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This book is dedicated to all the people in the world who do not engage in boundaries when it comes to love, who realize that passion is universal, and who recognize that every day is truly a gift.





INTRODUCTION


Once again, I have had the immense pleasure of editing a marvelous anthology of erotica. It has been a great experience to be able to showcase the talents of so many others. As with Caramel Flava, I decided that it was important to cross the color lines of love and romance and do a collection full of vibrant Asian characters and a kaleidoscope of other races.


Nationality is one of the few things in life we cannot choose, like gender. That is why racism itself is such a foolish thing. Passion, sensuality, and love are truly universal, and life is too short to spend it worrying about things we cannot change. I loved the submissions for Honey Flava because it opened me up to another culture. Now I plan to do some traveling, both to the Orient and Latin America. The world is a big place, a huge melting pot of expression.


I hope that you will enjoy this collection of erotica as much as you have enjoyed all the rest. While all of this, editing anthologies, has been a fun experience, I am a novel writer and that is what I plan to go back to.


I appreciate and love all of the contributors and hope that your being showcased in these national bestsellers has helped your careers. Thanks for sharing your talents with me, and the world.


Most of all, thanks for the love and support shown by my loyal readers. Without you, I could not exist. Over the years, we have bonded through emails, book signings, and letters. I look forward to the next ten years.


If you are not on my email list, please send a blank email to Eroticanoir-subscribe@topica.com to be added immediately. Visit me on www.eroticanoir.com or check out my provocative blog at www.myspace.com/zaneland. Lastly, make sure that you watch Zane’s Sex Chronicles on Cinemax every week. It will get your juices flowing and warm up your nights; possibly even inspire you to get a little freaky.


Peace and many blessings,


Zane





The Meaning of Zhuren



JEAN YOUNG
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WHEN DIRK ASKED JEAN how to say master in Chinese the first time they dated, she answered pleasantly, “Zhuren.” Little did she know what zhuren would mean to her in the coming days.


Dirk was a tall, handsome, thirty-year-old man. His charm and alluring appeal captured Jean’s heart from the moment they met. Soon, their romance heated up and became physical within a couple of dates. Three weeks after they met, Jean asked curiously about the ropes Dirk always carried with him in a black duffel bag. “Are they for rock climbing?”


“No, they are not for climbing. They are . . .” He looked at Jean with a teasing smile. “For fucking.”


“Oh!” Jean was stunned and intrigued. She remembered seeing pictures of women being tied up and how such images turned her on. “Perhaps,” she said, blushing, “we could try it one day.”


“Why wait? Let’s do it now.”


Jean stared at him for a brief moment before she nodded. Her face lit up with excitement while her heart pounded anxiously.


“Good. I’m pleased you’d like to try. Remember,” he spoke as he took out the ropes, “don’t say no. It doesn’t mean anything. If you want me to stop, say a safe word.” He looked around the bedroom and pointed to the Chinese painting. “Say peacock if you want me to stop the whole thing. And say . . .” He looked up again. “Crane, if you want me to skip whatever I am doing. Crane is the caution word and peacock is the safe word. Got it?”


Jean nodded nervously.


“Don’t worry.” As if he heard her unspoken words, he assured her, “It seems you are going to be helpless and out of control. But you are in control, with the caution word and safe word. Just don’t expect me to stop when you say no. I won’t. Oh, call me zhuren when you address me, each and every time. If not, you will be punished. Understand?”


Jean was surprised he remembered the Chinese word for “master.”


Bang. He spanked her hip with his right hand. “What did I tell you? Address me as zhuren every time I talk to you. Understand?”


Jean was shocked. Even though it wasn’t too painful, it did hurt. “Yes,” she said hurriedly, “yes, zhuren.”


“Good. Be a good doll.” He took out a black blindfold from his bag. When he looked up, he saw Jean was watching him with wild eyes. “Another thing,” he whispered as he put the blindfold over her eyes. “Don’t look at me directly. I am your master. Lower your head when you talk to me. Never look at your master in his eyes, unless he asks you to. Understand?”


“Yes, zhuren.”


“Good doll. Remember, before I release you, you are my doll and I am your master. Now, take off your clothes. Slowly.”


Obediently, Jean followed his instruction. Soon, she stood naked in front of him.


“Now, wiggle your body. In a sexy way. Like a call girl.”


She wanted to protest, but knew better not to. Reluctantly, she wiggled her body.


“Good.” Dirk sounded pleased. He grabbed her breasts and twisted her nipples in his hands. Jean wiggled more, out of pain.


“Yes, good girl. I like the way you twist your body. You . . .” he whispered, “you turn me on.” He pinched her nipples a little harder. Hearing her whimper and watching her struggle, he smiled and said, “It’s time to reward my good doll.” With these words, he let go of her breasts, scooped her up off her feet, and threw her onto the bed nearby.


Jean cried out. But before she could make another sound, a ball with small holes was stuck into her mouth.


“Say peacock.”


“Pea . . . cock.” She barely made out her own word.


“Say crane.”


That was even harder to pronounce clearly.


“Okay, I can still hear you.” He pinched her left nipple, this time quite hard. Jean cried out with her muffled voice. “You forgot to say zhuren again. Remember, every single time you open your mouth, you have to say zhuren.”


What am I doing? she wondered. But her curiosity kept her going. Well, to be fair, she liked the excitement, just not the pain. She had little tolerance for any pain. How could she allow someone to inflict pain on her deliberately?


Before she answered her own question, she felt a rope being tied on her right wrist. It turned several times around her wrist before being knotted to secure the tie. Then her arm was stretched toward the upper-right corner and was soon securely tied to the rod of the headboard. One by one, all her arms and legs were tied up.


When he finished, Dirk stood at the end of the bed checking his piece of work. In front of him, on the bed, Jean’s naked body was tied up—spread-eagled, with only a blindfold and a mouthpiece. He watched for a few seconds, marveled about her beauty and his own work. A satisfied smile curled up his lips. “Now it’s time to give my good doll some reward.”


He picked up a vibrator from his bag. “When I say it is a punishment, I know I will enjoy it, you won’t. But when I say it is a reward, I know both of us will like it. Or at least I think you will like it as well.” With his left hand opening the upper part of her vagina, Dirk turned on the bunny-eared vibrator and placed it on Jean’s clitoris.


Jean jerked at once. As a normal adult, she had masturbated from time to time. The pleasure of touching herself down there was enormous. When she was a conservative teenager, she thought it was a terrible thing to do. Yet, even then, she couldn’t stop pleasing herself that way. Often she did it with shame and regret. Now she knew it was a healthy and normal way to please one’s self, but she had still never touched herself with anything other than her finger.


The pleasure was so intense that she thought she couldn’t even handle it. She moaned and struggled in her bondage, trying to get away from the vibrator. However, Dirk was prepared for her struggle. He placed his left arm on her stomach and leaned his body on her to stop her movement. Meanwhile, his left hand kept on spreading her vagina, and his right hand pressed the vibrator firmly on her clitoris.


“No! No! No!” Jean cried out through her mouthpiece. Her whole body tensed. Sweat appeared all over her body. Her head tilted backward and swayed from side to side. She wanted to get away from the intense pleasure. It was too much for her. She wanted to put her legs together to reduce the intensity, but obviously it wasn’t possible. The bonds he tied were so tight; she couldn’t move an inch. She felt so helpless under his weight and with all the bondage. Such helplessness seemed to intensify her experience. The excitement and the pleasure became an unbearable torture. Her cry grew louder as Dirk continuously and mercilessly forced the vibrator on her.


Soon, she felt she was going to explode. Her legs stretched rigidly. Violently her whole body jerked. Her clitoris was red and swollen. Body fluids gushed out of her vagina. She could even hear her own wet noise accompanying the vibrating sound. “Oh, God!” she screamed as she was on the verge of coming.


But then, it stopped! Jean couldn’t believe Dirk turned off the vibrator right before she came. “No!” she screamed again. This time she meant for him not to stop the vibrator. She wanted the vibrator placed back on her. She desperately wanted to come. The pressure had built up so much inside her that she needed to let it explode.


At first she thought Dirk probably didn’t know she hadn’t yet come. “Please!” She was hoping that her plea would give him the right message. But soon she realized she was wrong. Dirk did know. He’d stopped it right before she came, on purpose! Jean felt hot and cold at the same time when she heard him say, “That’s all for the reward. As a good doll, you shouldn’t come before your master, unless I want you to. Understand?”


Jean was breathless. Her body was burning with desire. She wanted to come, to release the intense pressure inside her, to end her torment. “Please!” she begged, hoping to move him, wishing to receive his mercy.


“Wrong.” Dirk lifted up her left hip and spanked her again. “How many times do I have to tell you to address me as zhuren?”


Tears welled up in her eyes.


“Now,” he said as he moved up, straddled her neck, and set his body weight lightly on her chest. “It’s time to give me a reward, for being your good master.”


With the blindfold, Jean couldn’t see what he was doing, but she guessed from the way he sat on her. “No, please!” She shook her head in protest when Dirk rubbed his penis on her cheeks.


Although she was twenty-five, Jean had never experienced oral sex before. Somehow, it seemed so intimate and intimidating to have a penis in her mouth rather than in her vagina.


She took a deep breath and then shut her lips tightly after Dirk removed the mouthpiece. Perhaps it is time to use the caution word. But then her curiosity and her sense of adventure prevented her from saying so. Her fear of the unknown and her concern for discomfort and embarrassment seemed to weigh as much as her curiosity and her willingness to experience new things. She hesitated. The split-second hesitation took away her chance to choose.


While his knees clamped her head in place, Dirk pinched Jean’s nose. As she opened her mouth for air, he shoved his large, hardened penis into her mouth decisively and forcefully.


Jean made a muffled noise of “No.” But before she could say anything else, Dirk thrust his penis farther, reaching for her throat. It made her gag. Tears seeped out the corners of her eyes. She wished that Dirk would see her tears and then perhaps treat her differently, with care and mercy. But either he didn’t see her tears because of the blindfold or he didn’t care; Dirk continued taking his pleasure. He pulled his penis out, then thrust it into her mouth again, repeatedly, in a moderate rhythm.


After the initial shock and a few more gags, Jean calmed down a bit. Having a hardened penis thrusting in and out of her mouth seemed extremely erotic and even became enjoyable.


“Suck it,” Dirk instructed. Jean followed without any hesitation this time. She was eager to please him. Hearing his groan as she fervently sucked on his penis excited her. She knew she wet the bed even more. How she wished that he would enter her body, now! She was so ready for him.


As if he heard what she thought, Dirk moaned and thrust a couple of more times before he forced himself out. He moved down and knelt between her spread legs.


Oh, please. Give it to me, Jean pleaded loudly in her mind. I can’t stand it anymore. Take me!


Dirk didn’t seem as on fire as Jean. He lifted up her hips and shoved a pillow underneath so that her vagina was more open and easily accessible to him. Then, with one hand opening up her vagina, Dirk placed his penis at the opening, barely touching her.


This is it! Jean wiggled her body, lifting toward him, welcoming him to enter her.


However, Dirk didn’t seem to be in any hurry. “Say, ‘Fuck me.’ ” He sounded so calm, but cold.


“No!” Jean whined. She had never used this word in her life. That was one word she’d decided never to use. “Please, zhuren,” she said pitifully, “don’t make me say it.”


“Good. You remembered to address me correctly. For that I will reward you.” He massaged her clitoris. “Now, say, ‘Fuck me.’ Be a good doll.”


“No, zhuren,” she whimpered again.


“Well, it is your choice.” Dirk teased her by moving his penis in a circular motion at the opening of her vagina. “I’m not going to fuck you down here if you don’t ask me to. I can fuck your mouth again. I don’t mind coming that way. Is that what you want?”


“No!” Tears leaked out from the blindfold.


This time Dirk saw it. “Oh, poor doll.” He wiped her tears as he said, “You look so adorable when you cry. So, have you made up your mind? I can’t wait for too long. If you want me to fuck you down here, you have to say it. Now! Otherwise it’ll be too late. I know you will regret it if I come in your mouth.”


Jean knew then that Dirk wouldn’t show her any mercy. She had no choice. Not having vaginal sex with Dirk at this point would be a torture to her. She would do anything to avoid that, including saying the word she would never say. She shook her head and smacked her lips briefly before she said, “Fuck me, please, zhuren.” Her voice was barely audible.


“Speak up.”


“Fuck me, please, zhuren.”


“I will be more than happy to fuck you.” Dirk grinned in satisfaction. “This is what a good master should do—train his doll to ask for what he wants.” He laughed as he spread her vagina with one hand and guided his penis inside her with the other.


Jean cried out in ecstasy. What pleasure! Finally he was deep inside her. Oh, God. Take me. Move. Thrust. Do it! she kept on demanding loudly in her mind.


Even then, Dirk wasn’t in any hurry. Slowly, he pulled his penis out, leaving Jean breathless for a split second before he inserted it again. Slowly and repeatedly, Dirk took his time to thrust his entire penis deep inside her and then take it all out. But before long, not only Jean was breathless and burning in desire; Dirk was on fire, too. His thrusts became faster, and he no longer pulled his penis entirely out.


As he moved quicker inside her, Jean moaned louder. For the first time since they’d started playing, she felt their bodies in tune with each other. Her moan wasn’t because of pain, but because of intense pleasure. A sweet smile radiated on her face as she welcomed every thrust from Dirk.


Dirk saw her sexy smile and wanted to see more, so he removed her blindfold. “Look at me. Look at my eyes. Please!” This time he sounded gentle and warm.


Jean opened her eyes. As she looked into Dirk’s downward gaze, she felt she was struck by lightning. She had to close her eyes briefly before she dared to open them again. He looked so different from what she’d imagined all along when they started playing. No longer a cold and demanding master, he smiled at her so warmly and was as out of breath as she was. His gaze was intimate. He seemed utterly pleased and satisfied.


They stared at each other for a few minutes before his smile disappeared. His thrusts became so fast and mighty powerful. All the muscles on his body tensed. Jean could even see the vein on his forehead bulging. His sweat dripped on her face. His face turned serious, even painful. She knew it was time. How she wished she could hold him! After all the teasing and the pain, he did give her the ecstasy and the ultimate high she had never experienced before. But all she could do was lift up her hips a little more to welcome his final thrust and cry out with him when he finally came inside her.


Dirk fell limp on her. They lay there a few minutes, in each other’s sweat. Finally, he lifted up his head and kissed her gently on her lips. Hungrily and appreciatively she returned his kiss.


They kissed a couple more minutes before he pushed himself up. One by one, he untied the ropes on her arms and legs and took time to check and massage the bond areas. “You’ve been a good doll. Just need a little more training.”


Jean shivered. She didn’t think she could handle any more. Not today.


“Kneel,” he commanded, as cold as ice again.


Jean didn’t know what to do exactly. She sat up immediately and knelt down on the bed.


Dirk moved to one side of the bed. “When I say kneel, you kneel in front of your master.”


Jean moved quickly to face him.


“Good. And when I say present, you put your hands behind your head and open up your legs to me. Present.”


Jean followed. Now that her head was up, she closed her eyes to avoid his gaze.


“Good job.” Dirk was pleased. He moved a little closer to Jean and placed his right hand between her legs.


Jean started to moan again as Dirk stroked her vagina.


“You’ve done well,” Dirk whispered. “There is still lots to learn, but for now . . .” He thrust his finger in and out of her a few more times before he kissed her again and whispered in her ear, “I release you.”


Jean took a deep breath and launched up to hug him. They embraced for a long while. Then, she let go of him. With a cry of relief, she plopped backward onto the bed. “I had no idea,” she commented in between her breaths, “about the meaning of zhuren, until today.”


Dirk burst into a pleased laugh and went into the bathroom.





Photo Shoot


MITCH
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THE LIGHTS WERE BRIGHT, like in an operating room, but it was a photo shoot for Play Thing, the hottest exotic-modeling magazine on the market. Background and foreground scenery with an Asian motif was moved from place to place in the square, warehouselike room. Technicians were rats racing with cords, lights, and furniture. Camera assistants were setting up cherry pickers and tripods, and checking on film and filters as on a Spielberg set.


It was almost 9:30 a.m. on Friday a week prior to Christmas. Lu Xun, the elderly but brilliant photographer, came into the room, crying in his Chinese accent, “Are we ready on the set?” Randy watched a parade of women moving to the middle of the room from his far right. A willowy female, robed in white, at the center of the procession was directed to a chair. She sat, and the other ladies fussed with her face and hair. “Ladies,” intoned Lu impatiently.


Finished, the ensemble moved to the side out of camera range. The figure on the chair stood and shed her robe. She was average in height, curvaceous, and wore a white bathing suit splattered with purple; the top was held in place with narrow straps and swooped to a point near her navel, exposing the insides of large breasts; a thong bottom bypassed her rounded hips and derriere, revealing sculpted legs. Black hair hung loose to her waist. Her smile was dazzling, like that of a Kewpie doll with bow-shaped, mauve-colored lips.


“Fabulous, Mali, you and that suit were made for my cameras; now move to the Chinese lanterns.” Lu indicated with his left hand and started taking pictures as she sauntered toward the scene.


Randy stood at the back wall; he was writing an article for Still Photo Magazine, and Play Figure management had arranged for him to observe and interview those involved. He was in his late twenties, stood more than six feet tall, had striking facial features, and wore his all-white hair in a neat shoulder-length shag cut. Two silver chains embossed with the yin-yang lay loosely on his hairy chest between the folds of a red, long-sleeved shirt open halfway down his chest. Faded black jeans circled his narrow waist and tucked into dark, ankle-high boots with short, one-inch heels. He stood comfortably near the concrete wall and occasionally wrote a comment in his Mead spiral-bound notebook.


“Fabulous, Mali, you’re a jewel to work with. Now change while the set is rearranged. Remember, people, it may be December but this session is for a summer issue. Give me more light and more motion.”


Mali’s entourage hurried to the dressing room. Randy observed her graceful walk and took additional note of her physical charms; he memorized the details of her body.


During the change the stage director stopped and asked Randy if he had any questions.


“Who selected the model?”


“Play Figure’s casting department.”


“Who decides what outfits are modeled?”


“Prada, they provide the outfits.”


“Who selected the scenery?”


“Prada. It’s for a special line for the Asian market.”


“Is every shoot as scripted and structured as this?’


“With Lu Xun, yes.”


“Are the photos going to be used for other purposes?’


“Probably, they belong to Prada.”


“When will the layout be completed and will copies be available for my article?”


“Yes, Prada would like the exposure in Still Photo Magazine.”


“Thanks for your cooperation. When can I interview the staff and technicians?”


“Anytime there’s a break and it doesn’t interfere with the shoot.”


Mali and her company returned. She was wearing a sleek, black, one-piece suit with a plunging neckline and another thong bottom. A white bandanna around her forehead set off her ivory complexion and her dark brown eyes; her hair was pulled back in a single strand with three white coils separating it into four equal parts. Lu directed her to a scene of the Great Wall, lights were adjusted, a fan whirled, and Mali posed. Pictures were taken from a variety of positions. The scenery was changed to Shangri-la, the lights dimmed, smoke filtered across the scene like an early morning fog, and Lu, moving with the grace of a bird in flight, directed the poses and filled the room with flashes.


 • • • 


During a break Mali was sitting drinking Gatorade, and staring at the dirty old man who had been lurking, like a barracuda, against the back wall of the studio. However, up close he was not the same, and his effect on her was sexually arousing.


“Mali . . . Mali . . . Mali . . .” Breaking out of her trance, she heard her name. “Mali, I’d like you to met Randy Newsome. He’s a freelance writer working on an article for Still Photo Magazine. He’d like to speak with you,” Jerry said.


“Okay, yeah, sit down, Randy. It is Randy, isn’t it?”


“Yes, Randy. God, you’re beautiful,” he said, taking her hand in his.


“You’re not bad yourself,” she said, squeezing his hand and ogling his handsome, tanned face, “but you look much older at a distance.”


“My hair fools a lot of people,” he said, smiling. “I’m gathering material for an article about the shoot, but all I want to do is make love to you.”


“Why don’t you tell me what you really want?” she asked. “Is your hair natural?”


“Yes, but I really want you to go to bed with me. It started turning when I was eleven, and by the time I got to college, it had changed completely. My nickname is Whitie. When did you start modeling?”


“Whitie is appropriate, but I like Randy better. I started modeling in high school. This is my first shot at the big time, modeling for Play Thing. Is that your aftershave?” she asked, placing her other hand on his.


“Thanks, I prefer Randy, too; I’m wearing Old Spice. Why are you modeling?”


“The possibility of becoming a supermodel—you know, fame and fortune.”


“Will you sleep with me?” he asked as he covered her second hand with his.


“Will it make me famous?”


“No.” He hesitated. “But wait, the article I’m writing could make you famous.”


“Okay”—she smiled—“if that’s the case, you can take me to lunch.”


“Does that mean we can make love?”


“No, it means I need meat after the rigors of a session like this.”


“I have meat,” he said, smiling.


“Protein, protein, protein as in food.” She laughed. “I like your sense of humor.”


“Is that all you like?”


“No, but we can talk about that during lunch.”


“Great, I’ll meet you here at noon. I have interviews the rest of the morning.”


 • • • 


Mali and Randy were ushered to their seats at the Elite Epicurean, one of the oldest and best restaurants in Chicago. Its high ceilings, large windows, and early-twentieth-century wooden furniture had a nostalgic look, even in winter. Mali removed her coat, revealing a formfitting brown sweater that would make Pamela Anderson jealous. Randy, who was already horny, took a deep breath and raised his hand for a waiter.


They ordered soup and sandwiches from a tall male server wearing a white apron.


“I see you’re wearing yin-yang medallions?”


“Taoism was one of my favorite subjects in college; I’m a convert.”


“What practices do you follow?”


“I read the Tao Te Ching daily, meditate, belly breathe, and follow traditional sexual practices,” he said, staring into her eyes. “I’d like to introduce you to some of them.”


She smiled. “I’ll have to admit you have tenacity and an unusual approach, but I seldom meet a man who doesn’t want to sleep with me.”


“Will you?” he asked as their food arrived.


They fell silent and smiled as the waiter expertly arranged their food on the table.


“I haven’t thought about anything else since you walked on the set.”


“The potato soup is good, although it’s too hot,” she said.


“My cock is telling me how hot you are.”


“I wet my panties when I saw you up close, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to sleep with you.”


Encouraged, he said, “This article I’m writing about the shoot is going to include your sexiest poses and introduce you to an untapped market. Now will you go to bed with me?”


Lowering her eyes, she reached across the table, placed her hands on his, and flipped her hair to one side. “I have an itch between my big toes. Is there a Taoist solution for such a problem?”


A big smile spread across Randy’s face. “I believe there’s an old-fashioned remedy for that specific malady,” he said excitedly.


“Is it something I can sink my teeth into?” she asked, staring shamelessly at him.


“That’s not exactly what I had in mind, but it could be part of the process.”


 • • • 


Randy kept a suite of rooms at the Rubicon, a residential hotel, a short distance from the restaurant. Inside the sitting room they kissed with tongues of fire. Her coat dropped to the floor, and they clutched each other in seeming desperation. Her sweater was over her head and arms when he unfastened her bra and pulled it from beneath her pendulous breasts. He stepped back to admire the ivory beauty of her twin curves before he bent and kissed her pink nipples.


Sweeping her from the floor, he carried her into the bedroom, turning on the lights with his arm. “Are you in a hurry?” she asked, removing the sweater from her arms and hands.


He sat her down and they undressed.


“Damn, you’re beautiful and built for pleasure,” he said.


“You’re as hairy as a bear, and I’ve been dying to meet a cock like yours.”


He sat on the bed holding his bulging, blue-veined erection. “Here’s your chance.”


Laughing, she dropped to her knees. “I could take a bite, but I won’t,” she said, looking up at him.


“I’m glad to hear that,” he said, stoking himself.


She licked pre-cum from the tip, kissed it, took the head into her mouth, swirled her tongue around it, then licked the length of his shaft. He shuddered when she swallowed as much as she could. Waves of pleasure surged though his body as she plunged up and down his cock with firm lips.


“Did I tell you I have a breast fetish?” he said as he bent over her and stroked, fondled, and manipulated her dangling flesh until her nipples were rigid. The soft, smooth texture and weight of her hanging tits calmed the itching of his palms but further aroused his emotions.


He stood her up, and they kissed with tongues dancing like whirling dervishes. The taste and texture was intoxicating, and their excitement rose. Holding her upright, he buried his head in her cleavage. He kissed and licked between her mounds until she was soaking wet, and then like a kitten he took a nipple and areola into his mouth. Licking, tugging, and sucking one breast, he manipulated the other nipple with his hand.


She uttered a low moan, swaying to and fro to increase and decrease the tension on her nipple. “Oh, you’ve got a wonderful mouth.”


When he changed breasts, he toyed with her moist labia, which were spreading as she was stimulated. He inserted his finger into her pussy, searching for her G-spot. She arched her back and moaned when he found it.


“Oh, Randy, that’s wonderful.”


He changed positions and plunged his finger into and out of her canal. Her juices were flowing, her breathing was fast and shallow, and her nipples were aflame with passion.


His finger sought her clitoris. When he found her mound of pleasure, he gently manipulated it in all directions. She went rigid and cried, “Yes, yes, yes,” as she climaxed. He continued to finger her and suck on her breast until she pulled back and said, “Oh God, oh God, oh God, the feeling’s fantastic, but I’m ready for bigger and better things. I’ve never had this many orgasms.”


He sat her on the edge of the bed, spread her legs, and dropped between them. Picking up her legs, he placed them over his shoulders and nuzzled her pubic hair.


“What are you doing?” She said nothing further as his tongue was like a snake searching for its prey. She moaned as he lifted her ass from the bed, pulled her toward him, and used his tongue as a rapier to dart back and forth around her clit. She squirmed in delight, and her cries of pleasure increased until a loud scream coincided with another orgasm. He continued to drill her clit until she pushed his head back and said, “Stop, stop, stop, that feels so good it hurts. Now I want your cock. You promised to soothe the itch between my big toes.”


Smiling, he took her by the ankles, spread her legs, and placed his dripping cock onto her pubic hair. Hesitating for a moment, he stared at her pleasure-contorted face, and heaving, perspiring breasts. He leaned forward and slipped the head of his cock into her pussy. He could feel her vaginal walls separate as he entered because of the tight fit. She gasped as he stretched her to new widths. “Oh, I’ve never been this full,” she said with widened eyes.


That first moment of encasement for him was sacred; he lingered in its glory. Widening her legs, he stroked her moist, pulsating haven. She squealed in delight. Occasionally he stopped to survey her elegant expression and bountiful breasts. Her eyes closed as she concentrated on her physical and emotional ardor. He brought her legs together and placed them on his chest with her feet beside his head. She tightened around him, and their stimulations increased. Guttural sounds escaped her as she climaxed. Using his legs, he pumped into and out of her. He was on fire, his cock throbbing as he pulled and pushed over and over.


His Taoist discipline enabled him to delay his climax by belly breathing and concentrating on his mantra, Searl-sie. He varied his thrusting motions from slow to fast, short to long, rhythmic to random, pumping her while massaging and gorging on her nipples. She climaxed with moans of pleasure. She experienced orgasms, howling in bliss, as he kneaded her clitoris and rammed her with abandon. He kept her in an almost continuous orgasmic state.


She responded to his every touch and action. She arched her back to meet his thrusts, moved her pelvis in small and large circles, and wiggled her hips from side to side. She grabbed his hands, massaged his arms, ran her fingers over his face and neck, and rubbed the hair on his chest. This was a new experience for Randy; he was used to passive partners.


As he ground into her, she countered in kind. Looking down on her incredible form, he realized he was approaching enlightenment. He felt an electric charge of passion surge from his scrotum through his penis. Accelerating his movements he jack-hammered her until with a cry of ecstasy—“Aaaagh”—he exploded and filled her with fluid.


“Ooooh, ooooh, ooooh,” she cried as he spurted into her over and over. His continuous spasms brought them to tears. He stood belly breathing, knees shaking, fatigued and satisfied with his earth-shattering release and her response. Amazed, he stared at the slowly disappearing aura surrounding her head.


When he was flaccid, they dried themselves with a towel. They lay facing each other in the middle of the bed covered with a sheet. When their breathing returned to normal, she asked, “Can we talk? Did we just experience some form of magic?”


“Yes,” he said, “the world moved for me. That was the most awesome orgasm I’ve ever experienced.”


“Thank God you said that because I lost count of my orgasms.”


 • • • 


Randy woke before Mali. After he showered, he put on a robe and went to his laptop and composed his story for Still Photo. After printing a copy of the conclusion in a size 20 font, he taped it to the mirror in the bathroom.


CONCLUSION


Prada’s Asian summer fashion line is stunning, but clothing details will be found in other sources, because the objective of this article was the filming process. The management of Play Figure provided the best camera equipment and personnel available. The four-hour session was designed to produce the highest-quality still photographs possible. The organization and planning of the process was choreographed like a Broadway musical. The chief photographer and set director, along with a wide variety of technicians, worked as effectively and efficiently as an automated assembly line. However, the star of the day, the figure that added spice to the photographs and clothing line, was the lovely, voluptuous Mali Chun. Prada’s exotic Asian styles may sweep the summer fashion market, but they have also propelled a young lady toward the top of the list of supermodels.


Calling room service, he ordered fruit, club sandwiches, coffee, and chocolate mousse. Sitting on the couch, he watched the muted TV while thinking about his life and the gorgeous female lying in his bed. He was living the good life: good pay; traveling the world; mixing with the economic, social, and political elites; and having access to some of the best-looking females in the world. He was having his brains fucked out regularly. However, he knew he had found something with Mali. He was now aware that he wasn’t so sure he was living the good life.


He heard the water running in the bathroom and waited with anticipation. Soft footfalls approached the back of the couch.


“Randy,” he heard his name called in a sweet singsong voice, “when did you write this?”


“While you were sleeping.”


“It’s wonderful. I can’t believe the last two sentences.”


“They’re true.”


Mali walked to the front of the couch. She was wearing his bathrobe. It was open in the front. She allowed it to drop, revealing her magnificence.


“You’re trying to make me famous,” she said, bending to kiss him.


Her melons dangled provocatively in front of him. As he accepted her lips, his hands cupped the flesh that calmed the itching of his palms; he was instantly hard. “I was planning on this being a one-night stand,” he said, “but I’ve changed my mind.”


“Am I worth two nights?” she asked, smiling as she straddled his legs and pushed her breasts into his face.


“I’m being serious here.”


“So am I,” she said as she rose, guiding his cock into her.


He groaned at the pleasure of her formfitting flesh sliding over him. Holding her upright, he stared into her face. Before he could speak, she placed her finger over his lips and said, “You were wonderful this afternoon. I’ve never had an experience like that. Can we do it again?”


“On one condition.”


“What?”


“You move in with me.”


Wickedly, she smiled at him and said, “This is my answer.” She lifted a nipple to his mouth, and using her haunches, she pummeled him.


He suckled on the rosebud of her nipple and arched his back to elevate himself farther into her. Switching sides, he helped her move with his hands on her hips.


“Ooom, you’re good,” she sighed, “keep that up.”


As she moved relentlessly on his cock, he said, “I’m serious. I’ve only known you a few hours, but I don’t want to give you up. I don’t want to think about other guys being with you. I want you for myself.”


“You’ve got me spindled. What else can I say?” she said with rapid, shallow breaths.


“Say yes.”


“Only if you give it to me right now.”


“I can’t in this position.”


“Let’s change then.”


He pushed her off, turned her around, and entered her from behind. “Hold on to the couch,” he said as he rammed into her fast and hard. He was lost in the sensations of the friction between them, and wave after wave of pleasure moved from his scrotum through his cock.


Mali was moaning and pushing her pussy at him. “Randy, Randy, Randy, give it to me, give it to me,” she groaned.


Holding her by the hips, he plunged into and out of her as rapidly as he could. Over and over, he thrust; he could feel the heat rising in his body.


“I’m cumming!” she screamed, “I can’t wait any longer, fuck me!”


Like NASCAR at the starting line, he accelerated his strokes until he passed his point of no return. Normally, he would delay, delay, delay, but her command and the ecstasy was too much for him, and he exploded like a blown engine. He ejected hot sperm in a torrid flow of fluid and passion and was rewarded by Mali’s scream: “Oh God, oh God, oh God, Randy, you fuck like a Chinese god. Yes, yes, yes, I’ll move in with you!”





Emma’s Cricket Lesson


ANNA BLACK


[image: logo]


HE WAS THE HANDSOMEST man sitting at the hotel bar.


Emma frowned. Scratch that. He was the only man sitting at the hotel bar. But that did not undo how fine he was. But it wasn’t his gorgeous face or his sexy body Emma was interested in.
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