close in the beautiful sunshine. This continued for a few moments until his shorts formed a perfect tent and he was a lost cause. I reached beneath his baggy shirt and down the front of his shorts, looking ahead at the backs of the other passengers. David was sat to my left and I was able to take him in my right hand and squeeze the erection waiting there for me. Slowly I moved my hand up and down hidden by the shirt. He moaned softly and I nudged him quiet with my thigh. I moved my hand with more urgency clasping him between thumb and curled forefinger. With a jolt and a shudder he coated my palm, biting hard on his lip to stop himself crying out. Delicious! ****




    My stop arrived and I left the train, tucking the notebook back into my bag. I was excited by what I’d read and my legs felt like jelly as I walked quickly to my car. Back home I sought relief with anxious fingers. I thought about David in the boat releasing himself behind the backs of unwitting visitors. I lay back on the bed with my legs up against the wall and stroked myself towards release, shuddering as waves of pleasure washed over me. After a few moments I read on, I couldn’t resist, who was this person with such an exciting life?




    One hour and two orgasms’ later I had made up my mind. It was crazy but I wanted to try this. Maybe not the more adventurous incidents but I wanted to be with a man, just once, who didn’t know me and would do whatever I asked. I leafed through the book dishevelled and naked, my body still glowing and my mind buzzing with excitement. I had to act now while I dared. Page after page of experiences lay before me, someone else’s experiences. It was time for one of my own. Then I found it. There in the middle, beneath a hot story about full sex in the cinema and a man who had earned 5 asterix for his trouble, was a London telephone number! I picked up my mobile and rang, only to hang up when I heard the dialling tone. Taking a deep breath I tried again.




    The female voice on the other end of the line was clear and professional. She gave the name of an agency; I didn’t even hear it properly because I was so eager to arrange something quickly before I changed my mind. I asked her how much it would cost to spend time with Steven; he was the man with 5 asterix. She gave me a price and told me when he was available and that was that! I had booked him for Thursday evening and I was to meet him outside the multiplex at West India Quay. Oh I know it wasn’t very original of me but the story about his antics in the cinema had driven me half delirious.




    Thursday came, I had paced back and forth all day, bought two new dresses, both with easy access to my body, and picked up the phone three times to cancel. But meeting Steven was now only one hour away. I felt as though my heart would burst. I settled on the pale blue, a short little skater dress with plenty of flair. I tried to get it into my mind that Steven was there to please me. I was paying him to do what I asked. But what if he didn’t like me? I checked in the mirror, what wasn’t there to like? I was very attractive with long, auburn hair that sleeked down my back like a veil. The dress suited my slim frame and I’d always loved my legs. It would be fine; of course he’d like me. It occurred to me that I didn’t know what Steven looked like. The agency had given me a very basic description and told me he would be wearing a white shirt and black pants, but to be honest who wouldn’t be?




    It was the agency advisor who suggested West India Quay. Travelling to London took around 25 minutes for me and I needed to take a ride on the tube to Canary Wharf. I was assured that this cinema would be one of the quietest I would find and chose an early evening time to hopefully play it safer still. When I arrived the streets were buzzing with people. Thankfully it wasn’t raining but as I looked towards the entrance my heart lurched at the queues for tickets. Standing on the steps to the entrance, set a little apart from the other people, was a tall, seriously handsome man in a casual white short sleeved shirt and black trousers. I knew it was him. There was something very professional yet relaxed about the way he stood. He was clearly waiting for someone, me. I stared at him, scanning him up and down from a comfortable distance. Finally I approached and my scalp tingled as my heart beat a little faster at the sight of him. I panicked, he was so good looking, I suppose you would have to be in his line of work, but even so. I froze just a few feet away, I couldn’t do this. I was about to turn and walk quickly away when he noticed me. I stood rooted to the spot as he walked towards me flashing a smile of perfect teeth.




    “Hi,” he said reaching for my hand, “I’m Steven, are you Alice?”




    Yes, I know it’s not my real name but I wasn’t going to take any chances.




    I nodded meekly.




    “Do you want to go into the cinema or did you have something else in mind?” he asked gesturing towards the small crowd of people.




    I stood silently for a moment, the reality of what I was doing faded away as I looked into his face. The dark intensity of his brown eyes bore through me. His sleek black hair and the hint of playfulness playing around his full lips pulled at my core. I wanted him, I wanted this. Now if I could only get my mouth to open…




    “The cinema would be great.” I managed.




    We chose a queue and joined it. The street was alive with taxis and buses, it was almost rush hour and the local offices would soon be closing. Not that it made any difference, London was buzzing all day every day. I was beginning to think I should have suggested somewhere quieter or paid for Steven to travel to me when we reached the booth. I chose the least popular film from the many on offer, a romantic comedy on its way down the charts and of little appeal at 4.30pm. We made our way inside past the queues for popcorn and drinks. Steven led me to the very back to sit on a row that was completely deserted. Of course he did, this was not his first time. I waited anxiously for other movie goers to take their seats and was relieved to find no-one sat in the few rows in front of us. In contrast to the throng of people outside our small, dark theatre was sparse.




    I fidgeted in my seat as I glanced nervously around. When I looked across to Steven he was smiling.




    “Do you want me to take control?” he whispered clearly sensing my acute apprehension.




    I nodded weakly, my whole body alive with excitement, my sex already throbbing its approval beneath my short dress.




    “If you don’t like what I do feel free to stop me.” he murmured though his sweet smile told me that was never going to happen.




    The movie started and we settled down. I leaned into him as he put his arm around me giving the appearance of a normal couple out on a normal date. He sat to my right and his right hand rested gently on my left thigh, electrifying the skin beneath it. I wriggled a little as he began to stroke softly through the flimsy cotton. He turned his head to kiss me and I don’t know why but its intimacy surprised me. I took his tongue and stroked it with my own; so much passion surged through me I felt I would melt. His tongue greeted mine and he learned further across me angling his body to reach me better. The delicious taste of peppermint awakened my senses whilst the faint aroma of expensive scent teased my nostrils. My body responded quickly as I thought about the stories I’d read and this gorgeous man attached to my face. I pushed myself deep into the seat, trying to relieve the throb already threatening to take over.




    “Easy,” he whispered against my neck, “We have hours and hours.”




    How could I last hours? I was already his, my body pooling before him starved of any attention apart from my own anxious fingers. But I tried to relax, the sound of the movie a soft drone bearing no significance to my current state. Steven looked at me, breaking the kiss and seemingly making the decision to slow things down a little. He sat back into his seat and lazily played with my thigh. I relaxed as much as I could but my skin was crawling with excitement, my sex throbbing and wet, begging for attention. I pressed myself further into my seat and tried to focus on his gentle touch. Steven played with my knee, rolling his palm across its surface and stroking with feather light touches. This was good, really good. I relaxed and even glanced in the direction of the screen. Slowly he moved his hand a little higher, taking my dress with it. I prided myself in my soft skin and knew that my legs were perfectly smooth beneath his searching palm. His hands swooped up and then down again as he leaned forward in his seat to reach my ankles, teasing his fingers around my foot and easing off my shoe. With a slow movement Steven brought his palm up towards my knee again and then all the way to the top of my thigh. I whimpered as he brushed briefly against the silk of the thong I didn’t dare go without and he silenced me with a kiss. Up and down his large hand swirled, stroking and teasing every inch of my leg before moving on to the other. Each time he reached the tops of my thighs he brushed oh – so lightly against my increasingly damp thong.




    Steven’s tongue moved in and out of my mouth simulating what he would like to do to me and this time, when his hand reached the top, I clasped it to me in attempt to feel it for just a while longer before it could escape once more to my ankle. Steven curled his finger along the outline of my clit and I shuddered. But then he was away again swooping down to my knee and across to my other thigh. I pleaded with my eyes but his were closed in concentration. After a few moments of this intense stroking Steven lifted my dress up from underneath me until my almost naked cheeks sat on the plush seat. Then he reached for my thong and eased it down past my hips hooking it from my feet and placing it in his pocket.
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