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      QUICK LICKS contains 32 short-short erotica stories by prolific erotic scribe Andrea Dale. Savor each one like a long afternoon of sex or dip in and out like a quickie up against the wall—this collection is an arousing treat for readers who like their stories short, sexy, and sizzling hot!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Lie Back…

        

      

    

    
      MY HAND WANDERS lazily to my cleft as I dream of green pastures and ancient, magic woods. Of castles and hill forts and Roman roads. Of cathedrals and holy wells.

      My fingers flash over my clit as I taste leek pie and chips soaked in vinegar; smell curry and moss and legends.

      I’m aching with need, desperate for release. Knights in armor, damsels in distress parade before me. I reach for my vibrator, turn it to high.

      My back arches as I shudder and come to the tune of “God Save the Queen.”

      Sated, I lie back and think of England.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Undoing The Laces

        

      

    

    
      I HADN’T REALLY wanted to go camping. I never do. I’m less of a roughing-it type and more of a room-service type. But my husband and I do historic re-enactment—dressing up in medieval clothes and hitting each other with sticks—so camping is a necessary evil.

      By the end of this particular weekend, though, I had to re-think my position on the issue.

      Because we haven’t splurged on the big period pavilion, Greg and I are usually relegated to the “slums” on the outskirts of the encampment with the other modern tents. Which is fine. Our cabin tent is easy to put up and take down, which means we can throw our stuff inside, change into garb, and get down to having fun.

      Plus, summer was lazing into autumn, and there wouldn’t be many more perfect weekends with brilliant, clear blue skies and mellow temperatures.

      We’d joined the period dance revel on the second evening, then done the rounds of the various camp-side parties. Thirsty from the whirling and spinning, I’d indulged in more homemade mead than I usually do. Which was why I was finding my way to the nearest porta-potty several hours after most everyone else had tamped down their fires and crawled into their sleeping bags. Oh, I could still hear some drumming and laughter in the distance, but those were the real die-hards.

      I wasn’t drunk, just pleasantly tipsy as I finished my business. My eyes had adjusted to the darkness, so I didn’t bother to turn on my flashlight to go back to our tent. Of course, that meant I had to walk with more care, so I didn’t step on someone’s armor that had been left out to air or trip over a tent rope.

      Which may be why I noticed the light in our friends Kelly and Brad’s tent, which was pitched next to ours.

      I was pretty sure they’d just gotten back from their own evening of carousing. I opened my mouth to make some comment about their partying ways when I heard something.

      Kelly’s low, breathy moan.

      The sound throbbed straight into my clit. My belly contracted. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever heard. (Porn was fine for porn’s sake, but there’s nothing sillier than all those fake moans and groans, especially when they happen while the actress’ mouth is full of cock.)

      This was real. An honest sound of blatant passion.

      Holding my breath, I eased open the zipper to our tent, one tooth at a time, and crept inside, repeating the careful process to close the flap behind me. The nylon of the tent crackled as I slipped back into the double sleeping bag on the air mattress.

      “Did you hear something?” Kelly asked, sounding vague and distracted.

      “Nah. Everyone’s asleep,” Brad whispered back. “No, leave the light on.”

      “Won’t somebody see?”

      “They’re all asleep,” Brad repeated. “And I want to see you.” His voice was rough with lust.

      Although I’d never thought of myself as a voyeur, right now I wanted to see, too. On my knees, I peered out the half-moon window in the side of our tent, which we’d unzipped to let in the soft night air and the comforting scent of wood smoke. I could see easily through the screening.

      With the light on in their tent, I couldn’t so much see Brad and Kelly as I could their silhouettes. Again, somehow it was sexier than seeing their fully naked forms.

      Her head was tilted back, and he was kissing her throat, his mouth moving languidly down the slender column to the curve of her breasts. From her shape, I could tell she was still wearing her corset. The outline of a crumpled heap in the corner must have been her dress, carelessly tossed aside when passion took over for common sense and care for the handmade garment.

      My breasts felt heavy. I brushed my hand across them. My nipples were hard beneath my linen nightdress.

      I eased down into the sleeping bag, reached inside. Greg was wearing just a pair of thin drawstring pants. I cupped my palm around his flaccid cock through the linen and, as quietly as I could, whispered for him to wake up.

      I had no idea whether it was my hand or my voice that actually woke him. I didn’t really care, as long as he could share this with me.

      He started to speak, but I shushed him, barely breathing as I told him to sit up and look.

      “Holy… Brad and Kelly?”

      I nodded.

      “We probably shouldn’t watch,” I whispered. “But…I want to…”

      At first Greg didn’t say anything. Then, “Tell me why.”

      I squirmed inwardly; I wasn’t always comfortable talking about how I felt in bed. But right now I was too horny to care.

      “It’s hot,” I said honestly. “It’s turning me on.” To punctuate his words, I took his hand and showed him how my nipples were trying to poke holes through the weave of my nightdress.

      I heard his sharp intake of breath. In the darkness, his eyes were like black pools of desire.

      In the other tent, Kelly shifted position, kneeling facing away from Brad. Her head was bowed slightly, and I understood a moment why when Brad lifted her thick hair and commenced nibbling at the back of her neck.

      I heard long exhalation, her almost indistinct “Mmm, yes.”

      My skin tingled in empathy. “Yes,” I echoed.

      Beside me, Greg slid his hand up my back to the nape of my neck. My hair was in a pair of braids, leaving the sensitive area exposed. I shivered as he trailed his fingers across my flesh. I would have loved to feel his mouth there, but I knew he wanted to watch, too.

      That aroused me even more.

      Now Brad began to unlace Kelly’s corset. He didn’t rush, pulling the long laces through the eyelets with excruciating slowness. As each inch of flesh was exposed, he bent and pressed his lips there, making a ritual out of the undressing.

      Unbearably erotic.

      As the corset fell free and the silk chemise beneath slid down, Kelly’s breasts tumbled out, unrestrained. Kelly reached up, cupping her heavy mounds in her hands. She circled her nipples with her fingers, and I heard her whimper with pleasure.

      “Do that,” Greg said.

      I stripped my now-confining nightdress over my head, caressed my own breasts. Not as large as Kelly’s, but ample enough, and my nipples were delightfully sensitive.

      Which Greg knew. “Pinch them,” he said.

      I couldn’t see distinctly what Kelly was doing, but I could extrapolate. Hell, by this point, I didn’t entirely care what exactly Kelly was doing. It was amazingly hot to watch, but I was desperate to feel, too.

      My nipples sent electric signals to my clit, and as I played with myself, my hips pumped gently, moving to the primal rhythm of my fingers and my blood. Pleasure, a hint of pain, a throb of sensation.

      Greg grazed his teeth across my bare shoulder, watching me, watching Kelly and Brad. My pussy felt swollen, slick.

      Needy.

      I abandoned my nipple and reached down, but Greg caught my wrist, guiding my hand to his crotch. He was rock hard, and he hissed between his teeth when I curled my fingers around him. I let go long enough to pull the drawstring bow free, then snaked my hand inside his pants to stroke him freely. Hot flesh, steely length. I couldn’t remember the last time he’d been so hard. My thumb slipped through the bead of precome at his tip.

      I brought my hand to my mouth to taste it, rubbing the sweetness against my lower lip.

      For a moment it seemed as though the tables had turned, as if Kelly and Brad were somehow channeling us. Kelly turned, and I saw that I’d missed Brad stripping out of his pants—or maybe he hadn’t been wearing them all along, and only now he’d turned to full profile and I could see his cock jutting up.

      Kelly turned, and bent to take the proud length of him in her mouth.

      My hand went back to Greg, and he clenched his fist around mine. Too much sensation; he didn’t want to come, not just yet.

      Neither, it seemed, did Brad. He pulled Kelly up, caressing her shoulders, her breasts, sliding his hands down into the indistinct area between them. Kelly squealed under her breath. My pussy clenched, wanting that.

      A fumble of movement in the other tent, but clear enough to us. Brad sat facing Kelly, and she straddled him, sinking down on him while he nuzzled her breasts. He leaned back on his hands, and she rocked back and forth on him. He had a great view.

      So did we.

      Greg shifted behind me. He was on his knees, and he drew me back towards his lap. I spread my legs, straddling him as well, only backwards. Our knees would no doubt regret this in the morning, but right now, we didn’t care.

      All I cared about, certainly, was the feel of the length of Greg’s cock sliding up inside of me. I bit my lip to keep myself from making too much noise. God, he felt so good inside me, filling me.

      We couldn’t really move much, not if we didn’t want to be overheard. I suspected Kelly and Brad were so intent on their own rutting that they wouldn’t have heard a phalanx of Roman guards rattle by, but I didn’t want to take that chance, and neither did Greg.

      Kelly’s thrusts grew erratic. Greg, watching over my shoulder, reached around me to stroke his fingers against my clit.

      Kelly had been whimpering, deep in her throat, as she obviously tried to keep quiet. Now the sound changed to a squeal. She clutched Brad’s shoulders—I imagined her nails were digging into his back—as the sound rose in pitch.

      The sights, the sounds, the feel of Greg’s cock inside me and his fingers expertly teasing my clit, all sent me over the edge.

      I stuffed my fist in my mouth to keep myself from screaming.

      Distantly, I was aware of Brad hoarsely swearing and telling Kelly how much he loved her.

      Greg jerked only once, twice. I clenched around him as he pulsed, my orgasm triggering his.

      Kelly and Brad’s orgasms triggering ours.

      [image: ]

      The next morning, as we were packing up our cars, I swear I saw Brad wink at Greg.

      Yep, I might need to re-think my reluctance about camping.
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      “ON THE GROUND! Now!”

      The harsh words echoed through the bank lobby.

      Leroy ducked back into the hallway, praying he hadn’t been seen. Granger’s Bank had never in its fifty years been robbed, and now, two weeks after he’d taken the security guard job, it had to happen.

      Just his luck.

      He peered around the corner, holding his breath. Two of them, wearing nondescript dark clothes and stockings to mask their faces.

      He eased back, considering his options.

      “Put all the cash in this bag.”

      His bowels turned to ice.

      Sherri. God, how he missed her smoky voice. Despite himself, his cock stirred.

      “Check the vault.”

      Fuck. He knew that voice, too: Tom, the bastard Sherri had run off with.

      Well, he wouldn’t have a problem nailing Tom in the head with a bullet, but Sherri was another matter.

      Leroy’s gun slipped from his shaking hand. The sound of it hitting the marble floor was like a gunshot in itself, ricocheting around the corridor. Of course he panicked. He never thought he’d be a good security guard.

      “What the hell?” Tom yelled.

      “I’ll take care of it,” Sherri shouted back to him. She came around the corner with the shotgun cocked and ready to fire. His gun had skidded too far away. Leroy raised his hands and prayed.

      “Well, fancy meeting you here.” Sherri’s features were smashed beneath the stocking, her curves lost beneath the baggy outfit, but her voice and her musky perfume were enough to make Leroy harder than the marble floor.

      “Pick up that chair,” she said, gesturing with her gun to a wooden straight chair in the hall. “Now get into the vault.”

      The damn thing was never locked during the day. Old Man Granger was that secure. He probably deserved to be robbed, filthy rich as he was.

      Sherri hauled the massive door shut behind them. She used his own cuffs to secure one of his hands to the chair, then tied the other back with the partner to the stocking over her head.

      “Don’t make a sound,” she said.

      Helpless, he watched her shove bundles of cash into two canvas bags. When they were full, she cinched them up. But before she hauled them onto her back, she turned and regarded him.

      “You are a sight,” she said, shaking her head. “Seeing you trussed up is giving me bad ideas.”

      He tried to respond, but his mouth had gone dry.

      Sherri cupped his crotch, laughed when she felt his unflagging erection and heard him suck in his breath. “Ah, what the hell.”

      She pulled up her blue denim shirt to reveal her braless breasts, nipples already puckered, the color of ripe plums. She fed him one, and he suckled eagerly. God, he’d missed her.

      She stripped off one leg of her cargo pants and panties. The scent of her cunt made him twitch harder. He jerked against his bonds. He wanted to bury his face in her, then throw her down and plunge into her, make her scream his name.

      With deft fingers she undid his polyester uniform pants. He lifted his ass so she could pull them and his boxers down. His cock sprang free, red and stiff. A drop of fluid at the tip glistened under the harsh fluorescent light. His balled ached with need.

      Throwing one leg across his lap, she rubbed the head of his cock against her slick lips. “No time for teasing,” she said, her voice a little hoarse. “There’s a pity.”

      She sank down on him, her warm pussy surrounding him, pulsing along the length of him. She posted up and down, grinding herself against his cock. Her breasts bounced in front of his face and he tried to capture one with his mouth again.

      He’d never known her to be so aggressive. Oh, she’d always been an enthusiastic lover, but this went beyond an uninhibited roll in the hay.  And as much as he wanted his hands free—as much as he pulled at the restraints until his cuffed wrist ached—there was something about being held down that was pretty damn sexy. There was something about her taking the lead, something about her having all the control, that brought him to the edge faster than he’d ever gotten before.

      He gritted his teeth as his balls tightened. Okay, it was a matter of pride, but not until she…

      Fuck. He couldn’t take it anymore. He thrust up hard into her—as best he could under the circumstances—and felt her spasm, shuddering through her own release as he came. She whimpered, bit his neck to keep herself from screaming.

      She had the decency to pull his pants up over his sticky, spent cock. As if suddenly seized by a fit of tenderness, she pulled the stocking on her head up and kissed him, full and hard, before grabbing the bags and her gun and running out. Her footsteps receded down the hall, leaving him alone with the sound of his own harsh breathing and the mingled scent of their fucking.

      Leroy twisted his wrist. All the jerking and pulling during their sex had loosened the stocking that bound him to the chair, and in a few moments, he was free.

      He spit out the key she’d passed him in the kiss and went to work unlocking his other wrist from the cuffs.

      He’d give his police report (nobody would be surprised that he’d screwed up; in fact, they’d expected it), get in his truck, and meet Sherri at the dam. They’d get rid of Tom—the reservoir was deep, and it was a long way down—and then they’d head downstate as planned.

      And when they stopped at a motel, he was going to cuff her to the bed and see how much she liked the teasing….

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          The Last Rays Of The Summer Sun

        

      

    

    
      IT WAS ANGEL’S turn to do the supper dishes.

      Up until last month, dish duty had been shared by our twins, Kelly and Jacob. But with both of them now off to college, we were back to Angel and I trading off.

      Strange, the little things that change when your kids leave home.

      The dishes had actually piled up for a few days before we remembered to negotiate the chore, along with a few others left in the twins’ wake. We'd also had to get used to the silence: no more of Kelly and Jacob’s voices, music, footfalls down the stairs, or impassioned cell phone conversations.

      Then again, there had been a few positive changes, too.

      We'd replaced the silence with our favorite ’80s tunes, breaking into spontaneous dance or song with no child to roll his or her eyes.

      We’d also slowly defaulted back to our pre-kid clothing choices, or near-lack thereof. In the annual Southern California autumn heat wave, I was wearing a gray cotton sports bra and a pair of loose running shorts, and admiring the way the evening sun shone through Angel’s thin sundress.

      She wasn't wearing anything underneath it.

      It was a cliché, but I'd always thought my Angel looked like her namesake, her red-gold hair now burnished by the setting sun, her curvy hips and thighs outlined beneath her sheer skirt.

      As quickly as that thought entered my mind, another one chased it away: Fallen angel, more like it. She’d always been a delicious mix of curious and inventive in bed (and out of it), and a slow warmth pooled in my groin as the clock in the entryway chimed 7 p.m. and I remembered something I’d almost forgotten.

      But before I could say anything, Angel wiped her hands on a cobalt-and-white checked dish towel, turned to me, and said, “Time for Jeopardy!”

      And from the wicked glint in her brown eyes, I knew we were having the same thought.

      Once the twins were old enough to have a bedtime past 7 p.m., Angel and I stopped playing our Jeopardy sex game. When they were old enough to enjoy the game show, we invented a chores version of the game, but by high school and various after-school activities on top of homework, they’d moved on, and Angel and I had never really picked it up again, spending our evenings with e-mail and whatnot before kicking back with a police drama or sitcom.

      You do the math. It had been a long time.

      My body, though, hadn’t forgotten. My bra felt suddenly tight as my breasts swelled, my nipples peaking. Eager, hopeful…time to play?

      I grabbed the remote, found the channel, as Angel came in from the kitchen. “Strip, baby,” she said.

      “Race you,” I countered. “Before the credits are over.”

      The theme song sent a second frisson of heat zinging at my pussy. The race wasn’t really fair: All Angel had to do was pop the bow at the back of her neck and tug her sundress off, so she was naked when I’d just barely gotten my damn bra unhooked.

      “Penalty to Team Marisol!” She laughed and dropped onto the sofa next to me.

      I didn’t even think about protesting that we hadn’t discussed ground rules. After all, I’d suggested the strip race…knowing I’d lose.

      The rules had always been a bit fluid anyway. Whomever answered the question first, before both the other person and the TV contestant, won a point. If one of us answered the question first but incorrectly, though, that person received a penalty.

      There were other rules, of course, for Daily Doubles and Final Jeopardy and whatnot, but that was the gist of it.

      The rewards and penalties, of course, depended on our whims….

      When we’d started, it actually hadn’t been sexual. More like who had to do dishes, or one of us giving the other a foot rub. That hadn’t lasted long, though. We were young, in love, and very, very frisky.

      Now, she immediately demanded one of those foot rubs as my penalty. I dug my thumbs gently into the balls of her feet as she wiggled her toes with delight. Alex Trebek introduced the contestants, then the categories, explaining the rules we knew by heart.

      When you’ve been with someone a long time, you kind of stop looking at them. Or, maybe it’s that you stop seeing them. If you blindfolded me, I could describe every curve of Angel’s body, every line, every mole; the spots that were ticklish, the areas that were always warm or always cool; the way she smelled, the breathy hitch in her voice when she was aroused.

      But when was the last time I’d actually looked?

      It felt (’80s cliché warning) like the first time.

      I was utterly charmed and fascinated by the tiny furrow between her brows as she considered a question. I fell besotted and breathless once again with the curve of her collarbone, the dusky hardness of her nipples, the rounded pooch of her belly, the softness of her inner arm as I stroked it with my fingertips.

      I felt dizzy with desire in a way I’d forgotten, and hadn’t realized I’d forgotten until now.

      Desire is fucking distracting, too, so I was missing questions left and right.

      “What’s up with you tonight?” Angel asked at the first commercial break.

      “Just…distracted,” I said. I started to explain, then stopped. How to put it into words? Instead, I abandoned her foot and slowly slid one hand up her smooth calf.

      She caught her breath, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment. She shifted on the sofa, and I caught a whiff of her special scent, spicy and her. In echoing response, my own pussy flooded with moisture. I rose to my knees and leaned over her for a kiss, cupping her breast in my hand and feeling her nipple stiffen into my palm.

      I was intent on her pleasure, which certainly brought me pleasure, but perhaps not quite as intensely. The way I figured it, I probably owed her due to my muffing so many questions. I swear I didn’t have an ulterior motive.

      I swear it didn’t occur to me until the next round started, and Angel’s brain was so lust-fogged that she screwed up several questions in a row, all in American History, a category she knew well.

      Maybe if I kept distracting her….

      Of course, Angel was sharp as a tack—one of the things I adore about her—and soon she was on to my trick. Things promptly dissolved into each of trying to distract the other through carnal shenanigans. While still trying to answer questions.

      My mouth on her breast, I mumbled “What is MARTA?”

      Her teeth gently tugging at my earlobe, she murmured “Who is Styx?”

      My thigh between hers, bearing down, I crooned “What is The Scarlet Pimpernel?”

      Her fingernails grazing my back, she gasped “What is the Waldorf Astoria?”

      We were neck-and-neck (as near as I could keep count, which wasn’t very much) when we rolled into Final Jeopardy. The category was Authors. This was my forté. I was golden. I moaned that I’d bet it all. That was my mistake.

      Before the commercial break was over, Angel somehow had me pinned down, her three fingers crooked inside me, beckoning me closer and closer to orgasm.

      Alex Trebek said, “What literary group met at the Eagle and Child pub, familiarly known as the Bird and Baby?”

      My stomach muscles tensed and my thighs trembled. I knew this….

      Angel stroked deep inside me. I wasn’t just having trouble thinking—I was losing language completely.

      The music dum-de-dummed closer to the finish.

      My body thrummed closer to orgasm.

      “Oh…fuck…yes…The Inklings!”

      The red wash of orgasm crashed over me, my screams drowning out the music and even the answer as my body pulsed and shuddered and succumbed.

      There really are no winners or losers in this game. Dimly I heard Angel chuckling. “You forgot to say ‘Who were’….” She tsk’d. “When you’ve recovered, I believe it’s my turn.”

      My liquid limbs would resolidify in a few moments and yes, then it would be her turn. I would make my sweet Angel sing to the heavens as many times as I possibly could.

      We’d been together a long time, Angel and me. Long enough to have twins in college—Angel had carried them. Long enough to get married when we were finally allowed to, having known that whole time that it was forever for us. It’s easy to slip into routines, to stop paying attention, to get dragged down by life and work and family, once the first heated rush of passion has slowed to a glowing pile of embers.

      As Jeopardy ended and Wheel of Fortune’s audience chant began, the flames rose up again to meet the last rays of the summer sun. We wouldn’t let them die down again so easily.
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