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White Roses
by WhiteRose

She was young and longed to feel some kind of real love in her life. As a child
she was abandoned by her parents and lived from foster home to foster home
until at the ripe age of 17 the last family set her out on her own way.

She was amazingly beautiful, her skin was flawless, and her long blondish
hair flowed past her waist. Her boyfriends of the past would always tell her how
lost they would get in her green eyes. Her hour glass figure was defiantly a gift
from God. She was kind and passionate about everything. She was an honor
student, and did a lot of volunteer work after school.

Although she dated a few boys as she called them in high school, none of
them captured her attention for very long. She would graduate with honors early
and as a gift her foster parents at the time sent her to Italy to live and further her
education, as they felt it was the best thing for her.

She was terrified to start over again, especially in a new country where she
new no one. She was a very shy girl and didn’t have many real friends, so she
had a lot to accomplish in this new place.

In about a month she would begin her journey at the Florence Art Academy.
Art had always been one of her strongest passions.

When the plane landed it was warm, about 80 degrees, the air smelled of
freshness and she was very excited. After she settled in she went for a walk, to
site see and maybe meet some friends. She wondered into a shop near the end
of her block, where she would meet him. The most handsome man she had ever
seen. The shop like several others sold souvenirs of many shapes and colors,
but this shop would turn out to be very different. He would introduce himself as
Marques, the shops owner. Together they walked around for what seamed liked
hours looking at the many things in the shop; he was very polite and informative.
He didn’'t know it but he had captured her at hello.

After discovering she was new to town he offered to be her escort and show
her around town over the next several weeks before school started. They agreed
he would pick her up that evening and they would go to dinner.

She raced home to get ready, and for some reason she was nervous like
never before, could it be because he was so handsome? He stood about 6 ft tall
to her 5’5 frame, and had the most beautiful shade of light brown skin. His
alluring hazel eyes made it very hard not to stare at him. His face and head were
smooth as a baby’s bottom and he dressed so maturely.



She slipped into a simple black dress and pulled her hair up in hair clip, she
didn’t wear much make up ever, and tonight was no exception, some mascara
and lip gloss was all she needed.

At 7:00 like clock work her doorbell rang, when she opened the door she
exhaled, Marques was looking even more handsome than earlier. He wore a light
blue button up shirt and brown slacks, he had a tie on the accented the shirt and
the slacks wonderfully. To tie it all together he wore a brown suit jacket. He
brought her a beautiful bouquet of passion flowers and white roses, he would
later find out that white roses were her favorite. After she put them into water,
they were off.

He took her to a beautiful restaurant called Trattoria La Carabaccia where
they talked and just enjoyed each others company. She would learn he was 35
and had been in Italy for 17 years, his parents were military and when their tour
was over there, he decided to stay. The shop was his parents and when they left,
they left it to him. He had never been married and had no kids. She was in love
at first sight, and was growing more attracted to him by the minute. The huge age
difference didn’t bother either of them.

After dinner she accompanied him to his place for more conversation and
some wine. His apartment had an appearance of a normal bachelor pad, yet it
was very clean, almost too clean. After a couple glasses of wine she was
beginning to feel a little tipsy. He turned on some slow music and asked her to
dance, although she thought this was silly she agreed anyway. He held her very
close and so gentle as they glided across his living room.

He stopped for a moment to lift her chin and kiss her soft lips; he kissed her
so romantically she lost her breath for a few seconds. He gripped her tightly as
she began to pull away. This felt so good but she was nervous about where they
were headed. He assured her it was going to be alright and they continued to
kiss and fondle each other’s bodies.

He could sense a feeling of uneasiness in her touch, and asked her if she
wanted to go home. He reply was yes, and like the perfect gentlemen that he
was, he obliged. He asked her if he could see her again and she agreed.

Over the next several days they would tour the city. They shared many laughs
and had many endless conversations. With each passing day she was growing
fonder of him and longed to experience the art of making love to him.

The weekend before school began he took her to a bed and breakfast and
promised her the best weekend ever. Friday night after they ate dinner they went
back to their room where he gave her body a sensual massage from head to toe.
The room was glowing from the hundreds of candles in the room. The smell of



fresh roses lingered from all the white rose petals that lay about. He kissed her
body in places she didn’t even know she had. Her body was longing to feel him
inside of her.

After her massage he led her into the bathroom where the tub was filled with
over flowing bubbles. He removed her lingerie and guided her into the tub. He sat
on the side and washed every inch of her pale skin like it were a delicate piece of
china. When she thought she had been catered enough, he had more for her. He
undressed and climbed into the tub with her. She now was very nervous and she
stared at his penis, he was well equipped in that area and as this would be her
first time she worried that he would hurt her. He kissed her all over as his hands
glided along her plump breasts, her body tingled with excitement, and
anticipation of what was yet to come. He guided her hand down to his shaft and
asked her to caress it. She stroked him up and down and at one point she saw
his eyes roll into the back of his head. When they couldn’t take the wait any
longer her helped her out of the tub, wrapped her in white body length towel and
guided her to the bed, which too was covered in white rose petals. He now knew
they were her favorite, and she loved the fact that he listened to her when she
spoke.

He laid her down so delicately on the bed and climbed on top of her, knowing
it was her first time he assured her that he would be gentle. Her placed her legs
over his shoulders and opened his mouth to taste her sweet virgin juices. She
squirmed as she had never felt such pleasure before. He licked and slurped
every drop of her honey as it poured out, like water. She began to moan with
pleasure, and he in return was growing harder by the second. Something was
happening as she couldn’t take the pleasure any more and screamed, she felt
fluid rush from her body at that moment. Like a starving dog he swallowed every
drop. She again exhaled and told him she was ready to feel him inside of her.
Like an alley cat on the prowl he crawled in between her legs, and spread them
as far apart as they would go. He kissed her forehead then spread her pussy lips
apart and slowly pushed his man hood inside of her. Her pussy was being
stretched to capacity and although she wanted him to continue, she was hurting.
He noticed a tear begin to slide down her face, so he started to pull away. She
wrapped her legs tighter around him to ensure him to stay. He kissed her tears
away and as the night went on the pain went away.

For hours they made passionate love to each other. Their love making would
continue through out the weekend and she would learn many things along the
way. On Sunday afternoon before check out they made love one last time. This
time he would release his love inside of her and tell her he was in love with her.
She too was in love with him.

The next day she began her classes, although she would have a hard time
staying focused, as she continued to think of him. This was not part of her plans
for the future and she was very scared. He came to pick her up from school that



day and took her to the place where it all began, Trattoria La Carabaccia for
dinner. She was a little distant and he knew it, she excused herself for a moment
to freshen up. When she came back he walked over to her and pulled her to her
feet, he got down on one knee and confessed his deep love for her, and then he
asked for her hand in marriage. She cried because she knew he was the one for
her. She replied with a yes and he scooped her off her feet. They shared a long
awaited kiss and held onto each other like it was the last time they would see
each other.

They married a month later, in a quiet ceremony right after she turned 18. She
had found the love she longed for and was so happy to be a wife.

A couple months later he would learn his father was very sick with cancer and
didn’t have much longer to live. He had to go see him to finalize business
transaction into his own name. She could not go as it was mid term now and she
could not miss any classes.

She kissed him goodbye as he boarded the plane to Macon GA. He was to be
gone a week and upon his return they would begin house hunting.

That night as she lay on the couch studying, a knock at the door would startle
her. She opened the door to see a police officer and a man in a black suit. She
knew before they said a word what had happened and she was right. The plane
had crashed shortly before landing and Marques was among the many that
perished in the crash. She dropped to the floor and cursed the Lord as to why he
could be so cruel to take the one thing that truly loved her away from her. She
cried and prayed that it didn’t happen, but she felt it in her heart that it did.

At the funeral she made sure to have white roses everywhere and swore to
his soul that she would never love another. That night the rain pounded on the
roof top, she made the room glow with hundreds of candles in remembrance of
the first night they made love. He head ached and to calm it she took some
muscle relaxer’s. She laid the petals from the white roses about their apartment.
She climbed into their bed and would never awaken. In the end she would be
with him no matter what it took.

The corner would come to find that she was pregnant, about 3 months along;
she had no idea that on the night they confessed their love for each other they
had created a child.
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Madame Librarian
by B.F. Redd

| work in a law firm as a librarian. | am the keeper of books, codes, reports,
periodicals and other assorted electronic and paper resources. Though | may not
make the money of an attorney, my knowledge is just as important to a client’s
case as theirs. I'm sad to say that few attorneys recognize this fact. But | did
come across one that saw all of my potential in and out of the library. Let’s just
say that one day he checked out more than | ever thought to put on the shelf.
Our firm was going to be moving across town in a few weeks and | had been
working on the weekends when | wouldn't be interrupted so much. There was
going to be a lot of packing involved and | wanted the unpacking to be as simple
as possible. | was starting with books that we also had on CD, since | was going
to leave the electronic resources for last. It was pretty easy work, just very
tedious since we did have such a comprehensive library. One thing about
attorneys is that they loathe separating with their precious paper. Since most
everything could be located online or by some other computer-assisted research
supplement, it really wasn’t necessary to keep all of those heavy tomes. But
when | suggested maybe not taking those that were scanned in some database
somewhere, it didn’t go over so well. You'd have thought | recommended we
scrap the library all together and just practice what we knew off the top of our
heads!

So | throttled back and began packing. It was for the best as | was already
looked at as somewhat radical because of my ‘style’ of dress. I'm a single woman
in my early thirties. I'm sexy as hell and | mean in the way | carry myself. I'm just
average in looks but I'm educated, a homeowner and | have good credit. All of
this plus my many talents in the bedroom area give me an air of self-confidence
that shows in my choice of clothing. Now, I'm not walking around in the latest
urban hoochie gear but | like outfits that show my umm...assets so to speak. |
want a man who is on my level or higher, and | work in a law firm with a few
single men like that as well as those amongst our clients. So why wouldn’t |
present myself in a flattering light as much as possible? As long as nothing is
hanging or peeking out | don’t see the issue. So | get some dirty looks but since |
haven't broken any rules, they can’t do anything about it. But for messy weekend
work | had decided that shorts and a t-shirt would do, though | guess the shorts
weren’t of the most conservative cut. They weren’t coochie-cutters or anything;
they just showed off my long, toned, pecan-colored legs. | didn’t really even put
on any make-up but you know how we women are. We have to have some
freakiness hidden somewhere so | had my La Perla on underneath; it just makes
me feel like | have a sexy little secret when | wear that sort of thing to the office.
Anyway, like | was saying, | was spending yet another Saturday morning packing
reports. Thinking that | was alone on my floor, | had turned my music up when
one of my favorite songs came on. | was singing and bopping around so much



that | ended up knocking over a couple of boxes of books. Luckily the tape held
but they were heavy as hell so | still went a bit ‘sailor’ in my use of adjectives.

“My, my Jayne, do you kiss...well anybody with that mouth?”

Spinning around | saw one of the younger partners leaning against one of the
shelves with a look of mock surprise on his face that quickly turned to a smile.
Thomas Darrin, Ill or Trey as he liked to be called, was someone whom one
would classify as ‘a good catch’, if one could fucking catch him. He simply was so
impassioned when it came to the law and moving up the fast track that he pretty
much didn’t take the time out to socialize, at least not just for enjoyment, though
he had a wicked sense of humor. My friend in the accounting department told me
that if he went anywhere, he made sure that it was related to firm business so he
could be reimbursed or write it off at the end of the year. But the torture was that
he was so sexy. He was about 6’1", a toned 235 Ibs., with more cream than
coffee in his skin-tone, wavy brown hair cut short all over and beautiful gray eyes.
He could have been the poster boy for the Young Attorneys Section of the local
bar association, especially with those dimples that showed up when he smiled
like he was now. Basically, he was the total package.

“No. Not lately anyway. What about you? Do you always sneak up on
innocent librarians?”

Snorting in a derisive yet playful way he snappily came back with, “Innocent? |
thought we were talking about you, Jayne. | just came in to see if the city law
journal was in.”

“Ha-ha. You@e one to talk, Law Boy. Settle any cases for a fraction of their
worth lately?” | normally would never say something like that to an attorney but
Trey was different. Since he is such a workaholic, there was many a weekend
that | had to be here to help him with research when his paralegal was busy with
her family. Though rigid when we were around others, he relaxed when we were
alone in the office...a bit anyway.

“Good one...Jayney,” he said knowing that | hated being called that. He
happened to be in the library one day when one of the senior partners called me
that. There were no obscenities that time but I still almost lost my job from my
‘forceful correction’. Hey, if you were known as “Brainy Jayney” as a kid you'd
hate it too.

“Getting back to your innocence...or lack thereof, I've gotten the impression
that you are quite the tart.”

He got my attention with that one. “What are you talking about? | know no one
has been harping about my clothes again.”



With a humor shining in his eyes he said, “As a matter of fact, yes. I'm sorry to
tell you that your scantily-clad blatant attempts to seduce me have gone
unnoticed.”

My jaw dropped with my initial shock and | turned my back to him. I couldn’t
believe those old biddies were still at it! But far from being embarrassed | saw
this as an opportunity. If | played this right | could find out if | had any chance with
Trey. | jumped as I felt his hand on my shoulder.

“Hey Jayne, I'm sorry. | just thought it was funny. Are you okay?” His voice
held the tint of concern in it.

Turning around | said, “Yeah I'm fine. | just get tired of the same old things
being batted around.” Then cocking my hip | said saucily, “Besides if | were trying
to seduce you Trey, | promise not only would you have noticed but you wouldn’t
be here early on a Saturday morning looking for stuffy old law journals.”

Leaning against the wall and crossing his arms he looked at me appraisingly.
Though I still had my cocky face on, my heart was racing. | had basically thrown
down the gauntlet; now to see what came of it.

“Is that so? Pray tell me, what would | be doing?”

Shaking my head in mock sympathy | said, “That’'s a shame. You can’t even
remember it anymore.” When he lunged for me | was expecting it but still
managed to look stunned as he molded our bodies together. “What are you
doing?”

“Giving you a taste of what | remember.” | was soon to find that Trey was a
champion kisser; he kept me close though he eased his grip a bit. Running his
hands over my back he gave me the ‘Test Kiss'. If you don’t know what I'm
talking about then here’s a summary of Kissing 101. When you haven't kissed
someone before you kind of softly pucker-kiss their lips to test their softness and
get a feel for their technique. There is no tongue involved in the ‘Test Kiss’ but if
you like what you feel you move on to the longer ‘Real Kiss’. This can be open-
mouthed but there is still no tongue. It is a good way to check out each others’
breath though, and plug in moans of approval. If you are both minty-fresh, then
you advance to the ever popular though sometimes seriously bumbled ‘French
Kiss'. | have been ‘frenched’ in many different ways but Trey was a connoisseur
of my favorite, The Dance. This is a tango that becomes art with the right person.
Your tongues entwine, but there is no excess saliva (yuck!). Sucking is gentle
and does not put you in the mind of wrestling with a vacuum hose. An expert like
Trey knows that the best way of all is to intersperse the ‘French Kiss’ with its
tamer cousins. This results in flushed skin, wet panties and throbbing dicks. Now
back to the story.



As he finished the kiss, he put his forehead to mine. His voice was slightly
strained from his obvious attempt at control. “This would be a very appropriate
time to tell me I’'m going too far or to slap me in indignation.”

Laughing breathlessly | replied, “Perhaps. This could also be a great time for
you to tell me that you just want someone to fuck and there is no possibility of
anything more. Feel free to use the ‘l just fuck co-workers, | don’t date them’
excuse.”

Pulling me close again, he nibbled on my neck, my sensitive spot. | heard his
voice through my sexual haze, “Is that what you want Jayne? To just be fucked?”
Tilting my head to give him better access | moaned, “Umm...no but at this
moment it really doesn’t sound all that bad.”

“| agree with you there”, he said between kisses. | could feel him hard and
thick against my cleft. “How about we agree to one date after this? That way we
can at least tell ourselves we tried something more civilized.”

“Deal.” Then | turned my head to continue ‘The Dance’. Trey’s hands slid
underneath my shirt and up my back as the kiss deepened. Running my hands
over his soft hair, | placed my body so every curve was tucked into every cranny
of his hard body. It felt so good to be with someone whom | enjoyed just being
with and to whom | was extremely attracted that it seemed my libido was on
overdrive. | couldn’t taste or feel enough of him. In a sort of sensual frustration |
separated from him and pulled my shirt off. He began undressing as well but his
eyes never left my body as | removed my shorts.

“‘Damn Jayne,” he said softly. “I never realized how incredibly sexy you are.”
Stopping at my lingerie | stood there, striking a pose | hoped would be perceived
as seductive. “Now it's my turn to say this is the last chance Trey. If you want to
stop, then tell me to get dressed. If not, then come and check me out...pun
intended.”

Taking my hand and pulling me into him he said, “But | don’t have a card,
Madame Librarian. Can | use something else?” His lips brushed my spot again,
his skilled hands unclasping my bra without snapping it against my back.

My breasts felt heavy and ultra-sensitive as he used his hands to knead them
firmly while still pleasuring my ears and neck. Starting to feel the beginnings of a
meltdown, | could barely formulate my answer. “Um...sure. Why don’t you show
me what else you have on you?”

“My pleasure.” My sense of loss when he ceased his attentions was quickly
replaced by erotic awe. His dick was so perfect, he could have made big bank
using it as a cast for dildos and vibrators. Something that flawless begged for
proper attention. | was on my knees and taking him in my mouth in one fluid



movement. He felt like living stone; he throbbed against my waiting lips as |
kissed the head. Looking up and into his eyes | took him in as far as could.
Adjusting for his thickness, | relaxed my lips and increased my rhythm. His
groans as he commenced grinding into my face let me know that | had not lost
my touch. For if Trey was a Kissing Connoisseur, then | was most definitely a
Fellatio Aficionado. His reaction told me that he liked nasty and noisy head, so
that’'s what | gave him. My face was a total mess; tears smeared my mascara
and saliva leaked from the sides of my mouth as Trey held my head, fucking my
face. When he came that first time it was all over my face and tits. While some
women may find that disrespectful, | enjoy getting a little sticky every now and
then.

| got up and crooking my finger indicating he should follow me into my office. |
grabbed some paper towel | had stashed in there for my many coffee spills and
quickly wiped off as he closed the door behind us. Since no one else was in the
office | figured | could just shower later in the gym in the basement. | usually kept
a change of clothes down there anyway. When | turned to him, | was pleased to
see that he was still somewhat hard.

Lifting my eyebrow | asked, “So | can assume you still have enough left in you
to give me some release as well?”

Reaching to stroke the soaking crotch of my panties he said, “I think | can
manage. But | don’t have any condoms so you may want to wait.”

“Uh-uh. It's the new millennium Trey; women carry their own condoms now.”
With that | turned to rummage in my purse and came up with a little gold foil
package. Facing him again | said with a look of false sympathy, “Now if you need
a moment...”

“Woman, give me that!” Laughing | handed it over. Once he had slipped into
the protective sheath, he turned me around so | was bending over my desk. Now,
| have to admit that ever since I'd gotten a desk I've wanted someone to throw
me over it. | just never dreamed it would feel so damn good! Trey’s thrusts were
long and deep. At first we were doing the bump-and-away thing. But then we
started syncing up. It was like we were moving to some beat that only we could
hear. Closing my eyes, | lost myself in our tempo and the sensations that ran
through my body. As | began the climb, | pushed my upper body up off the desk.
Letting him wrap his arms around my waist, | started moving faster. It seemed my
skin was on fire and my legs trembled.

“Trey. Baby, you feel so good. Deeper, baby. Give it to me hard and deep.”
As he began pounding into me doggy-style, | could feel myself balancing on the
edge of the orgasmic precipice.

“Fuck me harder, Trey. Harder baby! Make me cum, Trey!”



“Cum on Jayne,” his voice a deep rasp. “Cum for me baby. You like this,
right?”

Nearly out of my mind with the build-up | moaned, “Yes!”
“You want this dick right?”

“Yes Trey, yes!”

“Well cum for me. Cum now! Cum now, Jayne!”

It was that last growl of my name that did it. The orgasm rocketed through me.
| stiffened as my pussy clenched him repeatedly. As good as | was feeling I still
registered the warmth as his seed poured into the thin rubber. | waited until | felt
him soften before | pulled off of him and turned around.

Watching him carefully remove the rubber, | passed him a piece of paper
towel to wrap it in. Placing it in my outstretched hand, he pulled me towards me
again as | threw it away.

“So now what?”

Smiling | said, “Now...I'm going to jump in the shower and come back up here
and finish packing.”

Gently knocking his forehead against mine he said, “You know what | mean.
Do you want to drop it or go out?”

“We did agree to at least one date, so we can do that.”
Frowning slightly he asked, “So it's just a formality? If that is the case then we
can just skip it, Jayne. I'm sure there are better ways for both of to spend our
time.”

Seeing that he was serious again, | said, “Okay Trey. | do want to go out with
you and get to know you outside of the office. But | don’t want you thinking that
I’'m shooting to be some sort of ‘Stepford’ corporate wife. If you want to date
someone that has her own goals and ambitions, then I'd like to go out.”

So we’ve been dating for a while now and everything is going along smoothly.
The sex has been steadily getting better as we’ve gotten to know each other.
Trey is likely going to be elected to the executive board of the local bar
association and I'm looking at returning to school, so we’re both really busy. It's
nice and comfortable for us the way things stand...but make no mistake, I'm
sticking close. After all, | am an expert in research, but you don’t need a full text
search to know that when it comes to Trey the keyword is: Keeper.
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No Ordinary love
by Lady Eros

Sade crooned “Is it a Crime?” in the background; in the foreground my head
was buzzing. I looked into the deep brown eyes not two inches from my own and
wondered what the fuck she was doing here. My ex usually showed up for one
thing and one thing only...sex. | wasn’t giving up any pussy this time, | was sick
of Linda and her shit, and it was continuously one-way sex. There were too many
things | was unable to do to her. | couldn’t go down on her, no penetration, don’t
touch her nipples, too sensitive. What the fuck?! Why do we even bother? | had
asked her and myself this question repeatedly. | had never even seen her
completely naked. She always just smiled because she knew that her fucking
tongue would get me every time. Not today though. | knew that if nothing else,
what was suddenly forming in my mind would do one of two things: satisfy me
that she could be touched in ways she wouldn’t admit and possibly get her the
fuck away from me for good at the same time. My cell phone chirped from the
other room and | excused myself to go answer it. | was currently seeing a woman
that gave me all | needed, but Linda didn’t know that. | kept an eye on Linda as |
talked into the phone....

| watched her body language... yeah, she wanted sex. | told her that | would
be right out and shut the door. Turning up the music, | just sat down and lit a
cigarette to waste some time. | smiled to myself, today was my day! And | was
finally going to get some pussy once and for all from this bitch. | was pissed
now, five fucking years and | didn’t even cheat on her to get what | needed! She
cheated on me and | said it was over, but she kept coming by. Well, today was
going to end all that shit. Sad to say that the only way | had ever tasted my ex-
girlfriend was from licking my fingers. She was juicy as a peach and just as
flavorful. Today, | planned on getting what | wanted and she wouldn’t be able to
stop me, | was going to make sure of that. | put out my cigarette and went into
the living room. Walking over to her, | saw that she was playing with her lip, a
sure sign that she wanted to be kissed, and | obliged her. 1 told her to hang on a
second and went to lock the door. This gave me a chance to set my thoughts
and actions in stone; today | was determined and | shut my conscience up once
and for all. 1 walked back to Linda and began kissing those luscious lips again.
She moaned into my mouth in that way that drove me insane. Her body clung to
me without the use of her hands. | felt her hands on my waist, coming up my
arms and lightly touching my breasts, my nipples obeying the touch of her
fingertips.

Linda has the ability to make you lose yourself in the act of just kissing her. |
would not be distracted, however; | was plotting a course from which there would
be no return trip and | knew that. | kissed her deeply, today she would get lost in



my kiss, my touch and she would not fight it. | walked her all the way into my
bedroom without releasing her mouth. She was at a fevered pitch by the time
her knees hit my bed. | was working on her blouse, finally her bra. Moaning into
her mouth as finally her breasts spilled into my hand in a warm and soft heap.
Her nipples were hard and begging to be sucked. She stopped me long enough
to undress me in kind. | turned, pushed her back on the bed and removed her
jeans. She didn’t fight too much for once; of course she probably didn't think |
would do anything out of the ordinary. But today was not an ordinary day, and |
was not in my usual passive frame of mind. | was feeling quite Alpha female
today and | think | kinda liked it!

Yes, her legs spread to let me in comfortably, and | lay there with her hot and
throbbing pussy at my own as | kissed her deeply again. | made my way down
her body and she squirmed and tried to close her legs. | quietly commanded her,
“stop that”, and surprisingly she did. | kept moving down towards my prize. |
looked fully at her pussy for the first time in 6 years. Wet and quivering it looked
back as if to say, “Oh yeah! I've been waiting for this.” Linda however, was
trying to close her thighs again. | bit and sucked her thigh, causing her to arch
her back, my thumb drawing lazy circles around her clit making her open her legs
for me even if her mind was screaming for her to close them. She opened her
legs because | was making her, and | would take no less than what | wanted this
time.

She called out loudly, “Fuck you Carolanne!” as my mouth closed around her
wetness. Fingers curled into my hair and pulled, and | moved my tongue
exacting a rhythm from her body. She yelled out and moaned again. | got lost in
her scent, the feel of her, as my tongue explored and exacted punishment for
years of keeping me unsatisfied. There was a lot of cussing happening from
above me. But it was hot- she called me a bitch in a way that did nothing but
incite me to thrash and plunge my tongue in places and ways she had never
experienced before.

That was it! The women she had been with in the past most likely didn’t
satisfy her correctly, probably didn’t even know what they were doing and
possibly hurt her. But she wasn't hurting now. As a matter of fact, | had gone
into this with a mind to take what | wanted, but she was now giving it to me freely.
| was, however, feeling greedy, ravenous and voracious. | would remain
insatiable and | would feed on her for hours and in different ways.

| knew when to slow down and when to speed up; her body told me
everything | needed to know. Each time | moved in a way she was not yet
comfortable with, | slowed and softened until she spread under me and finally
flowed wetly, whimpering for me not to stop. | was enjoying every single moment
of this, but | was only getting started. And for right now | was only using my
tongue. | licked her from front to back; she tightened up as my tongue swept



over that tiny rose that her shapely ass hid. | had her wide open and there was
no way | was going to let her stop me!

She cried out and again whimpered but | was unstoppable. She began
flowing harder, orgasms rocking her at rapid-fire speed as my tongue assaulted
her in so many ways. She begged me to stop at one point because she thought
she was losing her mind. | slowed, but again, | didn’t stop. | asked her quietly if
she would turn over onto her stomach for me. She shook her head no, and |
didn’t ask again; | ordered her quietly. “Turn over for me baby, now”. She turned
over and | raised up and began at her neck, sucking, biting and licking until she
was writhing helplessly. | began a slow grind, my pussy to her ass and she
worked me into a sweat, cumming again in waves for me, like a demon.

She was so hot; we were both sweating and panting. | began again on that
downward path with my mouth, kissing and biting her ass as she wriggled under
my mouth. | moved backwards and pushed her to her knees by using her calves
as a way to push her up and apart at the same time. Just as she opened her
mouth to protest, | put my mouth on her. She couldn’t do anything but scream,
calling me a bitch, telling me to fuck her, but hating me at the same time. My
tongue scalded her seeping pussy, as my nails lightly grazed her thighs, up and
over her ass. She shivered and screamed out “What the fuck are you doing to
me?!” and then called me a fucking bitch once more, saying that she was never
giving me this pussy again. | said “uh huh” and kept going. She told me to stop,
she couldn’t do this anymore. | said softly “Fuck you, Linda. Open your legs
wider for me baby”. | was merciless at this moment. She cussed me out
unconvincingly as her back arched. My fingers were rolling her clit back and
forth, there was no way she could refuse me at this point and | knew that.

| had filed my nails down and rounded the edges while | was on the phone
earlier. See, | knew what | was going to do to her and didn’t want to hurt her
unnecessarily. | knew what | was doing would piss her off, but | didn’t want to
physically hurt her. What I really wanted was for her to cum for me and to let her
know that this was what she missed for five years. | would not be taking her
back, but | would be getting mine.
Back to the present...she was bucking and grinding against my hand, her juices
flowed hot and fast for me. | leaned in and licked her from clit to asshole and she
moaned loud and long. | slowly inserted two fingers into that throbbing pussy,
astonished at the predatory air that had come over me, but aroused by her
body’s reactions to me. My own pussy was throbbing and the wetness flowed
down the inside of my own thighs. But right now, | was extracting my revenge for
years of neglect. Her pussy was tight, the walls clamping around my fingers, but
she pushed back and onto them harder as my teeth raked over her hot back and
my other hand pulled at a nipple, twisting and biting at the same time. My fingers
were the only gentle thing about me right now. My fingertips inserted into her
finally touched her cervix and | knew it was time. 1 just let them stay where they
were. | laid my breasts on her back, pushing her stomach down to the mattress



and quietly asked her to turn over for me. | kept my hand in place, raised up and
kissed her, wiggling the tips of my fingers invitingly, tickling her from the inside.

She again arched and opened her legs as | devoured her tongue. Just as she
was out of breath from riding the fingers that still hadn’t moved, | began my own
brand of assault. | began to softly and rhythmically finger fuck her until she was
screaming out orgasms one after the other, the walls clamping and contracting
around my fingers as | inserted a third finger. Now it was on!

Linda was truly cussing me right then. Eyes wide, sweat pouring from her as |
fucked her with my fingers and mouth. | looked at her occasionally and she kept
calling me a fucking bitch. I smiled but by now she wouldn’t let me stop my
present course of action. Suddenly she was the one that was uncompromising.
She asked me to fuck her in different ways; | think she was making up for lost
time. We both had had multiple orgasms at this point, rocking together
continuously. | absently wondered what the hell my neighbors would think, but
quickly realized that | didn’t give a fuck. | stopped to rest for a few minutes,
knowing that | wouldn’t let her leave yet. | was far from through with her. 1lit us
both a cigarette while she went to the bathroom. | went in the kitchen and got a
bowl of ice, a bottle of water and a bottle of wine. | picked up the fruit bowl on my
way back to the room and smiled. “Yeah baby, you in deep shit now!” | chuckled
to myself as | walked back into the room. Linda came out of the bathroom and
took the wine from me, kissing me at the same time. She called out as | walked
into the bathroom, “Where do you hide your strap-on?”

| laughed out loud and told her where it was....

A few hours later | reminded myself that | had a date tonight and that | was
not letting Linda stay in my life.
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Javier’s Bride
by The Windstormy

Debra swung her hips around, feeling the freedom of the music that
thrummed through her body, surrounded her and vibrated the floor beneath her.
Long, thick, dark hair swirled around her body as she turned, spinning, twisting.
Her tanned form undulated to the sounds that pounded from the amplifiers that
hung from the ceiling of the club. Grinding guitars told the story of her tumultuous
life, though they had no knowledge of it, nor did a single person there who
surrounded her.

Her dress hugged her voluptuous figure, no matter how she moved. Its black
length covered her shapely bottom, though barely. Firmly toned legs kept
moving, carrying her away with the song. Bare feet stepped in rhythms of
vibrating beats, sweeping her long day from her in the moment.

She came to a sudden stop as she turned again, feeling a hard form behind
her. Turning to look, she found herself gazing into dark mystical eyes that were
surrounded with a thin silver ring.

“Odd,” she thought to herself, never having seen anything quite so strange
before, but couldn®seem to tear herself from staring into them. It was as if her
entire soul and being had been captured in them, suddenly.

"Pardon me," he smiled, lifting the corners of his full lips.

It was the moment she needed to pull herself together and shake off the
complete abandon with which she had been glowering at him.

"Oh, sure.” She pulled at the hem of her dress somewhat nervously, and
fixated on him once again. This time it was those gorgeous lips that drew her in.
Full, luscious lips that appeared to be just too kissable, she found herself desiring
them without so much as an ounce of self-control.

"May | have this dance?" The purr in his deep voice, as those very lips formed
the words, was intoxicating, showering her entire being with a tangible sensation
of titillation.

Suddenly, she realized the song she had been dancing to was finished and a
saturating slow-dance piece had begun.

"Oh." Her eyes settled on the bare part of his sculpted chest, visible through
the partially opened long-sleeved button down shirt he had on. The tailored shirt



disappeared into dark pinstriped dress pants girded with a thin black leather belt.

"Me—ow,” she thought to herself again as her eyes lifted to his once more.
That was when she noticed his hair was black, wavy and long. It flowed down the
length of his back, shimmering with the colored lights that danced over them from
a globe above.

"Sure." She recalled that she hadn®answered him when the question came
again, only this time it softly reverberated in her mind as a mental thought.

His strong arm snaked around her thin frame as a finger came to rest on her
shoulder, then trailed languidly down her bare arm. As it traveled, the backs of
the remaining fingers joined the motion, longing for the enjoyment of her soft
supple skin. Reaching her hand, the finger nestled in her palm, lifting the petite
hand out from their bodies, where his large hand filled hers, the fingers curling
over the back of her hand.

“Oh, gawd,” she groaned secretly, trying desperately to quell the shiver that
came over her as the fingers literally drew it to the surface.

A slow, smooth movement began, their bodies moving in unison. His gaze
mesmerized her, his eyes continuously on hers. It amazed her how they didn®
drift over her body like most men had done, and most of them would usually be
focused on her full breasts. He didn®seem to be that way at all.

The silence between them made her feel a bit uncomfortable. She racked her
brain attempting to think of something to say, anything really. It didn®feel right to
dance this close and not know something about her partner. How unusual for her
to find herself speechless with a man. She never ran out of things to talk about
with her slow dance partners, or anyone for that matter.

"You have a lovely smile.” The purr in his voice caught her attention, causing
her to look up from the one spot on his chest she had been staring at.

"Thank you." She giggled a bit, feeling somewhat like a schoolgirl. "Yours isn®
so bad, either.” She bit nervously on her lower lip, feeling she had just said the
stupidest thing. The truth was that she loved his smile, and his lips. They almost
seemed to beckon for attention.

"l@én Debra, by the way," she muttered, thinking to herself that her name alone
would most likely run him off.

"Ah, yes. | am Javier." His grin broadened as he spoke.

"Oh, that® an interesting name you don®hear every day." Her expression
livened, then she realized he was executing a waltz with her.



She had not waltzed with anyone since, well, she couldn®remember when the
last time was. To her added surprise, he nudged her away, beginning to spin her
around him like a graceful ballerina. She ended up in a dip that made her laugh
outright, until she saw that wanton look in his eyes. The way he supported her
arched body—his leaning somewhat over hers—she could feel his desire against
her thigh.

He gently lifted her, engaging her in the waltz again, only now it was clear
they both felt a hunger for a dance of a more feral kind. It wasn®her practice to
engage in that sort of mambo with just any stranger. Although she had been
experimenting with a few freedoms she had read about in articles in the past
year. However, this guy just rippled through her like nothing she had ever
experienced before.

He was obviously from some foreign country, especially with a name like
Javier—and seemed to know how to treat a lady. That, in itself, made huge
points with her right off the bat. But then there was that smooth accent of his, and
the resonant voice that absolutely made her shiver every time he spoke. Oh, and
he was just one fine specimen of the male gender that she certainly wanted to
get to know.

"So, where are you from?" she ventured to ask.

"l am from lItaly, love, Rome to be exact."

Those luscious lips curled up into a broad grin once again, this time giving her
the oddest feeling she had seen him before a long while ago. The familiarity of
him began to plague her mind as to when and where she had seen him. It had to
have been some years ago for her not to be able to recall it. Her curiosity got the
better of her then.

"Did you just come from overseas? Or have you been here a while?"

"l come and go often, love." Javier knew what she was after and eluded the
point a little.

"Wow, you must be well off to be able to travel like that. How long have you
been here this time?"

Javier chuckled, seeing that she wasn®going to be brushed off so easily. And
he was enjoying her tenacity. "If | told you, you would not believe me," he
explained briefly.

"Why? Did you just get here an hour ago or something?"



He laughed outright. She was indeed a delight. He was very partial to women
with a quick wit and insatiable curiosity. This one, he had been watching—
studying—for quite a few years.

And she had seen him before, although he was not inclined to allow her to
recall that moment. She wasn®ready to know, right off, just who he truly was. If
she did remember the night she had seen him, it might just blow her mind. He
had no desire to send her spiraling into the abyss of insanity, though the life he
wanted to introduce her to was an existence of just that type of proportions.

He stared into her greenish-brown eyes, recalling that evening when she had
been so young, a straight-line little girl who was lost and alone. The sound of her
girlish voice came back as she made her heart-warming proclamation, setting
him on a course of unseen protection and assistance.

But she had grown into a lovely young woman, a voluptuous, shapely young
woman, petite with long tresses of dark hair that curled around her shoulder. Her
eyebrows, trimmed, perfectly framed her expressive gaze. He found himself in
love with even the straight line of her nose that turned up just right on the end.
Her lips, sweetly curved and well proportioned with soft supple texture, produced
an aching desire within him to possess them.

Unfortunately, there was another with great interest in his future bride, so he
was forced to make his move sooner than he had wanted to. It would be up to
Debra to receive him and the existence he offered. His wish was that she would
not turn him away and lose her completely to the other unknown suitor who had
already befriended her while he was away from the States, visiting his homeland
to take care of his business.

He had spent years studying her, guiding her, helping her when times were so
hard she could barely manage to feed herself. His help was always anonymous,
and she never realized where the help came from at the time, but it was always
there, none-the-less.

"So when did you get here from Italy this time?" Debra asked again, seeing he
apparently was off in some dream world of his own making, or appeared to be
distracted somehow. His eyes had a distant gaze in them that told her his
thoughts were contemplating some sort of plan, or he was lost in some past
memory that she would only know if he told her of it.

"Love, it is of no matter, | assure you." He smiled patiently at her, stating this
with some finality.

“Humph,” Debra thought. “Of no matter, you say, huh? Well, we'll just see
about that.”

He chuckled, overhearing her thoughts. "l assure you | come and go as |



please. | have been here long enough this time to have settled for some time."

"Oh?" Her curiosity was getting the better of her now. She couldn®help but
think that he might be some sort of ambassador from his country, or some
important autocrat that liked to get what he wanted when he wanted it. "So you
have a house of your own here, then?"

"Yes, love. That | do. | would be pleased to show it to you, if you are so
inclined to see it," he offered, hoping she would take the bait.

So inclined to see it, she mused. Where the hell did he say he was from?
Have to admit | do like the way he talks. He seems to be a really smooth
character. But | wonder if it would be proper to just go flittering through his new
home having only just met him—or have 1? | swear, he looks so familiar to me.

"l don®know, Javier. | have to work tomorrow. And | don®want to impose..."

"Indeed," he scoffed, cutting her off. "Tomorrow is Sunday, my dear. You
haven®worked on Sundays in many years. And | have invited you, therefore, you
would not be imposing in the least. You are also welcome to...rest. | have plenty
of rooms for you to choose from, if you are so inclined.”

As soon as the words were out of his mouth, Javier realized he might have
opened a can of worms he wasn®so readily prepared to explain. Nevertheless,
he had said it and now could not retract it.

Debra’s right eyebrow went up instantly, hearing that he knew she hadn®
worked on Sunday in so many years. She now knew that she had met him
somewhere else and wondered even more about it. It seemed the night would
prove to be an interesting one, just to figure this puzzle out. Her first thought was
to immediately decline his offer, but the more she thought about it, the more
curious she became about this man from Rome, Italy.

"How the hell do you know | haven®worked on Sunday for a long time?"

"Forgive me, Debra. But | have been interested in you for quite some time. |
should like to court you, if you are so given," he admitted, though vaguely.

"Interested in me?" Her mind was a sudden buzz of thoughts. "Well, that is so
sweet, Javier. But, honey, you only had to ask me the first time you met me."

He chuckled again, knowing she was fishing for more than he was yet willing
to divulge. "Again, | must apologize, my dear, but | was a bit afraid you would
decline my offer," he informed her.

"Well, | can be determined to reject your offer now, but—" she halted before



she stuck her foot in her mouth.
"Then you will accept?"

She felt such pleasure in the perk in his countenance and the tone of
excitement in his voice at only the prospect of her agreeing to see him on a
regular basis. At this point, she wasn®sure if she really wanted a steady man in
her life, but how could she refuse his almost boyish charm.

"Tell you what, I1® make a deal with you," she began, thinking out her proposal
thoroughly before saying anything at all. "Let® take this slow, ok? 1® come visit
your place tonight, with the option to leave when | get ready. 1@ not making any
promises to anything right now. 1@ not even sure if | want a man constantly
around yet or not."

"That is quite understandable, my dear. And | am pleased only to have the
opportunity to change your mind, if that is possible." He beamed with a broad
smile, though he desperately tried to contain his sheer joy at hearing her accept
his offer. For now, she was his, no matter what any other man desired—even if
only from the admittance of her own mouth.

"Well, 1&n glad you®@e pleased.” She still couldn®place the time or day that she
had met him before. It was beginning to bother her that she couldn® She never
forgot a face, only she couldn®remember when it was that she had met him, and
it was driving her crazy.

"Then would you care to join me for a nightcap?" he ventured, hoping he
could get her alone for a bit.

"That would be nice, Javier." She grinned at him approvingly.

He slipped his arm about her, placing his hand in the center of her back and
led her off the dance floor. She grabbed her sweater and other personal effects,
and they ambled out to the parking lot and to her car. He opened the driver® side
door for her, then closed it when she got in, then rushed to the passenger side,
getting in, as happy as any man could be on his first date with the woman of his
dreams.

"Ok, where are we goin@" she asked simply after turning the key in the
ignition.

"Just take a right on the main highway and follow it up to the West Manor," he
informed her, knowing she knew where it was.

"You bought the West Manor?" Her head snapped in his direction. Her tone
was more than a little surprised.



"l did. You know the place?" he asked.

"Everyone knows that place, but | didn®know it had been bought. 1t® rumored
that it® haunted, ya know." She backed out of the parking spot and pulled onto
the street starting toward the main drag through their little town.

"If it is, | have not seen the first ghost, except myself, that is," he jested with a
chuckle.

"Cute, Javier." She giggled at his attempt at a little humor. The more time she
spent with this man, the more she liked him, and that could be a dangerous thing.

They made small talk along the way, about the weather in Rome these days
and the vineyards his father had owned when he was a small boy. He answered
her questions about winemaking back in the days his grandfather had owned the
vineyards and how it had changed over the years.

"Although many of us still insist upon doing things in the ways it was done
when my parents were still living," he explained.

She found his reminiscing to be quite enchanting and interesting the more he
talked about it. Hearing him tell her about how wine used to be fermented and
how it® done now made her realize how and why he was so well off. Yet he
didn®seem to be one of the types that liked to flaunt his money, or to use it to
buy his way in or out of anything. He appeared, just from what he was telling her,
to be a hard worker, when he was growing up and on into his young adulthood.
But he had not given any indication as to how old he truly was.

She was about to ask him when she pulled up into the driveway of the West
Manor and started around the circle drive. She stopped at the walkway that led
up to the steps and onto the front porch of this huge edifice. The last time she
had seen it, it was pitch dark and she couldn’t see the magnificence of the place.

But now, as she gazed over the structure, it was lit up with colored lights on
the outside that focused attention upon different parts of the small-sculpted
gardens and hedges surrounding the house. The concrete pedestals lining the
walkway and steps, which once stood alone, were now topped with busts and
sculptures of different important people of the past. The columns supporting the
roof of the porch leading up to the double French doorway were decorated with a
sort of vine which wound around them.

Her door opened and she came to her senses, having been lost in the tranquil
setting of the house. She took Javier® offered hand while stepping out of the car,
and he led her toward the door on his arm.



"This is really nice, Javier. The last time | was here, it didn®look anything like
it does now. You musta paid a fortune to get it fixed up like this," she
commented, impressed with his discernment, recalling the broken windows and
poor decay of the house.

"Thank you, Debra. It took much patience and determination to reclaim it," he
returned with a certain glow about him.

Before they even reached the double French doors, a butler opened the doors
wide and bowed to his Master and company. After giving the butler orders for the
evening, Javier led her through the vast foyer to the stairs across the way, up to
the second floor and down a long corridor to a very large room decorated with
what appeared to be lavish antique furniture from France, Italy, Greece and
some other places she had never been before. He seated her graciously in one
of the two overstuffed, winged chairs in the center left of the room.

"Would you care for a glass of wine?" he asked, the purr in his voice rippling
through her once again.

"Yes, | would," she affirmed with a glowing expression, then sat back looking
around the room while he poured wine from a small bar across the room behind
her.

It was Javier's chance to slip his essence into her drink, thereby warding off
every other creature with the propriety to leave her well enough alone. Discreetly
pressing his fingernail into his wrist, he observed as a few drops to fill the bottom
of the glass before he poured the wine. Taking up both glasses, he brought them
and the bottle so they could sit, relax and have a nice long conversation.

He handed her the glass containing his blood before setting the bottle on a
nearby short table, then sat across from her and lifted his glass slightly before
taking a sip. She followed suit, savoring the flavor of the wine he had given her.

"Is that your label?" she asked, noticing it to be one she had never seen.

"Yes, as a matter of fact it is,” he returned, his expression brightening once
again.

"It® very good, Javier," she said, taking a few more sips of it, finding she
almost couldn®help herself.

"You may have all you desire, love. Enjoy yourself, please." He nodded as if
to grant her the right to indulge herself a little.

"Well, thank you. It® so good." She couldn®believe her taste buds, really. The
wine was a deep red, smooth, not too sweet, but not too tart or dry either. It was



perfect and she loved it.

They talked for a couple hours, drinking wine and relaxing. She couldn®help
but study him as they talked. Those lips were beckoning again. It made her want
to simply get up out of the chair she sat in, park in his lap and devour them
without constraint. Then there was that patch of his chest he so flagrantly left
visible that she wanted desperately to explore, trailing her fingers along his flesh
if only to know the power of his musculature. Of course, she was completely
drowned in the curiosity of what the rest of him looked like—without clothes on,
that is.

"Mia cara, you seem distracted," he finally stated with a resonating sound in
his voice that skittered over her body in ripples of excitation and literally made
her skin stipple.

"Huh?"
He chuckled.
"l@n sorry, Javier." She squirmed in her seat, feeling nervous suddenly.

"Come." He set his drink down on the short table beside him, reaching a hand
to her. He knew where her mind was all along and wanted her to fulfill her
curiosities about him.

Debra kicked her heels off, set her glass on the table next to her, then stood,
feeling suddenly lightheaded. She hadn®realized how much she had drank until
then, when it suddenly hit her.

Javier was on his feet quicker than her eyes perceived it. He steadied her
before she fell and embarrassed herself completely, drew her close, gathered her
in his arms, and then placed her on his lap as he sat back down in his chair.

"Hmm..." she moaned, resting her head on his broad shoulder. "Thanks." Her
arm slipped around his neck as she made herself comfortable.

"Anything for you, mia cara," he purred softly, forcing himself to allow her the
first move.

After a minute or so, she felt normal again and lifted her head to look into his
face. Her eyes searched thoroughly, settling on those lips once again. The
hunger to feel the texture and heat of them against hers was much greater than
her sense of control. Hesitantly, she leaned closer, brushing them lightly.

It seemed odd that they felt cool, having expected a resilient heat in his lips,
but they weren@ Sitill, they warmed the longer she remained there. Pressing into



their pliancy somewhat, she absorbed the texture of them, surrounded them, and
then drew back, ending with a light kiss. Her tongue sneaked out to explore his
lips languidly, teasing them with the tip, first the upper, then the lower lip. And
when they parted slightly, she sneaked past to explore his mouth fully.

Javier quelled the shudder that came over him as she teased his lips in an
almost listless manner. The enjoyment of her closeness and the feel of her
attention became somewhat cumbersome as he fought for control of his feral
instincts. No, she was in no danger of his beastly thirst, having just fed a few
hours before. However, his need for her was great. The desire to possess her
fully was an almost overwhelming craving that he resisted with all his might. If
she were willing to go that far with him, he would not stop her. But he also would
not make a move unless she desired him to. He could hear her thoughts and
would know the moment she wanted him to hold her a certain way, or touch her
in some respect.

For the moment, he sat still while she explored him however she liked,
absorbed in her warmth, enjoying the pliancy of her lips, the moisture and heat of
her kiss. He tightened his arms around her the moment he heard the desire for it
in her mind, pulling her closer in an urgent request for more of her attention. She
responded warmly, deepening the kiss, and before long, it became fervent,
almost ravenous.

He could feel her hunger for more of him and wanted to fulfill her every desire
and need. Without hesitation, he lightly grasped her wrist, slowly planting her
hand in the center of his chest, then replaced his arm about her waist as he
waited for her to make the next move. She desired it, yet hesitated to satisfy her
curiosity, so he only helped her along, letting her know silently that she had his
permission to do as she pleased.

Deep inside, she had been warring with her desire to explore him, not wanting
him to believe she was this promiscuous on a first date. And it surprised her a
little when she felt his gentle fingers wrap around her dainty wrist to place her
hand on the center of his chest. She knew, then, that she had the reigns and was
permitted to have her way, as much as she desired. It came with a strange
knowing that seemed foreign, as if he had spoken it, yet he had said nothing at
all. She knew that, especially when his mouth was full with her tongue.

Ignoring that thought, she slipped her fingers beneath the material of his shirt,
feeling the coolness of his skin that warmed as she touched him. As she
attempted to explore further, she found it necessary to open the shirt more. Her
fingers drifted down, pushing each button through its hole, opening the shirt to
allow her the room she desired. Then she sat up, easing the material off his
shoulders and down his arms. He assisted her, slipping his arms from the shirt,
then draped it over the short table beside him.



When he was settled once more, her eyes feasted on his upper body greedily,
taking in his sculpted chest, arms and torso. Her hands lightly played over taut
flesh, enjoying the effect it had on him as his pores responded right away. His
nipples hardened immediately, seeming to demand her attention, which she
avoided for the moment. She felt a strange sense of control over him, a
dominance that she had never explored before. It made her wonder just how
much control he would actually allow her if she wanted to rake her nails down his
chest, or demand he perform a certain act for her.

But for the moment, her fingers played lightly over his skin, absorbing the
warmth of her touch as she did. She relished the feel of his hard structure. Her
fingertips to literally memorize the texture of his flesh, the ridges and valleys of
cut definition. But more important was how her touch caused him to respond, as
if playing a stringed instrument and enjoying the effect of its sounds.

She finally grazed the backs of her finger over the peaks of his nipples. Her
hands turned until they caressed him flat-handed. Then, taking both between her
forefingers and thumbs, she teased the nipples gently, squeezing them lightly,
giving a slight twist. Pulling, she let them go, only to toy with the tips once again.

While continuing to toy with his nipples, she leaned in, lightly gliding her lips
across his, and then renewed her exploration of his mouth as her tongue slipped
passed his lips. She played against his, in urgent desire to know him completely
and fully, yet it seemed the more she kissed him, the more she wanted, not able
to get enough. Deeper, fuller, stronger her need became—an animalistic struggle
of passion, desire and purpose.

And her need to taste of him was not deterred as she leisurely started down
his throat. Nipping here, kissing there, a lick for good measure, and she had him
squirming in his seat, moaning softly. Her tongue slid over his skin taking in the
combined flavor of his salty chemistry, delighting in it completely.

Slowly she continued downward, until she had to move from his lap to take in
peaked flesh that beckoned for attention. Moving between his thighs, she took
the nipple in, teasing it slowly with the tip of her tongue before she nibbled on it
lightly.

A new ripple of sensations skittered through her body as he groaned long and
from deep within. He apparently enjoyed the toying she was affording him, and
she began to explore the nipple even more with slightly stronger biting. But it was
barely enough for Javier to feel the pressure of it, with no pain involved, at the
moment.

He placed a hand on her head, beginning to comb his fingers through its
length, thrilling in the attention she was giving. He could never have hoped for
anything so grand and uninhibited as she showered upon him right then. And



deep inside, he only hoped she wouldn®come to some sense of conscious
thought that might make her feel she was doing wrong and should stop
everything.

The feel of her warm moist tongue playing over his nipple was enough to drive
him to utter insanity, yet he carefully controlled his feral instincts for her sake
alone. Otherwise, she would be lying flat of her back with him hovering over her,
filling her to the hilt with his entire length.

The aching throb that was nestled between their bodies had become almost
more than he could stand. Still, it was not his ambition to frighten her so that she
took flight and he would not be able to protect her easily. He was certain that just
one foul move would accomplish just that, not when he had conspired so
carefully to have her and possess her fully. He sucked air suddenly as her bite
had become even stronger, producing a potent guttural groan from him. At the
same time, his hand drew her face to his breast firmly.

"More, Mia cara.” The purring in his voice had disappeared, traded for a deep
solid vibrato that almost made her stop, pull back and look up at him to be sure it
had been Javier that had spoken. However, she had felt the vibration through his
body when he had said it. And she delighted in having such an edge over him,
being able to force him to respond, carefully toying with him in such a way that
she knew he was just before exploding.

"Please, darling," he pleaded with her, "more, please. Harder, bite harder, mia
cara."

"Ooh, harder, you say, huh? How 'bout this?” she thought, just before she
clenched down on the flesh hard, drawing a long growl from him.

"Yes, love!" He came short of howling, both hands clutching her face firmly to
him.

She attempted to pull back, tasting blood instantly, but he held her securely in
place.

"Drink, my love. Drink of me." The purr had returned once more, compelling
her to partake of him, the sound of it showering her with a contiguous desire to
do his bidding. She suckled the open wound, lapping at every drop that oozed
from it, quickly feeling an irresistible craving for more. With it came a warmth that
spread throughout her body, as much of a rush as the wine she had been
drinking earlier. Her fingertips began to tingle, as did her toes and the soles of
her feet. It distributed through her entire body in a matter of seconds, engulfing
her in a sensation she hadn®known since she was an experimenting adolescent.

Javier® breathing had long altered prior to that moment, but the erratic intake



had become more than noticeable. His entire body was set ablaze with such an
arousal that it threatened to explode in rapturous pleasure before he truly
wanted. Just the mere sensations of her drinking of him, drawing on his
essence—the bare thought of it nudged him dangerously close to spiraling into
the abyss.

He was so very close to pulling her up to straddle his lap and taking her
before she was ready to concede to her own desire. Still, he forced himself to
wait for her and allow her to explore him at her leisure. Visibly quivering as he sat
relishing her, her desire for him, the attention she yielded—a gift he received with
all his heart as he loved her more than he could ever express.

And as if she had known his deepest desires, or heard his thoughts, she soon
migrated down his body. His abdomen fluttered beneath the slightest touch of her
warm lips that brushed against his skin so lightly, every pore in his body rise
again and again. He finally gripped the arms of the chair tight, almost crushing
them in his grasp, for want of executing his thoughts just moments before.

He was barely aware of the fact that she was unbuckling his belt, pulling it
free. Her fingers inadvertently grazed his flesh while she pulled the hook free of
the waistband to unzip him and release him from his confines. Looking down, he
smiled at her expression as she stared hungrily at his manly endowments. It was
as if staring into the wonder of curiosity that knew no satiation. Just from the
expression of her face, and if he hadn®been watching her all those many
years—desiring to know her so well—he might have thought she had never seen
a man® body before.

His breath quickened even more as she leaned closer, wrapping those warm
moist lips around the crown. The grip of his fingers on the arms of the chair
tightened more as he fought to hold back just a little longer and enjoy her patient
ministrations. A moan escaped him when she slowly began to receive him into
her sultry mouth, slowly working him in as much as she could manage.

He resisted the urge to place his hands on her head for fear that he might
force the remainder of his entire length down her throat- that not meaning to be a
malicious or brutal thought, but one of urgent savage need.

Before his next thought, his member twitched in her mouth, his body tensing
completely, his head tossed back as he howled in ecstasy. The sensations
pounded his body over and again, almost causing him to convulse from it. With
intensity, it crashed down over him again and again like recurring tidal waves.
Tears filled his eyes, which were tightly closed, shutting out everything around
him but for his acute auditory sentience. And when it finally began to ebb away,
his body relaxing gradually, he realized he was curled almost atop her, his hands

| still tightly and painfully gripping the arms of the chair.



Debra giggled when his body jumped each time her tongue passed over the
nerve bundle, torturing him playfully.

"Mia cara, you are incorrigible," he said with a whimsical grin, still attempting
to calm his body.

"And you@e just absolutely erotic when you get off, sir." She released his
member, leaning her head against his chest. Her lips sought out his flesh, which
was once again cool, causing her to momentarily wonder about it, but only for a
second or two.

"Hmm..." He caressed her hair ever so lightly. "I@n pleased you enjoyed it. But
| should like to have the pleasure of enjoying you, as well," he offered hopefully.

She looked up into his expectant expression and grinned coltishly. "You
would, now, would you?" Her giggle was a delightful sound, as if the timbre of
tiny chimes in the garden, caught in a summer breeze were composing their
symphony for him to hear.

"Yes, mia cara, | would," he admitted with a broad grin. The backs of his
fingers caressed her cheek lightly.

"Well, my dear, kind, sir..." She started upward, reaching to kiss his lips,
pressing against them for a long moment until they warmed completely. "You
shall have your wish," she whispered against them sweetly. "Because you, dear
sir," Debra came up further, assisted by his strong but gentle hands, "you have
absolutely turned me the fuck on." She straddled his hips and thighs with her
knees in the chair.

When her body came to rest against him, his manhood nestled comfortably
between her nether lips comfortably. He was a bit surprised by her unclad
wetness that began to seep along his length to the base and over his orbs. Her
heat drew a shiver from him that made him swell once again.

She instantly surrounded his neck with her arms, connected their lips once
more, searching his mouth thoroughly, her body rocking gently, gliding over his
manhood. His arms embraced her, pulling her closer for more depth and need for
passion in her kiss. Joining her sensual motion, he soon felt the same aching
throb he had known before, only this time, the temptation to fill her completely
was more than he could control.

His hand slipped down over her back slowly and gathered the extremely short
skirt of her dress until her bottom was bare and vulnerable to his touch. Resting
on the contours of her bottom, he lifted her as she moved forward, slipping inside
her easily as she came down on him. Her mouth opened fully, issuing a long sigh
that produced a shiver and made him know without a doubt that she had wanted



him there all along.

She grasped his shoulders, riding him slowly, their motion a gentle undulation
like the ripples on a surface of water caused by a cast stone. Staring down into
his upturned face, she knew she had wanted him, though it was buried by so
many unclear emotions of the past. At the moment, all of that was dispatched
and clarity filled her soul.

And he was such a desirable man, with his long black wavy hair, and olive,
tanned skin that was so smooth and glowing with health, gorgeously mystical
dark eyes—and that accent was to die for, as far as she was concerned. His
body was well built and powerful, though he was so gentle with her. She already
loved that about him, and she knew it. But more than that, he was sensual,
exuding a certain sexuality that was unspoken, or not of any action or
expression. It was a natural sensuality that utterly permeated his being.

A barrage of untamed visions danced through her mind that had been drawn
to the surface from the deepest, recesses of her darkest fantasies. She abruptly
grasped a handful of hair at the back of his head, wrenched his head back
further, taking his mouth ravenously. A dominant struggle ensued in which she
finally sucked in his lower lip biting down hard, drawing a growl from him once
more. As soon as he did, she pulled back scrutinizing her handiwork with almost
miniscule interest.

As her thumb passed along the impressions left by her bite, his hand came up
to cup her cheek lightly. The hand glided over her neck to the center of her chest,
where his nail began to slide down the middle of the dress to the waistline. When
she looked down and saw that he had literally split the front of the dress in half,
she drew back her hand and swung to slap him, but it was caught in a firm grip
and pinned behind her back. Her other hand came up, meaning to strike him still
but having the same affect. As she struggled with him, he clutched both wrists in
one hand, freeing the other, with which he pushed the ruined dress over her
shoulders, baring her upper body to his greedy stare.

"Gawd, Javier." She felt a wave of heat come over her suddenly. "You®e
making me so hot."

He grinned up at her for only a second before his mouth came open and he
leaned in, taking in a protrusive nipple. His tongue lavished her with adept
ministrations so that she ached from her very core. Initially cool, it warmed
quickly as he swept the moist muscle around the areola time and again, then
brushed it over the plateau. With tiny fangs, he bit into her breast.

She squealed suddenly from the sharp, unexpected pain, a short trill that yet
permeated the room, leaving them both affected with sensation. Her erratic
breaths told Javier he was still on the right track, as he withdrew his fangs



drinking of her essence. His free arm snaked around her, pulling her harshly to
his face. Lifting his eyes to meet hers, he narrowed them, daring her to even
complain about it.

"Let me go, you pompous ass!" She struggled, her eyes widening from his
dare.

Ignoring her, he continued to sip on the thick red wine that oozed from her
breast. She thrilled in it, finally having met someone that could match her spirit
and meet her needs without being chauvinistic about it. Her body rose with a
greater aching the longer he lingered there drinking of her.

"Oh, gawd," she groaned. "Javier, please."

He looked up with nonchalance, then closed his eyes again.

"Please, Javier," she pleaded with him.

He eyes opened once more, looking up at her.

"Please?"

Swiftly piercing his tongue, he swept it over the areola sealing the wounds
immediately before he detached from the breast and sat back against the chair.
"Please? Please what, Debra?" he asked without seeming concerned. As a
matter of fact, he made it sound like a drudgery to even listen to her plea.

While he waited for her to answer, he reached around her, tying her wrists
with the ruined dress, thereby freeing both his hands. His one arm then rested on
the armrest, while the elbow of the other was propped on the opposing arm of the
chair, and he began to pick at his fingernails with the thumbnail.

"l want to come, Javier," she stated bluntly.

He grinned suddenly, his eyes twinkling with mischievous thoughts. "You tried
to slap me. And you bit my lip." He moved his forefinger over the lower lip
listlessly.

"You loved it, and you know it," she returned curtly.

His eyes cut up as if he were displeased by her response. Going back to his
former pose, he again ignored her.

"Javier." She bucked, then as a second thought, tried to get up off his
member.



He grabbed her waist, pulling her quickly to him; a hand grasped a fistful of
the hair of her head, jerking it to within an inch of his face. "I am not finished with
you yet, my dear," he growled low at her.

She shivered from the effect of his response to her attempted evasion and the
rumble in his voice that sounded so malicious and threatening. It was all she
could do not to smile in his face, not knowing what he might do if she did. But she
was enjoying every minute of his treatment of her.

His eyes finally softened, hearing her thoughts and emotions. He leaned back
against the chair, staring up at her for a long silent moment. "Kiss me and | shall
consider it," he finally stated.

With defiance, she started not to, but the thought crossed her mind suddenly
that she might end up not getting any satisfaction for the evening if she didn@
She wasn®sure where the thought came from, but took it very seriously. And as
she leaned closer, complying with his demand, his hand came up sliding into her
hair and pulled her to him assuring her action.

With their mouths open, their tongues met in the middle even before their lips
connected, as if in an expectant desire and need for the other® passion. And it
was a long moment before they finally did seal their lips; a fervent kiss filled with
all their longing and hunger ensued.

His hand glided from her hair, down over her neck to her breast, which he
teased with a finger and thumb. He soon, cupped it in his palm, massaging it
generously, before going back to his former ministrations. Rolling it gently, he
finally squeezed it gradually, rolling it time and again until her nether parts ached
so that she began to ride him once again.

"Yes, my darling." He grasped the back of her head with the free hand and
drew her ear to his lips to whisper. "Now, you have appeased me," he spoke of
her attempted slap and the bite she gave him.

He took hold of her waist, lifted her easily so that she stood on her feet on the
floor, turned her, lifted her once more, then her to place her feet to the back of
the chair, and pulled her back onto his lap again. This time, as he entered her
womanhood, his arms moved around her and one of his hands migrated slowly
downward over the center of her body. His other busied itself with pulling and
tugging at the very nipple he had so concentrated on that evening.

As she rested her head back, she could hear his breath wash over the shell of
her ear in shallow puffs that bespoke of his arousal and the enjoyment of her.
Shivering from the combined stimulation, she moaned urgently, continuing to ride
his length. The thrill of his gentle touch, and the attention he was giving, his
strong desire thrusting deep inside her, gave her more pleasure than she had



expected there to be. But when his finger slipped between her nether lips and
began to lightly caress her swollen bud, she almost came unglued.

He had never been with a woman that was clean-shaven before, but he liked
the feel and the idea of it as he slid his finger around the moist inner lips, teasing
the small bulbous head gently. And from the initial touch of his finger there, she
gasped, beginning to ride him wildly.

"Mia cara likes that?" he teased her verbally.

"Yes," she gasped again, her breathing becoming extremely erratic.

He lightly planted the edge of his nail between her breasts and slowly raked it
down her body.

"Oh, gawd, Javier," she groaned huskily, snatching at air as she quickly
reached the precipice.

"Yes, my dear?" He chuckled though he felt such an overwhelming stimulation
from her responses.

"Please, Javier," she whined, feeling his finger back off just a bit as if to
prolong this moment with her.

"Fuck me, Javier, fuck me harder," she almost growled at him.

He quelled an outright laugh, but permitted himself the chuckle that lingered.
"Call me Master, Debra," he requested semi-firmly.

"1@ call you Santa Claus if you® just fuck me harder,” she quipped then.

Oh, how he was enjoying her spirit, but he removed his hand from her
instantly.

"No, please!" she cried.

"Say what | long to hear and | will consider it, Debra." He propped his elbow
on the arm of the chair, then leaned his head on his knuckles.

She quivered with need as she sat silently for a moment. When she started to
ride him again, he halted her immediately, a hand pressed in the center of her
abdomen.

"You know you belong to me anyway, mia cara. How hard is it to concede and
call me what | am to you?" he stated softly.



"What do you mean, Javier?" Her tone was a little startled, but not as much as
he had expected it to be.

"Mull it over, my dear. You know what | am referring to," he said, then
remained quiet for a time as her mind began to reel, buzzing with so many
thoughts at once. "Accept it."

There was that purr again that vibrated through Debra almost like an orgasm
in itself. It warmed her being, washing over her in gentle waves of compelling
tenderness, soothing her mind with intricate fingers of tranquility.

Soon, he lifted his head and pressed his lips against her neck. His fangs
lightly brushed her skin as his lips parted. "You know, Debra. You®e only ignored
it this entire night. Accept it and we shall continue,” he whispered, but the sound
of it reverberated around them in a soft hiss that lingered on for what seemed an
eternity.

She quivered more, finally putting it all together. The strange thoughts that
weren®her own; the soothing sound of his voice at times that seemed to pull on
her and make her do what he wanted. The bite that was sharp and the feel of his
drawing on the very core of her being that immediately followed; his ability to
move so fast when he caught her that it appeared he had suddenly manifested
there to catch her. And every time she touched him, his skin felt cool, not warm
as with touching the normal human. All of this became very clear suddenly. But
what was more, she finally recalled when she had first seen him, as well as
several other times after that night.

Her head snapped to face him suddenly, seeing the truth of it so close, it
made her shiver. "You@ a—" The realization of it washed over her so that she
couldn®finish speaking.

"Yes, Debra. And | care for you very much. | long to protect you and keep you
safe. My heart has been smitten with you from the moment | first saw you. And |
have yearned to make you mine, but waited until the time was right. Only there
are those that intend harm that have already made their move to befriend you
and mean to hurt you more than anyone has in your life. If nothing more, please,
Debra, allow me to protect you from harm." His eyes misted as he bared his soul.

She gave it much thought as she listened to his plea, knowing she was more
comfortable with him than with anyone she had ever been with. He was gentler,
kinder, and had given her more than she had ever hoped to receive. The bonus
was that he was amazingly handsome, well built, and an awesome lover.

She drew in a long breath as everything came together for her. Looking at
him, she smiled tenderly, realizing how she truly felt for him. And it was no small
matter, either. She leaned closer, planting a lingering kiss on his cheek.



"Master, it would please me if you would...get me off?" She flashed him a
defiant look along with the strong tone in her voice at the last.

He chuckled, once again enjoying her spirit. "Kiss me, and | shall consider it,
mia cara."

To be continued...



Caramel Sundae
by Shannon Anderson

I've been bi-curious for a while. Sometimes | wake up at night with a throb
in my pussy that can’t be cured with my double-sided dildo. | don’t want to be in a
relationship with a girl; | just want to have a few one-night stands to see what it's
like.

This Friday night, | wake up with the same throb, this time more intense
than ever. The light from my computer is on, so | decided to look at some porn,
hoping it would put me to sleep. But when | come to the search engine and put
in “girl-on-girl”, over 7,000 sites come up and the throb deepens. I click on Black
girl-on-girl chat and eagerly wait to see some nice, hard, juicy nipples on my
screen. There are about 25 girls in the chat room: femmes, AGs, Studs, etc., but
I@n looking for someone soft like me. Her name is Caramel Sundae. | click on her
pic and she’s hot- about 5’8, 150 pounds, soft caramel skin, nice round juicy tits;
the throb gets worse. She says she lives in Harlem, which is good for me
because | live in Queens and want to keep this discreet. We chat for about 3
hours and exchange numbers. She says I'm sexy; | tell her | know. She suddenly
disappears from the screen and my phone rings. The caller ID displays a 212
number and | know its Caramel. | let it ring twice and pick it up. “Hello sexy,” she
seductively moans; the throb is going to explode! “Hay,” | don’t what else to say,

shit, she got me ready to give her it all.

“When are we gonna hook up?” she laughs. | guess she could read my
mind. “Ummm, if u off tomorrow...,” she stops me mid sentence. “How bout u
cum over now?” her moans are intense like she can’t stop. | write down the
directions to Harlem. | have on a wife beater, no bra and a pair of daisy dukes for
this sultry summer night.



| pull up to a brownstone on the corner; my throb is so fierce. | get out the
car and ring bell #2 like she told me. She comes down the stairs- she looks better
in person, and for the first time I'm kind of scared. “Hay sexy,” she kisses me on
my cheek, her lips are soft and moist, and | hope her pussy is too.

Her apartment is huge, dimly lit and smells like strawberry incense. She
takes off her top; her nice juicy titties are extremely perky. “Touch them,” she
moans and I rub her nipples the same way | like mine rubbed. She pulls off her
pants and shows me her pretty, shaved pussy. She pulls my hand down to rub it
and it is soft, wet and tight when my fingers enter it. Her moans are deeply
intense, like she never felt it before. Finally, | can no longer take her moans so |
stick my tongue in her pussy. Caramel gets excited, and so do I. | push her on
the bed and she opens her legs. “You know what you like,” she moans. “Eat me
like you like to be eaten.” | stick my tongue in her pussy and start to fuck it in and
out. | guess | must be doing it right because she grabs her nipples and screams
with delight. | start to circle her clit and suck on it like it was a little dick. | know |
hit the right spot when she screams “I'm cumming!........ " and puts a juicy, tasty

load in my mouth.

| don’t stop there because the throb is getting worse. | push her legs back
and get deeper in her juicy pussy, causing her to cum two more times as | put my

long tongue in her ass letting her experience ecstasy as | have known it.

“Damn sexy,” she grabs my tit, “you sure you never ate pussy before?” No |
moan but show me what I've been missing as | pull down my shorts. Caramel
makes love to me. She kisses me deeply and passionately and then sucks slowly
on my titties for a long time. | start rubbing my clit and she pulls my hand away
telling me to wait. She then eases down my navel and kisses my inner thighs.
“Stop teasing me,” | moan. She laughs seductively and starts to eat my pussy. |
never felt this way! She teased and tortured me fucking me with her long middle
finger as she caressed my clit with the edge of her tongue. The throb started

again and this time | couldn’t contain it. | came so long and loudly I'd be surprised



if the neighbors didn’t hear. Carmel didn’t stop there. She pulls out a strap on.
“Turn over,” she demands and | do so without any questions. She eases her long
black dildo in my pussy making me cum at least 4 times. With cum all over the
dildo she starts to suck it to taste my juices again. “You taste heavenly,” she
smiles, really into sucking this dildo. | start rubbing her clit until she moans the

way | like it and cums all over my hands, which | love to lick off.

It's about 7 am and we both have cum at least 20 times. Caramel gives
me and passionate kiss as | leave. Each week on Friday, we hook up and to this
day I don’t know her name and she doesn’t know mine. But one thing | do know
is that she’s the only Caramel Sundae | will eat.



5-Star Nightmare
by Javon64

It was half past midnight when | called down to the front desk. The phone
rang five times and just when | was getting ready to hang up, the pretty blond
with the nametag that read Nichola, answered.

“Hello...front desk.”

"Umm, yeah...damn, | forgot my question. Oh yeah, do you guys sell
toothbrushes and toothpaste for hotel guests to purchase? | seemed to have
forgotten to pack mine.”

“Certainly sir, just come down and I'll take care of you, personally.”

Something about her tone sent a tingling sensation up my shaft, causing it to
stiffen as | whispered, “I'll be down in a sec.”

When | hung up | looked up at my reflection in the large wall mirror that hang
on the wall and thought, not bad for a middle-aged man with a receding hairline
and love handles. Although | haven’t seen my abs since my heydays—back
when nailing a young blond receptionist like Nichola was all in a day’s work—it’s
not like | have a spare tire either.

As | thought more and more about the last words she said just before hanging
up, | contemplated if | was reading more into it than it really was. I'm just a dirty
old man obsessing over a beautiful woman who’s only doing her job, | told
myself. Then again, | so wanted to believe that she was flirting with me.

A big part of me—the reality part—questioned how in the world a desirable
woman with such killer legs and sex appeal could be even remotely interested in
someone like me. However, there was that hopeful part of me—the part that
kept reminding me that younger women these days weren'’t interested in guys
their own age—that’s the part | was praying was right.

After hastily easing back into my pants and t-shirt, | slipped out the room,
making sure the door didn’t slam shut behind me. On the elevator ride down to
the ground floor, | didn’t know which was on a bigger high, my nerves or the
bulge in my pants. When | reached the bottom and the door opened, the lobby
was deserted. The fancy bar and Asian restaurant across from the front desk
were closed and the only sound that could be heard was the soothing lobby
music.



As | approached the desk, not one person was in sight. | found this odd since
five star hotels like this didn’t have bells to alert desk clerks; someone was
supposed to be present at all times. However after nearly 20-minutes, Nichola
emerged from the back with a chipper look that I could only hope was symbolic of
more than mere good customer service.

“Sorry to keep you waiting, sir. It's just that I'm the only one here and since
it's rather slow at night, | figured now was the best time to get some of my other
nightly duties finished.”

“You don’t have to apologize,” | said with a nervous chuckle. “I've only been
here for a few minutes anyway,” | lied.

“Oh you're the one who called for a toothbrush and toothpaste, right?”
“That be me.”

She then turned and walked off toward the back, each stride causing her short
blue skirt to fondle her petite curves and her shapely runner’s calves to flex
above her blue pumps.

What the hell is wrong with you?! | scolded. That girl is old enough to be your
damn daughter for crying out loud. But no soon as my moral compass was about
to direct me back upstairs where | belonged, Nichola stuck her head from out
back and said, “Would you mind giving me a hand back here?”

| was so blindsided by the question that | had to first look around to see if
there was anyone else in the lobby that she could be talking to. After seeing no
one | replied, “You talking to me?”

“Uh-uh...l was referring to one of the other strikingly handsome men standing
around in the crowded lobby,” she joked sarcastically. She then shot me a
playful grin and disappeared out back once more.

Hesitating for all of two seconds, | looked around again for good measure
before easing around to the back of the counter and following along behind her
like a dog in heat. While making my way toward the back room | moved
cautiously, my conscience eating at me the whole while. Well, | should say that
my conscience was bothering me right up until I made it to the back room.

“Do you mind holding the ladder steady while | get down the box with all the
personal care items in it?”

When | looked up and realized that the box she was referring to was high
enough to where it would enable me to see beneath her skirt | felt an immediate



erection. That's when | told myself that her asking for my assistance had to be a
flirtatious ploy to get me alone. But | still had to be sure.

“Miss, you don’t have to go out your way just for me. | can climb up and get
that box down for you,” | offered thinking to myself that | must be the dumbest
guy on the planet.

“It's really no trouble at all, sir. Besides, if you were to accidentally slip off this
ladder | would lose my job. Just hold it for me; it won’t take but a minute.”

Hearing those words sent a wave of relief over me. A little voice inside me
kept pleading with me to keep my fucking mouth shut, while my dick steadily
nudged against my trousers to go for it.

“Well the last thing | would want to do is jeopardize your job,” | told her.
“Although I'm sure a gorgeous girl like you can get a job at any hotel you applied
for.”

“Awww...thank you, Mr....”
“Senton...but you can call me Jim. Everyone does.”

“Ok...Jim. Now if you would be so kind,” she said smiling while slowly
ascending the latter.

As | stood at the bottom holding the ladder steady, my internal gentleman was
in a knock-down drag-out war with my inner pervert for a glimpse up the young
lady’s skirt. Each of her careful steps up the latter sent a whiff of her sweet scent
wafting up my nostrils to tempt my urges. Somehow willing myself not to look, |
could hear her rummaging through the box as nervous sweat pooled underneath
my armpits.

Almost as if she was a mind reader and found my inner battle for self-control
amusing, | could hear her snicker underneath her breath while asking, “Um...Jim,
which of these two do you prefer?”

Lifting my eyes to see what exactly was she referring to my knees buckled as
| looked straight up her skirt to her red polka-dot thong. My hands began to
tremble nervously causing the ladder to shake just slightly as my cock grew more
rigid.

“Come on, Jim...it can’t be that hard, can it?” she giggled. “Which one? The
blue or the red toothbrush?”



Clearly | was dealing with a little tease if | had ever seen one. Every word out
of her dirty mouth had some type of seductive undertone to it. | couldn’t believe
the tactic she used to get me to look up her skirt, the filthy little slut.

“Um...um...either will be do...yeah...whatever you choose,” | said sounding
discombobulated with my voice cracking and squeaking as | spoke.

My eyes remained glued up her skirt on her polka-dot crotch; her fine pubic
hairs sprouting out from all sides. | pervertedly imagined the taste of her juicy
pussy in my mouth as her ass spread out across my face. Never have | felt so
teased and tortured.

“Blue. I think blue fits you, Jim. You actually look a little blue in the face. Are
you ok?” She said with a mischievous grin as if she had x-ray vision and could
see the blue balls mounting in my pants.

“I'm fine. Just fine. | really should be getting back upstairs.”

| watched as she put the other toothbrush away, my mouth salivating for
trouble.

“Alright, Jim...hold the ladder tight now. I’'m coming down.” As she made her
way down toward my face | pleaded with my legs to step aside. MOVE
GODDAMIT...DON'T YOU DARE DO THIS! My cock was so hard that it
practically ached as the scent of her sweet cunt descended on top of me, her
skirt draping my head and face in darkness.

“Mmmmmm...looks like somebody has an ass fetish,” she moaned while
grinding her hot ass on my face like the freak she was. “Smell it, Jim...smell my
dirty ass.”

Holding on to her sides | pushed my face in her crack, shoving her thong
between her moist pussy lips as though it was a thin piece of dental floss. My
face was damp with her excitement as my tongue maneuvered its way
underneath the string to tease her clit.

“Mmm, like that, Jim! That’s it...push that tongue up inside me,” she begged.
“Now lick that nasty asshole,” she told me while tooting her ass out for me.

Her dirty mouth was overly persuasive to my stiff dick the whole while the tip
of my tongue was tickling her fanny. Regretfully | gave in to her alluring kink and
undid my pants and pulled out my dick.

As though possessed | grunted while guiding her down a couple more steps
to the floor. “Bend over and hold the step, you dirty little fucking whore.”



“I'll be your dirty little whore if you promise to fuck me in the ass like one,” she
replied with a beastly grunt while heisting up her skirt and bending over.

Abandoning all self-control and logic | snatched her thong down, ripping it in
the process, and dragged the tip of my dick along her wet split for lubrication.

“Now put your dick in my ass,” she demanded. “Put it in.”

Kicking her legs apart, | slowly eased the tip of my dick in her tight ass,
thrusting it further as she clenched her ass cheeks.

“Is this what you want?” | panted. “Tell me...you little slut bitch.”

“Your dick is filling me up, Jim. I'm so full...I'm so full,” she kept repeating
while holding the ladder with one hand and rubbing her clit with the other.

The more she talked the more | felt my shaft expanding inside her asshole,
stretching it wider with each thrust.

“You little fucking tease!” | groaned pushing my dick deeper in her ass. “I'll
teach you to stick your funky ass in my face.”

“Ahhhhh...careful...careful, pleassssse!” She begged me, reaching back and
placing her hand on my waist to slow my stroking motion. “You’re so big!”

“Take it! You can take it, you little dirty slut!” | demanded pumping in and out
of her as she now held the ladder with both hands. “Want me to cum in your ass?
Huh...Huh? Say it! Tell me...”

“YESSSSS...Fill my ass up—0Oo00000 God! Fill my shit hole up, Jim,” she
moaned, “You're gonna make me cum. Shit, 'm cumming...Ooh shit, I'm
cumming....”

Right as she started climaxing | reached in between her legs and started
rubbing her clit while fucking her asshole faster. Her legs were quivering more
and more with each stroke as she squeezed her asshole tight and milked my
rigid rod for all the nut it could spew.

“Squeeze it! That' it...take all of that hot cum in your ass,” | moaned and
groaned finally calming to a whimper as my dick begin to ebb and slide from her
cum filled anus. “Damn...that was amazing,” | said gasping to catch my breath.

Without so much as a word the chatty receptionist stepped out of her thong
and walked over to a small desk adjacent to the where we stood. Sliding open
the bottom drawer she pulled out a box of Kleenex and gave me a handful before
using some to clean up the semen that was slowly seeping from her ass.



Feeling guilty now, | hurried to clean all the evidence off my dick while thinking
of an excuse to tell my wife, who | had left in the room asleep. Hopefully, |
thought, she stayed asleep the entire time | was gone. After cleaning what |
thought to be just semen off my dick, | kinda freaked out when | looked at the
Kleenex and say some blood.

Worried, | asked, “Are you okay? | didn’t hurt you, did 1?”

That’s when | got the shock of my life when she looked up at me with a
straight face and said, “You have some nerve asking me something like that,
especially after raping me.”

“RAPE?!" | raised my voice stunned by the accusation. “Wait a minute. You...”

“Mr. Jimmy Senton, age 46, Vice President of Shane Enterprises, social
security number 367-34-1244...need | go on?” The little bitch said while putting
herself back together. “Wife’s name is Barbara Senton, 9146 Ocean Drive,
Phoenix AZ, 85050.” She smirked.

Terrified | asked, “What are you saying? | thought...”

“Thought what? That a nice looking female like me would actually be
interested in an old ass man like you? | would have thought that the vice
president of a fortune 500 company would be a little brighter than that. Either way
| bet the next time a gorgeous woman tries to sit on your face out the blue you
read the fine print and ask yourself why,” She mocked. “As for now...you and |
have some business to discuss. For starters—how much is it worth to you for me
to keep my mouth shut?”

It was then that | had to make a harsh decision that would haunt me the rest
of my life. Struggling to gain control of my jumbled nerves and emotions, |
thought long and hard about all that was at stake. | then clenched my teeth with
contempt and said the only thing that would end this nightmare.

“Name the price...bitch!”
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