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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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The phone dinged a text through my subconscious brain at ten past seven as I slept beside Penny in London the next morning. It was Peter.

Call me.

I texted back.

For what?

I need to talk to you urgently.

I'm about to wake this beautiful model up in the nicest way she has ever been woken in her life.

Carry on then, don't let me disturb something of greater import, text me when she’s been purified.

What do you need?

Her thong.

The one from last night or the one from tonight.

Either or both. I'm so proud of you, grasshopper. 

My life is complete.

Fuck off.

What do you really need?

I want for nothing myself, young maestro, but Mam wants a bottle of Remy Martin from the Duty Free.

Ellen can have anything she wants.

She'd also love a giant pack of rainbow condoms, extra large of course, and a pair of furry handcuffs, hers are broken.

Lend her yours.

God forbid.

I laughed quietly, put the phone back down on the bedside table and snuggled back under the covers.

Penny woke quietly as I watched her quietly as one eye flickered open, followed shortly by the other. She saw me through the early morning haze as her eyes adjusted to the new day. Her left hand reached for me as she smiled a soft contented smile.

“Good morning,” she croaked.

I slid over to her and kissed her lips.

“Good morning, love,” I whispered, “you look beautiful in the morning.”

“Thank you. What time is it, please?” she asked.

“A little after seven.”

“Did you sleep ok?”

“Yes, believe me I had no trouble sleeping, Penny. You?”

“Oh Jesus, I don’t think I’ve ever felt so rested in my life, Tony.”

I touched her face and kissed her lips. She interlaced her fingers through mine and held it to her cheek. She smiled sleepily.

“A penny for your thoughts if you’ll pardon the expression, no pun intended,” I whispered.

She laughed and kissed my hand.

“I’ve no thoughts beyond coffee, will I order some up?”

“Yes, that’d be a plan,” I said, “but first I’d like to help you wake up.”

“How do you propose to do that?”

I kissed her lips and she released my hand, pulling me close, intensifying the emotion of our touch.

“Can I shower first?” she whispered in my ear, “I lost count of how many times I came last night and I should really make myself presentable.”

"Penetrable?"

"Presentable! You fucker."

“You go shower then and let me watch your fabulous bum walk across the room. I’ll order coffee for us.”

“You’re such a gentleman.”

She sauntered across the room as I watched her, a semi slowly simmering under the blankets. I reached for the phone as I heard the shower rumble into life. I sat on the bed and ordered coffee just as my phone rang. I didn't recognise the number,

"Tony Harris," I said, a bit distractedly, as the rumble of the shower slowly stopped.

"Pat Dennison here, Tony."

"Hi Pat, what can I do for you?"

"I've a shit pile of shit in front of me after that mugging you did on my men on Friday."

"A shit pile of shit? Do you mean Joey Navan?"

"I fucking don't."

"Mr. Dennison, don't go down that road again, I absolutely warn you."

"You're warning me? What can you do to me?"

"I will fucking bury you, Mr. Dennison, I mean that," I said, "you think that pile of shit on your desk is a lot? Just wait until I get serious with you. You'll need Joey's fucking excavator to move it once his license to drive it has been updated."

"Ok cool your jets, will you? I've just got a few questions."

"Ok, but I'm in London this week and I don't have time for your nonsense. You can have one question," I said, waving at Penny who had returned to the room and wasn't sure if she should be eavesdropping on the call.

"Why do we have to have the plumbing done again? It's perfectly acceptable as it is."

"No, Mr. Dennison, it isn't and you know it isn't."

"I've never been out there, Tony. Can you give me an insight please?"

I thought he was taking the piss but I answered him seriously, as Penny slowly removed the robe that she had been wearing after her shower. She was a minx as she revealed two erect nipples while I tried not to lose the thread of my conversation.

"Yes, Joey did the plumbing himself. Apart from not being a qualified plumber, or tradesman of any description for that matter, he also used Qualpex instead of the specified copper piping."

"That wasn't Joey," he said.

"Yes it was."

"How sure are you of that?"

"Joey told us at the meeting. It'll be in the minutes."

"Minutes! Fuck off. What minutes?"

"The minutes of the meeting. I'll have a copy of them emailed to you this morning. We can have a more fulsome discussion then," I said, "now, if you don't mind, I have something to attend to here."

I dropped the phone on the floor.

Penny smiled. "Am I just something to attend to now?" 

"Would you like to be attended to, Ms. Milne?"

"I believe I would, Mr. Harris. You were very commanding and assertive on the phone, it's quite a turn on."

"Did it get you wet?"

"Somewhat. Care to finish it off?"

"Oh, that's not the finish, my dear. That's just the beginning."

“Where would you like me?”

“Everywhere, but this time it’s ladies choice.”

“What if the ladies choice wasn’t what one would call ladylike?”

“Ooh, I’m intrigued. Tell me more.”

“If you scoot yourself down in the bed a little I’ll demonstrate.”

“Practical demonstrations are always preferable,” I said, anticipating what she was suggesting and sliding down the bed a little as she slipped out of the robe and let it slide to the floor.

She knelt on the bed beside me and kissed me, her tongue probing my mouth, searching for mine. I touched her cheek and she moved my hand away as she straightened up and straddled my face, her hands gripping the headboard. Staring down into my eyes she watched as her vulva captured my tongue and moved slowly along it as my hands cradled her breasts briefly before taking hold of her hips as she seductively slid her vulva across my tongue.

Her breath became heavy as her arousal built and her need rose. The feel of her aroused clitoris on my tongue was heavenly and her scent was musky with a background hint of limes from her shower. My tongue lapped at the entire area of her vulva, settling finally inside her vagina as she bore down on me. I heard a heavy groaning sound from her as she bent forward, her hips undulating across my face.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered as she dismounted my face quickly and slid down my body.

Her lips devoured mine as she fought her orgasm, attempting to prolong it. Her need, though, overtook her desire and she guided my erect penis inside her as her lips and tongue continued their assault on mine. I turned her on her back and slid deep inside her. I heard a loud and heavy moan as I reached her full depth. She moved hurriedly against me, chasing the feeling, obeying the urge. I used my entire length as I moved inside her, slowly at first but increasingly quickly in response to her.

“That’s it, Tony. I’m nearly there. Come with me,” she panted breathlessly, as we both climaxed close together, our bodies trembling in ecstatic confusion as the waves of orgasmic release flooded our senses.

She lay on top of me and kissed my nipples, stroking my chest with her hand.

"I'm sorry I doubted you, Tony, this has been a truly amazing experience," she whispered.

"For me too, Penny."

Our quiet observations were disturbed by the coffee being delivered, my phone rang again and so the working day began. I answered the call, it was Natalie.

"Hey, babe," I said.

"Can you get me a bottle of Daisy Dot at the airport, Tony? I’ll make it worth your while."

"In what way?"

"Let me count the ways."

"Ah, that's nice. I love a bit of poetry in the morning."

"So will you get me one please?"

"Of course. What size?"

"I like a large one."

"So I've noticed."

"100 mls, is that okay? I'll fix you up for it."

"No you won't, Natalie. Will I get you a smaller one for your bag too?"

"You're such a girl, Harris. Yes, you might as well. Thanks. You're going to be so sore in the morning, I promise you."

"I'll take my chances. Oh, Natalie, while I think of it, will
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