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         Naomi entered the living room with a scarf and a black, sleek dress that did its best to hide the contours of her curvy body. The truth was, it could never hide her proud posture. The scarf covered her hair but showcased her promising brown eyes.

         My trousers tightened. I quickly glanced over at Maalouf and Eva. Eva sat and squeezed her thighs together while fiddling with the buttons in her blouse, unsure whether to fasten or unbutton them. Maalouf sat casually with a dangerous, predatory look in his eyes, taking small sips from his glass of champagne. All three of us stared at Naomi with anticipation and a little nervousness of what was about to come.

         Without noticing it herself, Eva swayed her hips with small movements. It was as if she was rubbing her pussy against her chair while she absentmindedly stuck her silver spoon into the cream cake in front of her. She took tiny mouthfuls of it as her body revelled in pleasure.

         Naomi stopped for a moment next to the circular, round bed in the middle of the room. With a dreamy hand movement, she grabbed the edge of her dress and lifted it over the high lacquer boots that went up over her knees. She slid it further up over her thighs. For a second, she hesitated at the spot where her boots ended, and her naked, golden-brown skin begun.

         She lifted it just high enough for me to see that her pussy was cleanly shaven. But I couldn’t be sure. The glimpse was too fleeting. She let the black dress down again and, instead, caressed her breasts. She showed the contours of them. Eva gasped for air, put down her silver spoon, and finally decided to open the top two buttons in her blouse. Maalouf exhaled through his nose.

         Maalouf and I placed a hand on Eva’s silk-covered thighs, but she brushed them away so she could pull her skirt hem further down. When she reached for her champagne glass, Naomi started unbuttoning her dress in front of us. I suspected that her clothes were hiding a wonderful body, and I was soon right.

         Her hips were curvy and rounded to her tempting pussy. Any hint of hair was carefully removed. Her thighs were powerful, but her stomach with a deep navel was soft. Her arms carried soft traces of regular strength training. Her dark brown nipples pointed straight up from her heavy breasts. When she performed a slow pirouette, we saw a glossy red string with four Chinese balls hanging out of her anus.

         Eva got champagne stuck in her throat and gasped for air. I drew my breath in as if bracing myself to be submerged underwater. Maalouf gave me a proud look as if he wanted to say:“I go to bed with this hot woman every night. Doesn’t that say something about me?” I nodded; it absolutely did. We discreetly smiled and devoured Naomi with our eyes.

         Aside from wearing that scarf, she was completely naked. I looked at Maalouf again. He sat there with a satisfied grin around his mouth, but his champagne glass was empty. I poured him some more.

         Naomi came over to us without granting Maalouf or me a single glance. She grabbed Eva’s hand, wanting to pull her up from her chair and over to the bed. Eva, again, responded with shyness. I knew she was faking it. Naomi just smiled and didn’t let go of Eva’s hand. Instead, she guided it to her breast.

         At first, she used the hand that Naomi had placed there, and then she used both. Finally––after an eternity of tension––Eva got up and followed her over to the bed. Naomi loosened her scarf and shook loose her hair to let it hang over her shoulders and breasts. She rolled her scarf together and tied it over Eva’s eyes.

         At first, they stood there on the floor without moving, and then Naomi leaned over and kissed Eva gently on her mouth. Then she started undressing her. Her movements were slow and calculating. She was performing some sort of ritual. She unbuttoned Eva’s blouse and let us see her delicious breasts. Once Naomi took it off, she then got to work removing her stockings, letting them drop to the floor.

         She let her sharp index fingernail circle around Eva’s nipple. It immediately grew stiff as a board. Naomi lowered her mouth over it and started sucking. Eva let a stifled moan as her eyelids began to close. It was as if she was a stone statue during the whole ceremony, just letting it all happen.

         My dick was laying like a steel pipe on my thigh. I cast a glance over at Maalouf to see how he was doing. I discovered that he had already pulled out his cock through his flies. He sat there, tugging away at it thoughtfully with three fingers. It was long and not very thick, but nicely proportioned with a powerful tip that shone brightly in the candle-lit room.
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