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Reader
Advisory

This is a work of
erotic fiction, and a very rude one at that. Intended exclusively
for an adult audience, it graphically depicts scenes of a highly
sexual nature, and may include some dark moments or themes. It is
not intended as a guide to healthy or even realistic sexual
practices. If you do decide to delve in, I hope you enjoy this
story, and I'll see you at the other end.

~PV~
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Cuntent Advisory

Cunt Quotient: 18

Fuck Factor: 14

Cock Contingent: 17
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 Chapter 9 - An Unexpected
Package

December

The doorbell rang.

Gemma opened
the door to a postman handing her a small, surprisingly solid
package.

She hadn’t
been expecting a delivery.

Inside the
padded envelope was a beautifully-made wooden box,
glossy-varnished, brass-bound, with a small brass clasp. There was
a carved outline of a heart inscribed in the lid, and her initials
- GC.

Intrigued,
Gemma slipped open the catch, and lifted the lid.

The interior
was felt-lined and padded, sculpted to fit precisely to the shape
of the object it protected. Gemma lifted it out carefully.

It was a soft,
rubbery ovoid, a little smaller than a hen’s egg, deep blue in
colour, with a short cord extending from one end.

What’s this?
And who sent it?

Confused,
Gemma checked the box again.

Tucked inside
the lid was a small oblong of gilt-embossed card, heavy and
expensive, textured. Gemma hooked it out, and turned it over. There
was a message on the other side, written in black ink in a flowing,
confident hand.

Have this in when you
come to visit on Saturday

L

x x x

Gemma cradled
it in her hand, thoughtful. Already the dense silicone was warming
to her touch.


 Chapter 10 - Are You Coming
Yet?

On Saturday morning,
Gemma showered early. Then, returning to her bedroom wrapped in a
clean towel, she sat on the edge of her bed. In the bedside drawer,
beside her dildo, was the wooden box.

She drew it
out, set it beside her on the quilt, and opened it. There, nestled
inside, was the little blue egg on its string.

Have this in
when you come to visit on Saturday.

There was only
one “in” Lorena could have meant.

Gemma loosened
the towel, and spread it out over her bed. She was always
self-conscious about being naked, even when on her own, and she
shivered, though it wasn’t cold in her room.

She picked up
the egg and rolled it around in her hand. The outer surface was
soft, but inside there was something solid. She clenched it in her
fist, squeezing, kneading, gauging the size of it. The silicone
rubber started to warm, and she held it tight until it was the same
temperature as she was.

Okay…

She laid back
across her towel, and lifted up one foot onto the bed to open
herself.

She didn’t
have her contact lenses in, so she held the egg up close to her
face to give it one last look.

It wasn’t
slippery enough. She’d need some lubrication.

There was a
bottle of lube in her bedside drawer but, rather than sit up and
reach for it, Gemma simply opened her mouth and popped it in, on a
whim.

It tasted of
nothing much other than rubber, but Gemma worked it round her
mouth, coating it in her saliva. Whatever the solid thing at its
core was, it was slightly mobile. As she rolled the egg around, she
could feel it shift and bump around inside, creating a strange
little shock wave on her tongue.

She used the
string to pull the egg back out of her mouth.

It dangled
over her upturned face for a moment, excess spit dripping onto her
cheek, then she reached down to pop it in.

She palmed it
down into her cleft. The saliva helped smooth its passage and
within moments it was nudging her labia apart.

It was harder
than she’d expected, its soft exterior less yielding at her
entrance than she’d thought it would be. But now her juices were
coming down to meet it and the end result was inevitable.

A pop, a gasp,
and it was in.

Gemma took her
fingers away, and immediately her body tried to push the egg back
out.

No, that won’t
do.

She pushed it
back in, and then kept pushing, until she had inserted it to the
very limit of her fingertips and it seemed to be reasonably
settled, no longer in imminent danger of popping straight back out
again. Gingerly she removed her finger, and the egg stayed in
place.

The only
outward sign it was in there was the little string emerging from
between her labia and lying soft on her skin. But she could feel
the egg nestled in there, occupying her, bulging her.

Gemma closed
her legs. The action made the girth of it more noticeable.

She stood up.
Gently rocked from one foot to the other. Walked around her room
for a bit. The egg stayed in place, but as she moved it shifted in
her.

She tried a
small jump, just a tiny one, on the spot.

Oh no.

She couldn’t
trust it. Couldn’t trust herself.

Biting her
lip, she regarded the dress she’d planned to wear. That was going
to be no good.

It would have
to be jeans.

A little
bodice top with broderie anglaise detail. Something there to excite
them, at least. But it would have to be the sensible cotton
knickers.

She pulled
them on, before tugging on her tightest pair of jeans.

A warm jumper
and jacket for the outdoor cold, thick socks and her trusty Doc
Marten boots, and she was dressed and out the door.

Mounting the
steps from her basement flat, she was acutely aware of the bulge
inside. On level ground it was reasonably normal, as long as she
kept her stride fairly short, but she could never quite forget it
was there.

But if she
moved suddenly, whatever was inside the egg gave that little lurch,
and the shock of it thumped the entire length of her cunt. That was
most distracting.

At least she
didn’t have to worry about it rubbing dry. The stimulation of it,
the unpredictable little shocks, the mere thought of it, was
keeping her rather frothed. She was glad she had chosen
dark-coloured jeans.

Getting on the
bus, she started to climb to the top deck, out of habit, then
stopped short as the egg bumped in her. She would have abandoned
the climb, but there was already a woman behind her, so she had to
go on up, taking one step at a time, gingerly.

There was a
whole bench empty at the back. Settling in, she surreptitiously
examined herself for any external signs of her cargo.

There were
none.

Good.

She and Gus
had taken to using condoms, ever since that first time she had been
to visit them. Lorena had been right, it was sensible to take
precautions, and with the amount of sperm Gus was pumping into her
it would surely only have been a matter of time before he hit the
target.

Condoms were
fine for her, sensation-wise, less so for Gus, but she missed the
squelch. She loved the squelch.

Her resolve
was perilously weak on the whole business. She knew it wouldn’t
take much excuse for her to let Gus put his unprotected cock in
her, let him fuck her skin-to-skin. And once he was fucking her,
she knew she wouldn’t let him pull out until he had
come. So better not to do it at all.

It was just as
well Gus was far too much of a gentleman to have tried to pressure
her that way, because her willpower was far less strong than his.
She’d probably have let him do it in an instant, if he’d asked.
She’d maybe even, just by accident, fail to give him time to put a
condom on, sometimes, if she wasn’t thinking straight.

That would’ve
been naughty.

Gemma wasn’t
naughty.

Much.

One
consolation: she was absolutely sure she could feel the teat end of
the condom bloat with Gus’s sperm when he came, which felt nice in
itself.

But even so.
The squelch.

Her phone
chirped.

It was a
message from Lorena.

Are you coming
yet?

Gemma smiled.
It was just like Lorena to spell out the words in full. She wasn’t
really a txtspk sort of person. And as for the hint of innuendo,
that was pure Lorena.

She tapped her
screen.

On the bus now

A moment later
came the reply.

Is it in?

She sent back
one word.

Yes

A pause. Then
her screen flashed again.

Prove it.

What?

Another text,
hard on the heels of the last.

Show me.

Oh god…

Gemma glanced
around. She was on the back seat, there was nobody nearby. She
could do it. She could quickly slip her jeans down and…

Oh god…

She shuffled
right into the furthest corner of the seat, as far as she could get
from prying eyes. Scrunched down, trying to make herself as small
as possible.

Go on.

Show it to me.

Quickly she
undid the button of her jeans. The noise of the zip seemed
deafening, though she knew that must be her imagination.

Hooking her
thumbs into her waistband, she tried to work them down over her
hips.

It was hard
work. There wasn’t much room, and her jeans were skin-tight. Oh
fuck, why had she worn such tight jeans? But eventually she
managed to get them down to mid-thigh.

Her knickers
followed, and then Gemma lifted her legs, resting her knees on the
back of the seat in front of her. Reached down to find the string
of the egg, and arrange it so it would be clearly visible.

She selected
the camera app, thrust her phone down underneath herself, snapped
off a picture.

At the click
and flash of her camera shutter, a woman looked up at her from two
rows in front.

Gemma tried to
look nonchalant, staring out of the window as the bus trundled
along, knowing her cunt would be fully visible to anybody who
happened to approach, but not daring to move or cover herself in
case she gave the game away.

Eventually the
other passenger looked away, and Gemma could check the photo she’d
taken.

A little
washed-out, but clear enough to-

Oh wow, do I
really look like that down there?

She’d never
seen herself from that angle. Never taken a mirror (and a glass of
wine to gird herself) and taken a peep to see what she looked like
from the angle at which a lover might see her. From which only
Lorena had seen her.

And, she had
to admit, she looked…


Magnificent.

There
was the smooth skin of her thighs, swelling into the curve of her
rounded buttocks. Nestled between, there, the honey tuft of
her pubic hair framed the valley beneath, an intricate and delicate
set of ridges and folds, all complex and beautiful whorls, unique
as a fingerprint. She was slightly swollen, she knew, the entire
bulging mound flushed pink and glistening with her arousal.

And
there was the little blue string on the end of the object
causing that arousal, the little tell-tale, a little graffiti
doodle of blue, squiggling over her skin before diving out of sight
into the shadowy little hole at the centre of her.

It was only
the arrival of more passengers that made Gemma suddenly remember
where she was, and in what condition. Hurriedly she pulled up her
knickers and jeans, and fired off the photo in her next text.

Nothing
happened for several minutes, and Gemma panicked that she might
have sent a photo of her cunt to the wrong person. She spent
agonised minutes trying to decide which of her contacts would be
the most embarrassing recipient of an unsolicited cunt-pic, before
deciding it was probably all of them.

Then her phone
chirped.

Wow.

A little
involuntary giggle escaped from
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