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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 next Book in the Tony Harris series.
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Chapter One
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There is nothing quite like waking with the soft, warm body of a beautiful woman in your arms as she lies gently breathing in a postcoital haze. I slipped my arms from under her and left the bed. On my way to the bathroom I saw that it was 02:46. The night-time lights sparkled across the city landscape and I was wide awake. Aisling stirred, and whispered softly from across the room,

“Tony? Are you ok, love?” she said in a hushed voice in the cosy dimness.

I re-joined her on the bed, “I couldn’t be any better, Aisling,” I whispered.

“Come back to bed,” she said softly.

“It’s nearly three o’clock. Are we allowed to stay here all night?” I asked.

“Yes. It’s all under control.”

I smiled at her and she smiled back.

“Why are you smiling at me like that?”

“No reason,” I said. “I’m amused at the amount of Machiavellian machinations that must have been required by the evil mind that led me to this bed, in this place, with this gorgeous creature tonight.”

“Feminine wiles at work, you think?” she asked with a grin.

"Was this your plan? To whisk me away and have your wicked way with me?"

She stroked my left nipple with her fingernail, sending electric currents through my body.

"Stop that, Aisling James. You know that's my weakness."

"Superman's is kryptonite, Tony's is poor little Aisling's fingernail. Is that what you're trying to say?"

I turned her on her back.

"I think poor little Aisling has more weaknesses than poor little Tony has."

"Do you now?"

I took one of her nipples in my mouth and sucked on it gently but firmly. She sighed softly. I held it between my teeth and let my tongue lick around the crown. She groaned audibly. I stopped and looked at her,

"Case in point." I said.

"You're cruel. You can't just leave it there, Tony."

"Yes, I can and must."

"Why?"

"Because I have to do something else instead."

I slid down between her legs and pushed her knees apart. I spent the longest time just kissing, licking, and blowing on everything surrounding her vulva. I could sense her arousal in the movement of her hips, the tensing of her stomach muscles and trembling of her thighs. Her clitoris was hugely engorged but I ignored that and, instead, dipped the tip of my tongue slightly into her vagina and massaged her there for what must have felt like forever, to her, but was only for a relatively short period.

My tongue then began a series of quick and very soft movements up towards her clitoral hood, returning to her vagina almost immediately. The volume of her groans increased as the movements of her lower body gained further momentum, her hips moving in time to my tongue as she pressed her vagina into my mouth.

My tongue returned to her clitoris and began a slow rotational orbit there, working with her hips to build an orgasm quicker that I intended it to be. I took my lips away and began kissing her inner thigh, sucking some into my mouth and releasing it just as fast.

She was a whirlwind of activity as her restless vulva desperately sought fulfilment, to end the relentless teasing that was bringing her to the edge of orgasm, minute by agonising minute. A long imploring cry floated across the room as she begged for release.

I gently moved her clitoral hood aside and allowed my tongue to complete her journey. Clear fluid squirted powerfully from her vagina and covered me and most of the surrounding bedding in a wet, orgasmic, salty mess. I was in heaven.

She cried out in ecstatic wonder as she lost complete control of her body, so I held her in my arms whilst keeping my finger on her clitoris, gently pressing, and releasing it under the pad of my forefinger to help ease her back down. She closed her eyes and held me as the tremors in her body slowly abated.

I stroked her skin all the while, calming her and caressing her. My heart commanded me to take care of her and I was rewarded with an embarrassed smile and a kiss from her beautiful lips.

"Feel my heart, Tony."

"I can feel your heart in mine, Aisling,"

Her lips moved but no sound came, words weren't needed. So we snuggled up together in the warm bed and drifted off to a deep and sensuous sleep. When we left together next morning, the sun was shining and it was a beautiful day in the city. We parted with a kiss and headed to our respective offices. 
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I went through the front door in the hope of seeing Natalie but instead I interrupted a glad-handing exercise taking place at reception between, Cadden, Raffles and a tall, thin man wearing a long dark navy coat. He looked directly at me, acknowledged me with a slight movement of his head, and followed Zig and Zag up the stairs. I crept over to Natalie's desk.

"Good morning, gorgeous," I said, happily.

"Good morning," she said with a smile.

"Can I have a kiss?"

"You can have anything you want."

"I didn't say where I wanted the kiss," I said.

"Tony, why do you do that? Jesus, I’ve only have these panties on for less than an hour."

"Incontinence?"

"You little ..." she said, with a huge smile as she picked up a pencil and threw it at me.

I picked the pencil up and brought it back to her.

"It might be little, my dear, but it shoots far."

"What does?" Peter said, as he walked in the door.

"We're talking about penises, Peter, aren't you Natalie?"

"I told you once," she said.

"Size isn't everything is it, Natalie?" he said, with a smirk.

"Everything is relative, Peter. Now get out of here the pair of you and leave me alone."

We went to leave but I turned back about halfway,

"Who's the undertaker in the long coat?"

She checked a business card on her desk.

"His name is Kenneth Tierney from a company called HEFT Properties. I think he's looking for some work done."

"Never heard of him."

"You probably never will again, if you're going to be in Galway for six months."

"Ah well, fuck him so."

I went about my business for the day and was bored silly by two o’clock. I concocted a trip out to a site in Howth and headed home in the van. Halfway there, I got a call from Cadden.

"Tony, where would you be?" he asked.

"I’m stuck in traffic on Pearse Street, Mr. Cadden," I said, closing my eyes in hope.

"Can you do a U-Turn and come back to the office for a few minutes?"

"No, it's a one way street, Mr. Cadden."

"You know what I mean, get your arse back here."

I turned off Pearse Street on to Townsend Street and made my way back to the office via Merrion Square. I met Peter on his way out.

"I thought you’d fucked off for the day," he said.

"I did. I received a summons from above."

"I'm going to get some smokes. Need anything? Carpet cleaner? Chocolate for mammy?"

"I could do with the carpet cleaner, if things keep on the way they're going. By the way," I reached into my pocket and handed him Aisling's thong, "Aisling says hi."

"You dirty little bastard! Well fucking done, that's a full house from the top Adams office. I knew I could rely on you. She was a bit of a fox, wasn't she?"

"She still
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