Josie Wants, Josie Gets

Josie Peterson slammed her keys on the hall table. Her partner, Jim Thorne called from the kitchen,


“Hiya, darlin’ – rough day?”


“The worst, bloody Adolf dropped paperwork on my desk at five to fuckin’ five.”


She sniffed and smiled, 


“Do I smell sweet n sour?”


Jim strolled through, greeted her with a kiss and hug,


“You do indeed. That and a few cans of Guiness should help you chill out after a bloody awful day. Correct?”


He lifted and carried her to the sofa. Josie sprawled out, feet on the coffee table.


“Jim, you’re a wonderful man.”

He knelt, removed her shoes and began massaging her feet. She sighed languorously,


“God, that feels so fucking good. Shouldn’t you get on with tea though?” He scowled at her,


“Good God woman. I can’t do everything at once.” then he grinned, stood up and nodded,


“It’ll be ready in a couple of minutes. I thought we could slob this evening and eat in here while watching ‘Fifth Element’.” 

He disappeared into the kitchen and Josie watched him go. Jim knew how to spoil her mercilessly and she was absolutely besotted with him. At the end of a rotten day, he was worth his weight in gold when it came to thoughtfulness. At least it was Friday, no more work until Monday.


-I should’ve taken Babs’ advice- she thought morosely, -should’ve switched courses, especially after that night at her digs- Josie had never told Jim about an incident when, before she met him, she had discovered she was, as Barbara had put it, a ‘natural hypnotist’.  She knew Jim was a practical guy, possibly one of his only faults apart from the little tummy and thinning hair, now shaved back to a stubble. Josie smiled, perhaps it was his very faults that made him so adorable. Anyway, he rated hypnosis in the realms of ‘hocus-pocus’ despite evidence to the opposite.


Josie grinned evilly, -I can make him do stuff though, one look in my eyes, a quick touch around the side of his neck and he goes completely soppy. Maybe one day I’ll take it a bit further, maybe not. Oh to hell with it, I’m shagged out and I want my food.-


Two and a half hours later, they watched the film’s end credits roll up the screen. Jim switched the video and tv off. Josie had swung her legs across his lap by this time. Her skirt hitched up around her upper thighs. He loved her legs, tanned and athletic. It made him horny just to feel their weight on his lap. Her eyes were heavy-lidded by now and she was staying awake with an effort. Jim glanced up at the clock, half past nine already. He tapped her foot,


“Another beer, sweet’eart?”


She burped then giggled,


“S’cuse me and no thanks, I’m really bushed.”


“Who’s your favourite man?”


“Bruce Willis of course, you come a close second though. Anyway who’s your fave woman?”

 
“Milla Jovovich of course. She reminds me of you.”


“Short with no tits you mean?”


“Athletic build, tits firm and perfect without being too big. Not forgetting gorgeous green eyes that can make slaves of men.”


Josie smiled tiredly,


“Okay, okay, you’re my perfect man, alright?”


“And you feel too knackered to do anything but sprawl across me and doze, right?”


“Sorry Jim.”


He rubbed her legs and murmured,


“Hey, that’s alright sweetie. I can exercise some self-control you know.”


Josie nodded, her eyes nearly closed now. She jerked awake, started to nod again.

Jim lifted her legs off him, stood and picked her up,


“C’mon you, you need an early night.” 


She mumbled something into his chest and Jim grinned. He carried Josie through to the bedroom, placed her on the bed and removed her clothes. She rolled over onto her side as he put the quilt over her naked body. He swallowed, God – she was so lovely, but this wasn’t the night to express his love for her in the physical way. Josie began to snore softly; Jim smiled affectionately, kissed her cheek and left the room. 


Josie awoke, glanced at the bedside clock, eleven thirty; she rolled over and felt for Jim. He wasn’t there and the shower was running, she muttered,


“What the hell’s he doing, showering at this time?”


She swung out of bed and padded over to the bathroom door, it was slightly ajar. Josie eased the door open and poked her head around, Jim was in the shower, she could see him silhouetted against the frosted glass door. No, not showering, he was erect and Josie watched in fascination as he began masturbating, she muttered, 


“Better be my name he calls out or I’ll make the shower scene in ‘Psycho’ look like a Sunday School fucking picnic!” And indeed, Jim moaned,


“Oh yes, yes, I’m coming Josieeee!” He orgasmed and Josie put a hand to her mouth to stifle a giggle. She pulled the bathroom door closed again and scampered back to the bed. 


Lying on her back Josie stared at the ceiling. –Aww,- she thought, -talk about fuckin’ sweet. He knew I was too tired but couldn’t keep the little monster down.- The ‘little monster’ was eight inches long and Josie grinned to herself, - I moved in with the most considerate bloke in the universe. Least I can do is reward him. He tries so hard to keep me happy. He’ll be in bed soon, all I need do is run a fingernail down his back, press a certain place and if I know my man, he’ll be hard again in a flash. S’pose a handjob’ll be okay for tonight. Must stay awake first though, must try to keep him contented as well. He says I push his buttons every time.- 


Her heavy eyelids began drooping down, - God I’m so tired, push buttons hmm?

Something he said about me, something about Jovovich. Eyes, slaves – what was it he said? Just need to rest my eyes for a minute.– 

Josie drifted into sleep, her eyelids finally giving up the battle to stay open, she thought of a way to help Jim. 


The following morning, the aroma of toast woke Josie, it was nine-thirty,

- Christ – I must have been bloody exhausted, Jim put me to bed at about nine last night.

I slept twelve hours? No, hang on, I woke up about half eleven and oh yeah, Jim was, aw shit, I didn’t stay awake for him, sod it! –

Josie went to the bathroom, used the toilet and washed her hands and face, she looked at herself in the mirror, 


“Eyes to enslave men hmm? It’s going to be a fun weekend.” She ran water through her short brown hair, brushed her teeth and shambled back into the bedroom. Pulled on jeans and a crop top then made her way through the lounge and into the kitchen.

Jim turned, greeted her with a smile and,

“Morning darlin’ – coffee and toast?” 


“Yeah, please.”

They sat at the kitchen table and ate breakfast in companionable silence. As Jim poured them both a second cup of coffee, he smiled at her,


“Let’s take these into the lounge. We can take it easy today.”


She nodded her agreement and they walked through and sat together on the sofa.

Josie glanced out the window and grimaced, it was pouring with rain. She asked,


“We got enough food in, haven’t we?”


“And plenty of booze, you fancy a lazy day in?”


She shook her head and chuckled, 


“You know me better than I do. Yep, I fancy a lazy weekend, come to that.”


Jim followed her gaze through the window and nodded,


“What the hell, it’s crappy weather outside. I can nuke a coupla kormas from the freezer for dinner and make a salad for tea.”

Josie poked him in the ribs with a finger, 


“Idle slob.”


“That’s me okay. Another coffee?”


“Certainly, come on slave, hurry up.” she clapped her hands and pointed sternly to the kitchen, “Do as you’re told!” 


He jumped to his feet and said sarcastically, 


“Your wish is my command, oh great one!”


“Fuck off.”


“Very dainty, okay, okay I’m getting the refills.” He grinned suddenly,


“Who’s your favourite man?”


“I’ll tell you later, slave.”

 He grumbled out of the lounge,


“Blimey, can I get a straight answer out of the bloody woman?” 

Josie grinned at his retreating back. They had been together for five years now and she’d never known him to be in a bad mood. He called it the ‘Josie Syndrome’, whenever she was there, it was impossible to be gloomy. Jim returned with the coffee and sat opposite her in the armchair. He could see her better this way, he claimed.

He sipped at his drink put it on the table and folded his fingers across his belly and said,


“So then, what d’you fancy doing on this lazy weekend?”

Josie smirked and Jim raised his eyebrows,


“Fuckin’ hell Josie, not exactly lazing about, is it? Mind you, it’s good for the skin, or so I’m told.”


“What did you think I was meaning, James?” she asked haughtily.


“You wanna shag – that’s what.”


“I wanna shag? I wanna shag? Good God – the man’s a bloody poet.”

She crossed her arms and pouted.


“I wanna shag indeed, huh!”

Jim stared at her anxiously; that office job was starting to get to her. The boss, Jefferson was a bastard by all accounts and never appreciated her hard work. He said,


“Josie, sweetheart? I was only joking, honest.”

Her expression softened and she smiled,


“So was I, lover. I know you better than that Jimbo. You’d never be that crude.”

Jim leered and wiped his nose on his hand,


“Wanna fuckin’ bet, missus?”

She giggled and threw a cushion at him,


“Idiot!”


“Yeah but a red-hot in bed idiot.”

Josie smiled affectionately,


“Jim, you are the best thing that ever happened to me. You’re sweet, considerate, a tender lover, always willing to indulge my fantasies and I love you to bits for that.”


“But?”


Josie hesitated, then plunged on,


“But I worry that I’m not satisfying you properly. I mean sometimes I come home knackered, like last night and I swear you’re wanting it but I’m just too tired and you’re too kind to demand anything of me.”


Jim shook his head,


“Josie – you are sexy, beautiful, intelligent, funny – wacky at times and I’m always satisfied. Good God, I can’t expect you to drop your knickers at a word of command from me.”


Josie sniggered,


“Damn straight you can’t. Which is beside the point. I want to make sure there’s never a time when you feel horny for me and I simply don’t want to relieve you.”

He was blushing furiously and she smiled at him lovingly. She’d made her mind up not to humiliate him by admitting her discovery that he relieved himself when she couldn’t.


“Don’t get embarrassed Jimbo. You can’t help being all man.” she giggled, “all meat – a real treat!”


He seemed to give a small sigh of relief,


“How d’you think we can solve this problem?  If it ever occurred that is.”

-Well, here we go- Josie thought, then said aloud,


“Before I met you, I was at college getting my HND in Business and Management. I shared a room with a coupla girls, shared rent, food bills etc.”

Josie stopped and looked at Jim. He was watching her with interest, she continued,


“Well, one of my roomies, Sharon, was studying hypnotherapy and one night, we went over to a mate’s place, Barbara was her name. Well, we got a bit pissed. Sharon reckoned she could put me under. She wasn’t very experienced and tried using eye-contact hypnosis. Shaz put herself into a trance instead, she said I had incredible eyes and it was a mistake to try hypnotizing me that way.”

Jim shifted in the chair, he was starting to feel uncomfortable as well as a bit horny.

Josie carried on,


“Anyway, I got interested in the idea and studied it on the side as it were. It wasn’t that difficult. All you need really, is the right patter, a focal point and a good firm voice, oh and a subject.”


Josie stopped, Jim’s expression had changed. She knew the look, the way he had altered his position in the chair. She tipped her head to one side,


“You’re feeling horny aren’t you?”

He grinned, it was a familiar smile, very dirty and usually resulted in a good time for both of them. Jim stood, awkwardly, Josie could see the bulge in his trousers as he walked over and sat next to her. She smirked,


“The little monster wants to come out and play, does he?” 

She jumped to her feet and ran over to sit in the armchair. He nodded, Josie was not a teaser, but she liked to torment him a bit before giving in. It made their love-making even more exciting. She stared at him and began stroking one of  her nipples through the sheer material of the crop. It stiffened under her touch and she pouted,


“Do you like what you see, big boy?”


“I’d like to see more.”


“Say please.”


“Please.”


“Better.” Josie started to stroke both of her nipples, “Like this you mean?”


“It’ll do for a start.” 


Josie said,


“I bet I can make you come first.”

Jim chuckled and went over to her. He swept her up, turned and sat in the chair. Now Josie was straddling him. She leaned forward, kissed him lightly, pulled back, kissed him again, harder this time. As their mouths met, she dragged his t-shirt out of his jeans and began caressing his sides with her nails. He moaned and reciprocated, stroking her sides and back, seeking and finding her weaknesses with the ease of experience. They had spent many hours learning the secrets of each others’ vulnerabilities. Josie pulled back, skinnied off her top and let him nuzzle her breasts with a gentle mouth. Her breathing was becoming faster as Jim opened her jeans’ button and started to pull them down. 


“Hang on.” she gasped, “Wait a minute, let me, ohhh Christ yes, just there.”

Jim had pulled her jeans down to the thighs and was running his fingertips over her tight buttocks. She was starting to lose control and could already feel a tingle of excitement in her groin. He grinned up at her,


“Changed your mind about the bet?”


“No way, pal.” Josie leapt to her feet, pulled up the jeans and ran into the bedroom. Jim followed her, she had stripped off the jeans and stood naked. She held out a hand,


“Get ‘em off. You’re not touching me until we’re equal.” He stripped off his trousers and boxers, went over to her. He gasped as his erect penis made contact with her flat stomach. She stroked a foot down his leg as they embraced and began touching and fondling. Soon it was clear that Jim was about to lose his bet. Josie had sank to her knees and taken his hard cock in her mouth. He groaned with pleasure but pulled back as he felt his orgasm approaching. He hated the idea of coming in her mouth. Josie stood, smiled and wrapped her hand around his erection. It didn’t take long and he gave a cry of ecstasy as he orgasmed. 


“See? Nerr.”  Josie stuck her tongue out at him, “When it comes, heh, to bedroom battling, I is the champeen!” 


“All right, you win.”


Josie jumped onto the bed, 


“Now me, now me, now me!”


“Honestly, what will the neighbours say?”


She lay on her back, 


“Couldn’t care less – now get over here, you owe me one.”

Jim straddled her and murmured, 


“Might need a little help down below, yikes.”

Josie had already begun kneading and stroking his cock back into a state of excitement, he gazed down at her,


“I do love you Jose.”

She smiled up at him,


“Bet I love you more, Jimbo. Hmm, that’s nice, keep stroking the nipples, oh yes, let’s help the monster in.”


With one hand, Josie guided his cock into her warm moistness, gasped as it stroked past her clitoris for the first time, then groaned as it retreated and repeated the movement. Jim closed his eyes as he inserted his erection and began to move in and out.  Josie increased the pace, Jim responded and soon she felt her first come begin its tingling journey from her groin and out to her body. She gave a small sigh of pleasure and whispered, 


“Don’t stop yet darlin’, there’s another one cuh, cuh coming, oh God yes, yes yes, I’m coming, I’m coming, don’t, duh, don’t stop, ahhhhh!” She orgasmed, arching her back, lifting him into the air. The heat and ecstasy surged through her body into her head, out to her very finger-tips. Slowly she subsided, grinned up at her lover, then arched her eyebrows,


“Monster not satisfied yet?” Jim shook his head and Josie began to move her hips again, grounding up into him and smiling as he shuddered with pleasure and gave a small moan of enjoyment. She felt semen spurt into her and eventually stop. He rolled off her and lay by her side,


“God, I hope you don’t want to do that again this month.”


“Bastard, we’ll do it again today, matey.”


“But the honey monster needs his rest.”


Josie patted Jim’s flaccid penis, it stirred and started to harden, she snatched her hand away. Jim smiled wickedly at her and murmured,


“On the other hand…”


This time, Josie climbed on top of Jim, she sighed rapturously as he gently stroked her hard stomach with knowing fingers. Her hips moved in rhythm with his. Their love-making was gentler now, reflecting their spent energy, Josie half-closed her eyes and moaned,


“Starting to feel it Jimbo, oh yes, that’s beautiful. It’s so mild this time, but, ahh, that’s good, yes, yes Jim, hmm, I’m starting to come.”


“Me too.” groaned her lover.

They orgasmed together and Josie climbed off him, her knees actually felt weak. 


“I give, no more please.” she grinned at him, “anyway I need to talk to you, last one in the bathroom makes coffee. She scampered over to the bathroom door and slammed it shut, calling to him,


“Cream, two sugars, please, no arsenic.” He laughed as he got dressed and went through to the kitchen. 

end of part one

