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For Shantel





One



Another dreary day—skies devoid of blue, a steady wind that whipped branches around, announcing the coming of winter. Vince had awakened early; a restless night had forced him from his bed around seven. He had tried to sleep in, attempting to drown himself in the silence and darkness underneath the heavy comforter, but that didn’t work. So he rose, and grudgingly went for a run.

He returned an hour later. Glancing around the first floor of his home, a three-story row house a few minutes from Children’s Hospital, Vince noticed that there were papers from the previous three Sundays that had yet to be read. Taking in the laptop that lay on the coffee table, he remembered the loads of unanswered e-mails. The cordless phone was positioned snug in the cushion of his couch. Phone calls from several bookstores in Philadelphia and Newark had yet to be returned.

What was he doing?

He was never like this, letting his work pile up.

Last night—a Friday night—he remained at home, even though Trey had begged him to come on out—First Fridays at some spot downtown. You know Trey wouldn’t miss those for the world. But Vince declined, saying he had too much work to do—which was true. Only thing, Vince hadn’t accomplished anything. Desiree had phoned too, asking if he wanted some company. He had refused her invitation as well, telling her the same lie he had told Trey. Instead, Vince had sat on the couch all by himself, nursing a Corona in front of his television—channel surfing the entire evening, watching stuff he could care less about until midnight rolled around, when he finally gave up and went to bed.

It was now after nine a.m. the following day and his stomach growled something fierce. Unfortunately he hadn’t the energy to fix himself something to eat. So he reached for the piled up papers and began to go through them. Vince still wore his tight running pants and a Morehouse sweatshirt. His sneakers remained in the foyer by the door.

The doorbell broke his concentration. Vince glanced at the front door and frowned. He was not expecting anyone. He put down the paper and rose from the couch, smoothing out his hair and reaching to scratch at his beard. He knew he looked like a wild man this early in the morning. He hoped it was just FedEx or somebody like that.

Vince opened the door and found himself face to face with Amber.

She was all smiles.

Behind her stood Angeliqué holding up a bag from Krispy Kreme.

Amber’s stare traveled down slowly to his feet before bouncing back up. “Nice pants,” she quipped while brushing past him into the house. That left Angeliqué and Vince standing alone.

“Peace offering,” she said, handing him the donuts. Angeliqué grinned and Vince felt his heart bake.



He sat in his kitchen, refreshed from a quick shower, watching them work. Angeliqué was putting on coffee; Amber was slicing cheese for omelets. They had insisted on commandeering his kitchen; and who was Vince to put up a fight?

Angeliqué wore a pair of faded jeans, low riding and tight, with pointy black boots and a thin dark sweater. Adorning her head was a Kangol hat. Amber was clad in a pair of oversized sweatpants and a form-fitting cotton tee. Her feet were bare. Vince was still reeling from their surprise visit.

“When did you get in?” he asked.

“Last night. We caught a non-stop and was in D.C. by eight p.m.”

“And how did you find me?” Vince asked incredulously.

“That was easy,” Angeliqué mused, eyeing him from the stove where she stir fried onions, green and red peppers, tomatoes, and garlic. The vapors wafted over Vince and he felt his stomach somersault. “You’re in the phone book—a smart move if you’re into stalkers.”

“Hmmn,” he said. Vince still was unsure of how to play this. Good cop or bad—that was the question. On the one hand, watching them in his kitchen filled his insides with a feeling that he hadn’t experienced since New Orleans. But that was tempered by the conversation he and Angeliqué had had a few nights previous. And the images from New Orleans remained…

“And what if I wasn’t home?” he asked.

“Oh, I guess we’d be scarfing down these donuts all by ourselves,” Amber said, flashing a smile in his direction.

“Right. Well, I am glad to see both of you.” Vince stood and went to Amber, who leaned in and gave him a hug. He moved over to the range and slid behind Angeliqué who was busy at work. She tilted her head up and nuzzled her neck against his. They embraced and kissed gingerly.

“Pass those eggs, Vince, and step back,” she said, “it’s about to get ugly up in here!”

Thirty minutes later their plates were clean. Omelets and fresh coffee, followed by glazed and jelly-filled donuts had each of them holding their stomachs.

“Damn, after a meal like that I need a nap!” Amber exclaimed.

“I hear that,” Vince responded as he cleared the dishes.

“Vince,” Angeliqué said as they watched Amber stretch, “I was hoping you would show me your studio.”

He glanced over at Amber who said, “You two go ahead, I’d like to stay here and crash on the couch for a while. If it’s cool with Mr. Cannon, Jr. over there?”

Vince grinned. “Make yourself home, but excuse the mess—my maid quit just last week; I haven’t had time to replace her!”

“Yeah right…,” Amber said, ambling toward the couch.



She was silent for a long time. Vince observed her from the futon as she contemplated his wall of masks. Angeliqué moved slowly from one end to the other, studying each one in turn, his masks that each told a story: passion, happiness, anger, sadness. Angeliqué turned to him with a solemn face.

“Vince, these are incredible. I don’t know what to say.”

“Thank you.” He sipped a mug of coffee as he watched her.

“I didn’t know what to expect, but you are really good! You have a God-given talent. Are these hanging in any galleries?”

“Not really,” Vince said. He’d been thinking long and hard about making some contacts in the art world so that he could begin selling his pieces. At this point, he had one hanging in Cosi on Capitol Hill, and another in Utopia on U Street.

“Well, you definitely should,” Angeliqué said, joining him on the couch. She leaned against him, taking a sip from her mug. Her frizzy hair blanketed her shoulders, resting on her sweater. Some of her mane fell on Vince. He eyed her silently as her body pressed into his, concentrating on her straight nose, her rich skin, those cheekbones that rose as she spoke. His mind transported him back to New Orleans, and the very first time—when the two of them had made passionate love that night, the way she had made him feel, out of this world, unparalleled, the passion gushing forth from them both like a geyser. Without fanfare, Vince reached for her face, and placed his lips to hers.

Angeliqué responded by facing him; in a moment their limbs were intertwined like their tongues. They were silent—words did not do justice to what they were feeling. His hands raised to her face, lightly caressing her cheeks and lips, probing her mouth, then feeling her nose, running fingers over her eyelids as he pulled back to gaze upon her. Then he bent forward and kissed her again. Moments later, Angeliqué was atop him, straddling Vince as she squirmed out of her sweater. Her breasts heaved with her breathing, as Vince reached for her pointed nipples.

Cupping her breasts, he felt her warmth transferred between their skins. They kissed ravenously, as if they had been denied sustenance for too long. Glancing upward, Vince watched her from his vantage point below, her eyes that had closed to mere slits, her body that writhed like a serpent as his hands traversed her torso toward her thighs.

Vince lifted her off of him with his powerful arms and returned her to the futon. He stood up and removed his sweater as she watched. Then his jeans slid down his legs, revealing tight briefs that barely contained his engorged state. Angeliqué reached out to stroke him through the fabric of his underwear, taking her time, running a lazy finger up the shaft as the heel of her boot slowly raked itself against his shin.

Reaching out for his buttocks with both hands, she pulled him to her until he was sandwiched between her thighs, his shins pressed up against the futon’s skin. After massaging his ass for a moment, Angeliqué slowly peeled off his briefs as her stare locked with his—a devious smile painted on her face. When he had stepped free of his underwear, and stood naked and engorged in front of her, then and only then did she drop her stare, gazing at his member which bobbed inches from her face.

She took him into her mouth, grasping the shaft with an expert hand, tugging on the flesh as she sucked him in, and Vince shut his eyes and threw back his head, reaching out for support because he already felt himself growing weak. She nibbled lightly around the head, using her hand to guide his wand against her teeth and lips, as her tongue flicked against the hole before lowering herself to his sac, lightly squeezing the flesh as she took each testicle into her mouth.

Vince moaned and reached for her breasts, squeezing them between his fingers. His hand snaked down smooth skin to her navel before plunging south, beneath her jeans, searching for the damp cotton of her panties. He flopped out of her mouth, spittle adorning his shaft like a glaze as Angeliqué wriggled out of her jeans. Moments later she was fully nude, and Vince had to stand back and marvel at her form. She lay back on the futon lengthwise and curled her finger at him, beckoning him to enter.

Vince didn’t need to be told twice!

He entered her effortlessly as Angeliqué wrapped her ankles around his back, her fingers raking his forearms that flexed as he moved. He began slowly, but increased his rapid thrusting, watching himself go in and out below thin brown pubic hair, as her golden navel seemed to contort with each drive.

She was a constriction around him, her neck nuzzling against his as they made love, panting, eyes closed, both waiting for that feeling to waft over them, those passionate sensations that soaked their essence and consumed them once, twice before, down in New Orleans, when the spirit of voodoo priests and priestesses hovered over them like fog.

But it did not come.

Not for Angeliqué or for Vince.

Beads of sweat pooled in the valley of her back as Vince took her from behind, her unkempt hair like a scraggy vine as he rushed against her flesh, her thrusts meeting his head-on as their bodies blurred.

But that exquisite feeling, the delicious high that comes from consuming one’s sensuality like a drug, remained elusive.

Both of them grunted and groaned as Vince attacked Angeliqué with his fervor, as if accelerating their frenzy might somehow boil their spirits, incite violence inside of them, riot the senses to the point of complete and unadulterated ardor—racing past the point of no return, bursting through the wall, to the end…

But as they came simultaneously, streaking through the tunnel toward the sunlight that blazed in, drawing them to the finish line, Vince and Angeliqué separately discovered that it was not what it could have been…

Not at all what it had been…

They disengaged, slowing their quickened heartbeats, and retreated to separate ends of the futon. For several moments neither spoke, as if they needed the silence to complete the tearing down of the cocoon that had shielded each one from the other’s view.

Vince rose naked off the couch. Angeliqué did not follow him with her stare. Instead she began to don her clothes.

After several minutes of running water, Vince returned. Angeliqué was fully clothed and studying the wall of masks.

“Can you do me?” she asked softly.

“Hmmn?” Vince had his back to her, his attention at his workbench and the torso life casting of Desiree. The plaster had long since hardened, and yet he studied the rise of her flesh from taut stomach to the peak of her supple breasts, running a hand along its texture as he recalled the real thing: soft, smooth, dark chocolate skin.

“A mask,” Angeliqué said, “I was wondering if you can do one of me?”

“I don’t know,” Vince responded, his mind a million miles away, suddenly feeling the distress that had been heaved onto his shoulders. His fingertips alighted from the plaster as he turned away from the workbench and back to her—reflecting on what just had transpired between them, and all that had not. The finality of it all caused him to tremble at his core. “We’ll have to see,” he said. Angeliqué turned and nodded, but as she gathered up her things to go, she already knew what his answer would be.








Two



Standing in my kitchen off of U Street, staring down at the swirl of coffee, I allowed myself to remember—her. I recalled for the first time in many years three singular events—ribbons of celluloid in my mind which had been locked away tight, unable to surface because my psyche would not allow it—for fear of dredging up an ocean of emotions, intense anger and something much worse. But this time, I allowed it to happen. I gave in to the sudden and severe cramps that scraped at my gut after seeing her there in the restaurant, knowing that these thoughts were long overdue. So I sucked in a breath, shut my eyes tightly, and remembered…

I vividly recall the rain—the steady drone of a downpour, drops as big as bumblebees free-falling vertically, there was no wind, no sideways pressure to cause the deluge to rake across uneven ground—no, it was a simple, yet complete storm. I recall the roar of the showers and the heavy swish-swish of my wipers as they fought gallantly to keep up, yet to no avail. This was no contest, and I remember thinking—God help anyone who is caught in this torrent—I almost laughed out loud as I took a turn with some effort, braking cautiously because I knew my ride could hydroplane at any moment, sending me and my shiny auto careening headlong into the timbers if I wasn’t careful, so I concentrated on the yellow lines painted on slick asphalt at 1:17 a.m.—I recall that too—the bright aquamarine LEDs that seemed to wink every minute, as I turned down the stereo in order to gain further concentration—all of these things occurring serially and in rapid succession—my dark hands gripping the wheel tightly as I guided the car into the turn, braking slowly and carefully, the LEDs noting the time, my hand reaching for the volume knob on the stereo, and almost laughing out loud at the absurdity of this storm—and that was when I saw it and instinctively jammed on my brakes, causing me to skid to a stop.

Two cars, one by the side of the road, its hazards pulsating into the night, cutting the rain at oblique angles, and headlights shining onto a second vehicle—the other, ten yards away from the first, its body turned at a right angle to the road, an entire third of its body an accordion against a thick dark tree. My eyes flicked rapidly over the scene as my heart raced—then leveled against a form huddled on the ground leaning over something else—I strained my eyes to discern details, but the rain was blotting them out like ink spots. I pulled over and mechanically exited my vehicle without even thinking about what I would do. I was no doctor, but something in me commanded that I help.

I raced around the front of my car, my shoes squishing in the soft earth, mud splattering the cuffs of my suit pants as I came up to the person kneeling on the ground. Beneath her lay a woman—no more than eighteen, eyes closed, as if in deep sleep, mouth hung open slightly. The rain was relentless, and it was clear that no conscious person could stand the force of the raindrops slapping against their warm flesh without flinching. My eyes cut back to the woman hunched over the prone form—the long jet-black hair grabbed my attention first. I recall the way the rain pummeled her head and flowed down her back, causing her hair to shine and glow, but I didn’t have time to appreciate the details—she turned her head and stared up at me—and our eyes connected—and this I will never forget—I saw something in there that caused my heart to stir—compassion and pain, the yin and yang that radiated out from those dark orbs as she blinked away the rain, communicating more with her stare than mere words ever could. I so wanted to keep my stare locked on hers; marveling at her high cheekbones that were rosy, and drink in the rest of her beautiful features, but the situation would not allow it.

“What can I do?” I blurted out, kneeling down as I reached inside my jacket for my cell phone.

“She’s unconscious and bleeding,” the woman beside me yelled. “I tried my phone but can’t get a signal.” She was holding the young woman’s head between both hands. Underneath, I could see dark red swaths painting grass stems. I glanced around frantically as I pulled out my cell and checked the signal.

Nothing.

“We need to move her,” I shouted, already deciding on a plan of action. The woman glared at me, raindrops beating her soft face and shoulders. She flung the water away with a quick shake of her head, and wiped her dark hair backward. Her eyes never left mine—ours were locked as if in some kind of dance, and even among the storm-chill I felt the warming sensation—the first of many—an oozing of heat that radiated out from my core—just being within arms distance seemed to quiet me. I sensed she felt the same because her glower seemed to soften, as if drawing strength from me, this stranger, forced her to not shut down. She dipped her stare momentarily to the unmoving form before returning it to me. She nodded slowly, and together we lifted the unconscious woman off the sodden ground.



That night was the first time I laid eyes on Layla, and from that moment I was hooked…

There was something about her, something so profoundly different from the other women I had dated, that I found myself completely and utterly sprung.

Yeah, y’all, I had fallen hard…

Layla and I had spent the next five hours together, a first date of sorts in the emergency room as they worked on the young woman, the two of us talking in hushed tones, getting to know one another, until the hours crept onward and I found Layla’s head gently resting on my shoulder as she napped on the cold plastic chairs, her feet folded underneath her. I recall how she finally stirred around six a.m., as sunlight slowly crept along the worn carpet toward our row of chairs, Layla leisurely stretching a golden arm before opening her eyes and glancing upward into mine, where our stares once again locked. There was no awkward moment of not knowing where or with whom she was with; no split-second of vertigo where eyes grow wide—no, there was simple purity in her gaze, as if she had awakened knowing exactly where she wanted to be. Instinctively I had reached out to brush her dark hair from her cheek—I can’t explain what possessed me to do that—it wasn’t so much a physical act as a spiritual one—as if in that moment our souls connected—and Layla watched me silently, her dark eyes unblinking as I whispered that the young girl was out of surgery and in recovery—the doctors were guarded, but thought that she would make it. Layla blinked and smiled weakly before closing her eyes and nuzzling back into the warmth of my shoulder. An hour later we said our goodbyes in the parking lot of the hospital.

I recall driving home and using every second to vividly remember the sweet details of our chance encounter.



How long ago did that fateful event occur that changed my world? Six, no seven years…

In some sense it seems like only yesterday. In another, it is as if decades have passed by, like when one attempts to recall the details of their childhood and find that the window that they are glancing through is murky and cracked.

The second set of images that suddenly flooded my psyche caused me to reach out to the counter top for support. Lately when I glance at that counter top delicious images of Allison and the wooden spoon leap to mind. But this time, that did not happen. I felt myself grow weak as if my knees were about to buckle. My stare was fuzzy. My coffee mug seemed to swim in and out of focus as if it were alive. I wasn’t looking—I was remembering…

Layla and I were at a hotel in New York, Upper West Side overlooking Central Park. We had come here on a whim; the weekend rate had set me back over a thousand bucks, but I didn’t give a damn! I was with my lady, and that was all that mattered.

We had spent the day doing some touristy stuff—shopping on Fifth Avenue, taking in the Museum of Natural History and the Hayden Planetarium, and then back to the hotel for a quick nap before dinner in Brooklyn Heights overlooking the water and Manhattan skyline. Afterward, we had cabbed it back to the hotel where Layla had shooed me into the bathroom for a long, hot shower. I had come out refreshed; my skin scrubbed clean, my senses singing in anticipation for what was to come. I remember waltzing out of the steamy bathroom and into a candlelight-filled bedroom. Layla was standing by the large window glancing downward to an expanse of park below. She had her back to me—when she turned, my breath was arrested.

I’ll never forget the pose she held—Layla standing there, one hand on her hip, the other reaching out to stroke the wall, clad only in white lingerie: a beautiful laced bra that held her lovely breasts, a pair of matching g-string panties. A thin dark line of pubic hair could be seen through the translucent material. On her feet was a pair of spiked black heels. Her hair was straight down her back and shiny. Her eyes were dazzling orbs that sparkled at me as she smiled. For a moment neither of us said a word. I drank in her features, the sensual stare that cut though me like a blade, and made my entire frame shudder.

I’ll never forget that night, for that image, especially that pose is indelibly etched into my psyche. Also is the rush of emotions that I felt that evening—similar to that morning in the emergency room when our eyes locked—more a spiritual and soulful connection than on a physical plane—God yes, my woman was beautiful—but it was her inner beauty that imprisoned my heart that night. And for the first time in my life, I felt something that I had never experienced before. There I was, standing before a breathtaking beauty—her sensuality reaching out to bathe me like a serpent does with its forked tongue, and what I felt deep inside was not the hardening of my sex, but the rush of emotions that made my eyes water. I was completely and utterly inebriated with someone to the point of total immersion…

That’s when I knew.

I loved this woman, with all that my heart and soul was capable of…



Suddenly the scene shifted. It was like one of those lovely days in Jamaica, ultra blue sky that would suddenly deepen and turn gray. Thick dark clouds rushing in bring torrential rains, but for only a short while…

My mind was enjoying the movie it was replaying—it had been a long time since I’d allowed the film to be shown again, but when the images shifted I felt as I had that fateful night on stage in Negril, a throng of partygoers belting out my name in unison as I spotted the woman at the back of the crowd and felt the temperature drop. A sudden chill overtook my body as a new scene replaced the old—one that I was not ready to see again.

I moved quickly to the living room, as if the act of physical movement would cause my brain to refocus.

It did not.

The image remained—Layla standing a foot away from me, hands drawn to her sides, tears streaming down her mascara-smeared face, as she told me her secret. And I remember backing away, as if she were some alien being, a monster that could do me harm, thinking to myself, oh my God this isn’t happening to me, this isn’t possible, this is a sick joke. A minute from now we’ll be laughing and carrying on as we always do. I’ll reach out for her, she’ll come to me, we’ll embrace, becoming one, and everything will be okay…

But it didn’t end up that way.

I remember reaching up, almost instinctively, and slapping Layla hard across her face, as if in some small measure my action would serve to erase what she had just told me.

But it did not.

To this day, nothing has…



A phone call thankfully saved me. It was Vince.

“What up, playa, how ya livin’?” he said.

“Waz up,” I responded, but without the usual enthusiasm. Vince, I could tell, immediately picked up on my unusually weak demeanor.

“Hey, dawg, you okay?”

“Yeah.”

“Come on, man, this is me you’re talking to—what’s up?” Vince asked.

“Naw, I’m cool,” I said, attempting to muster up the energy that was needed to get through this call.

“A’ight—listen, Angeliqué and Amber are in town. I really want you and Erika to meet them. I know it’s short notice, but we’re heading over to bluespace later and would love for you to meet us there.”

My mind raced. Pushed down into the depths of my brain were the fleeting images of Layla standing before me, swirling downward like a toilet flushed. I prayed they would stay there, but I knew they would not.

“Yeah, uh, that’s cool. What time are you thinking?” I asked, wiping away the perspiration that had beaded on my baldhead.

“I don’t know,” Vince said. “Probably around ten or eleven. Cool?”

“Yeah, that’s cool,” I said again, my mind still whirling from the blow of that last reflection.

“A’ight, listen, I really want you to meet them, so no excuses, playa!” Vince was trying levity, but I just wasn’t feeling it. We clicked off. A moment later the phone rang again. I didn’t even bother to check the Caller ID, knowing that it was probably Vince again, forgetting to tell me something.

“Speak!” I said, injecting a bit of the usual Trey-authority.

“Hi, is this Trey?” A woman’s voice, heavily accented, vaguely familiar.

“Yes?”

“Hey,” she responded, “This is Gabrielle, you probably don’t remember me, but we met down in Jamaica a few months ago.”

A flood of recognition hit me. Lovely Gabrielle, the honey whom I had fucked on the beach to the applause of an entire resort! And in that second, my mind flipped, literally, like a switch being thrown. No longer were there any lingering thoughts of Layla and her secret—those having been replaced by luscious Gabrielle—her rich olive skin, large tits, tight pussy, and talented mouth. Oh yeah, y’all, this call was exactly what Trey needed right about now!

“Hey you!” I exclaimed, “of course I remember you; how could I not!” Gabrielle giggled as we chatted for a few minutes, catching up and shit.

“So, listen, the reason I am calling,” Gabrielle said in a breathy voice, “is because there’s a party tonight at the home of this couple we know—very nice people, Lifestyles folks who just love to party. Anyway, I was thinking it would be great if you could come—come to the party and then hopefully come a few more times tonight, if you know what I mean!” Gabrielle was laughing and I could just envision her straddling my engorged dick. Again…

“Baby, I am definitely down for a party—especially if your fine ass is gonna be there!” I said, feeling my jeans go taut as my manhood stirred.

“Oh, Trey, that’s great—I can’t wait to see you!” Gabrielle gave me the details and I quickly jotted them down. Hanging up, I was giddy again—my old self—racing around the crib, wondering what I was going to wear to a party where mutha fuckas got naked! I’d have to shave my balls and bring a roll of condoms! Oh yeah, y’all…Trey’s back in the saddle, y’all, for real!

True dat!



I found the address easily, thanks to Mapquest. It was a nice-looking brick Colonial in a well-kept neighborhood just outside the Beltway in Silver Spring. Who would have guessed that mutha fuckas were about to get buck wild in this crib, sandwiched between PTA and soccer mom homes. I parked a few houses away and walked leisurely up the stone steps to the door. After much deliberation I had decided on a dark suit, Italian cut, and a fine white silk shirt halfway undone. I didn’t know these people save for Gabrielle and Raul, her husband, so I wasn’t sure what to expect. But I wasn’t one to take chances. You never knew when sexy-ass honeys were gonna show up, so I erred on the side of caution, and dressed contemporary with a bit of Trey-flair as only this brutha can do.

Come on, y’all, you know by now how we do!

I rang the doorbell, and glanced down at my black lace ups that I had polished an hour earlier. I checked the Breitling. Ten-eighteen p.m. Gabrielle told me the party started at nine, but fuck that! I wasn’t one to show up on time for any damn thing. I thought for a moment about Vince and his friends heading to bluespace.

The door opened and I was greeted by a thirty-something blonde with long hair down her back, thin, and nice looking. She smiled straight white teeth. The woman was dressed in a long colorful dress and heels that accentuated her small breasts and shapely ass.

“Hi,” I said, flashing her my best Trey-smile. “I’m Trey Alexander, a friend of Raul and Gabrielle,” I said, extending out my hand.

“Oh yes, we’ve been expecting you. Gabrielle had some very flattering things to say about you.” She invited me in with a sweep of her hand, and I could have sworn that I spotted her gaze take a quick detour to my crotch.

And why not, if girlfriend’s already heard about me???

I was led through a hallway, past the dining area and a formal living room, into the main living space. A large family room opened in front of me. It was tastefully decorated in pastels and plenty of eclectic artwork. The room was dim, but I spotted about twenty people at the far end by the floor-to-ceiling glass doors that opened onto an enclosed-in patio. Beyond was a strand of thick dark trees. The majority of the crowd had their backs to me. Most were half dressed or nude, the former wearing patterned sarongs that immediately took me back to Jamaica. Others were clad in leather—I spotted a few dudes in chaps, and some females in some very sexy black leather bodices with shining steel rings. At least a handful of those I spotted wore collars.

My host introduced herself to me. She was Terri; her husband she pointed out was Bruce, a muscular guy, clad in brown leather chaps, zebra briefs, and otherwise bare-chested, who was the object of the crowd’s attention.

Bruce stood before a nude woman who was bound by thick leather straps to a pair of eyebolts that descended from the ceiling. I could see that her feet too, were tied together, ankles bound with thick rope. He bent down but whatever he was doing was lost on me.

Terri asked if I’d like to get more comfortable. I was contemplating her request, at the same time taking in the intriguing scene before me. Before I could answer, she took hold of my hand with a sly grin and drew me away toward a staircase. I allowed her to lead me, following her as my stare dropped to her well-formed ass that moved seductively underneath fabric, her hips swaying rhythmically as we climbed. I asked if Raul and Gabrielle were here yet—she nodded and said she would take me to them momentarily.

We reached a carpeted landing and turned a corner. Terri led me into a darkened bedroom, which was lighted by a single candle. It cast a ghostly orange flicker about the room.

“Some of our guests find this to be more comfortable,” Terri said as she handed me a folded blue sarong with a white fish motif adorning the cotton fabric. “It’s up to you, of course, but I’d hate to see you wrinkle a fine suit.” Terri grinned and I could see that her eyes were blazing as she looked me over.

“This will be fine,” I said, holding the sarong.

“Give me your things then,” she said, “I can hang them up for you.” Terri made no move to leave. In fact, she promptly sat on the bed and folded her legs in front of me. I stood there for a split second, feeling the rush of adrenaline that was swimming through my veins. Again, thoughts of Vince popped into my head. Oh well, I guess homeboy would have to wait…Then I began to undress.

Terri sat there, watching me disrobe. Her eyes were tiny black slits that seemed to dance in their sockets. She didn’t try to hide her stare nor avert her eyes. Just the opposite, in fact. It was clear that she took great pleasure in watching me remove my jacket, and lay it flat on the bed. Next, I unlaced my shoes, and as I slid them off my feet I unbuckled my belt and pants. My eyes were locked with Terri’s, whose breathing had noticeably increased in intensity. She watched me unbutton the rest of my shirt, and pull it out and away from my trousers before removing it, placing it on the bed besides her. I could feel Terri’s stare brush over me as she took in my tattoos, well-defined muscles, and bronze skin. I paused for a moment, counting silently to myself as I laid my hands on my pants.

“Waiting for something?” Terri asked, her voice slightly above a whisper. I responded by slowly allowing my pants to fall to the floor. I stepped out of them, removed my socks and handed them to Terri, who placed them over my jacket. Standing in front of her, clad only in my boxers, my dick became semi-hard under candle-lit illumination. Without further fanfare, I bent down and slid my boxers down my thighs.

Terri let out a sigh as she gazed upon my manhood. I took a step forward and handed my boxers to her. Terri took them silently and tossed them aside.

“Feel better?” she asked, cocking her head upward to meet my stare momentarily before returning to my well-engorged member.

“Much,” I responded. I could see Terri’s nipples poking through the thin fabric of her dress. I fought the rising temptation to reach out and grab them, not wanting within the first five minutes to blow my load, so to speak. Instead, I let my arms drape by my side.

Terri leaned forward, the neckline of her dress turning downward, allowing a nice shot of her cleavage. She came within a foot of me and I swore she was going to grab my dick.

“Gabrielle told me about your wonderful cock,” she said, eyeing it with a smirk. “Perhaps I can get a taste of it myself later on tonight.” She licked her lips and then blew gently across the head of my dick that was standing straight upright. It quivered in response to her breath.

I smiled. “I’d like that.” Terri handed me the sarong; I wrapped it around and secured it snugly over my hips. I glanced down; my erection was like a Christmas tree draped in tinsel—the sarong did little to cover my meat. I sighed heavily, and Terri laughed.

“Let me take you to your friends,” she said, patting the package gingerly before taking my hand and guiding me out of the room.



As Terri and I returned to the main floor, moving slowly toward the mass of people huddled around Bruce, I spotted Gabrielle. She turned as we made our way over, flashing a huge smile as she noticed me. She rushed over and flung her arms around my neck.

“Hey baby, long time no see,” she said, pecking me on the lips before moving in to hug me. I flashed a smile as I held her at arm’s distance, looking her over.

“Let me look at you,” I said, taking in the white leather bra and g-string she wore along with a matching choke collar. Large holes were cut in the front of the bra allowing her cherry nipples to poke through. Her hair was pulled back and placed in a ponytail. “Damn, this gotta be D.C.’s finest!” Gabrielle gushed and winked at Terri.

“Just get here?” she asked.

“Yeah. Terri was kind enough to get me situated,” I said, showing off my sarong.

“And it looks good on you!” Terri asked me if I wanted anything to drink. I told her a beer would be fine, and she head off, leaving Gabrielle and I alone. Gabby leaned in and whispered in my ear: “So, Trey, I hope you are well rested—there are a bunch of people here who are anxious to party with you.”

“You mean my reputation precedes me?” I asked in mock amazement.

“Oh yes! Some of these couples were in Jamaica when you and I did our thing—remember?” Gabrielle asked with a grin.

“How can I ever forget,” I replied, touching the corner of her mouth. She beamed seductively.

Our attention shifted to Bruce. We moved closer—beside his feet was an opened steel case. Bruce knelt and seemed to be rummaging around in it for a minute before he stood up, holding something in his hand—long, thin, and black, with what appeared to be a wide leather tip at the end. The woman in front of Bruce eyed him curiously as he waved it ceremoniously in the air and then placed it on a table nearby. I noticed that the woman’s thighs were red. Bruce reached for her ankles and undid each rope. Then he bent down and fastened a cuff to each ankle. The cuff was tied off with rope to two eyelets in the floor behind Bruce. He pulled each rope tight and abruptly the woman was dangling at a forty-five degree angle with both legs spread wide.

The small crowd surged forward.

“Oh, you’re gonna love this part,” Gabrielle said as she took my arm.

“Where’s Raul?” I asked, feeling myself growing hard for a second time as I eyed Gabby’s lovely ass cheeks.

“Oh, he’s around,” she said, casually, “probably found some woman’s face to use as a sperm dump!” Gabrielle’s hand wrapped around me, and I wasted no time in placing mine around her. My hand found her right hip and descended slowly to cup her ass. I squeezed the flesh and grinned.

DAYUM.

The woman strung out and tied in front of us had a shaved pussy, I noticed. Bruce took his instrument and lightly began to tap around her thighs, using slow yet deliberate taps, not too hard, but enough pressure that everyone could here the “pop” of leather on flesh.

He used a circular motion, beginning on the right thigh, moving clockwise toward her sex, but bypassing it, moving upward instead, tapping on her navel before moving on and descending to her inner thigh.

The woman was silent, but she was moving slowly with every tap he made.

Bruce moved closer to her sex, until he began tapping on her cunt, using the flat leather tip of the wand to slap against her pussy lips. The woman began to moan, almost imperceptibly at first, but then with increasing volume. The crowd around us was silent. They were intently watching Bruce work. He was a master, working his magic for the woman, his slave, and for the crowd behind him. He neither turned nor looked in their direction, his attention totally focused on this woman and his craft.

Bruce moved closer, changing the angle of the wand until the flat head was facing downward—abruptly he slapped her pussy hard with an audible whack. The woman let out a short, piercing yell. Bruce moved to her side, facing us for the first time then sent the leather wand back down on her reddening sex-box, causing her to thrash. The woman reflectively closed her legs but quickly opened them again as Bruce laid the wand on her clit, moving it in circles for some seconds before whacking her skin again.

“Oh, I love this,” Gabrielle said, reaching down to stroke the front of my sarong. “Seems like you do too!” she exclaimed as we exchanged glances.

“No, baby,” I said, looking into her eye, “I’m just happy to see you.”

“Yeah, whatever. You’d say anything right now!”

Out of the corner of my eye I spied a sistah heading toward us. She grinned at me and turned her attention quickly to Gabrielle.

“Tell me this is the chocolate bad ass you’ve been talking about?” she said. “Please tell me this is him!”

Gabrielle nodded. I looked her over—she was a large sistah, I’d guess close to 175 pounds, with rich dark skin and full dark lips set in a pretty face that reminded me of that fine-ass Angie Stone, with large full breasts that clung to her colorful sarong. I could see her thighs peeking out from the folds of the fabric. Her ass was huge, jiggling as she genuflected at me.

“Nina, this is Trey,” Gabrielle said. “Trey, my girlfriend Nina.”

Nina stuck out her hand. “Oh, Trey, I’ve heard some things about you!” she said, flicking her eyes up and down my frame. I smiled and winked.

“All bad, I’m sure,” I said.

“And you know that!”

“Nina,” Gabby said, pulling her closer, “Trey and I were just about to go and get more comfortable,” she said, eyeing me for a second. “Care to join us?” Before I could interrupt, Nina’s mouth was spreading wide in a grin. I was scanning the body of this chick, wondering how I’d manage with all that woman under her sarong! I’d never been with a big girl before. Honestly, y’all know I’m only used to the finest honeys this side of the Atlantic—but then I caught myself and ponder this new thread for a moment—before concluding that, at the end of the day, pussy is pussy—it’s all pink inside, ya know…so perhaps I’d give this big girl a ride, try her on for size, so to speak!

Yeah, that might work…

“Oh hell yeah,” Nina said as she quickly grabbed my arm. Gabrielle took the other and I found myself again being led away, Bruce and the woman’s shrieks fading from my consciousness as I focused on the next phase of my adventure…








Three



Bluespace was packed, even at this time of night, but thankfully, Vince had called ahead. So getting a table didn’t require much of a wait. They had arrived around 11:30, Vince and Amber; Erika had called from her cell to say she was on her way and would arrive shortly—Trey hopefully would show any moment now—he said he would stop by, but Vince knew how Trey could be. The only unknown variable was Angeliqué. She had left shortly after they had returned from his studio, saying that she had some errands to run and some people to see—Vince had assumed she would return a few hours later. But she had been missing all day. He was feeling a bit of anxiety about that, but figured she, like Trey, would show eventually. She was aware of the get-together later on that evening at their spot.

Amber told him not to worry—Angeliqué was a big girl and could take care of herself.

Vince didn’t doubt that for a second.

The colors of bluespace shifted around them as Vince led Amber to their booth upstairs. Dazzling colors—vibrant reds, oranges, greens, purples, and blues—colors that like a lava-lamp coalesced together like some living organism and slid down the curved white walls as the music of Floetry coursed around them. It was an intoxicating slow groove—“Say Yes,” that mixed with the lightshow making an emotional statement. And then, as the colors blinked out and the restaurant was bathed in darkness for a moment, the music rose sharply, thumping bass-infused beats of hip-hop replacing the soft sensuous melody, as a half-dozen music videos were displayed on each wall, but out of focus—the fast-cutting imagery lighting up the interior of the space, like lightning, causing folks to clap.

Amber was enthralled as she slid into the curved sofa seat. Vince admired her silently. She was indeed beautiful. Her brown hair was tied back. No makeup adorned her auburn-colored skin. There was no need for it. Her eyes shone as she soaked up the atmosphere. She wore jeans, a thick mocha-colored sweater, and boots—her thighs and ass hugging the denim fabric as if they were family. Vince recalled the way she had looked just a few hours earlier.

She had asked to see his studio. Apparently she and Angeliqué had talked about his collection of masks.

Angeliqué had left Vince and Amber alone—they were hanging lazily around his house when she asked if he could take her to see it. Vince had agreed.

Thirty minutes later, Amber had stood in front of his mask-covered wall. Like the others, she had been spellbound by his art. She found his latest piece—the mask and torso lifecasting of Desiree—vibrant raindrop-splashes of color over an indigo base, most intriguing.

She had asked many questions—who was this person? What was she like? And questions about the actual process. She had stroked the paint-saturated plaster sensuously before spinning on the heels to face him.

“Have you ever done an entire body?” Amber had asked cautiously as she turned to stare directly at him. Vince had contemplated the question as he put down his coffee mug to return her stare. He felt something fluttering inside of him, excitement and sexual energy that slowly began as an expanding vortex. “No,” he replied, “not yet. I’ve been toying with the idea for many months—but it’s fairly involved—lots of material, and of course, lots of time on the part of the model.”

Amber had considered this for a moment as her fingers alighted from the plaster of Desiree’s breasts.

“Then let me be the first…”



Amber had lain comfortably, the futon mattress spread out on the floor of his studio, several blankets covering the fabric as he prepared her for the a full-body lifecasting. She was as beautiful as he had remembered, that first time seeing her in New Orleans, when he hadn’t adequately taken the time to really focus on her features, for fear of upsetting Angeliqué, but this time, there was no such trepidation. She laid on her side, nude, one leg bent, the thickness of her smooth, unblemished thigh and tapered legs enthralling. Her hair hung free. Her cheekbones, eyelashes, curved mouth, breasts, and sculpted ass—all works of art. No veve covering her bare skin this time, like a full-body tattoo, nothing standing in the way between him and her splendor.

It was the beauty of her youthfulness that appealed to Vince.

But it wasn’t just that—after all, Desiree was young—it was Amber’s body. Thick in the right areas—thighs and ass—meat on her bones, as his momma was fond of saying. Curvy sensuous hips that led to a small waist, tapering back out to a voluptuous upper body. Her flesh wasn’t taut the way Desiree’s was—it wasn’t pudgy either, but as he coated her skin with jelly, his fingers found depth everywhere he pressed and massaged—and Vince dug that.

He had taken his time. The process had taken a lot longer than he anticipated—yet, this was a lazy Saturday, he had nowhere to go—and neither did Amber. Painstakingly, he had applied the petroleum jelly to her skin as if he were a professional masseuse; Amber closing her eyes, purring like a kitten as she shifted to ensure every inch of her body was well lubricated. They had talked the entire time, conversation flowing easily, as if they were good friends sitting across from each other at a comfortable Starbucks sipping hot lattes, instead of what they were—a breathtaking woman reclining nude upon his studio floor while his hands caressing the supple flesh of her breasts, neck, shoulder blades, and ankles.

When Vince had completed her upper body and legs he had paused as she shifted to lay flat, parting her legs slightly. Vince gazed down at her sex, a thin line of dark pubic hair above her clit, the rest of that place otherwise manicured clean. He felt himself growing hard again—the fourth or fifth time today, or was it sixth or seventh? Vince had lost count—once again he fought the rising tension between his own thighs.

“Here,” he had said, holding out the tub of jelly to her, “perhaps you should finish up…”

Amber had stared back at him unblinkingly. “Don’t know why, Vince,” she had said amusingly, “you seem to be doing such a fine job…”

Erika’s arrival at bluespace brought Vince back to reality. He hugged Erika, and Amber smiled as they were introduced. Erika sat as drinks were ordered.

“So,” Erika said as she removed her leather jacket, settling across from them, “aren’t we missing some people?”

“Yeah,” Vince said, “Angeliqué is out doing her thing, but promised to meet us here later; and your boy, Trey, well, lord knows where that fool is!”

“Please—it’s a Saturday night—I’m sure His Highness is fondling some hootchie momma this very moment!”

“Shit, he better show—I’m not playing with his dumb ass this time.”

Erika turned to Amber. “Don’t pay us black folks any mind—we’re just messing around. It’s good to finally meet you, girl—I’ve heard a lot about you.”

The two began to converse as Vince ordered some hors d’oeuvres for the table. Erika learned that Amber was originally from Texas—born in Houston, and spent most of her life being raised by her great-grandmother.

“I never knew my real parents,” Amber said as she sipped a beer. “My mom gave me up when I was barely two weeks old. She had medical problems and couldn’t care for me, so I was told. And I never met my father,” she added somberly.

Erika patted her arm. “I’m sorry—I’m sure that was very hard on you.”

“Yeah,” Amber replied, as Vince listened, “it was, but you get used to it.” Her voice trailed off. Vince rubbed her shoulder. They had spoken at length about this topic hours ago. Amber smiled weakly. “It’s cool, really. I’m not looking for sympathy. As I explained to Vince earlier, I came to the conclusion that this is my life—I can either feel sorry for myself or accept it and move on—I’ve chosen to live my life. This is the one that God has given me. It could be a whole lot worse.”

“Wow,” Erika exclaimed, “I love your attitude—so many people choose to feed into the negative aspects of what’s been handed to them, but not you! You go girl—a beautiful woman who’s got her shit together!” She raised her beer to Amber. The two clinked their glasses together.

“I’m gonna like you!” Amber said with a smile.

“Me too, girlfriend,” Erika responded, “me too!”








Four



We took the stairs, down instead of up this time, Gabrielle on point, me in the middle, Nina taking up the rear. Gabby came to the landing at the bottom of the stairs and stopped. Terri was at the bottom, stark naked with a frosty Corona in her hand. I took in her features, her small tits, each nipple pierced with a thin silver loop, and hairless pussy. My dick did a quick convulsion. I felt Nina’s body pressing against mine. I tried to descend to the bottom step, but Gabby wasn’t budging. I felt Nina’s hot breath in my ear.

“Sexy-ass mutha fucka,” she whispered, and I felt her grind her pelvis into my ass. I half-turned to the left.

“You have a foul mouth,” I offered.

“You haven’t seen shit…”

A beer was passed to me, I accepted it, thanked my hostess, and we were moving again. We found ourselves in a narrow hallway, candles suspended from the wall every few yards. We passed by several doorways, some open, others closed. We sauntered on and came to an open door on the right. Gabrielle was peering in and held up her hand, glancing back at us with a grin.

“Looks like I found my husband,” she said to Nina and I before moving on. I made my way to the door and peered in. Raul was standing buck naked on a narrow bed, legs spread with a smoldering cigar in his mouth. A demure white woman knelt beneath him as he jerked his cock onto her face. The woman remained motionless but her C-cup tits were jiggling from the bed’s and Raul’s movement. Raul glanced over and grinned. He took his hand off his cock for a moment, gave me a salute, then went back to what he was doing, slapping the woman’s face with his meat. As I moved on I witnessed her smirk as she opened her mouth, readying for Raul’s juice to flow.

Gabrielle had gone to the end of the hallway and disappeared into one of the rooms. Nina and I followed, and discovered her stretching out a queen size bed bathed in candlelight. On the bedside table was a wicker basket filled to the brim with condoms.

“Gonna stand there,” Gabby asked in a low voice, “or you gonna join me?” I glanced quickly at my watch, noting the time: it was a few minutes past eleven. A little voice in my head asked if I was supposed to be somewhere else right now? I quickly brushed the thought away—at this point I neither recalled nor gave a shit. I turned my attention to the girls who were settling onto the bed, and let my sarong drop to the floor. I stood there, my dick swaying in front of me like a beacon, letting them feast on the package.

Gabrielle had unhooked her bra and placed it on the night table. She then slid her g-string down and stretched out on the bed, spreading her legs. Meanwhile, Nina unwrapped her sarong and let it fall. Her breasts were dark fruits with thick nipples that hung free and looked appetizing as hell. I’ve got to tell y’all—even though I’ve never been with a big girl before, the sight of those melons was making my dick harder than it already was. Or maybe it was the sight of Gabrielle’s fine ass bod three feet away.

Who knew???

I knelt on the bed and stroked Gabrielle’s olive-skinned leg. Ran a finger from her ankle up to her thigh before flattening my hand and gliding it lightly across her shaved pussy. I could feel the wetness on my palm. Gabrielle’s eyes never left me.

“She’s ready for you, Trey,” Gabrielle whispered. I responded by kneeling down and letting my tongue connect with the flesh of her knee, kissing it all over sensuously before tracing a wet swath up to her thigh. Gabby spread her legs wider as my hands found her breasts. I kneaded them lightly, then squeezed each one in turn and pulled at her nipples.

“You know what I like, Trey,” she whispered again, head thrown back, her eyes closed. Nina was fully nude now, and came around the bed and squatted behind me. Her hands found my back, stroking me up and down before reaching around and grasping my shaft. She began to jerk me off slowly with both hands as she rotated her big titties into my back, sucking on my earlobe. My tongue found Gabby’s hole—she held her legs apart and I moved in, tasting her nectar. Her syrup was sweet, just as I had remembered it. I scooped a bit of it up on my tongue and swallowed hungrily, before lowering my face to her pussy. My chin connected with her cunt lips, and I rubbed my face in her box, first my lower jaw, then lips, nose, and eyelids. Gabrielle was squeezing her thighs against my ears, but I didn’t care—I increased my tempo, thrashing my head from side to side as I thrust out my tongue, cunt lapping Gabby as I tweaked her nipples. Nina had managed to maneuver beneath me and taken my cock in her mouth. I let out a gasp as her full lips enveloped my entire length—slurping it in and sucking it to the back of her throat as if she were a porno star. This sistah could suck a dick! I glanced down—Nina’s eyes were locked onto me as she sucked. I shifted, allowing my hand to find her spongy melons. I palmed each one in turn before returning my attention to Gabrielle. Her cunt was drenched now. I returned to her orifice and probed her innards with my nose. Moving it rapidly from side to side, Gabby began to moan.

“Oh yeah, do it like that, damn, that’s it!” she said between heavy breaths. “Oooh, Trey, you gonna make me cum, damnit!” I increased my tempo, fucking her with my tongue, stabbing her clit with my nose, grasping her pussy lips gingerly between teeth, sucking her in to my mouth, swishing around her entire love hole as I felt her convulse and come.

“Ohhhhhh fuck!” Gabrielle moaned, clamping her thighs tight against my ears as she reached out to grab my shoulders. Her nails dug into my flesh, but I didn’t care. I slowed my movement, feeling her orgasm peak then subside, the waves of pleasure receding. I placed my tongue on her still-throbbing flesh at the apex to her core, feeling her pulse and the heat transferred to me. I reveled in making a woman feel good. I glanced up. Gabby was smiling with eyes closed. She opened them, caught me staring, and squeezed my shoulder.

I beamed like the true playa that I am.

Nina shifted and my dick plopped out of her mouth, hard as a rock and glistening with her spit. I moved onto my haunches and sat up, guiding Gabby with my hand. She got on all four as I slipped on a condom. I glanced down. Even in the twinkling candlelight, I could see her asshole glistening with desire. I felt a twitch run the length of my shaft. Gabby’s head was turned, watching me. I palmed both ass cheeks, spreading them wide as I entered her still-wet pussy, well lubed from my tongue and her orgasm. I filled her quickly, grabbing her waist with both hands, pummeling her as I watched my cock jackhammer her box. Nina slid underneath us and cupped my balls with a hand as her mouth connected with our flesh—shaft and pussy—her tongue painting a coat of wetness as Gabby and I fucked. The scene was surreal—I tipped my head back, studying the pattern of flickering candlelight on the ceiling for a moment before closing my eyes to concentrate on the feeling alone—Gabrielle’s tight pussy, Nina’s hot tongue, my black cock—three people coming together in a delicious fashion, the same way a scrumptious cake is prepared, each ingredient added to the bowl and devotedly mixed by hand, creating a creamy batter that drips with goodness.

Reaching forward, I grabbed Gabby’s tits in hand and kneaded her flesh. Glancing down I watched Nina work her magic on Gabby’s cunt and on me. Deciding it was time to give this sistah some quality time, I pulled out of Gabby and maneuvered on top of Nina. Her flesh was heaving as I spread her Hershey thighs, her stomach warm against my own tight body. I grasped my cock in hand, waved it around her cunt, spreading those black velvety folds before lowering my weight and thrusting inside of her.

Nina gasped as I entered her. Immediately she lifted her thighs in a motion that surprised me. I felt her pussy suck on my cock and I was amazed at the tightness of this chick’s cunt. I grunted as I fucked her, smiling down as Nina thrashed her head from side to side.

“Fuck me, boy!” Nina belted out, as her eyes squeezed shut. Gabby positioned herself over Nina’s face and lowered her pussy onto her mouth. She reached for me and we tongue kissed as I rocked above Nina’s flesh, her stomach and ass vibrating as I thrust in and out. Off to my right I caught a moment and cocked my head to the side. A man had entered the room and was watching us. He, like us was nude, thin, but well toned, his cock in hand as he stroked it slowly. He grinned when we made eye contact, but said nothing. For a moment he stood there and I was trying to figure out what he was up to, but Nina was grabbing my ass and digging her fingernails into my skin as I fucked her.

“Harder,” she commanded, and I forgot the guy by the wall as I lifted her thighs. I reared back and slammed all of my weight into her cunt, hearing her scream with delight as I hit bottom. “Oh yeah, that’s what I’m talking ’bout!” she squealed, as I stuffed my dick into her hole, pressing my entire weight against her. I rested for a moment, grabbing both titties between fingers and tracing circles around her nipples with my tongue. They were large, distended things, with dark areolas that looked so fucking good. My mouth found them appetizing and I teased Nina by biting her nipples.

“Fuck me from behind,” she directed. Gabby, who was bobbing to a rhythm all her own disengaged herself from Nina’s mouth and I flipped Nina over. I palmed both cheeks. My hands barely covered a quarter of her ass, but something about it drew me near. I felt her pussy, which was hot and throbbing. I ran a finger over her anus, which from this vantage point was puckered at an upturned angle.

I reached for some lube and anointed my condom-covered dick. I slid into her pussy effortlessly and pummeled it as I contemplated the expanse of ass before me. Gabby had lain down and spread her legs so Nina could feed again. A quick glance to my right showed that the man was still there, his thin dick angled upward as he stroked it. Spreading Nina’s ass with my thumb and forefinger, I probed her anus with a lubed digit before pulling out and teasing her backdoor with the head of my dick. Nina glanced back, perspiration adoring her face. Her eyes were on fire as if she were possessed.

“Take my ass, boy,” she said, breathlessly, “that shit is yours!”

I positioned myself and barreled forward, feeling her ass open up to receive me. Nina let out a squeal; it was loud and high pitched. She lurched forward as I hit ass-bottom, then I felt her meet my thrust with her own, her cheeks a wave that bum rushed to and fro like the tides, a shuddering wall of thigh and ass-flesh as I slapped against her.

Gabby held Nina’s head in her hands. Her thighs adorned her face, tremoring along with Nina whosse body seemed to convulse in spasms. “Oh God I am coming!” she yelled, before chomping down on Gabby’s cunt, and reaching back with one hand to spread her ass cheek for me. I gripped her ass as firmly as I could, digging my nails into her flesh as I felt my own orgasms about to spout. I grunted and slapped against her as if there were no tomorrow, pummeling her as if she weren’t even human—just an orifice that I was trying to plug, her ass some kind of repulsive, alien thing, and it was my job to snub it out. Nina was alive—I could feel her come, her entire frame shuddering, the waves unleashing from one end of her body to the other, her anus tightening up, as if it would fight to the end, not giving up until this last moment. I heard Gabby pant and then shriek. The pressure was building in me too—my balls, already heavy, sperm-laden, ready to blow. I tilted my head back, eyes squeezed shut, my mind on autopilot, my lower body commanded by a separate microprocessor—one that controlled the simple act of fucking, the quickening in and out—and then I was coming, sperm spewing forth from my engorged state, rushing into Nina’s ass, filling my condom with my juice as I cried out, mingling with the shortening moan’s from my lovers, Nina and Gabby.
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