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Strawberries, Stilettos and Steam
Prologue
“Whew! What a long day. I think I’m gonna turn off my phone, run myself a hot bath, and just settle into a tub of lavender-scented bubbles.”
The woman removed her shoes and dropped them on the floor by the shower.
“Let’s see… I’ve got wine and a bowl of fresh strawberries waiting for me at the tub. I am sooooooo ready to just sit back and relax.”
Steam from the bath quickly filled the room.
“You’re more than welcome to join me,” she said, glancing into her webcam, on her way to the bedroom.
The woman walked over to the bed, reached inside her briefcase, and grabbed the day’s mail. As she began to sort through the bills, letters, and various pieces of junk mail, she noticed a small package.
She ripped it open to find a book.
“What’s this?” she said, admiring the cover. “A collection of sexy stories? Hmm.”
The title intrigued her. “Strawberries, Stilettos, and Steam? I like it. Sounds like just what I need tonight.”
In the bathroom, she paused, and then dipped her hand in the tub to test the temperature of the water.
“Perfect,” she said as she started to undress.
“Oh, by the way, I’m Camille Stiletto. And you are?…”
The Detour
“C’mon over here and get a drink, Bianca!” Everyone at the table raised their glasses.
“Well, I’m supposed to be meeting Jason for dinner, but… fuck it, he can wait for me for a change!” Bianca said.
After enjoying happy hour with a few co-workers, Bianca left the bar and walked outside to the parking lot. She picked up her phone to call her boyfriend.
I don’t even know why I’m trippin’, she thought to herself. He’s never on time! She threw the phone in her purse and shifted the car into drive. Where the hell is this place? Damn, I’d better call him to get the address! She clumsily dialed Jason’s number and he picked up.
“Where the hell are you Bianca? Our reservations were for an hour ago!” Jason chastised.
“I’m on my way, Jason! Calm down! I should be there in…” she pulled the phone away from her ear when it beeped. “Call lost? No signal? Are you kidding me?”
Well, I guess I won’t be meeting him tonight! I didn’t really feel like arguing with him anyway. Why in the hell did I fall for someone like Jason? He’s so anal about everything. I, on the other hand, live for the moment. I guess it is true what they say: opposites DO attract, Bianca thought to herself as she tossed the phone to the floor.
After she drove a few miles, Bianca noticed a blinking arrow pointing to the right. Okay, maybe she was seeing things. She counted to five, and then looked again. The arrow still pointed to the right. She had gone that route hundreds of times before, in fact, it was her primary route to and from work! And, she distinctly remembered always turning left. She put the car in park and checked her map.
“I know I’m not crazy! I’m supposed to go to the left,” she mumbled to herself as she pulled up to the roadblock.
“I got this one, man,” a road worker said. “Then, I’m done for the night.” The man, who was dressed in jeans, work boots, and an orange vest, approached Bianca’s car. “Ma’am, we’re doing some road work over by the bridge. We have a detour set up. “Please follow the signs." The man pointed as he walked away.
Bianca shifted into drive, and then paused. She hated that her GPS was broken. She was against having one at first, but after using it one time she quickly found herself not only totally dependent on it, but absolutely crippled without it.
Ugh, I really don’t have time for this! Maybe I should just go home, she thought. Then again, maybe I will meet him for dinner, but Jason’s got it all wrong if he thinks he’s gettin’ some of this tonight!
“Sir,” she called to the worker. He turned at her call, cutting off her nice view of his ass.
“Yes, ma’am,” he said as he bent over her vehicle.
“So, there’s no way I can go to the left and over Kingman’s Bridge?”
“No, ma’am, there isn’t.”
“Are you sure? I’m really in a rush and need to get home.”
“Well, you’ll have to find another way tonight. It’s for your safety, ma’am. Just follow the signs, please.”
Their eyes met and he winked at her. She noticed his full, juicy lips and just loved how his jeans fit. Her gaze traveled to his bulge and on to his huge feet.
Damn, I need some dick! she thought. I would so fuck him if I had the chance! She snapped back to reality. “Thank you, sweetie,” Bianca told the worker. She glanced back at his ass and licked her lips as she drove off.
Bianca followed the signs for fifteen minutes until she came to a dead end next to the only cabin off the main road. Maybe I missed a turn, she thought. Damn it!
She parked her car and approached the cabin, hoping someone inside would help her get back to the main road. Bianca knocked on the door, hearing the echo resound. No answer. She knocked again and just turned to walk away when a tall, sexy man appeared in the doorway.
“I see you came,” he said to her.
“Didn’t I just see you at the roadblock?” Bianca asked, not believing her eyes. It was the road worker!
“Small world, huh?” he said.
“Yeah. It is.” she said, staring at his mouth as he spoke. “Anyway, somebody must have messed up the signs, because I followed them and ended up here,” she said. “What’s your excuse?”
“Oh, I’m not lost,” he said. “And, as for the signs… well, I did that.”
“So, you set me up?”
“Why don’t you come in? Sit down. Wherever it was you were going, you’re already late, so what’s the rush?” he said
She thought of all the times Jason was late for their dates. Including those occasions when he didn’t even show up at all.
“Maybe you’re right,” she said as she went in. He shut the door behind her. She glanced around, noting that the cabin’s open floor plan flowed seamlessly from the living room, boasting a gorgeous fireplace, to a lovely eat-in kitchen.
“Would you like something to drink?”
“What do you have?”
“I have wine and some beer.”
Bianca thought about having a beer. “Nah, I’d better not… Oh, what the hell? I’ve got no place to be.”
The man went into the kitchen. Seconds later, he returned with two longnecks. “Drink up,” he said, handing one to Bianca. “By the way, my name is Basil and I live here.”
“Well, my name is Bianca, and I’m lost.” They both laughed.
“So, Ms. Bianca, where is it you were supposed to be?”
“Actually, I had a dinner date with my boyfriend, Jason, but…”
“You got lost,” Basil said.
“Yeah, no thanks to you,” Bianca joked.
“Well, since I’m keeping you from dinner, would you like some fruit?” Basil asked Bianca, gesturing toward the fruit bowl sitting on the kitchen table.
“Sure.” Bianca grabbed the banana.
“Nice choice. I love to watch a woman eat a banana.”
“I’m sure you do,” Bianca teased while slowly peeling the fruit. She wrapped her mouth around the banana, trying to entice Basil.
“I knew I picked the right one,” Basil said, watching her mouth in action.
“Ummm, actually, I picked the right one,” Bianca said as she finished off the banana. “You're next,” she said. Then she winked.
“Oh really? You’re kind of feisty, huh?”
“Yeah. When I want something, I go after it. Like that banana.” Between the drinks at happy hour, her argument with Jason, and the fact that this fine-ass, sexy-ass man had deliberately set out to seduce her, Bianca said, “Hell, you only live once, so live life to the fullest. That’s my motto.”
“I like that,” Basil said.
Bianca stood up in front of Basil, removed her blouse, then her bra. His hands were drawn to her tits like bees to honey. He grabbed them, squeezed them together. Then, he leaned over and popped one of them into his mouth.
“Damn, these are the perfect size for my hands and my mouth,” he said. He slowly kissed and licked her nipples until she was weak.
He sat her down by the fireplace, took off his shirt, and lay on top of her. Then, he kissed her. Hard. She took in his wet tongue, gave him her own in return. As the fireplace glowed in the background, they removed what was left of each others’ clothes. Her panties were last. She dropped them next to the fireplace.
“I love old-fashioned, wood fireplaces,” Bianca said. “We had one in the house where I grew up,” she murmured, lying on top of Basil.
“Yeah, they’re great, especially for setting the mood just right, you know?” Basil said.
“And, exactly what mood are you trying to set?” Bianca asked.
“Same one as you,” Basil said
“So, how am I doing?” she asked, straddling his lower body.
“Getting warmer, but why don’t you slide up here closer to my mouth?” Bianca snaked her way to Basil’s inviting lips. “Now, sit right here,” he said, grabbing her ass cheeks and forcing her aroused wetness down onto his mouth.
He began slowly with teasing kisses that, at first, only tickled her outer lips. Then, he went deeper, using his talented tongue to penetrate the area once reserved only for Jason.
“Umm, that feels amazing,” Bianca moaned.
“Yes, it does,” Basil responded. “Your juices taste so sweet.”
Bianca reacted to what he was doing by slowly moving her pussy against his tongue until her motions became faster. Basil slurped and licked until Bianca lost control.
“Oh…. God!” she screamed.
Basil knew that she was ready to explode. At that instant, he held her waist and sucked her until she squirted all over his face. She screamed again.
“I can’t believe I’m doing this with you! Jason has never eaten my pussy like that!” she exclaimed breathlessly.
“You mean he’s never done it like that? Or he’s never done it?”
“Oh, Jason doesn’t go there. Says it’s not his ‘thing’,” she said, using air quotations.
“So, making his woman scream like you just did isn’t ‘his thing’? What is he, a caveman or something?”
“I don’t know about all that, but I do know what I like. And, I liked that. A LOT!” She shimmied back down onto Basil’s chest.
“Anything else you like?” he asked her.
“As a matter of fact, I do!” she said. She slid further down to his dick, which had been rock-hard the whole time. She took it in her mouth before Basil could react. As the huge dick hit the back of her throat, Bianca used her lips and tongue to please the stranger as he had just pleased her. Then, in the middle of sucking him off, she said, “I want you to fuck me!”
“Oh, really? What a coincidence! That’s exactly what I want to do, too.”
Basil got up and walked behind Bianca, who had grabbed his hand. Slowly, she led him toward the sofa. When she bent over, Basil imagined that he heard her ass cheeks calling his name, begging him to enter her. And, he was more than happy to oblige. He palmed both cheeks like two basketballs and parted them. He could see the slit between her legs. He placed his hand there, testing her wetness.
“I see you’re still wet,” he said.
“And, you’re still hard,” she responded.
In one smooth movement, he slid deep inside her and delivered the first of many upward strokes, lifting her until her toes barely touched the floor. A few strokes later, they had established a rhythm that only they could feel. A physical connection that would not be broken until ecstasy had been fulfilled.
“You feel so good inside me,” Bianca said. Basil continued to fill her from behind. Her clit was ringing like a bell. “Hit it harder,” she told him.
Basil bent Bianca over even more, placing his hand in the center of her back for better leverage. Her pussy responded to the position change. He could feel the tremors stirring deep inside her.
“I’m almost there!” she said. Immediately, her pussy began to spasm.
He maintained his stroke pace for a moment, and then humped her faster. Finally, his pleasure was released. He pulled out to release on her ass cheeks.
“Don’t waste that,” she said. “I want to taste our flavors mixed together.” She took him into her mouth just as he shot another massive load. She slurped it up, licking her lips.
“Damn sure tastes better than beer!” she said with a sultry laugh.
Basil stared at Bianca. “Your man is missing out on some seriously freaky shit!” he said.
“Why is a woman a ‘freak’ when she enjoys getting sexed?”
“I don’t know. That’s the rule!”
“Oh yeah, and who made that rule?”
“Definitely not your man, Jason. He doesn’t even know how to make his woman scream! That’s pathetic!”
“He and I have good sex. It’s just different from what we did.”
“Yeah, but you and I had great sex the first time we met!”
“You know, I usually don’t do this on a whim. At least, not with strangers.”
“But, I knew you wanted me,” he responded. “I could tell when you stopped at the roadblock.”
“Yeah, right! Like you could really tell all that from where you were placing the sign!”
“So, I was wrong? You didn’t want me?”
“I didn’t say that,” Bianca said as she grabbed her clothes.
“So, are you ready to go now?”
“Not really ready, but I have to. Jason will be waiting for me. He’s going to be pissed!”
“Who cares? He sounds like a real ass! I don’t even know why you put up with him.”
“Maybe I won’t for much longer,” Bianca said.
“I hope you don’t. You deserve better,” Basil said, before changing the subject. “Wanna take a shower?”
“I’d better.” Bianca said.
“Bathroom’s that way. I’ll join you,” he said as he grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed. He was already half hard again.
“C’mon, Basil, how in the hell am I going to get out of here if we keep this up?” She pushed him away.
“You’re right.” He stopped in his tracks, spearing her with another longing look at her tits.
Bianca showered and got dressed in record time.
“By the way, if you take the first left and follow it around, you’ll be back on the main road,” Basil said.
“So, you mean to tell me I was only one turn off all along?” Bianca asked.
“But, do you regret making that one wrong turn?” Basil replied.
“Not really. In fact, maybe I need to get lost more often,” she said before walking out the door and toward her car. That was when she spotted the detour sign in the back of the stranger’s truck. She smiled, and then drove off, shaking her head ruefully. A few minutes later, her cell phone rang. It was Jason.
“Where the hell have you been?” Jason questioned. “Do you know what time it is?”
“Listen, Jason. I’m not in the mood for this tonight!”
“Not in the mood for what, Bianca? Why didn’t you answer the phone? I’ve been trying to call you for hours, woman!”
“Look, I got lost and couldn’t get a signal out here. They’re working near the bridge, and once I got turned around, I had no way to get back to the city!”
“You know what? You better get your act together if you want this thing with us to go to the next level! I need a woman who’s punctual and dependable! Not someone who gets lost, and then makes bullshit excuses!”
The next level? she thought. I’m kicking this fool to the curb as soon as I get home!
“Bianca, are you listening to me?”
She wasn’t. “You know what, Jason? We’ll talk about this tomorrow!”
“I’ll call you. And Bianca,” he added. “Guess what?”
“What, Jason?” she said through clenched teeth.
“I took the GPS in, but they couldn’t fix it. It’ll be cheaper to just get you a new one. Top of the line technology this time, I promise!”
“Actually, Jason, forget about the GPS,” Bianca said, while fantasizing about her detour experience. “I think I’ll just stick to my paper maps from now on.”
All Through the House
“Congratulations, Lorena. You’re a homeowner.”
“Finally! If I had to sign one more round of documents, I was ready to say ‘forget it’ and just renew the lease on my apartment,” she joked.
“Well, you’ll be glad you stuck it out. This house is a great buy. I’m sure you’ll enjoy it.”
“Yes, I will,” Lorena said. The house was a symbol of her success. It was one of the first houses she decorated. When it came up on the market, she knew it was a sign that she had to buy it.
“Here are the keys,” the agent said. “I’d better go.”
“Thanks a lot, Alex, for all your hard work. I really appreciate it,” she said as he walked out the front door. “At last we’re alone,” Lorena said, turning to her friend Carlos. “What room should we start in?”
“I think we should set up the bedroom, otherwise, you’ll be sleeping on the floor tonight. Everything else can wait. You’re not going to be totally unpacked for awhile.”
“You do realize I so wasn’t talking about setting up furniture, right?” She smiled at him mischievously.
“I knew what you meant. I was just playing with your mind,” he said, touching her forehead.
“Well, I’ve got something over here you can play with since you’re into games and such.” She started to undress.
“Whoa, Lorena!” Carlos jumped up from the couch. The house had been staged to give buyers an idea of how the space could be used, so there was furniture scattered throughout the house. “At least cover the windows and sliding glass doors with some bed sheets or something! People might see you!”
“I hope they do. And, since when did you get all shy and proper on me?”
“I’m just sayin’. You’re new here. The last thing you need is letters from the HOA because your neighbors are complaining about your sex sessions!”
“I say we start in the kitchen. I really wanna break in those marble countertops!”
Carlos and Lorena first met in middle school and had been friends with benefits since college. Things never got serious between them, though neither of them had officially ruled it out.
Because of all the years they’d spent together, they knew more about each other than most married couples. Carlos knew that years of failed relationships made it easy for Lorena to separate sex from love, so he didn’t hold it against her. He loved Lorena and he had her back, even if it meant watching her fuck other men. Besides, he wanted to show her that not all men were like those users who made her fall in love with them and then left her brokenhearted.
“Oh, Carlos?” Lorena called to him.
“Huh?”
“Where were you just now?”
“Oh, did I blank out or something?”
“Yes, you did as a matter of fact. And, now my feelings are hurt!” She pouted prettily.
“I’m sorry, Lorena.”
“You know how you can make it up to me?” Lorena pulled her shirt over her head. Carlos stopped to admire her tits. “You like what you see?” she asked.
“Heck yeah! Who wouldn’t?”
“Then, wait right here. I’ll be back.” Lorena walked into the bathroom, when suddenly, the front door swung open.
“I forgot to leave these,” the agent said, handing Carlos some paperwork.
“Thanks, Alex.”
“So, where’s Lorena?”
“Did I hear my name?” Lorena asked. She was standing naked in the hallway holding a pair of panties in her hand. “Oh. Hey, Alex. You’re back.”
Carlos was rendered speechless for a moment. But, speechless or not, his eyes took the time to rove over Lorena. “I’m obviously interrupting something. I can see myself out.”
“You don’t have to leave. In fact, why don’t you stay, Alex?” Lorena said. Then, she walked over to the door and locked it. “So no one else walks in on us,” she said in a sexy voice.
Lorena popped a CD she’d brought along with her into the stereo system and turned the volume up. As Birthday Sex played in surround sound, both men flopped down on the couch and started gyrating to the music. Lorena took turns dancing suggestively for each of the men. Carlos and Alex simply sat there, mouths wide open, noticeably aroused.
“So, who’s first?” Lorena asked, tossing the panties in the direction of the couch.
Alex nearly knocked Carlos over as he snatched the prize in mid-air. “You mind, dawg?”
“Do your thing, playa,” Carlos said. “Here’s a condom. Make sure you use it.”
“I’ve already decided on the kitchen,” Lorena said. “You don’t have a problem with Carlos watching, do you?”
“Not if you don’t. Besides, the way I work it, you won’t even know he’s in the room.”
What a cocky bastard! Carlos thought.
Alex grabbed Lorena by the waist and lifted her onto the countertop. She was already wet. “You can thank Carlos for that,” she said.
“Good lookin’ out, dawg. Saves me some time.”
“No problem.”
Alex slid right inside her. Lorena opened even wider to accommodate the package being delivered. He filled her box to capacity.
“Ummmm, Alex. That feels good.”
“I know it does. I can tell.”
Alex thrust his rock-hard, heat-seeking missile in and out of Lorena’s flaming pussy.
“Faster! Harder!” Lorena urged. Alex was more than happy to oblige.
Carlos was content to sit on the sidelines, masturbating to the action going on in front of him. He knew his chance would come, so he was in no rush. After a few minutes, Lorena convulsed and her pussy erupted like a volcano. Alex wasn’t far behind her.
“Throw the condom over there in that trashcan,” Carlos told him. Then, he grabbed Lorena and headed for the backyard patio.
“I know ya’ll gonna leave the door open, right?”
“Of course we will. Wouldn’t want to deprive you of listening to a real lover at work!”
“Let’s take a shower first,” Lorena suggested to Carlos.
“Hey,” Alex yelled. “Don’t forget about the door!”
“You know that Alex is such an amateur. He couldn’t wait to get inside you. He didn’t give a sista any foreplay at all!”
“So what are you gonna do, Carlos?”
“Girl, you know how I do! I’m gonna make sure you get what you need! You know I take care of my girl!”
“That you do, Carlos. Always have.”
“So, let’s hit the shower, then.”
Carlos and Lorena removed their clothes and stepped into the outdoor, granite floor shower. It was one of the features that she loved most about the house.
Carlos began scrubbing Lorena’s front. She loved how gently he lathered the sponge and made large, clockwise circles around her breasts. He paid special attention to her sexy nipples, which were already hard.
“Want to suck them?” she asked Carlos.
“Yeah, I do.”
“Then, go ahead. I want you to.” His lips settled in between her tits. Lorena closed her eyes to enjoy the experience. “Carlos, I always forget how talented you are!”
“There’s a lot you don’t know about me, girl.”
She reached down and fondled his amazing manhood. Carlos trembled, almost falling to the shower floor when his knees buckled.
“Obviously, you like when I do that.”
“Yes, I do. Very much, Lorena.”
“Then, you’ll really like this,” she said.
Lorena kneeled down as Carlos leaned back. He could hardly control himself. Slowly, she teased his head with her tongue, making sure to lick him with long strokes. She knew that Carlos liked that. She wanted to continue until he lost control, but he stopped her.
“Hey, let me please you, Lorena.”
Carlos led her from the shower and down into the Jacuzzi. He turned her back toward him and began planting kisses all over her.
There was a knock on the patio door. “Hey, what’s up out there? It’s kind of quiet. Can’t be too much fucking going on! You sure you don’t need no help, Carlos?”
“Nah, man. I’m good. Besides, you had your turn, playa.”
Carlos resumed his activities as Lorena moaned. She moved her hand down between her thighs to tease her clit. Carlos pushed it away.
“This is all on me, Lorena. Just relax and enjoy the ride. I got you.”
Lorena did as she was told and let herself go. Her friend went underwater and found the spot he was looking for. Carlos masterfully licked and sucked Lorena until she came with the force of a Category Four Hurricane.
“Oh, God, Carlos!” she screamed.
“I’m not done,” he told her.
It was then that Carlos finally entered Lorena. As he served his friend the best lovin’ of her life, Lorena’s facial expressions showed the pleasure she was getting.
“Unlike homeboy in there, I make love, not fuck,” Carlos said.
“Shhhh,” Lorena said. “Let’s not talk about anyone else right now.”
As warm water cascaded over, around, and between them, Carlos and Lorena spent more than an hour in the spa, their bodies contorted like pretzels. Carlos grinded until Lorena caught up with his rhythm. It wasn’t long before their pace slowed to the point where each movement was fluid and in total synch. After several position changes and a flood of pre-orgasmic tremors, the two of them climaxed simultaneously.
“Did you feel that?” Lorena asked.
“Feel what?”
“The earth just moved.”
“Really? And, what would you give it? An 8.5 on the Richter scale?” Carlos said.
“I’d give it a 10-plus on the ‘Never-Had-Anything-Like-That Scale,” Lorena said. They both laughed.
“You just made that up, didn’t you?” Carlos said.
“Yep. Sure did. The earth didn’t really move.”
“For me it did, Lorena. You have always rocked my world.”
“Hey, Carlos,” Lorena said. “Thanks for letting Alex stay.”
“No problem. I’ve watched how you two have been looking at each other these last few months. Besides, I would do anything for you, Lorena.”
“What are friends for, right?”
“I can be so much more if you let me, Lorena.”
“You already are.”
“I know. But if you ever decide that you want more than a fuck… that you’re ready to settle down with someone who has adored you since eighth grade…”
“You’ll be the first person I call,” Lorena interrupted.
“I’d better be,” Carlos said.
“Hey, listen,” Lorena said. “It’s quiet in the living room.”
“Yeah, it is. Wonder what happened to Alex?”
“He probably got tired of waiting for us to come inside. We have been out here for quite awhile.”
Carlos and Lorena dried themselves off and went into the house. Alex was gone.
“Okay, back to work,” Carlos said. “Let’s fix the beds, and get you some groceries up in here! Then, we can tackle unpacking; get most of that out the way.”
“Unless we get sidetracked again and decide to christen some of the other rooms,” Lorena said as she winked at Carlos.
International Relations
I stepped in the shower in front of him. He opened his mouth to say something. “Don’t talk,” I told him as I handed him a long handled scrubber. “Here, scrub my back.” The scrubbing led his lips to that area between my shoulder blades. I trembled when he went there. After a few kisses, he tried to slip inside me. “Ah, ah, ah,” I chastised. “In my country, a woman doesn’t give it up that easily. You’re going to have to work for it.”
“How hard do you want me to work?” he asked.
I reached behind me and firmly gripped his throbbing seven and a half inches. “This hard,” I told him, holding his dick in my hands. I’d never fucked a foreigner before.
Mario was a police chief in Italy. He was in town for a week-long, international seminar on money laundering. My agency had sent me to the class and he was one of the instructors. It was the last night of the conference. As we both stood in the glass shower, Mario turned me toward him and leaned me against the shower wall. He started to kneel down, but I pulled him to his feet.
“You don’t like me to do that?” he asked.
“All in good time,” I said. “But first, start here,” I told him, placing his face between my large breasts. His hands soon followed. And, then his lips.
“American women have such nice tits,” he said, burying his head in my 38Ds. He was really enjoying himself. “Umm…Mario would love to suck your breasts.”
“I can tell. You’re pretty good at it, too.”
“I will try very hard to please you. In my country, it is unacceptable to leave a woman unsatisfied.” I could definitely get with that philosophy! Slowly, Mario made a detailed road map down my body with his tongue. My flesh melted with each lick. “Please, I think I am getting hungry now,” he said. “May I?” He kneeled down in front of me. “You know, in class, I see the outline of your sexy body through your clothes. It makes Mario very hot.”
I loved it when he described himself in the third person. It turned me on. Mario parted my lips and skillfully teased me to the breaking point. I begged him not to stop. He stood up.
“Now, you must wait,” he smiled. “Mario will take care of you.”
There he goes again, I thought.
He forced himself deep inside me. I flinched, slowly ran my tongue across my bottom lip. Despite his size, I took all of him in. Then, for what seemed like hours, Mario fucked me just the way I like it, long and hard.
“Oh, my God!” I screamed with each thrust.
I was in heaven. And, even though we were in the shower, the man worked me in positions that I never knew existed. He was a master who made my pussy rumble like an avalanche. Shit, I only wish I knew your language! I thought to myself. We wrapped things up with a delicious round of sixty-nine. The way Mario turned me out, it was a privilege to pay homage to the pleasure increaser dangling between his legs. Besides, he owed it to my clit for putting on the brakes earlier.
Suddenly, we both exploded in a climactic rhythm, unparalleled by anything I had ever experienced. I remember thinking, How in the hell do you say ‘Damn!’ in Italian? As I lay there, spasms rippling through my entire body, I knew I wanted to see Mario again.
He put his business card on the dresser and took my panties as a souvenir. When he left, I turned the card over to read it. It read, See you next year. Rumor has it that the meeting will be held in Paris. Damn, I love my job!
The Touch-Up
(Inspired by Caramel Shay)
Gina manipulated the plastic cape so it hit the floor. Then, she placed her hand underneath, worked her way past the hem of the skirt, and began to tease her pussy. “Ummm, damn!” she bit her tongue in an attempt to muffle her words. But, the pleasure was too great. She looked up to find another customer staring at her.
“Oh, don’t mind me,” the woman said. “Continue what you were doing.” The woman was a mixed Asian and black beauty that made Gina drool.
Gina licked her lips and smiled as the woman watched her get off in the beauty salon. She continued her pleasuring, oblivious to the fact that the dryer had stopped. The gorgeous stranger, who had been rubbing her own clit, released at the same time.
“Shit!” she said.
Damon, the shop owner, peeked from behind his station wall. “What ya’ll reading over there that’s so damn interesting?”
“This magazine,” the stranger said, winking at Gina. Gina responded by licking her fingers as if to torture the woman standing across from her. “Am I next?” she asked Gina.
“You mean for the dryer, right? ‘Cause I could take that someplace you might be ready to go,” Gina said.
“Um, yes...I meant the dryer. I'm sorry,” the woman said. “What do you mean by that?”
“Never mind,” Gina said.
The stranger stood up. “Can someone tell me where the bathroom is?”
“Gina, show Miss Thing the restroom, please,” Damon said. “I gotta rinse this lady before this perm burns her scalp.”
“No problem, D,” Gina said. “I’ll take her. I was going there myself, anyway.”
The woman followed Gina to the restroom near the back of the salon. As if by accident, she brushed against Gina, circled around, and stared her down from head to toe. “Umm, sexy face, sexy body, just sexy all around,” she said. “But, ain’t nothing sexier than those feet of yours.” Gina was wearing a pair of Jimmy Choo sandals that showed off her fresh pedicure and diamond-studded toenails. “Can I get a closer look?” Gina displayed her toes. “Dayummmmmm,” the woman said. Then, she took Gina’s hand, raised it to her own mouth, and tasted Gina’s fingers, which were still wet with her sex juices. She closed the door, and then she pinned Gina against the wall and kissed her with an open mouth. “How does that feel, sexy?”
“I love how I taste,” Gina said.
“Let me sit you down, admire those feet properly.” She removed Gina’s sandals and began kissing her toes, taking time to suck each one.
Gina was losing her mind. “Um, I had no idea toes were so sensitive.”
The young woman continued her work on Gina’s feet. Then, she moved up to her ankles, her thighs, and finally, between Gina’s legs. She lifted Gina’s miniskirt and Gina opened her legs wide. She enjoyed feeling the beautiful woman’s lips all over her. The woman dove into Gina’s pussy like a deep sea diver.
“Oh yeah, right there, baby,” Gina said, barely able to control herself. “That’s it.” The woman teased Gina’s clit for a few minutes, and then went deep inside Gina’s pussy. “That’s where the good stuff is,” Gina said. “Get all that.”
“Ummmmm, girl. You got some amazing pussy! Sweet as honey.” After a little more licking and sucking, Gina jerked and her body began to shake. “There you go,” the woman said, cheering Gina on. “Let that shit go.” Then, she cupped her mouth over Gina’s entire pussy, stiffened her tongue even more, and went even deeper.
Gina released in a rush of pleasure. “Damn, girl! What is your name?” The woman stared up at Gina, but said nothing. She just kept working the pussy. “Ohhhhhhhh myyyyyyyyyy gooooooooooooodddddnessssss!” Gina screamed as she squirted in the woman’s face.
“That’s what I was waiting for!” She slurped up all the juices, and then she kissed Gina again. As she was fixing her clothes, her cell phone rang. “Yeah, baby. There’s one person ahead of me, then I’m next in the chair. Pick me up in about two hours.” She hung up.
“So that was your boo?” Gina asked.
“Yeah,” the woman said. “I’m getting married tomorrow.”
“Oh, okay,” Gina said, a little confused after what had just happened.
Both women left the bathroom and headed to the front of the salon.
“Gina,” Damon said. “I’m ready for you over here.”
Gina sat in the chair and Damon finished with her in under an hour. She paid Damon, scheduled her next appointment for the following month, and then she headed toward the door.
“Alright, Miss Thing, bring your hot ass over here.” She looked at Gina before heading to Damon’s chair.
“So, you leaving me, sexy lady?” she asked Gina.
“Yeah, girl. I got a million errands to run today. Only in town for the weekend. Surprising a friend I haven’t seen in a minute.”
“Well, before you go, here’s my number for the next time you’re in town. Call me and we’ll get together.”
“Cool,” Gina said. She grabbed the slip of paper from the woman and read it. Underneath the phone number were the words, thanks for the touch-up. Gina looked at the woman and smiled.
“My name is T, by the way.”
“Is that short for anything particular, a nickname, maybe?” Gina asked.
“Where you’re concerned, it’s short for Tasty, but you’ll find that out soon enough.”
“Well, okay then,” Gina responded. “I’d better go,” she said before hurrying to the parking lot.
ﻲﻲ ﻲ ﻲ
Cameron fixed his tie while pacing the floor. His brother knocked on the door. “Hey, Cam? Somebody here to see you.” Gina entered the room, stared at her old friend and began to cry. “I can’t believe you came!” Cameron said.
“I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I had to be here for my boy! Sorry I couldn’t be in the wedding, but six months ago when you told me you were tying the knot, I wasn’t sure I could make it.”
“It’s okay. I’m glad you’re here, ‘cause my big day wouldn’t be the same without you, Gina. Now, come over here and gimme some love, girl!” The two old friends embraced. “Oh, snap, now that you’re here… would you give the toast at the reception?”
“Cameron, I would love to, but what about your brother? He’s your best man.”
The groom-to-be looked at his older brother. “Do you mind, man?”
“Nah, little bro, it’s cool. I know you two go waaaaaay back.”
“Thanks, man. So, it’s settled. My girl Gina from back in the day is gonna make the first toast. Gina, I can’t wait for you to meet Thalia. You’re gonna love her like I do.”
“Hey, as long as she treats my boy right, I’m sure that I will.”
The best man opened the door. “Man, it’s time to take that plunge. Let’s get you upstairs. The future Mrs. Shaw is waiting!”
“Okay, Gina, see you at the reception” Cameron said.
ﻲﻲ ﻲ ﻲ
The reception hall was filled with family, friends, and other well-wishers of the new couple. Cameron’s brother had reserved a seat for Gina at the wedding party’s table.
In the middle of dinner, Gina stood up, raised her champagne glass. “A toast to my best friend, Cameron. Man, rumor has it you’re getting one helluva woman! May she always keep you touched up and turned out!”
Later, Cam introduced the two women to each other. “Baby, this is Gina, my best friend from the neighborhood.”
Thalia extended her hand. “Nice to meet you.”
“Same here. You gonna take good care of him, right?”
“Of course, of course!” Thalia said. “Since you’re Cameron’s best friend, we’re going to be seeing alot of each other. So you can call me ‘T’. She winked.
“Cameron, I like her,” Gina said.
“Looks like you got the stamp of approval from Gina, so it’s all good!”
Thalia was distracted for a moment. “Oooooh, girl!” she said as she glanced down at Gina’s feet. “Nice shoes.”
“Thank you, girl,” Gina replied. “And, I just love your hair. Let me guess… Damon’s across town?”
Head of the Class
I woke at 9 a.m. to find him already out of bed. I didn’t hear water running, so I knew he wasn’t in the shower. I went into the spare bedroom that doubled as our office. He was at the computer.
“What you doing in here so early?” I asked.
“I have some schoolwork to finish up for the week. Just trying to get a jump on it, that’s all.” He swiveled back around to the computer.
“You know,” I said, “maybe you need a break. You’ve been at this since what… about five-thirty?”
“About that, but I have so much to do. In a few hours, my class will be meeting online to discuss our projects.” I touched his shoulders, and could feel the tension stored there. I automatically started working the kinks out. “Umm, that feels good. Don’t stop,” he said.
“I’ve got something even better for that stress you’ve been under,” I told him. Then, I spun the swivel chair around toward me. I unzipped his pants and his dick greeted me, ready for some serious relief.
My tongue immediately went to work. After about five minutes, he put his hands between my legs. I was on fire.
“Baby, seems like you got some releasing of your own to do,” he said. “I got to get ready for class in a few, but I definitely got time to break you off a little something.”
He raised my skirt and sat me in the chair. I wasn’t wearing any panties underneath, and I could tell he liked that. Next thing I knew, he propped my legs up on the armrests. Then, he used his tongue like a weapon of mass seduction.
“Damn, Jamal!” I moaned his name as if I were begging, pleading with him to stop; even though that was the last thing I wanted him to do. From his knees, he worked my pussy like a pro until it purred like a kitten. But, he would not let me cum.
“Not yet,” he told me. He pulled me to my feet, bent me over the chair, and took me from behind. I thought I would die from the pleasure I was feeling, but refused to do so before I climaxed.
Again, he backed off. C’mon, Jamal! I thought. Stop playin’ with me!
“Let’s move to the floor. I want to see your face, know that you’re cummin' for me,” he said.
I had no problem with that, my man was quite attractive. And, just like he wanted to see my face, I wanted to see his when I got him there as well.
Shit, I got an ego, too!
He lay on the floor and pulled me down on top of him. With other lovers, I never cared for that position. But, his dick felt good inside me, and he had rhythm and knew how to move with me. From underneath, he did all the right things to make sure we’d both get ours.
“You really like this position, huh?” I asked him.
“Love it,” he said.
Just then, his chat session started. One by one, we heard his classmates checking in. They stated their names and the companies they worked for.
“Anybody heard from Jamal? Is he here?”
“You wanna stop and log in?” I whispered.
“Fuck that! I’m kinda logged into this pussy right now. They can wait.”
“Is the speaker on? Can they hear us?”
“Would you care if they did?”
“The question is, would you? I don’t have to be in class with them. They don’t know me.”
“Girl, keep doing what you’re doing and trust me, they will all want to know you!”
“Well, they can’t have this! It’s spoken for!”
“Damn right it is! Now, where were we?”
I rode my baby like the prized stallion that he was. He never disappointed. That man hit my pussy until we both climaxed. He would have gone a few more rounds, but I stopped him.
“Slow down, baby,” I told him. “At this rate, I won’t have any energy left for the finale. And you do want to make it to the finale, right?”
“Shit yeah!” he enthusiastically said.
My man loved a good blow job. And, I was quite talented in that area. “Go ahead and log in,” I told him. “It’s time for class.” I started to get up.
“What about you? Where you going, girl?” I sensed his panic.
“Calm down,” I said, kneeling between his legs. “Just lay back and relax. Focus on your schoolwork and forget that I’m even here.”
“Like that’s going to happen!” Jamal said. He reluctantly put on his headphones so he could participate in the chat session.
I grabbed his chocolate bar with two hands and took it into my mouth like a woman starved. While he was in class. I licked and teased his shaft just the way he liked it. I celebrated his eight inches like it was both our birthdays and Christmas combined.
“You’re such a damn freak!” he whispered. “Insatiable.”
“Then, feed me!” I told him.
And, feed me he did.
By the time his “chat” session was over, we were the ones that everybody was chatting about. But, neither of us minded the attention, and we damn sure didn’t care what any of them was thinking, ‘cause we both had smiles on our faces!
And, oh yeah, by the way, my Jamal got an A in that class.
Disturbing the Peace
The officers heard screams through the door.
“Bring me with you!” a woman begged. “Right there, right there! That’s it!”
“He must really be tearing that pussy up,” one officer joked to the other. They listened for five minutes to the commotion on the other side of the door. They never heard a man’s voice. Finally, they knocked. “Police! Are you okay, ma’am? Open up!”
After a few moments, a stunning woman answered wearing a silk robe. “Is there something wrong, officers?” she asked, noticing that the two policemen standing in front of her were sexy as hell.
“Ma’am, we’ve received several calls about a disturbance at this location. We’re here to check it out, see what’s going on.”
“Well, as you can see, officers, I’m home alone and I’m not disturbing anyone.”
“Do you mind if we look around? Make sure you’re alone. Officer safety, you know?”
“Sure, whatever you need.”
The younger of the two officers checked the rooms while the other kept his eye on the young lady.
“All clear, sir.” He came out of the bedroom with something in his hand.
“Thanks, rookie.”
“Well, except for these,” he held up a pair of thongs. “Found them on the dresser. In plain view.”
“Listen, ma’am. There was something going on in here! We listened at the door for several minutes and heard screaming. Now, tell us the truth! What were you doing?”
“I was just lying in bed right over there taking care of a little personal business between my legs.” She pointed to the bedroom.
“Show us.”
She walked into the room and over to the huge four-post bed. “Like this,” she said, lying across it.
“Show us exactly what you were doing!” She spread her legs and began massaging her clit as the officers watched. “Do you do this often, ma’am?”
“I have no choice. My boyfriend of five years was killed about nine months ago and I miss his dick so much. I haven’t found one man who could give it to me like he did.”
“Perhaps it’s a job for two,” the senior officer said.
“Maybe it is. But, where would I find two men willing to do that for a perfect stranger?”
“Ma’am, we’re the ones asking the questions here,” the older officer said.
“So, when was the last time you were fucked really good? Had some dick broken off right?” The younger officer asked.
“I’m still in mourning over my boyfriend, so I can’t remember exactly. Been at least a year.”
“That long, huh?”
“Rookie, I think we need to jog this woman’s memory, help her answer our questions more truthfully because that can’t be possible!”
“I’m telling you the truth, I swear! Why would I lie about something like that?”
“If it has been over a year, then that’s really a shame. And we have to do something about it.” At that point, the rookie whipped out a dick the size of a night stick.
The woman stared because she had never seen anything that big. Each officer grabbed one of her hands and placed it above the woman’s head. They handcuffed her to the bed posts. She just lay there, waiting for the men to continue their interrogation.
“Officers, I’m a little nervous. I’ve never been in trouble with the law. So, please take your time with me because I really do want to help you both.”
“That’s good you’re willing to cooperate,” the experienced officer said. “We don’t get a lot of that in this neighborhood.” He turned to the young officer. “Rookie, front and center! Now!” The young man snapped to attention. “Show this fine citizen how they taught you to use your baton in the academy.”
He took off his clothes, moved to the top of the bed, and straddled the woman’s face. As he began to feed the damsel in distress, her mouth opened wide to accept what he was offering.
“That’s it,” the rookie coaxed her.
Once the woman realized she could fully accommodate the officer’s weapon, she quickly got into the act and took charge. Clearly, she had sucked dick before. She knew just the right spots to work and applied the perfect balance of lips, tongue, and throat.
She conquered the man’s eleven inches from the head down to the shaft and back again, sucking the tip like it was Grade A Porterhouse. After several minutes, the young officer had enough. He grabbed the headboard and exploded into the woman’s mouth.
“Shit,” he said. “I wasn’t ready to cum yet!”
“He’s new on the job, a little inexperienced. Please forgive him, ma’am.”
“Oh, it’s okay. What he lacks in experience, he more than makes up for in size, believe me!”
“Yeah, he’s got a great future with the department. Shows excellent potential under the right Field Training Officer. That’s why they paired him with me. And, he’s a very fast learner. We make a great team.”
“Well, you’re doing a fantastic job showing him the ropes.”
“Step aside, rookie! And, pay close attention!”
The young man posted himself at the side of the bed. He stood there motionless, waiting for his next set of instructions.
“You two are just going to leave me here like this? What about my wet, hungry pussy and throbbing clit?”
“I can take care of that for you, ma’am,” the senior officer said with confidence as he stripped down.
“Well, that’s a relief,” the young woman said. “I can’t go another year without some dick to scratch this itch!”
The officer kneeled down at the foot of the bed and felt between her legs. She was dripping. He buried his face in the spot where all the juices were coming from. The woman lifted her legs over the man’s shoulders so he could go deeper. The senior officer ate pussy like it was going out of style. He licked the woman vigorously and made circles with his tongue. Then, he stiffened his tongue and long-stroked her clit. The woman wanted to grab the man’s head and control it, help him please her, but her hands were still cuffed above her head.
“Ma’am, I’m a trained professional and can do this without your help. Just stay where you are and let the police do their job.” He summoned the rookie to the bed. “Officer, occupy this woman up top while I work the bottom. This is definitely a two man job!”
Officer Night Stick went to work as ordered, sucking the woman’s nipples and caressing her enormous, but firm, tits. The woman licked her lips in approval of the officers’ interrogation techniques.
“Do they teach you this stuff at the academy?” she asked the rookie.
“They teach us lots of things.” He placed his dick in between her warm breasts and began rubbing them against his manhood.
Meanwhile, the senior officer popped his head up for air. The woman’s juices covered his face. At that instant, the young officer’s dick unloaded onto the woman’s chest.
“Two is the rookie’s limit for one night. Just starting the shift and we want to get some work out of him between now and seven in the morning.” He ordered the youngster into the shower. “And, don’t rush,” he told him. He whispered to the woman, “He’s a newlywed, so he needs to clean up before going home, you know?”
“And, what about you? Are you married?” The woman asked.
“I’m divorced. Twice. And, with all the hours I put in to pay child support, I just don’t have the time for the bar or club scene. Gotta find my pussy where I spend most of my time, at work.”
“And have you found pussy as good as mine?”
“Can’t say that I have. You definitely passed the taste test and the wetness test with flying colors! But, there’s one more area we need to cover.”
“And, what is that, officer?”
“The dick down test.”
“I know what that is. That’s where you fuck me just the way I like it, right? See if I can handle your dick?”
“I knew you would be glad to help out your local law enforcement.”
The officer crawled up the bed and slid inside her. Within seconds, he began to pump in and out of the young lady’s pussy like a man on a mission. She adjusted her hips to meet the demands of his impatient member.
“Fuck me harder!” she said. “Bring it!”
“So you like to talk dirty, huh?”
“Not usually. But this dick is bringing out another side of me. And, I like it! Plus, it has been over a year, remember?”
“You like the way I’m all up in this pussy?”
“Yes, I do.”
“Then, say it! Tell me how much you like it!”
“Ooooh, I like it a lot!” Her breathing became more rapid. “Give me more! I want all of it!”
The officer was on his knees with the woman’s thighs resting on his muscular chest. He held her calves tight on either side of his neck. In that position, he could tilt her ass up just right to fully receive him. She screamed like she never had before. The officer engaged her with questions to keep the noise down.
“So when is the last time you were fucked really well?” (Stroke)
“Right now! Right now!”
“And, how good is this dick?” (Stroke)
“It’s the best dick I’ve ever had. Without question!”
He didn’t necessarily mean to make her speak ill of the dead boyfriend, but he knew he was tapping that ass pretty damn good.
The officer released her legs and let them fall over his shoulders at the knee. Then, he massaged the woman’s stomach with one hand and teased her anal opening with the other. His dick was in between.
Suddenly, his pace quickened until the long, deliberate slow strokes became short, fast, uncontrollable ones. Then, one last thrust and he was ready to burst inside her. She could feel it coming. The man’s voice changed.
“Oh, shit! Oh shit, girl!”
“Bring me with you!” the woman begged. “Right there, right there. That’s it!”
He tried to pull out, but she refused to let that happen before she was finished. After over a year, damn it, she was gonna get hers! Moments later, the rookie emerged from the bathroom, fully dressed and ready to go. He fixed his gun belt.
“Are we done here, sir?”
“Yes, we are, rookie,” he said as he stood up from the bed. He removed the cuffs and returned one pair to the rookie.
“Then you probably should get dressed now, sir. We’ve been here well over an hour. I’ll check the squad car and make sure we haven’t had any calls.”
“Good idea.”
The senior officer was showered and dressed in no time. He grabbed the panties. “Well, ma’am, we’d better go. We’re glad that you’re okay,” they said, heading for the door. “And, since there was no real police emergency here, there won’t be any report filed. We will, however, follow up with you at a later date. For your safety, of course. This is a very rough neighborhood.”
“I understand, officers. And I appreciate all you’ve done. Thank you so much.”
“No problem.” Both men turned again to walk toward the bedroom door.
“Um, officer,” the woman said, clearing her throat. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”
“Oh, yeah,” he said. “These are yours.” He gave her the underwear.
“Listen, the next time, please call us before things get so out of hand, ma’am,” the young officer said. “We want our citizens to know that their police department is at work for them.”
“After all, we’re here to serve,” the senior officer told her.
I know that’s right! The woman thought to herself as she smiled, twirling the panties around in the air. Then, she closed the door and put the panties back on her dresser for the next time she’d need them.
Caught in Rayne’s Storm
“Oh shit!”
Sasha stared at the profile of the newest member of Erotic City. She read the
ABOUT ME:
Hello, my name is Rayne. I’m a twenty-eight year old single lesbian who is all about the ladies. I enjoy writing, chatting, and working out. I run my own business, so I’m not looking for anyone to take care of me. I am, however, looking for some Grade-A pussy to take care of and call my own. If you’re a PP, feel free to apply.
“Damn, this woman is HOT!!!!” Sasha said, licking her lips. Her fingers touched the computer screen and traced the tattoos all over Rayne’s body. Sasha was turned on just looking at them. I’d love to kiss that butterfly between her shoulder blades, she thought.
Another head-to-waist shot showed Rayne from the front, posing in workout gear. “Fuck!” Sasha said. She could tell by the chiseled 8-pack abs that Rayne was also built to bring the dick if necessary. Sasha’s pussy was already wet from masturbating.
She closed her eyes to better imagine Rayne working between her legs. “Man, I can’t believe I’m getting this worked up over some damn pictures!” She logged into her account to send a reply to Rayne’s message:
Rayne, I’m very intrigued by your photos and the profile info. Not exactly a ‘Pillow Princess’, but if you’re into pleasing AND being pleased, hit me up at femgem@erotic-city.com. I hope to hear from you soon.
She signed it Sasha, then hit send.
“Shit, I can’t believe I used my real name! Oh well, too late now!”
For the next few days, Sasha stayed logged on, hoping that Rayne would contact her. Around 2 a.m. on the third night, a message came through.
Rayne: hello, Sasha, this is Rayne.
A startled Sasha sat straight up. She had fallen asleep at the computer. She began typing.
Sasha: hi, Rayne. glad u hit me back.
Rayne: not exactly a pillow princess, huh? Then what are you EXACTLY?
Sasha: a bisexual professional looking to change things up
Rayne: by things, you mean sexually?
Sasha: Oh, MOST DEFINITELY!
Rayne: gotta let u know up front, you won’t be ‘bi’ wen I get done wit u
Sasha: lol
Rayne: u WILL pick a team once you’ve had me
Sasha was turned on by Rayne’s confidence. She continued.
Sasha: so, it’s like THAT, Rayne?
Rayne: not to brag, but I’m good at what I do. Just looking 4 some1 special to do it wit. u married? got a man?
Sasha: recently divorced
Rayne: ever been wit a woman?
Sasha: twice
Rayne: and, how were those experiences?
Sasha: they were alright. not wat I expected
Rayne: and, wat were u expecting?
Sasha told Rayne that she expected an out-of-this world experience so intense that she would forget about dick forever.
Rayne: well, I have no doubt I can bring that to you n so much more
Sasha: really?
Rayne: yes, really. wat r u doing right now?
Sasha: staring @ ur picture
Rayne: y don’t u close ur eyes, spread ur legs, n imagine me savoring that pussy?
Sasha: ummmmm, that sounds amazing
Rayne: tease it 4 me
For several minutes, Rayne waited online while Sasha played with her purring kitty. She typed another message.
Rayne: Sasha, now go to bed and dream about that. I’ll call you tomorrow
Sasha: huh? U trying to torture me?
Rayne: nope. Just want u on edge at all times. want to intensify the experience that is Rayne’s Storm.
Sasha: oh, I can get wit that!
Rayne: then, we will speak again very soon. I promise
Rayne logged off before Sasha could respond. “Fuck!” Sasha said. “Guess I’d better go to sleep.”
The next morning, Sasha woke up with her vibrator on the floor. The batteries were dead. “Damn, I can’t believe this! Rayne has me so wound up, I fell asleep with my vibrator still inside me.”
Sasha got out of bed and showered for work. At the end of her long day, she raced home for Rayne’s message. She typed one of her own while she waited.
Sasha: y did u leave me hanging like that the other night?
About ten minutes later, Sasha got an incoming message from Rayne.
Rayne: cuz I’m trying to get into your head, baby.
Sasha: so, you DONT want to fuck me? Most men do.
Rayne: I never said that. But, unlike the others you’ve been with, I understand that once u get in a woman’s head, the pussy is yours
Sasha: I didn’t get that myself until just now
Rayne: u know, we should meet soon
Sasha: I was hoping u would say that
Rayne: I will let u know wen
Rayne worked on Sasha for a month through chats, phone calls, and webcam conversations. When she felt that Sasha was finally ready for her, Rayne called Sasha to set up a meeting.
“Hello? Sasha?”
“Hey, Baby. How are you? Ready to meet?”
“Since you’re asking, yes I am. I think you can handle me now. Had to make sure you were ready.”
“Oh, I’m ready!” Sasha answered.
“You familiar with the Starbucks on Jefferson and Third?”
“Yeah, I know where that is.”
“Can you meet me there this Saturday? Around 7:30?”
“Sounds good,” Sasha said.
“We’ll sit and talk. Go someplace private after that.”
“Works for me.”
The two women met as planned, shared coffee and some conversation, and some chemistry.
“So you wanna get out of here?” Sasha asked Rayne about forty-five minutes later.
“I reserved a room at the Hilton, three blocks from here. We can head over there.”
Rayne and Sasha entered the lobby of the hotel and went up to the 35th floor. Rayne opened the door to a beautiful room, complete with a mini-kitchenette. She wanted to make sure that if she got Sasha to that point, they wouldn’t have any need to leave the suite. “After you,” she said to Sasha.
With the door shut, Rayne made her way into the room. An aroused Sasha began to remove her clothes, but Rayne stopped her.
“Undress for me slowly. Piece by piece.” Rayne sat down on the sofa and made herself comfortable. Sasha seductively stripped for Rayne until she was down to her silk bra and panties. “Now come over here,” Rayne told Sasha. Rayne grabbed Sasha by the waist and pulled her onto the sofa with her. “You are so sexy, Sasha. Are you hungry? Thirsty?” Rayne asked.
“I’m good. What about you?”
“The only appetite I have right now is for you.”
“And, I can definitely satisfy that appetite.”
Rayne lay Sasha down and opened her legs. She gently stroked her pussy with two fingers. The woman responded with moans that drove Rayne wild. Hearing it, she began to massage her even harder.
“Ummmm, Sasha, you’re so wet. I did all that?”
“Yes, you did,” Sasha said. “You worked on me forever. Seduced me until I had no choice but to meet you.”
“You always had a choice, baby. And it seems you’ve chosen to enter into the eye of Rayne’s storm.” She kissed Sasha, and then slid down so that her lips could assist her fingers with their work. She dove into Sasha’s pussy headfirst. “Put your legs up over my shoulders,” Rayne ordered. Sasha complied. Rayne licked, slurped, and teased until Sasha begged her to stop. “You really want me to stop?” She went back in before Sasha could answer.
“Shit, Rayne. I had no idea the experience would be this intense. This overwhelming!”
“I told you it would be. Did you not believe me?”
Several hours later, she lay on the bed next to Rayne worn out. She quickly fell into an exhausted sleep.
The next morning, Rayne woke to the mouth-watering smell of turkey sausage. A carafe of fresh-squeezed orange juice was chilling in the refrigerator and there was fruit from the market in a tray on the countertop. It seemed that Sasha was putting the kitchen to good use.
“So, I get breakfast?” Rayne asked as she picked the plumpest strawberry. “I thought you said you didn’t cook!”
“The way you put it down, you deserve a seven course meal!” She smiled at Rayne.
“Oh, yeah? So, after one night, I got a chick cooking for me?”
“Most definitely!” Sasha laughed. “Guess I kind of got caught up in that storm you warned me about.”
“You did indeed,” Rayne said. She laughed, and then took a bite of the strawberry. “Ummm,” she said. “Now come over here and open wide!”
Pussy Dreams
I awoke at 5 a.m. and sat down at the computer. My morning ritual used to be shower, dress, and then check e-mail. These days, I jumped right from the bed and over to the keyboard, excitement burning between my legs. The reason for the flames? Someone I had met online. A man named Shade.
I logged on. Good morning, Shade. How are you?
I’m cool, Divine. Kinda tired ‘cause I tossed and turned all night. Woulda slept way better if you were here.
I knew exactly where he was going with this! I decided to start my day right.
Why is that, Shade?
’Cause if I was able to hit that pussy like I dreamed about, you would have put a brother down for the count!
So you dreamed about me last night, huh?
Like I do every night, girl. Sexy as you are? Why wouldn’t I?
Good point. So tell me all about my pussy and your dream.
Well, I came by your office for lunch. Around 1:30 or so.
Was I available?
They showed me right in.
And what was I wearing?
Some sexy-ass pinstripe suit!
I know which one you mean. I usually wear it with a white silk blouse.
You were bending over the desk to get something, I guess. I saw your lace panties and damn! I wanted to hit that ass right there!
Reading what Shade typed made me hot. I felt moisture oozing from my pussy lips. I put one finger inside me and wondered if his keyboard was smoking like I was. As I imagined him hitting those keys, I also fantasized that his fingers were all over me, exploring my body from head to toe and all points in between.
I typed furiously in response to his message. I can’t explain why I wanna fuck you when we haven’t even met.
Neither can I. All I know is your words make my dick so hard. I need to touch you. Fuck you.
Me, too, I typed.
Shade and I had been instant messaging each other for about three weeks now. Our conversations started innocent enough. We talked about hobbies, favorite vacation spots, and favorite foods. And, significant others, which we both had. But, our talk quickly turned erotic. It was not a problem for me; in fact, I welcomed it. Lately, things had really cooled down in the bedroom with my boyfriend.
Aw hell, they were frozen solid!
But talking to Shade made me want to do things I would never even think about doing with Micah. Much less, actually do! Knowing him, instead of going with the flow of my new sense of sexual adventure, Micah would get all wrapped up into why I wanted to do these things and who had taught me the tricks!
I’m a grown ass woman! Why can’t I just be down to try new shit?
With Shade, I was totally uninhibited. He didn’t make me feel like a bad person because I wanted to do something new and different. I could verbalize exactly what I wanted -- how I wanted him to fuck me.
So, if we were together, what would you be doing to me right now? I asked him.
Right now, my tongue would be so deep in your pussy that I could touch your lungs!
My entire body tingled just imagining Shade all up in me, twirling his tongue and turning me out. I continued typing. I just might like that!
Oh, it’s a definite! No might in it. You would love it! I guarantee it!
Would I climb the walls?
You might want to, but there would be no place to go!
My panties started to get wet. I wanted to hear more of what he would do to me. What he’d let me do to him. And, when you’re done, would you let me have my way with you? I realize it’s your dream, but it is my pussy, after all.
If you still got strength left to do something, I damn sure won’t stop you from going for yours! I like a woman who can take the dick from me! Make me bow down to the power of her pussy!
“Trust me! My pussy’s got power for days!” I told him. At some point, we had stopped typing and relied totally on skype. I bet the makers of internet telephone service didn’t imagine it would be used for that!
“Prove it. Pretend your finger is my dick.” He paused for a moment. “Now, close your eyes and put my beautiful dick inside you.”
At that point, he didn’t have to tell me twice. I wanted to feel something inside me and if it couldn’t be Shade, my fingers were the next best thing. I licked my middle finger and slowly slid it inside the inferno that Shade had created.
“Is it in yet?” he asked.
“Yeah, baby. You’re in.”
“Okay, now I want you to work that finger like it’s the best dick you’ve ever had in your life. I’ll tell you how.”
I closed my eyes and focused on Shade’s sexy voice. Believe me, I was going to follow his instructions to the letter, ‘cause I could tell the man knew how to dick a woman down! In my mind, I drifted from my bedroom to someplace exotic with Shade. We were both naked on the sand. My fingers moved faster.
“Baby, stroke that pussy for me. Make it growl for Shade.”
I took my time, reveled in the sexiness of Shade’s baritone voice. His shit was so smooth; the man coulda done late night radio! “Oh, Shade, baby…”
“Work it out for me, girl.” One finger became two, and then three as Shade fucked me. “Harder,” he said.
“Shade?” I said.
“Yeah, baby?”
“I love how you fuck me. I wish HE fucked me like this!”
“Well, his loss is my gain, ‘cause I can tell you got that good pussy. And, if he don’t want it, I’ll hit it. Make sure you think of me when you’re fucking him. How ‘bout that?”
“Oh damn, baby! You turning this kitty out with talk like that!”
“C’mon, girl, wake that tiger up right now! I want the neighbors to hear you call MY name!”
I don’t know why, but when he said THAT, I felt myself cum harder than I ever came with Micah inside me. “Shade…oh, Shade…I’m bringing this pussy home to you, Papi!” A tidal wave of juices squirted out, saturated my fingers. “Shaaaaaaaaaaddddddddddddde!”
Just then, my alarm went off and the radio came on. As my favorite station played Bill Withers, my pussy trembled and I sighed in relief. Shade was an even better wake up call in the morning. We each said our goodbyes and logged off.
Time for work, I thought to myself. Better hit the shower.
As warm water poured down over my body, I sang along in the shower, ready to start my week. Then, when I got out, I put on that pinstripe suit that Shade dreamed about. My black and white wingtip pumps finished off the ensemble very nicely. I grabbed my briefcase.
As I walked to my car, I had no idea what was waiting for me out in the world, but I knew one thing for damn sure: the way my pussy got served up by Shade, it was definitely going to be a lovely day!
Turned On, Turned Out
Her voice turned me on from the jump. And, to be honest, I had no damn explanation for how this woman, whom I’d never actually met, managed to make me so horny. I have never felt like I was a lesbian, though recently a group of my more honest friends had convinced me that perhaps I’m bisexual.
May have always been.
It seems they noticed my roving eye while we were out clubbing. Suggested that perhaps I wasn’t so happily married after all. I couldn’t totally dismiss their analysis. Didn’t even protest it.
Maybe it was finally putting a voice to all her sexy talk in chat. Maybe it was the swagger of her words. How certain she was that she could please me. All I knew was this woman made my sex wet.
I wanted her bad.
On this day, I picked up the phone. Clumsily dialed her number. Two rings.
“Hello?” A sexy voice answered.
Could this be her? I thought, my excitement building over the possibility. Just then, I felt a rush between my legs. Damn, wet panties! I said to myself. So, I took them off. Wasn’t like they were doing me much good anyway!
The plan? To satisfy my current curiosity with some phone sex until we could make the real thing happen.
The strategy? Call her, let her listen to me pleasuring myself, and see what happened.
The payoff? A build-up to the most intense sex session ever when we finally met.
“Hello? Is this Ariya?”
“Yes, it is.”
“Hi. This is Janay.”
I asked if she was alone. What she was wearing. She told me that, at the moment, only a cool breeze caressed her skin. I was turned on by the visual. Intrigued. We had already traded pictures, become familiar in private IM sessions. I told her about the wet panties. She wished that she could feel them. So did I. I began to pleasure myself as she listened on the phone. I could hear her doing the same. Then, silence, except for the sighs of release.
“Whew! Well, Janay, I think I can start my day now.”
We made plans to meet the following Thursday afternoon.
The morning after our encounter, I catch myself replaying it frame-by-frame in real time while sleeping next to him, my husband. I smile, hoping that he is not awake. I close my eyes and she is there. Just like she was yesterday. Her hair, her lips, her irresistible tongue.... I waited so long to feel them, to know them.
Then, Thursday arrives. We had decided to meet early in the morning at her place. I drive three hours for this woman!
But, one deep kiss from her will make it worth the trip. I brought fruit and whipped cream. She likes mango. From me, she gets whatever she wants.
I pull into the driveway. She comes to the door and ushers me in. I almost melt when I see her. She looks just like her pictures. Her voice drives me wild, just like it does on the phone.
“Leave your shoes at the door,” she says. I take them off to reveal freshly pedicured feet.
“Nice place,” I tell her. “And, a lovely neighborhood.”
She thanks me, then points upstairs. When we arrive in her bedroom, I notice her purple robe and panty set. She loves purple and I love her in it. My nervousness disappears some.
We stretch out on the bed next to each other. A Time to Kill is on. We both love that movie. Matthew McConaughey is cross-examining the insanity expert, just about to break him down.
A few minutes later, she changes the channel to R&B music. “This will work better,” she says. Silk’s song, A Meeting in My Bedroom, plays. Perfect timing.
Sixteen bars in, she leans into me and asks, “So, do I get a kiss?”
It is over for me. I cannot resist the burning desire that is totally unfamiliar, yet all-consuming. Our lips meet and blend together. Still afraid, I find myself lost in her embrace; intoxicated by her sexy moans. When I realize they are for me, my arousal intensifies to heights I’ve never known.
“Hold on, Mami,” she says. She reaches into my bra and pulls out one of my tits. The right one. But then again, either one would be the right one.
Her lips begin to tease my nipple. Softly, she licks around, making circles with her tongue. Watching her do this has me in shock. I offer her the left nipple. Instead she pulls at my bra latch in the back.
“I’ll help you with that,” I say as I move the straps from my shoulders. Only my breasts keep the bra from falling. My cups overflow. She pushes my dress off my shoulders, unlatches the bra from behind, and then tosses it aside.
“Won’t be needing that,” she playfully says.
I stand before her, breasts exposed, my temperature rising. The fear that remains is violently overthrown by my craving for this woman.
And, my inhibitions fall like my dress to the floor.
We lie down onto the bed, and embrace once again. She reaches between my legs to deliver my pleasure, and seek her own. My red lace panties vanish and my eyes open wide at what she is doing. How good she is at it.
Her tongue pounds mightily on my drum. As I lay there, I am totally revealed and unashamed of how she makes me feel. Tender hands make their way to the nightstand.
“You okay?” she asks.
In twenty years, he never asked me that. To her question, I can only moan.
“Close your eyes,” she whispers.
Then she treats my pussy lips to a surprise from the fruit bowl. Her favorite first. Cool mango juices drip between my folds. She dips the fruit in. Goes in after it.
My back lifts off the bed in response to her sensuous tongue-lashing. My curious eyes want to see her, watch her in action. But, they remain shut in ecstasy as I lick my lips, and then bite my own tongue. The sounds of my pleasure drown out her seductive interrogation.
“You like that, Baby?”
This time, I am able to form words. “Oh, yeah. Verrrrrrrrrry much!” I beg her to continue. She energetically obliges.
“Pleasing you pleases me,” she says.
Time stands still as her mouth and tongue perform their magic. Pre-orgasmic sensations fill me up. Rip through my body.
“Ummmmm, that’s it,” she coaxes. “Bring that down to me, Mami!”
She does not realize I have no choice. It flows on its own. I am not in control.
“That’s it. Let it go. Don’t hold back,” she tells me.
“I couldn’t if I wanted to,” I whisper to her, panting and out of breath.
This woman has me on lock. I do not want to be free from what she is giving.
She inserts a dildo deep inside me. It is chocolate and lifelike -- nine inches of amazing! Her manicured hands manipulate the dildo until her tongue joins in.
I am beyond pleasure now. I knock at ecstasy’s door.
“Cum for me, Mami” she says in a voice that stirs everything naughty in me. “I want you to cum for me.”
I moan to her that I am not ready.
“Yes, you are, Mami. You need to cum for me.” Her chastising is sexy to me.
More manipulations with the chocolate toy at full power. My throbbing pussy tries to resist, but she controls it also. Another command from her. This time with more force.
“Cum for me now, Janay!”
Hearing her call my name does the trick. A tsunami rushes down to congratulate her lips and mouth.
“Ummmm, that’s what I want, Mami! Give me more!”
She plunges herself in nose deep. I feel her lips sucking my walls. They vibrate for her and almost collapse.
“Oh God!” I scream as my insides and outsides switched places. “Oh shit! I’m cummmmmmming…Mami!”
This is not news to her. She emerges with her face covered. Looks up at me with those sexy, hypnotizing eyes.
“Can I taste?” I ask her. I have never tasted my own juices.
She feeds my insatiable lips with her fingers, and then she leans back. Rests on a pillow. I fall with her to consume more of the flavors. Then, I take a really deep breath.
“Ummmmmm,” I moan to her.
My eyes close and I gently part her beautiful legs. I am a first-timer with nothing to go on but my unfiltered desire to please this woman as she has just pleased me.
It is an indescribable feeling.
I kiss her mound, and lick between her outer lips to uncover hot, hidden places. She is already wet from her work on me. I want to take my time with her, revel in the moment. Store the memories in a safe and secret corner of my mind.
I open my eyes and take in the jaw-dropping view. My heart stops. My mouth waters. Her pussy is a magnet and my tongue is steel.
I dive right in.
The first taste of her love makes my soul rumble. I am truly liberated as my river flows downstream again for her. Harder this time.
“Don’t stop, Janay,” I hear. I stare up at her face.
Her eyes are focused on me and she cannot be still. Her thrashing stokes my fire. I devour her pussy lips like cotton candy at a carnival. I delve deeper for more of her delicious sweetness. She strokes my hair and moves my head to her spot.
My mouth appreciates the guidance. I want to satisfy her more than anything in the world. I want to make rain fall from her heaven. Again and again, I penetrate her until my tongue feels shaking.
Then, I hear my name once more.
“Janay?” she says. “Janay, Baby?”
“Yes, Ariya?”
“Oh yeah, that’s it, Mami!”
I give her a few more moments.
“Your turn to cum for me,” I tell her. “Will you cum for me?”
“I am! Oh, I am right now! Ohhhhhhhh, shit! Janaaaaaaay! Get it, Mami!”
Her tasty, plentiful honey fills my mouth. I continue the hunt for her delicious center. My persistence is abundantly rewarded. Soon, a waterfall bathes my entire face. I smile at what I have done.
“Oooooooh, Janay! I love that! You sure you’ve never done this before?”
We both laugh, then feed each other fruit from adventurous tongues.
For several more hours, we trade pleasures, exceeding boundaries I never even approached until that day. Soon after, we kiss and say our goodbyes. I promise to call when I arrive at my destination.
Then, the long drive home. Smiling, happy, free. My horizons expanded, my secret desires exposed by this woman. Fulfilled by her.
I fight my way through traffic, sing with the radio, and think of her as I drive. I call her as I pull into my gate.
“I made it home, Mami,” I tell her. My happiness radiates through the phone.
“That’s good,” she says. “I’m glad.” Her voice makes me wet all over again.
I reached my house. Walking through the garage, I started a load of laundry. I looked at my watch. Only four more hours until he comes home from work, I thought. I entered the bathroom and took off my clothes, then turned on the hot water. I desperately needed the warm water to roll down my back, hit my shoulder blades, and relieve the tension that was setting in.
Oh well. Back to the grind, I thought to myself. Wonder what he wants for dinner?
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