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Author’s Note

I firmly
believe that everybody needs a bedtime story – especially after a
busy working day.

So
within the e-pages of A Kink a Day I have provided you with one
bite sized piece of erotic fantasy for each night of the
week...with an extra little something to enjoy during that Saturday
morning lie in.


Enjoy...

Kay
xx


 Brushed

‘Brushes?’

Leah
stared down at the expensive gift wrap she’d just carefully
undone.

This was
the first birthday she’d celebrated with Callum, and Leah had
expected something special. In fact, he’d promised her something
special- something personal. The way in which he’d said it had made
Leah assume she was going to receive some lingerie or maybe some
sort of sex toy; a gift they could definitely enjoy
together.

In her
lap however, placed neatly side by side in a red silk lined wooden
box lay, not the latest high-tech vibrator or a set of lacy
underwear, but three different sized brushes. Backed with polished
oak wood, one looked like a posh scrubbing brush, one was a
pincushion style hairbrush, and the last was rather like a
toothbrush, but was just a little too thin for that function. With
its long slim wooden handle, the only use Leah could think of for
it was to clean the spout of a teapot.

‘Yes. I really have bought you some brushes for your 28th
birthday.’ Gazing over the breakfast hotel’s table into his
girlfriend’s eyes, Callum saw a frisson of confused desire flicker
across her face as the added, ‘They are however,
very special
brushes.’

Callum’s
dark eyes had taken on an even deeper chestnut than they had done
last night, when he’d made love to Leah with a thorough mind
blowing fuck that had screamed professionalism, and left her
gasping with the type of a blissful body shock that she’d never
experienced before. ‘I promise that these brushes will turn out to
be the best birthday present you have ever received-
ever.’

Leah
hadn’t expected a diamond ring or anything ridiculously expensive
as a gift; but brushes?

As
Callum’s eyes dipped from Leah’s face, to the brushes, and back
again, her pussy clenched with yearning, but she wasn’t sure
why.

Reaching
across the table, Callum took the scrubbing brush from her box, and
stroked its stiff bristles with the pads of his fingers.

Watching
as each individual bristle bounced back into place as if
hypnotised, Leah’s pulse quickened. She couldn’t believe this. She
was getting turned on by the sight of her lover playing with a
brush.

As
Callum swapped the handle free brush for the hairbrush, he said,
‘You have beautiful hair, you deserve a beautiful brush to stroke
it with.’


Automatically Leah reached a hand to pat her shoulder length
ginger curls. She knew Callum liked her hair. He’d confessed early
on in their relationship that it was her orange locks that had
attracted him to her in the first place.

Leah had
always loved people playing with her hair, but until she’d met
Callum six months ago, she’d never found anyone who was willing to
caress it for her without it becoming a chore. When they snuggled
up together on her sofa of an evening, he would spend hours winding
her hair through his fingers.

‘Tell me,’ her lover whispered across their empty breakfast
plates, ‘how would you like me to brush your hair for your
birthday. All of your hair. For as long as you want?’

Leah
didn’t know what to say. She’d never been offered such a bizarre
way to spend any day before, let alone her birthday. Now and again
she worried that he only wanted to be with her because he loved her
hair, but something about the way Callum spoke to her now, not to
mention the increasingly dangerous sheen to his eyes, sent shots of
salacious curiosity through her cancelled out that fear.

‘Do you want any more breakfast?’ Callum’s voice had become
husky. He was looking at her new brushes with the kind of
expression that other men reserved for pictures of naked women, and
Leah knew she had to experience whatever it was he was planning-
and the sooner the better.

 



***

 


The
second they crossed the threshold into their bedroom, Callum took
Leah by the hand, and sat her on the edge of the bed. Then,
reverently taking the wooden container from her hands, he placed it
on a nearby dressing table. Looking his girlfriend straight in the
eye, Callum stroked her hair with his fingers as he spoke, ‘Leah, I
want this to be the best birthday you’ve ever had. Ever. Will you
trust me? Will you let me use your brushes on you?’

The
intensity of Callum’s words made Leah’s spine tingle, ‘Yes please.’
Her words sounded feeble, but she didn’t know what else to say. She
knew she trusted him, and wanted to discover what he’d planned with
almost as much urgency as he obviously wanted to show
her.

As
Callum pulled off her shoes and socks Leah suddenly found she
couldn’t catch her breath properly. All that had happened was that
her feet had been freed, and yet every part of Leah already felt
intensely sensitive, as if her flesh was primed and poised to react
to each forthcoming touch.

Cursing
her imagination, which had morphed visions of a nude Callum
brushing out her hair, into a wide variety of more interesting uses
for her new possessions, Leah sighed with pleasure as he pulled off
his shirt. She’d never been into men with six packs before, but
thanks to Callum, Leah had recently become a convert to the
gorgeous view that was the toned male chest.

‘Stay there babe.’ Snatching the “Do not Disturb” sign from
the bedside table, Callum dived to the bedroom door, placed the
notice on the external handle, before double locking the door just
in case the maid should choose and inappropriate moment to come and
redo the linen.

Teasing
his hands through her hair, Callum peered down at Leah’s up-tilted
face, ‘Now I can do what I like to that delicious body of yours
without anyone else coming in and getting an eyeful!’

Leah
blushed as he ran approving glances over her frequently fucked
body. She had expected Callum to return to the bed and jump on top
of her, ripping her jumper and jeans from her flesh, smothering her
with his body. Instead, he took the scrubbing brush from the wooden
box, and with an expression of total concentration, began to tickle
it over her toes.

She
jumped, she couldn’t help it. The contact was like nothing she’d
ever known. The pressure Callum was applying was firm but light,
and it neither prickled nor hurt. Leah tried to calm her breathing
and relax into the feelings that were grouping in the base of her
feet, and travelling northwards on a beeline for her crotch. She
found her hands were gripping the edge of the bed, and her knickers
were growing moist. Leah couldn’t believe Callum was starting his
attention below the neckline, and not with her hair.

‘Just relax baby.’ Callum moved the brush up to her ankles,
circling one and then the other, causing the mini sparks of
electricity he was creating to knock together as they waltzed
towards her pussy.

‘Lay back for me, and lift those hips a little.’ Callum was
talking to her as if she was a client going to see a masseuse, and
as Leah complied, she felt his fingers deftly undo her belt and zip
fly, before tugging down her jeans.

Although Callum had removed her outer clothing very quickly,
it still felt like a lifetime before the brush came to her lower
legs. Leah couldn’t believe how cruelly abandoned she’d felt for
the few seconds she hadn’t been stroked. Her muscles spasmed with
relief as contact was resumed and Leah’s brain nudged her with a
reminder that this was just the first of three brushes.
What on earth was he going to do with the other
two?

Edging
the scrubbing brush over the front of her legs, he began to
exfoliate her knees over and over, around and around, he repeated
the same strokes again and again, until Leah began squirming
against the bed. Her increasing impatience at Callum’s snail’s pace
was equalled by the erotic fluttering that every single swipe
ricocheted through her, leaving Leah wishing for this strange new
experience to never end, as much as she wanted it to speed
up.

Currently the only unpleasant factor in the room was Leah’s
bottle green satin underwear. Her knickers were sodden with wasted
juices, and she longed for them to be taken off, to feel the brush
directly on her nub, to...No! Leah stopped her thoughts in
their tracks. If she kept thinking about that, she’d come before
he’d even reached her thighs.

It was
difficult to take her mind off it though, especially as her breasts
were heavy, swollen, and hot beneath her bra, t-shirt, and
sweater.

‘Did you know,’ Callum held Leah’s left ankle firmly
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