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Spa-a-h Day






by
Dorothy Boyd


“Here are those TPS reports you asked for, Cheryl,” purred
Derek. His index finger brushed against her upturned palm as he
deposited a slim stack of documents.











Coloring
slightly and keeping her eyes firmly fastened on his chin, Cheryl
smiled and murmured, “So fast! Thank you, Derek.” She flashed a
withering glance to her right, where her cubicle-mate, Sibil, was
smirking into her Diet Coke.








“I aim to please,” Derek grinned and raised one eyebrow, his
green eyes boring down on Cheryl’s deep blue gaze, willing her to
reciprocate. Sibil let out a small choked noise, and Cheryl kicked
her shin under the desktop.











“Good to know,” Cheryl answered uneasily.











Derek
lingered. “You going to Dan’s sendoff tonight?” His glittering eyes
included Sibil and Cheryl in the question.











“Oh, maybe,” Cheryl hedged. “Where is it, again?”











“Thirsty McSweater’s, where else?” Sibil piped in, her bobbed
burgundy hair shivering as her round face bounced. “I wouldn’t miss
it.” She stared meaningfully up at Derek, the soda straw distorting
her lower lip.











“Oh, well, I have tomorrow off, so I may not make it,” Cheryl
said.











“Big plans?” Derek asked, staring Cheryl down.











“Just a mental health day—you know; spa, girly stuff.” Cheryl
smiled.











“Ah, OK, guess I’ll catch you next week then, Cheryl. See you
later, Sibil.” Looking somewhat abashed, Derek walked back to his
desk on the other side of the wall.











“He so wants you,” Sibil teased, bugging her eyes. “Take me
behind the copier and ravish me, you fool,” she playacted
melodramatically, fake-swooning across her keyboard.











“Drop it,” Cheryl gritted between her teeth, far from amused.
Sibil had a way of jumping on her last nerve with her big, clomping
Clydesdale feet. “He’s yours for the taking,” she said.











“Hardly,” Sibil scoffed. “Have you seen the way he looks at
you?” she mimicked Derek’s sexy-puppy eyes. “I may as well be a fly
on the wall, dearie,” she mused.











“Well, I’m taken,” Cheryl asserted, turning to study those
reports.











“Oh really? When’s the last time Jim took you out?” Sibil
challenged, swiveling her giant, sprigged mass in her direction.
Her desk chair squeaked in protest.











“We don’t have to go out, we live together,” Cheryl defended
her longtime beau, but inwardly she felt defeated. She and Jim
hadn’t felt like lovers in ages; ever since they’d moved in
together, in fact, it seemed like all the spark had left their
relationship.











“Um hmm,” was all Sibil said.











Cheryl eyed
her cubicle neighbor, unconsciously comparing their appearances.
Sibil wasn’t blessed in the looks department: her large, ungainly
body was topped with a large, round head, her snub nose, round moon
face, small thin-lipped mouth and weak chin punctuating a dull
complexion. Add in her penchant for wearing combat boots with
full-length calico dresses and she resembled an oversized Holly
Hobbie sans bonnet. But her eyes were extraordinary—large, thickly
lashed and expressive, they were a pleasing shade of green-hazel
with flecks of gold.











By contrast,
Cheryl was petite and well-proportioned, with almond-shaped,
sapphire eyes, a straight, pert nose and full, pouty lips in a
heart-shaped face. She kept her almost-black, shoulder-length hair
sleek and smooth with regular trips to the salon, and always wore
shapely skirt suits and heels to the office.











“No contest,” she thought, then kicked herself. “Don’t be a
mean girl,” she thought. “You hate mean girls.”











The rest of
the day passed uneventfully, both women keeping to themselves as
they worked. Cheryl was looking forward to her Friday off; she’d go
for a massage and then a haircut, and maybe even treat herself to
some frozen yogurt. “A real day of pampering is just what I need,”
she thought as she gathered her things before heading out.











“You sure you can’t come for just a few minutes?” Derek’s
smoky voice made Cheryl jump as he approached her desk on his way
out of the office. Sibil had jumped ship nearly twenty minutes
early in her eagerness to flirt and nab a good spot at the
bar.











“I have other plans,” was all she could manage. She tried to
look cool and devil-may-care but suspected the results were closer
to queasy. Derek shrugged and smiled ruefully.











“Next time, no excuses,” he wagged his finger at her
playfully. Cheryl smiled and laughed with what she fervently hoped
was nonchalant abandon, trying not to stare at his firm ass and
narrow hips as he strode away. She grabbed the rest of her stuff
and exited the office park on unsteady legs.











“I’m home,” Cheryl called as she deposited her bags and
trench coat on the hall table. The large apartment she shared with
Jim was dark, but sometimes he got home and only turned on his
small desk lamp, jumping immediately into some project or other
that swallowed his attention.











A faint,
“Hey,” was all the response she got. Peeking down the long hallway,
she noted the yellow light trickling out from under Jim’s office
doorway. Her heels sounded loudly as she walked toward his sanctum;
she paused before entering. “You busy?” she asked through two
inches of hardwood.











“Ungh,” Jim responded, his green eyes raptly fixed on his
laptop screen. “Programming a crew of new avatar features,” he
grunted.











Cheryl gave
her boyfriend the once-over. His tall, powerfully built frame was
folded into the desk chair, slouching a little with concentration,
feet crossed at the ankles, fingers flying over the keys. His olive
skin looked sickly in the glow cast by the computer screen, black
hair gleaming dimly. He’d already stripped down to boxers.











“I was thinking we could go out, have a drink, maybe grab
dinner somewhere,” she attempted, knowing the answer before he gave
it.











“I’m kinda tired,” Jim replied, glancing up at her for the
first time. “Wanna do takeout?” he asked.











“Sure,” Cheryl said resignedly, already rifling through the
menus. Her eyes misted over as she remembered how different things
had been when they’d first started living together; Jim had still
shimmied out of his clothes as soon as he got home, but it was
usually because they’d been so hot for each other—eagerly stripping
down to enjoy as mush skin-on-skin contact as they could squeeze
into their off-hours. Lately, they barely touched at all. Sighing,
she dialed the number for the Chinese restaurant.






***











Cheryl awoke
early the next day, pleased to note the weather was fine: the sun
was shining, the spring skies were a clear, bright blue and the
projected temperature was in the mid-60’s — in other words,
perfect. She jumped out of bed, showered and downed a green tea and
a salad. Dressed in her favorite slouchy jeans and a comfy tee, she
bounced out the door.











Her first stop
was the spa, Magic Touch. Sibil had told her it was “outrageous”
after Cheryl had regaled her with tales of nightmarish
experimenting at supposedly “awesome” “pampering” and “luxurious”
Yelp-rated spas that turned out to be dingy, dirty or just
disappointing. So far, Magic Touch looked like it might live up to
its name: pale pink walls, a pretty fountain with lotus blossoms
floating on its surface, a wild white shag rug and parasols greeted
her in the reception area before a serene-looking brunette asked
her name and offered her some cucumber water. “Yay!” she thought.
“Finally, a luxurious, real spa day,” Cheryl beamed around at her
surroundings.











After being
shown into a dimly-lit room furnished with a table draped in linens
and scattered with rose petals, Cheryl disrobed and tucked her
belongings in a locker. She lay face down, barely controlling her
wriggling as she inhaled and exhaled, slowly calming herself to the
strains of a lilting harp and pan flute being played over the sound
system.











“Hi,” said a man’s deep, soft voice as the door opened and
shut swiftly. “I’m Michael, I’ll be your masseuse
today.”











“Hi,” Cheryl squeaked, staring at the floor through the hole
in the table.











“So you’ve requested a Shiatsu massage, right?” Michael
asked.











“Correct.”











“How hard would you like it?”











“Pardon?”











“Um, would you like light pressure, or firm pressure?” Large,
strong hands demonstrated the levels on Cheryl’s shoulder
briefly.











“Oh, I guess, fi-firm,” she mumbled. She hoped Michael didn’t
notice the goose bumps breaking out across her back.











“Great,” he replied. Cheryl heard him move over to the side,
where a counter had been set up with bottles of lotion, oils and
towels. “Lemon verbena or lavender mint?” he asked.











“Ooh, lavender mint,” Cheryl enthused. Michael laughed, a
gentle rumbling in his chest. She smiled shyly at the faux-marble
tiles.











Slowly,
Michael drew the sheet covering Cheryl’s bare backside down to
rests at her hips, and arranged her arms so they were stretched
away from her sides along the edge of the table. As he lifted her
right arm, his fingers brushed the side of her breast where it
squished out beneath her chest; Cheryl smothered a sharp intake of
breath, her lower lip quivering.











Using long,
smooth strokes, Michael manipulated Cheryl’s back, shoulders and
neck, rubbing away all the tension she hadn’t realized she was
carrying there before moving on to her legs, feet, arms and
buttocks. Waves of goose bumps shivered across her skin as he
kneaded her flesh, sinuously caressing every inch. He spent a
goodly amount of time on her backside, and Cheryl relished every
touch, the heady scent of the aromatherapy oil soothing her senses
until she felt herself nodding off. Her breaths were coming slowly
and deeply; she was at once hyper-relaxed and hyper-aware of every
nerve ending.











“Okay, time to turn over,” he whispered. He lifted the sheet,
forming a wall between his face and her body while she roused
herself enough to flip over onto her back.











As he tucked
the sheet around her torso, Cheryl got her first good look at
Michael’s face and had to stifle another gasp.











Michael — the
man who’d been touching her all over for the last 30 minutes or
more — was an Adonis. Black hair, grey eyes, a strong nose and
square jaw smiled down at her from what Cheryl guessed was a height
of well over six feet. His snug, grey Magic Touch tee shirt
accentuated rock-hard abs and a Superman chest above a narrow waist
and hips encased in sweat pants.











Cheryl quickly
turned her gaze at the ceiling, then squeezed her eyes shut, her
breath quickening. She willed herself to forget, to focus on
relaxing and emptying her mind.











“Everything OK?” he asked.











Cheryl gulped,
feeling her nipples rise and harden under the edge of the sheet.
“Yes, everything’s great,” she managed weakly.











“Do you mind if I massage your face?” he inquired. “There are
lymph nodes and pressure points there that can be very effective,”
he explained.











“Sure,” Cheryl acquiesced, eyes firmly shut.











She felt
Michael’s hands on her hair, reaching around the back of her head
and stroking the top of her skull, setting up tingling sensations
down her entire body before pressing down along her neck and
shoulders. He caressed her cheekbones, pressing gently on either
side of her nose and around her eyes, massaging circles into her
temples and beside her ears.











Cheryl
couldn’t help holding her breath as she felt Michael’s lips touch
hers as he stooped over the head of the table. His tongue tasted
sweet as it entered her mouth, probing past her teeth to plunder
her recesses, all while his hands never ceased their subtle
stroking and strumming on her face and neck. She gripped the edges
of the table in her hands as his kiss deepened, becoming slower but
more forceful. She almost let out a moan as she felt pressure at
the top of her head from what she could only assume was Michael’s
growing tumescence where he leaned over her above the table.











His fingers
left her neck, stretching down to trace her solar plexus before
cupping her breasts under the sheet, rubbing slow circles with his
thumbs. Cheryl’s eyes were open, awed, heedless of how she looked
and hungry for another glimpse of this perfect male specimen who
seemed to enjoy pleasuring her. Michael sucked sensuously at her
lower lip while his hands continued to play with her nipples,
teasing and enticing.











His grey eyes
met her blue ones and the air around them seemed to contract;
Michael pulled his head up and withdrew his hands, walking around
to face Cheryl where she lay. With a quick, decisive movement he
whipped the sheet off her body, exposing her near-naked form, pale
pink panties the only barrier between them.











“Thank goodness I wore the pretty lace-edged pair,” Cheryl
thought briefly before her attention was claimed by the telltale
bulge at the front of Michael’s sweatpants. Eyes never leaving his,
she lifted one hand and rubbed along his throbbing protuberance,
barely contained by its fleecy prison. He threw back his head and
let out a breath, his expression exultant.











Cheryl was
panting faster, she couldn’t help it. Michael's hands were working
magic alright — kneading her breasts and scooping them from her
ribcage rhythmically as he worked in a pathway from her hips up her
stomach to her chest, his pace quickening to match her breathing.
She continued stroking him on the outside of his pants and he bent
down to kiss her again, delving deeply with his tongue.











Michael’s hand
moved lower and he reached inside her panties; he flexed a palm
against her sex and Cheryl let out a tiny gasp as she felt a
rippling wave of heat radiate out from her core. With his other
hand, he took Cheryl’s hand away from his crotch and lifted her
fingers to his lips, sucking on them gently while he dipped his
other hand into her dripping-wet cleft. Working her clit with his
deft fingers, he stroked her into a whimpering frenzy in a matter
of seconds, then withdrew and placed his moistened fingers into
Cheryl’s waiting mouth.











“Ssh,” Michael whispered. “Not a sound.”











Cheryl nodded,
incapable of answering with coherent words. Michael removed his
fingers from her mouth and tugged her clinging underwear off
completely; she was writhing with need at this point. She begged
him with her eyes, longing for climax. Serenely composed, Michael
maneuvered back around until he was standing behind the table
again. Cheryl heard him pull down his pants and waited. He lifted
himself onto the table above her face, planting one knee on either
side of her shoulders, his rigid rod brushing against her
forehead.











Michael
lowered himself onto all fours over Cheryl’s reclining form,
dangling his diamond-hard dong in her face. She reached up with one
hand, guiding his head into her mouth while he lowered his face to
her sex and placed his fingers on her aching mound. With a swift,
sure duck of his head, he ended her torment, licking her tender nub
back and forth while inserting his thumb inside her willing hole,
rotating his digit and sending waves of ecstasy shuddering through
her frame. She clenched and contracted, juddering and spasming
through her peak even while she sucked at his turgid tool. His dark
head rode out her bucking, pursuing her shivering lips until the
very last tremor.











Meanwhile,
Cheryl was close to gagging on Michael’s enormous erection; she
struggled to breathe around his balls where they hung down,
covering her nose and eyes with their figgy softness. She was
momentarily stunned by how fast he’d made her come. After her
shuddering had ceased, he eased himself away from her, moving to
stand next to the table again.











“Thank you,” Cheryl exhaled.











“My pleasure,” Michael answered, smiling softly. “Would you
like more? We still have twelve minutes to go,” he said.











“Oh yes,” Cheryl gushed. “Massage me some more… with this.”
She grabbed hold of Michael’s turgid tool and looked up at him
imploringly.











Cheryl
marveled at herself for a moment. She couldn’t believe she’d just
done that; what was more unbelievable was that she didn’t care. All
she wanted was to feel this magnificent, surging shaft inside
her.











Michael
mounted Cheryl where she lay splayed atop the massage table, her
creamy thighs eagerly accommodating. He tensed above her, his
manhood poised at her wet, quivering opening. She grabbed his ass
in her hands, pulling him into her, their eyes locked. She wanted
to yell triumphantly; instead she tossed her head up and sucked at
his delectable lower lip, swallowing her moans as he began pumping
between her legs.











“This is amazing,” Cheryl thought silently. “I’ve never felt
so brazen, so hot, so full.” As if in answer to her thoughts,
Michael’s prong surged and throbbed inside her, seeming to expand
to stretch her even more. She felt her inner walls start to
contract and shake again, and she sucked at Michael’s tongue
harder, willing herself not to utter a sound.











Michael’s
breaths came faster and his thrusts became slower, deeper and more
deliberate; he savored every inch as he sank into Cheryl’s soft,
gooey center. She was quaking with barely restrained passion,
already melting around him when his climax hit — one, two, three
strokes of his rock-hard rod and his body seized, his head drawing
upward and his back arching, straining to bury himself as deeply as
he could.











“Hey,” Michael’s voice sounded in Cheryl’s ear, “all
done.”











Her head
bobbed up from where it had been lolling on the table; she glanced
around, dazed.











A slight,
Asian man was standing next to her, smiling. “You were sleeping so
soundly,” he said, “I just stuck to your back, neck and shoulders.
‘Hope that’s OK?” he raised his eyebrows questioningly.











“Oh, ye-yes,” Cheryl stammered, clutching the sheet around
her chest and rubbing away drool. “Thank you,” she
followed.











“You’re very welcome,” the man asserted, nodding his head and
beaming as he backed out the door.











“Well, that makes two things that have never happened
before,” Cheryl mused to herself as she got dressed. She left the
spa in a haze, her feet seeming to carry her forward on
autopilot.











Cheryl
couldn’t help feeling self-conscious as she walked down the
bustling street. It seemed as if everyone (especially men) would be
able to tell how aroused she was; she felt like she was wearing a
big sign on her forehead that shouted “I’m horny!” She ducked into
her favorite bookstore/café for a snack and a tall glass of iced
water to cool down before her next appointment.











“Cheryl, honey, how have you been?” Kiki gushed as Cheryl
handed her bag to one of the assistants at Comb As You Are, the
salon where she’d been having her hair done for the last two
years.











“Fine, how have you been?” Cheryl answered dutifully, always
a bit shy around her buoyant hair stylist.











“Things are GREAT,” the tall, slender blond man said
emphatically, his wide smile framed a by an artfully groomed,
darker blond goatee. “We’ve been busy busy busy all season,” he
rolled his eyes. Gesturing toward Cheryl’s head, he asked, “So what
are we doing today?”











“Oh, just clean up the shape and control the volume,” she
answered. Cheryl was lucky; she’d always had thick, lustrous hair—
so thick, it required lots of strategic layers to keep it from
looking gigantic and wild atop her petite frame. Kiki always knew
just how to snip away just enough so that her mane moved but never
overwhelmed.











“Alrighty, Gunther will shampoo you up, and then I’ll get to
work with the scissors,” he piped energetically, patting her on the
shoulder. A short, stocky man lurked behind Kiki, eying Cheryl
expectantly.











He jerked his
head in the direction of the shampooing stations and strode away on
powerful legs. Cheryl followed hesitantly.











“You’re new, aren’t you?” she smiled at the man as he draped
a towel around her shoulders, securing it in place with a hair clip
at the base of her throat.











“Gunther,” was all the man said, in a guttural,
Slavic-sounding accent. “You sit,” he gestured toward the reclining
chair in front of the sink. Cheryl eased herself into its leather
confines, squirming a bit as she felt the lingering moistness of
her panties inside her jeans. She pressed her shoulder blades
together as she leaned back into the upholstered recliner, resting
her nape against the hard headrest above the sink.











“These chairs always make me so self-conscious,” she thought
to herself. “Like I’m on display, even though most of these salon
people probably don’t notice at all.” She clutched the armrests and
tensed her buttocks against the forgiving leather.











“Is okay?” Gunther asked, black eyes glinting down at her as
he spritzed her hair with water.











“Yes, fine,” Cheryl answered, smiling perfunctorily. She
closed her eyes as the spray misted across her face. Gunther’s
hands were surprisingly gentle as he lifted her head to moisten the
hair at her nape, soaking all the strands with warm
water.











He pumped some
shampoo into his hands and lathered her tresses, enveloping Cheryl
in a heady cloud of fragrance.











“Ooh, that smells good,” Cheryl murmured.











“Is lemongrass,” Gunther stated. His short, stubby fingers
massaged her scalp, rubbing in circles across her cranium, giving
her goose bumps for the second time that day.











“Mmm,” Cheryl sighed appreciatively. She wriggled a bit in
her seat, contentment stealing over her.











“I come back in two seconds, you wait,” Gunther said. Cheryl
nodded and closed her eyes, inhaling the wonderfully sweet, light
aroma of the shampoo.











Gunther came
back and finished rinsing her hair, drying it briskly with a towel
and urging Cheryl to sit up. Keeping one hand firmly against the
back of her head he pulled her face around to face him where he
stood, positioning her eyes on a level with his crotch… which was
exposed, as at some point he must have undone his pants.











Gasping and
struggling to pry herself free, Cheryl shook her head from side to
side, unable to prevent Gunther from smooshing her face into his
bobbing prick. She looked up into his black eyes and stopped; his
face had been transformed, a soft expression changing its harsh
planes, a smile playing about his overtly sensual lips.











“Beautiful,” he whispered down at her. Cheryl opened her
mouth and engulfed his shaft in her mouth, running her tongue up
and down its length. Gunther tightened his grip on her hair and
thrust his hips forward, burying himself in her completely before
withdrawing and thrusting again. She wriggled around until she was
almost laying forward on the leather recliner, servicing the stocky
Slav with her mouth.











Cheryl became
engrossed in her task, her head bobbing forward and sucking
whenever Gunther’s hips tired of thrusting; she barely noticed when
she felt hands tugging at the waistband of her jeans from
behind.











“Kiki?” she wondered, tearing her maw away from Gunther’s
tool long enough to identify her stylist.











“I’ve been wanting to do this for a long time,” he gushed,
winking at her as he yanked off her damp panties. He unzipped his
fly and revealed a sizeable stiffie that listed just slightly to
the left.











“I only pretend to be en fuego, it helps with the job,” Kiki
confided to Cheryl’s bare ass before plunging his prong deep into
her waiting slit. She let out a moan around Gunther’s sturdy stem,
still sucking furiously. Gunther’s upper lip glistened with sweat,
and he’d begun groaning aloud as Cheryl’s tongue got more
creative.











“Girl, you feel sublime,” Kiki cooed, his thrusts becoming
more and more urgent. Cheryl writhed around him, bucking her hips
to deepen his penetration of her love tunnel.











With a sudden
grunt, Kiki withdrew from his post behind Cheryl and motioned
brusquely to his assistant. Gunther pulled away from Cheryl’s eager
mouth and Kiki pulled her up to a standing position.











Kiki laid down
on the recliner, his turgid tool standing to attention, glittering
with Cheryl’s abundant juices. He pulled her down on top of him,
piercing her hole from below, while Gunther moved around behind
her. Cheryl heard the slap of something wet and viscous and
swiveled her head to get a glimpse. Gunther was slathering his
rigid rod with something slimy, a few gobs making a soft ‘thunk’ as
they fell heavily to the floor.











Kiki turned
her to face him, bending her head close to his. “Ssh,” he said.
“You’re going to love this.” He smiled and began kissing her,
softly at first, then harder. Cheryl felt something hard and damp
press up against her bunghole; she started panting faster against
Kiki’s lips.











Gunther pushed
his way into Cheryl’s backdoor, ignoring her panicked moans. He
slowly built momentum until his thrusts were synched to Kiki’s,
both of them pistoning in and out of her orifices in tandem.











Cheryl had
never felt anything like this; it was like she was experiencing sex
for the first time, to the tenth degree. She felt stretched and
filled like never before; her spasms were becoming so intense she
thought she was going to pass out. Her mouth was wide open, she
couldn’t seem to close it enough to kiss Kiki properly anymore;
instead she was just grunting into his face, jaw agape, eyes locked
on his as he probed her core with his sweetly askew joystick. Kiki
reached up, taking advantage of Cheryl’s gaping mouth to plunge his
fingers into her waiting hole. She welcomed him eagerly, sucking at
his digits like a lollipop.











Cheryl could
sense that Gunther was ready to pop; he was grunting and growling
behind her, his movements increasingly herky-jerky as his spasms
attained a crescendo. His throbbing member pulsed once, twice,
three times inside her bung, flooding her with his seed. She moaned
against Kiki’s hand, her cheeks puffing out as she felt her own
orgasm fast approaching.











Kiki’s grip on
her mouth tightened and his hips bucked beneath her. He started to
shudder along with Cheryl as they came together, their moans
echoing around the salon. Cheryl reached forward and twisted one
hand around Kiki’s nipple while the other groped down to pull on
his balls as they climaxed, his shouts escalating in time with each
wave. Panting, they collapsed atop the recliner, their fluids
mingling.











“Oh honey, did we wake you?” Cheryl jumped as Kiki’s voice
broke in on her thoughts. “Gunther gave you a complimentary deep
conditioning treatment, and I think you’re gonna LOVE the results,”
he purred, helping her out of the recliner.











“Great,” Cheryl demurred, dazedly wondering what the heck was
up with her hormones.











An hour or so
later, hair coiffed and crotch buzzing with unfulfilled desires,
Cheryl walked home, gingerly avoiding friction between her legs.
She thought about the hot pink dildo lurking in her top drawer with
a stab of guilt. With Jim showing so little interest in anything
but his computer over the last few months, her fuchsia friend had
been her only sex partner… and she was starting to feel angry about
that fact.











She stomped
into their apartment, ready to give him a piece of her mind — and
stopped short. There was a trail of rose petals scattered down the
hallway, leading to their bedroom. She followed and halted inside
the doorway, taking in a scene lit with candles: Jim, in all his
beefcakey glory, nude and stretched out on their bed, holding a box
of chocolates.











“I know I haven’t been the most romantic guy to be around
lately,” he began, “but I wanted you to know I still want you,
baby.” He waggled his eyebrows at her suggestively and hooked a
finger on his lower lip, posed in a flirty moue.











Cheryl
couldn’t suppress a giggle. She ran forward and pounced,
salon-perfect blowout be damned.











“Aw sweetie,” she said, kissing Jim, “I want you too.” Jim
rolled her underneath his rugged, naked body on the bed, tongue
probing deeply, gently. He undressed Cheryl slowly, kissing her
from head to toe, licking between her legs until she cried out
again and again before plunging his member deep inside her,
thrusting away until he, too, exploded in a fit of
passion.











Cheryl lay
afterwards, staring up at the ceiling. Jim would never know what
she thought about when they made love; how she couldn’t come unless
she fantasized about being taken by one ore more total strangers,
even while Jim, her sweet Jim, was buried inside her. They’d tried
role-playing; Jim had snickered through the whole experience.
Cheryl sighed. “Who would it be next?” she wondered to herself.
“The plumber? The cable guy?” she felt as deflated as her
once-voluminous hair.











Jim snuggled
up to her on top of the sheets, and Cheryl smiled into his kind
blue eyes.






***






The following
Monday at the office as Cheryl was poring over a report at her
desk, a messenger arrived with a package for her. She signed for it
and studied its exterior: it was a small padded envelope that felt
flat and light; no return information, handwritten letters spelling
out her name and office address.











Shrugging, she
tore open one end and pulled out a single sheet of paper, folded in
half. In Large block letters, it read:






BEHIND CAFÉ
101. 2 P.M. NO PANTIES. NO BRA.











Cheryl looked
up from the paper and glanced furtively around the office; no one
was paying her any attention, thank God. Her mind boomeranged from
one thought to the next, always coming back to the fact that no one
but Jim knew Café 101 was her favorite hangout… unless someone had
been following her?! She could swear she hadn’t ever mentioned it
to anyone else; she liked having it all to herself.











She tucked the
paper into her purse and pretended to be staring at another report
while she tried to decide what to do. She tried calling Jim’s cell
but it went to voicemail.











“Any plans for lunch?” Derek’s familiar voice interrupted
Cheryl’s panicked reverie.











“Oh, not really,” she replied.











“I heard about this place on Crenshaw, supposed to be pretty
great,” he drawled.











“Oh?” Cheryl said, suddenly hanging on his every word. Café
101 was on Crenshaw. Could Derek be her mystery note sender? She
tried not to ogle his belt buckle too overtly.











“Yeah, a friend of mine says this little cantina, Los Amigos
Invisibles, makes the best ceviche in town,” he smiled, pleased
with himself. “Sibil out?” he jerked a thumb at her cubicle mate’s
vacant desk.











“Oh,” Cheryl replied dully, “yes, Sibil’s out sick. Well, I
love ceviche. Were you planning a recon visit anytime soon?” she
asked.











“How about today? We can leave around 1, if that works for
you,” Derek looked like he’d been waiting to see sunshine for weeks
and he’d just spotted a ray peeking out from the clouds.











“One sounds great,” she said, and Derek skipped off to his
cubicle.











Cheryl stared
at her keyboard, mind reeling. Derek hadn’t acted like there was
any subtext to the conversation just now, but what were the chances
that he’d invite her to a restaurant — she paused to look up the
cantina’s address — two blocks away from Café 101, the same day
that she received that note?











She stared at
Sibil’s empty chair, wishing she had someone to turn to for
advice.











“I guess I’m on my own,” Cheryl thought. “Yes to ceviche; yes
to keeping the rendez-vous, if only to find out who sent the note…
but I’m keeping my underwear on.” With her game plan in place,
Cheryl nodded to herself and turned back to the reports, determined
to get some work done before her afternoon adventure.

 


***


 


 



Sexual
Worship






by
Vivian Hicks


The dance
floor was crowded and I was high on the energy that buzzed between
the sweaty bodies that surrounded me. It was only my second date
with Brock, but tonight I felt like I had known him forever. I
rubbed my ass against his crotch as we danced and it stirred
against my body. I looked back over my shoulder and gave him a coy
grin. He wanted me bad, but I was going to make him wait.






We had met two
weeks ago at a mutual friend's party and the sparks between us had
turned into a raging fire. I took him home with me that night, but
hadn't allowed it to go any further than him eating me out. I bit
my lip at the memory of his head buried in my wet pussy. His tongue
had lapped at my clit until I came and was swept away by
orgasm.






The next day
we went out to breakfast and then to see a play at the local
university. After the play we had spent a few hours in the park. I
found that Brock was easy to talk to, but even easier to turn on.
Most of the men I had dated refused to indulge my fantasies and
desires. I loved to have a man trembling with desire for me and
know that I may or may not follow through on it. It may make me an
attention whore, but I don't care because I revel in the chase. If
a man wants to be with me long term, it's just something he's going
to have to put up with. So far Brock seemed to enjoy our little
game of cat-and-mouse, stop-and-go, as much as I did.
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