[image: cover-image, 8 The 2Nd Mrs T Trilogy - Including A Bonus Scene - Double Parking With Mrs. T]
THE 2ND MRS. T TRILOGY
INCLUDING A BONUS SCENE
DOUBLE PARKING WITH MRS. T
 
BY
JLM
 
PUBLISHED BY WRITINGSFORTHEMUSE 2021
Copyright © 2021 by WritingsForTheMuse
ISBN: 9781005457648
First Edition: October 25, 2021
Written by JLM
The 2nd Mrs. T Trilogy: Including A Bonus Scene: Double Parking With Mrs. T
 
All rights reserved. WritingsForTheMuse asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work. 
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.
This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.
WritingsForTheMuse has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.
Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.
 
 
 
 
TO THE REAL MRS. T
THE MUSE
MY MUSE
[image: Image]

SEEING MRS. T
AN EROTIC SHORT STORY
 
 
BY
JLM
 
PUBLISHED BY WRITINGSFORTHEMUSE 2021
Copyright © 2021 by WritingsForTheMuse
ISBN: 9781005944728
First Edition. September 24th, 2021
Written by JLM
Seeing Mrs. T: An Erotic Short Story
 
All rights reserved. WritingsForTheMuse asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work. 
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.
This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.
WritingsForTheMuse has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.
Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.
 
 
 
TO THE REAL MRS. T
THE MUSE
MY MUSE
ONE
 
 
‘Hello J … missed me?’
The voice on the phone made its way into my ear like a long-lost friend in a velvet room, caressing my mind smoother than the warm waves I had taken her in months ago.
My phone rang too early, I had a headache. Too much wine the evening before, party of three, I was the odd man out, the single man that got invited by pity.
The number on the screen was not a number I recognized; the area code rang familiar, no name attached to it. Not one of my contacts.
Normally I don’t pick up unknown numbers, but the area code told me to break my own rules for once.
It was a good thing that I did, the memories came flooding back, erecting a pole of magnitude from the softness on the other end. 
Mrs. T had just called me out of the blue.
‘Hey you! Yeah, of course I have missed you. The interaction on insta ain’t the same as in person.’
‘I know what you mean. How come you haven’t called me? I gave you, my number.’
‘Yes, you did, but you also told me to delete it once the weekend was over.’
The silence took over, the familiar sign of thinking, pausing, breathing, crossing the legs over and over again from being taken back from a statement that had been forgotten.
‘Yeah, I guess I did. But you can save it now. I want you to do that.’ 
I could almost hear her blushing on the other end, the slight redness on her cheeks, the fire in her eyes, the blonde hair waving as she moved.
My body was reacting more and more, there was nothing I could say or do, I was losing control of myself when I heard her voice.
‘Hey j … ‘ 
The dramatic pause of an actress from too many plays, the knowledge of how to build the crescendo, to pull her crowd into her spotlight. 
‘When are you coming back to visit?’
TWO
 
 
It was a good thing that I was laying down. She had taken me by such surprise, my heart was pounding faster than a drum solo at a speed metal concert.
‘I wasn’t expecting that question, to be honest.’
‘Does that mean you don’t want to visit?’
‘No, not at all.’
‘Was that a no, or a yes? You are making no sense, J.’ 
I could hear the giggle on her end, she was messing with me, an examination of teasing she loved to put me through, my reaction was her satisfaction.
‘No, I mean … okay, I am starting over. Of course, if that is what you want me to do.’
‘Come?’
‘Now you are just teasing.’
‘J, oh J. What am I going to do with you?’
’Do you want me to come and visit? Is that what you are asking me?’
‘Yes!’ 
Her voice sunk so low, it was sexy, husk, it made shivers run irresponsible down my spine. 
‘I want you to come … and visit.’
‘I would love to do that, let me call my friend and see if he’s at home.’
‘Don’t worry about that J, you can stay with us. He was wondering when you’d be back.’
‘Oh, interesting. Well, how about the last weekend next month. Is that okay or do you want me to come … sooner?’
The innuendos were like a fire that rose slowly but was sizzling from the start, it was unreal how we both wanted the other even though we had been apart for months already.
‘That will be perfect. Just drop me the itinerary when you have booked your flight, so I know when to pick you up. I can’t wait for you to … come … and visit, I mean.’
‘You are one interesting woman; you know that, T?’
‘So, you have said, but I know you like me like that.’ 
She breathed hard into the phone, I could hear her inhale for a long time, then came the lust-filled air filling my ear as she exhaled.
The words flowed between us, spoken freely, sentences that went on forever, months of apart had to be explained.
THREE
 
 
Before we had hung up, the weekend had turned into an indefinite stay. I didn’t mind. The longer that I got to spend with her, the better it was for me.
We barely mentioned what we had done the last time we had met, how fast things had transpired, how wild they had turned with a blink of an eye. 
A sliver of seduction had been mentioned, none of us realizing at that point how many doors we would open in no time.
Her husband had been one of the best people I ever had met, friendly, open-minded.
Not to mention willing to explore some of the endless possibilities we had with a common love.
Mrs. T. The blonde sexual frenzy of a whirlwind that let us explore her as we pleased.
We took her as one, even letting a female friend entertain her for our indulgence.
Time flew by while I waited for the day to come when I was getting on the plane to see her again. 
We hadn’t spoken since that phone call, there was no need, I had texted her when I was arriving. 
I knew she was going to be waiting for me, as excited to see me as I was to see her.
She had told me we would talk about anything and everything when I got there, to wait and see what would happen once I was around. 
The only thing I could imagine was her naked body so close to mine 
I could feel how she would burn me to ashes with her heat. 
Something else on me was gloriously anticipating to see her as well.
FOUR
 
 
She stood there waiting for me when I got off the plane, wearing a floral dress and high heels, her bright smile shone up the entire terminal.
Her strong arms embraced me, hugging me for every second since we had last seen the other, her smell was so enticing, her body warm and cozy. I drowned in her octopus embrace, willingly.
I felt how I began to grow hard, pressing myself against her, letting her know how happy I was to see her, how excited I was. 
A humming sound made it to my ear. Like a little kitten that was purring from being petted, she pressed herself a little closer. 
Transforming herself into a wildcat, her nails scratched my neck. 
We stood in the middle of an airport terminal, both ready, both willing.
‘Hey J, I can tell you have missed me, you make me happy with such a flattering reaction.’ 
Her voice took me off guard, it sent a warm sensation down my spine and up my front.
‘Yeah, more than you can imagine. But when you want me to come, I come.’ 
I braced her throat with my lips, teasing her, pressing my fingers into her back just above her waist.
A small moan escaped her lips, I could smell her. The mixture from her sweet perfume and the arousal left her inside for my pleasure.
‘Damn you, J, what are you doing to me? I am losing it already, come on, let’s go.’ 
She kissed me quickly, lips met lips. Briefly, teasingly, just the indication set the flames ablaze.
She held my hand as she dragged me away, heading towards the garage where she had parked her little roadster. The memories came flooding back when I saw it.
Not letting the doors have the time to lock behind us as we sat in, Mrs. T was ready to create new ones between us.
FIVE
 
 
Her hunger took over, she hadn’t planned for the emotions that invaded her logic, creating havoc in her mind and making her lean over and kiss me.
Our lips sealed shut, glued themselves together. Her breathing was already loud and irregular, her hand gliding outside the pants.
I felt my manhood gently touched.
She broke apart, staring me in the eyes as she unzipped me and pulled the stiffness out. 
Her eyes traveled down when they came back up to meet mine, she had a fire in them that I hadn’t seen in a long time.
‘I can’t wait, J. Is it okay with you?’ 
She licked her lips, not waiting for my answer, her head went down in my crotch, engulfing my member.
I was the one doing the loud moaning, the suction was magnificent. The pressure she pushed down with, the force of the pulling up, it was unreal, exquisite. 
The exquiste way she was treating me was making sure that I wasn’t going to last very long.
Mrs. T worked me over, sucking my rod of steel for my pleasure, for her enjoyment. 
She wanted me to empty myself, to drink me, to taste me once more.
My fingers ran through her hair, holding her down, hearing the gurgling sounds when she had too much inside. 
I loved that sound.
My pole expanded in size. 
Length. 
Girth. 
She dragged her teeth up to the top, held it, letting the tongue circle.
I couldn’t hold back any longer.
My hips rose, meeting her mouth, feeling her throat, my seeds began to feed her hunger. 
She drank so eagerly, not missing a single drop.
Black spots filled my eyes as I emptied myself in the willing gap she had provided.
Making sure I had nothing left, she pulled off, kissing the engorged head several times, her fingers gently tucking my member away.
‘Holy … ‘ 
I began but got interrupted by her kiss.
Her tongue shot into my mouth. I tasted myself from her probing, from the saliva-filled dance we took, breathing together as one.
‘Thanks, J. I missed that so much. Unfortunately, we have to get going, he is waiting for us at the restaurant.’ 
She broke the kiss, smiling at me with those glittering cat eyes.
Turning on the engine, revving it, she blasted us out of the garage.
SIX
 
 
The way she was driving almost made me feel safer being on the airplane. I was just waiting for the troopers to pull us over and do a cavity search just for the sake of it.
‘Sorry J, but when we get there, just tell him your flight got a little delayed.’ 
It was like she had read my mind; her eyes focused on the road that was passing by quicker than stars falling on the night sky.
‘Okay, no problem. Is everything … ‘
‘Don’t worry J, all is fine. I haven’t told you why I called you, I told you I would tell you everything once you were here, but it was his idea to hold on. Please, don’t tell him that you know, okay?’
‘Hey, T. Anything for you. I thought you knew that by now.’
‘I do. I am just so nervous. It’s his birthday on Sunday, and it was he that asked if you could come and visit. He didn’t tell me why, just that he wanted and needed your company.’
‘Oh … oh … interesting.’ 
I smiled at her, immediately beginning to wonder what he had on his mind.
‘Yeah, … that’s how you can look at it. I am left in the dark.’
‘So, what’s the plan otherwise?’
‘Well, first thing first. We are going to meet him at his favorite restaurant, eat, and then go home for the evening to drink a lot, and see what happens. Tomorrow morning, I am heading out early. I have to go and do my workout, but I will be home in time for us to eat lunch together. You can sleep in late or sleep in the pool if you’d like. Sunday, I have a surprise for him, which you will be in charge of. I will tell you everything about it tomorrow when I get back home. How does that sound?’
‘Like a perfect plan.’ 
The car came to a full stop, we were standing outside my friend’s restaurant, I looked over at her, she was already out of the car, slamming the door shut behind her. 
As I got out, I saw her hand the keys to the valet while she waited patiently for me to catch up.
He stood inside the door, waiting for us, hugging me like a long-lost brother or something. It felt good.
‘Hey, welcome. I hope you don’t mind eating here, he is cooking up a storm in the kitchen just for us.’
‘Not at all, I am just surprised.’
‘Don’t be. We eat here a lot. Hasn't he mentioned that to you?’
‘Not at all.’ 
My best friend had been mum about that fact, what else had he kept from me?
The hostess came over and showed us over to the chef’s table, seating us, pouring us lightly chilled champagne.
‘So J … ‘ 
Just as he was going to say something my friend came over and said hi.
I had to get up and hug him, once again apologizing for not staying with him. 
He told me several times it was okay, he was just happy for me, kissing my cheeks like an Italian father and mother at the same time.
Then the food began being served.
SEVEN
 
 
We ate for a kingdom, drank for an army, and laughed for an eternity. It was so good to see them again, being in their company. 
Even if nothing more happened than what Mrs. T had done to me in the car, I would still be a happy man. 
Seeing them, seeing my friend again in his kitchen, made me feel very fortunate. 
Blessed.
As always when fun times are around, they never last enough, time flew too fast, before we knew it, we were closing in on the early evening hours. 
I felt bad for my friend that he hadn’t been able to set anyone else at his personal table. 
Each time I tried telling him we should leave, he brought something else out for us to try.
I was starting to feel like that oversized man in the Monty Python sketch where John Cleese is forcing him to eat until he exploded. It would be horrible to go out that way. 
Being squeezed to death by a beautiful woman, now that would be the main event.
He refused to accept money as usual, but I saw an envelope under her plate as we left. 
She just turned her head side to side as a no to me when she noticed that I had seen it.
Squeezing my eyes back at her, trying to mentally convey how I thought they were some sneaky ones by doing that.
Outside, the evening was perfect. 
Still warm, dark but still bright enough to see things without turning on a flashlight.
A little different from where I was living.
EIGHT
 
 
Back at the house, a bottle of champagne popped open in a blink of an eye, glasses of scotch got poured. Sitting down in the living room, our shoes were left in the hallway.
Mrs. T had that luster all over her again, the shine that dragged us into her presence and made us compliant with her thoughts.
‘I am in the mood for some dessert.’ 
Her smile was so wicked, the eyes were squinting at us, cat-like, on fire.
‘What do you want, dear?’ 
Hubby asked, swiping his scotch, rinsing it down with bubbles.
‘How about you, J? Would you like some … dessert?’ 
Her eyes found mine, she hadn’t answered her husband, she was up to something.
‘Always T, especially if it is moist and tasty.’
‘Oh, it is so juicy and flavorful that you will love it.’
Her husband looked at us, shaking his head, he saw her hand waving at him to come over. 
He looked at me, gave me a surprised look, and did what he was asked.
We both watched as she unzipped his pants and pulled him out, getting him ready in seconds. 
Her mouth engulfed him, swallowing his hard shaft faster than a tornado could rip a house apart.
I watched them, feeling myself getting harder in my pants, pushing against the fabric.
She pulled off him, holding him, stroking him, staring at me with hungry eyes.
‘What are you waiting for, J? It’s self-service.’ 
Her mouth sucked her husband back in as I stood up, making my way over to her in a flash.
Kneeling, I reached up under her dress, grabbing her panties, pulling them off her. 
The fabric was so wet, a strong smell leaving them as I threw them behind me.
Spreading her legs, I pushed her dress up to her waist, seeing the treasure chest that I loved to dive into so much.
The lips were dripping from her juices, the nub was erect, I tasted her.
A lightning bolt hit my body, turning me up to levels without limits, my tongue split her open, licking her nectar from her opening, entering her.
One of her hands grabbed my head, pressing it against herself, the other stroking her husband, matching her mouth's workout schedule.
Mrs. T was taking us both on, pleasuring, being double pleasured once more.
 Her moans were muffled by the hardness in her throat, her body trembling between us, she was so close.
The juices flowed out of her, generously, not stopping. 
I loved it. 
Licking. Drinking. 
Sucking her nub.
Pushing finger, after finger, after finger, into her. She willingly took everything I gave her, accepting more than I ever had filled her with.
Overflowing with so much love, so much lust, I craved her more than anything. 
My hands worked her over, in, and out. Licking her nub, biting it, sucking it.
Her husband rapidly approached his point of no return, growing in her mouth, his groans were recognizable.
She was bouncing up and down on the plush chair, our beach ball, sweat was dripping down her groin.
He was first, howling at the ceiling as he turned on the faucet. As he let the flooding begin, she swallowed each squirt that he gave her.
She was second, soiling the chair beneath her, the fluids left her, I was in the midst of a hurricane as Mrs. T came for me.
Minutes later we were sitting where we had begun, drinking from re-filled glasses, it was like nothing had happened.
We went to bed, happy, full of food and drinks, looking forward to the following day.
NINE
 
 
Waking up to a sun covering from top to toe me through the open window. The rotating palm leaves sent a breeze around the room, a ceiling fan that made a small difference.
Putting on shorts and a t-shirt, I walked out to the kitchen. I knew she was gone, he was at a business meeting. That’s what the note on the table said. 
A clock on the wall told me it was already ten, there was food in the fridge.
I still felt full from the evening before, but the coffee machine had been loaded for me. Another note told me to just press the button.
An hour later, she walked in through the door, smiling at me. 
I just had to see her, smell her, and I was ready for her.
The blue jeans could be painted on her, the brimming muscles in her legs showed as she walked. 
The thin white blouse told me she had nothing beneath, two buttons undone, I saw the top of the swells.
She took my coffee mug and drank from it, her eyes looking at me over the rim, glistening like small stars. 
Handing it back to me, she checked the clock on the wall, licking her lips, biting the bottom one.
‘I want you to watch me, J.’
Taking my hand, she nodded at the mug, I put it down on the table, followed her lead into the living room. 
Not a word was spoken between us. 
The silence told us everything we needed to hear.
TEN
 
 
Sitting in the oversized chair, her eyes burned wilder than ever, a wild cat prowling for lust. Her fingers played with the buttons on her blouse, slowly, undoing one by one.
I sat opposite her, watching, getting harder by the button, heating up. She knew exactly how to tease me.
Her fingers pulled the fabric apart, showing the cleft between her breasts, not all of them, hiding the precious nubs from my view.
The blue jeans she was wearing slid down her legs. Her tanned legs, as gorgeous as I remembered them, glistened from the light coming through the enormous bay window.
Scratching her skin with the sharp claws, she slowly slid a hand below the fabric of the black lace panties she had left. 
It was a vision to behold, a sexual mirage that was taking me to a new level.
The other hand moved up towards her face, index finger resting on her lips. Pulling the bottom one down, the hand extending the fabric out as she cupped her sex.
A loud moan, a very long groan, slipped out. Her eyes shut half-ways, dimming, a glazed look as she bit a finger, pushing two others into herself.
The groan, the arching of her back in the chair, I watched with thrills in my spine, looking at the best show I could think of.
Her mouth sucked in her fingers, licking them, sucking them, wetting them. The eyelids fluttered as she pinched her small nubs, pinching, pulling, twisting them between her fingers.
The moans increased, the hand between her legs moved faster. She raised her legs in the air, putting them over the armrests on either side. 
Like she had just remembered something, she stopped. Moving her legs back down, almost together, she slid the wet fabric down her legs. 
Rolling it quickly off her ankles, she kicked them my way.
I had no time to breathe, she put her legs back up and wide. I was stunned by how flexible she was, spreading herself wide and open for my eyes in less than a breath. 
Seeing the gorgeousness, the beauty of the pink folds, I almost lost it. Those lips that I had longed to kiss, to lick, were so wet from her juices. 
The flavorful tastiness from her inside was leaking as if the faucet had broken. 
I wanted to kneel, put my head between her legs, and drink her until the well was dry.
Her hand moved faster, rubbing, pushing into herself, pulling out, rubbing.
Slap!
Slap!
Her flat hand hit the wet lips, my manhood wanted to escape, it wanted inside her. 
But she had told me not to do anything but watch.
A long groan left her mouth, her body arched high in the air, trembling, shaking.
A beam of fluid left her as she crashed back onto the chair and continued touching herself.
‘Come, J. Show me! Touch yourself for me, J!’ 
Her moaning commands were so loud, broken, seductive.
I quickly stood up, pulling down my zipper, reaching in for my manhood, releasing it for her. 
A hissing sound left her mouth, a snake in the garden of sexual bliss, she stared at my member as it pulsated inches from her.
My hand grabbed it, pulling, stroking. 
Up. 
Down. 
Fast. Hard. 
Slowly. 
Gently.
‘Yes, J. Don’t stop. Let it come. Shower me with your love. Show me how much you have missed me.’
The first string of whiteness hit her on the forehead, sliding down her face, over her lips. 
I saw her tongue working, tasting me, her body reacting.
It was so much. I had missed her more than I knew. The strings kept landing on her tanned skin, painting a new pattern over her.
She called out my name, folding herself as her second coming hit her from behind, from the front. 
Engulfing me, Mrs. T swallowed the last seeds that I had, but she didn’t stop. 
Her mouth kept playing with me. The suction was so intense, I had to grab her hair and pull her off, my knees buckled as our eyes met.
‘Welcome J. I am so glad you could … come … and visit, I mean.’ 
Her smile was seducing me, making me mushy and happy, more than I already had been.
‘Me too T, me too.’ 
I stumbled backward, falling onto the couch. My deflated limb hanging outside my pants, waiting for me to let it get back to work in its favorite place.
ELEVEN
 
 
‘When is hubby back?’ 
I barely got the question out, still out of breath.
‘Is he gone?’ 
She raised her eyebrows, telling me she had thought he was home. 
‘You know more than I do.’ 
Once again, she did that thing with her bottom lip. I felt my member react to the seductive sight. There was something about it that made me so excited.
‘The only thing I know is the note on the table that said he was at a meeting.’
‘Oh.’ 
She stood up. 
‘Hmm … ‘ 
Slowly, she walked towards me with the blouse hanging open around her naked body. 
‘Well, then … ‘ 
She straddled me, holding me in her hand, stroking me back to full effect, getting me ready for her once more. Her hand was more efficient than a charger. 
‘Good boy, J. Let’s not waste our alone time.’ 
Guiding me into her wetness, she sat down on me, kissing me, letting me taste myself on her tongue.
I slid the blouse off her shoulders. Finally, she was all naked. I was dressed, she began riding me.
Up …
… and down.
TWELVE
 
 
She slid forth. Backward. Up. Down. Forth. Backward.
I held her hips, letting her control it all. 
The riding. 
The grinding. 
Her taking of me. We had longed for it for so long. Her mouth in the car, my tongue inside her the evening before, our bodies had desired this for so long. 
Us being as one, me inside her, she was controlling the outcome.
Up and down.
Back and forth.
Our moans mixed in the air, her body glistened from sweat, I leaned down, trapping a nub, then another between my teeth. 
Mrs. T grabbed my head, holding me as she trembled on top of me.
Faster. Faster. 
Our bodies slapping together, making applauding sounds for our success.
‘Yes, J. Don’t stop. Harder please.’
I bit the cherries, grinding them with my teeth, pushing my tongue into them, around them, her body was shaking.
The grinding was intense. Her wetness was exquisite.
Her nails dug into my neck, breaking the skin. Long screeching sounds left her insides.
Arching her back, her eyes rolled up. 
She called my name as the rolling tide hit her over and over again.
My explosion followed hers seconds later. A fountain of my fluids rose inside her, mixing
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