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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 third book in the Tony Harris series.
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I was woken by the soft sensation of someone’s tongue on the tip of my penis.

I heard myself groan. “Oh, Gemma, that’s fantastic.”

She looked up at me and her eyes smiled.

“Can I stop you for a second?” I asked.

“Is there something wrong, Tony?”

“Oh, believe me,” I said, “there’s absolutely nothing wrong.”

She sat up on her knees and I reached for one of her perfect pink nipples.

“Why have you stopped me?” she asked, a look of concern on her pretty face.

“Have you ever given a guy oral before?” I asked.

“No.”

“Where did you learn how to do it then?”

“One of the girls in work showed us all.”

“Let me guess,” I said. “She showed you by using either her finger or a banana, am I right?”

“A banana,” she said. “Quite a big one actually.”

“Size isn’t everything,” I laughed.

“Oh, I know. Big boy.”

I laughed and she kissed me.

“How many of you were there at the demonstration?” I asked.

“All of the female staff, there was about 35 of us I’d say.”

“Did any of them ever mention what results they got?”

“Now that you mention it, no, not to me anyway,” she said.

“Ok, do you mind if I show you how to do it properly?”

“Oh no, not at all. Please do.”

She held the base in her hand as I identified the various components of my penis as she stared at it and nodded her head.

“The Head, Tip, or Glans, is the most sensitive part and must be treated kindly,” I said, “treat it with love and respect and it will respect you.”

She was wide eyed as she listened and she nodded her head as I spoke.

“The eye or opening at the tip is called the Meatus. This is where sperm, spunk, jizz or semen, whatever you wish to call it, comes out. You can see some clear fluid appearing there now. That’s a preliminary to the arrival of sperm and appears as arousal begins. Most woman lick this off. It’s low in fat and high in protein and it’s perfect for the diet conscious among us.”

She licked it off slowly, sending an electric current right through me.

“The part you’re holding is called the Shaft, or Body and that curved edge at the bottom of the head is called the Corona,” I continued.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“In certain books, media, and films the desire is for the woman to take the entire length of the penis into her mouth. Some of the longer ones fit by using a method called Deep Throating. This is not for beginners, Gemma, but like everything else, personal preference is the key. I like it slow, using your lips and tongue only on the Glans. This is more comfortable for the woman. It’s no harm to take it all in the odd time but the aim is to stimulate and tease and not necessarily to choke on it or to the get the man to orgasm. If the man ejaculates in your mouth, you have a couple of choices. You can take it in and swallow it, spit it out, or you can have him ejaculate on your body somewhere. Or you can just keep a sheet of tissue nearby if you just want to catch it in your hand and wipe it off.”

“I got it, Tony. How do I know what to do with the sperm?”

“Usually, the man will give you advance warning, and you can make the decision. If not, and you don’t want it in your mouth you’ll feel the body of the penis beginning to pulse. One more important thing to remember is to keep your teeth away from the head at all costs. It’s quite uncomfortable for many of us.”

“Thanks, Tony. I think I’ll try swallowing this time if you don’t mind.”

She returned to her position and proceeded to execute, pretty much, the perfect blow job. She finished with a flourish and swallowed it down. She blew my mind and left me drained as she came and snuggled into me.

“Something like that?” she asked.

“Exactly like that, Gemma,” I said. “That was amazing.”

“I enjoyed doing that and it tastes quite nice,” she said, preening in confidence as she spoke.

“It’s low in fat, too.”

“Let’s not forget that,” she smiled.

We fell asleep again and the clatter of pots and chinaware woke me a couple of hours later. I got out of bed, Gemma was in the kitchen, naked.

“I don’t know about you, Tony, but I needed a shower and I’m starving. Do you fancy some scrambled eggs on toast?”

“You’re a wise and wonderful woman, Gemma,” I said with a grin.

I stood behind her and played with the soft dark hair of her landing strip as she wriggled about in my arms.

“If I take a shower, would you like to try a 69? Unless you’ve had one and didn’t enjoy it,” I asked.

“I’ve never tried it, Tony, I was always too shy, but it’s different with you.”

“How so?”

“You’re gentle and kind. I trust you I suppose. I must be the most innocent twenty five year old you’ve ever met.”

“There are people far older than that who are just as innocent, Gemma,” I reassured her.

I kissed her and went for a shower. When I came out, Gemma was in the living room with a vacuum cleaner. She switched it off when I walked in.

“Is everything ok, Gemma?”

She took four steps over to me and kissed me.

“Everything is perfect, Tony.”

“Nice action on the vacuum cleaner, there,” I said.

“Yes,” she said. “I get plenty of practice.”

“I love your apron. It’s Orla Kiely, isn’t it?” I asked.

“Yes, it is.”

“Give us a twirl, then.”

“No. I’ve got a little surprise under there for you.”

“I like surprises. Who do I have to kill to get it?”

“Nobody. You just need to go and lie down on my bed,” she said. “I’ve changed the sheets.”

“Do I need this towel around me?”

“If you were naked it would be better.”

I got rid of the towel and went to lie on the bed. Gemma followed me in.

“I got a joke gift from the girls in work at Christmas,” she said. “They call me the perpetual virgin.”

There was an uncertainty in her eyes, so I rose and went to her.

“What is it, love?” I asked.

“Oh, I don’t know, Tony. I’m such a fool,” she said. “This weekend has given me so much, but I always get dragged down by one or two of the bitches in work.”

“The same bitches that can only blow a banana?”

She laughed.

“Tell me.”

“Well they gave me something that is actually quite nice, and would look great on Kate Moss, but when I try it on, it kind of dies,” she said disconsolately. “This was a bad idea, I’m sorry.” 

“What was?” I asked.

“I was going to do a big reveal to turn you on and then ravish you,” she said.

“This sounds interesting,” I said with a grin.

She laughed.

“It was a nice thought, Tony, but the more I think about it, I fear it’ll turn you off me and that would kill me completely.”

“Can I ask a question?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Why did you change the bedding?” 

“What? Because it needed to be changed,” she said.

“Why?” I persisted.

“Well it was in a sorry state after last night and this morning.”

“Why was that, Gemma?”

“Well we, eh, had a lot of sex and there was, eh, stains on them,” she said.

“A lot of stains?” I asked.

“Let me put it this way,” she said. “There was very little of them that wasn’t stained.”

“Who stained them?” I asked.

“We did,” she said.

“Yes we did, and I would think the greater percentage was from you, Gemma.”

“Well, eh, yes,” she said, “it probably was, now you mention it thanks.”

“Which was generated during about eight to ten hours of passionate, loving, special lovemaking. With two active and engaged participants,” I said.

“Yes, but ...”

“What I’m trying to say is that I find you a sexy, beautiful, sexy, alluring, sexy woman, and the proof of that was on those sheets.”

“You don’t have to ...”

“Gemma,” I said, “I’m serious now, you’ve given me the best blow job I’ve ever had in my life, simply because you care enough to do it the best way you can. None of those other bitches in your job have ever had ten hours of lovemaking. Do you know how many orgasms
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