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Marcus Dent poured himself a shot of vodka, turned on the widescreen television and prepared to watch his lover, Rose, have sex with another man. He used the console at his side to flick through the pictures from the many cameras hidden about her flat. He found the object of her desires in the kitchen, pretending to fix the dishwasher. Marcus recognised him as John. Every couple of months Rose would find a 'problem' with one of her kitchen appliances and call John's repair company. She was such a good customer he would deal with her personally. He thought he was just a bit of rough for some ugly old fart's bored mistress.

John packed away his tools and stopped pretending he was doing anything useful. He dusted off his knees, the only dirt he had picked up, and went looking for his client. He found her in the living room, standing on a deep pile rug wearing only a white silk teddy, her deep red hair loose down to her shoulders. 'I'm finished now Miss Standish.' John still didn't know her first name.

'Very good John. How much do I owe you?'

'Oh, I'll send you an invoice in the mail.' As their couplings had progressed, their script had descended to the level of a porn magazine's reader's letter. John didn't notice, he was too busy staring at the way her breasts pushed out the teddy, the material so sheer he could see the nipples rising with excitement.

'Come here John, I'd like to show my appreciation with more than just money.' Marcus had switched to another camera, allowing a close up of Rose's face. He knew her well enough to detect the little grimace which indicated she was becoming tired of these lines. She would give this performance her all, she always did, but it would be the last time with John.

The repairman put down his tool bag and stepped onto the rug. Rose guided his hands to her one piece of clothing. He gently pushed the thin straps off her shoulders and the teddy dropped to the floor. The sight of Rose's naked body generated a gasp of appreciation from him. She had firm full breasts, tight half moon buttocks and a flat stomach which tapered down to a trimmed triangle of pubic hair. Rose began unbuttoning his shirt.

Rose pulled John's shirt off and signalled that he should stand still while she did what she wanted to him. He was willing to comply. She got down on her knees and released his belt, then unbuttoned and unzipped his trousers. When these had fallen around his ankles she pulled his boxer shorts down to reveal his erection.

As she ran her fingers up and down John's throbbing dick, Rose glanced at the nearest camera, hidden inside a wall clock. She could imagine Marcus, and others, watching avidly as she performed for them. By now John's knob was big and throbbing, Rose just had to kiss it. She ran her tongue over the end, then along the underside to the balls. John sighed and, despite her orders, stroked her shoulders. She looked up and met his gaze. She had been waiting for this all day and didn't need any more foreplay. She wanted John to fill her now, and lay back and spread her legs to show him this.

John quickly threw off his clothes. Naked, he stood over Rose, staring down and admiring her body. Then she reached down and lazily split the lips of her sex. They glistened and pouted at him. He knelt down and drew her knees up as he prepared to enter her. Rose reached out and stroked the length of his cock, then drew it down to her cunt. She only had to lodge its head at the entrance and he slid easily in, so excited and wet was she.

With John's cock in her to the hilt, Rose wrapped her legs around his waist and urged him on. He responded by nuzzling her neck and pulling slowly out of her until only the head of his dick was still in her. Rose had been waiting for this all day, and knew she was going to come very soon. He slid back in smoothly and it felt as if he had grown larger still. Rose couldn't take this slow teasing any more, she urged John to go faster with pressure from her legs.

Eager to keep up with Rose's desires, John's thrusts became shorter and faster. Raising himself to touch the floor with only his hands and toes he began angled thrusts which pressed harder than normal against her clitoris. Rose relaxed her legs and stretched out in a star, crying out with joy at every thrust. John kissed her breasts. Her back began arching up to meet each thrust. She clasped handfuls of the carpet to hold herself down. A flush spread across the underside of her breasts and John licked at it. This drove her over the edge. She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him into a kiss as the orgasm resonated from her toes all the way up to the roots of her hair.

Marcus knew some of the others would be turning off now, thinking the show was over, they would surf through the other video feeds in search of further titillation. But John was still hard in Rose and she would take advantage of that. She signalled him to pull out. When he had moved away she rolled onto her belly and thrust up her arse. John understood the suggestion instantly. He moved behind her and planted kisses on the globes of her buttocks. Then he gently prised the firm hemispheres apart and ran his tongue around the tight rim of her anus, savouring the taste. As she relaxed, John licked saliva into the dilating hole.

He moved again, and Rose felt his hands holding her arse cheeks open. She buried her face in the carpet and waited. The head of John's knob teased at the outside of Rose's anus, then eased in on its lubrication of her own cunt juice. Rose moaned and clutched at the carpet, about to come again. John pushed as far in as he could, then pulled a short way out, savouring the tightness of Rose's back passage. She tensed her muscles around him and drew an appreciative sigh.

Clasped so tightly, John couldn't build up a fast rhythm. He simply drew out and pushed in with slow, measured thrusts. This drew out beautifully and sensually, until Rose came again and the shudders shook her whole body. John held her waist tight and shot warm fluid deep inside her.

Marcus watched the status board as everyone else logged off Rose's feed. They didn't want to see her sending off the repairman, it didn't merit their attention. When he had gone she sat back on her haunches and stared at the wall clock. 'How did I do?'

Marcus pressed the intercom button, a privilege only he was allowed, 'Not bad, twenty one point two six attention hours in total.'

Rose looked upset, 'Not my best. I think I need a new washing machine repairman.' 
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It had taken three hours of pedalling to get out of the suburbs and onto a country road. I decided to rest for a while before going down the gravel track through the trees. I had just finished my bottle of water when I heard another bike approaching.

She shot past me and skidded to a halt, disappearing briefly in a cloud of dust. When it settled I got a good look at her. Unlike me, in my cut off jeans and tee shirt, she was dressed properly for cycling. Dark hair spilled out of her helmet. She wore deliciously tight cycling shorts and one of those cutaway athletic tops which kept her breasts from bouncing round but bared her toned stomach. Her mountain bike was newer than mine and better equipped. She grinned and nodded down the track in a way that I took as an invitation to a race.

I tossed the empty water bottle into the bin and mounted up. When I had drawn level with her she glanced across, raised her eyebrows as if questioning whether I really wanted to do this, then set off. She was a long way ahead before I had even pushed down on the pedals. The track curved away to the left as we rode up hill, and I didn't gain an inch on her all the way to the top. Then it levelled off and she looked back to taunt me.

I put a lot of effort into my pedalling along that flat, slightly winding stretch. I cut corners and breathed hard with the effort of turning the pedals in the highest gear. I gained on her until I was only four bike lengths behind. I could see the muscles of her taut arse moving under Lycra and the way it hugged her groin. It spurred me on to try even harder to catch her.

She slowed down as we reached the crest of a drop. I caught her and passed her and carried on speeding up. The bike was bouncing all over the place on ruts and holes and I realised with terror that I was losing control. The track bent to the right, but I knew I was going to go straight on, whatever I tried to do. I pulled hard on the back brake and the wheel locked up. The rear of the bike waggled all over the place and then suddenly flew out from under me. I skidded on my backside across the gravel and off the edge of the track into the trees.

The bike hit a tree but I luckily didn't. I landed on the soft mat of grass and dead leaves of the forest floor, managed to miss a second tree and went into a roll. I must have blacked out, because I swear she was beside me as soon as I stopped rolling. 'Are you alright?'

'I think you won the race.'

'That's not important. Are you alright?'

'I
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