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Tickle
Day

Over breakfast, they had declared this a
tickle day.

Steve liked to bestow tickles, and Cynthia
liked to receive them. To be tickled.

Just hearing that phrase in her head
now—be tickled—made Cynthia’s pussy tingle as she poured
more water into the coffee machine. She could already feel
hypothetical fingers rousing her pleasure points—she could close
her eyes and see, stretching to the horizon, the prearranged,
randomly spaced instants of teasy delight that would punctuate her
day, each tickle a surprise that was, under the circumstances,
really no surprise. But the magic of tickling was that it always
felt like a surprise.

By evening, she knew her neural network would
be a railway system of arousal, bustling everywhere with
anticipation and need.

She refilled her coffee cup. She wanted her
senses to be extra acute, and caffeine would sharpen her
receptivity to every delectable moment. She—

“Eeee!”

There it was: the inaugural tickle. Steve had
snuck up behind her while she was occupied with the coffee maker,
and his forefinger had casually streaked a second and a half of
magic under her pajama top, right under her ribcage.

She wiggled her ass against the front of his
briefs while the echoes of the tickle rippled through her body. Her
sex had gone instantly hot.

Steve slapped her butt, letting his hand
linger for a quick squeeze, and then disappeared upstairs.

Cynthia’s ass ground little circles into the
seat of her chair while she sipped the coffee. Her cunt muscles
clenched rhythmically while she tried to focus on the budget she
was drafting for her newest client. Staring at the legal pad, she
had to admit at least half her brain was currently devoted to
listening for Steve’s return.

He bounced down the stairs a few minutes
later with his gym things, and Cynthia cheerfully braced herself
when he stopped in the kitchen to kiss her goodbye. She set her
pencil on the table as he approached; she was on full tickle alert.
Like audience members hoping to get called onstage during a game
show, each of her skin cells sizzled with the thrill of being a
place where Steve’s tickle finger might land next.

He smiled and leaned down to kiss her...and,
to her surprise, he simply kissed her. There she sat—keyed up,
horny, and, for the moment, absolutely untickled. She shifted
tensely in her chair.

As Steve moved out of her orbit, his elbow
happened to nudge her to-do-list pencil, and it rolled off the
table. “Sorry,” he said, when they heard it hit the floor. He
ducked out of sight to retrieve it for her.

Suddenly the hidden flesh between the last
two toes of Cynthia’s right foot was on fire with pleasure.

“Whoooo!” she shrieked, as she
involuntarily retracted her foot from the feather her husband had
evidently concealed in the cuff of his sweatshirt. Steve’s skills
as an amateur magician came in very handy on a tickle day.

And then, like lightning, it was the other
foot being feather-tickled, this time on the heel. She pulled this
foot away as well—a tiny bit of foot tickling was all she could
do—and her hand instinctively went to her crotch, where her pajama
shorts were quietly moistening.

“See you in an hour,” said Steve, with a
mischievous laugh. He blew her a kiss and left for his workout.

In the shower, the myriad pressure points of
hot water, normally merely invigorating, felt like tickle fingers
themselves today, heightening and then exploiting her sensitivity
all over. She wriggled sensuously as the water massaged her
breasts, and she actually giggled when the downpour titillated its
way along her lower back and gently fondled her buttocks. Her
laughter reverberated erotically across the tiles.

It was as if Steve had persuaded the shower
to pitch in and help him with his tickle task, to keep Cynthia
deliciously primed for him while he had to be out of the house.

Wearing her towel like a microminidress as
she dripped onto the bath mat, Cynthia was tempted to take
advantage of her pussy’s stark availability and get the edge off
her arousal. For Pete’s sake, she said to herself, it’s
only nine o’clock in the morning. How in the world was she
going to get through a tickle day without collapsing into an
endless series of raunchy self-pleasuring poses—fingers wedged into
her cunt while she came all over herself...vibrator shoved up
inside her...nipples twisted by her own frantic fingertips...?

The answer came to her immediately: she
wasn’t. Her knees were bent and her towel “skirt” was gaping wide
over the mat; and in another instant she was furiously masturbating
her clit with her copious lubrication, while fantasizing that the
delicate touch all over her breasts, which she’d let spill out of
the towel, was a lover’s feather rather than her own hand.

She came fast, with a little yelp. Then she
staggered back to the bedroom, where she sank onto the bed, her
thighs opening and closing in that no-man’s-land between
satisfaction and resurgent horniness.

She was horny, yes...but as her breathing
quieted, she recognized that she was slipping into a nap. Savoring
the coolness of the pillowcase against her wet hair, she let
herself drift off.

In the dream that ensued, she was eating
cotton candy. She couldn’t taste it, though, and the stick was
incredibly slippery—so slick that she lost her grip on it, and the
cotton candy landed between her legs. She tried to bend down
and—

Oh! Oh-ho-ho-ho! Someone had snapped
up the cotton candy before she could get to it, and he was using it
to tickle her pussy. Oh, it was so good. She writhed in delight for
a few moments, before waking up with her head rolling side to side
on her pillow in ecstatic laughter.

There was no cotton candy, of course. But
there was Steve, just withdrawing his hand from the juncture of her
splayed legs. He held a silk handkerchief aloft—this was what the
magician had been using to tickle her cunt lips in her sleep, under
the microminitowel. Cynthia became very aware of the damp spot
beneath her on the mattress.

“I’ll be in my study if you need anything,”
said Steve, as he left the bedroom.

Nursing a clit so rigid that she felt twinges
of electricity with every motion, Cynthia now went about getting
dressed. She chose her garments carefully: A sleeveless lime top
that left not only her underarms but her midriff available. A short
skirt that kept the hollows behind her knee joints visible, and
which was loose enough to facilitate upskirt tickling.

Her feet would remain bare, the pink-polished
toenails grinning up like ten tickle magnets.

She didn’t waste much time deliberating over
panties. She knew she’d be changing underwear frequently today, so
she’d have any number of opportunities to send in pair after
favorite pair of fresh knickers, as each prior pair succumbed to
her moist excitement. So she simply lined up several pairs of
bikini briefs, in an assortment of fruity stripes and solids, on
the top of the dresser. Then, selecting from this display at
random, she donned a pair in a color Steve had once described as
“ass-kissing kiwi.” Ass kissing made her think of ass tickling, of
course...and consequently she nearly felt the need to change
out of the juicy kiwi panties before she’d even finished
applying her makeup.

As for the pajama shorts she’d discarded in
order to shower, these were now a fragrant flower of feminine
libido on the bathroom floor. She decided to leave them there, to
commemorate the tickle breakfast that had kicked off the
festivities.

The day tickled onward. Being around Steve on
a tickle day made Cynthia feel as if her panties—any panties—were
lined with dozens of feathers, each one intent on giving her some
ass tickling whenever she walked from room to room. Steve himself
would hover during breaks from his office tasks, playing it cool
while Cynthia got herself worked up wondering where he’d strike
next. Then he’d suddenly shoot a hand up her skirt or down her leg
or into her blouse out of nowhere, making her scream with wound-up
horny enthusiasm, shudder as the tickles shivered through her...and
eventually visit the bedroom to change her underwear yet again.

When she sat at the table with a magazine
after lunch, Steve faked a page turn on his own mag and tickled her
with astounding precision in the crook of her elbow. When she was
on the phone with a business matter later on, he dropped by her
office and massaged her shoulders for a few minutes, waiting until
she was almost totally relaxed to whip out his feather. Before
Cynthia knew what was happening, Steve was using it to dust the
sensitive skin at the base of her neck—left side and right,
each for two impossibly blissful seconds—after which he left her
alone to explain to her client why her last remark, “I can try to
have that ready,” had come out sounding more like “I can try to
heh-oooh!-heh-hee-heheheheh-Steee-hee-heeve!”

By three o’clock she was considering
abandoning her efforts at productivity altogether. How could she
accomplish her work, when all she could think about was where her
next tickle was coming from—or rather, when it was coming,
and on what part of her ever-ticklish anatomy it would occur?

She was managing to distract herself with
some filing when Steve peeked into her office again.

“Gotta run to that meeting—back in a
while.”

He was gone as quickly as he’d appeared.
Feeling absurdly deprived of a parting tickle, Cynthia
automatically followed his trail, hurrying to her office door to
see if he’d actually left the house yet.

“Eeee!”

No, Steve had not left the house. As a matter
of fact, Steve had been hiding just out of her line of sight,
crouching beyond her office doorway in the hall. As she’d sailed
through to catch him on his way to the garage, he’d grabbed her
around the waist and tickle-kissed her exposed tummy while she
danced in his grasp.

“OK,” he grinned, “now I really do
have to go. Don’t forget what day it is, though.” He snatched up
his keys and headed out.

Cynthia stood there pleasantly flustered and
intensely aroused, her knees bumping together in want while she
caught her breath against the doorjamb.

Again she tried to work. With Steve out of
the house and the tickle program thus on hiatus, she ought to be
able to settle down and concentrate, she reasoned.

But she found that in his absence, her mind
was more tickle conscious than ever. Her thoughts went to feathery
fingers on naked breasts, to agile hands sprinkling themselves over
a smooth belly like warm raindrops. She imagined being played like
a ticklish piano—a note here, an arpeggio there—while she arched
across a lover’s lap. She couldn’t wait to open herself up to Steve
in earnest, to offer her flesh to his fingers and his feathers, to
giggle and dance beneath him on the bed, a canvas to be softly
painted with tickles from head to toe, entirely in small doses. She
longed to feel her underpants getting pulled down by his fists, to
part her legs and let his tickles kiss her there, until she was so
powerfully turned on she’d settle for nothing less than his cock up
her pussy and his mouth on her nipples.

So she gave up on the idea of working. After
all, she reminded herself, she had given her enthusiastic vote to
putting a tickle day on the calendar—and one could not expect to
keep
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