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Excerpt

 


She pressed her mouth against mine. I closed
my eyes and parted my lips, letting her tongue in. Her fingers
pumped in and out of me, frigging me through a glorious orgasm,
while she held me up with her other arm. When I was able to hold
myself up on my own, she let go and walked to the door, sucking my
juices from her fingers. I collapsed in the chair while she locked
the front door, flipped the sign, and pulled down the shade.

 


She sauntered back,
sexily. I watched her body, she walked with the smoothness of a
lioness. She came around and knelt between my splayed legs.
This can't be happening! She took my head in her hands and pulled my face to hers. We
kissed once again. Oh... It's really
happening! Her tongue was warm, wet, and
knowing.

 


Her hands slid over me, finding my breasts
and squeezing them. She undid my blouse, then slipped her hands
around the back and undid my bra. With nervous fingers, I returned
the favor and loosened her top. When I got it open, she reached
behind and unhooked her lacy brassiere. I have nice, C-cup breasts.
I've always felt good about them. Hers, however, dwarfed them.
Real, firm, and with the most succulent pink nipples. As she played
with mine, I tentatively reached for hers. I squeezed them gently,
feeling their size and heft, marveling at how soft and smooth her
skin was. My thumbs found her nipples and I pinched them, eliciting
a moan from her.

 


We kissed again, then she traced
little kisses back to my ear, our bodies pressed together – breasts
to breasts and flesh to flesh. Exquisite! Her hot breath tickled my
ear, sending a tremor through my being. My pussy gushed anew. I
could feel my juices leaking...
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I find it hard to believe that there are a
lot of people who think a couple of hundred dollars is nothing.
Nobody fixes anything anymore because a replacement "only" cost a
hundred dollars. Or two. I'll tell you, though, that's not anyone
in my family, that's for sure.

 


We never really had anything "new" that was
genuinely new. Except for food, I suppose. Everything else was
handed down, donated, bought at the Goodwill, or off of Craigslist.
I grew up never having an actual new piece of clothing unless it
was given to me by a friend at one of the few birthday parties my
family could afford to throw me when I was younger. Sometimes I
would score something really cool, second-hand – usually out of
luck – and the other kids at school would compliment me on my
outfit. Most times, though, not so much. Most times, though, they
were just cruel.

 


I was trying hard to break the cycle that
had enslaved generations of my family. I was going to junior
college part time and working full time. I rode the bus to and from
everywhere whenever I couldn't get a ride, which was most of the
time. Yeah, I was pretty enough – or at least female – to get
offered rides from dudes but they always wanted something in
return. For forty bucks a month I didn't have to risk carpal tunnel
syndrome, lockjaw, or getting attacked. All-in-all, public
transportation seemed like a good deal.
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