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Bound
'‘Bound' © 2001 Jude Mason

"Be still, don't move a muscle,” he growled.
"God, you're so beautiful like that." Her eyes
masked, wrists held high above, The rope
wound around and over the curves of her
body. Pulled taut, then a warm hand caressed
the under-curve of her breast. The rope
pulled again, that tiny bit tighter. Nipple
grabbed by the hemp, pucker.
"Too tight?"
"No sirl™
"Perfect. You are incredible my love.”
Warm breath caressed her neck. His hands
wandered her flesh. Lips joined; teeth and
tongue explored. Gasping, struggling to

J| remain still, her body betrayed her. Bound,
she frembled under her Master’s touch.
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First Touch
© 2001 Jude Mason

She'd dressed in a garter belt,
stockings and insanely high heels.
His wishes complied with; her pussy
& ., pussy dampened with anticipation.
N The gift she wished to give, were her
deepest, most secrel, fantasies.
She knelt, awaiting his first touch. Knees
spread invitingly wide, ‘come touch me,' her
mind screamed. Small hands on her thighs
tensed at his first caress. Long fingers slipped
under her chin, gently lifting as he inspected his
new property. Fear, desirve, shame, need and
Sfinally strength dredged up from deep inside her
slave belly.
"Please Master," her whispered plea.

"Yes slave," was his gruff reply.




~Flasher~

photo is by 'Unknown' Flasher is by Jude Mason
= = = T oo Naked he stands, eyes straining to see
= — | L. T~ through the tinted glass. Stepping closer,
his hand wrapped around his shaft, he
watches and fantasizes of the woman
next door. The veins are pumped full of
: blood as he caresses himself, aching for a
. glimpse of her. Movement in her window;
| “the drapes drawn aside and she's there.
Clenching his fist tighter, the come
climbing his shaft. His thighs tense as
his pleasure takes control, his balls
churning with lust. Fi&ting himself hard,
one lurching step forward - his evection
= louches the window. Gasping, he erupts,
his climax trickles down the glass.
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Wanting You

Rapture @ 2007 Jude Mason
©1999 Anna’s Erotifc Art Awakened suddenly, the bed

empty beside me, wanting
you. Memories of our
coupling and the hollow left
by your body, right there.,
The flat of one hand moves
across it, the other slips
between my still damp
thighs. Swollen and sore
from the battering of your
your body, my pussy yearns
for more. With the softest
of touches I caress the folds

of my sex. A gentle pressure, the cupping of my hand and we’'ll wait. My

fingers aren’t yours. Aching to feel the heat of your body. Your lips and

hands, your sweet fouch. | want you.
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Meeting

by Jude Mason
The tapping of her heels on the rain
slick pavement signalled her
approach. Breath indrawn then held, |
waited anxiously for her. | knew
she'd dressed in that tight skirt | loved
to see hugging her plump round ass.
Come here my lovely, into my waiting
arms. My mind reeled with her
nearness. Yards away, then mere
feet. Her confidence was evident
in the firmness of her gait. Swiftly
stepping out, | took her arm and spun
her to fand against me. My breasts
flattened against her back as I leaned
to kiss the nape of her neck.

Shudder. Sigh.
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Oh Yeah!
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"Come 'ere baby, on your knees"

"Like this?"

"Yeah, just like that. Now come closer. You
like my ass?"

"You know | Jove your ass."

"Show me, pull my panties down. No hands;
use your teeth.”

"My teeth?"

"Yeah, just your teeth. Now"

"Okay. God, you're gorgeous.”

"Stroke your cock for me, yeah that's it."”

"You're gonna make me come."”

"You better not, or | won't let you touch my
ass. You want that don't you?"

"Ah... Mmphhh..."

"Do it... Oh that's good, | wanna see your
cock dripping..."”

"Ah phuck...Thamn!"

"Bad boy, now you can't touch. Watch

my fingers..." All rights reserved,




Chocolate
© 2001 Jude Mason
"Keep vour eves closed.” He whispered
[from somewhere above.
Soft flesh touched my lips, his cock, hot
and sticky.
“"Stick your tongue ount, taste me." His
voice had grown husky.
Complying with his wishes, I slid my tongue over him,
tasting the sweetness of chocolate.
My heart beart faster, "Oh God, please yes.” Tongue twirled
around the crown taking the sweet goo from him. Pre-cum
cum miixed with chocolate, a delicacy extraordinaire. I felt him
the head bounced on my tongue as he groaned louder.

“"Open,"” he growled. My mouth wide, I took his sweetened sanuce
eagerly and swallowed.
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