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  Ada Cherry


  “Good day, everyone, and welcome to The Four at Four on The Foxy News Channel! I’m Ada Cherry, your Libertarian host for the next thirty minutes! We have a special Valentine’s Day show for you this afternoon, but first let me introduce our panel,” I said, smiling and looking into the camera.


  I rolled my chair back slightly, crossed my long ebony legs, concealed only above the thighs by my short snug skirt, and turned to my left.


  “Our right-wing, holier-than-thou ultra conservative is Bob N. Neal, a fellow at the Misty-Eyed-Foot-of-the-Cross Covenant.”


  I proffered my hand toward Bob who licked his puffy wet lips before offering a smarmy smile, a nervous tic working his left eye beneath a comb-over that did little to obscure his scaly red scalp. Next, I turned to my right and used my other hand to point to another guest.


  “Please give an insincere welcome to Frank Fuckle, our resident Socialist and a cry-baby-snowflake-liberal waste of a man.”


  I saved my favorite for last, but I still took a shot at her political leanings—or lack thereof—when I introduced her. The girl sitting next to me was a real cutie-pie, and as a bisexual woman, I’d had her on my radar for quite some time. She wore her long blonde hair in pigtails, making the little hottie in her late twenties look more like she was eighteen. I let my silky ankle brush hers, giving me a little shiver.


  “I present our fence-sitting Independent, Miss Candy Cotton! Please give our guests a round of applause for joining the show today!”


  I smiled again at the camera as the studio audience rendered its obligatory clap of the hands. When the noise faded, I spoke.


  “We have a special treat today. Instead of our usual political bantering and posturing, we will ban all political discussion in favor of my favorite topic! LOVE!”


  I looked around at my smiling guests and scrutinized them carefully.


  “So today, Frank Fuckle, you keep your throbbing Democratic caucus to yourself! And you, Bob N. Neal, there will be no carrying us to the mountaintop to save our sinful souls!”


  My extremist guests smiled at the camera, but I could tell they were both seething at the lost opportunity to spew their partisan garbage. I knew they’d both try to slip something political into the discussion nonetheless.


  “Today, each of our guests will tell a story of love. Bob? Would you like to start?”


  “Thank you, Ada,” Bob replied. “I’d like to pay homage to my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, and to my family. Please direct your attention to the screen, and you will see my lovely wife, Bertha, and my six beautiful children.”


  Along with the audience, I looked at the screen where a dumpy and dowdy woman dressed like a Mennonite fussed over a grand dining room table. The video appeared to be a clip from Christmas. Six disinterested and plain looking children ranging in age from about five to eighteen sat solemnly in chairs around the table.


  “My Mary will be attending Liberty College in Lynchburg next fall. She will graduate high school this spring with an IB diploma and a 4.0 grade-point average. Her mother and I are very proud. Oh! Look! There’s Oscar, our Pomeranian!”


  I briefly wondered if Bob possessed a nondescript minivan with stick figures of each child, his wife, and their yippy dog on the back window. While he prattled on, introducing the remainder of his family, I took the opportunity to brush Candy’s leg again. This time I risked a glance at her, detecting a slight flush of her cheeks.


  “Praise be to God,” Bob N. Neal roared as he finished his segment.


  “Thank you, Bob, for that introduction to your lovely family,” I said, my attempt at kindness sounding roughly genuine despite my utter lack of interest regarding his boring and unglamorous wife and children.


  “So, Frank Fuckle, what is your ode to love?”


  We all turned to Frank. He blathered on about a young left-wing female activist running for Congress in New York and how he’d love to be her Valentine if she wasn’t busy later in the evening. I wanted to vomit, but I smiled through his commentary and the video clips of the woman prancing through the Bronx and stumping for the seat she wished to win.


  “Isn’t she just wonderful?” Frank concluded.


  Candy nor I reacted, but I saw Bob’s face grow red and a little bead of sweat form at his patchy hairline.


  “Ahem,” I said, clearing my throat and kicking myself a little for allowing Frank to not so subtly work a political plug into his segment. “Let’s hear from Candy, now!”


  Candy smiled, the studio lights reflecting off her sparkling white teeth.


  “Okay, y’all,” she drawled in her Texas accent as her hands fluttered at her sides. “I’m single at the moment, so the true love of my life is my dog, Pork Rind!”


  The screen showed a mixed breed dog that looked to be part Golden Retriever. The audience oohed and aahed at the moderately large canine as Candy basked in the adoration her pet was receiving. When the crowd noise simmered, Candy, ever the fence-sitter, spoke up.


  “Pets are wonderful! But just because I have a dog doesn’t mean I don’t like pussy…uh…I mean…kitty…uh…CATS! Uh…I like cats too,” she stammered.


  I couldn’t resist making contact with her leg once more as she tried to gather herself, the feel of her smooth, pale skin on mine nearly making me drool. Meanwhile, a portion of the studio audience cackled at Candy’s faux pas while she attempted to recover from her gaffe. I think Bob N. Neal crossed himself and mumbled a little prayer as Frank Fuckle squealed with delight.


  I made an attempt to save my guest.


  “So, Candy, tell us how you came up with the name Pork Rind for your pooch,” I said.


  “Well, you know, Ada, his coloring is brown, and when I saw him at the shelter, it was the first thing that came to mind. I guess it’s cuz Daddy used to eat pork rinds with his beer while he watched the Cowboys when I was a young’un,” she continued. “Oh! Look! There’s Pork Rind catching a Frisbee!”


  We all turned back to the screen as the brown doggie flew through space, catching a disc Candy had flung through the air. Then she closed the distance, met up with her loving dog, and commenced to rub him behind his ears while she nuzzled her nose against his. The audience oohed and aahed once more, having forgotten Candy’s earlier stumble regarding cats. And then my cameraman held up his hand, indicating I had twenty seconds to close the segment.


  “Thanks to my wonderful guests for joining us on the show this afternoon and thanks to the studio audience for spending this special day with us! And whether it’s man, woman, or beast that’s your particular Valentine, remember that February 14th is a day of romance, love, and giving! Happy Valentine’s Day, everyone! I’m Ada Cherry, your host for the Four at Four. We will see you tomorrow when our regular programming resumes! Good Afternoon!”


  The panel and I assembled at the edge of the stage and spent nearly ten minutes shaking hands with the audience before I took Miss Candy Cotton gently by the arm.


  “Come with me, hon,” I cooed. “I have a little something for you in my dressing suite.”


  Candy Cotton blinked several times, startled and caught a bit off guard at my invitation.


  “Well, okay, I guess.” Then her sparkling blue eyes narrowed. “What do you have for me?”


  “It’s a surprise, young lady, but I’ll give you a hint. It’s sweet and tasty.”


  I winked, causing Candy Cotton to wave her hands in the air while batting her eyes.


  “Oh, Ada, I love sweets!”


  “I bet you do, sugar! Come on!”


  We navigated our way through the technicians working the set and exited the studio. I led her down a long corridor until we reached a door with my name on it. I used a keypad to enter my four-digit code—FUCK—and then ushered the pretty little blonde into my spacious quarters.


  “Well, Ada Cherry, I do declare! This is one nice setup you have here!”


  She seemed genuinely impressed by my workplace digs, and I took a few moments to show her around, leading her to my vanity.


  “This is where they do my makeup and hair before each show,” I said, extending a hand toward the assortment of cosmetics and girly accessories littering the cabinet.


  I turned her around and led her to a sofa where I frequently unwound after a show. Bottled water and a few low-calorie snacks had been placed on the coffee table in front of the couch. But in addition to the usual items, a white basket with a big red bow with a long-stem rose protruding from it sat on the glass surface. I unfolded my arm, once again proffering my hand.


  “It’s for you, dear! Happy Valentine’s Day.”


  “For me?” she squealed.


  I grinned lustily. “It’s the least I could do for my favorite guest.”


  Candy Cotton gasped dramatically and brought both hands to her bountiful bosom.


  “Little ole me? I’m your favorite guest?”


  I took a step closer and caught a faint whiff of her, light perfume covering the deliciously musky aroma of her skin. Placing a firm hand on her back, I used the other to point toward the basket.


  “Open the red box, luv,” I instructed.


  Candy bent and selected the box I’d indicated, pulling it from the large basket. As she leaned forward, I admired her shapely ass, encased snugly in the bodycon dress she wore—a dress that left little to the imagination regarding her voluptuous and curvy figure. My mouth watered, but it wasn’t because of the treat she’d selected, and I had to restrain myself from caressing her fine backside while she was bent over the table. Candy straightened and worked the box top off the container while she supported the bottom with her other hand.


  “Cupcakes!” she shouted. “They look delicious!”


  The aroma of chocolate wafting from the box combining with the scent of the luscious tart standing next to me was electrifying. Twelve perfectly placed cupcakes lay in the container, red, white, and pink sprinkles covering the tops. I licked my lips.


  With my hand still on the small of Candy’s back, I directed her to the sofa.


  “Have a seat, doll, and let’s sample all the goodies,” I remarked with a wink.


  Candy may have blushed slightly, but she went along with my suggestion, not recoiling in the least when I sat very close to her, our legs connecting once again. I reached into the box and plucked one of the treats. After peeling back the paper wrapper, I held the cupcake to her mouth.


  “Taste it,” I cooed lewdly. “Tell me how you like it!”


  Candy bit into the small confection and got most of it into her mouth, but a few sprinkles fell, littering her leg with little spokes of pink and red. As both of our eyes dropped to her creamy thighs where the decorative pieces of sugar had plunged, I deftly used a long black finger to remove one from her leg. A quick inhale from Candy was followed by a breathy exhale when I lifted the singular sprinkle to my mouth and used my long pink tongue to corral it.


  “Have another bite,” I breathed, moving even closer to the object of my lusty desires and offering her another taste.


  Candy nibbled at the treat once more, and another collection of sprinkles rained down upon her thigh, a thigh now covered not only in the sugary delight but also in goosebumps. In addition to the litter of cupcake detritus dancing on her sexy legs, a particular red one stuck to her face, just below her mouth.


  “Let me help you with that,” I breathed.


  Candy gasped but didn’t retreat as I leaned in and used my puffy lips to snare the crimson sprinkle.


  “Mhmmm,” I moaned, my eyes going half-lidded. “Tastes so good. The sprinkle too.”


  I kissed her once more as I ran a hand along her thigh, and again she didn’t object. And while her first reaction to my aggression was tentative, she began to gradually acquiesce to my advance. Candy began to kiss me back, slowly becoming an equal partner in the sparring of our tongues. Then she moaned and leaned her head back when my hand snaked under her dress to caress the top of her thigh. I took the opportunity to lean in further and kiss her neck before blowing hot breath over her earlobe.


  “Oh, God, Ada! What are you doing to me?”


  “Whatever you want, sugar,” I said.


  Candy whimpered in my grasp but didn’t reply. I ran my hand farther along, brushing the silky skin where her leg terminated at her crotch.


  “Do you want me to stop?” I asked playfully.


  She whimpered again and shook her head. “No! Don’t stop!” she pleaded.


  I slipped my other hand up and was rewarded with a handful of Candy’s firm and massive boob, the nipple stiffening mightily through the thin fabric of her dress.


  “Have you ever been loved by a woman, Candy?” I asked, whispering into her ear.


  She couldn’t speak, but a shake of the head told me all I needed to know.


  “Ada Cherry is gonna make you feel so good, luv. Let go now, and let me take you to The Promised Land!”


  I laid Candy back on the sofa and scooted between her legs, smoothly grasping the hem of her short dress. She accommodated me by arching her back and lifting her ass upward. I had my prey out of her outfit in a flash, leaving her in a skimpy red thong and her pumps. I licked my lips and smiled lecherously. Then she arched her back again as I slipped the skimpy thong down her thick, toned legs, exposing a bubblegum-pink pussy with a trimmed patch of wheat-colored pubic hair crowning her jewel. Candy’s labia glistened beneath the fluorescent lights with frothy desire, causing the beat of my heart to hasten with horny anticipation.


  I growled with lust as I scrutinized Candy’s sex. Her petals were moderately thick and symmetric, opening up like a flower, freshly kissed by morning dew—a delicious looking pussy by any measure. The hood of her clit was bulbous, and I could hardly wait to hunt for the pearl buried within her treasure. Sneaking a glance at her face, I grinned lasciviously. Candy’s countenance was conflicted. I could tell she was both apprehensive about my intentions, but curiously thrilled at the same time—just the way I liked my girls!


  “Would you like to see me naked, Candy?” I teased.


  In the moment, the girl didn’t seem capable of placing a noun and a verb together, but she nodded and followed that with another whimper. I laughed at her reaction, and after running a long nail tantalizingly down her leg and collecting another sprinkle or two, I quickly removed my clothing and stood before Miss Candy Cotton in all my naked glory.


  “Like what you see, girly?” I asked.


  She nodded and gulped before a noticeable shiver temporarily seized her body. I knew I looked good. Smooth chocolatey skin covered sinewy muscles, the daily trips to the gym obvious. But it was my big naturals, yet to be encumbered by gravity, and my curvy hips that seemed to have Candy mesmerized. When her gaze drifted to my pussy, professionally waxed and smooth as a baby’s butt, her eyes went wide.


  “I think it’s time I sampled my Valentine treats then, hon!”


  I kneeled on the sofa before slithering up the frame of my pale love interest, kissing her full on the lips as our bodies melded into a heap of feminine flesh. I lingered for minutes, locking lips with Candy before slowly making my way south, nibbling at her neckline before taking a large pink nipple from her big boob into my mouth. Fingers ran through my dark hair as I sucked the girl’s tit, encompassing one large areola with my lips before sampling the other, finding them equally enticing. This time, I didn’t linger though. I was imminently interested with the warm, wet wonder below, currently soaking my tummy with slick girly sauce.


  When my chin reached Candy’s manicured pubic hair, I inhaled deeply, savoring the sweet, thick, heady aroma of her arousal. Pushing her muscled legs into the air and spreading them to accommodate positioning, I placed my mouth within inches of her hot quim. The heat from her pussy wafted between us like steam from asphalt after a summer downpour in the Deep South. I breathed warm breath onto her sex, and she squirmed in my grasp, moaning with need and arching to bring her pussy into contact with my mouth. I gave in to her desire and slid my tongue from the base of her slit upward, scooping her delicious love nectar and allowing her unique flavor to dance on my palate before commencing my second attack.


  Wasting no more time, I launched a wicked assault of oral artillery upon Miss Candy Cotton, devouring her pretty pussy with crazed alacrity. My head bobbed wildly as I lapped at her labia, consuming her hot, wet folds like a woman possessed. When my tongue darted upward and connected with her clit, she screamed and arched her back again. Emboldened by her reaction to my cunt-licking prowess, I nibbled and chewed and probed her pussy with renewed vigor. Candy’s hands went to her massive globes, squeezing and kneading her breasts while her head flew from side-to-side. I honed in on her bulging pearl, alternating long laps from the flat of my tongue with direct, rapid-fire flicks. Candy’s body began to rattle, and her hips established an undulating cadence, similar to a girl working a hula-hoop. The rattle segued to a constant shake until wild paroxysms seized possession of her glorious body. Her paws shot to her sides as she tried to forge purchase of the sofa cushions with fisted hands! I sucked her clit into my mouth and swirled her bulging bud with my tongue. Looking up, I saw Candy’s mouth open in a silent scream as her orgasm consumed her. Liquid lady love flowed from her pussy, and as she found her voice, expletives that would make a sailor blush gushed from her wide-open mouth.


  I didn’t relent. Instead, I redoubled my efforts as the luscious pig-tailed blonde squirmed in my grasp. I was hell-bent on coaxing another orgasm from the nubile tart under my command. I gave her tortured clit a short break and slid three fingers inside her slick chasm. Candy bucked and moaned as I pushed upward, locating the corrugated patch of her G-spot.


  “OH! MY! GAWD!” she spewed in a raspy voice. “FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!”


  “Oh, sugar,” I said with a devilish grin. “We have only just begun. I hope you didn’t have plans tonight for Valentine’s Day. If you did, they just changed! Now lay back and take what I’m gonna give you!”


  Her cunt was a soggy mess. With each probe, the squishing noises from her pussy became more audible, combining with her moans to fill my dressing suite with a cacophony of Sapphic symphony. Candy pounded her head backward on the sofa, her perilous sanity fleeting with the continued pounding of her flesh. Then I got my tongue on her hot pearl again, sending her into orbit. Candy’s second orgasm was immediate and intense. I worked her insides with my long dark fingers as my tongue tortured her bud. And then it happened! A stream of hot, clear liquid, sticky and sweet like a Valentine treat should be, shot from her cunt like Old Faithful.


  Candy drenched my face, but that did little to discourage me. In fact, I found having a beautiful woman squirt on me to possibly be the most erotic experience I’d ever had. I lapped at her sugary production with greed, savoring the marvelous taste of my crazed lover. She was shivering now, teetering with agonizing ecstasy from my assault on her sex. I knew she could take little more, but I wasn’t quite finished with her. And I had my own pressing needs that required attention.


  I stood and looked down on my horny hottie, smiling coyly.


  “It’s time for Ada’s cherry to have a little attention, sweetie-pie,” I chortled. “And you’re gonna give it to me!”


  Candy looked a little spooked, but behind the mask of confusion worked something else—curiosity and a wanton need to please me like I’d pleased her. A hot shiver ran down my spine as I stepped in and lifted her right leg into the air, holding her ankle with a firm grip. I positioned myself by placing my left knee below her crotch and descending upon her, straddling the girl by wrapping my other leg around hers and working my hot, chocolate hoo-ha over her pretty pink confection. When our pussies connected, a bolt of electricity shot from my head to my toes.


  “Ah, fuck! Yes!” I moaned, the heavenly feel of her puffy pink petals against my dusky lips sending another shiver through my core.


  I began humping the curvy girl beneath me, undulating and rotating my hips, the delightful contact of our cunts nearly making me swoon. I moaned again as I developed a rhythm, my dark, wet lips caressing Candy’s flower, the combined wetness of our girly bits creating a hot, slick marinade. Reaching down, I found one of Candy’s giant mounds and tweaked a turgid nipple. She gasped and released a squeal of delight as I worked her pebbled nub. Then I lost myself in her, grinding, bucking, fucking her hot pussy with mine. A liquid warmth filled my core, expanding from my tummy, working its way through my limbs, the first indication from my pleasure center that my rapture was in view. Like a distant storm on the horizon, powerful and menacing, I felt it racing toward its destination. And that’s when I disconnected from her and slithered up her body, straddling her face.


  I shivered and exhaled before looking down at a mystified Candy, her big blue eyes wide and questioning.


  “You’re going to lick my pussy now, girl! You’re going to show Ada Cherry just how much you love her!”


  “I…uh…I…never…” she stammered.


  “Hush, girl,” I instructed. “Lick it like a chocolate lolly!”


  I lowered my hairless pussy onto her mouth, and her eyes went even wider.


  “Get that tongue on my cunt, Candy! Eat my pussy!”


  I grabbed her pigtails roughly and pulled her against my sex. Her tongue shot inside my canal, causing me to yelp with pleasure.


  “Lick it! Love it, baby!” I roared.


  Candy was a quick study. Her tongue seemed to be everywhere while her nose pressed into my clit. My senses were firing on all cylinders. I began humping her like a madwoman, pulling her hair and grinding my hot pussy against her face. White-hot bliss shot through my aching vagina as I roughly rode my lover down lady loving lane. My climax was imminent. The buildup had been overwhelming, and I knew I could hold out no longer. Releasing Candy’s pigtails, I grasped the sides of her head and fucked her face. Maneuvering so that her tongue was in constant contact with my clit, I road down the homestretch. My entire body became light as a feather and despite my frenzied movements, time stood still. Then I exploded, bellowing like a lunatic preacher speaking in tongues. The intensity of my orgasm was earth-shattering, and then the tremors of the first segued into the second and perhaps a third. I wasn’t sure. I’d lost lucidity by then.


  I slumped forward, wet strands of hair sticking to my face as I panted, attempting recovery from the mind-blowing orgasms Candy had coaxed from my pussy. At some point, I scooted down, lying on top of my pale lover. Once we’d caught our breath, we shared a long soulful kiss, tasting the delicious fruit of our respective gardens on each other’s lips. We cuddled for a spell before I finally sat up, still gently stroking the smooth skin of Candy’s leg. Then I gave her a wicked smile and spoke.


  “I hope you enjoyed the Valentine sweets, luv!”


  She smiled back and spoke, not missing a beat this time.


  “I did, Ada. And now I can hardly wait for Easter!” She winked before speaking again. “Maybe you’ll supply me with another shot at your licorice jellybean!”
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