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Joleen looked at herself in the big mirror; her corset was laced perfectly, and her tiny panties barely covered a thing. Her small firm buttocks bulged as merrily as her full bosom, which was threatening to pop out over her corset’s small laced edge. She readjusted her suspender pantyhose a little. It was Christmas Eve, which is why she was dressed in red, just like all the other girls who lived - and worked – at The Lust Cave.

The old brothel was located just outside of Bismarck, North Dakota, close to the Canadian border. With the surrounding forest as its only neighbours, it was an ideal location to allow guests to discreetly drive to and from the site unnoticed. It was cold in that part of the country in December, but that could not be felt within the thick walls of the building which was centuries old. Mr Lafayette, who owned the brothel, had bought it when he had won in roulette in Las Vegas almost thirty years ago. It was just after the legalisation of gambling in the city and he had been sensible enough not to play a game since. Instead, he took part in the Hoover Dam construction - a job that is hard to imagine him doing now.

Joleen tousled her blonde curls before putting on her long white boots and content with her appearance reflected in the mirror; she left the room on the first floor. There were twelve girls at The Lust Cave; most had been there for several years. She had recently had her fifth anniversary there and enjoyed servicing the guests who came from all over the United States.

The old brothel had an excellent reputation. It was busy and was known for being preserved in the same style as it was when Mr Lafayette took it over many years ago. The girls also dressed in the same fashion as back then. The place was filled with eroticism and forbidden desires, and even though Joleen had lived in the house for several years, she was still captivated by the beautiful surroundings she found herself in every day. Everything was restored down to the smallest detail, as it had been way back when: the furniture, the curtains, the rugs, the panels and the old stucco ceilings looked just as they did then. It gave the place an almost magical feel, which intoxicated the merry gentlemen who frequently visited The Lust Cave. Furthermore, Mr Lafayette required that the girls referred to the guests as 'Sir' and used their last names, which gave Joleen and the other girls a touch of the old-fashioned and heightened female gender roles.

It was eight o'clock in the evening when she walked down the grand staircase and into the enormous living room where guests had just begun to settle. The room was set up around a large open fireplace where guests were welcomed by scantily clad young women who met them with a smile, champagne and a tray of cigarettes and cigars. They could sit down by the fireplace and warm up a little before choosing which girl they wanted to go upstairs with. The large armchairs stood around the fire and along the side of the room were small tables where the men could sit and enjoy a beer or two after their visit.

Mr Lafayette walked up to her. He had put on a Santa hat for the occasion, and she had to stop herself from laughing out loud. He looked slightly comical, as his portly body, big beard and old ruddy face almost made him look like Santa Claus himself.

 

"Joleen, my darling… you look lovely," he said, kissing her on both cheeks. "I have a very special guest for you tonight, actually all night … if you don’t mind?"

“No, no … of course not, Mr Lafayette.” She wasn't going home for Christmas the following day. In fact, she had not seen her family since the day she left her parents’ home full of disappointment and anger more than five years ago.

"Good, he hasn’t arrived yet, but he should be here any minute now. I must ask that you treat him with the most profound respect. He is one of my oldest friends, a stockbroker, who is very wealthy and highly cultured. "

She smiled at the older man who was both her boss and friend and while she fixed his vest that was about to burst around his big belly, she said he did not need to worry.

"Yes, yes … I know, my girl. That's why I chose you. Mr Harrison must have the best. "

The quarrel that had sent her thousands of miles from her childhood home, which was outside Fort Lauderdale, Florida, had been about her relationship with a much older man. She was only nineteen then, and Jack, who the fight was about, was forty-five. Her parents told her that she would not be able to stay with them if she did not immediately end the relationship. Jack, who was married and a father of three, had not wanted to be part of the fuss. Back then she had not dared to admit to herself that she had merely been a break in every day for him. She had believed his love for her was real, and the reason he couldn’t leave his wife was that their youngest son was ill. When she finally came to see the reality of the situation, she couldn't stand her parents' triumphant victory, and she left her childhood home leaving only a brief letter behind. They had no idea what she was doing now. She sent them a card each year for Christmas, mostly, so they didn’t think she was dead, but she didn't miss that home which had been battered by violence and drunkenness. Mr Lafayette had become her refuge, and he had never questioned her about her past or where her southern accent came from. All he knew about her is from the time after she arrived at The Lust Cave.

She mingled with the guests, knowing that she couldn't bring any of them up to her room. She had to wait for Mr Harrison to show up. There were already more men than girls, so the others would be hectic if they were to entertain them all. It suited her just fine that she could settle in with just the one man all night. This meant she would not have to shower and redress several times during the evening, which could be quite strenuous if there were a lot of guests. The large old four-poster beds had to be changed between visits as well, and Ann and Margaret, who were employed for doing this task, could not always make it to all the rooms in time.

She looked over to the large oak door every time it opened, and there was no doubt about when Mr Harrison arrived. His appearance matched precisely a description of a stockbroker, and his style fits in perfectly with the decor of the establishment. He looked as though he had walked out of an old American movie and she couldn't help but smile when she saw Mr Lafayette rush to greet him. She could see that the two men were close friends and when she saw Mr Harrison's gaze scanning the room, she knew that Mr Lafayette had told his old friend about her. Sonia served champagne for the newcomer while Mr Lafayette made eye contact with Joleen and with a nod called her over.

"Mr Harrison,” she said, curtsying to the best of her ability.

"Miss Joleen, I suspect?"

He kissed her on both cheeks, and she took his arm and led him into the crowd. His eyes glowed with desire as he glanced down at her young body. He was ravenous, and she decided to invite him up to her room after the first glass. She had more to drink in her room if he needed it, but she guessed it wasn't the first thing he would ask for.

She guessed he was about sixty. His stomach wasn't quite as big as Mr Lafayette's, but he certainly wasn't slim either. He had a large grey moustache and beautiful brown eyes that glowed when he looked into hers. He did not have much hair left, but it suited him. He seemed to be a pleasant man, so it didn't bother her that he was older than her. In fact, they were often the easiest guests – their stamina tended not to be very strong, and they were usually easy to satisfy.

"Should we go upstairs, Mr Harrison?” She asked affectionately as she watched him finish his glass. She took him under his arm as he nodded. He looked at her with a gentle sparkle in his eye. She could see that his nervousness was getting the better of him, and she felt a little sorry for him. She really hoped that Mr Lafayette knew what his old friend had gotten himself into.

 

They walked up the stairs together, and when she opened the door to the gable-walled room, he graciously signalled that she should go in first.

"Well, Mr Harrison … what can I do for you then?”

She poured two glasses of champagne and asked him to take a seat in one of the large armchairs that stood on either side of a small baroque table. She sat down in the opposite armchair, and when they clinked their glasses together, she gently loosened his tie, and as she slowly opened the buttons on his shirt, he dared to caress her on the shoulders.

"Have you done this kind of thing before, Mr Harrison, or is it your first time with a girl like me?” He breathed heavily as she caressed his nipple under his shirt. He had hair on his chest. It was grey and continued down his stomach.

“It … yes, it's my first time. I've always been married. My wife died a few years ago. "

The marriage had never been an obstacle for men to frequent to The Lust Cave, but she let it go. He was undoubtedly a proper man. She could feel his nervousness, and again she felt an inexplicable tenderness for the older gentleman. She knew now that it was up to her to get them going and she wondered why he had booked the whole night.

"Well Sir, I'd better help you along a little then, right?"

"Yes," he whispered.

She got up and gave him her hand.

"Should I go to the bathroom while you undress, Mr Harrison? "

"Yes … please." He was so embarrassed that it moved her.

She warmly smiled at him before walking to the bathroom so that he could slip under the duvet in her absence. She decided to take off her clothes. After all, it would never happen if it were up to him; the man would be at his wit's end, she thought.

When she returned to the bedroom shortly afterwards, she was naked and noticed that he had a look of fright on his face as he peered up at her from the bed.

"Would you like me to turn off the light, Sir?" She asked.

"Hmm … yes, please go ahead."

She flicked the light off and crawled into bed with him. He smelled lovely, and she immediately put a hand on his chest and started kissing him on the neck. She rubbed her smoothly shaven vagina against his thigh as she kissed and licked him from his throat down to his chest. He moaned softly as she let her tongue circle one nipple and then the other and soon, he closed his hand around her breast.

"Joleen …," he whispered hoarsely.

She put her hand on his dick. It was only half-stiff, so she sweetly asked if she should take it in her mouth.

"Yes …"

She slid further down the bed, and he breathed heavily as she let her tongue caress his penis that was still flaccid while she played with his testicles. She really had to make an effort to bring him to life. He hardened very slowly, and she had to whisper dirty things to him before she managed to make him harden so much that she could only use her lips around him. When he finally got a full erection, she opened the drawer to the bedside table and found a condom.

"We just need to pop one of these on," she whispered in the dark as she gently rolled the thin rubber down over his dick.

 

She lay down with bent legs, and he lay down on top of her while trying to push himself into her. She helped him, and when he finally slipped inside her, he was already beginning to lose his erection. She moaned loudly, mostly because she knew it was a turn on for most people.

"Does it hurt?" He asked her nervously, and she wanted to tell him that it was mostly the one hundred and twenty kilos on top of her that was hurting.

 

"No," she whispered. "It feels good."

He hardened inside of her, and she could hear from his breathing that he was getting more and more excited. She wrapped her long, slender legs around his waist and pressed herself up against him so he could get deeper into her. He wanted to kiss her. This was something they were usually wary of, but Mr Lafayette had asked her to be good to him, so she willingly parted her lips for his keen tongue, and she could feel it aroused him violently.

"You can be rough with me if you like, Mr Harrison. "

He was sweating profusely as he thrust harder into her. His voice was hoarse and throaty when he asked if she would get on top of him. He withdrew from her and panting violently he flipped over onto his back. She took him in her hand while she kissed him, and once his erection reached its full potential again, she sat herself up straight and slid down over him as her moans blended with his. She rode him eagerly, noticing how aroused she was. There was something unusually naughty and intimate about the situation. Perhaps it was because he wanted the light off or because he was so new to the use of prostitutes.

She rubbed her clitoris eagerly against his large belly as she felt an orgasm approaching. She wouldn't usually cum, but she could feel it was impossible to avoid it. She exploded with a ferocity that surprised her just as much as it must have surprised him. Fortunately, he soon followed, and while he roared his release into the darkness, she came to a finish. She moaned and gasped violently through their orgasms that came one after the other.

They didn't say anything afterwards. She was a little ashamed that he had managed to make her cum. It could seem unprofessional, and she didn't want that. He played with her long, blonde locks as he regained control of his breathing and she felt she had to explain. She found it difficult, she waited for a little, then put her leg over his. She kissed him fondly on his chest and big belly, whispering that it was lovely.

"You came …?"

“Mmm … I couldn't help it. Does it bother you, Mr Harrison? "

"Not at all, on the contrary, it was nice."

He pulled her up towards him as his lips sought hers in the dark. He was excited; his tongue played daringly with hers, and it wasn't long before his hand cupped her breast again. She felt the arousal spread throughout her body, and she was glad the light was off, so he didn't notice the longing in her eyes. She sincerely wanted him again. He was really something else.

He propped himself up on his elbow and pushed her down onto her back and closed his lips around her nipples, alternating from one to the other. He sucked them hard and pinched them with his lips until she groaned loudly with excitement. He didn't say anything, just continued eagerly, and she could feel his dick slowly hardening against her thigh. She caressed his face, neck and shoulders as he played with her nipples, which were slowly hardening and becoming extremely sensitive to his stimulation. She couldn't help herself; she let out a loud moan and lifted her vagina towards him as his hand explored her body. She was so horny that she couldn't lie still. She threw herself back and forth in the big bed while he took her with his fingers and his tongue and lips made love to her breasts.

She was drunk with desire. Never in her twenty-five years had she experienced such an intoxicating feeling. No man had ever touched her as Mr Harrison did. His shyness had evaporated like dewdrops in the warm sun, and soon he sat his heavy body astride her, and when she gathered what he wanted, she squeezed her full breasts around his penis. He moaned and groaned as he slid his dick back and forth between them and soon, he put his hands around hers and squeezed, making the space between her breasts even smaller.

He stopped so he didn't cum, and by now the raging sensation between her legs had become unbearable. She begged him to take her, she was wet all the way down her thighs, and as he lay down between her legs and licked her vagina, she moaned loudly with unrequited desire. She was about to pass out with desire. Her young body was burning, and she felt like she had a fever, her eyes blurred, as she pressed her vagina hard against his lips and tongue. She clenched the sheets between her hands, and as he let his fingers slip inside of her, she cried out his name over and over as she stiffened her body into a bow which lifted herself from the sheets below.

"Mr Harrison …” She was on the verge of crying. She wanted to feel him inside her. He had to make her cum. The excitement was consuming her, and she had long since forgotten that it was he who was the customer. "Sir, you have to take me … wouldn't you be so kind as to do that?"

Finally, he gave in and rolled onto his back with his legs spread. "Sit on it," he moaned, and she quickly obeyed him.

She moaned loudly when she could finally slide down over him, and it didn’t take long before she was feverishly moving back and forth on top of him. Her breasts danced wildly, and he caught them and pulled her down towards him so he could take her nipples into his mouth.

The only sound was the sound of their arousal and her wetness as she moved eagerly on top of him. He let go of her breasts, and she sat up straight as he caressed her buttocks and thighs. She felt the first contractions, and her groaning reached new heights. An orgasm was fast approaching, and she had completely lost herself in the moment and was unable to maintain control. She came even more aggressively this time; again, and again she contracted around his penis as the orgasm tore through her young body. He roared like a wild animal, and the though escaped both of their minds that they had forgotten a condom when he released his semen up into her. She continued her wild, uncontrolled movements on top of him until he was completely done.

They fell asleep afterwards, and he was touched when he woke up in the middle of the night, knowing she had curled herself up to him. He was sure that this tenderness was not part of what he had paid Mr Lafayette for. The young woman by his side was going to be his wife, and she just didn't know it yet. He had asked his old friend to find him a prospect, and he had delivered. Joleen was more than he could have dreamed of and she really enjoyed being together with him. He kissed her gently on her head. She smelled of lovemaking and the sensation of her young soft skin against his body filled him with feelings he hadn't felt in many years.

His penis stirred under the duvet and his lips sought hers in the darkness, while his hands slid lovingly down her back. She hesitantly parted her lips; she was still asleep, but soon enough, he felt her tongue between his lips as she awoke. She was stretching like a cat in the sun as it dawned on her what was about to happen.

"Would you like to do it again, Sir?" She asked quietly, hoping in her still mind, and deep in her vagina that he answered yes.

"Hmm … how could I deny you, Joleen?"

"We forgot to use a condom, Mr Harrison. I must apologise, that was my mistake."

"I haven't thought about it at all … neither should you, my girl."

Her hand slid down his stomach and down towards his penis. He wasn't well equipped, not at all, but it didn't matter; he could satisfy her. He had an erection as she closed her hand around him, and as she gently began stroking him, he quickly hardened a little more. She knelt at his side and let him slip his penis between her full lips. He tasted of rubber, and once again she thought about the condom. It was extremely unprofessional that she had forgotten it.

She sucked him hungrily, and soon she couldn't sit still anymore; she rocked her buttocks back and forth, and the longing sensation in her vagina returned. As she felt his big hand on her buttocks, she pressed herself against it while her tongue and lips increased speed.

His fingers excitedly found their way to her clitoris, which was hard in anticipation for him. He let a few fingers slip into her, and she raised and lowered herself enthusiastically on them as she breathed heavily. It was terrific, the feverish state from earlier returned to her, and she was just as aroused again. She had to let him slip out between from between her lips so as not to hurt him in her arousal. She gasped loudly as she continued her movements on his fingers which were deeply buried in her vagina and she was almost to the point of weeping when he took them out and asked her to lie on her back. She had to have him inside of her, he had an incredible effect on her, and she felt dizzy and transported to another world.

She stretched herself towards him as he knelt between her legs. She couldn't wait, she wanted to feel him. She lifted her body to him as she reached for the condom on the bedside table.

"Is it necessary?" He asked.

"It's up to you."

"Forget it," he said hoarsely, and she became even more aroused by the idea that he wanted her without it.

He laid her long slender legs on his shoulders and stroked her clitoris with slow circular motions. She gasped loudly, begging him to enter her. This time he gave in to her, and suddenly she felt him pressing his penis against her opening. He thrust hard into her and slid in deep as she moaned loudly, lifting herself even further from the sheets. He took her with a ferocity that she didn't think he possessed, and she had to push up against the headboard with her hands, so she didn't knock her head into it. She came quite quickly, but he continued unabashedly as she moaned and whispered his name over and over.

Now he lowered her legs flat and leaned in slightly as he continued his rough treatment of her. It was not long before she once again arched her young body into a bow and screamed with pleasure into the darkness. Her contractions squeezed tightly around his penis, and he moaned violently without cuming.

As he withdrew, he ordered her up onto all fours. His voice was thick with desire and when he pressed his dick into her again, he held her in a tight grip around her hips. He caressed her small butt cheeks before he parted them so that he had a clear view. The tightness in her perineum became intense, and she whimpered loudly in a mixture of desire and pain as she sank to her elbows. He stopped, and as he caressed her buttocks, she felt the weak thumping in his penis. He fought not to cum and as he pulled out and laid on his back, she sat over him and began to ride him in slow motion. If they were lucky, they would cum at the same time, and it would intensify the climax for both.

She bent down over him and parted his lips with her tongue before kissing him long and intensely. As she sat up again, she felt an orgasm approaching. His dick hit her g-spot with every movement, and when she not long after exploded while on top of him, he followed slowly and intensely after.

She had already showered when he woke the next morning, and she had called down for coffee and muffins to be brought up to them by a young girl from the kitchen. She was only wearing a little silk dress when she went in to wake him. He was going to Bismarck to spend Christmas with his sister and brother-in-law, and she knew he had to leave at nine o'clock.

The night hadn't lent itself too much to sleep; they had made love most of the night, and for the first time in a very long time, she was sore between her legs, not from work, but from love.

"Mr Harrison … there is coffee and warm buns if you like, Sir."

She watched at him as he came back to reality and she could not help but feel tenderness for the powerful older gentleman who slowly opened his eyes and looked into hers. A little shyness returned to him as he was no longer shielded by darkness. The thoughts of what he had done to her ran through his head. She could read it on his face, and she planted a kiss on his forehead as she placed the coffee tray on the bedside table.

"Maybe you would like to wash first, Sir?"

"No, no … it can wait until afterwards."

She poured coffee for them both, and as he ate in bed, she pulled an armchair up next to him.

"Mr Harrison, I want you to know that I enjoyed the night as much as you did."

He looked up with his kind brown eyes, and she thought that she could see a glimpse of uncertainty on the older man’s face.

"I'm glad, Joleen … I actually have an ulterior motive for my visit here."

She looked at him surprised and then it was her that suddenly became uncertain.

"And what was that …?"

He didn't answer right away, but when he finally did, she stared back at him dumbfounded.

"Will you marry me, Joleen?"

She swallowed and placed her coffee down before looking directly at him and asking why on earth he wanted to marry her.

“We get on so well together, and you seem so lovely and compassionate. I need a woman with me in my Manhattan apartment, and well … I need an heir to my fortune …"

"Mr Harrison, I … Sir, you know I … I'm a prostitute. I have been doing this for many years. Mr Lafayette must have told you that?"

He let out a kind laugh and placed his coffee cup down on the tray before letting his hand slide up her bare leg.

"Yes, and I got a lot of enjoyment from that, but it shouldn't stop me from marrying you … if you'd also want to?"

For a moment, she imagined what it would be like if she had to sleep with him every night. The thought was certainly not repulsive; it was more him she thought of. His touch on her naked skin immediately caused the fiery sensation in her vagina to return. She looked into his brown eyes, and something told her it was an offer she could refuse.

"Mr Harrison … Sir … if we're going to get married, should I come with you back to Manhattan when you go home?"

He had put one of her legs up on the edge of the bed. His hand approached her thighs and she absentmindedly spread her legs for him.

“Yes, I thought that would be the case. Is that a horrible thought?"

"Oh, no, no …"

He looked down at his wristwatch, it was gold and she was sure it must have cost him a fortune.

"I don't ask that you should ever love me, but if you were up for sleeping with me every once in a while, I would very much enjoy that."

"Who says I couldn’t love you, Mr Harrison? I definitely think that I could."

She was completely stunned. Why not? She asked herself. He was a fantastic lover in any case, and although she has always been happy with her job servicing their guests, she knew very well that it could not last forever. It was a hard job and not every guest was like Mr Harrison. Not at all.

She got up and stretched out her hand towards him. She had to buy some time; it was a big decision for her too. It would also mean moving her entire life to Manhattan.

 

The bathtub stood in the middle of the large bathroom. It was a large oak barrel, and she filled it with scented soaps and the went outside so he could be left to enjoy the water in peace. He was laying down in the foamy water when she returned to wash his back.

"You are a lovely man, Mr Harrison,” she said softly as she lathered him in soap.

"Thank you, Joleen … does that mean you are not completely brushing off my offer?"

"Mmm … yes, it does."

 

Her lips approached his as she, kneeling beside the bath, continued to lather his chest and stomach. She closed her hand around his dick as she looked him deep in his eyes. He was excited, she could feel it; he hardened between her fingers as she gently pulled back his foreskin, exposing the tip of his penis.

"Is it tender, Mr Harrison?” She asked innocently.

"Hmm … a little, it has been quite a long time …"

He closed his eyes as she washed him carefully. His breathing was throaty, and it burned between her legs as she noticed him harden.

"Come to me, Joleen."

She got up and slid her small panties off. The damp patch in her underwear gave away her excitement, and she climbed into the bathtub with her petticoat on and crouched over him before slowly sliding down onto him, and on her knees, she began to ride him. He caressed her breasts in the wet petticoat, which accentuated them and he gasped with excitement at the sight of them. Her long hair became damp as her tips hit the water and grabbing her hips. He pushed himself even further up into her. He ejaculated into her with a roar, and she continued riding him until he was utterly done so there was not a drop left in him.

"Oh, Mr Harrison … ask me once more. Sir, ask me while you are inside me …”

He caressed her face and lips with his fingers. The warm glow in his eyes was unmistakable; he had fallen for her, as she had too for him.

"Miss Joleen … will you marry me?"

"Yes, Mr Harrison … yes, I want to marry you."

She kissed him tenderly as she caressed his neck and chest.

"Robert … my name is Robert, you can call me by my first name, right?"

 

The past few days had been like a dream, and she still could not believe that her time in The Lust Cave would soon be over. Robert would return on the twenty-seventh of December, and they would spend one last night together at the brothel before she accompanied him home to a whole new life in Manhattan. Together they had broken the news to Mr Lafayette that they soon intended to marry and therefore she had not entertained a guest since. She would miss this place, but it pleased her thinking that she would not sleep with anyone other than her husband from now on.

Mr Lafayette had checked with her several times to make sure she was certain about her decision to marry Robert and knowing that his old friend had found exactly what he was looking for Mr Lafayette couldn't hide his joy. He really liked Joleen, she was a sweet and friendly young woman, and he believed that Robert deserved every minute with her - even though it meant he had to let her go. She had always been different, from day one, she had been one of the guests’ favourite girls and she had acquired many regular clients from her five years working there. He had always had a paternal feeling for her. There was something vulnerable about her; something she hid deep in her heart - something he never asked her about. He really hoped that Robert would make her happy. She deserved it and he couldn't wish her better. It might not be an ordinary marriage; it was more an arrangement between two people who each had something the other was looking for and one day. Joleen would become one of the richest women in New York, and Robert would pamper her for the rest of his days.

Joleen spent her last days at the brothel packing. The very few possessions that she had brought with her to The Lust Cave, she wanted to take with her. She went to Bismarck to buy new clothes; she hadn't needed much more than the underwear at The Lust Cave, so she needed to stock up her wardrobe. The other girls envied her; she had managed to fulfil her dream and the girls were curious to hear how their night together had been. However, she refused to play to their curiosity. She felt that it would be inappropriate, so she just laughed it off and said that since she was leaving it must have been something extraordinary.

On the night before the twenty-seventh of December, she could hardly sleep. Her expectations for the coming day and night ignited a desire between her legs. Robert was amazing in bed. He had made her cum again and again, and when she looked into his brown eyes, she felt safe and relaxed. She pleasured herself several times that night, and each time was to fantasies of what he had done to her.

She had to get used to calling him by his first name, Robert. It was unfamiliar to her; she had not been on a first-name basis with a man for the past five years, not even with Mr Lafayette. She thought about what it would be like to live in New York. She had only ever been to the airport in transit on her way to somewhere else, but as a child she was longed for the city to be part of her daily life in the future. Robert would look after her, she didn't doubt that. He wanted to pamper her, and the only thing she had to do in return was to accept his sexual advances whenever he wanted her. Marrying into a patriarchal world didn't bother her. She had lived in that world for the past five years, and her childhood home had been no different.

She kept glancing up at the beautiful clock on the parlour wall in anticipation of Robert’s arrival. He would be there any moment now, so she hurried upstairs where she could wait ready to receive him. She had put on a pretty purple dress. It was classic yet seductive and formed an extra layer of skin around her body which revealed her shapely curves.

When there was a knock at the door, her heartbeat quickened, and she checked in with herself to see if she was actually falling in love or if she was just getting caught up in the excitement of the changes happening in her life.

"Robert!" She got up from the chair and met him. He put down his suitcases and put his arms around her waist.

"You look wonderful," he said, holding her out to get a better look at her.

She tried kissing him on his mouth, unsure if they were supposed to act like they were in a real relationship. He pressed his mouth against her lips and forced them apart with his tongue, instantly waking a burning desire in her vagina. It's incredible, she thought, meeting his passion. He had not even taken his coat off and she was already wet between her legs.

"I have missed you, Joleen," he said with his deep voice and she thought about how she had pleasured herself several times during the night thinking about what he had done to her last time.

When she had taken his coat and hung it up on a hanger, they each took a seat. She had prepared coffee and cognac for them and while they were drinking it, he told her about his Christmas with his family in Bismarck.

"Did you tell them about us, Robert?"

He looked at her and failed to tell her what his sister and the rest of the family had said about them. It was certainly his last visit there, and they would not be attending the wedding. This is perverted, Robert … she's just a kid, what are you thinking? I'm ashamed of you! On hearing that he would marry a young girl, his sister had been furious and in utter despair - but perhaps this was also because she and Simon would have been the heirs to his fortune.

"Yes, of course, I did, Joleen … it was unavoidable." She was so delightful sitting there in her beautiful dress and with her long blond locks that fell in waves over her shoulders, "don’t you want to come a little closer over here?"

She gladly stood up and sat down next to him on his armrest. He immediately put his hand on her thighs and as he approached the edge of her silk suspender stockings, her breath immediately quickened.

"Don't you think we'll be happy together, Joleen?"

She kissed him on the forehead and loosened his tie a little and told him that she was convinced that they will be. His hand had gradually made its way up to her vagina and the damp spot he was causing in her underwear was no longer concealed.

"You are so turned on, my girl," he said, and she smiled, seeing the surprised expression on his face.

"Hmm … what about you, Robert … should we see if you feel the same way?"

 

She opened his shirt and caressed his chest and stomach and she could hear his arousal intensify. Then she opened his belt continuing to his button and zipper, while he moaned softly, "Joleen … Joleen …"

She grabbed his penis in her hand, and his erection was almost completely hard as she slid herself down onto the floor. She spread his legs a little so she could kneel on the floor between them. She looked up at him with a seductive look as she pulled back his foreskin and let her tongue caress the tip of his penis.

He watched the kneeling woman play with his genitals as he breathed heavily. She was outstanding in her field, and he became warm inside thinking that she would be by his side for the rest of his life.

She was so turned on now that she couldn't sit still. She heaved in desire for him, and when he commanded her to take off all her clothes, she did not hesitate for a second.
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