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      Greetings,

      this is all the stories that I wrote during 2021 collected in one bundle. It won’t be released as a separate entity, just included in the huge omnibus from WritingsForTheMuse.

      All 12 Mrs. T’s are included, even the freebies. Plus the two tales of Adultery I finished as well.

      Life was hard on me during -21, between Mrs. T and Shannon, I had no idea life was going to be so complicated.

      Things have settled down a bit, I just met Miss A. and our moments together have already led to three short stories. So many more to come with her.

      

      Thank you for your support during my time of writing, I hope you have enjoyed reading it as much as I have writing it.

      

      Best of wishes

      JLM
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      DM TO MRS. T

      

      Heya,

      I don’t know what to say, but I feel kind of stupid right now. I thought I saw you, well, I know I saw you. In person.

      I was sitting at the café on Marsh Street, you know the one with the funky umbrellas at the tables, when I saw someone walking by that I thought I recognized.

      Long blonde hair hanging down her shoulders, waving in the air from the gentle breeze that came in from the water. Taller than I thought she would look like, but walking so beautifully, like she had been trained on a catwalk. Each step was a move forward in a purpose to get to her goal. Her gliding presence a welcoming sight for the men she passed on her way, even some women took more than one look, wishing themselves they had that pizzazz.

      The beige dress she had on seemed familiar, ending halfway down her thighs, a long pearl necklace around her neck reaching down her chest, circulating a titillating chest area that my eyes lingered about more than once.

      Everything about her screamed in my loins that I knew who she was, yet her name never hit my tongue.

      I saw her stop at the crosswalk, not able to help myself. My eyes followed the back line down to the curve when the tingling inside me began. So perfectly shaped, the curving exquisite. Her behind being traced from a thought in a wet dream of mine, I wanted it to be mine.

      When she began to cross the street, I watched her calves flex from hours of work out, her heels made them a perfection of muscles, she stopped at a car, opened the door and got in.

      Something hit my head, a sledgehammer of realization, when I suddenly knew it was you.

      The memory of what kind of car you had, it came back to me, you had mentioned it in one of your Live’s, the plate, it was exactly what I was watching driving away from me .

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      I am so glad I didn’t approach you right there and then, because how would I explain to you that I was standing there like a bad stalker out of a bad movie, saying hello-here I am.

      It was one of the most excruciating moments in my life watching you in person but not being able to say hi.

      Oh, I must tell you why I am here and why this coincidence has taken place, to begin with.

      Do you know Captain of The Sea? The restaurant down on Water Street? Well, it is a friend of mine who owns it, he invited me for the weekend, and honestly, I had no idea that you were living here. If I had known it, I would have told you before I came, just in case we bumped into each other.

      Now it is just pain, it is hurting from not being able to say hi, to hug you, to smell you. Well, that came out kind of creepy I must say, but I guess you know what I meant, I hope so anyway.

      As usual in my messages to you, I mumble and jumble and never get anything said, then I sit here with my wooden spire of desire for you and wonder why I never brought this and that up.

      I guess I just wanted to say that I am here. By pure luck, for me, maybe, so you don’t get any weird ideas about me. More than you already have, I mean. Ha-ha.

      But on Sunday, I am going back home, so for two more days, I am here, just being a tourist and enjoying my friend’s cooking. He is an amazing chef.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      DM FROM MRS. T

      

      Hi,

      Well, it was strange that you would show up where I live just like that. I am glad you told me; it would have been quite a shock to run into you out on the town or down by the beach.

      What else is strange is that my husband is away on a business trip until Sunday, almost like you knew about it.

      Just playing with you.

      So, tell me your plans for the rest of the days you are here. I read what you said, surely you must have some details of what you would like to do.

      Oh, did I just open a door for you?

      I know one thing you would like to see! To do! I am blushing just thinking about it, but I can’t let you do that.

      Okay, before I say too much, you are so kind and polite to let me know these things. I know that a lot of other men would have just come up to me and blurted out whatever was on their minds. Mostly something sexual that they would like to do to me.

      It’s unreal how some think of themselves, just because they think they are all this and that, they expect a woman to swoon all over them.

      Sorry, I am straying away from our conversation now. I get like that when I am nervous.

      And yes, I know about that place, however, I have never been there. Would love to go, now when I know who’s the chef, I actually might.

      Any friend of yours has to be good, right?

      But you know what? I have to leave for a few hours, but when I am back home I will dm you, maybe we can chat a little about … things.

      Bye!
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      I sat there, staring at the screen, her words etching themselves into my mind.

      Surprised by the length from her reply that normally is a word per my ten, my aching lower region made itself known to me once again, telling me about the feelings that I had for her.

      Well, what was I supposed to do now while waiting for her to get back to me? I had no idea, my friend was working his lunch crowd, I already had seen what the city had to offer, had been here so many times already, that was before I knew who she was.

      A shower is something I could do. Take a shower to cool down my excitement from having seen her earlier. Maybe the wooden pole showing me the way would fade away, it was interesting how I was reacting to someone I barely knew but had seen in so many enticing photos.

      The water poured down on me, covering me in a blanket of wetness, cleaning me into a dried prune. It felt so good, made me fresh as morning dew, I even brushed my teeth. It was preparations for a date with myself, as usual, I would say.

      There was nothing new on the screen. I found an open bottle of Steele Chardonnay in the fridge, poured a glass. I let it stand, and breathe a little on the countertop while I raided the shelves.

      The plate was full when I grabbed the glass and walked back to the computer, I had to write something in my book, it wasn’t coming along at all.

      For the first time, I almost had writer’s block. I thought of Mrs. T, her body, her … my mind drifted away, a blank page came up as my fingers danced on the keyboard.

      Writing fiction is a monster’s ball, but erotica, well porn if you must know, is a breeze. All I need is a few photos of someone, and my imagination takes over.

      Before I know it, I have one of my short stories done. Now, I was sitting here, dreaming about her, writing about her.

      Getting disturbed in the middle of an intense scene by her.
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      DM FROM MRS. T

      

      Hey,

      It’s me again. I never left. When I had sent my last message to you, my stomach was in so much pain from, I don’t know what. I haven’t felt like this since the first time I met a boy in high school, and that was a long time ago. You know my age, well, I know yours too, so you should know what I felt.

      I can only guess what you feel, you have given me enough hints, I don’t mind you telling me, hints are good, I like the reactions you get from me. That’s why I think it is a bad idea if we met. In-person, I mean.

      But what I would like to do is talk to you, but on the phone to begin with, please. I hope you don’t mind. You know that I am married, and I don’t do anything with anyone, just innocent silly flirting. So just making a phone call to you is out of the ordinary for me.

      Would you mind giving me your number, so I can call you when I get the nerves for it? I won’t promise you that it will be right away, or in an hour. It might not even be tonight.

      If you don’t want to, that's fine, seriously, but if we do talk, you have to promise me that you won’t be calling me over and over. It is already weird that you are here, even though I know why since you have told me. It should have eased my mind, but my stomach is still not happy. I guess it is all those words you have written to me before that are ringing in my ears.

      I am going to take a shower so please, get back to me with some form of an answer.
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      Like a wildfire, my insides heated up in no seconds, why she had that reaction on me was not understandable, it was just some strange emotions that wanted their way inside my head.

      I sent her my phone number, telling her not to be worried, adding a man can only dream.

      My logic was upside down, as a spin dryer it made circles before settling down on its last cycle, laughing at my expense.

      Stroking myself without thinking about it, a hardness that didn’t want to go away, caused by someone I couldn’t touch. My phone rang, so loud, screaming at me to pick up. An unknown number lit up the screen.

      Picking up, I barely made out a hello.

      ‘Hey, J, it’s me. I couldn’t wait to call you. The longer I waited, the harder it would be for me to do.’

      Her voice, so smooth, like Coltrane on a rainy day behind a smoky curtain.

      ‘Hey, you. I can’t believe I am actually talking to you.’

      My toes were doing a jig on the floor, everything inside me was a huge knot. ‘I am so glad that you did, love your voice.’

      ‘Oh, you are too much of a charmer, always trying to heat me up, aren’t you?’

      I could hear her giggle, there was something in her tone that made me curious, wondering what was on her mind.

      ‘Can you blame me? With that tush of yours, I have serious problems of not having issues all the time. I love it.’

      ‘Hush, I know you enjoy seeing me from behind, but can we be a little serious for a few minutes.’

      ‘Nae, I don’t know, seriousness has never been my strong side. Well, okay, for you, I will do my best.’

      ‘Not that I mind you complimenting me, not at all. It makes me happy knowing I have that strong of an effect on you, it truly does. I have to be honest; it thrills me a bit as well.’

      We went on and on in our conversation, before we knew it more than an hour had passed, we began to feel more and more comfortable with each other. Then came the shock of the lifetime for me, she asked me if I wanted to meet her in person.

      I couldn’t say yes fast enough, drool was hanging down my lips, everything was a bubbly mess in my head.

      Taking a deep breath, concentrating, asking her what she had in mind.

      She told me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      Two hours later we sat at the Chef’s table, my friend had rearranged everything for us, we were the honorary guests, secrecy was his trade.

      He served us shrimp cocktails, oysters, champagne, before surprising us with his signature lobster dish he had won awards for. It was not even on the menu, only served for his choice of clients. I was honored beyond belief; Mrs. T licked her lips when she saw the creation in front of her.

      ‘Are you trying to seduce me, J?’

      Her eyes were a glimmering beacon of lust, the smell crept across the table from her insides, making me aroused.

      ‘Is it working?’

      I couldn’t help it, blurting out the most obvious answer I shouldn’t have picked.

      ‘Sorry, the alcohol and my … well, the other brain is doing the talking.’

      ‘Oh, so you mean that you don’t want me yourself, just your … ‘

      She nodded her head downwards as her eyes looked straight through the table with her x-ray vision.

      The battle had been lost, I should take my torn flag and leave before I dug an even deeper grave for myself. Her foot touched me beneath the table, turning my face into a match to the red dress she was wearing.

      She was beautiful in real life, the more I was looking at her, the more I adored her, my loins were on fire.

      Everything about her oozed class, perfection. A piece of knowledge about the upper class but still with her feet among the common man.

      Her brown eyes were piercing me, displaying a sensuality of unknown realities, yet they were studying me the whole time.

      When she laughed, the whiteness of her teeth was like the pearly gates I hope I will be standing in front of one day, but the smile was so teasingly inviting.

      A call to nature within me, the sound of the bugle to make me salute her.

      As the food disappeared, so did the alcohol, two bottles of champagne, and one Chardonnay that was so good that I wanted to use a straw to get the last drops from the glass.

      My friend told me he had been invited to a customer’s house, so he wasn’t going to be home until the morning hours, then he winked with his eye and nodded at Mrs. T.
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      She held my hand as we waited for our Uber to take me home to my friend’s place. The surprise when she had said yes to the suggestion for a nightcap was still working its way through my head.

      In the backseat she was leaning her head against my shoulder, the smell from her was seducing me into a different person, her presence was so tempting. I could have taken her right there and then.

      Opening the door, letting her enter first, watching her swaying behind, my favorite thing to do, I closed the door, locking it to be sure.

      Pouring a glass of champagne, she took it, taking a sip, her eyes glued in mine, that look on her face again, her tongue licking the brim of the glass.

      ‘So, J, have you been trying to seduce me? Or are you just a talker?’

      I looked at her as she put her empty glass down on the table, she was an absolute stunner, that red dress made her so sinfully delicious.

      ‘Oh, I am not a talker, and you know that I respect your situation at home, even though it hurts to admit doing it.’

      ‘You mean you wouldn’t take the chance with me if you could? I mean, you have me all alone. I came home with you, willingly. How many more hints do you need?’

      Putting my glass down, I took a step towards her, squinting my eyes.

      She took a step back, licking her lips.

      ‘Don’t tease me. It is not nice to tease me.’

      I wetted my lips as I stepped closer, knowing what was right behind her.

      ‘Or what? You’ll spank me?’

      ‘Perhaps, maybe not. But I am intending to do something to you.’

      She noticed there was no more room for her to back up.

      Her flames increased as I invaded her space.

      Inching so close to her that our breaths mingled and said hi.
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      Her back was against the wall, not able to back up any further, trapped, my eyes glued to hers. Taking her hands, raising them above her head, I kissed her.

      Her lips were so soft, so firm, warm against mine. Accepting, welcoming, opening up for my tongue, letting it dance with hers.

      Our breathing, an erratic echo of panting hammering the walls in the room, leaving her hands, pulling her dress up.

      She embraced me as I lifted her, her legs wrapping themselves around me, automatic enclosure.

      She reached down, not breaking our kiss, unzipping my pants, pulling me out.

      Moaning in my mouth from my hardness, she moved the fabric to the side and guided me into her heaven.

      We were ravishing the other from lust-filled hunger, taking out latent energy that had been built up from so many words written between us.

      She was burning my pole to a crisp, healing it with her wetness, her body rode me like a cowboy from the old west trying to tame a horse.

      I was trying to keep up, she was amazing, a woman of my wet dreams that was better than anything I could make up in a story.

      Mrs. T separated us, stared at me with her eyes of such light-brown fire, her body shaking wildly.

      The eyes rolled up.

      A growling sound of sexual bliss left her mouth, then her lips met mine again.

      It was that time, so close, it was building up fast, a momentum I couldn’t stop.

      My calves began to cramp up, I was holding her cheeks so hard, apart, my fingers could feel the heat from her.

      The moans from months of longing wanting to leave my body entered hers, the cascading shower I let go inside her was everything I wanted to give her for so long.

      It was the rain of twelve days; she was my Noah.
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      ‘Holy … I Don’t know what to say.’

      She stared at me with a look of such wild lust it almost scared me, it was filled with something I couldn’t put my finger on.

      Regret?

      ‘No need to say anything, the more we talk about it, the more we will analyze it, and then it will just head south from there.’

      ‘Hush, don’t psychobabble me, however, you can let me down. I have to run to the bathroom and clean up the mess you left in me.’

      She giggled at me, giving me a quick peck on my cheek as I slowly put her down on her feet, a hand between her legs, trapping the fluids from escaping.

      Watching her run into the bathroom, I tucked myself away, that had been unexpected.

      Wanted, yes.

      Expected, no.

      But I was happy it had happened. Oh, my lord, my toes were doing the fandango on the floor.

      She came back, a smile on her face as she sat down on the couch, her face blushing in such a cute pinkish color.

      Sitting down next to her, I put my arm around her, we just sat there, silent in each other’s closeness.

      ‘J, just so you know. I have no regret it happened; it shouldn’t have but now when it has, I have to be logical about it. But I don’t think we should do it again, like you said, I do have a personal situation at home I don’t want to mess up.’

      ‘I know, I know.’ There was nothing I could say, it made me sad inside.

      Something was breaking me apart, it had been a dream coming true for me. But now when she was about to leave, like a sandcastle, the dream faded away out to sea.

      Almost made me feel like a kid in a toy store who wasn’t allowed to keep any of the toys.

      ‘Hey, if you want to, we can spend the day together tomorrow. I mean normally, not like we just did. We can’t do that again, sorry. As good as it was, and as much as I probably would love to do it again, I can’t.’

      ‘If I get to spend time with you in person, I am happy with whatever we do. You have made me happier than any living person could ever do.’

      We sat there in silence again until she left an hour later.

      Whispering a promise me she would call me in the morning before the door closed.
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      She did call me in the morning, from her car, parked outside my building, at nine a clock.

      Her presence was a wake-up call, a beauty from the South as she walked straight out to the kitchen, a bag in her hand. In no time she had whipped up breakfast for me, a chock to my system of logic, a gesture of gratitude as my mast began to hoist the Jolly Roger.

      ‘Is that always like that?’

      Mrs. T licked her lips, gesturing at my lower regions, her eyes squinting of interest that she was trying to hide from me, she wasn’t succeeding.

      ‘Well, honestly, I am quite amazed myself. It is you; it has to be you. It is not reacting like that normally, but with you around, it is just ready to go all the time.’

      ‘Hmm, well, I am very happy you feel that way, but as I told you last night, we can’t do it again.’

      ‘I know, I know. Don’t worry, I am not doing anything unless you want me to, but I am not going to be able to stop it from showing its appreciation of you.’

      ‘You are something else J, something else. But go ahead, walk around like that, it is okay.’

      We drank coffee, I could smell her arousal, my nostrils were like the wings of a butterfly when I felt it, tingling my senses, pouring intimate memories into my loins.

      When she got up to get the pot, my eyes followed her closely, watching her short yellow summer dress disclose more than it was hiding for me.

      Those gorgeous legs I had felt wrapped around me, brimming with muscles, ready to work at any time, took her so easily forward to her destination.

      On her way back, I saw her light bounce in front, the contours of her stiff nubs pressing behind the fabric, calling for their release, wanting some personal contact.

      A discreet cough, a smile, her eyes glistening from her catching me checking her out so blatantly.

      ‘You can’t help yourself, can you?’

      I just sat there, shaking my head as a no, my body was on fire, I had to take her again.

      She was talking to me, I heard nothing.

      Once more she tried telling me something, another time of silence in my ears as my mind played games with me, trying to make up plans of how to take her, how to make her mine once more.

      Mrs. T stood up, got ready to leave, the dress rode up on her thighs, making me lose control.

      I grabbed her, not able to take it any longer. I had to have her.

      Pushing her up against the wall, her back to me, pressing myself into her, I raised her dress to her waist.

      There was no rejection, no telling me to stop, her pantyless behind pushed back at me.

      My shorts fell to the floor.
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      I slid into her, my manhood bottoming out in her burning inferno of femininity, baptizing my shaft in her wetness.

      She howled at the ceiling, like a banshee she screamed her joy into the air, slapping her hands against the wall when she felt my stick of pleasure entering her.

      The exquisite tightness of her satin-clad walls was like a thousand hands milking me on my way in and out, helping the excitement to build up to levels unknown to me.

      Slap!

      My hand landed on her right cheek, making it blush back at me, a groaning of lust echoed from her mouth, my fingers wrapped her shiny hair in a tight grip, holding her head steady.

      Slap!

      The other cheek got the same treatment, leaving a nice red mark of my excitement, before reaching around and finding a stiffness poking the palm of my hand.

      Mrs. T pushed back at me, begging me with her behind to speed up, she was close, so was I.

      Pulling her head back, her eyes rolled up as I bit her throat from behind, she felt my response expand inside her.

      Hissing like a snake, her body shook from my pushing, whispering I was about to fill her, she let go.

      The sexual entity in front of me trembled as the volcano inside her exploded,

      Mrs. T came for me, screaming out her happiness as she felt the blast from my sprinkler filling her love hole.
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      Five minutes later, as nothing had happened, we left the apartment, heading to her car. Dark clouds covered the sky, cold breezes danced through the air, covering us in a chilling blanket of goosebumps.

      Her car, the little roadster, flew from the curb, shot out of a cannon, her foot was a cemented weight on the gas. It zigged, it zagged, left and right, I couldn’t keep track of where she was going, an area unknown to me.

      It was darker than before, the storm was rolling in fast, a typical southern summer’s day, we were about to drive straight into the eye of nature’s anger with a car the size of a mosquito.

      She laughed, told me not to worry, it would be gone in no time. Look on the bright side, it will be warm when it has passed. I still didn’t like storms.

      Then it slowly began, the tap-dancing on the skeleton of the car. Raindrops slowly made the presence known, it was on the way, it was just a matter of how bad it was going to be, nothing else.

      It was not even noon; the sky was bible black; we were alone on the road into nowhere.

      Tap.

      Tap.

      Tap-tap-tap.

      Heaven above opened up, emptying its bowels of flooding insanity on the earth below, the storm had arrived.

      Or to tell the truth, we had met with the storm, and it was angry.
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      Caught in the monsoon of anger we sat there slowly rolling forward, it was the flooding that had begun, her car was our arc.

      Pulling over, she parked the car, turning it off before looking over at me. Her eyes were on fire.

      The licking of her tongue, the shimmer in her eyes, she was a hunter, I was the prey.

      Leaning over, she pressed a button on the side of my seat, I felt myself moving backward and down, almost lying flat.

      Suddenly, I was taking a first-class flight to pleasure; she was my private stewardess.

      The in-flight entertainment was about to begin.

      Mrs. T smiled at me, telling me to close my eyes, I obeyed like a good man.

      I felt her grabbing my pants, heard the zipper, and then sensed the soft touch of her fingers inside the fabric.

      She was touching me, the electricity shot through my body, a lightning bolt of pleasure brought me to a full salute in no time, welcoming her advances.

      It was so moist, warm, something firm played around the bulb. Then the shaft was fully engulfed by such exquisite moistness, I gasped loudly.

      The pleasure was so intense, I didn’t know how long I was going to last in the greatness that was her mouth, I couldn’t help it, I had to watch.

      Opening my eyes, I saw the most beautiful scene, Mrs. T’s head bobbing up and down in my lap.

      The movement, the suction, her pretty brown eyes that shimmered like the stars on a night sky, those designed lips for precious moments like this were doing wonders on me.

      Dragging my fingers through her blonde hair, moans left my entire body, filled with gratefulness of her surprising treatment of my blood-filled member, my hand found her gorgeous behind.

      The contractions in my loins told her about the impending storm I was about to release, she did not stop.

      Like a fountain I exploded in her mouth, raining my nectar down her throat.

      Just like the rain on the hood of our car that was slowly fading away, the draining of me Mrs. T was doing to me.

      In the distance, the clouds were breaking apart, a beam of sunlight lit up the surface, heading our way.

      Before I knew it, the foot made of lead was back on the gas.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

        

      

    

    
      ‘Where are we heading heading?’

      I was trying to locate myself, but all I saw were flashes of what we were passing by.

      ‘You’ll see, it’s a surprise.’

      She kept her eyes on the road, both hands on the wheel, twisting and turning, the roadster was like a stamp gliding forth on the asphalt.

      Her dress was high on her thighs, I was enjoying the view, knowing she had no underwear on.

      ‘I like the view.’

      Trying to pretend I was looking out through the window.

      ‘It gets better the higher up it gets.’

      Her comment took me by surprise, itching my spine of interest, a teasingly seductive wording from her well-shaped lips.

      Both sets of them.

      I had already enjoyed more than I had expected, Mrs. T was quite the person to be around.

      She took off the main road, drove up a smaller, then into an even smaller, barely wide enough for her roadster.

      Up ahead stood a mansion, a house bigger than my imagination could make up. It was an architect’s orgasm of a wet dream that stood there, tall, wide and gorgeous.

      ‘Do you live here?’

      I was taken back from the sheer grandiosity of the building, a Graceland in disguise it was.

      ‘Seriously, do you?’

      ‘Yes, welcome to my place. I thought you wanted to see where all the magic takes place in my photos.’

      Her smile dragged me with her into the house, carrying me like a backpack of a horny little dog trying to hump her on every step she took.

      ‘I can feel you, what have you got down there? Duracell or Energizer?’

      Her question made me look, a tent greeted me, big enough to host the Baptist Choir on a rainy day.

      In the hallway that was bigger than my apartment, she licked her lips. The fire was back in her eyes once again. Her flames were gracing my skin, enticing me, making me filled with feelings of desire that just had been resting since we sat in the car.

      ‘J, take a look around the place yourself. I am just going to put on something … comfortable. When you find me, if you do find me, I mean. Feel free to do what you want … with me.’

      She left me standing there, in a foyer, a hallway, in something that reminded me of Led Zeppelin’s Stairway to heaven.

      I was already lost, and I hadn’t even moved.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Sixteen

          

        

      

    

    
      It took me almost fifteen minutes before I made it to the room where the object of my desire was, the figure of my imagination, the outlet for my lust.

      She was laying on the sofa, a thin layer of pink clothing on her, sheer fabric, leaving nothing to the imagination, turning the heat on in my head, messing with my emotions

      Raising her hips, pushing a pillow beneath, I straddled her thighs, leaning forward, kissing her neck. Whispering naughty words into her ear, blowing hot air around it as I bit the lobe.

      She smelled so good, cherry blossoms on a spring day, her arousal called my name. My lips touched every inch they could find on her neck, on her back, making their way downwards.

      Mrs. T took a deep breath, pushing her arms under the pillow as she pressed her head into it, she knew what was coming.

      Her thighs were burning for my kisses, moving inwards, up towards the source of the extreme heat I was sensing.

      My tongue parted her lips, like the Red Sea, her walls stood aside and let me enter the kingdom of my desire.

      Her hands came out from beneath the pillow, reaching out, grabbing the fabric on the bed, scrounging it.

      Cursing my name from the pleasures that were running wild through her body, she trembled against my face.

      The juices flowed freely from her nest of love, I was drinking the nectar of beauty.

      Not stopping my enjoyment, she was my amusement park, I had the wristband for unlimited rides, my tongue stayed in the land of honey, eating and drinking the insides of Mrs. T.

      It was so much later, she was barely breathing, no response to my pleasuring, she rose high for me one last time.

      Crashing, she landed on the padded cushions, panting, out of breath.

      I leaned into her, whispering into her ear, loving words of comfort and gratefulness to her.

      My face was soaking wet.

      I was loving every drop I had been given, a loving way from her to say how much she had enjoyed me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seventeen

          

        

      

    

    
      We laid side by side on the sofa, naked as the day we were born, our eyes locked in an embrace of fire, lips pecking away of enjoyment and emotions.

      Our bodies, tired and worn out, sweaty from the emotional roller coaster we just had been on.

      Mrs. T was so beautiful in my eyes, a mystical creature, risen from the depth of sexuality, created as a nymph in my lust ridden mind, she had been a revelation to my manhood.

      Never before had I had the reactions like she had been giving me, never had I responded the way I did to her.

      ‘What you are thinking about, tell me.’

      Her voice, the sultry tone of a suede-dressed Mata Hari dancing in the shadows, ready to seduce, to create havoc in my mind.

      ‘Oh, you. What else? You are constantly on my mind. From the first day, I saw your photo until now, I can’t wipe you off my eyelids. My body is lusting for you more than anything I ever have known. And then what has happened these two days, that makes it all so surrealistic. Don’t get me wrong, I love it. No way I would have it undone. I am just confused and surprised. And I hope we are not done.’

      ‘I am glad you have enjoyed it, but once I have dropped you off at home it is over. This was your only shot. Fyi, I haven’t regretted a thing either, yet. You were better than I had thought and expected, but I can’t continue doing this. And promise me, don’t mention a word about this to anyone, don’t even mention it in our dm’s. What we have done is done and done. Tomorrow is a new day, and nothing has happened. Okay?’

      ‘Yes, ma’am, unfortunately, I have to agree with you.’

      I kissed her, passionately, wild, pushing my tongue into her mouth, feeling her body heat up, hearing her moaning in my mouth.

      Then I broke apart, asking where the bathroom was as I stood up.

      As an answer I got a pillow thrown at me, curse words followed before she directed me where to go.

      Whistling the Imperial March from Star Wars, I ran away from her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eighteen

          

        

      

    

    
      Outside, the sun began to set, the horizon was ablaze, an enormous ball of fire was lowering itself towards the ground, bringing beautiful darkness with it down.

      Mrs. T had made food, something she normally doesn’t do, she had been too quick to add that before catching herself.

      Laughing at my facial expression, she had handed me a bottle of white wine to open.

      It was over too fast, but she was driving me back.

      We didn’t open a second one. Instead, we sat on the couch, cuddling, petting the other, kissing like we never had seen the other before.

      ‘You know what J, I am going to put something else on before I take you back, it is getting late, and you know who will be back tomorrow which means I need to get some sleep before that. Plus, I need to recover from everything you have done for me. It has been exceptional, but I feel like I have been in a car crash first,  then run over by a steamroller.’

      ‘If it makes you feel any better, I am not feeling any better, I am going to need a vacation when I get home. Just wish we had time for one more round of pleasure.’

      ‘I bet you do, well, who knows what might happen.’

      Her voice trailed off as she walked out of the room, swaying that lovely basket of peaches for me.

      Like she knew I was looking, she smacked herself before disappearing from my view.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nineteen

          

        

      

    

    
      The roadster was flying down the street, up the road, like a Predator drone it was gliding through the traffic heading for my place.

      She was just smiling at me, I barely looked outside the windows, I had seen hyperdrive in the movies, now I was experiencing it.

      Parking outside the building I was staying in, she got out before me. Confused, I closed the door behind me.

      ‘I am sorry J, but I have to use your restroom, the driving made me realize I forgot to do it before we left the house.’

      Her eyes told me she wasn't completely honest to me, there was a devilish look in them, a fire that I recognized.

      Barely had I opened the door before she made a bee-line to the bathroom, dropping her jacket on the way, leaving her in a dress that was tighter than a painting in a frame.

      It was a minute, another one, one more. Then I heard moans from the bedroom.

      Mrs. T’s voice came dancing through the airwaves, sliding into my ears as music from the golden years.

      ‘Hey J! I am wet and ready. What’s taking you so long, I thought you said you wanted one more last time.’

      My insides felt like a popcorn machine, all bubbly and happy, my clothes fell off faster than an avalanche coming down a steep hill.

      Running over to the door, I looked in.

      Lost my breath when I saw what was waiting for me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty

          

        

      

    

    
      Seeing her, my breath was removed from normality. A vision on all fours stood ahead, only dressed in a red bra with matching panties.

      Over her shoulder, she looked at me with those light-brown eyes on fire, licking her lips when seeing my manhood saluting her.

      Climbing up on the bed, standing behind her, I reached down and moved the sliver of fabric to the side.

      Crouching down, like a lion I mounted her, roaring my explicit love for her insides, holding her hips in a tight grip.

      Like two wild animals we mated, it was so quick and incredibly rough as my hips moved faster than ever before.

      The growls she let out were from another dimension. They did something to me, my contractions began too fast.

      Her voice, a combination between a wolf on alert and a frog with a dry throat, yelled at me to finish.

      She wanted what I had for her.

      Slap!

      Slap!

      Her cheeks were blushing from the stinging of my hands, yelping like a dog she moved back against me, I saw her biting into the pillow.

      Slap!

      Slap!

      Not able to help myself; the beauty of her peaches was too much for me.

      I wanted them, the expanding began, digging my fingers into her ripe flesh.

      The wicked growl began in my toes, ran haywire through my body before sprouting out of me in an orgasmic tidal wave.

      I let myself go inside Mrs. T’s wetness.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-One

          

        

      

    

    
      It was the last moments of the sudden collision between passion and lust we had, a shivering quake that left us panting like wet dogs on the bed, staring in disbelief at how good it had been.

      Our lips shared the last few kisses we could muster, she had to leave shortly, or I would take her again and again.

      My body was yearning for her, my logic was telling me to let her go.

      Mrs. T got up by herself, stood by the bed, her skin glistening from sweat, eyes filled with endless lust.

      The erotic aroma surrounding her whiffed at me, wave after wave.

      Slowly, she put her clothes back on, smiling as she did, looking many times at my reaction to the display in front of me. What a beautiful view she was, truly mesmerizing.

      I got up, naked, following her out to the front door, holding it open for her, there was no hug, no words, just a smile, then she was gone.

      An hour later I got a text from her, a photo of her smiling, holding her soiled panties in her hand.

      Hey you, I am glad I got a new laundry machine, so I can clean up after you, you messy thing you. Ha-ha! Thanks for a great time, it was unreal, I am glad I took the chance and I seriously hope nothing has changed between us because of this momentary lapse of judgement. Have a safe trip home, xoxox.

      I deleted her number from my phone, a promise kept. She was a memory I was going to treasure for a long time, for always, some parts of me even longer.

      An hour later my friend came back home from work, we popped open too many bottles of wine together, celebrating my last evening in town before heading home.

      I am still friends with Mrs. T, we are chatting almost every day.

      None of us has mentioned what happened, but I wonder what she will say when I tell her I am back in town in a few months.

      

      
        
        ( To be continued in Taking Mrs. T )
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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      I was back. She knew that I was coming, I had told her ahead of time, my friend was getting married, I was the best man.

      It was the woman he had gone home with when I had been at his restaurant with Mrs. T, a strange coincidence, the night for the both of us had been more than successful.

      She had told me that she had things to discuss with me, in private but still somewhere public, the café with the funky umbrellas where I had seen her the first time would do.

      Long before she saw me, I saw her car coming up the street, parking, the door opening, and then she appeared.

      The glorious becoming of my wet dream, I had never stopped thinking about her.

      The intensity of her in my dreams had gotten more vivid when I finally had gotten a taste of her, the fantasies I had, the things I wanted to try with her.

      It was all something in my head, but they were living their own life, controlling me.

      Her outfit, a tight pinkish designer dress, hugging her body like a second skin.

      The blonde hair swaying freely in the wind, bringing everyone’s eyes towards her.

      And those eyes had already locked themselves onto me. A sniper’s scope, aiming for its target, her being the bullet ready to hit me.

      Standing up, not knowing if to shake her hand, to hug her or just give her one of my awkward
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