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The Tony Harris Story

Tony Harris was exiled to Connecticut following a mysterious episode that he had no knowledge of. Many questions as to the reasons why were asked, but Tony was unable to speak to them as he was sworn to secrecy where his past was concerned.

Tony Harris, the next series of stories, deals with where his story began and developed to where he is now. This is the next Book in the Tony Harris series.
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I was awoken by the soft touch of a beautiful woman's lips. I opened my eyes.

“Hi Helen, that's not fair," I whispered.

"What isn't?"

"You wake up and still look like a fashion model."

"You're very good for my ego, Tony," she whispered, and kissed me tenderly.

"Did you enjoy last night?"

"Oh my, it was another world. It was everything, Tony. Romantic, sensual, intimate, so intimate. I never would have even imagined it."

"Would you like to do it again?"

"Yes. When?"

"Let me check my diary," I smiled.

She looked confused, until I took her in my arms and kissed her.

"You take the lead, Helen,” I said. “I'll guide you along."

"Thanks. You're so special, would you like me to shower first?" she asked.

"That's purely up to you, you're in charge this time."

"I'll do that, if you don't mind, I also want to experience walking around naked in front of you," she said with a grin.

I laughed. "Oh Jesus, Helen. Hurry back, you're not that dirty, yet."

She disappeared into the bathroom so I joined her in the shower. She smiled when I stepped into the huge stall.

“It’s better if we’re both clean, Helen,” I said, as I squirted some soap on to my hand.

We lathered each other up and dried each other off and I left her to do her thing while I got back in bed. I checked the time on my phone. It was just after one o’clock in the morning and we’d slept for under two hours. She joined me a few minutes later.

“Hi gorgeous,” I said.

“Hold me, Tony.”

I was on my back as we cuddled. Her hand wandered around over my chest and stomach, gently making large, soft circles over my skin. She lifted her head slightly to look into my eyes.

“Can I touch you down there?” she asked.

“You mean my penis?”

“Yes.”

“Of course,” I said.

Her hand moved lower and stroked me gently.

“What are you planning to do with that, Helen?” I asked.

“Just stroke it like this.”

“You do know that you’re driving me crazy, don’t you?”

“Show me what to do please, Tony.”

“Would you like to take it in your mouth?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m not sure. Is that what you like?”

“Most men do, Helen,” I said. “Try it and see if you like it first and if not, then I’ll show you more.”

She moved her head lower and slowly enveloped the head of my penis in her mouth. I whispered directions to her and she followed them implicitly. I lifted her away and pulled her to me. We kissed deeply and intimately.

“Was it no good?” she asked.

“It was very good. I was about to come and I didn’t want to finish for fear it made you feel uncomfortable.”

“I think I’d like to try it,” she said, “I really enjoyed taking it in my mouth, I felt a special connection to you.”

“Ok, you can take me all the way, Helen,” I said. “You can decide whether to have me come in your mouth or not. I won’t mind either way. All I’ll say is that it’s very low in fat and doesn’t taste bad. I’ll tell you when I’m about to come, but you’ll probably know in any case.”

“Is there anything else I could do that you like?”

“Men sometimes like it when you cup their scrotum with your hand or take a testicle in your mouth.”

Her hand took my scrotum and held it gently, as though testing its weight. I groaned in pleasure.

“Oh God, Helen, that feels fantastic.”

Her lips surrounded the tip and slid over it to envelop the head. She was on her knees as she began gentle motions taking me in and out between her lips. She held me inside and cupped my scrotum as her tongue explored the head of my penis, driving me wild. She moved lower, taking more of me in her mouth until it was completely full. I was in heaven as I felt my climax approach.

“I’m gonna come, love.”

She closed her lips tightly around me and held my shaft in her hand as my semen released into her delicious mouth. She lost most of it but swallowed some, the remainder finding a home on my stomach.

“Sorry, Helen.”

“I liked it, Tony. It doesn’t have a bad taste. Can I lick it off your stomach for you?”

“Of course, you’re in charge at the moment.”

She cleaned me up with her tongue and then did the same with my penis.

“I could get to like that, Tony,” she smiled.

“I think that, with a little practice, you’ll be world class at that, Helen.”

She was delighted.

“Really? Is it not a very sluttish thing to do?”

“Do you feel sluttish?”

“Actually, no. Amazingly enough, it feels right. Intimate. Do I have to swallow it every time?”

“No. What did they do in those movies you watched?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t watch all the way through.”

“Well you can keep tissues by the bed and let him come in that, with proper timing, or you can just spit it out,” I said. “Do you want to try something else along the same theme?”

“Yes. What is it?”

“It’s called a 69. Have you heard of it?”

“Yes, of course I have. I haven’t exactly lived under a bush, Tony.”

“Ok, bring your hips to me and straddle my face. You can take me in your mouth from there and I’ll reciprocate.”

She positioned herself over me and I eased her hips to a place where my tongue could reach her vulva. She bent forward, took my penis in her hand, and slid it between her lips. It felt fantastic.

Her vulva was soaked as my fingers touched her softly. She made a slight moaning sound as my tongue lapped at her vaginal opening, increasing in volume and eroticism as it entered her vagina. My hands caressed her bum and held her to me as my tongue found her aroused clitoris and stimulated her with soft and hard flicks and soft massage.

Her oral motions increased in pace, keeping time with her hip movements as she groaned constantly, her arousal heightening moment by moment, quickly taking her to her peak. She lifted her head as her body shook and she attempted to break free but I held her tightly, needing her to reach her zenith. A slow stream of viscous fluid dripped onto my tongue just before a larger deluge covered my face in a musky emission. She breathed in gasps and eventually she lost all control as she sat right up and screamed, before falling forward on top of me.

I rolled her on her back. She had a look of shock on her face, needing succour in my arms, requiring the reassurance of my touch. We held each other until her senses returned. She kissed me ravenously, her tongue demanding mine.

“I want you inside me, Tony. Please, I need you.”

I slipped between her legs and she brought me inside her vagina. I kept my movements slow and long, she moved against me, matching my rhythm, seeking something more. I increased my tempo and the strength of my thrusts. Her hips moved in time with mine as our longing and desire build to a crescendo of ecstasy, joined in a precisely simultaneous peak of orgasm which drained us of everything but the fulfilment of a shared intimacy.

As she settled, she was like a sexy little kitten curled up against me.

“I hate having to leave today,” she whispered.

“I know what you mean, let’s not think about that, Helen.”

“You consume my thoughts.”

“This is the beginning of a voyage of discovery for you. You will refine your techniques to suit your husband’s needs, Helen. I suggest you let him do what he does and then subtly move him in your direction if it doesn’t quite work for you.”

“I think I can manage that.”

“Despite what your priest said, you two need to communicate more. If you want him to tease your vagina with his tongue or fingers, you have to tell him using the words. You have a beautiful vagina and he has a penis. Those are the words to use.”

“I can see that now.”

“I’ll leave here this morning with my heart full and safe in the knowledge that you’ve got the capacity to turn your marriage around on your terms. That would be a huge achievement for you, Helen.”

“Thank you, Tony. Is it wrong to say that I love you?”

“No, Helen, I love you too. Very much. I always will.”

“Do you think we will
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