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“Thank you so much for being
my ride tonight,” Rissa smiled, the dim illumination of the lights
in the bar emphasizing her slightly tanned skin. “I so needed this
night out with my friends.” She added standing up from the round
table, hands planted flat against the hard wood as she gazed down
at him, her lush brown eyes locking on to his for a moment before
she pushed herself upward, a slight jiggle of her breasts bouncing
through her tight red blouse, exposing the slight rounds of her
cleavage, as she stood up from the table.

“The first round of drinks
are on me girls,” she yelled, hands raised, dancing near the table,
her body twirled hard; contorted, the perfection of the female body
blessing his sight. She laughed, stopping; beaming the perfect
rounds of her ass, in front of them before making her way across
the dance floor heading towards the bar.

“She’s right you know,” her
friend Jane yelled, flicking the strands of her dirty-blond hair
away from her face, her illuminating blue eyes locking onto his as
she spoke loudly, “She’s been needing this for a while now after
dealing with that ass of a man, no offense meant to you Ross,
you’ve always been pretty cool with us gals.” She said.

“Was he really that bad?”
Ross asked, momentarily looking away, eyes roaming across the
floor, quickly locking onto Rissa’s backside, the firm, bottom
rounds of her ass sticking out of her micro-mini shorts; hips
striding back and forth, the trim of her top exposing her tanned
flesh; partial hidden tattoo’s, both front and back, as she made
her way to the bar.

“Fuck yeah!” Sasha, her
other friend, shouted out, quickly turning her head towards him;
her long auburn hair whipping across her shoulders. “Fucker never
really reciprocated her love.” She sighed deeply, “Was more of a
wham, bam, thank you bitch kind of guy, getting himself off was all
he really cared about, always left her hanging, if you know what I
mean.” She added.

“Wow,” Ross said shaking his
head in disgust, “It’s fuckers like that, which make it hard for
nice guys to find a woman that will trust them.” He sighed. “Why do
you girls always seem to fall for the wrong man?” he
asked.

“Sadly, you can’t control
who you fall in love with,” Jane exhaled deeply as if remembering a
scum of a man from her past.

“The heart wants what the
heart wants,” Sasha sighed, “and sometime the pussy won’t listen to
the heart.” She giggled. “We’re not all innocent women; sometimes
we just need a good fuck too.” She added.

“SASHA!” Jane yelled, “We’re
not all whores you know.”

“OH please like you never
gave it up just because you had that itch to scratch.”

“WOW… OKAY THEN,” Ross said,
looking back toward Riss as she made her way back to the table,
drinks in hand; a flash tore through his mind, a moment of
darkness; face pressed against heated warmth; spicy scented perfume
of Riss upon his nostrils, her body shaking as he knelt down in
front of her, taking in the erotica aroma of her pussy for the
first time.

“Okay girls I got these for
us,” Riss smiled, forcing Ross to come back to reality, as she
placed the medium sized glasses of orange looking liquid with what
appeared to be silver flakes circling the bottom of the glass in
front of them.

“What… what is this?” Sasha
asked, flicking her long hair off to one side as she gazed at the
glass of liquor.

“Looks like Glow,” Ross
said. “A mixture of Premium Vodka, Moscato and natural peach
flavor. The sliver looking specks in the mixture is actual silver,
which really sticks out when you see it in the bottle or even the
glass.” He said. It’s supposed to add a sense of luxury to the mix”
he added.

“Someone knows their
liquor.” Jane said, cocking her head to one side, giving Ross a
slight erotic gazed, while licking her lips with the tip of her
tongue.

“No not really,” Ross
smiled, “I bought a bottle of that for my little sister for
Christmas, kind of had to do some research to find out where I
could buy it.” He said.

“Shit,” Riss yelled, sitting
down at the table. “A co-worker told me about it a while back, said
she had the blueberry version and that it tasted extravagant, so I
knew I wanted to try it first coming here tonight.” She smiled,
grabbing her glass, placing the edge against her lush moist lips
and sipping the fruity filled flavor of the liquor.

“Mmmm, damn it’s good,” Joan
shot out, downing the entire glass.

“It does have a nice sense
of extravagance,” Sasha giggled, “Much better than other things
I’ve swallowed in the past,” she smiled, batting her eyes towards
Ross, before downing her glass in a few quick gulps.

“SASHA” Joan yelled giggling
slightly, her face turning a bit red, “We don’t need to hear about
your sexual exploits,” she added.

“You need to watch it girl,”
Sasha said looking at Riss, “you know your small frame can’t handle
liquor all that well, we want you to enjoy the moment with us
tonight, but not to the point of waking up tomorrow sick as all
hell.” She said.

“She right Riss, ”This is
your first day of freedom again, you’re a single beeeatch, now,
don’t get so wasted that Ross has to carry you into your house
later on tonight.”

“I don’t see that as a bad
thing,” Riss giggled, “I could think of a lot worse things than
being carried over the archway by a strong, sexy, man like Ross,”
she said, eyes locked onto his from across the table.

“Fuck, flirting much,” Joan
giggled.

“Looks like someone’s
already on the prowl to spread eagle again,” Sasha
laughed.

“Ross,” Joan said as she
slanted towards him, so only he could hear her, “She’s already
getting a little tipsy, so in about another half hour or so, when
she wants to start dancing on the table can you promise us that
you’ll take her home and walk her in her house?” she
asked.

“Not a problem, I was
planning on it anyway.” He said.

“Stop flirting with my
designated driver!” Riss shouted from the other side of the table.
“He’s not on sale tonight,” she giggled, taking another sip of her
drink.

“Getting frisky much?” Sasha
giggled.

“No… I just plan on him to
finish what he stated a few years ago.” Riss smiled, a quick flash
of the past running through her thoughts, the feeling of his face
pressing between her open thighs as she stood in the room of
complete darkness. She could feel the tips of his rough fingers
touching her the back of her claves; hands romancing up her back
thigh, cupping her lush ass cheeks as he pressed himself deeper
into her waist.

“Finish what he started?”
Joan asked. “What you talking about girl?” She asked
Riss.

“It’s nothing,” she quickly
shot back, eyes locked onto Ross’s as she again took along sip of
her glow, she could feel the warmth of the liquor running through
her body, giving her the courage she needed to address that night
those years ago, the night their group of friends played hide and
seek in the dark unlit building. The night she came upon him
unknowingly kneeling in the room, face planting him between her
open thighs.

“Waitress,” Riss woke from
her thoughts, heat overwhelming her inner thighs, she took a deep
breath, hearing his deep vice echo through her.

“Yes sir?” A young blond
woman suddenly walked up their table.

“Can I get three princess
shots for these lovely ladies?” he asked. “Extra princess for the
gal on the end.” He added.

“Not a problem stud,” the
waitress said, smiling slightly, as she trotted off towards the
bar, swaying her ass back and forth as Riss shot an evil gaze upon
her.

“Princess Shots?” Sasha
asked.

“Since Riss wants me to
finish what I started, I thought I’d speed things up,” Ross smiled,
“The shot is ½ Vodka shot, ¼ watermelon pucker, ¼ Whisky sour mix,
taste like a pink starburst and will have Riss dancing the table in
20 minutes easy.” Ross added, his eyes locked to Riss, who narrowed
her eyes, gulping down the last of her glow.

“Bring it,” she yelled
across the table in a dark, almost ominous voice.

“Brought,” Ross laughed as
the waitress returned with their drinks. The bright almost neon
pink liquor sat in six shot glasses.

“Two… two rounds? Joan
giggled, “Someone playing dirty.” She added.

“No just being nice, figured
the first round you girls would want to savor the flavor so to
speak.” Ross said.

 

“Mmmm this shits good,”
Sasha yelled, already savoring the first shot.

“Yeah it is,” Jane said, her
eyes flicking back and forth from Ross and Rissa, easily taking
notice to the heated intensity growing between the both of them.
“But it’s nowhere as good as the shots she’s going to get later on
I suspect,” she said quietly to herself.
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Waking slowly Riss found herself in
complete darkness, back resting against her pillows and the
headboard. Her blouse removed; her shorts, panties and bra the only
protecting her from complete nakedness.

“Is… is he going to do it?”
she asked herself, breathing deeply, the idea; the thought of
feeling him between her thighs again causing her body to shake with
anticipation, desire; fear. She could feel herself heating up
inside; pussy quivering to her perverted thoughts, images of his
lips upon her, fingers reaching deep inside.

“Will I finally know how it
should have been that night, those years ago?” she questioned. She
could feel him in an instant, fingers; rough, grasping the sides of
her shorts. Gazing down between her thighs she could see him, the
dark illuminated outline of his face in the shadows, looking up
towards her as he tugged her shorts down her upper
thighs.

Red velvet panties, soaked through,
drenched with her spicy, erotic scent slowly filled her bedroom;
her shorts gliding further down her thighs, all the while his eyes
remained locked to hers; tongue out, gliding; moistening his lush
full lips with the tip.

“Are you sure you want to go
this far?” Ross asked pulling her shorts away, tossing them the
floor; fingers slowly trailing up her inner calf; warm, moist lips
against her tanned heated flesh, he kissed her inner calf; mouth
open widely, tongue gliding over her flesh taking in the lush salty
taste of sweat mixed with perfume.

“Ple… please, please,” Riss,
twisted; body shaking; tremors breaking through her, the hot seeded
passion, the yearning of need and desire from deep within breaching
across her body.

“You pulled away those years
ago,” he whispered, the tips of his fingers grazing across her
flesh, “Alone in that room, we could have, I could have, would
have...” He added, not stopping; small lush kisses roaming further
up her body, as his hands moved further up her upper
thighs.

“Please… please Ross, don’t
stop… I wasn’t ready then, you were my mentor I… I… was so caught
off guard…,” Riss begged. Arms gliding down her sides, fingers
tangling into his locks of hair as he licked further up her body
till his face was dead even with her panty covered
pussy.

“Please?,” Ross sighed,
smile forming on his face; dropping into her, his lips against the
fabric, tongue tasting her sweet, warm nectar through her panties,
the heavenly scent filling his nostrils; he moaned deeply to her
natural perfume, loving the scent.

“PLE… please, fuck please,
please!” Riss gasped airlessly. Feeling him for the first time upon
her. A perverse dream; a long yearning to be devoured; pussy French
kissed, clitoris licked and sucked hard; rough, by the man she
loved since before she was adult. “I so need this now; I want it,
want you to eat… to eat me, devour my tight pussy, the way that I
know only to can,” she added. Her own words embarrassing her as
they echoed through her bedroom.

“Is this you or the alcohol
I wonder?” Ross whispered, hands roaming up her sides, passing the
straps of her panties, only to sink under her bra; tips grasping
her aroused nipples; hands cupping, squeezing her firm
tits.

“It’s me… It’s me,” Riss
purred, the feeling of his mouth pressing through her panties;
sucking, slurping her perverted juices as his hands kneaded her
breasts; thumbs striking roughly over her hard, pink nipples. “Fuck
its… it’s the me I always wanted to be for you.” Riss squealed, her
head jerking from side-to-side.

“The me you always wanted to
be?” Ross asked, smiling slightly before pressing his face back
across her panty covered mound, deeply moaning, forcing the
vibration of his heavy deep moan through her lower half. “What
should I do with these?” he teased her, lips sucking the fabric of
her panties into his mouth, biting down on her panties, tugging at
them.

“Take… take them off…
please.” Riss plead, tangling her fingers into the soft strands of
his head, lips sliding across her hips, the tip of his tongue
racing roughly over her opening.

“Please… Please take off my
panties,” She pleaded as she sighed, a slight crimson hue masking
over her face as her own words resonated through her bedroom again,
embarrassing her even more.

“Panties?” Ross teased, his
fingers sliding away from her breasts, sliding her damp, nectar
stained panties down her thighs, revealing her lush trimmed pussy
to Ross’s eyes. The scent of her natural perfume ever so enticing;
the fragrance driving Ross crazy with desire and lust.

“Please… devour me… eat me
out, ravish my pussy like you were going to back then, that night,”
Rissa gasped, her blood boiling; craving to feel Ross’s tongue
lashing over her pussy, to feel the tip of her lovers tongue, her
lips over her clitoris, taking her like a beast in the
night.

“Please… please Ross,” Rissa
paused, only to thrash her head back against her pillow, a wave of
fervent bliss tore through her like a razor sharp knife.

“Mmmmm,” she gasped, pushing
her back hard against the bed. The tips of Ross’s fingers drilling
into her, devouring her as he slowly pumped them in and out of her
body, forcing Riss to gasp in heavy, drawn out pants as her body
continued to respond instinctively to his taunts.

“You know you like this…
admit it,” Ross gasped before slowly draping his lips down the
sharp, naked curves of Rissa’s hot, perfectly sculpted body. His
tongue lapping across the wetness of her heated flesh, before
lifting Riss thighs up over his shoulders, holding her in place as
he slammed his face into her hips, his open mouth inches away from
her opening.

“Fuck… yes,” Riss gasped,
the intensity of her lovers breath driving over her slit, forcing
pleasures of lust to mass across her body.

“You taste as sweet as I
always imagined,” Ross hissed, his voice muffled by Rissa’s pussy
as his voice echoed through her, pouring shivers through her body
once more.

“Fuck…fucking yes,” Rissa
gasped, biting down on her bottom lip, eyes shut tightly as Ross
continued to pressed his fingers against her once more, arching his
fingers inward, slowly sliding them between Rissa’s outer lips,
flicking the tip of his tongue across her aroused clitoris, driving
his fingers deeply inside.

“Fuck… fuck,” Ross suddenly
slammed his face against Rissa’s mound, his lips sucking her clit
as he drove his fingers into Riss continuously, each stroke forcing
Riss to gasps as her body twitched with elation, causing the heat
inside to build.

It was then in that moment, that half
breathe that something deep inside her snapped something in her
mind gave to the overriding pleasures.

“Suck… suck it, lick it
harder,” Riss gasped quietly, her voice echoing like a sunken
whisper, her mind and body giving fully into the
pleasure.

Harder… lick me harder, devour your
pussy” she demanded, her words finding sound as Ross responded to
her demands, mouth slopping over her clit, sucking hard into her;
tongue lashing repeatedly over the edges forcing chills of lust to
erupt over Rissa’s heated body.

“I knew… I knew you were
like me, ever since that night I could feel it” Ross broke away for
a moment as he roped one of his arms over the back of her thighs,
the tips of his fingers slicing into her ripe, hard ass, fingers
from his other hand continued to drill into Rissa, forcing her to
pant her words as she tried to fight back.

“Fuc…fuck, fuck, fuck,”
Rissa purred deeply, feeling Ross stretching her out even more, the
friction of his fingers scraping against her inner walls in just
the right way that it engulfed her body with a sudden burst of
desire.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,”
Riss gasped again, pitching forward as she drove her nails across
Ross’s back, scraping deeply against his flesh as she dug into his
shoulders.

“Fuck… fucking hell,” she
gasped; she could feel Ross pressing against her clitoris again,
his tongue lashing wildly over her.

“Fuck… fuck… I fucking love
it, I fucking love it,” Riss shouted, loving the softness of his
flesh; hands pressed across her body, squeezing breast, the warmth,
the power of Ross’s tongue hitting her in just the right place
repeatedly as he devoured her from deep inside.

“Mmm, I love your scent, the
intoxicating aroma of your pussy,” Ross panted, his, heavy, deep
voice exciting Riss even more as he pulled at her pussy lips with
his teeth. “I fell in love with this scent; your scent that night,”
he said grazing her flesh before pressing her lips over her slit,
gliding them down the center, his tongue pressing up against the
ceiling of her pussy, hitting her in just the right spot as spikes
of ecstasy ran through her.

“This is your G-spot,” Ross
purred, pushing the tip of his tongue up against the ceiling of
Rissa’s pussy. “The few guys before me, probably never touch it,”
he added.

“FUCKING SHIT,” Riss panted,
bursts of colored lights flashed through her eyes as the heat
inside her erupted through her body like an intense wave of fire.
“None… No one, none of them ever went down on me,” she blabbed, her
words surprising him slightly, the new found knowledge that she was
a cunnilingus virgin.

“A shame, you taste so
fucking good,” Ross moaned, tongue dipping, driving deeply into her
once more before encasing his lips around her opening.

“FUCK… FUCK,” Rissa panted,
gasping for breath as she tangled her fingers into his hair, only
to feel him suddenly humming against her pussy, the vibrations of
Ross’s rant sending shivers up and down her spine as she felt
herself building towards her peak, the tip of his tongue continuing
to rake across her recently discovered g-spot.

“Ross… I… I think I’m
cumming,” Rissa gasped, having never been lick-fucked
before.

“You think?” he asked never
breaking away from her pussy, as he continued to consume her; hard
and rough, increasing the pressure of his tongue upon her heavenly
insides.

“I’m… I’m cumming, dear fuck
I’m cumming so fucking hard.” She gasped, panting for breath, her
heart pounding; body melting to the intense pleasured assault
thrashing through her.

“Gooooooooood,” Ross hissed
in a long drawn out moan which trembled through Rissa’s body as his
free arm roped around the other side of her ass, the tip of one of
his fingers suddenly dipping into her asshole, slashing pleasures
beyond anything she had ever imagined when it came to anal
penetration.

“FUCK… FUCK… I’m… I’m gonna
cum, gonna fucking cum,” Riss gasped repeatedly. Body covered in a
gleam of sweat; strands of her long raven hair sparkling to the
continued thrashing she made with her head.

“Mmmmmmmm,” he pressed his
lips around her opening, moaning deep into her insides. Her pussy
instinctively clamped down around Ross’s tongue, forcing more
resistance between them as he scraped slowly against her inner
walls, pouring waves of ecstasy through her again, and
again.

“Gonna cum… gonna fucking
cum all over your fucking face,” Riss squealed, trying to hold onto
her release, wanting, needing to feel as much of Ross around her
for as long as she could.

“Ross, fuck yes Ross,” Rissa
gasped, only to feel something inside her break once more,
something giving in as she found herself almost demanding him to
make her cum.

“Come on, you fucking
bastard,” Riss hissed, roughly slapping the flesh of her lovers
back; intense crimson impressions of her hands welting through his
flesh. “Make me cum… eat my pussy, eat your pussy, devour it,
FUCKING DEVOUR ME” Riss demanded and begged at the same time, eye
fluttering to the growing assault, the mounting speed of his lips
and tongue inside her pussy while at the same time his fingers
plunged into her again, and again.

“Fuck… Fuck yes Ross, yes
Ross,” Rissa purred like a cat in heat, feeling a wave of intensity
washing across her entire body, her moans quick dying off into an
erotic series of quick, breathy pants and gasps as she came like a
river into his mouth. Her delectable, sweet tasting nectar drowning
him as he swallowed every bit of her enchanting flavor.

Exhausted, Rissa gazed into his
shimmer eyes, the pleasure he placed upon her mixed with the
alcohol from earlier, forced her to finally give in, eyes becoming
heavy, she fell asleep with him still between her thighs; a nirvana
of pleasures consuming her mind.

“When you wake up, we’ll see
how you this really was,” he whispered, eyes looking up at her,
through the breathtaking peaks breasts, fingers draping softly over
her thighs as he continued feasting upon his prize.
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