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My name is Jasmine and I have a secret.

 

It’s not a secret that I’m a girl with
curves. A girl built like me tends to get called thick or
voluptuous if you’re with someone who appreciates a body like mine.
I know how to dress my body, but there’s no hiding that I’m not
some stick figure.

 

No, my secret is that I like it. I love my
round ass and curved hips. And I especially love my big breasts. I
know that our world says that the beauty ideal isn’t brown skin and
soft flesh, but I’ve never had a problem finding a man to keep my
bed warm at night.

 

I always sleep naked. I love the feeling of
the soft cotton touching my body and caressing my skin. I woke up
and felt the cool fabric touching me all over. I had been dreaming
about Ted. We had another date planned for this evening, and my
body didn’t want to wait. I ran my hands over my breasts and
stroked my dark nipples to hardness.

 

I moaned and continued to stroke my nipples,
feeling the dampness growing between my thighs, and I slipped my
hand between them, sliding just deep enough so that a searching
finger could touch my clit.

 


           
I found the swollen nub and began rubbing it. I
was slick with arousal already from a very naughty dream with Ted’s
head buried between my legs, so it only took a few teasing strokes
before I was whimpering and shuddering in orgasm.

 

There really was no better way to start your
day.

 

***

 

I met Ted in the most cliched way possible,
at happy hour in a local bar. His light blond hair curled above
ocean colored eyes, and his lips were always fixed in an easy
smile. Ted was friendliness personified. Our sex life was normal in
a way that should have made me happy. Ted had a nice sized cock
that touched all the right places inside me. He never complained
that I took too long to come and would happily spend half the night
with his head between my legs.

 

I wasn’t the first black girl Ted had dated.
I guess you could say he had a bit of a fetish. Other girls might
have had a problem with that and seen his extra attention as
something insulting or degrading, but I never did. Ted’s obsessive
lust over my dark nipples and round ass just made me wetter.

 

Ted would eat my pussy with relish, giving
licks with the perfect amount of pressure on my clit and diving his
tongue into my opening like he was searching for buried treasure.
When he fucked me from behind, Ted would angle his hips perfectly
to ensure he’d hit my G-spot with every stroke. There was something
I wanted Ted to do though, something that I had never tried with
another lover, but that sounded desperately arousing to me.

 

Ted was over at my house tonight. I had worn
a slinky black dress that clung to my curves. It was dangerously
low cut and with every movement my breasts threatened to spill out
of the fabric. I decided to broach the subject.

 

“What’s your weirdest
fetish?” I asked, taking a sip of wine to steel my
courage.

 

Ted flushed. “It’s really embarrassing,” he
mumbled.

 

“It’s fine! Whatever it is,
we can try it. I’m open to a lot of things!” I added
quickly.

 

Ted’s easy grin was missing, and he was
staring down at his lap where a bulge was beginning to grow.
Whatever it was, just thinking about it for a moment was enough to
make his cock start to harden. “You’re probably going to think I’m
a freak and that it’s seriously demeaning to women but I really
really want to slide my cock in between your tits and fuck them
until I come. I’ve had this fantasy about just. . . painting your
whole body with my come for so long.”

 

My eyes widened. There was no way I was that
lucky.

 

Ted’s face fell. He had obviously thought my
surprised look was one of disgust.

 

“I know it sounds kind of
gross but I just think it would be so hot to see your neck and your
breasts covered in my come.” Ted’s head was down. Raised in a house
with three sisters, he was always respectful and attentive to my
needs. Ted was perfect, but sometimes you don’t want perfect.
Sometimes you want a man who will shove you onto the bed and slam
his cock into whatever hole is closest. Sometimes you want to wake
up covered in come and just a little bit sore.
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