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Excerpt

 


She was soft, warm, and pliant. Her
body melted into mine and I took her. Our tongues teased each
others. Then she pushed me away! "I..." she said, stopping nearly
as quickly as she had started. I waited. The first person to speak,
loses. "I'm not like the other girls," she said, finally. I wanted
to laugh and ask her why? Did she have a penis? I always liked that
line from Revenge of the Nerds. I wanted to say it aloud, but I
knew it best to let her explain.

 


"I like to tease men, really build
things up," she said, finding her inner strength. "A little light
bondage," she continued, lightly brushing my forearm, making the
hairs stand on end. It was having quite the effect on
me.

 


"You want to tie me up?" I countered,
grinning. I said it every bit as boldly as she did. It wouldn't be
the first time. Sometimes, I'd let a woman cuff me or whatever,
have their fun, then turn the tables and fuck the everloving shit
out of them. It was always a good time. And before she could
answer, I said, "Yes, please, Mistress," just to let her know that
I was game. Anything to get that pussy.

 


I tried very hard to play
it cool when she took me into her bedroom. The first thing I
noticed was a mirror, angled over her headboard. And in its
reflection, this big X-shaped thing with cuffs on it, for both my
wrists and my ankles, facing the base of her large, king
bed. Oh, shit! I
thought. She's the real deal.
There would be no escape, she could do whatever
she wanted to me...
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When Kayla moved into the old Johnson place, I
thought it was just about the worst thing that could have ever
happened. She was 30, single, and drop-dead gorgeous. Oh, and
out-going. One might even say she was flirty. I know that was my
opinion. It was the one and only time that I wished my husband was
a racist. But then again, her confidence and smooth, dark, flawless
skin probably would have broken down that barrier, just the
same.

 


You see, my husband is a cheater and I've
caught him. Twice. And both times, I forgave him, although the
second time it wasn't without couples therapy. But the moment she
moved in, I saw him perk up, again. I had to wonder if he had just
given up on trying to hide it anymore or if I'd just gotten a lot
better at spotting it.

 


Worse was that I'm pretty sure she liked his
attention. Every time I looked outside, I would see her parading
around in cute little, revealing outfits. Bending over and
squatting in short skirts to show off her "ghetto booty" – that's
what I've heard that type of roundness called – or working in the
garden in a top that was far too low-cut to be properly functional.
And every time she did, after a bit, Brandon seemed to sense it.
Suddenly, he would "remember" that he had any number of chores to
do outside. There was no way I was going to stand for that, of
course, so I started going out there right afterward, finding any
old excuse to be there. I was going to be forceful and nip this
thing in the bud. I'd put her in her place!

 


And that is how Kayla and I became such fast
friends. Yeah, that wasn't what I was expecting to happen,
either.

 


But she was just so smart and charming, and
that sweet Southern accent was something else, too. I couldn't help
myself. Brandon, of course, tried to take advantage of the
situation but once Kayla and I got going, she zoned him out. It
worked better than I could have hoped for and I didn't even have to
get into it with her about the way she was dressing around my
husband! I'd call that a win.

 


But still...

 


She didn't stop dressing in
such little outfits. And now that we were friends, she came to the
house a lot more often then before. That made me uncomfortable. It
got my husband's engine running and although, for now, he seemed
happy enough to turn that energy my way, I knew it wouldn't take
much for him to go off and spend it elsewhere. Probably with a black girl. And I
remembered the old adage, "Once you go black, you never go back,"
and wondered if that went for white guys going with black women, as
well as for women going with men.

 


Kayla had frequent
gentlemen callers, too. Occasionally, I would see the same guy, but
it was clear to me that she was a player. And only some of them
were black. She likes white
guys, I noted. Yet
another thing to worry about...

 


And then came the day...
She was in my kitchen and we were talking, as we frequently did.
She had come around just to spend some time, still wearing next to
nothing even though my husband wouldn't be home for hours.
At least, I
thought, he won't be busting in every few
minutes, acting like an ass and embarrassing me...

 


I sneaked a few glances at
her, here and there. It was really bothering me. I couldn't help
but notice how smooth and athletic she looked. Healthy, I thought.
I can see what he sees in her. I mean, if I were
a man...

 


I shook my head, trying to clear it of such
thoughts. I wasn't a man and I wasn't into women. At least I had
never been, before. But there was something about her, especially
close up. It was more than her outer beauty. I loved her
intelligence, her positivity, and her charm, too. But I think it
was her confidence, more than anything, that made her so sexy.

 


Sexy?! There I was, again. My mind drifting, my eyes ogling. I
shifted, uncomfortable that I felt a familiar twinge between my
legs. I'm getting wet! I couldn't stop looking at her smile, and the way that her
eyes lit up when she laughed at her own quips. I realized I hadn't
heard her for a bit, my thoughts were elsewhere. I laughed with
her, trying to cover up the fact that I wasn't
listening.

 


Her dress concealed more than usual but that
just made the glimpses of flesh all the more exciting. It was
colorful, a sundress. The thin material became see-through as she
passed before the sliding glass door. Back-lit. Her silhouette –
the long, lean legs. I think I dropped deeper into my zone out. I'm
pretty sure I licked my lips. I nodded at whatever she said but I
hadn't heard a word of it. It was a feeling that must have been
building for weeks, I couldn't be falling this easy.

 


And then she said my
husband's name. That, I heard!

 


"You have to stop dressing like such a slut
in front of my husband!" I demanded. Kayla looked stunned and I
felt so embarrassed. I was humiliated and it was my own fault. I
had never let on to her that I was uncomfortable about the whole
thing. In fact, I'd gone to great lengths to keep it all buried.
And now, I had just blurted it all out!

 


Kayla recovered, smiling.
She took a step closer to me. "Oh, honey," she said. God, did I
feel stupid. "I confess – I am dressed to seduce," she continued,
nodding. I knew it! She touched my arm, taking another step. Her thin, soft
fingers barely brushed my skin, raising goosebumps. Despite what I
said, I wasn't really mad at her. My anger was misdirected. I
wished I could take it all back, even with her confession. All
thought in a microsecond. "But it's not for him."

 


What does she mean?
My mind raced. How did
she get so close? There was no personal
space. I could feel the heat from her body. Did she want to hug me?
To reassure me? Why is my heart pounding?
Why is it so hard to breathe? It's just the way she is... It makes
her feel sexy...? Empowered...? I had to
know.

 


"W-who...?" I had meant to ask, "Who's it
for, then?" when she kissed me! She pressed her warm, soft yet firm
body, the one I had just been ogling, to mine. My cunny gushed! In
that moment, I wanted her more than I'd wanted anyone in a very
long time. Maybe ever! And then her lips were on mine, the question
forgotten. My eyes went wide with surprise, locking with hers. And
then she closed them and I felt the tip of her tongue touch the
place where my lips met. It took but a racing heartbeat, I closed
my eyes and let her in.

 


Her hands roamed my body, assuredly. Her
tongue gently explored my mouth. She was bold in a way I thought I
could never be. She had a strength – I felt safe.

 


I surrendered myself to her. I let her touch
me, wherever she wanted. She crushed one of my breasts, she cupped
my ass. "Damn," she said, breathlessly, "you feel even finer than I
hoped." She had thought of me! And then her mouth was on mine once
more. Her compliment made the heat increase between my legs. My
panties were so soaked, I'm sure that my shorts were getting
wet.

 


She slipped my top off and I let her. The
bra went next. Her smile turned giddy, a giggle escaped her lips as
she squeezed my ample breasts together. "I love real tits," she
said, then fed one of my rock-hard nipples to her mouth.

 


Her firm lips encapsulated the hardened bud.
Her moist tongue swirled, parried, and flicked across it. I
shuddered and creamed. My hands shot up to her head, on instinct. I
hesitated for a second, wondering if I should touch her hair. I'd
always heard... Another flick – it made me weak in the knees. I
grabbed her head. Her tight braids pressed into my palms as I held
her to me. This was too good, I wasn't about to let her go!

 


I don't really think that was an issue,
though...

 


I was so overwhelmed that I didn't even
realize that my hips were gyrating. The things she was doing to my
tits – no one had ever pleasured me that way. The heat that was
building between my legs. The throbbing. I felt like I could cum
and she hadn't even touched me, there!



Yet.

 


I loosened my death grip as she came back up
to eye level. The fire in her eyes, the gasping smile on her lips –
her own spit, coating her chin – it was so incredibly sexy, I
chuckled, playfully.

 


Keeping her eyes locked with mine, Kayla
tugged on the button of my shorts. It popped, quite easily. Nervous
excitement made me giggle. She bit her lower lip, I playfully did
the same to the tip of my thumb.

 


The zipper went just as quickly. With my
shorts loosened, I trembled at the touch of her fingers to my
tummy, just above the waistband of my panties. And then, they were
under them, her warm digits brushing along my mons. I could
scarcely breathe, my breaths were so shallow. My heart was
pounding, my pussy creaming... My clit was throbbing, hungry for
her touch.

 


And as her fingers closed in, she pressed
her lips to mine. I shut my eyes, giving myself to her. Her tongue
slipped into my mouth once more, as her middle finger found my
aching bud. All at once, my body and mind exploded! Pulsing heat
and pleasure radiated from my womanhood, washing over and consuming
me. I gurgled, grunted, and moaned as she frigged me, making me cum
harder than I had in years!

 


My knees grew weak and I faltered. I held
onto my ebony lesbian lover as she pushed me against the cabinet,
fingering my wetness – keeping me in that state of bliss until it
became too much and I begged her to stop!

 


Kayla kept her fingers on my hips as I
caught my breath. There was still a hunger in her eyes. Mine, as
well. Not a word was exchanged between us but I'm sure she wanted
more. I know that I did.

 


She kissed me – softly, sweetly, and briefly
– on the lips. I smiled. One kiss became two, and before I knew it,
we were making out again. Worried that my knees couldn't take
another round, I playfully slipped away. She looked surprised, but
smiled again, when I took her hand in mine and led her into the
living room with a lilting skip.

 


Emboldened by ecstasy, I lifted her dress
off of her. As I suspected, she was completely naked underneath.
Her dark, rich, ebony skin was flawless – it shimmered a bit from
the light that was shining through the windows.

 


I cupped her breasts – hot, large, and far
more firm than they had a right to be. I sucked a chocolate nipple,
flicking my tongue over the tip. I giggled when I felt her shudder.
I pulled her down onto the sofa with me.

 


The two of us, naked, going at each other
like a pair of horny teens who finally had the house free to
themselves. We kissed, groping just about anything we could. She
was far bolder, of course – more experienced – but her confidence
was infectious.

 


I went after those tits of hers, again.
Hungry for more, I crushed them together, making her nipples pop a
bit. I took one into my mouth, swirling and flicking my tongue over
the thick bud, making it snap and making her moan. "Fuck...
yesss..." she hissed. "Oh, girl... You're a natural. You've done
this before."

 


Nearly giggling with delight, I looked up at
her, grinning from ear to ear. "Nuh-uh," I replied. "You're my
first." And then, I was on the other nipple, making a meal of
it.

 


Her hot, smooth hands felt so good, sliding
over my soft, warm flesh. My juices were bubbling and leaking down
my thighs. The gentle buzzing of my sex reminded me that I owed
her.

 


Even as I moved on to the other nipple, I
let my hand roam down her side, feeling the softness and heat. I
paused for a bit on her hip, then slid over her thigh and between
her legs. I hesitated for just a moment – I had never touched a
girl like this and I was still a bit nervous – then gathered myself
and ran my fingers down her slick, engorged slit!

 


She gasped, then moaned, long and loud, as
my finger penetrated her slick folds, quickly finding her engorged
clitoris. "Oh, fuck!" she cried, humping my hand, grinding on the
digit that was teasing her. "Yes, baby!"

 


Kayla surprised me, pushing me back and
spreading my legs. She climbed over me, kissing me full on the
lips. There was no hesitation, I wanted this as badly as she did. I
gasped, time and again, as she traced tiny kisses across my face,
then shuddered as she did the same, down my neck.

 


She played with my breasts, squeezing them
together, then moaning with pleasure as I did, while she sucked my
nipples. The things she did to them with her tongue had me
squirming and my pussy practically gushing!

 


As much as I was getting off on it all, my
nervousness increased as she got lower. I can't explain it, but
having someone go down on me – it's not something that I've ever
been comfortable with. The only way I can usually get through it on
the odd occasion when Brandon would do it, is to blow him at the
same time. However, the idea of eating her...

 


Well, let's just say that wasn't my thing,
either. I mean... I would have done it already, if it was.

 


But I let her. I tensed up and figured I
would just go through with it, as I had done with Brandon, back in
the day. At a time when he still did that sort of thing. My resolve
lasted all of a lick and a half. Technically, it was a swirl that
did me in. Kayla's tongue had found my clit so readily, giving it a
teasing lick that made me shudder, but it was the swirl around it
that made my whole body quake – shaking me loose. Shaking me to the
core!
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