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TALL SLENDER, beautiful Caroline
Delphi was eager to prove herself. Her fashion model looks had long
been more of a hindrance in her chosen field than a blessing, and
now things had reached breaking point. She sat in her boss’s
office, determined to persuade him to give her an assignment in
which to prove her worth. Enough was enough. She hadn’t spent four
years in police academy training to become an office assistant. She
was now firmly established as the office dogs body, constantly
being assigned tasks that were no more than errands. Things had to
change and soon.


In the male dominated environment of
the city police department, Caroline felt like no more than a joke,
because regardless of how hard she tried to dress down in order to
be taken seriously, she had always been, and was still only ever
regarded by the men at the station, as nothing more than window
dressing.


As she waited on her boss, Janus, to
return to his office, she began to recall the days and nights she
spent studying in order to pass the detective exams, which resulted
in her achieving the best marks in her class. Indeed the best marks
seen in the whole of the force for years, but even with such a
triumph she had nothing to show for it than the badge she wore and
the old desk she sat at. She was now on the verge of quitting the
force for good.


It felt as though Chief Janus’s was
being purposefully late. It was such an awful coincidence that the
precise moment she decided to confront him about his biased
delegations, he decided not to show up. The wait incensed her. She
could feel the anger rising in her body from the tip of her toes
right up to the top of her head. She knew, that he knew, she was
waiting, yet he had still chosen to disrespect her.


As she sat impatiently, her mind
drifted once again to one of the pillars of her angst; the nights
she spent taking extra martial arts classes with all the bruises
and near broken bones she endured to become a match for any man in
hand to hand combat. Was it all for nothing?


Her anger increased with every passing
second then suddenly in a flash of ultra-consciousness she realized
she was building towards a point of hysteria, a state in which she
could no longer communicate with reason. She needed to come down,
take deep breaths and seek some inner calm. This, as she was
entirely aware, was the only condition in which to conduct a
serious negotiation.


Caroline reached deep within her own
mind in an effort to expunge it of the festering rage to which she
was about to succumb. She forced herself to think pleasant
thoughts. She returned to her most persistent theme. Love! Colton
Shaw was the only man she ever loved and paradoxically his memory
was the only instance in which she came to know the true
devastation of death. Love and death for her were the great themes
of all that is sentient.


Each second she sat there in Janus’s
office felt like an hour. Again she caught herself; she was
supposed to be thinking pleasant thoughts. With ease and great
pleasure, Caroline recollected the last time she and Colton made
love.


It was an argument of the utmost
acrimony on a warm summer night. Words were said that should never
escape a true lover’s lips. After it was over, Colt decided to go
for a run and Caroline opted for a moment of tranquility under the
crisp falls that awaited her in the shower. She was seething over a
trifling thing, but the cool water felt sensuous and arousing. She
rubbed her palms over her firm breasts caressing her rising
nipples. Her heart was working a double shift to fuel her rage. Her
blood was heated to the ideal temperature creating the conditions
for total abandon.


She just had to decide whether it
would be rage or arousal that consumed her coveted bounty. The
uncontested descent of her hands along her silken wet frame towards
the pinnacle of volcanic activity on her anatomy, confirmed her
decision. She needed a diversion after all. Lost in her discovery
of the many hidden treasures on her body, Caroline did not stand a
chance against the stealthy lion creeping into the shower behind
her. Colt who shared her desperation for release returned, devoid
of his battered amour and marched into her sanctuary.


Like a cat suddenly drenched in an
unsolicited bath, Caroline sprang free from the shower. Colt was
left as dazed. Surely he did not expect her to submit so easily
after what had happened earlier. He would be mad to think it, but
nevertheless, his heart felt slighted by her reaction to him.
Caroline made a bee line for the bedroom. Colt prematurely cringed
for the expected bang of the door.


As much as his mind swirled in
confusion, the rest of his anatomy seemed to be crystal clear of
its intent. Colt was aroused and unbelievably so. He marched after
his reluctant prey, unwilling to accept that she was not as aroused
as he was. Colt was living proof of the connection between sex and
anger that he believed some psychologist would one day write a
great book about.


Whether it was conscious or not,
Caroline made no effort to prevent Cole access to her retreat.
Perhaps part of her wanted him to march into her room, to bear
witness again to a beauty he would never have the pleasure of
exploring again. The satisfaction such torture would provide was
enough to make her smile wickedly to herself. Perhaps another part
of her, the one that pulsed uncontrollably beneath her veil wanted
him just as badly as she knew he wanted her.


Caroline was never the theatrical
woman that she had become as of late, the mere presence of Colt
seemed to bring out that hidden side of her. She deliberately took
her time to dry her feet; her body arced provocatively giving the
spying Colt a full view of her extraordinarily round, firm, pliant
posterior. She knew Colt was watching and it felt delightful. If
anything she would make him ache with lust.


She parted her legs slightly,
accidently dropping her towel and feigning to retrieve it. Colt’s
body tensed as he absorbed the enticing view of her moist aroused
seat of pleasure. Her sensual naked form yearned for penetration.
There was no other message clearer than her wanting was sending.
Before she could right her sinful arch Colt was upon her. She felt
his hardness pierce her with a mighty thrust. His large, long
manhood plunged deep into her core, right up to the hilt. She
braced herself against the edge of the bed. Colt moaned as his
rigid staff was consumed by her wetness and massaged by her vaginal
walls.


“What took you so long?” she just
managed to utter as his thrusts became faster and deeper with a
compelling, irresistible rhythm. It became harder and harder for
her to stay in character when her body was being pleasured so
sweetly she felt faint. Colt returned the favor, maintaining his
silence as he probed her thoroughly. It was Caroline who was aching
as intensely as she wanted Colt to ache.


She pushed her rear out and spread her
legs wider giving herself more leverage in order to draw her firm
yet yielding posterior towards his crotch with more vigor. It was
not long before she was gripped by a shuddering orgasm - one so
deliciously violent that she almost dislodged the wooden bed rail
from it posts. Colt carried on, half possessed as he worked his
thick manhood more slowly and more gently, all the while caressing
and kneading her large heavy breasts.


Feeding off his energy, Caroline
turned to face him. Colt immediately understood what she meant. He
took her to the ground. It had been ages since he had exposed
himself to rug burn in the pursuit of bliss. Colt cradled her back
as he pressed into her pelvis; his lips melding with hers, chasing
her restless tongue in hopes of taming it. As much as he wanted to
keep her there until his throbbing muscle wept inside her, he gave
in to the more pressing desire to see her move on top of him.
Caroline reeled in her liberation, straddling his sturdy frame
between her legs, impaling herself on his stiffness.


She rode him vigorously, barely able
to temper her moans as her large breasts bounced uncontrollably
with each quivering ascent and decent. At the height of her
pleasure she finally relinquished all her frustration, clasping
both his hands in hers and stretched out like a blanket on top of
him, slowly and rhythmically churning her hips and thrusting
strongly as if trying to grind him into the floor.


“You took me, now I’m going to take
you,” she moaned just before another shuddering orgasm as Colt’s
seed exploded into her…


Even in memory, Caroline’s orgasm had
the same sobering effect as it snapped her out of the beautiful
reminiscence.


“Oh! Colt why did you have to go and
die on me? You should never have taken the car that day,” she
muttered to herself.


The door swung open and Caroline
completed her journey back to reality. She pressed her lips
together in her determination to show her displeasure at the sight
of Janus standing in the doorway. She jumped to her feet as he
breezed in with a false apology and forced huff, pretending as
though he was really busy.


***


“SORRY ABOUT that, Delphi, I got
caught-up with…”


Caroline was in no mood to let him
finish his sentence.


“I’ve been waiting here for you,” she
rushed to say.


As she spoke she realized just how
angry she was and remembered the promise she made to herself. She
needed to remain calm.


“I’ve decided to resign from the
force,” she said with a false calmness.


Janus was genuinely surprised as he
was expecting another complaint about her having to make the tea or
do the type of paperwork no one else wanted to do.


“You’ve decided what?” he returned
with genuine disbelief.


“I said I’m resigning from the force,”
she said almost adamantly.


He shuffled away from the door and
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