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Finger Music
by Kay Jaybee

The subdued light of the room reflected off the whitewashed brick walls, gathering in one bright spot on the polished floorboards. In the centre of the glow, a pair of oversized brogues were firmly planted either side of a long metal spike; a spike that, as Sallys eyes slowly rose, turned out to be attached to a double bass. The first member of the jazz trio hired to play in the bar where she worked that evening had obviously arrived early to rehearse.

It wasnt the presence of the single musician that halted Sally on her way to the staffroom, but the sound he was creating. The wooden panels beneath her feet resounded to the rhythm, humming against her trainers, as she stood transfixed.

Ignorant of even basic jazz, Sally watched as the man played, his bulk equal to the challenge of supporting the instrument, his eyes tightly closed, lost in his music as his digits danced up and down the fret with a speed and agility that belied his thick fingers. And yet, as she watched, Sally realised shed been quite wrong. This man wasnt bulky; he was simply tall, fit and immensely strong. A flicker of unexpected electricity climbed up her spine.

With his eyes still shut, a patina of perspiration gathered across his forehead as his fingers increased speed with the tempo of the music.

Sally pushed her back to the door and, bending her knees, slid quietly to the floor, her eyes never leaving those nimble fingers. Vaguely aware that she had never witnessed anything as erotic as those smooth digits as they skilfully played, Sally began to wonder how else he might employ such dexterity.

The tune hed been playing morphed seamlessly into another, slower this time, calmer, a more sensual glide taking over from the heady yet graceful hammering of the previous melody. Sally glanced up at his face, suddenly realising where she was; sitting on the hard wooden floor, half an hour before the bar opened. Her manager, fellow waiting staff, and the other members of the jazz group could walk in at any moment, expecting Sally to have everything all set up for the evening ahead.

Although his eyes remained shut, Sally felt caught out. She didnt know if the man was aware of her presence or not. Scrabbling back to her feet, she tried to shake off the hypnotic beat that resonated in her ribcage and between her legs. Trying to stop herself allowing her imagination to mentally replace the double bass fingerboard with her own spine, Sally self-consciously began to edge toward the staffroom door.

Did you like it?

His voice was almost as deep as the notes hed been playing, and seemed to echo into the abruptly quiet space.

I um yes Sally felt an uncharacteristic blush cover her usually pale cheeks. I hope you didnt mind me listening.

That is what Im here for.

Already aroused by her fantasies about his manual dexterity, Sally felt a further tug at her crotch as his right eyebrow lifted, and a blast of searing-eyed mischief scorched her.

Oh yeah, right. Her limbs felt awkward and clumsy in the presence of his obvious confidence. It was as if he knew what hed done to her. As if hed summed up her physical condition in just one look.

From nowhere, Sally remembered a line in a book shed once read that had made her scoff: it was as if he could see right into her soul. At that moment it didnt seem like the romantic clap-trap shed taken it for. It felt hot and real, and the black cups of her satin bra no longer felt big enough to contain their contents.

Would you like to try? He gestured to both Sally and the double bass in one go, by tilting the instrument in her direction.

UmI Sallys throat seemed to have dried in upon itself, but her feet shuffled toward him anyway, her eyes glancing between the entrance to the staffroom and the door that led back into the main bar. I should be getting the room ready for your gig; the others will be here very soon

Theres plenty of time. Dismissing her task as unimportant, he grasped her wrist and smiled. Immediately Sally felt his pulse match her own, as he stood her so she was sandwiched between the double bass and his body. As his arms passed around her waist she inhaled his intoxicatingly musky odour, her head filled with sudden flashes of a love scene from the film Ghost. She really hated that film. A giggle escaped Sallys lips.

Ignoring her nervous laughter, he said, You need to place your fingers like this He splayed his hand and rested it over her chest, making Sally take a sharp intake of breath.

Huskily she spoke. You seem to have missed the double bass.

Basics first, honey.

Sallys sense of humour and feelings of uncertainty escaped in a further strangled chuckle.

Are you ticklish? He moved his hands gently, fixing them upon her firmly, as if holding a set of strings.

No! Look, this is silly. Sally giggled as she wriggled away from him, aware of something dying inside her as she left his grasp. All that is missing is the potters wheel!

He scrutinized her carefully. I wouldnt have had you down as a chick-flick romance sort of girl.

With her self-consciousness climbing to a whole new level, Sally scrubbed a stray red hair from her eyes, awarding him a mental point for understanding which film she was referring to without her having to launch into an explanation. I have a housemate; she makes me watch crap movies.

His eyes narrowed sceptically. That would explain it. A giant right palm came forward, bringing Sally back to the matter in hand. Id like to teach you. Come on.

Someone might see.

Now why would that bother you, I wonder? He was mocking her, but despite the silence, Sally could still sense the music; and something in her yearned to hear it again. I was only going to show you how to play.

Sally swallowed. She couldnt believe how badly she wanted this man. She didnt even know his name. He was just an anonymous part of the jazz trio, the remaining members of which would surely be arriving soon.

More than a little aware of her damp knickers, Sally gave in to her reservations and allowed herself to be pulled back against him. The top of her head only reached as far as his neck, and he rested his chin comfortably on her shoulder. He whispered now, the breath of his words caressing her earlobe, Close your eyes and feel.

This time he squeezed her tightly between him and the double bass and, as if she wasnt even there, began to play.

The shock of the notes as they rang through her body, throbbing between her pussy lips and igniting her breasts, dried her throat further, sending her imagination into overdrive. Bringing the instrument closer, the musician squashed her chest beneath his fast moving arms, making her very aware of the bulge that had developed in his trousers behind her lower back.

So engrossed was she in the sensations the man and his strings were creating, that at first Sally didnt notice that his arm had moved, and was diving inside the thin black T-shirt that formed part of her waitress uniform. Without breaking his stride, the bass player popped her small breasts free from their satin holster and continued his fingering. This time though, her bare flesh and hard, taut nipples had replaced the strings directly, and every nerve in Sallys body shot to her pussy.

Colours danced behind her eyelids, flashing blue and green before, with a firm thrust forward of his groin, and an increase in the speed of the flowing notes, blazing reds and oranges lit up the inside of her eyelids. The lust that the music had been quietly nurturing, combined with the deft touch of his large yet incredibly gentle fingers, abruptly centred itself on her snatch.

Forgetting where she was, and that they might be disturbed at any moment, Sally moved to meet the thrusts. Her arms, previously limp at her sides, reached around to his back, so she could clench the strangers arse. Pulling him nearer, Sally could feel the erection that was becoming more defined by the moment.

As soon as she grabbed him, his hands abandoned the bass entirely, wrapping themselves around her. Keeping up his tactile fingering, and as if Sally herself was the instrument, he carried on playing, her breasts, torso, and stomach replacing the fingerboard and strings. The only thing missing was the music, yet it was buzzing through her as, shifting his stance a little, he centred his entire musical prowess on her breasts, her nipples becoming the sole objects of his agile playing.

The rainbow behind Sallys eyes exploded repeatedly in time to his intense percussion, and beneath the thin material of her rucked-up work shirt, she felt the rip of an orgasm race through her.

With lightheaded dizziness, Sallys eyes flew open, and she sank back against the musician, her brain struggling to comprehend what had just happened. Despite her dishevelled state, she hadnt removed so much as a shoe, and he was still rock hard, and from the tone of his breathing, was only just managing to maintain his self-control.

Easing the waitress to her feet, the jazz performer leant to her ear. I have to play for real soon. My friends will be here any minute now, and you need to set up the tables.

Sally nodded dumbly, torn between her bodys elation at the intensity of her unexpected encounter, and her disappointment that she hadnt been able to watch him come. It was over. Real life had intervened. She hadnt even had time to see beyond the double bass players clothes, kiss his lips, suck his cock, or experience him move within her.

A sense of anti-climax filled her for a few seconds before a large, smooth hand cupped her chin lightly. Are you working here all evening?

Sally nodded, not sure what to say to the man whod so easily reduced her to jelly.

Good. Whats your name?

Her answer came out as a croaky murmur. Sally.

Im Greg. He smiled again, and a glimmer of hope sparked inside Sallys crotch. Listen to the music while you work, and then, if youre a good girl, Ill teach you some more interesting notes afterwards; if youd like me to?

Not trusting herself to give an audible reply, as a new elation filled with erotic anticipation burned in her chest, Sally nodded again, before making a beeline for the staffroom.

How Sally got through the next few hours she didnt know. With her concentration in tatters, she slopped drinks and mixed up orders while she fought to stop her eyes from persistently straying to the large man stationed at the back corner of the jazz trios triangle.

The other two members of the group barely registered on her consciousness as the music rippled through her, each new note reminding her body of what shed so recently experienced, and what she hoped was to come. Every fibre of her being willed the gig to be over, for the audience to disappear, and for Gregs fingers to be back on her tits; for them to move lower and play her between her slick thighs.

When at last they played their final number, Sally could have cried as the audience demanded an encore and the trio happily obliged. Horribly aware that her nipples were poking noticeably at the flimsy fabric of her work shirt, Sally dared a quick glance at Gregs face. From the expression in his eyes she knew he was as desperate for this to end as she was. She couldnt help but wonder how hard he was. Just how big was the erection conveniently hidden behind the body of the bass?

Then suddenly, blessedly, the wait was over.

Shouting goodnight to her colleagues, Sally grabbed her coat and bag. Taking a deep breath, and hoping like hell that Greg hadnt changed his mind and left without her, she pushed open the staffroom door.

Greg stood on his own, one hand resting on top of the double bass case, the other tucked deep in his jeans pocket. You want to come with me?

Will you teach me to play some more?

Id be delighted.

Shed expected to be taken to his home, but instead, a wordless half hour later, Sally found herself, in a small airy studio. Clarinets, flutes, violins, a trumpet, and two more double basses were lined up on silver stands against the wood-panelled walls. Amazed at the sheer array of musical instruments, Sally gasped. You can play all these?

Of course. Sliding her jacket from her shoulders, Greg led Sally toward a black double bass. This ones my favourite. His fingers made short work of the buttons on her shirt. I only use it on very special occasions.

Aware that her breathing had reached the heightened state it had been in before the performance, Sally inclined her head, allowing him to continue to slowly strip her.

It was only when her knickers had been inched from her legs, and Gregs fingers were strumming against each section of her freshly revealed flesh, that Sally registered there was no reason why she couldnt reciprocate.

With far less finesse than her companion, she tugged and dragged at his clothes. Naked, he was even more imposing, and Sally gulped back a sigh at the size of the cock that wavered before her, feeling a brief glimmer of fear as he wondered if shed be able to accommodate it. A fear that was extinguished the moment he manoeuvred her so she was standing so near to the shiny black instrument that the cold strings buffed against her chest, stomach, and upper legs.

Pressing himself against her, his cock digging against the top of her backside, he wrapped his left arm around both her and the instrument, easing them together. Then he lifted his right arm to the top of the instruments neck, and began to pluck one string at a time.

Sally cried out in surprise at the luscious feelings the twanging of the taut nylon strips engendered against her overheated flesh. Reverberating between her tits, renewed surges of desire coursed through her body as if shed been hotwired. As the flesh-stifled notes travelled along the strings, her pussy trilled with a response that quickly turned from delicious pleasure to delicious torment.

Shed waited so long, and all the tension that had built inside Sally while shed watched Gregs hands sweep over the bass all evening, the prolonged pressure of his dick against her, and the warmth from his arm as it held her even tighter, felt too frustrating to bear. She wanted him facing her. She wanted to feel the masculine pulse that thumped against her between her legs now!

Greg, I She got no further.

He twisted her around with a speed that astonished her, picked her up bodily, and laid her gently down on the soft green carpet. Dizzy from the sudden movement, her body suffering from the loss of the texture of his skin next to hers, Sallys eyes widened with a mix of horror and excitement as the musician grabbed a bow from the nearest violin stand and, with intense precision, began to glide it over her right nipple.

A low whimper broke from her lips, as her instinct to sit up and escape this uncomfortable yet arousing caress was prevented by Greg sitting astride her legs, his cock tantalizingly close. Her growing whine sounded like an amateur playing the violin as he began to alternate his attention between sides, each stroke enflaming her teats further.

Leaning, he arched over and above his bow, keeping up the playing of her chest, as he reached forward and kissed the waitresss mewling mouth before murmuring, Im going to make you come now.

Just the stating of his intention alone was almost enough to trigger Sallys climax. So when his fingers started to stroke her nub in time to the sweeps of the bow, it was only seconds before Sally was yelling out her release, her body jumping and twitching beneath him.

Panting hard as her body relaxed against the floor, Sally stared up at Greg. His shining eyes were dilated, and his own breathing told her how difficult he was finding it to hang on to his own orgasm.

A smile spread across Sallys face as she knelt before her new lover. You can play all these instruments honey; well, I can play the flute. With that, she engulfed his rigid cock within her mouth, and began to beat out a swift rhythm on his length. Tonguing him faster and faster, slipping his dick deeper into her throat, Sally kept going until Gregs body quivered next to her.

Shoving Greg backwards, Sally lay on top of him. As she impaled herself onto his length, she drummed her hands against his sides. Pumping her legs up and down in time to the pace of Gregs fingers as they pinched her breasts, Sally sang out in satisfaction as their performance peaked in a perfectly synchronised crescendo of finger music.





Watch Me, Watch You
by Lynn Lake

Im into voyeurism. Watching, getting watched back, encouraging others to perform while I stare and strain and come.

I guess he thought he was all alone out there on his balcony. But he didnt figure on dirty little me.

It was midday on a weekday, and I was out watering the plants on my tenth floor balcony when I caught a flash of skin on the ninth floor balcony one over from mine. I had to sort of scrunch down and twist my head over the railing, but I could clearly see the cute guy stretched out in the sun on a deck lounger hard cock in hand and stroking.

I guess hed been soaking up some rays and the heat had gotten to him. His shorts were down around his ankles, his chest bare and oiled, his smooth, cut cock enjoying a leisurely hand polish, up and down, up and down. He stroked long and sure and true, fingers swirling up and over his mushroomed hood.

I took a quick look around. No one on the balconies next to mine. No pervert craning his neck to cop an eyeful from above. So I slid one naughty hand into my knickers and the other up into my T-shirt, catching clit and nips in full bloom.

I bit my lip to stifle a moan, staring, rubbing, rolling. The cocky guy below had a long, lean body to go with his long, lean prick; short, black hair that turned to a dusting of black fur on his glistening pecs, butterscotch nipples standing out ripe and rigid. He pinched and pulled on his erect buds with the fingers of his free hand, while I did the same with mine, the both of us rubbing, my clit and his dick.

Then a crow suddenly landed on my balcony railing, started cawing accusingly at me. I yanked my hand out of my T-shirt and angrily waved it away, knocking a potted plant over in the process.

The crashing noise stopped the studly stroker in mid-stroke. He stared up at me.

I froze, one hand in my fur, the other wrapped around a boob, as the dark-haired hunk looked at me. Then started tugging on his handsome hard-on again, smiling at me.

I gulped and grinned and put my own dirty hands into action once more. I really groped my tingling boobs, pulling on my jutting nipples, buffing my swollen clit; feeling myself up to the point of no return. As I anxiously watched the buff balcony man watching me, his hand moving faster, fisting his oil-burnished cock.

It was voyeurism at its most open and mutually satisfactory, the both of us getting off on the other getting off. I pulled my T-shirt up, exposing my electrified boobs, and he grinned. I stood up and pushed my jeans and knickers down, exposing my soaking puss, and he stroked even faster, applauding my show with one hand.

Mmmm! I moaned out loud, rubbing quicker and pulling harder to keep pace with the mighty cocksman.

The sun beat down on us as we beat off, my head spinning and body burning. I began to dizzily wonder if it was all a mirage that hard-bodied, hard-cocked vision of manliness pulling on his stunning manhood for my perverted pleasure and his. But then a lightning bolt of delight shot through me, arcing up from my frantically fingered button. And I knew again that this was for real.

I jammed two fingers into my slit and desperately pumped, thumbing my clit, ready and oh-so-willing to come right along with the studly, stroking object of my arousal. He tilted his head back and groaned, hand flying, semen bursting out of his jacked erection and jetting up into the air. His burning eyes locked on mine.

I flooded with hot, wet, wildly-tingling ecstasy, jerking in rhythm to the spouting man below.

It was the next best thing to having actual sex with the well-hung hottie. The next best thing, as I can now attest.

I could just see him out of the corner of my eye as I looked at my laptop screen on the credenza. He was supposed to be washing the window of the office next to mine on the 23rd floor, but he was sneaking a peek at me from his platform. He had curly brown hair and a long lean body, and since he seemed to be appreciating the view so much, I decided to have some fun with him.

My office door was closed and I didnt have another appointment for another half hour. So, I clicked on to a porn website, on to my favourite scene of a big, blond, extremely cocky young man fucking a large-breasted brunette out on a hotel balcony. And then I pushed my chair back and slid a hand down over my skirt, to pussy-level, sliding my other hand up over my blouse, tit-high. I could see the peeping window-cleaners eyes bug out, behind and to the left of me.

I smiled and spread my stockinged legs, staring at the on-screen action and squeezing one of my tits through my shiny red blouse, rubbing my pussy through my ruffled black skirt. Giving the dangling voyeur outside a nice side shot of sexy me feeling myself up.

I heard the cables strain, as he leant over the edge of the platform railing to cop a good look at me. But I pretended to have no idea he was out there. I was just a horny corporate girl getting fresh with herself on a lazy afternoon, viewing unauthorized porn on her office computer.

And I was horny, the X-rated video and my appreciative audience getting me all hot and bothered. I unbuttoned my blouse and pulled it open, exposing my tingling breasts in their satiny pink C-cups. Windowmans knuckles went white on the railing, and he leant dangerously forward over a 23-storey drop, watching me jerk my bra down and pop my jiggling brown jugs out into the open.

I cupped the pair, shivering with pleasure. Then I squeezed the hot, soft flesh, gently, needfully. I clasped my straining, burnt-sugar nipples between my slender fingers and rolled, breathing, Yes!

The sun beamed through the window and bathed me in a golden light. My body flooded with heat, pussy with juices. I pushed a tit up and flicked the jutting nipple with my tongue. Then caught it between my lips and sucked it.

I did the same to my other tit, revelling in the wet feel and wicked tug of my own mouth on my buzzing nipples, staring at that hardbodied hunk on the computer screen plunging his cock into the dripping pussy of the busty brunette. Until I remembered my own guy hanging outside the window, the show I was supposed to be putting on for him.

I snapped my skirt open, arched my bum off the chair and pushed my pink panties down my long, slim legs. I kicked them away from my ankles, leaving the lower half of my body in just stockings and high heels, the black fur of my pussy winking with moisture.

Stealing a sidelong glance, I saw that Curly had exposed himself too. He had his big, hard cock in his hand, fisting as he stared at me through the window. What a fine, appreciative audience! I rewarded him for his boldness by sliding my right hand down my stomach and into the fur of my pussy, hooking two fingers inside my slit.

I jumped, hitting home. Then I pumped, finger-fucking myself, tickling my swollen clit with my thumb, clutching and squeezing my bared breasts with my left hand. The beautiful people in the erotic video were approaching their climax that I knew so well. Even with the volume off, I could hear their moans and groans, the sharp smack of flesh against flesh.

I pumped my cunt harder, plying my tits, gasping for breath and shaking all over. The dirty window-washer was jacking for all he was worth, hand flying on his clean-cut erection.

The on-screen blond yanked his glistening cock out of his lovers pussy and sprayed all over her face, coming in great, shooting spurts that splashed into the womans eagerly open mouth. Oh God, yes! I cried, ablaze with impending ecstasy.

My fingers flew inside me, and I gripped a tit with furious strength. Then shuddered, spasmed, wave after wave of searing pleasure washing all through me. As my spy-guy jerked and jizzed against the edge of my window, smearing the glass.

He had to clean that off. And later, another load. Because when he finally got aligned with my office window, I put on a full-frontal show for him that had him spouting my praises all over again. He didnt leave me hanging either.

***

Don was down by the pool, soaking up the Las Vegas sun and all the interesting sights spilling out of their bikinis. I was up in our hotel room, four floors above.

Getting a hard-on looking at all the pretty girls? I purred, buzzing him on his Bluetooth.

He laughed, nervously.

I stared down at his long, tanned body laid out on a poolside lounger in a tight pair of red swim trunks. His smooth torso glistened with sweat and oil, his hands folded in behind his head, long legs crossed at the ankles.

He wiggled his toes and grinned, said, Whats up, babe?

Your big, hard cock, I breathed, if I have anything to do with it.

I could almost see his sky-blue eyes widen behind the dark lenses of his sunglasses. His modest little girlfriend didnt usually use such dirty words. But the heat was getting to me too, along with all that fine male flesh on display right before my glittering violet eyes.

Id just come out of the shower a few minutes before, and was completely naked in front of the tinted hotel window. I was dripping all over, especially between my legs.

Filling my free hand with a tit, I squeezed, gasping my pleasure into the phone. Im going to pull that tiny swimsuit of yours down and take your cock into my hand, stretch it all soft and warm, stroke it till it rises up hard and long and throbbing.

Hey come on, Catherine, Don gulped, unclasping his hands and bringing his arms down to his sides. I could see the bulge in his Speedo, swelling with my every naughty word.

I slid my fingers up the shimmering flesh of my tit and pinched my buzzing nipple. Yes! Im going to swirl my hot, damp hand up and down your prick, pulling on it, working your big, heavy balls with my other hand. Until youre so tall and hard I need two hands to jack you, pump some delicious precome out of your cockhead.

Don brought his knees up, folded his right leg over his left knee, trying to hide his erection. But I could still see it stretching out the front of his trunks, almost feel it pulsating in my hands and mouth.

Then Im going to pull your huge, stiff prick down to my mouth and breathe all over it. Before really opening up my mouth and sucking your hood inside.

He grunted into the phone, his right hand sliding down over his stomach and onto his prong, rubbing the straining member.

I rolled my wildly tingling nipple between my fingers, glaring down at the guy. Im pushing my head forward, taking more and more of you into my mouth, consuming your cock. Then sealing my lips tight around your shaft and pressing my tongue up, locking you all pumped and beating in the steaming furnace of my mouth. And then sucking, tugging on your prick with my soft lips, pulling on you with my wet mouth.

His hand rubbed faster, and I slid my own hand off my breast and down my naked body, in between my legs. Oh God! I cried, touching slickened lips and swollen clit. You taste so good, Don! Im sucking your cock, hard and tight and wet, sucking you right down to the balls and then back up again, over and over!

Don groaned. He frantically looked around for a paper, a magazine, something to cover up his raging erection and rubbing hand, so he could really go at it. But there was nothing close by.

And when I have you so hard and pulsing in my mouth, on the verge of spurting down my throat Im going to pop you out of my mouth and into my cunt.

Don leapt off the lounger and into the pool, submerging himself in heated wetness like his cock in my pussy. He spun around and gripped the edge of the pool, bobbed up and down, rubbing his dick against the slick tiled wall.

Youre fucking me, Don! I wailed, rubbing my button, tits shuddering. Your cock is pumping in and out of my sucking pussy, driving me wild, driving you wild, driving the both of us to the very brink of wicked orgasm.

The water rippled all around the guy, as he went up and down like a cork. A woman swam away over to the other side of the pool, while a group of teenaged girls pointed and giggled.

My fingers flew through my sodden fur, polishing my clit. Oh God, Don! Youre fucking me so fast, so hard, so good Im coming, Don!

I screamed into the phone, my frantic fingers triggering an orgasmic explosion, ripping through my body in sonic, sensual waves, rocking me back on my heels. Watching Don jerk, his head tilted back, muscles clenched all over his jolted body, as he urgently came right along with me out there in the open pool.

That was a little piece of the handsome stud that stayed in Vegas.

I turned on my computer, clicked on the camera icon. A black-and-white picture of my bedroom filled the screen. My husband was sitting on the bed, next to Tessa, our babysitter. Don had his arm around Tessas shoulder, a hand on her bare, shining thigh.

But But wont Mrs Frederickson your wife mind? the 19-year-old gulped, her big, brown eyes beaming up at Don.

Catherine? She wont ever find out. Its not her I love any more, anyway. He kissed the girl on her soft, full lips, squeezing her thigh.

I balled my hands into fists, grinding my teeth together.

Catherine, Ive got those colour schemes you wanted to

Get out! Get out of my office! I screamed at my assistant.

She stepped back in shock, and I shot up out of my chair and slammed the door in her face, locked it, rushed back to the computer monitor. Don had slid one of Tessas halter top straps down, had his hand inside, clutching the girls plump young breasts, Tessa kissing him back now.

Cunt! I hissed at the screen.

Don pushed the other strap off Tessas shoulder, and her top fell down, exposing her lush tits. He grasped both of the velvety black mounds and lowered his head and kissed her coal-black nipples, pressing his lips against first one blossomed bud and then the other. Tessa tilted her head back and moaned.

I slammed back in my chair, dove a hand into my skirt, over my wet pussy. I grasped a tit with my other hand, like my husband was grasping our babysitters tits.

Don tongued all around Tessas nipples, painting her wide dark areolas, making the teenager shiver. Then he lifted her up by the chest off our bed and sucked on her breasts, swallowing and tugging on her jugs. I tore my blouse open and popped a tit out of my bra, pushed it up and licked at the extended nipple, sucked on it, rubbing my pussy.

Don straightened up and placed his hands on Tessas bare shoulders. He gently pushed the girl down to her knees on the plush carpet of our bedroom. She stared at the bulge in his suit pants, her breasts glistening with spit. He nodded, and she scrambled his belt and fly open, pulled his long, hard cock out of his boxer shorts. We both groaned as her hot little hand encircled his throbber.

Tessa eagerly tugged on my husbands cock. Then stuck out her tongue and licked at the mushroomed hood, tickling Dons shaft, before sliding her thick lips over his cap and sucking.

Fuck, yeah! Suck me! Don groaned.

Fuck! I cried at the screen, furiously rubbing my muff, rolling a rigid nipple. Watching the cute little girl excitedly bob her head back and forth on my husbands cock, her long, black hair shimmering.

Her technique was amateurish, but enthusiastic. Don grabbed on her head, his body shaking. She gripped his thighs and looked up at him with loving eyes, mouth working and lips pulling.

Then they were on our bed, Tessa on all fours with her big booty sticking out, Don in behind. He shoved the girls pleated skirt up to her waist and pulled her panties to one side, thrust the bloated tip of his cock into her exposed slit.

Mr Frederickson! Tessa wailed. She clutched at the bedspread, as my husband slowly drove his entire dong into her juicy pussy.

Don rutted around inside her, ecstatic at the tightness, the wetness of her quim. Then he gripped her baby-fat waist and pumped his hips, fucking her. He did it slowly at first, stroking long and deep; then faster, harder, thumping her rippling butt cheeks, rocking the girl, pounding her pussy.

I spooned all four of my fingers into my own dripping twat and pumped, just about fisting myself. Squeezing my tits, I finger-fucked to the same frantic tempo that Don was fucking Tessa. I bit my lip, my face and body burning, hands working; watching my husband ferociously piston our babysitter.

Tessa shuddered back and forth on the end of Dons hammering cock, her tits flapping and hair flying, moaning in her sweet little-girl voice.

Fuck, Tessa! Don cried, jerking, creaming the girls pussy, over and over.

She bleated her own joy, feeling my husbands hot spurts all through her trembling body. I arched up out of my chair, wildly pumping my slit and thumbing my clit and pulling on my nipples, body blazing with orgasm.

I stared at the pair, cuddling on our bed. Don winked at the camera mounted in our open closet. Id convinced the guy to install it, then talked him into seducing our pretty, young babysitter, as I watched.

It hadnt taken too much convincing on either count.

Voyeurism has never just been for singles.





Read My Lips
by Elizabeth Cage

I bet you and Kyle would hit it off, Maz told me, not for the first time, as we finished off our Monday night pole fitness class.

Yeah, whatever, I replied without enthusiasm. After my last bloke had cheated on me with at least three other women, I wasnt bothered if I never dated again.

Kyles a fun guy, she insisted. And I should know. Maz had been out with Kyle herself eight years ago and theyd stayed friends long after the relationship ended. Hes just what you need right now. Fun. And he knows how to use his cock.

Cheers, Maz. Glad to hear it.

And his tongue. She wasnt about to give up. He wants someone to take with him to some fetish parties and I know youre into all that.

Used to be, I replied in a disinterested tone.

Thankfully, she took the hint. OK, Becky. Ill let it drop. So are you still coming round for coffee after class tonight?

Fifteen minutes later, I was crashed out on her sofa, my sweat-plastered hair matted to my head, in my comfy jogging bottoms and baggy T-shirt, while Mazs enormous shaggy tortoiseshell cat, Abe, pummelled me with his head, purring loudly. I was just enjoying a pleasant snooze, along with my fluffy feline friend, when the doorbell rang and Maz leapt up.

Expecting anyone? I asked suspiciously. But she had already disappeared hurriedly into the lobby. When she returned, a sheepish smile on her guilty face, I guessed that the guy standing beside her was the infamous Kyle.

I frowned at Maz, who managed to avoid my gaze as she introduced us.

Kyle, Becky, she gabbled, gesturing vaguely with her hand.

The visitor looked totally relaxed in black racer-back vest and combats. Despite my irritation at Mazs deviousness, albeit well-intentioned, I liked the way he looked; his ultra-neat hint of a beard, his shaved head, his dirty smile, and the most amazing, piercing blue eyes. Sometimes, a writer will use the description his eyes danced and I have always thought this ridiculous, but Kyles eyes really did dance.

Hi, Becky. Ive heard lots about you. His voice was smooth and rich and once Id got over being set up by Maz, we all chatted in a civilised fashion for the next hour or so about fetish gear, parties, politics and religion. We pretty much covered most major topics, in fact. Kyle was attractive, intelligent, and amusing, and flirted with me mercilessly, so before I left, we swapped email addresses and phone numbers. It turned out he lived only a short drive from me. Maz was forgiven. For now. But I didnt want a boyfriend. And Kyle didnt want to date.

He rang me later that night, to my surprise, and the conversation flowed easily. The following evening, as arranged, he rang again. It made a nice change, having a guy taking initiatives instead of me doing the chasing. We talked openly about what we enjoyed and how to proceed. Then we made our arrangement. All very efficient and businesslike.

Two days later, at 10.45 p.m., I was perched on the edge of my leather couch, my long, dyed magenta hair cascading down my naked back, staring at my mobile phone. Waiting. He had sent me a text when he left his place so I could be ready for him, the front door of my ground floor flat slightly open so he could just come straight in to find me sitting there naked, apart from shiny black high-heeled boots. He had a serious fetish for shiny surfaces. My pussy was freshly shaved, as agreed, and my legs wide open. The lights would be low (my suggestion, as I anticipated a degree of self-consciousness) and he would simply walk in, kneel before me, and lick me repeatedly to orgasm. Then he would leave. No words would be exchanged. It was a sexy scenario and I had played it through in my mind repeatedly.

But now, as the time of his planned arrival drew near, I became in turn thrilled, nervous, and a little afraid. Was it such a good idea to leave my door unlocked on a dark winter night? To allow a man who was little more than a stranger to come into my home, where I lived alone? I hadnt told anyone he was coming over, not even Maz, as he had sworn me to secrecy. I suddenly felt vulnerable. I also felt a tingle of excitement.

I had prepared exactly as agreed showered and wearing those knee-length, tightly fitting boots with ber-sharp stiletto heels. Nothing else. Not even jewellery or hair clips. He had been very specific. Precision was part of the turn-on.

I had already unlocked the door, left it slightly ajar. When my phone trilled its familiar fanfare to herald the arrival of a text, I nearly jumped out of my skin. Squinting in the half-light (having taken off my glasses for vanitys sake) I read the illuminated words:

On way now.

So, this was really happening.

I began to have my doubts. After all, Id only met the guy once. What if he had told his mates and set me up for a joke? Who knew who might come through the front door maybe with a camera? I nervously dismissed this idea, which was too awful to contemplate, imagining Facebook shame. Quickly, I reminded myself that, after all, he used to go out with Maz, who was a good friend. I credited her with far more judgement than to date a tosser. Glancing up at the ticking clock, I realised I was trembling. Five minutes to go now. Would he seriously go through with it? Would I?

I thought I could hear the distant roar of a motorbike approaching and instinctively I knew it was him. Another two minutes ticked by in silence, but it felt like much longer. What the hell was he doing? Maybe he had got cold feet after all. Then I heard biker boots scrunching down the gravel path. My heart was thudding like a frightened rabbit.

The door opened, and there he was, standing in my room, invading my cocoon. He walked over to the sofa and knelt at my feet, drinking in the sight of my open legs, the smoothness of my inner thighs, the gaping wet slit that greeted him. And the overpowering musky smell of my arousal. Kyle breathed it all in appreciatively. Then he got to work on me with his tongue.

He set about the task as if it was a job and a really important one at that. He was thorough, meticulous, conscientious even. Licking, probing, diving, stroking, alternating the pressure, gauging my response and adjusting his technique accordingly. Reading me. I gazed with an odd sense of detachment at his shaved head as it moved up and down. I wanted to reach out and touch, to explore textures as he explored me, but that was not on the list. So I started to relax, to enjoy being serviced in this way, to allow myself to give in purely to sensation and nothing else. My eyes closed, I experienced the first of what would be a series of mind-blowing multiple orgasms. Oh my God. Oh my God. The words kept repeating in my head. He was soooo good and he clearly adored giving oral. And I adored receiving it. He kept going for over an hour, hardly coming up for air. Eventually, satisfied that I was finally wiped out, he stood up and left, closing the door quietly behind him.

I was sprawled inelegantly across the sofa, my hair dishevelled, unable to move. I listened to his bike roaring away and closed my eyes, reliving every moment. Before I fell asleep, I fumbled for my discarded mobile phone to conclude the arrangement. Still dazed, I sent the text: Job well done.

His reply, written without abbreviation: You are very welcome.

I slept soundly that night, amazed at what had just happened. I had never done anything like it before. Well, not without dating the guy first!

We didnt meet for a while after that. I wondered about it just being a one-off. There were certain advantages to that. However, I kept replaying it in my mind. The nature of the encounter had just enough of a dom/sub tinge to give it that extra edge for me. I liked the instructions beforehand about what we would do, and there seemed to be a whole lot more potential. Especially if he was willing to explore further scenarios with me. So I decided I should offer to return the favour. I composed the email and sent it off. And I knew Kyle would follow it to the letter. That was part of the fun.

For our second meeting, I drove to his place. It was another dark night with no moon, and having a rubbish sense of direction, I got lost, making several wrong turnings nerves, I suppose. Finally, I reached the address on the map. It was a newish housing estate and Kyle lived in a small terrace in a cul-de-sac. It all looked so normal it felt surreal.

I parked up and stepped out of my car into the night, shivering in only my flimsy satin dress. No underwear. I checked the instructions he had sent, following a narrow path round to the back of the house. The door was ajar and a soft yellow light helpfully provided some illumination for my treacherous heels. Before going any further, I checked and double-checked the house number, considering the embarrassing consequences of getting it wrong. Having reassured myself, I took a deep breath, pushed the door open, and stepped inside.

Kyle was reclining on the couch, looking relaxed. He smiled, and my legs felt suddenly wobbly. I took the roll of black, shiny bondage tape out of my bag and offered it. Taking it, he gestured to me to sit beside him. Swiftly, he bound my wrists and ankles and then flipped me onto my side. No words were spoken. He lifted the soft fabric of my dress and my skin tingled in anticipation. I particularly enjoy having a tongue or finger pushed inside me when my legs are bound together the constriction heightens and focuses the sensations. So when his tongue flicked lightly over and on my clit, before forcing it inside, I came far too quickly. As instructed beforehand, I tried not to make too much noise. There were neighbours both sides, and the walls were thin. Then it was his turn.

He unbuttoned his flies and a huge, beautiful cock sprang out. He showed it to me, displaying it, slapping it onto my face. He was proud of his cock and rightly so. He pushed it firmly against my mouth and teeth and, remembering our agreed scenario, I pretended to refuse him, keeping my mouth resolutely shut. He pinched my nose and I squealed, my mouth dropping open, and he seized his opportunity and forced his cock inside. All of it. I gagged at the length and width, feeling it touch the back of my throat. Grabbing my head roughly, he twisted his fingers in my hair and pushed, demanding without words that my mouth take more. I adore the sensation of my mouth being filled and stretched, but I groaned, my cries muffled. The mouth-fucking that followed was violent and forceful, the discomfort from the angle of my head and the position I was lying in almost unbearable. My jaw ached now. How long could I endure? But he showed no signs of stopping any time soon, and was clearly used to making it last a long time. When it came to oral, Kyle had tremendous stamina both giving and receiving.

I started to feel scared. It was getting hard to breathe now. What if I choked on his cock? He was thrusting and grunting, pumping harder and harder. Then, suddenly, he exploded, flooding my throat with hot, thick fluid. There was so much. Too much. I was choking. It dribbled down my chin, my neck, and down into the crevice between my breasts. I gulped, tried to lick it up, but he had not withdrawn yet, was still pumping, and I had no choice, I had to swallow. He was smiling as he pressed his hand over my mouth, forcing me to drink every last drop. I groaned and sighed, my clit stirring once more. I needed him to drink me again. No words needed to be spoken because Kyle knew what to do. He just read my lips.
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