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​Preface

 


***

 


I keep getting emails from regular
readers of my website asking me to make the stories available in
eBook format. They mentioned that although they like to come online
and spend time on the site, they want to be able to take the
stories with them, whether in their log cabin in the forest, or
during that long trip on the plane. Many places or devices are not
100% connected to the internet, and quite a lot of people I know
like to cut off all possible distraction and interruption when they
indulge in a sexy story.

So here comes the third of a long
series of compilations of the best sexy stories of My Pouty Lips.
Enjoy them everywhere and anywhere on your Kindle, iPad, or other
tablet. Get a life, go offline!

Rising Poles And Dripping Holes. One
mouthwatering title for an anthology of three hot stories that will
make you experience various levels of lust and envy.

Each story is very different from
the others, offering you a variety of situations that will nurture
your imagination and wild fantasies.

But enough with the talking. Let the
action begin!

~~*~~


 


 


 



​Paris Is Offering Her Hymen To A
High Man

 


***

 


Hilton gazed out the over-slanted
bay window enjoying the beautiful turquoise blue sky. She sipped
her steamy latte imagining how her first day managing her sister’s
holdings and modeling contract would be.

‘You have 1 message’ popped
onto the header space of her palm pilot.

It was her ex-husband,
Brad.

She didn’t bother to answer when
she’d heard the phone ring – she knew what he wanted.

‘Meet me at the plaza,’ she typed a
moment later then she pressed ‘send’ on her phone
tablet.

“Today was going to be good,” Hilton
mused.

Paris sat beneath the shaded terrace
watching local city-lovers pass by; she sat upright prickly
realizing the men she was staring at were ogling her back in
spades. One guy had had the nerve snap a pic of her. She couldn’t
even sit in a throng of bustle in the bright of day without being
noticed. She knew a diversion was long overdue.

“So how’s my favorite supermodel?”
Hilton asked her.

Already perturbed about having her
picture taken, Paris’s pursed her pouty lips – this was supposed to
be her day to enjoy.

“Cut the crap,” Paris said to
Hilton, her twin sister. “Both of us know the only reason you’re
‘grins and giggles’ is because mommy made you temporary executor of
my estate.”

Hilton feigned a mocked
shock.

“What makes you think I have
anything except your best interests at heart?” she asked her little
sis Paris.

“You fucked my ex-boyfriend, for
starters,” Paris quipped.

Hilton slid manicured finger into
the sugary foam dripping down the side of Paris’s cup of steamy hot
cocoa. “You have a 4:30 at the marina with Jon-Paul,” Hilton
reminded her twin baby sister.

“First my boyfriend, now my hot
chocolate,” Paris smiled sweetly. “What’s next, my
hymen?”

“That’s too bold,” Hilton admonished
her little sister.

“Nothing’s too bold for you, sis.
I’m not doing that Little Mermaid hip-hop fiasco with that prima
donna,” Paris said to no one in particular.

Hilton blinked.

“Jon-Paul is the one photographer
who can make or break a model’s career. Your choice,” she told
Paris.

Hilton waited for her sibling to
call her bluff.

She didn’t.

“You know I have a date with my high
man tonight,” Paris reminded Hilton.

“Yes,” Hilton agreed with baby
sister. “How long has it been now since two of you consummated your
wedding vows?”

“Mind your own ‘Louboutins,’” Paris
snapped at her older sis.
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