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Isabelle cursed
under her breath. She swiped the card for a fifth time,
aggressively for a sixth, then a seventh, eighth and ninth quickly
and irritably. Red beeps rebuked her. After a long third day of
business conferencing and four more to go all she wanted to do was
get into her hotel room, shower and sleep. She tousled her mouse
brown hair and caught sight of a tall figure in her periphery. She
smiled inwardly – her subconscious told her that good pedigree was
coming her way.



When Isabelle turned to gaze at him she could not help but smile.
God what a god. Five foot ten of slim, sleek, muscular male power,
impeccably dressed in a casual black blazer, crisp white Nehru
collar shirt, black trousers upheld by a shining clip belt. His
black loafers had an impeccable shine that reflected their high
monetary value. Isabelle's gaze darted back up over his beautiful
body – over his protruding crotch and across that wide chest with
tight pectorals before settling on his perfect symmetric face set
squarely between wide lean shoulders. His smirk made her blush. The
still gaze from his grey-blue eyes set above that long aquiline
nose, beneath a high and intelligent forehead, somehow unnerved yet
soothed her. In his power she was helpless yet obviously safe. His
perfectly combed and waxed mouse brown hair told her he was in
total control of his own superiority, his masculinity, his power.
God his power...



"Your card isn't working," he smiled, a wave of expensive cologne
titillated her nose "why don't you come into my room? You look
tired."



What could she say to that? Isabelle bit her lower lip at the
declaration of what she was going to do. After all – why not? How
not? Her gaze darted up and down his perfect form once more,
catching over his crotch like a foot might trip on a tuft of grass.
Isabelle felt a light flush over her entire body, most distinct
upon her cheeks. The lightest tingles circled her nipples beneath
her white blouse and lace bra, and the tiniest tingles tickled and
encircled her clitoris in sympathy. Women are never supposed to say
yes to such invitations – from male strangers. After all, he might
be a wild rapist, even an axe murderer? But what a way to die. And
even worse than the bogeyman story – any woman who says yes is the
lowest species of life, lower than a whore, less than a
prostitute.



Fuck convention. Nobody will know will they? And why shouldn't I? I
know what I am and what I'm not. And I know I want him. If
he's an axe murderer and I'm a whore – what a way to be when I
die.



He looked her up and down, with a wicked smirk. His eyes lingered
across her size 12 hips, up and down her legs – her black lace
stockings hid her sharp knees. Isabelle was conscious they were
perhaps too pointy – but he admired without complaint. Were her
hips too wide? He was enjoying the view and this only made her
tingles worse. Up over her abdomen and across her bosom his eyes
darted and leered with no effort to hide the fact he was looking.
Were her 34B breasts too big for her figure? Too small for her
proportions? She tousled her mouse brown hair again. Perhaps a
sideseam would have been better than a middle seam. She pouted her
lips. His eyes wandered over her face and settled upon her own
grey-blue eyes.



"Your eyes and nose are a little like mine." He smiled.



Isabelle blushed and looked to the floor. From anyone else that
would sound creepy – but from him, it sounded somehow too cunning –
he won and he knew it, and he was in a certain way telling her
that.



"Come in." He smiled, opening his door and waiting for her to
enter. Such a gentleman. Isabelle smiled and walked in obediently,
feeling awkward, nervous, yet very keen. He could do anything to
her for all she cared. Perhaps it'll be worth the gamble – she knew
she'd marry him tomorrow if he proposed, she'd have his baby and
not care if he disappeared across the horizon. His perfection made
him worth it.



The god closed the door and hung his blazer neatly in his wardrobe.
Such self control somehow increased her apprehension – made her
want him more, made her want him to hurry up and do more to her. He
smiled to her warmly. He knew his patience had the effect of
anticipation on her. Isabelle stood with her hands clasped in front
of her, like some naughty schoolgirl. She suddenly felt hot in her
navy blue blazer and bare in her knee length corporate skirt. Was
her left stocking slipping down her thigh??? Isabelle felt a little
too shy to take off her blazer, she tugged at the hem.



"Take off your blazer. I'll hang it." He offered. Then the smirk
followed. A smirk that remained as she blushed.



Isabelle slowly removed her blazer, conscious of her bosom heaving
and flexing with her motion before his all seeing gaze. Her nipples
perked beneath the padding of her white pushup bra. He came close
to her and gently took her blazer. His lingering patience caused
her entire body to sparkle and surge – imagine him closer. The god
put the blazer away and turned to stare at her up and down,
grinning.



"I want to see you naked. Let me undress you." He said confidently,
as if he simply requested a document.



Isabelle couldn't help but blush and smile, letting a little
cringing whine. The very thought of being stripped naked by this
hot stranger within five minutes before even knowing his name felt
terribly embarrassing yet unbelievably liberating. She was certain
now something was going to happen – and the pluming tingles
deep inside her vagina now thundered at the thought. Thank God –
that something is going to happen tonight, with
him.



"You don't mind do you?" He smiled as he walked casually toward
her, no tension or aggression in his body. He might as well have
been crossing the room without any sexual plans whatsoever. Somehow
– this patience and self control, relaxed her – but still the
shyness could not be abated.



Isabelle whined as she attempted to stifle a blushing giggle. She
felt like a highschool girl again with her first boyfriend. He
wrapped his arms around her waist and brought her close against his
hard body. He towered some four inches above her. She had to look
up, like some helpless little lamb, safe in his big arms – safe
even from himself. She felt the firmness of his long forearms
against her ribs, those big hands on the bottom of her back. Those
long fingers which she couldn't help but notice again and again.
Thank God something will happen. It pays to take the risk and say
yes.



He sucked her mouth softly, then deeply, rhythmically building the
passion with the grace and patience of some unspeakable superpower.
That long tongue slowly massaged hers, licked her inner cheeks and
the roof of her mouth, darted behind her upper teeth and behind her
lips. His big hands wandered around her thighs and bum, gently
squeezing and fondling, liberally, then up her back, before running
through her mouse brown hair grown below her shoulders, tickling
her neck beneath her locks, causing her to shudder and gasp. She
felt his swollen member against her mons veneris, pressing upon her
clitoral hood – her little button now throbbing terribly beneath,
begging to be relieved.



He turned her gently and pressed her back against his front,
kissing her neck passionately, across her cheek, back to her mouth.
What a way to spend a first date. And if this were to be the last
date – it was already worth it. She felt his big fingertips
unbuttoning her blouse, slowly, patiently, one by one. He lightly
tickled her wrists as he unbuttoned the sleeves and removed the
blouse with a quickness and intensity that contrasted with the
gentle kisses and tickles. Her shoulders, arms, back and abdomen
felt surprisingly bared and she could not help but quiver and
whimper as his fingertips lightly tickled all the available bare
skin.



He turned her again, pressed against him, his wicked eyes leering
down her bra, she was dying to be seen yet felt that 'first time'
shyness – which only gives extra thrill to the moment. He unclasped
her bra and she felt it fall loose – a spark of embarrassment shot
through her body and she felt her cheeks burn as she gasped in
excitement. A flurry of kisses smothered her as she barely murmured
"mmf, mmff, mmm!"



The god crouched and unzipped her skirt from behind, and quickly
tugged it to her ankles. Somehow in the speed and intensity of the
stripping – there was control, order, power. He smirked up at her
before tugging her panties to her ankles, amidst the skirt. The
tingles burned deep inside her and surged through her entire naked
body, pricking her nipples up, as he stared at her mons veneris,
before kissing it slowly and softly, then downward over that little
'line' wherein lays tucked the hood and the lovebud. Her button
burned with the kisses than landed directly overhead. She held his
firm shoulders gasping in excitement and thrilled shame. He held
her bumcheeks, which previously felt utterly exposed hovering in
space despite being in the room facing the wall – now her cheeks
tightened under the grip of his big hands, squeezing and kneeding
gently, fingertips tickling the cleft.



He stood up and took two steps back, gazing up and down slowly,
smirking – enjoying all he saw. Isabelle felt incredibly
embarrassed yet thrilled. Her entire body tingled and she was
beyond speechless – only helpless with her own need to cum at the
hands and cock of this perfect god. She swallowed in anticipation
as she looked at the bulge in his trousers. He took her right hand
with his right, and gently turned her, still staring.



"I want to see all of you. Front and back – and all in between." He
said calmly, smiling casually yet wickedly. Isabelle felt
incredibly naked, unbearably exposed and overwhelmed with an
incalculable shame. That incalculable embarrassment only
contributed to the orgasmic sensations blooming and cascading
inside her, under her clitoris – in its very roots, and in the very
roots of her nipples.



From root to tip her nipples and her clitoris surged with sexual
energy as he turned her slowly, again and again, like a ballerina
in slow motion, then gently aligning her into various poses,
flexing her hips here and there, her bum this way and that – to
enjoy her at various angles. For a very long ten minutes Isabelle
was speechless before his visual onslaught. She gave all she had to
show off as she received his silent approval. His smirk said it
all.



"Sit on the edge of the bed and remove your stockings." He said.
Isabelle knew immediately what that entailed. Beyond this she truly
had absolutely nothing to wear – and sitting down and raising her
legs to remove the stockings gave him the view 'in between' he had
yet to enjoy, having already observed her 'front and back'. Shame
bloomed in her mind then a sense of complete liberation and a
naughtiness that can never be confessed. Isabelle loved the idea of
parting her legs in front of him, letting him see it all. He saw
almost every part of her body except the entirety of her vulva,
from clitoris to perineum. She was soaking wet and tingling
furiously – she knew he'd see all her cream and pink peering from
her secret conch shell. That little place too shameful to be shown
– the embarrassment is more thrilling than a rollercoaster
ride.



"You're trying to be clever." Isabelle said, trying to sound in
control, her voice was hoarse and dry, slightly tremulous with
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