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collections (containing several stories each). Find more at
Sophie Sin's Book
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Dick Powers.

 


Short
disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are over the
age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in all ways
to the sexual activities that take place within this collection of
short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this
story with the others listed below in ‘Threesome Erotica Vol. 1’.

 


That collection contains the following stories:

Best Friends And Him, Fill Her Up, One Crazy Night,
Red Head In Red, She Has Huge Breasts, Too Short Skirt, Two Black
Builders.

 


The
‘Threesome Erotica Vol. 1’ collection can be found at any of your
favorite e-stores.


Too Short Skirt

 


In a time before ours.

 


“Her skirt is too short, I'm telling
you.”

“I would hardly say that's short. If you
look at it from the side...”

“Bullshit, Jack. It's too skirt.
Something needs to be done.”

“Oh, and you are the one to do this
'something', Jacque?”

I throw a hand through my blond hair, which
is long enough to touch the lowest point of my sharp jaw.

“I am the man for the job.”

Jack wobbles off the bar, obviously a little
trashed after several dozen whiskey sours – the only thing that the
man will ever drink, even though I have tried to educated him out
of his barbarous American ways.

“Then I'd like to see you do just that.”

He strolls ahead across the bar. His gaunt
is unsteady and the tied black leather shoes, so shiny that his
father, a general in his country's army, would be very proud at the
sight of them, he is wearing squeak slightly on the polished wooden
flooring.

The tall man with his ambling American
cowboy walk stops and glances back.

“You coming?”

I throw my hair back once more and adjust
the length of my long coat – from Vars in Paris, the good side not
the 'artistic' section, which is code for impoverished.

“I am.”

20 steps and a few curves off course to pass
some drunken gentlemen in tweed from places unknown and I am
standing behind her.

“It's too short,” I whisper out the side of
my mouth to Jack standing beside me, his eyes on the curve of her
well put together ass, which is just hanging out the side of the
red, pleated skirt that she is wearing, exposing massive quantities
of thigh, calve and a set of ankles donned in red heels that are no
less than 10cm in length and of the new pin style that some French
women seem to think is acceptable fashion in this time.

“I...”

Before I can speak she turns, places an arm
out (a long, sexy and gorgeous one) and puts a finger with a large
gold ring on my lips and then removes it to continue her
conversation with the large gentleman to her side.

“Excuse...”

“You talk too much.”

Her voice is biting and is heard across the
room. I blush in embarrassment. Jack sniggers and runs a thumb over
his mustache.

“That skirt...”

The woman turns. Her shirt is low cut to
near the upper section of her toned stomach. The tan she has
indicates she is a foreigner or local who went on holiday somewhere
warm. I say the first is more likely as her accent is somewhat
Russian where a French woman's English would be more crisp. It is
like the comparison between soft silk and grated metal, but no less
appealing for it's animal nature.

“Yes?” she asks.

I meet her sharp blue eyes. They speak of
intelligence and seductive carnal intent. This is no back street
whore snuck into a proper club by some fool or another to show off
to the lads. No, here is a woman of the night, so to speak, but one
that stalks it rather than is taken and used and abused and ruined
by it as so many of those that ply their wares to those of the
upper crust become (much like seeing the sun then being thrown into
a pit of eternal darkness, as I have lyrically went on and on about
on many an evening like this).

“It is scandalous...”

“And you enjoyed looking at it.”

It's not a question, obviously.

“I...”

Jack throws up a hand and grins before I can
deny her words. His teeth gleam in the light of the bottles of
multicolored liquors and spirits that all seem to meld into a
subtle brown as most drinks that build character do.

“He did.”

Her eyes turn to Jack and squint slightly
then an upward turn of her lips form a momentary look of disdain
before she dismisses him rather abruptly by turning her eyes back
to me with renewed intensity.

“Are you the fashion police?”

“I'm...”

She prods a finger into my white and blue
stripped shirt, whacking down in the middle of my pink/red tie. I
step back.

“Are you staff? Are you someone of
authority?”

The woman throws out her hands, looks down
her nose and smirks.

“Are you even a man?”

Her skirt twirls once as she turns back to
her drink. I note that one can really see her buttocks quite
clearly when she does that. They are heavenly.

“Come on, Jacque. I think we've had
enough.”

My fists curl into sharp white masks of
anguish.

“Do you know who you are talking to?” I
growl.

“Who?” she barks over her shoulder.

“Jacque Moross of the South End.”

Her snort is audible across the bar.

“Wonderful, a rich boy with too much money
and little taste.”

“I have taste enough to know that skirt is
not acceptable, slut.”

The big man pushes off the bar. He clenches
a fist, but the woman puts her hand on his chest and pushes him
back to where he was leaning watching the scene play out.

“And do you call all women who are
attractive sluts? Or are you only attracted to sluts?”

Jack has me by the arm now. He's trying to
pull me aside, but I am incensed and I am about to show her I am no
pushover.

“A slut is a slut.”

“Oh? And how do you know I am a slut?”

“Because your dress shows your ass as if it
were some bargaining chip on a betting table.” I lean in and look
upwards to her frost blue eyes with my own rich brown ones. “Just
what are you betting on tonight, little miss?” I whisper in a way
that carries. “What is it that that dress advertises?”

She smiles. There is a pause.

“I like you,” the woman states after a time.
“I've been waiting for someone interesting like you to show
up.”

“Bartender,” she calls. “Put it on my
tab.”

The man running a white crisp cloth over the
inside of a wine glass nods and goes about his business.

“You boys like cheese?”

Surprisingly, that was her opening line to
get us back to her hotel room. Mimi, as she likes to be called
(probably not her real name though) is a fan of French cheeses and
happens to be here for the purpose of sampling some.

“Your room is very nice,” Jack says from
where he is preparing us some whiskey sours, a drink the woman
seems to find amusement in forcing upon me as well.

He brings the glasses over and sets them
down on the small black coffee table located between the couch
where I and Jack have made ourselves 'comfortable', as she ordered
earlier, and the woman has seated herself.

My eyes travel up her long legs to the black
silk panties that show a noticeable glisten in the center when she
uncrosses and crosses her legs, something that happens frequently
to my continued embarrassment.

“You boys are really quite nice,” she purrs,
a little drunk.

Jack grins and says nothing and I say “Thank
you.”

There's a silence. It is not one of those
uncomfortable 'I don't know what to say' kind of silences, but one
that usually exists in the moment before a man and a woman's lips
descend on each other. To say that the sexual tension in the room
is intense would be understating the matter. Molten lava is
probably not this hot.

The woman stares at us for a time, sips her
drink and gets up.

“Time to twinkle.”

Jack raises his eyebrows and I look to him
in confusion. Mimi wanders out of the room through a door that
seems to lead into a bathroom and is gone. We sit there
quietly.

“I'm going to fuck her,” Jack whispers after
a time.

“You plan to?” I ask. “I think she's got her
sights set on more than just a simple roll in the hay, my
friend.”

“What do you mean?”

“Does this woman seem like the type that
would only have sex with a man? Doesn't this whole situation strike
you as odd?”

“How?”

I sit back and close my eyes for a
moment.

“I suppose what I'm trying to say is why did
she invite both of us?” I ask finally. “Does she plan for me to
watch? Or is there something more to this? Maybe some kind of
S&M?”

Before Jack can come up with an answer, the
door opens and Mimi enters, wiping some white powder from a nostril
which is most likely make-up.

“I have something to tell you,” Mimi says
when she sits down.

Jack and I lean forward in hope that the
truth of this, admittedly, odd situation coming out.

The woman waits a time and then uncrosses
and recrosses her legs.

“I'm not wearing any panties.”

I choke and my whiskey sour falls to the
floor to spill in a yellow puddle from my hand which lost all
sensation the second her legs opened.

My friend beside me isn't much better. Jack
has reddened and I'm fairly sure it's the first time in his life
that has happened.

“What? Cat got your tongue?” she asks.
“Perhaps you need another look.”

Slowly, to my extreme fascination, she
unfolds her legs and puts each heel about shoulder width apart on
the floor.

“Do you want me to lean back?”

I gulp.

Jack gets out, “Yes, Ma'am.”

The woman does. It is magnificent.

“When you see a woman's pussy like this...”
Mimi muses, “what do you usually do?”

My friend is on his feet in seconds. He
strolls over and looks down at our host with lust in eyes that burn
with a true passionate fire.

“I kiss her,” he says.

The man leans over from the waist and goes
for her lips, but she holds up a hand.

“You may not kiss me. I do not kiss
Americans.”

That takes my friend aback.

Her eyes travel past him to me.

“However, I do kiss French men.” Her cheeks
blush slightly. “I kiss them long and deep...” Mimi's tongue comes
out and licks her luscious lips. “... until I am good and
satisfied.”

Jack's features fall, but before they can
truly form a look of confusion and perhaps discontent, her hand
snakes out and grabs
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