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She saw him
from 100 meters off – despite the jostling crowds in the busy
streets he was unmissable. Some six foot in height, broad lean
shoulders and a wide tight chest, long arms and big hands, with an
aquiline nose and masculine face yet not too butch. His wide fine
mouth was redolent with seriousness and maturity as his hawk eyes
were redolent with power. That mouse brown hair gleaned in the late
summer sun, slightly wavy it was combed back impeccably in tandem
with his corporate yet casual style. A designer city collar shirt,
opened at the neck, gold cufflinks scintillated in the sun beneath
his light Cashmere wool summer overcoat that tapered at his knees –
single breasted but open to show his tight chest and torso. His
lean legs protruded through his impeccably ironed designer black
trousers, the coat flapping hindwards in step with his quick
pace.



"God that looks fit." Thea thought. She couldn't help but keep her
eyes locked on target, taking him in, glancing up and down as they
quickly converged, weaving a little amidst the shopping crowds. His
black loafers became audible as his heels stepped in rhythm and the
eagle ring on his big manly right hand shimmered as he swooped
toward her.



Suddenly she realised she was smiling brightly as they closed in
from 20 meters. The slightest bloom of tingles blossomed deep
inside, a leap of three or four butterflies in her tummy, the roof
of her mouth dried a little as she felt her cheeks tighten to a
grin. The briefest fantasy of being enraptured in mutual passion
between crisp white bedlinens of some chic hotel room burst in her
mind like a camera flash. She looked instinctively right into his
face – and felt her own inappropriateness. Yet she felt somehow
anonymous – that this naughtiness was somehow more permissible in
the sheer privacy of this immensely busy public space. Her eyes
tripped over his crotch for the third time – that bulge was
unmissable and irresistible. She pursed and licked her lips
briefly. The eagle catches the worm.



Thea returned her gaze to his face and when she saw his wicked eyes
leering her up and down and that wicked grin break across his face
she felt a mix of utter shame for having been caught looking 'down
there' (all girls do yet think they never get caught) and some
thrall of excitement amidst absolute shyness – the possibility of
catching him on her hook of seduction – pretending to herself she
was the huntress to elude her own cowardice in the spotlight of his
gaze – caught her oddly unawares. She didn't expect his attention.
And now that she clearly had it – she was as shy as a schoolgirl
trembling before her favourite pop star.



Compose yourself Thea. Enjoy this brief moment. An average girl
like you never gets the gaze of a man like this.



She felt hopelessly inadequate before his bounty. The man was
clearly pedigree and irresistible – 10 meters and she couldn't stop
herself from smiling, couldn't behave or regain composure. Her
cheeks tingled and flushed in sympathy with her nipples and vaginal
depths. Instinctively Thea flipped her breast length raven hair,
she wished she had afforded something more than the $50 layered
straight cut and blowdry she (thankfully) got 3 days ago, left
sideseam and cheek length fringe drawn above the right eyebrow. She
knew it looked better when she took it all down over her right
shoulder and bared her left. She pursed and pouted her lips, 5
meters, and returned her gaze to his magnetic eyes. His smirk was
somehow unnerving – in a good way – in 'that way' that causes
blushes and tingles. Two meters – how to stop him??? Is it even
appropriate, somehow, to stop a hot god in the busy street and get
his number? Seduce him then and there? She'd do what it takes –
deep down in her most primordial self, she was head over heels in
lust and couldn't care less about rules and norms.



One meter, zero meters, he glanced askance to her, still smirking,
still leering nonchalantly up and down – flattering, his courage to
have a good look somehow attracted her more to him. Too often men
pretend they're not interested – society's norms don't help do
they? But his strength was above that – leaving her helpless. She
felt his eyes burn all her clothes off and stare up and down her 5
foot 7 inch body, her succulent 36C breasts and slim yet bountiful
size 12 waist. He even grinned at her size 5 feet and bare toes in
her flip flop sandals. Her casual dark navy denim jeans felt see
through as he leered at her crotch, her white top with lavender
flowers felt disgracefully tight to the skin. He took in every
contour. But then – so did she by 80 meters. That hard body. That
bulge.



Minus two meters. Sadness. Disappointment. If only!



Minus three meters. Thea had to look back. Just one last look – at
least to admire him from behind. She gazed over her shoulder and a
huge wave of embarrassment struck her like lightning. He was
standing, leering over his should, up and down her back and bum,
grinning. She turned straight to him, blushing, even trembling a
little. She wanted to exchange numbers. Anything. He was walking
toward her slowly, gracefully, with absolute confidence and ease.
Grinning into her eyes with his hypnotic gaze.



"I'm sorry but I couldn't help but admire you from behind also." He
said coolly, with a smirk, his voice resonant with a metallic upper
note. His diction was slow, graceful, clear and punctual.



"You're very beautiful," he continued "I would love to get to know
you a little better. Beginning right here, right now, in public. If
you don’t mind?" He raised his right eyebrow, smirking
cheekily.



"I don't mind at all!" Thea giggled, her response was a reflex,
like being tapped on the knee. She had to look to her toes and
purse her lips in embarrassment.



What am I doing??? What did I just say???



It felt very naughty. Inappropriate. Yet very exciting.



"I'm glad to hear that." The god said patiently. "What's your
name?"



"Thea..." She replied softly, her voice whispering in shyness. The
crowds passed up and down the street in a blur, cars honked in the
street and voices droned from every direction.



"Thea, I have to repeat myself, you are very beautiful. I really
want to see all of you, touch you everywhere, and see your
beautiful face in the throes of orgasm. I want to see your
beautiful body twitch and writhe as I tease you intimately. I want
to kiss everything." He said with a cool warmth, smirking
nonchalantly. Tingles plumed deep inside her vagina at the thought
of him looking, touching, teasing, kissing, all the way to
orgasm.



But she couldn't believe she was that beautiful.



"Aw you think I'm beautiful?" she drawled half giggling "I dunno."
She heard her informal speech and felt hopeless.



"I do." He said frankly "I never lie. I honestly want to get to
know every tiny part of you, know your anguish and orgasm, and
finally cum inside you – only after we've done every other little
thing with one another."



"Oh my God!" Thea drawled, giggling. She felt herself getting wet,
her nipples pricking to attention. Butterflies tickled the insides
of her tummy as bolts of adrenaline shot up her abdomen straight
into her heart.



Why did the thought of him cumming inside her – usually a no no –
somehow feel so exciting? Why couldn't she resist the thought of
him doing that deep inside her?



"I admire your honesty." She smiled.



"Thank you," the god smiled "I believe in honesty. Now, shall we
begin? I want to do almost everything to you, right here, right
now, then we can go back to my hotel and finish what we
started."



Thea laughed loudly, rolling her eyes, then flicked and fixed her
hair again. What could she say to this? It was what she wanted 100
meters ago. It was what she begged for before she turned for one
last look. No way could she throw away a chance like this.



"Ok!" She chirped. Pursing her lips. She felt like she already knew
him from a timeless age. Like he was knowable instantly – that
honesty – yet so full of irresistible mystery.



"Come here Thea, hug me and I'll kiss you. And we'll begin." The
god said warmly, his big manly hands and those long manly
fingers reached out to her, like a father to a child. Thea
walked immediately into his embrace and the warmth of his firm body
and the strength of those big arms was unbelievably soothing.
Immediately her nervous shallow breathing softened and deepened, as
her nostrils took in his warm scent. Those big manly fingers –
still branded into her mind – she felt so elegantly wrapped around
her lower back, almost ticklish in touch.



God he smells good. So warm. So firm. So strong and soothing. So
safe.



Gently the god ran his fingers through her hair in long tender
strokes before raising her chin. His mystic eyes gazed hypnotically
into her roundish face and dark almond eyes before his lips sunk
softly into hers. She felt their mutual gaze as a communication,
coming to know one another in some deep sense, as his lingering
soft kiss communed further with her body and soul. His mystery was
her knowing him and how he captivated her. Softly her lips massaged
his in return, her eyes closed as she felt the kisses merge in
waves of soft sucklings. His lips brushed side to side over hers
before returning for a deeper kiss. Deeper and deeper into her
mouth he went – knowing her more – sharing his mystery with her.
Tingles bloomed and washed over her vaginal deeps like the lapping
of seawater over her feet. The comfort of such childhood memories
drew her deeper into his warm embrace. Finally she gave way to
herself as a burst of tingles surged in a pre-orgasmic upwelling
and with a deep shuddering breath she pressed deeper into him,
eager to taste and know him more, and she took her turn to initiate
deeper sucks. Soft kisses turned to passionate kisses in the throng
of the busy crowds, now a distant blur as they melted in mutual
space. Tongues lapped along inner lips and tongue tips flirted
between teeth before waltzing to some jazzy dance, tasting,
sharing, teasing, licking deeper and deeper – the roof of the
mouth, swirlings, lapping up inner cheeks, little bites and tugs
between teeth as she pressed her body against his – her breath
deepening and tightening at the diaphragm.



His big manly hands wandered firmly up and down her back, massaging
her, before squeezing her thighs, massaging up and down, finally
wandering around to her bumcheeks where they circled and gripped
and squeezed before clasping and beholding her derriere, drawing
her body into his from the clutch of her bum. She squeezed her bum
and he smirked amidst kisses. Thea could not help but giggle a
little. She felt incredibly naughty – kissing a hot man so
passionately in public as he fondled her thighs and bum so openly –
without even knowing his name. But then, that would perhaps be to
lose some of the mystery and the thrill wouldn't it?



Thea had to whine and stifle her squeals and wriggles as his
fingertips softly meandered under her thin white top, tickling
along the waistline of her jeans, all around her lower back, her
sides and just under her bellybutton. The tingles surged and
deepened as those manly fingers circled her bellybutton and drew
light tickles downwards over and over, from her ribcage to pelvis.
He never ceased to suck her mouth passionately and drew her body
back against his, tightly, his evil ticklish fingers wandering all
the way up her bare back, teasing her with light gliding tickles
that caused the tingles to cascade and splash around her
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