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Introduction







Sensuality, in my opinion, is more important and totally different than sexuality. When a person is sensual, the experience of sex is taken to another level. More than mere private parts are involved; every part of the mind and body becomes a part of the act. These stories in this collection definitely examine that fact with vivid details of what the various characters are thinking and how they feel.


I cannot stress enough that there is nothing wrong with a person expressing themselves to their lovers. We live in a world where lack of communication causes so many issues in relationships that people often look elsewhere for their needs, or never truly experience all that lovemaking can be.


I hope that you enjoy the stories of sensualidad, which means sensuality in Spanish. Once again I have found some of the most talented erotica writers on the planet to participate in this collection. A lot of people still have trouble distinguishing between erotica and porn. Allow me to clear that up for you. Porn is all about sex. Erotica is about feelings. All of the stories contained in this collection would still be complete stories, even if there was not any intense sex in them. Therein lies the difference.


Make sure that you check out Zane’s Sex Chronicles on Cinemax and look out for Addicted in theaters. Please visit me on MySpace at www.myspace.com/zaneland and join my email list by sending a blank email to eroticanoir-subscribe@topica.com.


 


Blessings,


Zane















Therapy


Patt Mihailoff







PART ONE


It was the same as always, or so it seemed. She sat in her overly large, tufted-leather chair that made her look small when, in fact, she wasn’t. Her hair was pulled back in a chignon, tucked loosely under itself and secured by a Celtic-style barrette.


He knew her lashes were long and feathery, even through her unattractive, serviceable eyeglasses. He wanted to believe she only wore them to enhance her professionalism. He liked to think she wore contacts when she wasn’t working.


Her deep honey skin was clear except for the small mole on her left cheek. She had the barest hint of a dimple when she smiled. She wore no makeup except for a pale mauve lipstick that she didn’t, in fact, need. Her large gold hoop earrings were typically Hispanic, but weren’t the only things that gave away her Latin heritage. Her lips looked succulent and had a puckering movement that had intrigued him from the beginning. She always did it when he said something that had a sexual connotation. No one really would notice it, unless really looking for it, and he’d been looking at her a long time now.


Her dress was a deep purple matte jersey, with a pointed collar that came to a V and exposed the depth of her round breasts.


It had been a hot summer, but when her office cooled sufficiently, he’d seen her nipples pop and jut through anything she’d been wearing at the time. She’d never caught him looking—at least he thought she hadn’t.


“How are you today?” she asked in that husky voice a little higher than Kathleen Turner’s in Body Heat.


It was the same question each time, and he answered the same way all the time.


“I’m good.”


Had she caught his double meaning?


“Then let’s begin.”


She crossed her right leg over her left and perched the writing pad securely on her knee. The dress was long but the jersey hugged her legs in such a way that it was impossible to miss the length of them or the change in shape where her leg met her thigh.


Her shoes were plain, black with a thick heel, and would not have been sexy on anyone else, but the high, sensual curve of her arch would make any man want to caress it against his hardening cock.


He talked, she listened. Every now and again she jotted down a note or two.


“And what do you think the dream means?” she asked, after he’d spent twenty minutes explaining his slumber reveries.




“Isn’t that what I pay you to tell me?”


Her brow arched. She always did that when he answered her question with one of his own.


“You pay me to help you sort through your confusion, to help you to understand the why’s, and to try and fix what might be broken,” she answered evenly.


He grinned. He liked her answers. They were never really here nor there. His mind wandered for a moment as he daydreamed of her hair being loose and spiraling around her head, with one of her errant curls coiled lazily around his finger.


“So this woman that you run after, the woman with no face, is there anything recognizable about her?”


“I’m not sure.”


“Why are you chasing her?”


“I don’t think I want to know.” His eyes didn’t leave her when he’d said it.


She wrote on her little pad.


“Perhaps,” she began, “your dream is about something you need to face, and are just afraid to, which is why you can’t catch her. Maybe the her is you.” Her demeanor was triumphant, as though she’d been the only one to answer the final Jeopardy question.


He threw his head back and laughed, his small locks hugging his head gently.


“I assure you, I am not chasing myself. It’s a woman, and even though I’ve never caught her, I wake up with an erection so hard it’s painful.”


“Perhaps she’s a woman out of your reach.”


“I’m almost sure of that.”


“If this is true, then you must do one of two things.”




“Yes?” His gaze was deeper than his low-pitched voice.


“You should try and forget her. Or, maybe surmise what you think would happen if she stopped running and confronted you.”


“She wouldn’t.”


“How do you know? After all, it’s only a dream.” She had not meant for her slight laugh to be condescending.


“Maybe it’s not my dream?” he offered.


Her brow knitted. “People do not dream for others,” she said patiently.


“If the need is great, even a dream can transcend space and time.”


She put down her pen. “You’ve been reading too many science fiction novels.”


“No, I’ve been living with a yearning desire for too long.”


“How so?”


He got up, the material of his pants falling into perfect lines against his legs. He walked to the window, his voice reverberating off the pane like silent thunder.


“I’m not sure how to approach this woman, even though I think I know how she wants to be approached.”


“Meaning?”


“She wants…”


“She wants what?”


“To have control, and then to give it over.”


“What makes you think that?


“Because on the outside she is professional and stiff, but inside she is screaming for release.” He looked over and thought he saw the slight motion of her legs squeeze together.




“So, then, you think this woman has a sexual desire for you?”


“I didn’t say that.”


“Not in so many words.”


“You, of all people, should know by now that I always say just what I mean.”


“All right, then. Do you feel you must help this woman in some way?”


He moved almost silently on the thick carpet and ended up behind her chair. She remained motionless.


“She can help herself.”


“Why doesn’t she?”


Now who was the therapist and who was the patient?


She heard the rustle of his jacket and surmised that he’d shrugged.


“Fear, betrayal—it could be a myriad of reasons.”


“Then how is it that you think you know what she wants and needs?”


“Because I can see inside her when she’s not looking. Like when she’s writing something down.”


She shifted uneasily, but remained impassive.


He came back around and sat back down in front of her, his legs wide apart, his fingers interlocked in front of him. “Some people expect a person to be a certain way,” he said, with even control. “And, sometimes, that same person can only dream about what they want. They want it badly but rather than act on it, they remain in a safe zone and send their desires off in a miasmic cloud that seeks a place to settle where it can offer itself.”


“To what end?” The question was as soft as a whisper.


“To know.”




“To know what?” she asked with a tinge of impatience.


“To know what it would be like to be naked underneath, or over, the man she thinks she is helping.”


“So, then, it is sexual.”


He grinned and shook his head.


“For anyone else it would be sexual; for her it would be animalistic fucking.”


She cleared her throat and pushed her glasses up on her nose, even though they hadn’t slipped an inch.


“Well, it looks like our time is up.” She rose and walked to her desk.


He watched her ass, which was round and tight even though her dress tried to hide it from him.


She looked at her date planner. “I see you won’t be available next week, so I’ve scheduled a session a week from next Friday. Is that suitable?”


He nodded.


“I’ll see you then,” she said. Her face hardened into its professional mode, her lips, which had been so soft before, were now strict and straight as a slide rule.


“Yeah, I’ll see you then.” He shoved his hands in his pockets and left her office.


 


When he was gone, she allowed her body to relax. She went to the narrow floor-length mirror on the side wall and snapped open the barrette. Her hair fell in loose curls to her neck and she ran her hands through them to allow for maximum airy freedom.


In the mirror she lowered her eyes to her neck, her chest, and finally on her breasts. Her nipples were hard and pouting through the material of her dress. They were large and round—and perfect. She reached up and ran a long-nailed finger over one. She flinched—it was sensitive and a shudder shot through her.


It was always like that after he left her office. Now in the confines of her own privacy, she was able to recall their earlier sessions. He had been freer then, with his offerings about what he considered to be “a problem,” and it had been sexual.


Her professionalism had remained intact as she queried him, then listened as he told her with the relish of a bawdy sixteenth-century monarch how much he needed it, craved it, and desired it. Outwardly, she’d remained unfazed when he used words like pussy, or phrases like, “I sucked her dry. I tongued her so deep I felt her baby room.”


Inside she was jelly.


But it had been that one particular time he’d told her how he’d placed his woman on all fours and talked the cum out of her, then made her wait patiently while he teased her with his tongue. It was with little tingly, flickering movements at first, something akin to a butterfly kiss. He explained how the woman had moaned and moved backward, trying to get more of his teasing tongue.


Her office had grown warm when he told her how hard his cock had gotten, and how he let the woman see it, touch it, but not lick it—something she wanted so desperately to do. He explained how he’d spread the woman wide and blew against her proud puffy lips and talked to her. Deep, dirty, nasty things about what he intended to do. How he was going to drink her, taste her, own her pussy. Then he explained how the woman had loved every second of everything he did.


She closed her eyes as she thought of that session, and her hand that had been teasing her nipple wandered down over her waist, then her thigh. She pulled her long matte jersey dress slowly up into a knotted bunch. She smiled as she thought of the garter belt she wore with no panties, her own naughty little secret that no one would ever suspect.


Her fingers moved over her trimmed vee, then down to her fleshy lips that had begun to dampen the second he’d walked into her office. Her body milk had seeped twice when he told her of his recent dream, and now she was squishy wet as she searched for her clit. It was so sensitive that she was about to burst. She found the hood and exposed the hardened satiny nub and rubbed her index finger over it. Slowly at first, feeling the tough little bun soften and become pliable under her caress. Rubbing it faster, her breath became rapid as she closed her eyes and threw her head back. She saw his eyes, his face, and her finger became his tongue lapping her like a maniacal demon of the flesh.


She felt it race through her. Her secret orgasm that no one knew she could have. It fluttered through her, from her chest, over her belly, down into the bucket of her release. Her eyes were shut tight as she allowed her free hand to balance against the wall, her finger now accompanied by another working furiously against herself. Gritting her teeth, she stiffened as the satiny milk of her body creamed out of her in waves. It slithered and slathered over her working fingers, and she smiled as she finished, her nose imagining the subtle odor of his expensive cologne.




Breathing heavily, she removed her hand and let her dress fall. Taking a deep breath, she composed herself and turned to go back to her desk.


He stood there looking at her. His nostrils flared as though inhaling the high scent of her sex.


“I forgot my attaché case,” his deep voice said.


A blush crept up her face as her eyes followed his to the deep brown leather case that leaned unassumingly against the side of her therapist’s couch.


THERAPY—PART TWO


It was a good thing that he was going to be away for a week. It would give things a chance to cool down—to be forgotten. She was going to a medical seminar herself in a few weeks, and it would do her good. It would keep her mind occupied and she wouldn’t have to think about him. It was medically unethical, and although tired of the rules, she didn’t dare break them.


The best thing was to go on as though nothing had happened. But could she do that? Could it be professional, and business as usual, after he’d seen her pleasuring herself? Thank goodness he couldn’t read her mind or he would have known that he was the object of her masturbatory fantasy.


She decided she wouldn’t say a word about it; after all, she was the psychologist. He was paying her to help him work through his problems, not analyze hers. But just what were her problems? The men who chased her but she didn’t want? Or was it men she’d made love to but who could never reach the part of her where passion was aching to be freed? She wanted someone to break the rules for her. Somehow he might have guessed that about her, and it made her nervous knowing that.


 


He leaned against the window, sipping a snifter of fifty-year-old cognac. It slid over his tongue with a warmth much like what he thought she would taste like. His psychologist, his doctor, his medical advisor, with her professional icy demeanor.


He knew the effect he had on women. Hell! His voice alone made more panties wet than he’d wanted to count. How he remembered that day when he went back to her office for his briefcase. He watched as she had fingered herself, then leaned against the wall for support when she released her juices.


How he wanted to taste it, but not the way she would have thought.


It was the dream. He chased her in his mind, knowing that she really wanted to be caught. Somehow he knew, without really knowing, what she needed and how she needed it.


But he also knew it could never be, not now, when they were so wrapped in the neat little package of professionalism. Not as long as there was a line of doctor-patient ethic that she would never cross. The strain of his yearning was becoming too much. There was only one thing to do….




Dear Dr….


I regret to inform you that I feel I am no longer making the progress I should and, therefore, feel it is best to sever our therapeutic sessions. I trust your decision, so please feel free to recommend, and transfer my records, to any of your esteemed colleagues you deem worthy.





He signed it with just a single initial—J.


 


She had returned from her business trip and was still on West Coast time and unable to sleep. It was 1:00 A.M. and she was wide awake. Maybe I should go to the office, she thought. Why not get a jump on all the unopened mail that she knew would be waiting on Monday?


She put on a long gauzy dress and flat shoes. No one would be around to know that she wore nothing but bare, soft skin underneath. She liked the way her nipples felt against the material, scraping against them just enough to make them harden and stay erect.


Twenty minutes later she sat sorting through her mail. She saw the expensive beige envelope and the neat, handwritten return address. She opened it and her eyes blazed with anger long before she reached the end.


Not progressing…esteemed colleagues, of all the…


She paced. She had invested a great deal of time on him, trying to get him to understand his emotions, his feelings—trying to work him through why he did and said the things he did. True, he’d paid her a lot for her services, but she’d thought they’d made wonderful progress.


She threw the letter on the desk and began to read her other mail. But no matter how she tried, her eyes kept going back to the note. There was no concentrating now, and she was even more awake than ever. Just go home. Go home and lie down.


She grabbed the note, stuffed it into her bag, and left the office. She gunned the motor of her Mercedes and pulled away from the curb. She was ten minutes from her three-bedroom luxury condo, waiting at a red light, her fingers drumming on the steering wheel impatiently. When the light turned green, she abruptly turned the wheel and made a screeching U-turn and headed back up the street. She fumbled through her purse until she found the crumpled envelope. Scanning the return address, she drove five more blocks and found his building. When she was about to ring the doorbell, a laughing couple exited, leaving the door to close on its own. She slipped inside and rode the elevator up to his floor. Exiting, she followed the apartment numbers until she came to his door. Without hesitation she rang the bell. What if he wasn’t home? After all, it was Saturday night—or worse, he might not be alone. She pushed the bell again. Then again. And yet again.


There was no telltale click of the peephole cover being raised, just the swish of the door as it was flung open. He stood before her, his face an angry scowl, and wearing nothing except a pair of striped silk pajama bottoms. His chest and belly were finely chiseled, with the slightest hint of paunch if he didn’t watch it. His nipples, which seemed to catch her gaze and not let go, were as hard and erect as her own.


“Doctor…” he said. “Don’t you think it’s a little late for a house call?”


“What’s the meaning of this?” She waved the note under his nose.




He moved back a scant inch and lowered his gaze to the paper.


They both heard one or two peephole latches being raised.


“Won’t you come in, Doctor? No need letting my neighbors know all my business.”


She stepped in. Immediately the aura of the medium-sized living room caught and held her like it was his arms.


“We were making progress. Good progress. You opened up, and now you want to see another therapist?”


“I think it would be best,” he said with his arms folded across his broad chest.


“Why? I’ve been able to help you. I’m a good doctor.”


“You don’t have to sell yourself to me.”


“Then why?” Her voice had raised a tiny bit.


He walked to the window and looked out onto the gorgeous view of the dark city below, then turned back to her. “I’d just prefer a doctor I didn’t want to fuck.”


He knew she would be shaken by his statement, but he also knew she would allow her professionalism to prevail.


“You see? That’s what I mean,” she said. “You’ve opened up. That’s progress.”


“Well, Doctor, how about you opening up? How about a little honesty from you?”


“Me?”


“Yes, you. What are your desires? Your needs? What are your ghosts?”


“Look,” she said with a slight smile. “If this is about what you saw that day—” she began in her doctor-to-patient explanatory tone.


“It’s not about that day. It’s about every day I sit opposite you, which I prefer, incidentally, when you draw detail after detail out of me about who I am. Or maybe who you want me to be.”


“That’s insane. I don’t think there’s been any impropriety on my part.”


“No.” He laughed. “And there wouldn’t be. Not with you, and you know why?”


She waited a full minute before answering, wishing his dark eyes weren’t boring into hers the way they were. “Well, since you have all the answers, why?”


“Because you don’t want to be responsible.”


“Excuse me?”


“That’s right. You don’t want to be responsible for what you want, for doing the things you desire. You don’t want to be responsible for wanting to get fucked.”


Her eyes grew wide with incredulity. “That’s crazy.”


“Oh really? I bet you can’t even say it. You want to, but you can’t, and there’s never been anyone to make you want to say it.”


“I can see this has been a mistake.” She sighed, fumbling with her purse. “Maybe another therapist will suit you better.”


“Good! And now that we’ve detached our medical relationship, I think you should know there is no way you’re leaving this apartment until I have tasted your pussy.”


She stared at him, her adrenaline pumping wildly. She was beginning to feel trapped and her eyes widened to the size of nickels.


“Don’t worry. I’ve never raped a woman in my life, and I won’t begin now. You’ll give it to me. You’ll give it all to me because you want to, and you’ll like it.”




As much as she wanted to leave, his words had titillated her. He was right—no one had ever spoken to her the way he had.


He went to her and gently took her purse and laid it on the side table.


“Whatcha got under that dress?” he asked, circling her.


Surely he didn’t expect her to answer.


She felt him lean in, but not touch her. Her mouth opened a tiny bit when she felt him grab the hem of the gauzy frock and begin to wind it up slowly. His other hand slid up her bare, tan thigh, all the way to her firm runner’s ass, round and smooth as a new pearl. He allowed his hand to wander over the expanse of one butt cheek, then the other, caressing each gently.


Spikes of chilled hairs rose and moved, making it feel like a thousand million tentacles undulating over her skin.


If he could do this with just a touch of her ass, further musing of the effect of his future actions was unthinkable.


His hands moved up to the buttons on her dress and, one by one, with agonizing slowness, he undid them. She felt the heat of his breath against her ear as he brushed her hair away from it.


“You’re not used to what’s going to happen,” he said.


“You think I’ve never made love?” Her voice was a hoarse whisper.


“I’m sure you have, but I’ll bet a year’s salary you’ve never been fucked, and I mean a heavy, low-down jungle fuck with all the nastiness that goes with it.”


Her legs were weak, and she thought she was going to slide to the floor.


The dress undone, he slid it off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. He came around to her front and smiled appreciatively. Her breasts were much fuller, heavier than they appeared in her bra and work clothes, her hips curvy and round. Her vee was nicely trimmed, and he longed to find that treasure nub that he knew nestled somewhere deep under a hood of delicate skin.


He leaned in and whispered, “I can smell you.”


Her face crimsoned, and even in the dim light, he saw it.


“It’s okay. It’s the most powerful aphrodisiac in the world. It means you’re wet, it means you’re ready.”


Her eyes closed, not from embarrassment, but because his words were true. Even now she could feel a droplet oozing down her leg.


He circled her again. “Have you any idea how much I’ve wanted to suck you? To ram and circle my tongue so far up into your pussy that you’d scream out my name for hours?”


She shifted.


“I’ve wanted to invade your love hole, with one, two, then three of my fingers, readying you for the cock you desperately need.”


She bit her lip, wondering why his dirty talk excited her so.


“I know you. I know what you want. You like me talking to you this way. It allows you not to be in control. But this isn’t about regulations for me. It’s about giving you what you desire. And so that we may be clear, it’s not all about just your needs; it’s also about what I want from you.”


“And what’s that?” she asked, just above a whisper.


“I want you nasty. I don’t want the nice, prim and proper doctor. I want that nasty woman inside you. The woman who is going to squat over me and let me lick her from her ass to her pussy. The one who is going to slide her slippery, cummy pussy down my face and allow me to eat her raw.”


This time she did waver and he caught her. His strong, steely arm, perfect for keeping her erect, felt like a smooth, wooden log.


“I want you to lie back, wind your long legs around my face, and hold it prisoner to your sweet hot, wet, clit. I like that word, don’t you? It’s just so wanton, so nasty. I want you on all fours while I eat you from the back so hard that you’ll try and scamper away. But I’ll be right behind you, tonguing my way inside every part of you.”


“And what would you want in return for this little erotic escapade?” She tried to sound amused.


“Don’t be flip; it doesn’t suit you. What I want, I’ll get, and that will be because you won’t be able to keep yourself from giving it to me.”


The room was quiet as he gave her a moment to absorb everything he’d said. “But first, I want you to get used to me. To seeing me, before touching me.”


He loosed the string on his pajama bottoms and they slid to the floor. He stepped out of them and kicked them away. Her eyes were trained on a place just beyond his shoulder.


“Look at me.”


She didn’t.


“Look at me!” His words weren’t loud, but authoritative, like he was a man not used to having to repeat himself.


She looked at his face, his chest, and then slowly downward. He stood with his legs apart, his resplendent cock, thick and heavy, his balls full. She knew that by the way they hung. His hand came up and cupped his dick. He rubbed it back and forth slowly.




“Touch your wetness for me. Like that day in your office.”


Like a machine, her hands, guided by his words, not her mind, slowly moved to her front, sliding over the hairs of her trimmed mound. Her long, slender, well-manicured middle finger disappeared as the lips of her pussy surrounded it. She always liked the way she felt—soft, wet, and slippery. But with him watching her, it was different; it was more.


“Squat a little.”


She did and the change of motion allowed her finger to slide inside. She bit back a moan.


“Give me some of it.”


He waited while she removed her long, thin, wet finger and offered it to him. He leaned down and took her whole finger to the last knuckle into his mouth. His fat, thick tongue wrapped around it like a snake, devouring off the cum juice.


The feeling of his mouth sucking on her finger was hot and exciting. Her chest rose and fell like she’d just worked up to a fast three-mile run.


“It’s as I knew it would be, tangy, with a hint of acidic sweetness.”


She waited. For what? She had no idea.


He touched her thighs. “They’re strong. That’s good. You’ll need their strength.” He looked at her pert little mouth, her lips full and yearning. How he wanted to shove himself between them, to make her take him. All of him, at once, choking her with his cock.


He stared at her. With all her book learning, all her doctoral prowess, she stood before him, ignorant of her own need.




He would teach her. But to ask her to touch him now, to taste him now, wasn’t the right time. He had to make her want to do all those things herself. If she wanted it, she would have to be the one to take it.


He lay down on the floor, not far from the couch. She’ll need that for support, he surmised.


“Come to me.”


She moved to him and he gently took hold of one leg and lifted it so that she straddled him. “Move upward to my face and squat.”


As though in some state of hypnosis, she lowered her body over him, but not touching.


The high musk of her drove him near to madness, but he had long ago learned to control the sex demons inside himself and willed them back to where they waited like rabid beasts ready to pounce. He sniffed the air around them, taking in more of her scent. He looked up into her and saw her fleshy lips parted and her crack open a mere inch. He scanned her pubis. In there, hidden behind a hood of flesh, was her clit. He couldn’t wait to own it. He couldn’t wait to nibble and suck it until she begged for him to stop. But now was not the time.


He raised his hands and grabbed her ass cheeks, allowing several of his fingers to cup inside the crack a nanoinch deep. He pulled her down until his nose rested against the place where her clit lived. His tongue sprang out like that of a serpent and whipped along her lips. He heard her gasp and felt her ass muscles tighten. He nuzzled his nose more and pushed his tongue deeper as he lapped. She was wet, but he knew she was going to get a lot wetter. Turning his head a little to the left, he circled his long, fat tongue inside her. He heard the moan and pushed in deeper until his own lips were pressed against hers. He tongue-fucked her as he kneaded her ass cheeks. She was still, but he knew that was not what she wanted to be. He stopped and moved her back a little to see her face.


“You want some more, don’t you?” he whispered.


Her answer was the ever-so-slight movement of her hips as they undulated back and forth. The oral dance request, without words. He knew it well and went to work.


He pushed his tongue back in her and flicked it in and out and around and around so hard that he actually felt her grip it to keep it in. He liked that. She was strong and that was how he liked his women.


Lost in the sensual erotic moment, she felt his tongue attack the inside of her and, to her own dismay, felt her hips undulate and grind on his face. He was exquisite in this; no one had ever brought her such pleasure so quickly. He ate her like he had been hungry for a year.


She felt his hands move from her ass to her pussy and splay her apart.


“I want to eat the pink of you,” he whispered hoarsely.


She was open and exposed, but in a moment his mouth was on her, in her. His lips sucked out the juice she couldn’t stop making. He drank her like a thirsty man in a desert. He kept eating her but let a hard, manly finger begin to rub her clit nub. He circled it until he heard the telltale sounds of squishy wetness. It was the only way to coax the little female nub from its lair. He felt it grow and harden beneath his touch. In a moment all he had to do was suck away the skin-hood and expose the sensitive female protuberance. She was moaning louder now, monotone, but building. Goodness! She was juicy!


He moved his hands down and licked her hood. It fell away like a curtain, and there it was, a pink fleshy pearl of delight. He blew cool air on it and felt her shudder. He flicked his tongue at it and she whimpered. He sucked it once, then twice, and a small scream escaped her. He took it between his lips, and with the barest tightness of his teeth, he began to work it. He felt her weaken as he raped her clit with his mouth.


“No…no…” she said, but her body was saying yes.


She tried to get away, but he held her fast as he feasted on her. A finger slipped inside her wet, hot pussy and again, she tried to scamper away from him.


“Please…please,” she breathed at him.


He held her with his teeth but spoke. “What? You want me to stop eating this clitty? You want me to stop sucking?”


“Yes, please, I can’t take anymore.”


“Oh, but you can. You haven’t splashed that sweet cum on me yet.”


“I…I…can’t.”


“You can and you will.” He fingered her deeper, and she wanted it.


She felt an orgasm race to her face and she couldn’t stop it, and still fought to get away, and finally she did, falling sideways onto the rug. He had her leg and splayed it apart and pulled her up on all fours.


“Nooo, I can’t,” she moaned.


He knew she was a second from exploding, and he wanted it.




From the back, he shoved his face against her pussy while his hand captured her clit and rubbed it between his fingers. She was so slurpy and tangy sweet he couldn’t get enough and intended to eat her raw.


She scampered away as he had predicted and he was right with her, his tongue attacking her hole like it was his enemy. Spreading her ass cheeks, he licked up her and she screeched with horrific pleasure. Down and up, in and out he went, all the time keeping her clit a prisoner between his fingers. Her hands clawed into the deep pile carpet as she tried to not want to accept the gift of his oral pleasuring.


Her body was on fire. Every nerve ending was stretched to the limit. Everything in her head was a jumble of sexual images. In her mind’s eye she could see what he was doing to her, like she was outside herself. She also saw what she wanted to do to him.


She was raw, and his lips and tongue helped to ease the irritating little stinging caused by his sucking. She felt the rush of another orgasm speeding through her. She felt him press against her pubis and then shove his tongue so far in her that she couldn’t help but ride it like it was a pony. Then, it slithered from her, streams of silky, sticky cum, pouring from her like syrup from a warmed, spouted jar. She felt him nuzzle his face in it and begin to lap at it…cleaning it off her.


She was so weak her stomach ached, and she fell over to her side, turning slightly to look at him. He lay with his back against the couch, his chest rising and falling heavily. His face was shiny from her bodily expulsion, and he licked his lips again, to show her that he much appreciated her taste.


Her eyes lowered and she saw him, large, erect, and curved. The head of his cock was shiny, and a small bit of pre-cum sat at the top like a glistening gemstone. She crawled forward—not exactly sure why she was doing it, but knowing that nothing could stop her.


Her eyes were glued to his thick member. There was no preamble as she rubbed up his lithe, strong legs until her face was an inch above his cock’s head. Opening her mouth, she took him in. Not gentle little sucks, but a wide, mouth-opening draw. She heard him moan when her mouth closed around him, and began to lower down the veiny shaft. Sliding her lips down, she let her tongue dance around him, offering as much pleasure as she could. She withdrew and took him in her fist and sucked the head of his cock…then tongued her way down one side of his shaft, then up the other. She kneaded his ball sac, careful not to apply too much pressure to that special spot that would make him shoot his load instantly. The sound that came from him was a mixture of moans and groans as he pushed himself up against her mouth. He knew what she was doing; she was taking her pleasure but she was being the doctor, too. She was trying to keep that perfect professional control she always had with him. He willed the tickle of his orgasm back again, and pulled himself out of her mouth.


Under different circumstances it might have been comical to see her mouth poised in that perfect O shape, but now it was exquisite.


Her eyes showed her dismay at the interruption of oral pleasuring, and he wanted to ease her confusion by sliding himself back into her mouth. But it was time he stopped riding steerage and took his place in the captain’s chair.


He sat on the couch, and pulled her up to him, leaning back so that the angle of his perfectly shaped cock was pointing upward. He pulled her legs over him. Reaching down, he opened her lips. She was so wet, just the way he had always wanted her.


“You want it?”


Of course she did, but surely he wouldn’t expect her to say it. She began to lower herself, but his strong hands held her up and off him. The urge to push down was strong, almost as though her hungry pussy knew it was inches away from being fed.


“Do you want it?” he asked again.


She shook her head, but it was the beautiful word of acquiescence he wanted to hear from her own lips.


He didn’t speak again, but waited, holding her up and away from the prize.


She stared into his eyes. He wasn’t battling with her, but he was a man that wanted certain things and he was not giving in until he got them.


“Yessss!” The word came out as an angry hiss rather than the raspy beseech he preferred, but he had to make it be enough because he wanted her more than he had wanted any other woman in his entire life. He loosened his grip, but didn’t remove his hands from her slim waist. Rather, he eased her down toward him.


The heat of his cock’s head touched her lips. He moved her back and forth, hoping to have some of her juices ease his entrance. She moved down and he closed his eyes from the sheer heat of her inner lips. She slid down his shaft and the tightness of her threatened to have him shoot his load. Down she moved, and he leaned his head back as she fit around him like a tight racing glove. The juiciness helped only a little and he knew that there was a small amount of discomfort for her. Inch by sexy inch, she eased down onto him with agonizingly slow precision. Finally her firm but womanly soft ass rested on his thighs.


He’s in, she thought to herself, trying to ignore the pain that was not exactly hurting in a bad way. He filled her and she wondered how long she’d be able to hold him inside her. She felt his hand reach up and gently push her hair away from her face, revealing a gentleness, letting go of all the boundaries of her proficient daily attitude. He leaned forward and kissed her softly, taking her lips and moving his own over them gently. Only when she answered back with a slight pressure of her own did he allow his tongue to dart out and seek the warmth of her mouth.


A white heat shot through her and she pushed her face more into his. She didn’t know when it started, only that they were moving together—she pressing down and he pushing up into her. He held onto her hips, pulling her forward, deepening into her with every thrust. He let go of her lips and let her breathe.


“I can hear your juiciness as you ride me.”


She looked away.


“No! Don’t do that. Look at me and accept what you want and how you want it. How I want it.”


“I don’t know how—”


“Yes, you do. Say it and make it so. If you want my cock, say you want my cock. If you want me to fuck your hot, wet pussy, then say it. Just like that.”


“I can’t.”




“You can’t?” He pushed so hard up into her that she screamed with agonizing pleasure and dug into his shoulders.


When she said nothing, he slammed up inside her again. He lifted her up and laid her down while he was still inside of her. Pulling her legs up, he pounded himself down into her—once, twice, and then again and again. If she was going to make him work for what he wanted to hear, then he’d work her for as long as it took.


It was an assault on her pussy, but she needed it and he wanted it. Her arms were around his neck and her moans were louder. He wanted it nasty and he intended to get it just that way.


“Tell me,” he rasped. He circled in her, and the second he hit her G-spot, she screeched up at him.


“I want it. Your cock—all of it. I want your dick so deep in me that it’ll make me cry.”


She was coming, deep thick waves of silky juice, yet still she pumped against his hard cock. Sheets of it dripped out of her and ran down between them, but he wasn’t stopping if she wasn’t, so the dance stayed strong.


It was forty minutes later and he was still pumping into her. She was calling him by name and scratching down the length of his back.


He loved her nails digging into him. It meant she wanted more.


Another twenty minutes as the sweat rolled off him onto her, causing the sucking sounds to become more pronounced. It was no longer a battle, but he just couldn’t pull himself out of her and she wouldn’t let him.


She was tiring, he knew it, but he drove on. It was the only way. He had to show her that she wasn’t the one that had to be in charge all the time. He had to let her know that he could take over, and take care of any need she had.


“Enough?” he asked.


She could hardly breathe out her answer, but he heard it as enough. But still he pounded at her. She lay lax under him, a rubbery mass of delicious flesh. He had long ago stopped counting her orgasms and knew she was spent.


Her muscles gave a last grabbing twitch and it pulled the cum through his body like it was on a string. A flood of his baby juice splashed up into her and there wouldn’t be a single inch of her that wouldn’t contain a part of his seed. Mixing with her secretions, it melded together like their bodies—a heavy, breathing mass of pulpy skin.


He was too tired to move off her and she wasn’t strong enough to move him. Together they slept with him still inside her, and her holding him there.


In his slumber, he smiled. He knew when they awoke, he’d have her again. She would be so swollen that she would never be able to take his growing cock but would want it forever. And that’s when he’d know she was his.















The Ache (“O Ache”)


Kaia Danielle







“I’m gonna cuff your wrists, mulher.” Zumbi’s deep Brazilian accent clung to the smooth verbal game flowing out of his mouth. Kendra caught her breath and the phone slipped from her ear at his suggestion that her bound wrists be hung from the door.


You can do this, she told herself. Yes, in the privacy of her home. Kendra tightened her grip on the phone and returned it to her ear. She closed her eyes and let his words become images in her mind’s eye.


Kendra changed her position on the bed, sinking into submission.


Zumbi went on to describe how he would slide his soccer-sculpted, chocolate-dipped legs between her parted caramel knees. From her semisquat position, she could visualize his fingerlike toes stopping around her midtorso and fondling her erect nipples. Kendra shivered at the imagined contact. She loved it when he touched her sensitive nubs. It didn’t matter if he stroked her with his fingers, his toes, or his words.




She reached out for the metal bars on the headboard with her free hand, making her chest slide against the soft, petal-like sheets. She could almost feel the weight of his palm pushing into the small of her back, forcing her ass up higher while lowering her shoulders closer to the pillows.


Zumbi paused. She heard him slurp liquid into his mouth. Hot chocolate, no doubt.


Her now exposed labia, swollen with desire, pulsed as the cool draft wafting through the room warmed. She pretended that the heated air had originated from between Zumbi’s barely parted lips. Kendra wiggled her ass to receive the increased temperature that embraced her body.


On the phone, Zumbi continued to describe how his thumb would wander down her back until it was gently nestled in the pucker of her hole. Then, he would begin to swirl it deeper into her twitching, sensitive flesh. She could feel the tip of his thumb slide in so easily that it must have been slathered in cacao oil. For the first time, Kendra welcomed this invasion and leaned her hips back further.


Following his direction, she removed the ice from the glass of cachaça and held the ice just below where his fingertip would have been. Kendra shuddered as cold shot through her hot flesh. The temperature contrast stirred something within her, something that she could only describe as need. A desperate, soul-stirring need for Zumbi’s thick pipe of a dick inside her. She guided the ice along the crease where her ass turned into pussy.


She nearly dropped the ice as she finished with a circle around her berry-ripe clitoris. Kendra’s eyes rolled back up into her head as ecstasy made her oblivious to the ice-cold water that now streaked down her inner thighs.




She stroked herself with the ice like it was a pendulum, just as Zumbi promised he would stroke her in several hours, back and forth until her plump pussy turned numb to the stinging sensation. Another blast of heat from the vent pushed its way between her folds. The insatiable need expanded, caressing everything below her waist. Kendra’s tightened jaw clenched the pillow until her teeth broke through the fabric. It was now essential that she ride Zumbi’s dick tonight.


As the ice slipped through her fingers, Zumbi’s words pulled her hips back and eased them down on his phantom shaft. The rounded tip would graze the most sensitive spot in her pussy first, sending a tingle as far south as the webbing between her first two toes and as far north as her molars. Kendra gasped at how real his imagined dick felt in her empty pussy. She, now in a deeper squat, rocked on her ankles as she longed for the stiff dick that was not there yet.


“Ah, mulher, você ’tá pronta para mim ainda?” Zumbi growled into the phone like a silver-gray puma stalking his prey in the Amazon rain forest. His lapse into Portuguese told her just how close he was to losing it himself. But she had picked up enough of the language to understand what he’d said: Woman, are you ready for me yet?


Was she? He had spent the better part of their last three phone calls describing in detail each and every thing he was going to do to her when he returned from this trip to Brazil. Kendra had better be ready.


Kendra almost lost her grip on the phone as her body reconstructed its memories of how Zumbi’s dick felt sliding into her. Her vaginal muscles instinctively slackened to accommodate his thickened inches. But there was no meat to satisfy the hunger. Her body’s lingering tingle intensified. Kendra pulled in a deep, ragged breath. “Eu não sei,” she confessed. I don’t know.


“You better be ready, woman.” Zumbi paused again. “Now, Kendra, remember the rule.”


“I know, I know.” Kendra knew he was going to repeat the rule. She wished he wouldn’t. It had become a mantra in her head. But she knew it was coming. She tried to beat him to the punch, but they wound up saying it together.


“Você melhora não o toque você mesmo.”


You better not touch.


Silence followed. Kendra could hear Zumbi gathering his breath to say something else, but he stopped.


“Shit, I gotta go. They’re boarding my flight.”


Click.


She threw the phone across the room.


That’s when the ache began.


Kendra picked up the phone with a heavy huff. Then she rolled over on the bed and examined the face of her watch.


Zumbi’s flight wouldn’t land at Newark International Airport for another three hours. They had not seen each other in two weeks. And she had never before felt like such a gushy mess below the waist. It was going to be one hell of a wait.


Before Zumbi, Kendra always got what she wanted, when she wanted it. But Zumbi returned home to Brazil quarterly to check on his family’s cocoa plantation in southern Bahia. During these separations, Kendra was forced to deny her own pleasure, her pleasure being fucking Zumbi. Now she hated herself for letting him throw away her vibrator, her second favorite pleasure. Thank goodness he’d been calling from his layover in Atlanta and not from Rio de Janeiro. A journey starting from Rio could take over sixteen hours, even when the airplane and all his connecting flights were on time.


This last conversation had her hot pussy throbbing at an all new high. Unconsciously, she slid her fingers down the darkened line that extended below her waist. A jolt went through her as she held the slippery ball of flesh between her fingers. Her eyes widened when she felt its flushed size—almost the width of a raspberry. Kendra touched all around it to further investigate its size. Tremors began to violently shake her body.


Damn, that felt good. It felt so good that she teetered on the edge of cumming.


No. She withdrew her hand because she promised Zumbi that she would wait for him to get her off. Kendra could wait a few more hours. Maybe.


Their reunions seemed to gain in intensity with every separation. Last time they came dangerously close to injuring themselves. Zumbi had surprised Kendra with a bondage kit he had picked up during a brief stop in Rio de Janeiro. He bound her wrists and ankles to the four corners of their bed—good and tight so she couldn’t move. Zumbi then proceeded to slurp, nibble, and suck her pussy while stroking her inner thighs with a purple feather.


Unable to move, all she could do was scream so loudly that she had been hoarse for a week. Her body quakes became so violent that her bound leg yanked off one of the bedposts and broke the bed. The tumble had left Zumbi woozy. Kendra had feared that he had a concussion.


Zumbi had promised a special secret something in addition to the ice to top even the broken bed. Kendra couldn’t imagine what.


Three hours was a lot of time to kill, especially when you’re horny as hell and can’t do anything about it. Kendra decided to pass the time by making her pussy “pretty.” It was her special ritual that involved her favorite jasmine and ylang-ylang-scented shower gel, a similarly scented massage oil, and gold-plated scissors. She went into her bathroom closet and retrieved her pretty-pussy kit.


However, between the aphrodisiacs mixed into the cleanser and the cool metal against her already aroused skin, Kendra’s hand became too shaky to finish trimming the few stray hairs on her already shaved snatch without nicking herself. Further agitated, she cleaned everything off and put the kit away.


Kendra tried to think of something that she could do that did not have anything to do with sex. But with Zumbi in her life that had become a near-impossible task. She tried cleaning the bathroom, again. But when she pushed the toilet bowl brush into the cave of the commode, she flashbacked on the time that Zumbi plunged his dick into her cave from behind and they wound up breaking the seat off the toilet in her parents’ guest bathroom.
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