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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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Chapter One
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I woke at five a.m. in a strange room, in a strange bed. A woman was turned on her side facing away from me. Ciara. It had taken a few seconds for the memory to return to my frazzled brain. Her skin was almost perfect in tone and texture. She had turned out to be a wonderful lover, soft and unassuming yet experienced enough to know what she needed and what was acceptable to us both. I lifted the cover a little so I could look at her bum, it was almost approaching perfection. 

I remembered Lillian’s words and also the sensation of Ciara’s tongue and fingers as they stimulated my anus the previous evening. It was a new experience for me, one which I reciprocated. Her reaction was mind blowing, considering I was a novice in that area. Luckily she had insisted on us both showering beforehand, so the area on both of us was clean. I tiptoed to the bathroom, not wishing to disturb her, but she caught me coming back.

“Hi,” she said with a sleepy smile.

“Hi, Ciara, sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you,” I said.

“You didn’t wake me, Tony, I woke up on my own. Come back to bed for a bit.”

I re-joined her and she scurried over to place her head on my shoulder.

“Last night was fantastic, Tony,” she said.

“For me too, Ciara.”

“Where did you learn to do that?” she asked and I had to think quickly as I settled in beside her, her naked body warm in my arms as I began to speak.

“I was on holiday on the Isle of Skye just off the west coast of Scotland, in a town called Talisker, famous for its whisky. It was in the middle of winter and the rain lashed against the walls of the stone cottage where I was staying. It rained hard for eleven days and twelve nights solid as the winds blew in wildly from the Atlantic Ocean.”

She gazed up into my eyes as her hand rested on my chest. She was hooked.

“During a break in the storm an old woman dressed in black, her body bent with age, penury, and a lifetime of hard work, shuffled across the footpath leading from the road to a rocky beach that the cottage overlooked. She was dragging what looked like a body bag, but what turned out to be an old black sack containing lots of kindling, a brass urn, several bottles of powder, and a host of vials that contained a variety of different, vividly coloured, liquids. 

I went outside in the last of pouring rain and offered some assistance to carry it for her. She looked at me for a few minutes and then a look of recognition appeared in her bright blue eyes. A crooked smile revealed her yellow cracked teeth, and she reached into her bag and searched through the mess inside to find what she was looking for. She pulled out a small bottle and held it to up the light.  She dropped the neck of her bag on the ground and opened the bottle that I could see contained a clear yellow liquid.  It was pristine, with no air bubbles, foam, distinguishable anomalies, or impurities present. She withdrew the cork stopper slowly, placed her thumb over the mouth and quickly turned the bottle upside down with a flick of her wrist, transferring a little of the contents to the very tip of her thumb. She then lifted her shaking hand towards my face and anointed me with the liquid on my forehead, chest, heart, and lips. It smelled and tasted of a woman.”

“My God,” Ciara whispered, enthralled, “were you frightened?”

“I was a bit nervous initially, until two other younger women, dressed identically to her, appeared beside me and stood between the old woman and me. They fell to their knees before me, joining the older woman, who was also now kneeling before me too. One of them reached into the bag and withdrew a bottle that held a burning red coloured liquid. She twisted it in her hands as she eased the cork out, she then poured a slightly larger amount into the palm of her left hand, and she bathed my feet with it, her fingers reaching between my toes to ensure nothing was left untouched.”

Ciara stayed quiet, transfixed like a child being told a bedtime story.

“The second of the younger women then reached into the old woman’s bag and withdrew another bottle, this one containing a vivid green coloured liquid that sparkled when it caught the sun. She opened it carefully, easing the cork stopper out with her teeth, and poured the exact same amount into the palm of her left hand. She looked at her companion and their eyes locked for less than a millisecond before each bowed their head an infinitesimal amount. Her companion lifted my left foot and held it while her friend bathed the sole with the pale green liquid. She gently lowered my foot, then lifted my right foot gently and applied it to the sole of my right foot too.”

I could hear Ciara breathing. She was like a little girl again. It was wonderful.

“The older woman said something to me in a language that I couldn’t recognise. I searched all three of their faces for an understanding. One of the younger women translated for me.”

“Sara says that you are Anthony. Is she correct?” she said.

“I was silent for a minute or two. “Yes, it is. How does she know that?” I asked, confused and more than a little thrown.

She turned to the older woman and spoke to her in her own language again. The old woman smiled and said something back to her in reply as she took a flat brown paper bag from her black sack. It was covered in lichen and moss but the fragrance was of the sea and it was divine. She offered the flat brown package to me, her shaking hands clasping it tightly as it shook in her ravaged hand. I looked at the younger woman in search of an explanation. She smiled and took the package from Sara and placed it gently in my hand.”

“It’s on your passport,” she said. You dropped it in the pub last night.”

Ciara’s eyes shot open. She sat up in bed with a start.

“You bastard! You absolute bastard! You absolute fucking bastard! I was expecting ... I don’t know what I was expecting, but I wasn’t expecting that! You fucker!”

I was on my back laughing. She jumped on top of me and eventually stared to laugh too. She kissed me.

“Do you have time?” she whispered.

“Yes.”

“Can I take a shower?” she asked. “I need your tongue inside me again.”

“For what?”

“To keep you from fucking talking for a start.”

“Hurry up, Ciara, you’re making me wet.”
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Chapter Two
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I was driving into work after kissing Ciara goodbye. The traffic was medium to light and I was in good spirits when Peter rang me. I hit the button on the phone.

“Peter, how the hell are you?” I said.

“Well obviously somebody got railed last night,” he said.

“And again this morning, she even licked my arse.”

“You’re on speaker,” he said. “I’m bringing my Mam to a doctor’s appointment.”

“Shit! Morning, Ellen.” 

I felt like a tool.

“I’m just messing with you, Mam’s great. So tell me about this overnight railing you received.”

“No. You can fuck off now.”

“Ah. Is the little master of the universe annoyed at poor little Peter?” he teased. “By the way, did you get any undergarments from the arse licker? While I’m at it, did you lick her arse in return? Did you stick anything into it? There’s too many questions, Tony, we should have this conversation at dinner with Ellen tonight. That’ll be fun. We could even make a game out of it that all the family can enjoy.”

“Ok, I’ll reply to you in the order you asked the questions. Yes, no, yes, no.”

“No to the undergarments or yes?” he asked.

“No, she wasn’t wearing any. It turns out she had to abandon them after talking to me on the phone at lunchtime.”

“Whyever for?”

“They were too wet.”

“Oh, a leaker and an arse licker. Are you seeing
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