
        
            [image: cover]
        


Virginia’s Adventures Omnibus Edition

Virginia’s First Four Adventures

 


By Hollis Chester

 


Copyright © 2014 Hollis Chester.

Smashwords Edition 2014

 


Note: This book contains explicit sex and is
unsuitable for readers under 18 years of age. All characters
depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

 


In the Virginia’s Adventures series

Arousing Genes: Virginia and Bill have an
Adventure

Seductive Robots: Virginia and Bunny’s Doll
Adventure

Passionate Lairs: Virginia and Bunny’s Basement
Adventure

Shameless Penetration: Virginia and Bunny’s Fourth
Adventure

Also available

Virginia’s Adventures Omnibus Edition: Virginia’s
First Four Adventures

 


From Virginia’s origin as a voluptuous young
graduate, sexually enhanced by the evil Dr Tanis, through her
salacious sex filled adventures with Bill and Bunny, to the
ultimate showdown with the evil doctor - it’s all here in one
volume.

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of
this author.


​Contents

 


Arousing Genes: Virginia and Bill have an
Adventure - Why is the voluptuous young Virginia so
horny lately? Will she fall into the evil clutches of Time’s man of
the year, Dr. Tanis? Will Bill, the handsome Interpol agent, stop
thinking with his dick? Will there be enough sex? Find out as
Virginia has her first salacious adventure.

 


Seductive Robots: Virginia and Bunny’s Doll
Adventure - After their close escape from sexual slavery
at the hands of the evil Dr. Tanis, Virginia and Bunny have settled
well into life at Interpol. Focused, dedicated, not at all obsessed
with sex. Two of Bunny's friends from her university days have made
a super-real robotic sex doll in her image - but what possible
confusion could that cause? Find out in Virginia's second salacious
adventure.

 


Passionate Lairs: Virginia and Bunny’s Basement
Adventure - When Interpol Human Resources force Virginia
and Bunny to take leave, despite the girls’ best intentions, their
pesky sexual arousal gets the better of them. But wait - what is
going on in the old fallout shelter under the State Building? Why
is Dr Tanis’s wife Josephine here? Will they escape alive?
Confusion reigns in Virginia and Bunny’s third salacious
adventure.

 


Shameless Penetration: Virginia and
Bunny’s Fourth Adventure - When Josephine takes the
(supposedly) brainwashed Bill to Dr. Tanis’s private mansion,
Jessica is captured while following him. While Bill is strapped
down and subject to the carnal desires of Dr. Tanis’s beautiful
assistants, it is up to the girls to penetrate all defenses and
come to the rescue. Will they find a satisfactory solution? Will
they finally have enough sex? Find out in Virginia and Bunny’s
fourth salacious adventure.


​
Arousing Genes

Virginia and Bill have an Adventure

 


Jessica was Bill’s boss at Interpol. Pocket
Venus was the phrase that sprung to Bill’s mind when he saw
her. Her delicious compact figure got him hot and bothered every
time.

It was Friday afternoon and Bill had flown in
for his weekly meeting in her small office. A pleasant break from
his current undercover job at TanGene.

“Is there someone you can recruit for eyes
and ears after you’re gone?” asked Jessica, “some sort of
contingency contact on the inside? Your contract is almost up, and
as far as I can see this is still a complete mystery.”

“Well, there’s her,” Bill said, pointing to
the section of his report on Virginia.

Jessica re-read the few paragraphs. New
graduate. Triple degree in math, neurology and genetics, with
honors. She looked at the covert photo Bill had taken. “You
thinking with your dick again?”

Bill gave her a shocked look. “How can you
say that? Interpol agents are professional and focused on their
mission at all times,” he said, quoting from their new mission
statement.

Jessica just raised her eyebrows. Bill had
the decency to blush. Jessica knew first-hand where Bill could get
thinking with his dick. Her only regret was saying so emphatically
that it mustn’t happen again. I am his boss after all, she
thought. Definitely the right thing to say. Unfortunately.
Dammit.

“She’s new,” Bill continued. “She can’t
possibly be involved in anything yet. Studious type. Honest I
think.”

Has boobs and legs, Jessica translated
in her mind.

“Send her to me if she’s willing. Let me
brief her.” She looked at him and sighed. “I want you to remember
you’re not yet qualified for fieldwork. The only reason you’re
doing this is that yours is the only job application they went for.
God knows why, yours was in the straw-man set.”

“I smiled nicely in the interview.”

“Who interviewed you?”

“Dr. Tanis’s wife, Josephine Tanis, amongst
others. But I think she liked me.”

“One would think it would take more than
that.”

“You hired me. Do you like me?”

He smiled at her. She could feel it in her
pussy. Goddamn it, focus girl.

“Remember to be discreet. Dean Tanis is a
very public figure and a hero. The regulators are still convinced
he’s doing unregistered trials to get such perfect results in the
registered ones. But apparently none of the data you’ve brought out
indicates anything. Trials cost money. They think you should find
financial data. Now off you go.” Before I make an inappropriate
suggestion.

 


Virginia stretched like a cat. She lazily pushed the
covers off her long naked body so she could spread her legs wide.
Having a place of her own was agreeing with Virginia. Not least of
which was freedom to masturbate. She gently began toying with her
pussy, working her long fingers into her slit either side of her
clitoris, getting it moist. Since getting this job at TanGene, and
moving out of home, she’d pretty well been having a good go every
morning and every night. She couldn’t understand why she was always
so horny. Now it was Saturday morning, and that meant she could
really relax and take her time. Have a really good fantasy. Bill
was her special fantasy topic lately.

She started playing with her breasts with her
other hand. Something she’d only been doing recently. Her skin was
parchment pale, blue veins visible in her swollen breasts. Her red
hair spilt chaotically over the pillow.

Her breathing was becoming deep as the
pleasurable tingles began to build between her legs. Her nipples
hardened and added little shocks of pleasure as she pinched
them.

Virginia’s experience with boys was quite
limited, though not zero. Between living at home with a dominating
mother, and pushing the limits of nerdism with her degree, she’d
missed out on a lot. But she had an active imagination. She used it
a lot. She was using it now. Bill was being such a gentleman,
slowly undressing her, kissing her, here, there. Her fingers were
moving faster now. Wet. Her hips squirming. Oh god she wanted this
to be real. If only she had the courage to ask him out.

She didn’t want to wait. She fast-forwarded
her fantasy. Now he was thrusting his cock into her. Pushing it
deep again and again. She was panting with pleasure. The electric
tingle was spreading through her body from where one hand worked
frantically in her pussy and her other squeezed pleasure out of her
breasts.

She was going to come soon. These accelerated
trips to orgasm were happening to her a lot lately.

She slipped a finger into her wet vagina, her
whole hand working frantically on vagina and clitoris together.
“MMPH! UUGH!” As always, involuntary vocalizations escaped her.

The intensity just kept ramping up. She was
blushing in spots round her neck as her body shook from her frantic
hand motions. It hit her like a truck, the pleasure fusing her
brain, arching her back.

“OGH! ARGH!”

She didn’t slow her hand, the pleasure kept
coming and coming.

“ARGH! ARGH!”

Her phone rang.

“OH! OGH!” she was coming so hard. Her crotch
was buzzing with sexual release. Her other hand squeezing as much
breast as it could hold.

Her phone was ringing.

“NNGGG! AH, AH, OH!” wave after wave of
ecstasy. Hand shaking her pussy into heaven.

Still ringing.

“Oh god. Oh.” Her hand slowed, but she was
still bathing in pleasure. Her chest heaving. Panting heavily.

Still ringing.

She looked at it. “Get lost.”

It rang.

“Ok, ok.”

She picked it up and pushed the button.
“Hello.”

“Hello. Virginia? It’s Bill. From work.”

She made a spluttering sound as her tongue
went one way and brain went the other. She sat up with a jerk,
breasts bouncing.

“Virginia?”

“Sorry, I was just, um, doing something.”

“I’m not disturbing you?”

“No, no, not at all.”

“Look, I know this is a little odd, but I was
wondering if I could pop round and have a chat about something? It
shouldn’t take long.”

“Oh. OH! Oh yes, sure. When?”

“Well I could be there in five minutes if
that’s ok. Or whenever you like.”

“No problem. No problem at all.”

“Ok, see you in five.”

He hung up.

“Crap! Why didn’t I say ten? How does he know
where I live?”

She ran through the shower, not waiting for
it to get warm. Not getting her hair involved.

“What do I wear? Saturday morning lay-about
sexy. What’s that?” Virginia’s wardrobe was short on sexy. After
pulling out everything she owned in two minutes, she decided on
simple. Shorts, her best bra and tightest t-shirt. The one she
normally only wore under stuff.

 


God, maybe I am thinking with my dick thought
Bill. He’d been very careful to maintain eye contact, but just for
a few seconds while she was showing him in, he’d had a good view.
He already knew Virginia was sweet, innocent, and hid the body of a
goddess under her normally demure clothes.

Body of a porn goddess he mentally
amended. Anyway, time to finish the chitchat and get to
business.

“Virginia, before I go on, I need you to
agree to keep this conversation strictly confidential.”

That stopped her; she looked a bit surprised
and suspicious. “Oh. Why? ... I mean ...” she considered for
second, “I guess you can’t say till I agree.” She looked at him
carefully while she thought. “Ok, as long as you’re not going to
make me an accessory after the fact or something.”

“Well, no, quite the opposite actually. You
see I’m an agent for a law enforcement agency. I’m part of an
investigation into some, ah, irregularities, relating to Dean
Tanis, and we’d like your help.”

Virginia was shocked. “You can’t be serious.
Dr. Dean Tanis, the owner of the company that just gave me my first
job? Dean Tanis who stopped AIDS dead and is hailed as the
instigator of the second sexual revolution?” She blushed, but she
felt liberated saying “sexual”. “Not to mention the unisex
stop-start pills and half a dozen other wonder drugs. You know he’s
just been announced Time’s man of the year? That Dean Tanis?”

“Ah, yes.”

Bill watched her while she thought. Sweet,
innocent, built like a goddess - and, he remembered, smart. But was
she street smart or just book smart?

“Ok, go on,” she said.

“Well, I can’t really say much now. But I’d
like to invite you to visit my boss. She’ll give you a
briefing.”

“How do I know this is legit? How do I know
you’re not scamming me?”

“Sure. Basically you should call Interpol.
Ask for Jessica in Special Projects. You can call central police
headquarters and ask for the Interpol liaison officer, he’ll be
able to give you the number. Or, you can just look us up, we’re in
the book.”

“Interpol? I thought Interpol was just some
sort of bureaucracy?”

“Yes, well, not always.”

She studied him some more. Yep, he’s
straight up, she decided. Which means he must have chosen
me. But what does that mean?

Bill was getting lost in her face as she
stared at him. There was a tingle in his crotch. There was often a
tingle in his crotch lately. Especially when he saw Virginia. Or
Mrs. Tanis. Or half a dozen other women in that office. It was a
very distracting environment.

She sighed, “Would you like some coffee?”

“Yeah, that’d be nice thank you.”

She bustled in the kitchen. The apartment
really was tiny. It gave Bill more opportunities to check her out.
He almost died when she bent over. Those legs just went on forever,
so much perfect lily-white skin. He had to adjust his crotch; it
was getting crowded down there. Focus, Bill, focus, he reminded
himself. But his job was done, for now. There wasn’t much more he
could say.

She brought the coffee over, bending down to
place it on the small table in front of Bill. Don’t look down
her shirt. Don’t get caught looking down her shirt. She
looked up just at the wrong moment.

She blushed deeply.

“Sorry,” said Bill.

“Oh, no it’s ok,” she said blushing even
more. “It’s just what I had on.” God, what was that supposed to
mean? I’m babbling.

She sat next to him.

“So do you have a different life outside
this, you know, undercover thing?”

“Not so different really. I’m just a single
guy. Mostly same stuff.”

He said he’s single. He didn’t need to say
it, but he said he’s single. Should I grab his dick now?
Thoughts like that had been popping into her head a lot lately. Not
just about Bill, although he was prime material. They still shocked
her a little. Her heart was racing now.

“Do I talk to you again after I’ve talked to
your boss? Is Jessica your boss?”

“Yeah, Jessica is my boss. Sure, if you can
manage to make a trip this weekend. You’re going to have to fly,
but she’ll arrange it. ... I could pop round for a catch up on
Sunday night. If that’s ok with you.”

“That’d be great!” She said with a big grin.
Oh no, too eager, back off girl. “Um, if you come around
seven I can make dinner if you like.”

“Yeah, I’d like that. Thanks.”

“Great.”

Bill just smiled at her. There was no safe
place to look. If he looked down he’d be staring at her full
breasts, or her crotch or her infinite legs. Just thinking about
the things he wasn’t supposed to look at was furthering his a
hard-on. He didn’t dare check if it was showing or adjust it. And
looking at her face was worse in some respects. She had a face that
could give a man religion. Except it would have to be one of
those Roman ones with orgies, he thought. Her hair was big and
Barbarella this morning, not her normal tied down affair. Her lips
kiss-me parted. The silence was getting a bit long.

“So, do you have a different life outside
work?” he asked.

“No.” No, I just lie around
masturbating. She looked down into her lap. She was buzzing
with sexual tension. She didn’t want him to leave, but she couldn’t
think of what else to say. Mostly she wanted to rip his clothes off
and swallow his dick. But she didn’t know how to start a
conversation like that.

Bill, for his part, was in a purgatory of
inner conflict. He wanted to hold her hand, or slip his arm round
her waist, to touch her. Jessica would have his guts. Virginia
would be convinced he was just spinning a yarn. But she was so
close, so soft, such perfect skin. Voluptuous, demure, shy. Just
wait. Wait till tomorrow, he told himself.

He couldn’t stop himself.

Oh god, she’s going to think I’m a
slime. He reached out and took her hand from her lap. He
expected her to leap up and put him in his place. She gasped and
stared at him with her big eyes. Oh god, here it comes. Well you
can’t blame a guy for trying.

She didn’t say anything. Just doe eyes
swallowing him up.

“Um,” he said trying for his most eloquent,
“um, thanks for inviting me to dinner. Actually, I’ve been wanting
to ask you out for a while. Um.”

“Oh,” she said.

He slid a bit closer. She didn’t react.
Bill’s hard-on was straining. He was desperate to get closer.
I’m going to be in trouble now. He reached out and as gently
as possible placed his hand on her waist. No reaction. He just had
to take the risk. He moved it up and cupped one of her perfect
breasts. It was wonderful. She gave a little whimper, then slowly
reached up and took hold of the hand, pulling it off. Oh well,
at least she hasn’t slapped me - yet. End of my amorous adventure I
guess. She lowered his hand to her lap. Bill could feel her
hand shaking slightly. Oh shit, I’ve really upset her. He
was about to start some serious apologizing and groveling when he
noticed her other hand had taken a grip on the hem of her t-shirt.
She lifted it up and proceeded to lift his hand right up under her
t-shirt. The off-hand raced ahead and fiddled with her bra. She
lifted his hand all the way to her freshly exposed breast; placing
it firmly over the warm flesh, holding it there, moving it
slightly. Bill was suddenly breathing hard. His doubts blasted away
by burning sexual desire. His cock straining and tingling. Her
breast was amazing. Voluminous, yielding, warm, soft skin. He could
feel her nipple under his hand. It felt hard. The promise of her
shaking hand, her deep breaths, her eyes, were enveloping him. His
brain reinterpreted her, the new interpretation said she wanted to
have sex as much as he did. It was intoxicating.

Virginia had been in the middle of a little
fantasy where she looked him in the eye and said “May I suck your
cock?” when he took her hand. She had a momentary panic when she
thought she might have actually said something. When she realized
she hadn’t but he was touching her anyway, she was a fawn in the
headlights. When he put his hand on her breast she could feel
herself get wet. There was a noticeable squeeze down there. She
looked in his eyes and saw doubt. She didn’t want doubt. She wanted
him to plunge his tongue down her throat. She dealt with the doubt.
Now his hand on her breast was seriously turning her on. Her breath
was coming in deep full loads, making her dizzy, her mouth
open.

“That’s nice,” she said breathily. To make
sure there was no misunderstanding. To be in sync. Her nerves were
energized; anticipation adding to her panting desire. The feel of
his hand on her naked skin was bliss.

He slipped his hand across to her other
breast. “Mmmm, yes.” It felt wonderful to her. Oh, god, there is
absolutely no reason I shouldn’t do this now. She reached for
his crotch. Oh yes, it’s hard. She fumbled around blindly
till she got everything undone. She reached in and pulled out his
cock. It was big and very rigid, soft flesh overlaying hard. She
felt it up with both hands. The head was already wet. It made her
pussy squeeze with anticipation. But he wasn’t kissing her. She
wanted full contact. She sacrificed a hand from his hard erection
to pull him into her eager mouth, tongues meshing in serpentine
writhing. Now she was really losing it, her head spinning. Sense of
place and time fading in a haze of feelings. She started attacking
his other clothes. He responded, breaking off their kiss and
ripping at her top, her pants. Ten seconds later they were both
naked.

They ended up kneeling face to face on the
couch. There was a general tangle of limbs and kissing and grabbing
and squeezing. Bill was in heaven. She was so warm and smooth and
pliant. Her nipples hard, her breasts soft. Her hand was gripping
his raging erection and driving him crazy. Virginia paused her wet
kissing long enough to gasp “Bed.” She pulled him up and into the
bedroom. One hand gripping his arm, the other playing with his
cock.

There were clothes scattered all over the
small bedroom, which barely fit the double bed. Virginia bent over
and swept things off the bed. But only one handed, he was pleased
to see. Her other hand was making his stiff erection go stiffer and
harder than he thought possible. Her bum stuck up as she bent and
flicked things off the far side. Bill grabbed it, delicious perfect
skin, lusciously rounded. He wanted to plunge his cock in. But she
dived forward onto the bed and rolled over, her amazing pale
breasts shimmying into perfect shape, her delicious thighs spread
wide, her hands pulling him on to her.

Bill crawled onto the bed, his cock
tantalizingly close to her crotch. But he resisted, he wanted to
explore her body. He started at her forehead, gently kissing his
way down. They had a good tongue session as he passed her lips, but
he didn’t stop. He worked his way down her neck, tracing the hard
ridge of her collarbones, and up the heaving, yielding, flesh of
one breast. She gasped when he tongued and nibbled her nipples.

“Ogh! Yes.”

Her nipples were taut as his cock. She
responded to every lick, every gentle suck. Bill loved it when a
woman was aroused. He gave her nipple extra tongue attention,
driving her crazy. She gently moved his head to her other
breast.

“Mmmmmmm, oh, I want you in me.”

He lifted is head a little, “Soon.”

He kissed his way down her stomach to her
lightly haired pussy. Oh yum, he thought as he plunged his tongue
into her slit. Virginia bucked. The first sensation of his tongue
on her sensitive flesh was too intense.

“AAAAGGG OH”. Her thighs clamped shut in a
desperate attempt to moderate the feeling, but Bill just kept his
tongue and lips buried in her, moving very slowly. In a second the
initial shock was over and she just wanted more. She relaxed her
thighs again and held his head in place.

“Oh yes please. Yes,” she murmured.

Bill brought one hand up and slipped his
index finger into her vagina. Gliding wetly along the upper wall
until he found the slightly spongy swelling of her G-spot. He
massaged it gently.

Virginia’s eyes were closed. Her pussy was
the center of her universe. Bill’s tongue and finger were thrilling
her flesh. Tingling pleasure radiating from them to the rest of her
body. She lay naked on her back with her legs spread and a real man
eating her pussy. It was perfectly erotic. She massaged her breasts
and pinched her nipples for extra stimulation. She was building
towards an orgasm, but it was in his time. He was slowly, step by
step, picking up the pace. Her breathing was getting heavier as he
did so. She couldn’t help little noises escaping her as peaks of
stimulation struck her clitoris.

Bill could feel her building orgasm from her
breathing, the mewling noises she was making, and the sexual muscle
contractions of her crotch. He licked harder and faster, worked his
finger firmly against her vaginal wall. Faster as he felt the
feedback from her body.

Virginia was spiraling up out of control. He
just kept building the amazing feeling. She felt her state alter
like a physical thing as she came.

“ARGH! YES! COMING! OH GOD!” She shook, her
back arched, her hands convulsively grabbed at the sheets. The
feeling was more intense than she felt she could bear.

“OH, ARGH! YESSS! OGH!”

Bill didn’t relent. He kept her going.
Grinding his mouth and tongue into her. Working his finger till his
muscles burned.

“ARGH! OH YES! FUCK!”

This was his favorite thing in the world - a
woman coming - it was wonderful, he just wanted her to enjoy it
forever. He worked and worked while she flailed and heaved.

“OH! ARGH! OH! Oh yes! Oh fuck.”

Virginia’s brain was shutting down; she
couldn’t take any more. She started to subside. Panting deeply.

Bill felt her coming down from her orgasmic
plateau. He knew her clitoris would be sensitive and backed off his
mouth. Just maintaining steady pressure with his tongue. He slowed
his finger, but kept it gently massaging.

“Oh” she began, but had to pant some more
before she could continue. “Oh” pant, “that” pant, “was...” She
couldn’t think what to say. She just lay there, in complete
satisfied bliss. Oh god, she thought, I just came
straight in his face. That’s so hot.

Bill was still going. It felt wonderful. She
lay back with his face buried in her most intimate, most erotic,
most sensitive place. It gave her such a buzz he hardly had to move
to get her going again. As it was, he was doing magic things to her
as well. Licking and finger fucking her.

“Oh that’s so nice. Oh yes.” Her arousal was
building again. The delicious feeling spreading from her clit and
vagina.

Bill could feel it too. He picked up the pace
again. He glanced up. Her beautiful breasts rising and falling. He
shifted and extended his other arm so that he could hold a breast,
feel her jutting nipple in his palm.

Oh that feels so good, thought
Virginia. She placed her hand over his and encouraged him to
massage her breast. “Yes, like that.”

She lay back and luxuriated in the feelings.
“Oh yes that’s nice... Yes... Oh fuck yes. Oh my god, I’m going to
come again!” She was totally surprised. She wasn’t expecting it.
Bill shifted gears, bringing her quickly to climax.

“Oh, oh, oh yes. ARGH! OOO OH!” She came in
his face again.

“ARGH! YES! FUCK!” Feeling intensely erotic
as she did so. It was not as long or as earth shattering as the
last one. It was relaxed and comforting.

“Please, I really want you in me,” she
said.

Bill gave one final kiss and lifted himself
up. “Ok. Can I have little suck to start me off? If it’s ok with
you.”

“Oh yes!” She scrambled up while Bill lay
down. Oh god, at last.

She knelt beside him and took his cock in one
hand, cupped his balls with the other. She gave it a good look.
Wow, it’s great. Big and a really nice shape. She slid her
mouth over it and began to suck and tongue. She loved the feel of
it in her mouth. She particularly liked that she could feel his
arousal - arousal made manifest and real. It meant he felt like
her. He felt like her because she was doing this. It all tumbled up
in her head and became a general haze of lust and enjoyment.

She’d once read about a “Dear Prudence”
letter that was just “Dear Prudence, How hard does one suck?” The
reply was “Only hard enough to suck a tennis ball through a garden
hose.” Time to see if Prudence was right.

“Oghgh,” Bill exclaimed.

She looked up, “Is it ok?”

He pushed her down, “Oh Christ yes. More
please. More like that.”

She went down and started sucking vigorously.
Bill was in ecstasy. His cock was trying to burst out of its skin.
That’s so good - and she really looks like she’s enjoying it. So
good, so good.

He wasn’t going to last if she kept this
up.

“Oh, slow down... enough. You’ll make me
come.” He got up; she flopped back down, shapely legs spread wide.
Bill positioned himself and held his cock to her clit. He worked
the tip round, spreading the moisture, working gently, not entering
yet. Getting her nice and aroused first.

Virginia was working her hips. She hadn’t
exactly wanted to stop sucking, then the alternative penetrated her
brain and she was desperate for him to do it. He was driving her
crazy with desire with his cock head slurping around her opening,
making her wet. She couldn’t hold her hips still. She was thrusting
up, trying to impale herself on his erection. She wanted to feel it
pushing in her so badly.

When Bill felt she was getting close to
coming he teasingly said “Say when.”

“NOW! NOW! Please!”

He slid in. It was wonderful. Wet warm
velvet. She let out a cry and pulled him down on to her, seeking
his lips, plunging her tongue in. He took his weight on his elbows
and began rhythmic fucking. It was exquisite. She was writhing
molten pleasure in his arms. Somehow managing to hold him firmly
yet be fluid undulations under him. He pounded into her and she
muttered “yes, yes, yes” in his ear. This wasn’t going to last
long. His cock was full of sexual pleasure, his balls squirming,
the tingle of eminent release building. Suddenly Virginia was
crying out.

“OH! Coming!”

Bill plunged firm and steady. No restraint
left. He pounded, for her and himself both. Virginia lost it.

“AARRGGHH! YES! YES! OGH! YES! SHIT! ARGH!”
The banging cock driving her out of her mind. A long drawn out moan
erupted from her. Bill was still banging, her orgasm driving him
into delirium. He came with a huge ejaculation into her orgasming
vagina. Again and again, while she continued to convulse under
him.

“OH YES! OH YES! YES! YES!” The passion of
each driving the other on, drawing out the rapture past belief.

Eventually they slowed. They had both lost
all sense of place and time. They just lay in a warm pool of
satiation. Relaxed. Cuddling.

Some time later Virginia languidly opened her
eyes.

“Mmmmm,” she stretched a little. “Bill?”

“Mmmmm?”

“You’re still hard.”

“Mmmmm.”

“Tha’s nice. “cept I should pro’bly call your
boss. ... I can’t imagine what Tanis could possibly be doing
wrong.”

 


Sally ushered Tanis’s wife into his spacious top
floor office and after quietly closing the heavy door, followed her
to the leather settees. Tanis admired them both. Josephine was
pushing thirty-five, but still had the body of a twenty-one year
old. She was his third wife, but he didn’t think there would be any
further changes in that department.

Josephine had had to do a lot of convincing
before he’d agreed to give her her own loyal admirer. She’d rightly
pointed out that he’d given her extreme sexual needs, but lately he
hardly ever saw her. What convinced him in the end were his own
thoughts on a different matter, as was normally the case with Dean
Tanis. Other people’s ideas were rarely worth his attention.

It was time for a change. Stunningly
beautiful, but not so bright, girls as his loyal admirers were no
longer the best strategy. While right at the time (the concept of
ever being wrong was not one Tanis entertained) when he was taking
risks with genetics and brain chemistry, those days were past. He
was weary of assistants who, desperate and passionate to please him
as they may be, nonetheless required detailed instruction. Apart
from his wife, they all had poor initiative.

His new group promised to be a lot more
useful. The world was big enough, he reasoned, and his company now
prestigious enough, to select a group of girls who had it all -
brilliant, skilled, and beautiful. Now even more beautiful,
sexually blessed, and most importantly, soon to be devoted
irreversibly to him.

But he did need a man for some errands. For
some jobs a woman wasn’t appropriate. So he decided his wife could
have her friend. He had some concerns that the indirect loyalty
would be a problem. So he’d carefully prepared the speech his wife
would use when Bill woke up.

“Now Josephine, listen carefully,” he
said.

Oh, this is important, thought his
wife. He only ever calls me Josephine when it’s
important.

“We’ll deliver him to your house while he’s
unconscious. Best to revive him at a natural morning wake up time,
but it’s not critical. There will be a button. I’ll show you when I
drop him off. It will take about half an hour, then he’ll wake up.”
He looked at her speculatively, “How much do you remember about
when you woke up?”

She looked a bit alarmed. “Well, it was... It
was...” She was looking scared, starting to go white, her eyes,
going wide, breathing rapid.

She doesn’t have the words, thought
Tanis, interesting.

She took a gulp, steadied herself, “I mean,
it’s ok; I understand what you had to do. And then... When you said
those things... You were so clear, so good, it made me realize just
how much I really loved you. You brought out my true feelings.”

Now she’s retreating to comfort
thoughts, thought Tanis. It was a common fault she exhibited,
which he’d got better in later models. His wife, although a
success, was not quite as much a success as later girls. The new
ones would be better yet.

“Yes,” he continued, “anyway, remember he
will be terrified. All his senses of personal and social
connections, all his sense of place will be missing. Give him a few
seconds from when you first see signs of panic till when you start
talking. I’ve prepared a script, which I want you to memorize and
recite precisely. Here. Read it now.”

He handed over several pages.

Josephine read carefully. She smiled sweetly
as she read. When she looked up her eyes were moist.

“It’s beautiful. It’s very poetic.” She
looked a bit worried. “Is that right? Shouldn’t it be more
specific?”

“No. Not at all. You need him to put it in
his own context. If he internalizes the concept it will overwhelm
basic connections, then when the suppression effects wears off his
old personality and sense of place will return, but as an overlay.
Always subordinate to what you gave him.”

She nodded. “How long before he returns to
normal?”

“The machines will put him under for another
half hour. You can wake him any time after that. But go easy on him
for a few days. He’ll have to self-rationalize a lot of stuff. Get
his new perspective consistent. You may need to help him. Talk to
him.”

“Ok,” she said. “Um, will he be...” she
gestured towards his crotch as if wanting to touch, “like you?”

Tanis laughed, “Yes, have no fear; he will be
more than adequate. That’s already well in hand. I’ve been running
a retroviral based modification program on the other girls since
they arrived, and on Bill since you picked him as the one. My part
is basically done. Changes will continue for some time.” Tanis
hadn’t done nearly as much research on how to improve male sexual
function. But he’d given Bill pretty much the same stuff he’d
developed for himself. Improved stamina, secretions that enhanced
female arousal, other stuff.

“Thank you so much,” she leaned forward and
gave him a soft sensual kiss. “What about sex?”

“Sure, you can have sex with him from day
one. He’ll be ready.”

“No silly, what about sex now? Sally’s here,”
she said provocatively.

Tanis laughed again and turned to Sally.
“What’s my next appointment?”

“It’s internal, I can move it.”

She’s not telling me what it is in case I
say it’s important. “Ok honey, sure.”

“I’ll be right back,” said Sally, quickly
moving to the door.

 


They were still fully clothed when Sally returned.
Josephine was kneeling with her head in Tanis’s lap. Sucking and
massaging his erection. He was enjoying it. He always enjoyed his
girls. So eager to please, so easily aroused. Jo was alternatively
sucking, massaging and kissing. Muttering sweet endearments when
she could. “So wonderful dear ... Oh yes ... I love it so much ...
So big ... So hard ...”

Sally was wet by the time she’d crossed the
room. She bent at the waist and leaned over to kiss him, then
rocked forward to let him nuzzle her ample breasts. He slid a hand
up her legs while he did so. Up under her short skirt to her lacy
briefs. Massaging her wet place. Sally sighed contentedly, enjoying
the hand. Jo was still salivating all over his cock.

Sally gently pushed herself up. She wanted to
strip. She wanted to strip for Dean and turn him on so he would
fuck them both thoroughly.

She swayed seductively for him. Sliding her
hands up and down her body, outlining her form, getting him
focused. She was getting herself turned on in the process. She
slowly began to unzip. Exposing her breasts first, gently encased
in a delicate lace bra. She stood side on and undulated back and
forth, emphasizing them for him.

Dean was enjoying himself immensely. Sally’s
body was voluptuous, curves in all the right places. Her dress
slipped away as she slid her hands down to her crotch and started
masturbating herself. Jo was doing an excellent job on his
extremely erect member. Soft happenings were running up and down as
she worked her wet mouth over it.

Dean just lay back and enjoyed. Jo was very
good at controlling his arousal. He was permanently on the verge of
coming, but not quite going over. Personally he didn’t care when he
came, so he just relaxed and let Jo do what she wanted.

Jo glanced around and saw that Sally was
naked, apart from her heels.

“Swap,” Jo said. She moved out of the way,
and Sally flowed onto Dean’s lap, straddling him with her bosom in
his face. She slid herself down his cock with a contented sigh and
immediately started moving.

“Mmm, good girl,” Dean mumbled as he fondled
her breasts, kneading her nipples with his lips.

The minor praise from her master went through
Sally like an electric shock. She was already close to coming from
watching Jo and working herself in front of Dean. Now her head
snapped back and she came in a huge convulsive shudder.

“Oh, oh, thank you, thank you,” she said when
she could, still moving steadily.

Jo was quivering with arousal as she climbed
up on the sofa next to them. She also put on a show for Dean,
undressing up close so he could see and reach her while Sally slid
up and down his pole. There wasn’t really much undressing to be
done as she never wore underwear. Soon Dean was driving her crazy
with a pair of fingers in her hole, while she engulfed his face
with her pneumatic breasts.

“May I pleassse have some too?” she asked in
a soft sibilant voice.

“Of course dear,” said Dean. Just then Sally
peaked with a second shuddering orgasm. They both watched her come
on him. Her eyes closed, her back arched, her arms behind her
gripping his legs, her breasts lifting delightfully.

When she was done she lifted off, shivering
slightly as his still huge piece passed out of her sensitive lips.
She was so happy. Dean wanted to fuck Jo, but he had let her finish
her orgasm. He was so good to her.

Dean felt like exerting some control. He
liked to feel dominant, and he’d been sitting still too long.

“Bend over dear.”

Jo instantly jumped to her feet and bent with
her arms on the sofa, her well formed rump thrust high on her long
stilettoed legs.

Dean stood and gave her a resounding slap
across her cheeks with his open palm.

“Oh! Oh thank you dear.” Slap. “Oh yes.” Dean
liked to spank his girls, and because he liked it, they liked it.
Jo often came from a few good whacks alone.

Slap. “Ogh.” Slap. “NGG”.

Dean was more than ready. He moved behind her
and thrust his straining member deep into her. She came
immediately, but Dean ignored it, just treating it as part if the
stimulation that was his right to take from her. He started by
enjoying the feel with some firm stroking of his well prepared
cock. Thrust. Thrust. With Jo whimpering below him. That’s the
way we like it, he thought. He kept up a steady pound while
Sally sidled up beside him. Lovingly caressing and kissing him, but
not interfering.

“You’re so amazing dear, you’re so good to
us,” she whispered. She was still highly aroused. Stimulated by the
slapping and Jo’s ecstasy. Dean just continued pounding. He was
going to come. Thump. Thump. Thump. And here it was. He pulled her
hips back hard onto him and spurted deep into her. Jo came again,
her face contorted, struggling to keep herself up on her shaking
arms so that she continued to give Dean what he wanted. Dean
ignored her as before.

Dean was looking forward to his new girls.
They were probably jumping out of their skins with unfulfilled
sexual tension by now.

 


Virginia was bouncing on Bill’s cock in the
delightful glow of fulfilled sexual tension. It was Sunday night,
and they hadn’t made it to the bedroom. Virginia was straddling
Bill, impaled on his cock just feet from the door. She was writhing
and humping. Sitting tall with her hands in front, fingers
intertwined with Bill’s for bracing. Building towards another
orgasm. Bill had already come in her once. He was still hard. She’d
come twice.

Bill couldn’t believe what she did to him.
She was amazing. Like a svelte Valkyrie riding out of Valhalla,
hair flying, huge breasts heaving. Except she was riding his cock,
hair flying, huge breasts heaving, completely naked.

“Yes! Again! Coming!” she gasped.

Bill disentangled his hands. He fisted one,
stuck a knuckle out and jammed it into her pussy as close to his
penetrating cock as he could manage. With the other he grabbed and
squeezed her breasts.

Virginia’s thrill redoubled with the triple
stimulation of cunt, clitoris and breast. She hit the roof with her
third and biggest orgasm.

“AAAAGGGH! YES! FUCK YES!” Bill was thrusting
up with his hips, grinding his knuckle into her. She kept
coming.

“AAAHHH!” Thrust. “OH!” Thrust. “OH!” Thrust.
“OHHHHhhhhh.”

She collapsed onto his chest. Buried her face
in his neck.

His big dick was still hard in her cunt.

She looked up with a grin. “How do I get you
to come again?”

He laughed. “Well, a change of focus will
probably do it. Here,” he rolled her off, slipping out and stood,
holding out his cock for her.

“Oh goody,” she said, scrambling into a
kneeling position.

Bill was amazed at the way she took his stiff
rod in her mouth. So much enthusiasm. So much energy. If she wanted
him to come, she was certainly doing it right.

Virginia, for her part, was thrilled with
secret anticipation. She’d never had a guy come in her mouth, but
it was one of her many erotic fantasies.

Bill was mounting the stairs quickly.
Watching this goddess working his cock in and out, feeling her
tongue, the suction, the hand working the base. He could see her
jiggling breasts; her nipples were erect like she was coming. Then
he watched as her hand snuck down to her clit and fingers started
working. The sight sent him straight over the edge. He tried to
give her some warning.

“MMPPH! COMING!”

She just moaned on him, which came as a low
throaty hum. It made it so much exquisitely worse. God - she’s
coming too. His cock jerked and erupted into her. She was
moaning and sucking, shaking as her hand worked her pussy through
her own orgasm. Bill just let it all out into her mouth. Spurt
after spurt. She lapped it up. Licking and swallowing till the last
drop. Eventually she collapsed down on her squatting legs.

“Yum,” she said, literally licking her
lips.

“If I remember correctly,” said Bill with a
grin, “you were going to feed me.”

“Oh, right.” Virginia struggled to her feet
on rubbery limbs.

“And tell me about your trip to
headquarters.”

“Give me a minute,” she said as she staggered
to the bathroom, supporting herself on furniture and walls as she
went.

Once they were both dressed, Virginia started
bustling in the kitchen while they talked.

“Well, I had a long chat with Jessica. I like
her.”

“Did she tell you about why we’re
investigating?”

“No, not really.”

“Well, I can’t fill you in. If she didn’t
tell you, I can’t say unless I think you need to know. That’s the
rule.”

“Yeah, I got that.”

“So did she tell you about Interpol?”

“Well, not so much. Oh, she did give me
this,” she said pulling a laminated card out of her bag. “It’s a
hoot,” she let its concertina fold out; it was over a foot long and
printed on both sides.

Bill laughed. “Ah, the new mission statement.
It’s lucky we had some committees to put that one together. Just
think how bad it would be if a person wrote it. But seriously,
besides not telling you about the mission, and giving you a
laminated card, what did you talk about?”

“Oh,” she waved her hand vaguely and looked
at him speculatively, “stuff.”

Humph, he thought, no point in
going there.

“So, you know next week is my last.”

Virginia was shocked. “What, so soon? I
thought you’d be around for a few months.”

“No, despite my best efforts they’re not
extending the contract. I have a wrap up meeting with Josephine
Tanis on Thursday. Don’t ask me why I’m being supervised by Tanis’s
wife. It’s just one of the many mysteries about the place that I
feel if I just knew the answer to I’d be a whole lot of
enlightened.”

“Yeah, I’m supervised by one of his
assistants, Anne, you know, but she doesn’t know squat about
protein morphology or computational techniques. Which is really
annoying because I’m no expert myself.”

“He certainly knows how to pick ’em”

“Oh, you noticed that did you,” she said
looking at him pointedly. “But I have to agree. How many personal
assistants does he have?”

“Six.”

“And they are all, you know...”

“Attractive young ladies? Yes.”

“Hmm,” she thought for a bit. “So what will
you do next?”

“It’s time for desperate measures I’m afraid.
I need to get a few minutes alone in his office. I’d like to try
and dump what I can from the machine on his desk. But it’s going to
depend on opportunity. I’m going to work late all this week and see
what I can do. If you’re willing, I’d like you to do the same.
It’ll look better and you might be able help me with eyes and
ears.”

“Sure. Here, have some food.”

 


The week didn’t go well in the “see what I can do
department.” A guy called Pete had no life, it seemed.

The top floor was half open plan office, half
closed off. The whole closed off area was Tanis’s office and
private lab. Just two ways in. Bill was confident he could open the
office door. Apart from Pete, the whole floor was pretty well
vacant by eight.

Bill and Virginia worked in adjacent cubicles
in a corner where they couldn’t see the door, but Pete had a
perfect view.

On Monday they worked till ten. Pete was
still there. Bill didn’t want to push the limits of plausibility,
so they called it a day. On Tuesday, Pete was still there.

“Ok Honey, go chat with him. Tell him you’re
taking a break. Take an interest in his work. Flash your tits. Just
lay the groundwork. Maybe tomorrow we’ll need to do some serious
distracting.”

So Virginia had chatted. She could see some
of herself in Pete. He had no life outside his work. Bill had told
her to flash her tits. She pondered that for a bit, and concluded
she was going to have to go shopping. Not one item in her limited
wardrobe had cleavage.

She came back to Bill. “He’s not going
anywhere. Do you mind if I call it a night? I have to do some
emergency shopping.”

Wednesday she was better prepared. She’d
managed to find a simple low-cut form-fitting dress that could pass
for acceptable business attire as long as she wore a well-buttoned
jacket. It was way too short by her normal standards, it made her
feel very self conscious and a little bit risqué. But Tanis’s girls
all wore shorter, so what the heck. To top it off, she wore heels.
Something she’d only ever done on formal occasions.

“Nice,” Bill had whispered.

They worked till ten. Pete was still
there.

“Ok, we’re going to have to move. I’m going
to need anything from ten to thirty minutes depending how difficult
things are.”

Virginia’s heart was starting to race. This
was activity way out of her experience. “Just to make sure we’re on
the same wavelength here, when you say “serious distracting,” do
you mean, like, ... you know?”

“Well, if you want to, you know, why
not?”

“Oh jeez. This may sound odd, but I do. I
don’t know why I’m so, you know, lately. Must be you. Do you
mind?”

“Here I was thinking it was you. No, I’m
going to be gone in two days. You should go for it if you want
to.”

“But he might not want to. And, well, this is
the office. I can’t really do, you know, here can I?”

“Well, it’s the new age for casual sex, at
least so the papers say. It’d go for it if I were you.”

“But what if he has a girlfriend. What if he
doesn’t want to?”

Bill looked at Virginia. “I’m guessing he
doesn’t have a girlfriend, and I believe he’ll want to. Trust me on
this one.”

“You’re sure?”

“Virginia, just go and suck his dick.”

Her eyes went wide and she blushed. “I’ll do
my best.”

 


Leaving her jacket behind, Virginia went and made
some coffee in the shared kitchen area. This would be her “oh, I’m
just taking a break, how’s things with you” coffee. She used the
time to plan, then headed over. She didn’t really think she’d get
to suck his dick, but the thought she was seriously intending to
try was turning her on.

“Hi, how’s it going?”

“Oh, hi. Umm, ok I guess. I’m just sorting
through logs.”

Virginia pulled up a rolling office chair
next to him and parked herself so looking at her was looking away
from the door. “Fun?”

“Ha, not really.”

This reply epitomized Pete’s problem with
women. In truth he quite enjoyed log file work. You could pull all
sorts of interesting stuff out. You never knew what nuggets you’d
find. Had he answered truthfully he could have had a conversation
with Virginia; who was more nerd than him. Working on the
assumption that nothing he was interested in would ever be of
interest to girls, he remained very lonely and in despair over the
absence of sex from his life. Which was sad, as he was, apart from
that, a nice and good looking guy.

Virginia, at that moment, didn’t care about
his conversational skills. Nor was she tangled in her normal
retiring shyness. She leaned forward, folding her arms under her
breasts, her knees drawn up. From his perspective she looked almost
naked. She dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper.

“You must see a lot of Tanis’s beauties
sitting here. If I was a guy, I reckon they’d really get me
hard.”

The remark caught the young Pete off-guard.
He wasn’t used to incredibly attractive girls making remarks like
that to him. It didn’t help that the first thought that went
through his head was how often he masturbated to fantasies of those
“beauties”. “Oh, yeah!” he replied, blushing.

Virginia regarded this as a good sign. She
gently placed her hand on his thigh, deepening the conspiracy, and
in an even softer, almost sensual voice. “That Sally. Can you
believe her figure?” She sat up in the chair, squaring her
shoulders and projecting her breasts. She closed her eyes as if
conjuring up visions. “Her breasts are just to die for.”

Pete wasn’t thinking about Sally. Virginia
had closed her eyes, and Pete drank her in. Her flawless clear skin
swelled and disappeared into her dress where it formed curves that
he knew would fuel his fantasies later. He just nodded, then
realized she wasn’t looking.

“Oh, ah, yeah, I guess they’re ...” Alarms
went off in his head. He figured if you wanted to impress a girl,
you didn’t say how hot another girl was. You also didn’t say how
amazing her own tits were. He was stuck.

Virginia took a deep, slow breath and started
to gently massage Pete’s thigh with her casually placed hand.

After a few silent moments she said “Does
thinking about her turn you on? It turns me on.”

She leaned forward again, opening her eyes
and overtly looking round to make sure no one was around. She
caught the office door just closing. Bill was in. Virginia
immediately pinned Pete with a hard direct stare to stop him
imitating her examination. Mouth slightly open and her tongue
playing along her upper teeth. She slid her hand straight up to his
crotch.

“Does she make you hard?”

Strangely perhaps, sex, in the here and now,
was so far removed a prospect from Pete’s mind that he wasn’t
aroused at all up to that point. Virginia’s fingers wriggling
around his junk, looking for evidence, rapidly changed that.

Virginia had a momentary panic thinking her
plan had bombed. Then she felt it, growing. She massaged for all
she was worth. Getting excited at the thought of what was blooming
beneath her fingers.

“Hmm... yes,” she said in answer to her own
question.

This was as far as Virginia’s prepared script
went. From here on it was improvisation.

The reality of what she was doing, of what
she was intending, was penetrating her subconscious, making her own
symptoms of arousal blossom. She could feel it in her pussy. She
decided that even if Bill came out right now, she was going to go
ahead with this.

Ok, she thought to herself, here is
where I go past inappropriate.

She brought her other hand to bear and gently
worked his fly open and his cock out, while keeping him locked in
her sensual gaze. He looked shocked, or surprised, but didn’t make
any contrary indications.

She rolled her chair to close the last few
inches between them. Almost side by side and in opposite
directions.

His cock was warm and dry. Fleshly on a hard
core. She felt it and massaged it in a way she hoped was good.

“Is that ok?” she asked.

“Uh, yeah. That’s nice.”

Pete couldn’t believe it. He was so turned
on, so suddenly, he was frightened he’d come. But she was going
nice and slow so he was ok for now. He had to look. He tore his
gaze away from her face and looked down. Her hand was beautiful.
Delicate, clear skinned, with beautiful uncolored nails. He’d never
had anything so deliciously feminine massaging his cock. She was
massaging lubricant out of the head now. Occasionally running her
thumb and fingers over the top to wet them. The feeling was
intense. He wanted her to speed up, but was frightened what would
happen if she did.

Pete still had an issue with her breasts. He
couldn’t get the idea of them out of his head. Ok, he
thought, surely I’m allowed to touch. She is holding my
dick.

Pete reached one hand up and cupped one of
her breasts. It felt every bit as amazing as he imagined.

The action caught Virginia slightly by
surprise. She was about to get down on the floor and execute the
final phase of her plan - suck his dick till he came in her mouth.
But this was nice. I can wait a little, she thought.

Pete caught her off guard again when he slid
his hand into her dress, into her bra, feeling her breast was way
beyond what she was expecting.

A little “Oh!” of surprise escaped her. She
looked down and watched his hand fondling into her dress. She could
feel him touch her hard nipples. It was shockingly arousing.
Unexpectedly so. She kept working his cock as she watched. The head
was very wet now and making slick noises as she ran her fingers
over it. She wanted to suck it, but she wanted to feel his
rummaging grope too, so she watched him feel her while slowly
working his cock.

He slid his hand up to her shoulder and
pushed her dress and bra strap off and down her arm. He seemed to
be doing things in stages deliberately, maybe trying not to spook
her. It was working. Virginia was on the edge, alarmed at the
audacity of exposure, but she didn’t object. He did the other
shoulder and her breasts were totally revealed. Exposing her
breasts in the office was way beyond risqué to her. It was an
amazing feeling which made her pant. Very unexpected. The only
thing she’d planned to expose was his dick, and she was going to
keep that in her mouth. This was turning the tables, making her
think other thoughts. Making her enjoy her own arousal.

He immediately began to feel her naked
breasts, run his hand delicately over them, pinch and roll her
nipples. An involuntary “mmph” popped out of her lips as he pinched
her particularly well. She began to wonder if he might decide to
put his hand between her legs. She could feel she was wet. She
would really like to have him slide his hand up her thigh and press
her there.

She shared her attention between his fondling
and his dick and eventually decided she needed to make progress one
way or the other.

Pete felt he was close. When her dress had
pulled away from her breasts he’d almost come. Generous and
perfectly formed. White blemish-free skin with erect nipples. He’d
had another close moment when he touched them. They were liquid yet
perfectly shaped. Incredibly, she seemed to enjoy his fondling. For
Pete, one thing was just leading to another. Now the idea of
kissing those nipples filled his mind. Sucking them. He played with
them with his fingers, imagining sucking them.

Virginia made a move before he got to act.
She slipped off the chair to kneel in front of him. Before Pete had
time to react, she slid her mouth over his cock and started to suck
vigorously. She still kept her hand near the base and massaged it
with equal vigor. Pete was in heaven. She wasn’t holding back. He
slid his hands down either side of her bobbing head to hold her
breasts. He could feel himself building. He could feel her tongue
sliding round his dick and the head pushing along the roof of her
mouth as she pushed down on it. She occasionally made little “mmm
mmph” noises.

Virginia was enjoying herself. Audacious
pleasure. She found it hard to believe she was doing this. It was
the sort of thing she might fantasize about, but actually sucking
the cock of a guy who was almost a stranger was crazy. She just
seemed desperate for sex all the time lately. His hands were still
fondling her breasts, which felt wonderful. Her pussy was feeling
needy, although she liked what she was doing too. She wanted to
feel him come. His arousal was good. She could feel him getting
more eager; flexing his pelvis like he was fucking. He pulled his
hands up off her breasts and held her hair as he straightened
up.

“Gonna come,” he squeezed out quietly.

Virginia just redoubled her efforts. Lips
sealing tightly. Tongue working strongly. Sucking hard. Her hand
working in firm counterpoint. Milking his cock for all it was
worth. She could feel his impending orgasm in the uncontrollable
thrusting. It was arousing her terribly.

Pete was worried she wouldn’t want him to
come in her mouth. But she was going so fast and hard nothing was
going to stop it now.

“Ahhh, nnggg, oh yes, please don’t stop.”

Virginia moaned in response, and Pete’s
muscles went rigid, his pelvis thrust up and the first gush of come
spewed from his super hard cock into Virginia’s sucking lips.

“Gahh ghhhh, oh god.” More come kept
following as an orgasm from hell went on and on. Spurt... spurt,
fueled by Virginia’s luscious sucking mouth on his cock, the memory
of her pneumatic breasts and hard nipples in his squeezing hands.
He subsided slowly, his cock still giving spasmodic jerks as
Virginia’s ministrations slowed to a silky wetness sliding gently
round his sensitive head.

He sat back. Panting heavily. Recovering his
breath.

Virginia didn’t surrender his cock, which
stayed moderately firm. Pete felt good about that. He felt like a
real stud.

After a few minutes his cock was returning to
more than firm and he felt himself getting eager again. She
certainly seemed to be trying to get him hard again. He started to
thrust with his pelvis into Virginia’s mouth, hoping she would pick
up the pace again.

Instead she looked up and gave him a broad
contented smile. “Will you do something for me now?” she asked.

“Sure.”

Virginia stood up in front of him, reaching
under her short skirt and pulled her pants down. They were lacy and
wet. She kicked them off her ankles, turned around, leaned over the
desk with parted legs, and pulled her skirt up, exposing her
rounded ass and leaving her dress just a tangle round her slender
waist.

“Fuck me... hard... now.”

He was stunned, and a little worried he
wouldn’t be able to perform after coming in her mouth. He stood
with his dick wobbling in front of him and positioned himself
behind her luscious parted cheeks, resting his hands lightly on
either side of her hips. They were warm and smooth. He shifted his
body to carefully position the tip of his bobbing cock in her moist
vaginal lips, then gently pressed and released, press and release.
Not enough to penetrate yet, despite her instructions, just gentle
stimulation.

He kept it up while their mutual slickness
mounted. Wet oily sounds slowly becoming drowned by her panting
breath.

“Take me”, she whispered hoarsely between
breaths, “Now... In me.”

After a few moments he slowed to a pause,
steadied himself and gently pressed into her. He had intended to
just put the thick head in and toy with her some more. But once
past the initial constriction it just kept going till he was buried
deep inside her.

He paused again, enjoying the exquisite
pleasure, looking down at the hilt of his shaft buried in her. He
couldn’t believe how hard and big he felt and how tight yet
yielding she was. His concerns vanished. Virginia gave a tense high
moan, almost like a meow, and tensed and quivered her rear - an
inarticulate cry for action. He started moving.

Watching his shaft work her vagina was
amazing.

 


Bill had made his way quietly across the office. It
had gone fine once he had physical access, yet his nerves were
ringing with adrenalin. Jessica was right, he wasn’t trained for
this. He paused before entering the camera surveillance zone round
the elevators. He could hide here and spy on Virginia from behind a
palm. Fuck she’s hot, he thought. She was basically naked,
with Pete fucking her from behind. Every aspect of her body
broadcast intense arousal. Her breath was deep and loud, turning
into a pant. Her arms were quivering as she pushed her torso up
with sway back and backward arching neck. She tried to say
something, but only managed guttural half words until she finally
exclaimed “harder!”

Bill’s cock took that as an order, with
blatant disregard for the available room. Bill had to adjust, then
he couldn’t help himself but to gently rub it while he watched
Virginia shudder and beg for more. Pete was hammering her hard
now.

 


Pete felt instinctively he shouldn’t respond
instantly to her demands. Instead, he slowly built the length and
speed of his thrusts.

“Mmmm, yes, ooo,” she moaned.

Her feedback drove him on until he was
pounding with everything he had. No longer looking down but letting
instinct take over, while drinking in her beautiful quivering
form.

“Yes, oh, ogh, yes, like that,” she
encouraged.

He kept it up longer than he would have been
able, had he not already come in her mouth. As it was he felt every
bit of the intensity but could hold off the final climax.

“ARGHHH!” she suddenly cried as an orgasm hit
her. She was loud, but he could also feel it in her vagina. He
could see it in her convulsing body.

“OGH! YES, OH, OHG!”

He didn’t slow. He worked it harder and her
orgasm just kept going and going. She was shaking.

“OH SHIT! ARGH! OH YES!”

It felt amazing to fuck her though her
extended orgasm. He fucked on the peak of an endless wave until his
own stamina failed him and he had to slow. Her altered state
subsiding as his stroke became gentle.

Virginia had no idea how long she was
orgasming for. Time had lost all meaning when her climax struck. It
just went on and on, consuming her being. The world restarted and
she collapsed down on her elbows, her head hanging down between her
arms. She was rewarded with an upside down view of Bill, his
stealthy mission complete, standing by the exit behind them and
across the open plan office, watching.

Any fear Virginia had that she had
overstepped the mark or gone too far for him was dismissed by the
obvious relish he was taking in the scene. An open mouth smile and
an unmistakable bulge in his trousers. He gave her a thumbs up
sign. He showed no sign of departing, but did move into the
shadows.

Pete was still gently working her, and it
still felt great. She just enjoyed it as she slowly recovered her
breath. Virginia remembered what Bill had said about needing a
change of focus to reignite. There were many things she wanted to
do, she just had to pick one...

Virginia twisted off Pete’s cock and turned
to face him. She slid down to her knees, running her hands down his
body as she did so. She gently cupped her breasts, using just
enough force to make them press together. She guided them over his
wet erection, sliding his cock through her cleavage. Up and down
till the channel was slick. He started thrusting and Virginia let
him take over the motion. He slipped his hand over hers, and
Virginia slipped hers out and back on top of his, encouraging him
to hold her yielding flesh as he pounded his hard shaft between her
breasts. He mounted the stairs to his second ejaculation in double
time. Spurting all over her chin, her neck and her breasts.
Virginia took his slick cock in one hand and carefully squeezed the
last drops so they would dribble over each nipple. She shuddered in
enjoyment of her mess.

Virginia looked around for some tissues, or
something. There was an unopened plastic sleeve of some takeaway
food giveaway with a napkin and... Virginia looked up and caught
Pete’s eye with a mischievous grin and twinkle. She ripped open the
bag and pulled out the plastic spoon. She carefully retrieved a
glob of sperm from her breasts and spooned it into her mouth like
it was ambrosia. She meticulously proceeded to feast on the white
goo on her breasts, pinning Pete with the occasional look to make
sure he was paying attention. Soon she had got all she could see
herself. She gave Pete the spoon for him to deal with the remains
from her neck up.

“Feed me,” she whispered.

While Pete was so engaged she held her hand
behind his head and gave Bill a signal. Five fingers up, point
down. Hopefully he would understand, basement in five minutes. He
seemed to get it. He nodded and slipped round the corner.

 


Virginia clip-clopped her heels through the dark
basement garage. Bill’s car was in the deepest back corner. The
only one. No sign of him till she rounded the last pillar and his
arm slipped round her waist, dragging her rear into his crotch.

“That looked like fun.” His other hand was
sliding round her breasts. “Did you enjoy yourself?” he mumbled,
nuzzling her ear.

“Oooh, Bill Wainwright, has watching me made
you frisky?”

“mmm ngg maybe mmm”

The hand round her waist was heading south.
Her pussy was getting that familiar itch despite its workout. Or
maybe because of it. The idea that Bill had got off from watching
her was kind of erotic. He definitely had a hard-on, and it was
definitely being ground into her bum.

She twisted round in his grasp till she could
stick her tongue in his mouth. She fumbled below his belt, looking
for a way in - or out. She was just a fraction taller than him in
her heels. Got it. Zizizipp. She fumbled his erect cock
out.

Bill picked her up bodily and spun them both
round together. She gave an excited shriek. He put her against the
pillar and slipped his hand up her outer thighs, pulling her dress
up. She hadn’t put her underwear back on. He reached down and
aligned his stiff pole, then thrust, impaling her in one smooth
motion.

“Yes, take me. Do me,” she said in his ear.
At this moment Virginia wanted nothing more than for Bill to have
his wicked way with her. She wanted to feel his passion. She inched
her legs apart a little more and slid her arms out to grip either
side of the pillar Bill was deliciously banging her against. His
hard cock railing up and down her hole. Generating pulses of
intense pleasure. His lips burning kisses over hers. “Yes yes yes,”
she said quietly. She felt deliciously, extravagantly, wanton. A
second man in her already fucked vagina was unbelievable. So far
outside her norms. It was secret fantasies coming true.

Bill was kissing her ear. It was surprisingly
erotic. He was not holding back with his hard cock working
vigorously. No slow measured buildup today. He was taking her hard
without reservation. It was exactly what she wanted. She wanted him
to take her without consideration. Just his own animal passion. She
wanted to feel him unleashed.

Her legs were going weak as she started to
reach orgasm. But there was no way she would fall with his hips
thrusting his cock in her, pushing and pushing her against the
pillar. Sliding in and out. Ramming her clit on each violent
upstroke.

“Argh, uh,” little sounds escaped her lips as
she started going over the edge. She tried to clamp down on them.
But they were part of her orgasm. “ng, eh, eee.” Her hips were
shaking on his cock as she came. She felt like the pillar was
unstable and she flung her arms around him as the only solid thing
she could hold onto in her mind-numbing sea of pleasure. Bill
suddenly increased his pace to unsustainable levels. Virginia’s
orgasm ripped through her redoubled. “ARGHHH OGH ARGH ARGH
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