A Cold Winters Day


It was a cold winters day and the people of the city strolled along the icy pavement unaware of the other wrapped-up beings shuffling by their numb sides. One of these souls braving the harsh biting cold of the winter months was 18 year old Georgina Davison, quickly marching her way to the warmth of her work, hidden amongst the pile of floors in the office building. Even its cold unyielding exterior gave off the tiniest amount of heat to the passers-by, on this chilly morn.


She hurried inside and gave the usual ‘brrrr’ as one almost must when coming in from the cold, like a need to make people aware of the satisfaction you feel as your limbs moan with the soft caress of the ever-gentle heat. But no time to lust in its arms, she was already late by quarter of an hour, and surely her boss would not again hear of the hurried account of how her 9 year old car simply did not start this morning, how she sprinted, high heels in one hand, to the bus at the stop, to be left standing amidst a cloud of un-burnt petrol and exhaust fumes. Surely her sympathy towards Georgina would be far from as kind as the 3 other times this week, should she just brave the cold biting chill again and escape from her sure fate, or should she brave the cold icy grip of her boss as she reprimanded her, but at least she would be warm?


Decisions did just not come to the 18 year old on the warmest of days, but now as she stood there with her brain still defrosting in the heat of the reception, all thoughts had lost her, and her gaze was transfixed upon the point set out in front of her, as if she was sure it would soon move in for the kill. It wouldn’t though, instead the occupant of the space she beheld, gazed on her youthful body with a lust that grasped him like the heat. It ignited in him urges that he never knew existed. What a innocent face he beheld, with the striking blue eyes and the dark brown hair, the freckles splashed across the tops of her cheeks, and the mouth which had not yet been touched by father time himself; yet full of the hard determination and courage that could have only got her into the place they stood, and he knew for sure she worked here, by the attire far to old for her young shape. The stern ironed jacket of grey cotton and the blouse that gripped tightly onto her full breasts, brought together by the tailored black pants, which gave her size 12 body the perfect outline.


  Was it the gentleman’s stare that awoke her from her midmorning dreams? We will not know, but she awoke with a start and gazed into his eyes, did she hear his lustful thoughts, did she know his hidden desires, most likely not, but on an equal with him, she beheld a magnificent example of God’s creations. His figure full and masculine, even through the dark black material of his suit, she swore she could see the smoothness of his flesh, and the roughness of his male body.


Are two people closest in a union of flesh or in a union of minds? Or does it take both for two people to be close, can two be close based purely on the lust that bonds them, but yet not know what is in the others mind? Or can two people be close simply through their shared thoughts but feel no lust upon gazing at each other? At this moment both occurred as the lust overcame all other feelings and their thoughts were lust and both shared the same.


The moment was like discovering that the world you see is not actually real, but merely a dream, and for an instant you wake up and realise you are alone apart from this one person stood across from you, you feel only they will ever understand and that, to you, is enough to keep them for a lifetime.


She slipped from the their world and back into the bright reception where she was confronted with her boss demanding to see Georgina in her office right away. Shit. By the time she looked back for the man, he had gone, been swept away in the tides of office workers. Her heart ached with the feeling that she had just lost the only thing her life she had ever truly wanted, the feeling you get when you’re a kid and your parents haven’t bought you the birthday present you were so hoping for, but that feeling as a child soon went away, after all your interests would move on to something else, but this feeling Georgina held as she stood there felt like it would never go away and stay lodged in her chest, that knowledge she had lost her soul mate.


The ‘talk’ with her boss resulted in a week’s suspension without pay, to ‘get her act together and sort her priorities out’ are all bosses taught that lecture when they are given the job? Witch.

*

She made her way home, though it barely felt like it anymore. She didn’t spend anytime there anymore, she was either at work or travelling to and from work.  It had consumed her life, one fact she would never forgive herself for, because she had been too busy at work to ever visit her father who lay ill in bed in the next town, ‘he will be still ill next week, I’ve just got so much work to do’ she had told her aunt, of course next week never came for him, his heart and given up and he had died in the early hours of the morning, without ever saying goodbye to his daughter.


He had been the world to her when she was young, raised singularly by him without her whore of a mother, who had ran off with her crack dealer and then was dragged from a river when Georgina was just 10. Tony Davison, the ex Doctor, specialist in emergency medicine, he used to come home from work every night and sit on her bed and tell her all of the patients he had treated that day, how she had loved to listen to him, he was, like every child’s dad, her superhero. She would imagine as she walked down the street that all the people she passed, her dad had saved from the clutches of death. Why couldn’t he have saved himself!


She lay crying on the sofa consumed by memories. She felt so afraid without him, he had always been her comfort, ‘if something happens to me Daddy will make me better’.


The sun split the curtains of shadows in the room and made her face into that of a saint painted on a stained glass window, causing her eyes to twitch and a moan to escape between her lips. 11.15am, latest she had slept in weeks, she wished she hadn’t she hated starting the day late, but what was the use in even starting the day now that she was on suspension, fucking cunt of a boss! The rage trembled inside her as she remembered. She flung the cushion off the sofa and it hit the wall, making the softest thud, not the result she had been hoping for. Realisation suddenly set in and she remembered falling to sleep crying on her living room sofa of her undersized and under lived in flat on the 4th floor of the shittest block of flats this side of the city, or for that matter in this city, knowing her look, in the country. With its damp walls, broken heating and carpet peeling from the floors as well as wallpaper peeling from the walls. Company in the flat came in the form of colonies of insects rummaging through her rubbish. Three rooms, one a bedroom, one a living room slash kitchen, and one a bathroom. Shit bed, shit sofa, shit table, shit cooker, shit shower, shit flat. Is this what working in one of the most important companies in the city resulted in?


She raided her fridge for the little it held, and sat staring at the flashing TV, still in her clothes from the night before, still in the world she longed to get out of. She flicked channels coming across the daytime shite that polluted the airwaves.


Sitting there she found her mind wandering, wandering this way and that down so many thoughts, all of them pointless ‘what should I have for tea?’, ‘I wonder how many people are doing this same thing right now?’. They lead slowly to the image of the man from the day before. She could clearly see him in her head, what a perfection of a human being she had beheld. How she would love to have ripped his clothes off there and then, feel that smooth skin, feel his weight on her body.


It was only teenage boys she had ever known, no real men, no men to take her away from the last clinging remains of her childhood. No matter how many promotions, how many deals she got, how many responsibilities she gained, none could shake this feeling of childness, like the touch and love of a real man.


Losing her virginity at 14 had put her off the idea, some high school fuckwit, who apparently was the one to lose it too, hard, uncaring, and too quick was the reality, he never spoke to her again, and she couldn’t look at a male for the next series of months. Truth is, she had only ever known 2 ‘males’, her first, that twat, and a second who by all accounts might as well have been blind.


All this lead to Georgina being a rather sexually frustrated 18 year old. She had learnt about the birds and the bees and the whole masturbation thing from her best friend at 13, and she hadn’t been able to stop since. It helped her relax, and it helped her keep away from the men she was so sure would mess her life up and leave her after a quick and unimpressive fuck.


Her body was telling her she needed the release, she needed that all overwhelming sensation that coursed and wound around her body, that caressed her softly and held her tightly, that sent shivers down her spine and made her mind dance in ecstasy.


She stripped her clothes off as she made her way to the bedroom, she felt the urge building deep down within her, and it consumed her whole mind. She pounced on the bed and tingled in expectation. Slowly she moved her right hand onto her chest, across her collar bone and down to her supple youthful breast, the nipple stood erect and almost quivered at the touch of her fingers, lightly they moved across the surface and then harder and harder. Clasping her eyes shut, she inhaled sharply, almost imagining that it was the stranger rubbing his hands along her breasts. Down his hands went, down further, grazing her hips, exposing her, soft breath on her thighs, kisses up her legs, closer and closer, she could feel the heat on her shaven vulva. Moans as her hands reached their goal, soft caressed of the folds of soft skin, glistening wet, plump and pink. They explored further and further, parting the folds as they went, deeper and deeper into their caress, faster and faster, in and out, louder and louder she moaned. Blurred images, manly scent, the weight on her body, closer and closer. Rapid circles against her clit, again, again, faster, harder. More and more, it’s so close. His hand on her breasts, his kisses on her neck, deeper he went. One, two, three, four. Harder, harder. Climbing higher and higher, until she reached heaven its self and it sent its warmth down through her limbs and held her mind tight and told her everything she needed to know and all she knew was this, this delight, this knowledge, this pure savage lust and release. It turned to sleep and the lightness came, the willing into a soft world of dreams and no harm, of no work, and of being in his arms, forever and always, again and again.


Across the city, steeped in dreams of she that lay rested in sleep, he released his seed onto his chest, and closed his eyes and saw her there, she would be his, he would be hers, and the world would be at their feet.

*


The water slide down his chest, parting ways at his nipples and caressed his manhood before gliding off and crashing down onto the floor. He finished washing, turned the shower off and walked out the bathroom, still dripping, naked to the world. He stood in front of his full length mirror, ‘God I’m sexy’ and truth be told he was pretty much right. His body held a strong posture, edges in the right places and curves between them. He was a true man, without being a fake hope of a man, not someone who felt the need to obtain massive muscles because they are scared someone might think they were too feminine, no, his well toned physique wasn’t his manliness, it was his manner, the way he held himself, the way he commanded the pride, his look of sheer dominance and pride. No need for muscles when you had the brain of a god, that’s what he thought, besides the most important muscle lay flaccid between his legs, and that was enough to make anyone gasp.


Deryk Draven, 36, 5’,11”, jet black hair, dark brown eyes, and a big cock, what more could a women want, oh and a phD in biochemistry. It was as if he had been made straight from the pages of “Cosmo”


Needless to say he never had much problem walking through life, or rather strolling. He was constantly head hunted, whether it just be for that new job at the next office, managing a new team, creating new ideas, or as he was walking down the street on a night out. Problem was he always felt the same loneliness, he had no true friends, they were either jealous of his success, too busy drooling over him or just sycophants. He always knew perfection came with a price, ever since he aced his school tests, but he has learned to deal with it, and he grew stronger and stronger over the years, not many people were ever let in through his hard exterior, especially since he was widowed, but he never talked about that anymore. It was him, no one else, who else would ever understand him better?

*


The club was crowded, the doormen wouldn’t let anymore through, well anymore short of a fifty. He casual passed it through a shaken hand and proceeds down the stairs, feeling very much like a Broadway star as he passed through the billows of smoke, most he imagined not legal.


The night was young yet the crowds acted as if they had been there for hours, most probably had with the new licensing.  He glanced across the black room, blinded for an instant by the beams of light cascading and patrolling across the sticky floor.


People lost themselves in the waves of bass, moaned almost in the sweaty crowds, as the music pounded their muscles into rhythm. Lips on lips, hands on tits, the place might as well have been a strip club, barely legal girls sprawled across men twice their age, all in exchange of a drink. Whores, horny businessmen, women trying to relive their youth, nothing to remotely interest his mind.


4 pints later and nothing had changed, nothing but maybe the quality of vision produced by his eyes. And then they focussed. They lay to rest just as they had that morning, on that gorgeous female form. Tightly clad in a corset style top leading to a short pinstripe skirt, revealing the tops of her stockings and the straps off her suspender belt. He could have threw her on the bar right there and fucked her. Had to have her, had to know her, had to fuck her.


She knew he stared, she knew he would as she had picked the outfit. That day she saw him walk past her apartment; she knew he would be hers. She had followed him to the bar tonight, no need for money laden handshakes when you dress like a slut. And it worked perfectly.

*


By the light of a fire exit in the side alley, their lips locked together, his hand on breast, her hand wandering through his hair. They rampantly forced each other’s tongues into the others mouth. Forcing her against the wall he pinned her arms above her head with one of his own arms and nibbled down her neck towards her thinly clad tits. With his other free hand he quickly ripped off her top and unclipped her bra. It fell to the ground revealing soft supple flesh culminating in her erect nipples waiting for attention. Rapid flicks across the tips with his sent shudders through her spine. She threw her head back against the wall and forced his head hard onto her chest with both arms. Ripping at his shirt she threw him against the other wall and tore it off, quickly moving down to his pants she pulled them to the ground and revealed his hard cock, the head glistening with beads of precum in eager anticipation. It felt so hard, yet so soft, she could feel the thick veins below the soft skin and could almost taste it. She kissed the length and peeling back the foreskin, licked the head, plucking the fraenulum. He gripped her head and forced his cock deep into the back of her mouth, she sucked wildly and massaged his cock with her free hands occasionally squeezing his full balls, and stroking his thick thighs. He forced his cock further and further into her throat almost causing her to gag but she took it and kept on sucking, pounding on the hard shaft with her free hand.


Suddenly she stopped and rose to his ear, whispering ‘I want you to take that tongue of yours and use it to fuck me’, he smiled ‘I will, gladly’. Holding her skirt up above her freshly shaven cunt, she watched as he drew closer and closer and then finally savoured her juice flowing from her tight lips, it tasted like sweet nectar, and made him lap more and more. Ecstasy flowed through her veins each time that powerful muscle flicked on her erect clit, her stifled cries from beneath a clamped hand stilled echoed in the alley, bouncing from wall to wall. Letting out a moan, he plunged right into her sweet cunt and fucked it quickly, her juice poured into his mouth. Her chest heaved as she moaned and panted in the cool night air, he went faster and faster and she moaned louder and louder. Just as she was beginning to reach that all consuming pinnacle, he moved up, kissing her smooth mons pubis, and licked up to her soft tits, taking each nipple in turn to suck on them and roll them in his tongue.


They broke into another passionate kiss, as he grasped her thighs and brought them up and around him, keeping her back pressed against the wall. He slowly entered her, driving the full length of his cock deep into her cunt, delighting in the soft moist warmth. There is absolutely no other feeling on the world that can compare to the tight grip of the soft vaginal walls in a wet cunt. He withdrew slowly and then began to fuck her gently with the head, just enough to make her beg for more, which she did, and he willing obliged, quickly thrusting into her, pounding deep into her. 

With one hand he held her hands above her head against the wall, while his other kept her thighs clamped around his waist. She cried out into the night, feeling as if she might pass out from the pleasure radiating from in her.  Moaning with her, he held to her tightly and pounded faster and faster. They both began to breath faster, and she broke her hands free from his grip above her head and clamped down onto his back, squeezing harder as she neared the ultimate. With his now free hand he quickly massaged her clit in circles as he carried on fucking her, it was too much for her and she felt it rise, up through her body and along her spine to her head, and then down through her legs, she cried out in her climax just as he forced his cum deep into her womb. They held each other in tight embrace as the sensations rippled across, almost passing between them.

They both knew that it would be a night to remember, whether they ever met again, they didn’t know but it would always stay with them, that’s what makes relationships, not the length of time you spend together, but those moments that you enjoy together and will remember for the rest of your life. 

