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  The rain outside pattered against the two story windows of my favorite café, and I watched my reflection filtered through rivulets of cascading water. One of my stockings was up around my thighs, and the other was rumpled, sinking down toward my ankles. I wear my sandals regardless of the weather, because I like to be comfortable wherever I go. In weather like we’ve been having lately, I bring my stockings along for an extra layer of security.


  I watch my fingers run up my pale thighs from a starting point near my knees, and I spread my legs out so that the crotch of my knees hangs one on each side of my favorite wing-backed, black leather armchair. I’m upstairs, in the loft, and it is a slow night. Someone could come up on me, my vagina feels warm at the thought of it, but if they do, I hope that my friend Thomas will be the one to catch me with my plaid, woolen skirt hiked up in ecstasy.


  I’ve already made the commitment. I’m going until closing time, and this time, I’m not stopping until I’m done. I bring my blue, flower-print, ceramic mug to my lips. My drink is still warm. My tongue dips into the Irish coffee as though I am a panther, lapping up caffeinated milk, spiked with alcohol. The heat of the mug feels soothing against my cheek, and so I bring it down to my crotch, and let my labia rest on the radiant, smooth surface of the mug.


  Turning the mug so that the handle presses between my wet lips, I grind my hips forward slowly, so that my clit rubs down the entire length of the mug handle. Manipulating my spine in such a way thrusts my chest out, so that my reflection reveals a button loosening on my white oxford shirt. I think about the woman who is tending the bar tonight.


  “When she washes this mug, will my scent be on the handle still?” 


  “Yes,” I answer my own question while permitting myself a slight sigh, “This is my favorite mug, and I am marking it.” 


  Noticing that my vagina feels better when the warmth of the mug is flush against my skin, I push harder on the mug, so that the handle applies pressure on my pubic bone. I can feel the warmth in my labia and space between my genitals and inner thighs. When I remove the mug, and bring it to my lips once more, the taste of my sex mingles intoxicatingly with my Irish coffee, and I finish the drink -- letting the warm, spicy liquid roll down my throat, setting fire within my belly.


  I bring both hands down the sides of my body, and let them feel the curves of my breasts and the soft flesh around my abdomen. I lift my skirt, and looked at the leather seat between my legs. Already there was a small dribble of moisture, leaking out from inside of me. I feel a tingling sensation throughout my pubic area, and up into my lower abdomen. A clock on the wall in the common area read 9:04 PM. The café closed at Midnight.
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