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  INTRODUCTION


  When things are hard, I mean really hard, I often retreat to a fantasy world.


  Personally, I’m particularly fond of sadomasochistic romances between butch tops and femme bottoms. The particular accoutrements of a butch/femme date means things like stockings, high heels, ribbons, garter belts, lipstick, cufflinks, belt buckles, hard packing, leather shoes, a fresh-shorn fade. I like the way the date plays out, the flirting, the electric moments of hands touching or hips brushing, the negotiation of what is going to happen later, the anticipation building.


  They almost always end up together, or at least end up transformed. I get to remember that falling in love—or falling in lust—process. I get to feel what it’s like to feel that particular kind of friction, of sexuality, or gender expression, and the way they all interact. I get to relive my own experiences by activating those body memories again.


  I don’t know about you, but I find all that stuff just delicious.


  But there are many other kinds of stories I love losing myself in: Gay boy stories of total power exchange during epidemics; trans folks exploring their body and their lovers and the genderaffirming sex that comes from the embodied experience of dysphoria and euphoria; unique real-life power differentials that lead to other kinds of (preferably conscious) power exploration; leatherdykes pushing the edges, pushing the limits, finding new ways to get under each other’s skin and inside each other’s bodies.


  I love reading characters with deep-seated fetishes that strive to get their desires honored, cherished, fulfilled. I love reading about fetishes and acts that I don’t have any desire to do myself, but that I now understand just a little better because of this particular story.


  I’ve been reading a lot of erotica and romance lately. Sometimes, the only thing I accomplish in a day is reading yet another chapter of my current indulgent book.


  Call it a coping mechanism, call it a trauma adaptation, call it checking out—call it whatever you want. It does feel a little escapist, and maybe it is—but it is also so very fulfilling, and not hurting anyone. So why not?


  We all do this—so many people would rather binge-watch a show, or a six-book fantasy series, than to sit and stay in their life’s current discomfort. Sometimes, diving into a fantasy helps to regulate our bodies by stepping away from our own situation for a while, and when we emerge from our temporary respite, we are better able to assess the current situation and make decisions.


  But beyond that, I believe in the healing power of pleasure.


  Pleasure, especially physical pleasure, has so much potential to help move things that are stuck. I don’t only mean the simple pleasures, things that make our senses light up and dance happily, like the mocha chocolate chip ice cream from that artesian company in the next neighborhood over, or that perfect first bite of my favorite Thai food.


  I also mean the physical release from pushing my body to do something hard, or the complicated and satisfied pleasure that comes from being together with my lover, even when we haven’t been connecting very well lately, and having a really good fucking time for a few hours.


  Sex, kink play, and touch of all kinds wake up our sensate bodies and help us feel more alive. Connection does, too—some-times, our heartbeats, breathing, and brainwaves will synchronize with our lovers’.


  I have been spending a lot more time in my fantasy life, in my own internal world, lately, and with that comes spending more time reading erotica. I have thoroughly enjoyed diving into the worlds of each of these stories in this year’s collection, and I sincerely hope you find things in here that transform, affirm, inspire, and just plain turn you on.


  Sinclair Sexsmith


  Seattle, Washington


  January, 2022


  MY SECOND FIRST TIME


  Tessa Fisher


  Theoretically, I was free to have sex three months after I had surgery, but we waited until the four-month mark, just to be on the safe side. Liz, my partner, came from a medical background, and was a little paranoid about “breaking something.”


  I was nervous, too, but not for the same reasons. After all, this was going to be my first time having sex in a body that I felt truly at home in, and part of me was terrified it was going to be underwhelming.


  And because of all that, there were more than a few jitters in me as I followed Liz into the bedroom that day, knowing what she had in store.


  “Let’s get a good look at you,” she said, peeling off the sundress I’d been wearing. I found my arms encircling her, bringing her close, kissing her deeply. Absently, I tugged off her shirt, and began to undo her bra. My clit—my clit, I thought to myself, my real, actual clit!—was throbbing, eager to be touched.


  “Mmm, like what you see?” I asked. She purred in approval, deftly removing my bra before sliding down my body and tugging at my panties. “I’m always blown away by how soft your skin is, how curvy you’ve become,” she whispered.


  “Hey, six years of estrogen will do a girl good,” I replied. I felt the sudden coolness of air between my legs as my panties were finally pulled off of me.


  I know there are people who say that post-op trans women can’t get wet. These people are very, very wrong. I was practically dripping.


  Liz gently ran a finger between my pussy lips and brought it to her mouth, tasting my juices. “Mmm. Perfect.” She carefully nudged us toward the bed, until I fell over backward onto the mattress. She stood above me, dark brown hair cut short, piercing blue eyes, wicked smile.


  She was still wearing her underwear, though, and I did my best to solve that problem, clumsily trying to grab her waistband with my toes. Liz giggled and gently pushed my feet away, before finishing the job herself.


  I was briefly struck by a sense of déjà vu. Close to six years before, I’d been in an almost identical position, with the exact same woman—except that was before I realized who I really was. I’d been a virgin at the tender age of twenty-five (not for lack of trying in my college years—it’s just hard to date when you’re a lesbian trying very, very hard to be a straight man), and she’d promised that she’d try to make my first time a positive experience.


  I remembered asking Liz to be on top that first time. Somehow, it just felt more … right, even if, at the time, I couldn’t explain why. After it was over, I thought I’d feel different. I knew even back then that virginity was a social construct, and a pretty wildly inconsistent one at that, but somehow, I’d thought having sex would change me. That it would “fix” me, and I’d finally be at peace with being a man.


  Unsurprisingly, it hadn’t. It would take another year or so for me to come to terms with that, to stop pretending that I was anyone other than who I really was. Luckily for me, Liz had been happy to help guide me along that path. That she made it clear that she liked me better as a girl certainly didn’t hurt, either.


  “Right, then, where were we?” she inquired, breaking me out of my reminiscing. Her eyes swept over me in hunger.


  “I seem to recall you were saying nice things about my pussy,” I said with a smirk.


  “So I was.” Her gaze swept up and down me, lustfully, and she leaned her head down toward in between my legs. “It’s so beautiful, you know? Almost awe-inspiring. An act of incredible transformation.”


  She finally joined me on the bed, stretching herself forward, her upper body kept above mine with core muscles like steel. She leaned her head down and whispered into my ear, “And I can’t wait to taste it.”


  A white-hot desire, more powerful than I’d ever felt, ignited within me, something deep and primal. I wanted her to touch me, to pull me, to wrap herself around me, to consume me, to feel her wanting of me made physically manifest. It was a hunger for a food I’d never known I could even eat, but that I badly wanted to devour.


  I moaned as she began to kiss her way down my lips, my jaw, my neck. Her lips felt warm and plush against my skin. She paused when she reached my chest, and then drifted leftward until she came to my breast. I found myself clutching the sheets as she fluttered her tongue over my nipple, almost forgetting to breathe. My heart beat faster and faster. She lingered there for a minute or so, then, satisfied, moved on.


  Liz continued downward, over my abs, my mons, until I could feel her hovering right over my clit. Every muscle in my lower body was taut and waiting, ready to feel her mouth on me.


  She surprised me, though, by abruptly dipping lower, and suddenly I felt the cool, wet pressure of her tongue gliding along one of my labia. She inched upward, drawing it out, as I let out a quiet whine from the back of my throat. Closer, and closer, and closer …


  Liz looked up at me from in between my legs, mischief in her eyes. “You ready?”


  “Yes,” I barely managed to get out, my breathing becoming deeper and irregular with anticipation.


  Her tongue grazed the tip of my clit, and a lightning bolt shot through me. It proved to be too much at once, on the verge of being painful.


  I hissed in response. “Too sensitive?” she asked, her voice muffled by my own softness. I nodded—I don’t know how I somehow came out of surgery with more sensation then when I went in, but apparently I did.


  She changed tactics, lapping against my hood with the flat of her tongue. A warm, electric pressure surged up me, and I melted under Liz’s careful attentions.


  As she made my clit sing, I felt a hollowness, almost an ache, at my center, like the muscles around my pelvis were trying to grab for something that wasn’t there. It became a desperate need that my body demanded be filled.


  “Liz,” I whispered, “I need your fingers inside me.” My eyes were screwed shut with unabashed want.


  “Oh,” I heard her reply, “what do good girls say when they want something?”


  “Please,” I whined. “Please, put your fingers inside of me.”


  “Good girl,” she purred quietly. I felt a slender digit slide into my pussy, and gasped, as something deep and primal within me was finally satisfied after years of longing.


  She kept up her ministrations, tongue and fingertip and gentle breath. Every once in a while she would break the pattern by sucking directly on my clit, and I would arch my back, groaning wordlessly.


  The heat between my legs was steadily growing, and I felt a building pressure, almost a sense of muscles contracting in preparation. My breathing was fast now, my back and shoulders tensing and relaxing in quick succession.


  Just then, Liz stopped, abruptly pulling away from me. I had a brief moment of panic—had something gone wrong? Had she suddenly decided I was disgusting? I thought of all the horrible things I’d heard about girls like me. I knew none of it was true, but that didn’t stop the anxious part of my brain from going into overdrive.


  I started to speak, but Liz leaned forward and softly put a finger to my lips. “Just one moment.” Darting my tongue out to grab a lick off her finger, I received a mix of salt and sweetness; I was relieved to know that, at the very least, my taste wasn’t offending.


  She disappeared out of my field of view, while I sat there, still quietly fretting away. Much to my relief, she returned less than a minute later, with an array of straps around her hips, and—


  Oh. Oh.


  She had a silicone cock strapped between her legs, but it wasn’t just any cock.


  “Look familiar, hmm?” Liz asked with a grin as she applied lube to the phallus.


  Right before I started hormones, Liz had gotten one of those clone-a-cock kits, saying she wanted to capture my original equipment for posterity. The resulting dildo has mostly resided in the back of our sex toy cabinet—until now. And it was very, very clear what she planned to do with it.


  “You okay with this, hon?” she asked, stepping toward my still-spread legs. I nodded vigorously, eager with anticipation despite the surrealness of the situation.


  She hopped up on the bed, carefully leaning forward over me. I felt the tip of the cock gently slide over my clit, nuzzle around the outside of my opening, teasing me.


  “Do you want this, good girl? Do you want this?” Her face was just above mine now, staring deep into my eyes.


  “Yes,” I pleaded. “Yes, fuck my pussy. Please, Liz.” I needed this so badly, I could hardly speak. Within me, a fountain of visceral want had been unleashed, and could not be held back.


  I gasped as she slowly slid the cock into me. The feeling itself wasn’t necessarily novel—I’d dilated in my recovery from surgery, after all—but the context made it exquisitely different. Liz began pistoning, and with every stroke her pelvis pressed into my clit, sending a burst of pleasure up my spine. Without even really thinking, I bucked my hips in counterpoint to her rhythm, trying to get more of that delicious feeling.


  My arms reached up and enfolded her, pulling her upper body close to mine, and I savored the weight of her breasts pressed against mine, and how smooth and silky her skin felt against mine. Our legs became entwined with each other, as she continued to thrust into me.


  Somewhere at the back of my mind, I noted, ironically, how much I wasn’t thinking. Before, sex had always been an experience I kept at a bit of a distance, mentally. I would focus on my partner, or our surroundings, or think of what it would be like if I had the anatomy I wanted—anything to avoid focusing on what was actually there. It hadn’t stopped me from enjoying sex, but it prevented me from fully experiencing it.


  In this moment, though, I found myself fully present, aware of every caress, every lick, every breath, every fingertip and limb and sound. I gave my body over to Liz, but more importantly, I gave it over to myself.


  Soon, it felt as every muscle in my body was tense and waiting for release. Liz picked up the pace, and my knees wrapped around hers, trying to pull her as close to me as possible. My hands clung to her back, fingers curling involuntarily. I clenched harder and harder at the cock as it dove in and out of me. Gone was the iron control I had previously kept over myself during sex; I was now a wild woman, totally consumed by instinct and pleasure.


  A wave of electricity began to build, pooled around my clit, and grew larger with every one of Liz’s thrusts. Just a little more, just a little further—I needed just a little more—I need—I need—


  I screamed incoherently as white-hot pleasure surged up my spine, overflowing behind my eyes, my pussy contracting rapidly around the cast of my former equipment. The world seemed far away—there was only Liz and me, and the heat we made.


  Some unfathomable amount of time later, I felt Liz slide out of me, and my perception returned to the present. I yawned; apparently I’d orgasmed so hard, my ears had popped. Liz busied herself with unstrapping the toy, and then lay down next to me. We were both slick with sweat, but I honestly didn’t care.


  I nestled into her warmth, face to face, feeling her breath against my own.


  There was a pause as we both savored the moment, and then she asked me, “So, what did you think of your first time? I mean, again?”


  “Not bad,” I said with a dreamy smile. “Not bad at all.”


  THE ROYAL WEDDING


  Fiona Zedde


  “And this is my sister, Iris.”


  Iris’s brother, Ian, gestured between her and the man in the military uniform and she hummed something appropriate in response, trying to look like she gave a damn who he was. She didn’t.


  What she did give many damns about was the woman halfway across the crowded room. A slow warmth built in her belly as she took in the narrow shoulders and slender frame fitted just so in a tailored suit the color of the Caribbean Sea.


  It was a royal wedding and she was the only woman here in pants.


  Iris tilted her head around her brother, trying to get a better look.


  Then jumped when Ian poked her in the side. You’re being rude, his narrowed gaze said.


  “I’m sorry,” she said, trying to use the manners their parents tried for years to guilt into her. “I’ll be right back, I just saw the woman who’s going to have my baby.”


  Ian gave her a brutal side eye while his friend just looked confused. With a quick wave, Iris slipped away.


  Normally, she wasn’t so rude, but as one of the first to arrive at the mountain-top palace, she’d been slowly going out of her mind with boredom waiting for the wedding to start. The sooner the wedding began, the sooner it could end and she could go back to the hotel where a special delivery should be waiting for her.


  Suddenly though, something—or someone—appeared and claimed all of her attention.


  Iris felt a bit like a stalker, following the slender back through the crowd, hungry for a glimpse of the sartorially stunning beauty.


  From what Iris had already seen, the woman wore honest to God, high-heeled wingtips with the masculine, bespoke suit. A pocket square that matched her summer yellow. Windsor-knotted tie completed her gorgeous look.


  Everything about the woman attracted Iris like a plant to sunlight.


  A cluster of big-hatted matrons chatting loudly about the wedding suddenly appeared. By the time they all moved past, the suited woman was gone.


  Damn.


  Iris shoved down her disappointment and, instead of searching for Ian, headed out to the mountain palace’s wrap-around balcony that one of the guidebooks said was a “rarely experienced, mustsee in Caruña’s capital city.”


  From what Iris had read before she got to Caruña, the site of the wedding was once a minor palace, then became a church before being claimed again as a royal home. The final result was that the magnificent palace overlooking the lushly green principality was caught between the secular and the sacred. Its lavish bedrooms had soaring, stained glass windows. Monthly musical concerts made good use of the incredible acoustics. And the grand salon and sanctuary, complete with gilded altar, was now the official site of all royal weddings.


  And today’s wedding was a luxe affair, the biggest event in Caruña, a Spanish-speaking mountainous principality Iris had never heard of until her brother invited her and her own plus one. The groom, a young tech genius who Ian had worked with remotely for years, turned out to be a prince recently succeeded to the throne. Now, the prince was getting married, and to an American at that.


  It was a fairy-tale story that had obsessed the American media for weeks now.


  Iris’s heels kissed the marble floors beneath them. A few wedding guests already strolled around the balcony, but they were spread so far apart that Iris didn’t feel like she was intruding on anyone. Overhead, weak rays of light fought their way through the thick canopy of clouds that had hovered all morning and now, after releasing a few sprinkles of rain, those clouds seemed like they were finally going away. Just in time for the wedding to start.


  “This is a good sign, right? A shower of luck for the couple and then sunshine?”


  “Of course.” She turned automatically with a neutral look on her face. “It’s a perfect day.”


  The man standing nearby was pretty enough in his deep gray morning suit. He wore a flower in his lapel and a hopeful look as he skimmed her body with his dark eyes. She knew what he was seeing—a ‘50s-looking pin-up model type with thick, straightened hair secured in a French roll and topped with a purple pillbox hat. Her mint green dress was vintage Dior, A-line and cinched tightly at the waist before flaring out to just below her knees. Purple stilettos and a matching purse tucked under her arm completed the outfit. Underneath, she wore a garter and stockings, but the man didn’t need to know that.


  Iris looked poised and cool to the touch, an effect she’d perfected nearly twenty years ago.


  Despite her lack of welcome, the man moved into her space, smiling with the kind of confidence she almost envied. “Are you with the bride or the groom?” he asked, upping his smile.


  “Neither.”


  He seemed like he was waiting for more. But Iris was just waiting for him to be gone.


  “If I were you, I’d give up on this one,” a laughing voice spoke from nearby.


  Iris’s heart fluttered up into her throat.


  The woman in the suit.


  Her sleek hair was pulled back from her face in some sort of bun, emphasizing her subtly made-up features and a long neck that looked soft to the touch, and hard to make bow down. She stood with her hands in her pockets, a hip cocked. Although she’d addressed her comment to the man, she looked straight at Iris. Her dark red mouth curved up in a smile.


  Iris’s would-be suitor bristled. “But you’re not me, are you?”


  The woman ignored him, and Iris did too.


  “Nice outfit,” the woman said. Her gaze skimmed over Iris, from pillbox hat to high-heeled shoes, lingering at a few spots in between. That look was like the sun, warm and lingering, a relief after a long morning of coolness and rain.


  “Thanks.” Iris tucked her purse more securely under her arm, desperate for something solid to hold onto while the sun did its work of ushering in good luck and the suit outlined every tempting line of the woman sailing into her personal space. “Yours isn’t that bad either.” An understatement.


  “What? This old thing?” Her wide mouth curved up into a smile, showing off shark teeth, merry eyes, and a hint of dimples.


  Iris was dimly aware of the man wandering off with a put-upon grunt, she supposed, to pick up some other woman for his prewedding snack.


  She didn’t know much about masculine suits, she could even say that her entire scope of knowledge in that area came from watching James Bond movies. But even she could tell that the suit was new and expensive. Her fingers twitched. She wanted to touch the cloth over the woman’s slender shoulders and find out for herself if it was as soft as it looked.


  Then she gave in, closing the distance between them.


  Yes. The sea-blue suit was luxuriously soft beneath her fingers.


  The woman hummed with pleasure. “That feels good,” she said with her eyes closed. “Too good to feel in a church.”


  “Does that mean you want to take this someplace more private?” Where had those words come from? They spoke the truth, but normally Iris wasn’t so bold.


  “We have a wedding to be here for. I’d rather not miss a single moment.” The woman’s eyes, though, said something completely different.


  Take me out of here.


  Take me.


  Take.


  Suddenly, Iris longed for something to drink, anything to wet her dry throat.


  She coughed and self-consciously stepped back when a couple wandered out onto the terrace, close enough to break that bubble of false intimacy she found herself trapped in with the woman. Iris felt the couple’s interest prick their way and though she wasn’t usually bashful, heat surged under her cheeks like she and the woman had been caught with their clothes off and fucking in the corner like horny teenagers during prom.


  Amusement flickered like bedroom candles in the depths of those dark eyes and Iris’s thighs trembled with want. The woman gently knocked a shoulder against hers, turning them both to look over the wide balcony and to the winding road that led down the mountain and to its valley city below.


  “Have a drink with me,” the woman said once they’d both had enough of admiring the view. “I hear there’s prewedding lemonade on tap. The hard stuff is after the nuptials, apparently.” Iris trembled again when she touched the back of her hand. “What do you think?”


  “Sure.” At that point, Iris was dangerously ready to agree to anything.


  But the place the woman took her to didn’t have a drop of lemonade in sight. The room was the size of Iris’s Atlanta bedroom, all marble floors, and with paintings on the wall, the usual horses, dogs, and fruit motif.


  Semicircular, like a half-turret of a castle, it had three narrow, stained glass windows that went from ceiling to floor, and allowed in colored pieces of the day’s new sunlight. At the base of each window sat a low table, the perfect height for someone praying on their knees to rest their elbows and gaze up in rapture at the pretty colors flooding through the glass. A pair of matching velvet armchairs, coffee table with a scattering of recent magazines, a full bookshelf, and a thick rug that muffled the sound of their footsteps.


  “What is this place?”


  The door behind them closed with a sharp click under a press of the woman’s palm. She shrugged. “I have no idea. Just seems like one of those places in a giant house that people never really use, unless there’s a big party.”


  “Like a wedding,” Iris said.


  “Like a wedding,” the woman echoed. She leaned back against the door. “You’re beautiful,” she said. “But you already know that.”


  “You have no idea what I know.”


  “I’m sure I know a few things.” The woman’s fingers went to the buttons of her jacket, sliding them open, one by one.


  A soft thump dragged Iris from the daze she found herself in. Her purse. She’d dropped her purse on the floor. She couldn’t even pretend to be unaffected by the confident display of sensuality. The vermillion mouth was all too knowing.


  Suddenly, Iris desperately wanted to feel that mouth against hers.


  “Kiss me,” Iris said.


  “Aren’t you demanding all of a sudden?” Another smile, another tease. The jacket lay open but the woman made no move to take it off. “Come here and get it.”


  Now, Iris didn’t consider herself a submissive person, but she wasn’t exactly a dominant either. If it felt good, she wanted to experience it, whether it came to her from the top or the bottom. However, she also hated being told what to do. Even when it was something she really wanted.


  “How about this,” she said, standing still, caught between lust and stubborn pride. “Meet me in the middle.”


  “But if we do that, I can’t press you against the door and eat you out like I wanted to ever since I saw you in that dress.”


  Iris shifted her thighs under said dress and the caress of her stockings, the press of the garters against her skin, dragged a low moan out of her. Her lower lips were swollen and wet, and the woman hadn’t even touched her.


  She wasn’t really contemplating this, was she?


  The dampness between her legs gave her the obvious answer.


  But she shouldn’t. Iris squeezed her eyes shut and forced the responsible words past her lips. “Why don’t we—?”


  “Why don’t we what?”


  The woman was suddenly right there. Unbuttoned suit jacket, red lips, the faint hint of a citrus perfume at her throat.


  Whatever Iris was going to say floated far, far away.


  A light hand drifted down Iris’s back and settled on her hip. Warm breath brushed her cheek and the scent of the woman’s perfume undid all of her good intentions. The material of the suit was cool beneath her palms and the soft body there so very hot.


  Iris grasped the cool lapels of the suit in her fists, and gave in. “It feels like I’ve been waiting to kiss you all day.”


  “Then kiss me.” The woman’s velvet voice was a dare Iris couldn’t refuse.


  God. She tasted as good as she looked. Cool and crisp with the warming flavor of mint on her tongue. Iris moaned into the soft mouth and devoured what she now had permission to take.


  The ease and slick desire of it hammered Iris’s pulse and throbbed desire even harder between her legs. She was nearly breathless with it, thighs quaking, fingers trembling as she grasped the back of the woman’s neck, desperate for something to hold on to while her world tilted and spun. The woman’s tongue moved wickedly in her mouth. This desire was familiar and oh, so sweet, but tinged with the spice of the forbidden.


  If they got caught Ian was going to kill her.


  But that last thought floated away when the woman pulled from their kiss with an obscene, wet sound.


  “I want to eat up every inch of you,” she whispered to Iris. “But since we don’t have a lot of time, I’m just going to have to make do with the highlights.”


  Iris realized then that the back of her dress gaped open, the hidden zipper cleverly undone and cool air licking over her exposed skin. She shivered. Her core tingled and dripped.


  “You can do whatever you want to me,” Iris said. No regrets.


  “Fuck, you’re so perfect.”


  Eager hands tugged the dress down to her waist, baring her breasts. Iris stumbled backward, her breath coming hard and fast. The back of her legs hit something—one of the low stools in front of the windows—and she tilted backward, crying out in alarm until her hands hit a wall, no they hit glass. One of the stained glass windows.


  She spread her fingers until she found a more solid surface, the wall, but that wall was the only concrete thing as her thoughts sailed away with the clasp of fingers on her breasts. Her body was a hard C, stretched backward toward the stained glass window and its rainbow of light.


  The vulnerability of the position made Iris’s breath catch, and the crotch of her thong panties soaking wet.


  “Much better than lemonade,” the woman said before claiming a nipple.


  The sensation of the hot mouth on one nipple and cool fingers on the other went straight to her clit. Iris moaned before she could catch the sound.


  “You can make noise if you want to,” her lover said, lifting her mouth away. “I don’t mind.”


  “But the—the others might.” Iris could barely string a sentence together. Every ounce of her remaining brain power was focused on not shouting the place down.


  “Or they would love it as much as I do.”


  The woman set a sensuous pull and suck motion on her sensitive nipples, stroking the engorged tip of one while gently sucking on the other. Iris’s hips writhed against the air, her sticky center begging for some friction. Low noises behind the closed door came to her in sluggish bursts, voices in conversation, high heels against expensive marble, the thrill of a warning bell.


  The danger of it should have dried her up but instead the wetness between her legs became a flood.


  “Is all this for me?” Warm hands sought between her legs, touching her where she was both hard and leaking, wet and hungry.


  “Only if you know what to do with it,” she managed to gasp and the woman laughed softly. Just before maneuvering her with easy strength, turning Iris around to face the stained glass. Her hands automatically braced on either side of the narrow glass and she hissed her pleasure when her dress flipped up, cool air caressing the bare skin that her garters and thong panties didn’t cover.


  “If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you wore this just for me.” Her voice huffed against the back of Iris’s neck and she quivered, the sensation from that breath of air more potent than any clit lashing. Iris felt the light caress of fingers through the garter belt framing her hips, like the woman was stroking the material instead of her skin. “I’m very lucky today.”


  The woman tugged Iris’s thong to the side and her pussy dripped.


  “Touch me,” she begged, her voice scraping raw against her throat with want. “Please.”


  Through the door, she heard the faint chiming of bells, warning that the wedding ceremony would start soon, but she was too swept up in her desire to just stop. Her body was running on lust and electricity alone, any common sense long gone. “Please!”


  “It would be my absolute pleasure,” the woman murmured.


  Iris shivered in anticipation.


  Usually, she knew what to expect with sex. She was a unique woman, with an average skill level but extra parts that lovers didn’t always know what to do with. In a position like this one—vulnerable, her hands against the wall and her ass up, both openings exposed to the air and the eyes of her lover—people usually went for the lowest hanging fruit, so to speak, mouth on her pussy to make her wet before sliding in a finger or three. She readied herself for just that now, still breathless with the anticipation of it, knowing that no matter how predictable it was, she’d still enjoy it. Every lick, every stroke of fingers, every soft breath of encouragement against her aching flesh.


  But the woman caressed her balls instead, and Iris’s knees nearly buckled.


  “Jesus …”


  With a light pressure around the low globes and fingers simultaneously playing in the wetness dripping from the tip of her dick, the woman had Iris panting.


  “You like that?”


  “God, yes …”


  Iris was so wound up, and the fact that the woman touched her in a way she didn’t expect had her instantly that much closer to explosion. Her core clenched and she dripped, the muscles of her ass flexing as she fucked into the woman’s loosely held fist.


  It was good. So damn good.


  Then a hot tongue licked her dripping pussy, a counterpoint to the hand working her dick, first gently and then with a more insistent pressure. Her fingers fumbled against the wall, trying to sink into the stone while her lashes fluttered like startled butterflies and sunlight, warm and pulsing with color, poured over the face through the stained-glass window growing fogged with her urgent breaths.


  The light-filled pleasure in her belly grew, the weight of an oncoming orgasm gathered in her balls, hot and inexorable. The firm tongue slid between her dripping lips, flickering along her opening, shallow and firm. Crazy-making. Just the way she liked. The pressure inside built, higher, tighter.


  “Stop, stop!” Iris gasped. “I don’t want to come like this.”


  The mouth moved away from her flesh. The fist around her dick loosened. “Tell me what you want, baby.”


  “Inside. I want what you have in those pants inside me. Now.”


  Softly breathed profanity brushed against her inner thighs and Iris squirmed, half-wanting that mouth back on her, working her toward the orgasm she’d just denied herself. The woman didn’t make her wait though. A fumble behind her, more harshly breathed words, praises about the feel of Iris’s pussy, her dick, how perfect she was, as the sound of a zipper hissed in the room, the rustle of cloth. And then.




OEBPS/Images/opencover.jpg
A CLEIS ANTHOLOGY

SEST LESBYA
EROTICAJ

VOLUME 7

EDITED! BY SINCLAIRISEXSMITH






OEBPS/Text/cover.xhtml

  [image: image1]





OEBPS/Images/pub.jpg





