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    The Deepest Dig

    by Sylvia Lowry


    


    


    I had uncovered the last quarter of the mosaic, careful to avoid damaging the fragile coloured tiles, delicately applying my brush to remove the desert sands. Before me, resplendent, lay a preserved image of a woman, arched and ecstatic, her nude figure open to the universe. In that moment, I envied her as I admired the figure, her eyes gazing towards the heavens, exquisitely rendered in flakes of antique stone. Watching the skies above me, working in the oppressive heat of the Egyptian afternoon, I felt a different, less emboldened kind of exposure, the defencelessness of a vulnerable mortal. I could feel the sweat pour down my back as I took another drink from my canteen, stopping for a moment to catch my breath.


    In my career as an archaeologist, I had always felt ambivalent about exposing the past. There is a nakedness to the artefacts of history, a profound frailty, and perhaps I had exposed this new figure against her will. Whenever I uncovered a fresco, a jar or a relic of daily life, I had always imagined that their figurative nudity became mine. The hard precision of scholarship became something more rousing and intimate.


    And in examining this new figure, I experienced an undeniable thrill, a pleasure in the act of uncovering, a subversive feeling that reminded me of the ecstasy of a sexual encounter, delicious in its brief passing. As I took a momentary break from the dig, I realised that I had become literally exposed; in my final battle with the dust of the tomb, my breasts and nipples were revealed by the sweaty dampness of my T-shirt. For a moment, the desert air caressed them, forcing me to shudder with brief arousal, as if the spirits of the tombs had conspired to banish my solitude.


    Then I saw Clive, digging near the closest rock formation. I waved and saluted, and he responded with an innocent shout of ‘Deeper, deeper!’ as his pick invaded the soil. I smiled at the mild innuendo. We had only spoken occasionally as we worked together, but he had fascinated me since the first day of the excavation. I would hesitate to call my fixation a schoolgirl crush, but my infatuation had a youthful, innocent intensity. I didn’t need to know a man well to have an erotic fascination; perhaps it was easier to want to fuck a colleague than befriend him.


    ‘Be gentle!’ I teasingly shouted back and resumed my work, but the initial uncovering of the mosaic had drained my energies. I used my finest brush to dust off the mosaic, as if I were sparing her from the further aggression of my pick. The sun had mercifully begun to descend, and I idly admired the nude form again, struck by the delicacy of its workmanship, the details of the face that seemed to radiate personality and pleasure. But then the light of the sky faded, and I realised that the workday had ended. At the camp below the site, I could see that Clive had begun to cook dinner.


    



    I felt hesitant to return to camp, but I finally summoned the courage to descend the path, imagining myself as the woman in the mosaic, charged with sexual allure, brazen and heroic. But my confidence vanished as I approached Clive, who sternly faced the fire. A half-full mess kit drifted into the sand beside him.


    ‘Eating baked beans while I do the housework?’ I laughed and seated myself, reaching for a glass of wine, consuming it fretfully.


    ‘Anne! Did you finish the mosaic?’ His eyes opened wider, as if he were astonished by my dedication. In the wake of my fatigue, I quickly calculated our achievements for the day and imagined that he had done little to equal my dedication. And as I surveyed his ass, highlighted by the flush of the fire, I felt a different kind of fervour, imagining myself reaching towards him impulsively, kissing him gently before accelerating my attentions, unzipping his trousers and silently taking his cock in my mouth. Yet I remained silent, mired in my inhibitions.


    ‘Yes.’ I nodded, feeling a brief flush of wine. ‘I uncovered all of the surface of the figure, or what appears to be all of it. I’ll need to study it by daylight. There might be more to uncover.’ I hesitated and gazed at the fire. ‘You can join me, if you’d like.’


    He nodded wearily. ‘Only if I have time. I need to finish reviewing the pottery samples by noon.’ He completed his meal and gazed into the darkness. ‘I could sleep like a Pharaoh, honestly.’


    ‘You’re going to bed? I wanted to discuss the strata of the outcrop.’ I laughed after I spoke the phrase, which I had spoken with mild irony. I wanted to ensnare him with my words and allure, to ravish him by the declining flames, to shred his clothes like a wild carnivore and wrap my pussy around his cock, and as I watched him depart, I finished my wine in a defiant swallow, wanting to cast the glass into the fire, cursing my timidity. I could see him disappear into darkness, a fine escaped quarry, and I allowed the flames to die, permitting the darkness to enfold me and obscure my presence, imagining myself vanishing into a comforting void. My nagging reflections returned: I had sacrificed the comforts of a conventional life in the name of scholarship and lamented that I had not been fucked in over two years. I lamented my unsatisfied appetites, watching the expanse of sand stretching into infinity. It reminded me of my figurative carnal desert, bleak and unrelieved.


    Returning to my tent, I fell asleep almost immediately and dreamt that I was lying on an ancient bower, nude and reclining in the posture of the woman in the mosaic, legs spread defiantly to the world. I first placed two fingers in my pussy, luxuriating in the friction of a substitute cock, twisting my nipples as I lurched my ass skywards, imploring the ancient gods to reward me with an energetic fuck. And as I pumped my fingers inside my cunt, feeling a fraction of release that only reminded me of an absent cock, I dreamt of a tongue forging a delicious trail along the inside of my thigh. As it paused to lick the inside of my legs, offering generous attentions to the crevasses behind my knees, I imagined I saw Clive materialise, gazing into my eyes, his mouth ascending to my pussy, where he inserted his tongue without ceremony. I leant back and let him invade me, licking to an unfathomable depth before sucking my clit, salivating generously, allowing the delectable spittle to cascade along my cunt. I ran my fingers through his hair, clutching his tresses in desperate fistfuls as I started to come and moan an invocation to the skies ...


    And as the orgasm ripped through my pussy, ascending through my nipples and throat, my reverie was interrupted as I awoke to the sound of footsteps and the shadow of a passing silhouette. Rising from my sleeping bag, I saw Clive walk by as if he had been incarnated into flesh by the sheer force of my imagination. I sat up, tired and alone as I watched him seat himself on an outcropping, staring into the darkness. I quickly dressed and approached him, only modestly covering my nudity.


    ‘Anne?’ He spoke quietly, seemingly surprised at my arrival, returning his head to his knees.


    I approached further. ‘Would you prefer to be alone?’


    ‘No, not at all.’ He spoke in a neutral tone, the pitch verging on melancholy, tapping a compass insistently. ‘I need something to complement this wretched instrument. I think I messed up my coordinates earlier. I could swear that it was pointing towards Cairo an hour ago.’


    I laughed meekly. ‘The mysteries of attraction, I suppose? Or do all roads lead to Cairo?’


    In the desert night I imagined I heard a remote shriek, its source unidentifiable, shuddering across the rising dunes. Maybe he was contemplating an unrequited passion of his own. But his thoughts were unobtainable. His head leant towards the sand, his mind descending, I imagined, into the depths of some distant excavation site.


    I put my hand on his arm. ‘The question sounds ridiculous, but do you ever imagine that you can expose your entire self?’


    He looked towards me. ‘Figuratively, you mean? Exposing your inner being?’


    I paused. ‘Maybe. I was thinking about the mosaic of the woman that I uncovered. I realised that I’m the only one who’s seen it in its entirety for a millennium. Or what I imagine is whole – there could be more – but I’m fascinated by the pose. It appears complete, but I imagine there’s something below, waiting for discovery.’ I looked towards him, but glanced away. ‘I feel like there are so many things like it, just waiting for expression.’


    He laughed. ‘I’m not sure I understand.’


    I smiled, moving closer. ‘I can demonstrate.’


    ‘Demonstrate?’ His eyes expressed a charming eagerness laced with terror.


    ‘Let’s stop talking about work ... and start to play.’ I moved my hand to the back of his neck, first applying gentle pressure as I stroked the fine hairs, leaning forward as I whispered into his ear, gently laughing inwardly at my bravado. Licking his inner ear, deviously plumbing the entrance with my tongue, I murmured, ‘There’s something else I want to uncover ... your exquisite cock.’ He started briefly and I pulled him towards me, imagining him ensnared as I reached towards his crotch, sensing his energies emerging, caressing the contours of his shaft through the fabric. ‘And you’re not going to fucking resist.’ I could feel new moisture in my panties as I savoured the charged moment, kissing his cheek gently, then his lips, my fingers eagerly seeking his entire cock as it shifted beneath the fabric, ascending into a full and rigid erection.


    He lay backwards onto the sand, and I envisioned an ancient statue settling into rest. He remained passive, nearly inert and I smiled impishly as I unzipped him, gazing into his eyes as I removed his cock from his trousers. I touched it gently and admiringly, as if it were a new archaeological discovery. Perhaps it was. How long had it been since I had touched one? My professorial eye admired its details: the neatly shaved scrotum, tensed with arousal; the exquisite shaft, quivering with anxious delight; the striking, engorged veins pumping with warm blood, and the inflamed head, silently inviting me to lick and suck with unrestrained ferocity.


    But then my carnal instincts resumed, and I let a mischievous drop of spittle descend. As it struck the engorged head and glazed the side, I licked it up with a deliciously sloppy motion, murmuring in undisguised pleasure. I retreated onto the sand, seated on my knees. ‘You taste fucking fabulous. I’ve been waiting weeks to suck you off.’


    He glanced upwards, exhausted by the shuddering climax. ‘My God, Anne. Why didn’t you earlier ...’ I smiled as his wounded thought trailed into the darkness and resumed my attentions, gripping the base of the shaft, enthusiastically jacking him off as I savoured his cock with enthusiasm, startled by the intensity of my rising, wanton appetites. My inhibitions had vanished suddenly as I began my enraptured blowjob, and my ravenous energies now inspired me to play with my inflamed clit as I allowed his delectable shaft to caress my tongue. I salivated generously along its length; there was something nearly culinary in the delightful sensation.


    I licked his balls waywardly, and could have continued. But then I could sense a throbbing pulse as his balls tightened, the unmistakable crescendo of a rising orgasm.


    ‘God, Anne ...’ He threw his head backwards with a fevered, oddly endearing intensity.


    ‘No worries, baby.’ I kissed the head of his cock, savouring its uncontrollable pulsation. ‘We can fuck later. Come in my mouth, man.’ I was delighted by my powers of suggestion – as if on command, a volcanic, sloppy fusillade of come jettisoned into my lips and I savoured the incoming barrage like a gourmand, murmuring with contentment, surrendering to the filthy pleasures of the moment.


    I hugged him fraternally and we resumed our observation of the night, which had begun a subtle transformation into dawn. A blushing finger of pink light crept incrementally across the plain, eclipsing the darkness as I hugged him more tightly, awakening to an increasing sensation of comfort and warmth, sensing the illumination, now traversing the camp, strike my half-exposed breasts. I opened my shirt further, emboldened by my disclosure to the awakening morning, enjoying the lingering taste of Clive’s luscious come.


    It was a foretaste of victory, but I wasn’t through with him yet.


    I grasped his arm. ‘Let’s go to the tomb.’


    He laughed. ‘So early? I thought we could continue ...’ He gently kissed my cheek as I stood up and gestured emphatically.


    ‘First, I have a theory about the mosaic.’


    ‘A sudden epiphany?’


    I did not answer, but grasped his hand and led him to the path. We climbed towards the burial site, now illuminated by an emergent column of sunlight, the mosaic of the woman awakening in my mind, her ripe breasts and exposed nude form enshrined in time. Below her magnificent ass stood a layer of encrusted sediment. Its opacity tempted me – I was compelled to dig further, to increase the scope of my earlier revelation.


    I leant towards Clive, kissing him gently on the lips. ‘Let’s dig. Carefully.’ Jointly, we brushed away the soil of the ages, respectfully liberating the image below. New contours began to take form, colours emerging in resplendence as the sunlight mounted in intensity, casting a spotlight on the startling image: the woman sat atop, or rather mounted, a second figure, the unmistakable form of a sexual partner, supine on the ancient wall, his erect cock penetrating his liberated partner in reverse cowgirl position. Her ecstatic expression burned even brighter in my mind, and I imagined her thoughts lost to the vibrant friction of an unashamed fuck, enshrined in eternal rapture, naked to infinity.


    ‘Here.’ I placed my hand on Clive’s shoulder, fixing my gaze into his eyes as I removed my shirt, casting it onto the sand, lying backwards in invitation as I removed my trousers and discarded them into a neighbouring dune, unabashed and naked with the exception of my panties, which I pulled upwards into my moist pussy as I teased my clit through the sheer fabric. I relished the delicious friction of the cloth against my sodden cunt, gazing upon the mosaic, imagining myself boundless and free. I moved the garment to the side to place a finger inside myself, dramatically spreading the cloth like a curtain’s revelation, masturbating as I smiled at Clive.


    ‘Get down here and fuck me with your tongue.’ I licked my lips and grasped his hair, propelling his face towards my glistening pussy, delighting in the abrasion of his stubble against the inside of my thighs as his tongue invaded me, plumbing the inside of my cunt, plunging inwards momentarily before he lapped at my clit like a beast. I pinched my nipples, pulling them towards the heavens, feeling my areolae warmed by the arriving sun. I ripped off my panties and reached towards his cock, sensing new vitality as the shaft hardened, the head pulsing with the arrival of enthusiastic new blood. As if he had sympathetically obeyed my desires, he removed his shirt and trousers, discarding them into the sand as I grasped his erection and guided it inside me, leaning backwards as its length caressed my lubricated depths. He first began slow, tentative strokes before he fully marshalled his confidence, licking my neck in playful, gentle contrast to the ferocity of his thrusts. I grasped his ass, caressing his balls in wordless encouragement, lurching upwards to kiss his nipples and neck.


    He thrust his cock into me maniacally, fucking with mechanical intensity, as if he had also been possessed with the spirit of the mosaic, and I surrendered to the insistent friction of his cock while I slapped my clit. My pussy was now literally soaked, inspired by my rising fervour, and I could feel my juices cascading delectably around his shaft. But I was inspired further by the image behind us.


    ‘I want to get on top – I want to fuck you like she’s doing it.’ He lay back passively as I seized his shaft, driving it inside myself with such sudden intensity that I could hear him gasp in surprise as I mounted him in reverse cowgirl, a perfect reflection of the ancient image.


    All propriety vanished, the world evaporated, as we entered a primeval world of shifting sands, regressing into a realm of total exposure. I watched the mosaic as we fucked, united in liberated candour with the ancient image, all pretensions of scholarship cast to the sands. There is something about riding a cock, the sense of gentle domination that it provides, the ability to control the angle, to stimulate the clit. And as I nailed him, I imagined that I silently commanded him, communicating beyond language. He bucked rapidly upwards to meet my thrusts, as if he had read my filthy imagination.


    Finally, I uttered, ‘Fuck me from behind; I want to feel your balls slapping my fucking ass,’ and he complied without hesitation as I turned over, my nipples uniting with the earth as his cock plunged back into my pussy, his hands gently grasping my waist as he screwed me with mounting zeal, increasing the depth of his barrage. I imagined, fancifully, his cock emerging from my throat as a shiver rose through my pussy, then through my nipples and the tendons of my neck, inspiring an animal utterance or perhaps an ancient hieroglyphic expression of primal release. I came, kicking my legs in elation as he withdrew, ejaculating in a ferocious eruption across my ass, followed by second and third bursts of semen, scattering with diminishing force across the small of my back.


    I looked back towards Clive, facing the emerging sun, extending my arms in an embrace of its pagan energies, gazing towards the encampment, unashamed. I caressed my breasts and nipples, embracing my nudity as the woman in the mosaic gazed back, unearthed and enlightened, boldly enraptured in her perpetual fuck. I devoured her energies, turning back to Clive, caressing his balls as I played with my clit, inviting him to fuck me into eternity.

  


  
    Heat It Up

    by Shashauna P Thomas


    


    


    When it comes to what turns people on sexually, everyone has their own kinks. Things that are guaranteed to rev them up from zero to 90 in seconds. For some it’s the sight of leather bondage and handcuffs, while others love pedicures in high-heeled shoes. Everyone has fetishes whether they want to admit it or not. I bet if more people were open with their sexual hot buttons they’d find their fetishes are more common than they think. Take mine for example. I love a man in uniform. For me there’s always been something hot and rugged about a man dressed up in the standardised uniform of their profession that seems to make them even more appealing. Almost like the generic uniform tries to cage their innate masculinity and emphasises them instead. Mailmen, bus drivers, officers, doctors, surgeons, and paramedics all get my feminine juices flowing. However, my reaction to all of them combined is nothing compared to what happens when I see a man in what I consider the definitive panty soakers ... the fireman uniform.


    It doesn’t matter if they’re suited up in hard hats with matching yellow and black jumpers or if they’re wearing the plain dark pants, light short sleeve shirt or dark coloured T-shirt with the fire department initials on the back. Either way I want to lick them from head to toe. Grab one by his suspenders, hop on him, wrap my legs around his waist, and proceed to play tonsil hockey for a few hours. I love firemen. One of the first things that I noticed about my apartment when I first moved in was that it was directly across the street from a firehouse. The noise of the area in addition to the noise of the fire engines was one of the reasons the apartment was so affordable. Others might not like living so close to a firehouse, but I personally consider it a perk.


    Looking out the window every day and getting glimpses of the strong, muscle-bound men was slowly driving me insane. Watching them wash down the engine, pile into the engine while racing off to respond to a call or just hanging around the firehouse often had me sitting at my bedroom window salivating like a starving dog with a bowl full of bones directly just out of reach. I hadn’t even met them yet and they were affecting my sanity along with my libido. It was pure insanity that spurred me into action. With a tin full of homemade chocolate chip cookies I made my way across the street to the firehouse. I had no idea how myself or my cookies would be received, as it was the first time I’d ever been inside a firehouse. I had no idea if they had any rules about civilians being around but I figured there was only one way to find out.


    Lucky for me the bunch of guys I first met were extremely friendly and welcoming to a young attractive woman walking right in with a bunch of cookies. It just so happened that the first one I walked into was the chief. He was a nice older man who, off the bat, made me feel welcomed and reminded me of my father. The chief said he didn’t mind me coming around as long as I promised not to get in the way when a call came in. All the guys were nice, friendly and, in general, good guys to hang around with. I started coming at different times to meet the other guys who worked different shifts. Some were hot and some were average but in their uniforms, none were disappointing.


    I enjoyed hanging out at the firehouse with the guys. They enjoyed my company as much as they enjoyed my cooking skills. I found out that the guys took turns cooking, and some were better at it than others, so my little contributions to the menu were always welcomed. Even the chief enjoyed my cooking while teasing me that I was trying to fatten them up. I’d make them cookies, brownies, fried chicken, meatloaf, and a number of other things. I came so often I knew each and every one who worked there. Who was married, who had a girlfriend, who was single, who had kids, who didn’t, who was a comedian, and who was serious. Mark was the serious one.


    Mark was the strong silent type. He was always polite, and didn’t say much to me, but the way I’d catch him looking at me when I was in the firehouse told a totally different story. In regards to size, Mark was the biggest firemen there in height and muscles. I knew he was intelligent from the short talks we managed to have but mostly from conversations he had with others that I overheard. Mark had been a fire-fighter longer than most in the station and, from what I’ve gathered, had seen more fires then the rest of them. When he’d strut around the station that experience exuded in everything he did along with restrained power that seemed to roll off him in waves. Even with his massive size he reminded me of a graceful lion prowling his territory. He was the physical embodiment of every single fireman fantasy I’d ever had. It didn’t matter that I knew him the least out of all the firemen; I knew I wanted him and no one else would do. My only problem was how to get my hands on him. Lucky for me, an opportunity unexpectedly presented itself.


    It had been a really busy week at work. I barely made it home for a quick nap, shower, and a change of clothes most nights, much less had the time to cook something and bring it over to the boys in the firehouse. That Friday night I had just enough energy to make a pan of lasagna before I collapsed in the bed from exhaustion. Saturday night I had planned a much deserved evening out with the girls so I woke up early Saturday afternoon and treated myself to a spa day. I spent the whole day pampering myself. With my hair and nails done, wearing the new outfit I’d bought, I was more than ready for a number of drinks combined with an evening of dancing and flirting with friends at a club. On my way out I grabbed the lasagna deciding to drop it off at the station on my way out. It was summer so I wasn’t cold in the short black skirt, tank top, and heels. As usual, the big bay doors were open, the lights were on, and one of the engines was parked half in and half out. The only thing out of the ordinary was how quiet it seemed inside. Even though I’d been coming there for months I still hadn’t had a tour so I had no idea where everyone was. The only sounds I heard were the clicking of my heels on the pavement and a TV on low. I figured it was coming from the small lounge I’d seen off from the dining room.


    As I leaned against the cracked door I said, ‘Hello?’ The only light in the room was coming from the glowing television, illuminating the lone figure sitting on the coach facing away from the door. It was still too dark to see who it was, but I could see he had turned around and was now facing me in the open doorway. ‘Hey, where is everyone?’


    ‘Oh hey. A couple of the guys went out shopping for groceries. The rest are sleeping upstairs.’ The deep timbre of the voice told me who it was before he reached over to the lamp on the side table. With the dim lighting I now saw Mark standing in front of the couch facing me with a can of soda in his hand. His button down uniform shirt undone, exposing the white wife-beater underneath cascading over rippling abs.


    ‘I didn’t think you guys ever slept.’ I replied, well practised in hiding the butterflies in my stomach that he never failed to provoke. ‘I just stopped by to say hello and to bring you boys some of my lasagna.’ He didn’t respond, just stood there staring at me with his dark intense eyes. He’s always quiet but I’d never seen such an intense look from him before. It was making me more nervous by the minute. ‘Should I just leave it on the table or should I put it in the fridge?’


    ‘You can leave it on the table. I’m sure when the guys get back they’ll want some. That is if the guys upstairs don’t finish it off first.’ He replied with a smirk. I nodded and made my way next door to the eating area. This part of the firehouse I was well familiar with. After placing the tin in the middle of the table I turned around and almost jumped to find Mark leaning in the doorway watching me. I hadn’t expected him to follow me, and he was so silent I hadn’t heard him. ‘Do you usually make lasagna dressed like that?’ It was then that I realised this was the first time he’d seen me dressed up. I usually came to the firehouse dressed casual. No wonder the fire I normally see in his eyes seemed to be raging tonight.


    Shaking my head no, I replied, ‘Not exactly. I’d been so busy I really hadn’t had the time to bring you guys any of my cooking so I made a lasagna last night. Thought I’d come by, visit for a while, and drop it off on my way out for the night.’


    ‘Well as you can see everyone’s either asleep or not here ...’ He said as he strolled into the room closing in on me and my personal space. ‘... but you could visit with me for a while if you’re interested.’ His voice getting deeper by the moment.


    ‘I think I can manage to spare a few moments.’ Smiling deviously as I brushed past him and on my way out of the eating area and back to the main bay. Stopping in front of the huge red fire-truck an idea began to form. So I turned around to face Mark as he closed in on me once again. ‘You know, of all the times I’ve been here I still haven’t received the grand tour. How about you give me my own private tour starting with the engine?’


    ‘Sure.’ He replied and proceeded to show me around the fire-truck. He took his time pointing to different parts of the truck explaining what they were called and their function. It was interesting and any other time I would’ve been spellbound and asking ten million questions but the subtle little touches he managed to casually slip in kept distracting me. The feel of his hands on my exposed skin frazzled my brain and nodding my head seemed to be all I could manage.


    Then glancing up at the front of the fire-truck behind the cab, I managed to ask, ‘Can we see the inside?’


    ‘You sure you can get up there in those heels?’ Mark chuckled.


    ‘You’d be surprised what I’m capable of doing in these heels.’


    ‘Pleasantly surprised no doubt.’ He replied as he helped me up onto the silver steps into the truck by conveniently placing his hands on my thighs and he easily lifted me up to the first step. I knew the inside of the truck would be cramped with a low ceiling, but once one sits down on the dark bench seating you can see that there is enough headroom as well as enough space for a number of firemen to fit when responding to a call. We sat on opposite sides facing each other as he continued to explain what everything was. Leaning back with his arm up in the open window slot, his eyes continued to blaze with interest as they roamed up and down my body. When he finally ran out of things to explain I decided to take advantage of the quiet and finally make my move. With my stomach fluttering I knew it was now or never.


    ‘I know you’re attracted to me, Mark, as I am to you. So tell me why this is the most time we’ve spent together and why this is the first time you seem ready to give me the time of day?’ I asked in a sulky voice as I slowly began running my hands along my body.


    ‘It was for your own good. You’re a small petite little thing, and I’m a big guy who likes to get really rough with my partners. I still don’t know if you’re able to handle me, but you make it incredibly hard to deny what I want to do to you.’ He reached down and adjusted his pants making room for the enormous erection begging for attention.


    ‘Oh I’ve just begun to make it hard for you, Mark. Why don’t you let me worry about what I can and can’t handle while you worry about making sure you satisfy my needs.’ Slowly spreading my legs wide enough for him to see up my skirt as my hand slowly inched up the inside of my leg. I began rubbing myself through my black thong; moaning as I imagined it was his big hands that were playing between my legs. Slipping two fingers under the thong rubbing my juices into my engorged clit. The only sounds were my elevated breathing and my hand moving in my moisture.


    ‘Show me what you like, baby. Use your other hand to play with your nipple.’ Keeping in mind that at any moment one of the guys sleeping upstairs could come down, I tried to keep my moans as low as possible. Lifting my hand I pulled my fitted tank up exposing my bare breast to his eyes. Mark sat there across from me with his hands balled into tight fists as I masturbated for him. The look on his face, the tension radiating throughout his body, and the lust burning in his eyes had me so turned on I felt my orgasm beginning to build a lot sooner than expected. ‘That’s it, baby. Come for me. Let me see you come apart.’ His voice was all I needed to push me over the edge. I bit my bottom lip muffling the sound of my release. I was still trying to get my breathing under control when he said in a deep commanding voice ‘Come over here.’


    Standing on shaking legs and hunching over slightly I walked the few steps to stand directly in front of him. With one hand he took mine and began to suck the juices off my fingers while the other reached under my skirt. With a strong grip on my thong he tugged hard, ripping it off me. He leaned forward and roughly consumed my nipples. Alternating between sucking and biting. His hands massaging my butt as mine held his shoulders were the only things keeping me upright; my legs felt like jelly. Suddenly he released my breast and flipped me around before pulling me down onto his lap. Spreading my legs open so I straddled his thighs. He played with my nipples as I began grinding on his dick through his pants. I couldn’t remember a time I’d ever been so aroused. The man drove me insane, and the only thing that would’ve been hotter was if he were wearing his yellow jumpsuit and hard hat. Oh the things I’d imagined doing to him with those suspenders.


    ‘Undo my pants.’ Even though his voice was a whisper in my ear I heard the command in his voice. Causing me to shiver as I reached between our legs and undid his zipper. Somehow he managed to reach into his pocket and pull out his wallet. Inside his wallet he pulled out a condom then handed it to me then slouched down as he commanded me to put it on. Driving myself crazy as much as him, I took my time rolling it down, paying close attention to the base of his shaft, and letting my fingers graze his balls once the condom was all the way on. ‘Oh, you’re so going to get it.’


    ‘I’m on fire! I ... I need you to squelch the burning inside. You think you ... you can handle it?’ I managed to get out as he rubbed the head of his shaft slowly back and forth over my sensitive clit.


    ‘My pleasure.’ He grunted as he positioned his head at my opening and began slowly thrusting. Not stopping until he was fully seated inside me. I began riding him following the pace he set. The feel of him deep inside had me moaning and digging my nails into his arms. His hands continued tweaking my nipples, adding another intense sensation to the numerous others coursing through my body. I felt his mouth nibble at my ear, neck and shoulder. Our slow pace began to increase to a fast and pounding one. His shaft managed to constantly hit my g-spot at just the right angle and I began to moan louder not caring if anyone heard me. Sooner than I imagined I felt my second orgasm begin to build as my inner walls started to contract around him as he pistoned away inside me. Then he squeezed my nipples causing my orgasm to crest. As I came apart on his lap he continued pounding away. Then he managed to get us both down on the floor on our knees, placing my hands on the bench and his on my hips not missing a beat. As my orgasm began to ease, another unexpected orgasm began driving me right back to my peak. I gripped and screamed into the bench seat as my hot fire-fighter grunted as he continued to fuck me from behind, now caught in the throes of his own orgasm. Feeling him come inside the condom and his fingers grip my hips so hard I was sure I’d have imprints later made my third and final orgasm last longer than the others. It was amazing.


    By the time we were finished in the fire-truck it was way too late to meet the girls at the bar. I was much too relaxed and sated to go anywhere but home anyway. Luckily we didn’t run into any of the others as we exited the truck. I gave him a quick kiss turning to leave. Remembering the lasagna was still cool from the fridge, I said over my shoulder, ‘Don’t forget to heat it up.’


    ‘I think we already did.’ He replied. I heard the smile in his voice and knew he understood what I was referring to just as I knew what he was. To say I slept like a baby that night would be an understatement. I didn’t know if we were loud enough to wake anyone up, but at the time I really couldn’t care less if they stood in the doorway and watched us. It was so good I still to this day could care less if we were caught and watched. If I was completely honest the thought itself makes me hot all over again. I don’t exactly remember what happened to the remains of my thong but I suspect Mark took them. I highly doubt he left them in the truck for the boys to find.


    I continued to come by the firehouse to hang as well as bring the boys more of my cooking and no one gave any indication they knew what happened. Mark has been much friendlier towards me and we’ve hooked up a couple more times since at my place. Each time it seems better than the last, which is hard to fathom as that night in the fire-truck was absolutely incredible. Now that he knows about my uniform fetish he has promised me another private tour of the firehouse. I’m not sure how he’s going to manage it without any of the other guys finding out, but I told him as long as he wore his hard hat and suspenders, I was game for anything. I really do love a man in uniform and enjoy doing my part to support the local fire department.

  


  
    Just Watch Me

    by Justine Elyot


    


    


    Until last year, I hated having my photograph taken. In my graduation picture I have fringe in my eyes and I’m hugging a bag to my chest, as if in defence. Every school group or individual portrait features me looking off, slightly sideways, into the middle distance. Less formal studies taken on family holidays frequently feature the classic forearm-over-face pose. I couldn’t even smile for a baby snap.


    So my choice of recreational pursuit sometimes brings a wry grin to my face – not in mid-performance, of course, because I’m far too professional for that. But when I’m cleaning up my room, putting away the lube and the toys, or removing my lurid cosmetic veneer with a baby wipe, thoughts of the “funny old world” variety cross my mind. Then I switch off the webcam and log off, and I’m shy Sharleen again.


    It was James who brought it out of me. I won’t say he put the idea in my head, or changed my personality in some fundamental way, because I have always been an exhibitionist, I think. It’s just that the urge was repressed for years and years, and it took some very skilful delving into my buried desires to spring it back out of its psychosexual jail.


    James was the first boyfriend to talk dirty to me. I had always assumed that I would hate this kind of sex play, being a prim not-until-the-tenth-date kind of girl back then, but my reaction to his nasty words shocked me deeply. It turned me on! Far from wanting to slide out from beneath him and deal a ladylike slap to his roguish cheek, I just wanted to spread my legs wider, throw my head further back and beg to be told again that I was a bitch in heat who needed cock morning, noon and night.


    ‘You can’t get enough, can you, Shar?’


    ‘No, no, more, more.’


    ‘You’re going to get more. As much as I can give you. And then I’m going to call my friends and have them come and fuck you too.’


    I moaned luxuriously. I knew he wasn’t serious, but the thought of him seeing me as a girl who would do that was just explosively hot. I imagined myself, taking cock after cock, while his friends (in untucked plaid shirts and two-day stubble) cheered and raised cans of beer to each performer in turn.


    The fantasy was broadened and extended every time we fucked, new details being added or experimented with as James worked on discovering exactly what pushed my buttons the hardest and quickest. He was good. Within a few weeks, he had perfected the script, and brought me out of my hiding place and into the golden sun of sexual freedom. I trusted him enough to show him all that I was, even the bits that seemed reprehensible or dangerous, and the high-wire thrill of it kept me buzzing day and night.


    ‘What if we did it for real?’ he asked one night, after exhausting energetic sex all over the living room and hallway, with the curtains not completely closed.


    ‘Did what for real?’ I yawned, examining my knees for carpet burn. Ouch. Yep.


    ‘Had a third party over … just to watch. Or to … join in.’


    My eyes flew wide open. ‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘Are you serious?’


    ‘I just think … it would add something. If it was someone we both knew … and trusted. It could be quite hot. Don’t you think? I mean, not if you don’t want to, of course!’


    ‘Male or female?’


    ‘Either. Your choice. Both, if you want.’ He grinned. ‘Or neither. Anyway, it’s just a thought.’ He sounded agitated now, as if worried that he had gone too far and expected me to run for the hills. ‘No biggie. Not a deal breaker or anything.’


    ‘You’re a pervert,’ I said.


    ‘Well, yeah,’ he said, in a “duh!” kind of way.


    ‘But,’ I said thoughtfully, laying my head back in his lap, ‘so am I.’


    In the end, we went for Craig, James’ flatmate. He had already heard our extravagant bedroom symphonies and, rather than turn up the sound on the TV to drown out our voices and creaking bedsprings, he apparently liked to put a glass to the wall and listen in. Halfway to voyeur already – he seemed the ideal candidate.


    James got me hot and bothered while we waited for Craig to come home from work by telling me about the conversations they had had about me over pints in the local pub. ‘He knows what you’re like,’ James told me, sitting me on his lap and snogging me hard, curtains wide, one hand up my top. ‘I’ve told him that you like it hard and often. I’ve told him about your sweet, tight cunt and your round, red nipples. I’ve told him that I’ve fucked your arse and you loved it. He knows you’re a dirty slut and he can’t wait to see it for himself.’


    ‘God.’ I was gulping, throat dry, knickers soaked. ‘Are we really doing this?’


    ‘Relax, babe. If you don’t want to do anything, just say the word. He’s only going to watch, though.’


    His key turned in the lock and I hid in James’ resumed kiss, letting him put his hand up my skirt, baring my thigh to the eye of the newcomer, who had thrown his bags down in the hall and was home. Home and hungry.


    ‘Well, well.’ His voice was a little unsteady, trying too hard for detached amusement. ‘What have we here? James and Shar sitting in a tree K.I.S.S.I.N.G. Please don’t mind me – carry on.’


    So we did. Carried on clinching on the sofa until my top was off and my skirt down.


    ‘What do you think, Craig?’ James broke off from sucking my nipple to throw the question over to the armchair. I looked over at him; he had released his cock and held it in a fierce fist. His face was pink all over, and looked bloated, his eyes reduced to piggy slits of lust.


    There were two ways I could go now. I could shake myself out of this madness and bolt from the room, clutching skirt and top. James was a decent sort of bloke – he wouldn’t hold it against me. Or I could do what I did – move one of my hands down inside my knickers, holding Craig’s eyes all the while, and splay my fingertips across my wet vulva, ready to thrum in a slow, steady kind of way, for the benefit of a stranger.


    ‘You’re not shy, are you?’ said Craig, trying to keep the tone light, but sounding like a buffoon instead, like the probably-virginal techno-geek that he was. Poor Craig. I felt a little sorry for him. This was strong stuff for an introduction to the thrills of voyeurism. But I was past shame now, past modesty, well past my old-fashioned cast-off morality.


    ‘Actually,’ I panted, letting James remove the knickers and bra entirely. ‘I am. This seems to be … an anomaly …’


    It came out something like “ammamolomoly” though, because James’ tongue had come to land on my clit and I could no longer say long or complicated words.


    ‘Oh my God!’ whimpered Craig, crouching down to crotch level for a better view. His spectacle lenses steamed up and I came, for the first time of many, thrusting my hips right at him, right at his face.


    He did nothing but watch, that first time. There were subsequent occasions, but he never wanted to join in, and that was fine with me. His bottle-lensed, bug-eyed gaze was good enough for me; enough to take me where I wanted to go.


    But Craig got promoted and moved away, and James and I lost our audience. We moved on to dogging, which was interesting, but somehow I could not shake the anxiety that our audience might lose control and harm us, or rob us. I wanted to show myself off in a safe space, it seemed.


    Then James came up with what seemed like a perfect solution.


    ‘Webcam,’ he said, producing a little metal eye from his coat pocket as we sat in the local pub after work.


    ‘What, like on Skype?’


    ‘Yeah. Except we could do a live streaming website. Or perhaps just make a couple of clips first, until you’re confident with live stuff. What do you think?’


    ‘Clips?’


    ‘Yeah. Put them on one of those porny versions of YouTube. See how many people bite. Invite them to come and sign up for a live streaming site. We could even make money from it!’


    ‘I don’t want to make money from it. I wouldn’t have a clue how to declare it on my tax return.’


    ‘Even better! We’ll get loads of punters if they know it’s free. Just think, Shar, you could have thousands of men getting off on watching you get fucked – all at the same time. What a head trip!’


    ‘Yes,’ I echoed. ‘What a head trip.’


    Initially, I took some persuading. ‘What if I was seen by someone I knew?’


    ‘You can wear a mask, or we can pixellate your face.’


    ‘I want them to see my face when I come, though.’


    ‘Perhaps we can have a Valued Customer programme. The ones who stay on, who we learn we can trust, get to see your face.’


    ‘Maybe.’


    ‘We do it the way you want it, Shar. It’s your site. We can be as wild, or as tame, as you like.’


    James was in IT, so he knew his way around a few lines of code. He designed a website that was as tackily glamorous as I envisaged, then he got Craig to come down for the weekend and film us on a marathon session, which he cut up into five minute clips and placed on PerveNet.


    It was a different kind of thrill, watching my luminous eyes and my grainy body on a snippet of film anyone could watch. The statistics mounted quickly; within a couple of days, thousands of people had watched me spread my legs and make myself come with a vibrator, or seen James fuck me from behind while I hid my face in a pillow. Messages piled up beneath the clips, indicating that there was substantial interest in seeing more of me. ‘I WILL PAY TO WATCH U FUCK HER GOOD, DUDE’ said sk8rboiNJ, while LetMeWatch69 suggested ‘I BET SHE LOVES IT’. Every little comment was like an expulsion of hot breath on my clit; a glimpse into the lust-glazed eyes of an aircraft-hangar full of voyeurs. I imagined them, all standing together, a seething mass of teeth-bared carnality, all focused on my split thighs and open pussy. I liked it.


    The site has been live for over two years now, and we have close to 10,000 members. That is 10,000 cocks – and perhaps the odd pussy – being taken in hand along with my thrice-weekly Performance Hour.


    I love my work, and I am constantly devising new, fresh and surprising elements to add to all the fantasy staples. Sometimes I go solo, with toys, or just a slow sexy striptease and masturbation scene. More often, James joins in and we will have an enthusiastic, no-holds-barred fuck to camera, watching the comments and messages roll in as we roll all over the bed. Once a month, I do a “request show”, where I take a few viewers’ favourite fantasies and give them a bespoke re-enactment.


    Today’s presentation is a completely new spin, though, and I must admit I am nervous. For the first time, I am running a competition. And the first prize is … me.


    The competition winner, having been vetted and interviewed by James, but not yet seen by me, is waiting in the living room while I prepare for tonight’s eagerly-anticipated broadcast. The idea is that I wrap myself from head to toe in metallic red wrapping paper, finishing off with a huge rosette at my crotch. I look quite fetching, in a strange way, I decide, posing in front of my dresser mirror. I have wound tight strips of the foil-wrapping up each leg and arm and around my torso, sellotaping it in strategic places. Despite the head-to-toe coverage, a person would only have to take hold of the top ribbon at my collarbone and pull for it all to rip in half and fall to the floor.


    No mask tonight, or blindfold – the viewing public is made up of our 500 “VoyeurPlus” membership, all of whom have become quite “well known” to us over the course of the site’s life, so I need not worry about local boys or stray uncles logging on. I switch on the cam and open for business, shaking with nerves at having to perform the one part of this role that genuinely frightens me – speaking to camera. Usually James does it, but tonight he has a different function, and I must speak the words, trying to sound cheeky and confident while the back of my throat dries and my hands tremble. At least they can’t see the blush, as red as my wrapping, suffusing my throat and collarbone beneath the layers of foil paper.


    ‘Good evening, one and all,’ I quaver, keeping my body in motion, twirling and flexing, to distract me from the hideous sounds coming out of my mouth. ‘As you know, you are here to witness a brand new development on the site – one which we hope will be a success, and can be repeated. Yes, tonight I get fucked by the winner of our recent competition – Mr Pussywatch, as he is known to us, had managed to total the most viewing hours of any member in the past year, so tonight he gets to sample a little bit of what he has seen. Gosh, I’m looking forward to it, and I hope you are too. Remember, keep watching, and it might be you here next time.’ I rub the rosette at my crotch, enjoying the rustle, enjoying the thought of all those cocks stiffening to attention despite my nerves.


    A few comments are coming in already. ‘YOU HAVE A SWEET LITTLE VOICE – YOU SHOULD SPEAK MORE OFTEN’. ‘ARE YOU NERVOUS? YOU SOUND NERVOUS.’ ‘YR HANDS ARE SHAKING – IS YR PUSSY WET YET?’


    I turn away from the screen and call down through the half-open bedroom door. ‘Are you ready, guys?’


    I hear the double footfall on the stairs, and I lay myself down on the bed, ribbon tied, soon to be unwrapped, awaiting my fate.


    James enters first, video camera in hand, for he intends to film our scene from several different angles in order to edit a more explicit and interesting film from the crude web footage – hopefully we will be able to sell it. Then, Mr Pussywatch (real name, Steven) slips into the room and I get my first glimpse. He is in his late 20s, with short cropped dirty-blond hair and a grittily attractive face. I have been very lucky, I realise, although part of the perverse thrill for me had been the idea that I might have landed somebody deeply unattractive, or just a bit creepy-looking, like Craig. Steve hooks his thumbs into the belt of his jeans and stares down at me from transparent bluish eyes. He has thick lips and they curl up into a slightly sneery smile.


    ‘Best present I’ve had all year,’ he remarks to James. ‘I know what’s inside though. Spoils the surprise a bit.’


    James chuckles. ‘You won’t be disappointed, mate. I promise you.’ The camera light changes from red to green. Action. ‘Go and unwrap her. She’s all yours.’


    Steven approaches quite slowly, as if he can’t quite make up his mind whether I’m real or illusory. When he reaches the side of the bed, he puts out a hand – a large, callused, workman’s hand – and lays it on the tight-wrapped slope of a breast. I like the weight of him, and I let myself shimmy slightly, rustling beneath his touch.


    ‘You up for it, Starleen?’ he asks. Starleen is my Camgirl name.


    ‘I’m always up for it,’ I tell him.


    He likes my answer, and kneels down on the bed, laying hands everywhere now, finishing with the big rosette between my thighs.


    ‘I want to see you,’ he says. ‘And so do the rest of the boys. Let’s take this off.’ He tucks a finger inside the top ribbon, running from shoulder to shoulder, and jerks sharply downward. The sellotape warps before falling away, allowing the paper to rip with a satisfying sweep from top to bottom, twirls of paper tickling my body and flying across the room. It is the work of avid seconds to bare me from neck to toe, though he seems to want to keep the few strips that vaguely cross my eyes and lips, loosely enough that I can see and talk, but just giving the decorative effect of gagging and blindfolding.


    Steve stays on one side of me, conscious of how the camera angle works, presenting my nakedness to the viewers with a sweep of his meaty hands.


    ‘Look at this,’ he says, seeming to enjoy his moment of notoriety. ‘What a treat. I tell you what, guys; the camera doesn’t really do her justice. She is good enough to eat.’ He squeezes my tits, watching the nipples pop up above his fists, all hard and cherry red. ‘In fact, I might just do that.’ His mouth is on the stiff buds, licking and slavering, making sure that the cam picks up the tip of his tongue plastering and coating them. The sensitive nerve endings go wild, sending rapid pulses down to my pussy, causing it to contract and flood with juices. And his hand is there now, discovering the evidence. He pushes one thigh, making sure my lips are split wide and fully visible to my audience. ‘Camera doesn’t always pick up how wet and juicy she is,’ he gasps, lifting his teeth from one nipple to gasp into the unswerving digital eye that watches us. ‘But take it from me, she is as fucking wet as … as …’ His powers of simile elude him, and he contents himself with pushing broad fingers up inside me, enjoying the sounds and sensations, while he bends his head and devours my tits again. I can feel his erection hard up against my hip now, pushing at the rough denim that restrains it.


    ‘Is this good, darlin’?’ he wants to know, nuzzling my neck as his fingers spear me. ‘I’ve seen you do yourself so many times … I can’t believe I’m fingering this pussy I’ve watched three times a week for two years … and soon I’m going to be fucking it.’ He nips my earlobe and I moan. James is crouching down at the foot of the bed, getting an unrestricted view of my spread legs and Steven’s thumb rubbing my clit.


    ‘I’m going to come,’ I warn them, and James scuttles up to film my ribbony face, mouth open, puffing and blowing, while Steven takes a whole breast in his mouth and keeps the finger-pressure up, up, up until I’ve committed my orgasm to posterity.


    Through blurred, tired eyes, I can see the comments rolling in. ‘HOT HOT HOT!’ ‘WHAT YOU WAITING FOR? FUCK HER!’ ‘SHE IS LOVING THIS!’


    I find myself arse-to-camera, thighs wide, head down while he whips off his clothes. James, to fill the brief time this takes, uses his camera-free hand to stroke and caress my bum, running his hand down my cheeks, then my cleft, to my soaked pussy, just to keep a bit of interest for the audience.


    ‘How are you having her, mate?’ he asks Steven conversationally. ‘Doggy style always looks good in profile.’


    ‘Yeah, that’ll do,’ he grunts, bent on action now rather than dialogue. I crawl around to present a side-on aspect, keeping my head low and my bottom high while Steven snaps on a rubber. As he penetrates and fucks me, I imagine – as I always do – what the viewers are seeing. They don’t see the headboard, jerking a little with each hard thrust, as I do. They see a hard, thick cock, shiny with my juices, slipping back and forth inside me. They see my stretched lips and his big hands on my hips. They see my shocked face and his determined jaw. They even see James, half-lying on the floor to try and get the most obscene shot he possibly can, pointing his lens up at my filled pussy.


    ‘You are fucking her good,’ he says, his voice treacly-thick, the way it is when he is trying to fight lust. He will want his turn soon, I think with a thrill, and I push myself back on Steven’s rod, circling my hips, inviting him deeper still.


    Steve slams a big palm down on my backside when he comes, which hurts a bit, but at least he is gentleman enough to wait for my own climax before he succumbs to his, which I always appreciate. James catches a close-up of the big red handprint on my rear cheek. ‘Oh, I’m going to get a still of that,’ he crows. ‘Screencap of the night, I think.’


    I am still recovering from Steven’s firm handling of me when James hands the camera over to the competition winner, unzips his trousers and poses me on my knees on the bed for a blow job. I try to catch my breath around his cock, hearing Steve crack open a restorative beer over on the wicker bedroom chair, and wiggle my arse for the camera. What a show they are getting tonight. I feel proud, and urge myself on to deliver the performance of my lifetime, licking my lips and taking James’ cock as deep as I can, sucking and squeezing his balls while the corner of my eye strays to the screen.


    ‘DIRTY BITCH – WHY DON’T I KNOW A GIRL LIKE HER?’ ‘WHEN’S THE NEXT COMP?’ ‘WHERE IS THE OTHER BLOKE?’


    Swiftly, James releases my mouth and spins me round to face the corner where Steve sits with the camera in one hand and his rapidly tumescing cock in the other.


    ‘Fancy another round?’ asks my James. ‘Come and sit her on your prick while I put the camera on the tripod. Feel like I have to have her arse, but I can’t do it and film it at the same time.’


    Steve doesn’t need to be told twice; he leaps back on to the bed and manhandles me over his upright cock, plunging me down and clamping an arm around my back so that my breasts press into his chest and my face is snug in the hollow of his shoulder. It feels delicious; rude and satisfying, and the additional element of my open bottom cheeks, expectant of imminent attention, is sinfully piquant. James is soon at our rear, spreading me wide, lubing me up, and then he eases in, talking to camera in his expert way.


    ‘See how I’m gliding in … quite slowly … just filling her up without rushing … and she doesn’t even try to resist … cos she loves this … don’t you, Star? You love it up the arse … and now you’re getting it with a cock in your pussy too … of course, she’s had it with a dildo up there before … but never a real-live cock … how do you like it, Star? I think our audience would like to know …’


    Our audience will have to interpret my incoherent groans, though, because I am far beyond forming words now. I am Star. I am a star. I am watched, fucked, buggered, brought to my limit and held there, for all to see. I let them take me, both ways, all ways, until my bones give way and I become pure sensation, pure flesh and sex, captured on film for all time.


    The first thing I see when I emerge from the fog of multiple orgasms is a gigantic comment rolling across the screen.


    ‘YOU’VE COME A LONG WAY, BABY. KEEP ON COMING! LOVE, CRAIG.’

  




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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