
        
            
                
            
        

    
A hot preview

She looked so beautiful, her hair pulled up, her mouth open. She relaxed, looking up at me with lust in her eyes.

I pulled my fingers out of her mouth and slid my cock back into her. I fucked her mouth and she just took it. She wanted it, she wanted to be my slut, my little cum slut. She wanted to feel my cock sliding in and out of her mouth, in and out of her throat. My cock slid in and out, and I felt myself getting hard again.

 My cock felt stiffer than before, harder. I pulled my cock out of her mouth and grabbed her head, pulling her towards me. I took her mouth and kissed her.               She took my cock and sucked it, and I grabbed her hair, my hand on the back if her head. She responds to me so well, so eagerly.

"Let's go to the bedroom," I said. "I want my cock in your throat."

She nodded, her eyes looking up at me, pleading with me.

I grabbed her and pulled her up, feeling her heavy breasts against my chest. I felt her arms around my neck, and we walked to the bedroom. I put her down on the bed and pulled her head back, opening her mouth.

"Open your mouth," I said, and she did.

 I slid my cock into her mouth, and my cock slid into her throat. She took it, and I began to thrust back and forth. I held myself by the headboard, looking down at her. Her body shifted on the bed, her breasts moving with the motion. She looked up at me, her eyes looking at me, looking into my eyes.

She was mine, I was hers, and neither of us could have anyone else. I fucked her throat, feeling my cock on her tongue, feeling it slide down her throat, feeling her gag on it. She was mine. I grabbed her head and fucked her throat. I felt myself coming, and I pulled my cock out. I watched as I came, shooting my cum into her mouth.

She took it, and swallowed. I felt myself coming, cumming, and she just opened her mouth, taking it all. She swallowed it all, my cum, my jizz…

The Magic Letter: Part III

So who was next, you wonder?

Simple: my best friend from college, Adaria Richardson.

She was gorgeous.

Her skin was smooth and soft, her hair cascading down her back in loose curls that bounced with every step she took. Her bright smile could light up a room, and her infectious laughter was always contagious.

We had been inseparable since the moment we met, bonding over our shared love of literature and late-night conversations about life.

But as I looked at her now, standing in front of me in a tight red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, I couldn't help but feel a new kind of attraction towards her.

I shook my head, trying to push the thoughts away. Adaria was my closest friend, and I didn't want to risk ruining our relationship by acting on my desires.

But as the night went on and the drinks flowed freely, I found myself drawn to her more and more. We danced together, our bodies moving in sync to the pulsing beat of the music, and I felt a surge of electricity between us.

As the night wore on, we found ourselves alone on the balcony of the crowded club, the cool night air a welcome relief from the heat of the dance floor. Adaria leaned against the railing, her eyes closed, her chest rising and falling with each deep breath.

I couldn't resist any longer. I stepped closer to her, my hands finding their way to her waist, pulling her towards me. Her eyes fluttered open, her gaze meeting mine, and I knew then that I had made the right decision.

We kissed, our lips meeting in a frenzy of desire and longing. Our bodies pressed together, her curves fitting perfectly against mine. I ran my hands through her hair, pulling her closer to me, and she moaned softly in response.

We stumbled back into the club, finding a secluded corner where we could be alone.

I kissed her harder, my tongue sliding into her mouth.

She tasted of mint and something else, something uniquely Adaria. I couldn't get enough of her. Her hands were in my hair, pulling me closer to her, and I could feel the heat of her body against mine.

I broke the kiss, gasping for air, my forehead resting against hers. Adaria opened her eyes, and I saw the desire burning in them. She leaned in to kiss me again, and I met her halfway.

We kissed like that for what seemed like hours, lost in our own little world. And in that moment, nothing else mattered but us.

But eventually, we had to pull away. I looked at Adaria, and we both knew what we had just done.

I didn't regret it, and I could see in her eyes that she didn't either. But what came next, I didn't know. All I knew was that I wanted to fuck her hard and rough, and she wanted the same.

We went back to my apartment, me leading her by the hand, following my lead. The second the door closed behind us, we were all over each other, our hands pulling clothes off, desperately searching for each other's bodies.

I stripped Adaria slowly, my hands going over every inch of her skin, memorizing every curve and every valley. And in return, she did the same, her hands running over every inch of me, taking in my body.

I pushed her back onto the bed, climbing on top of her, my body between her legs. I slid my hands up her thighs, pushing her dress up over her hips, running my fingers over the curve of her waist. Adaria moaned as I went further, caressing her until I finally reached my destination.

I slipped my fingers between her legs, feeling the wetness of her panties. Adaria spread her legs, giving me easier access and hinting at what was to come. I pulled her panties to the side, exposing her clit, and I rubbed small circles over it until she was breathing harder, moaning softly into the sweet release of pleasure.

I slid her panties down her legs, kissing her thighs as I did so, dipping my tongue into her belly button. Adaria giggled, squeezing her thighs together as a reflex, trying to stifle the tickling pleasure.

All of a sudden, she sat up, her fingers finding my fly. She undid it, quickly reaching into my pants, pulling out my throbbing erection. Adaria stroked it gently, her fingers dancing over the tip of my cock.

I reached down to pull her dress over her head, sliding her bra straps off her shoulders, exposing the curve of her breasts to me. I kissed her neck, licking the soft skin there, before moving my way down to her breasts.

She groaned as I sucked on her nipples, her hands in my hair, tugging and pushing me into her. I licked and sucked, nibbling on her skin, marking her with the evidence of our encounter. The taste of her was delicious, and I couldn't get enough of her.

Adaria pushed me up, my cock standing straight up, pointing towards my stomach. She climbed on top of me, straddling me with her legs, and slowly lowered herself onto me.

I moaned as I felt myself entering her. She was so tight, she felt so good. She raised up and slid back down my cock, slowly at first, then faster and faster. We kissed as she rode me, our tongues dancing together, her moans muffled by my mouth.

Adaria held my hands, our fingers intertwined, gripping each other tightly as she bounced up and down on me. I felt her pussy tightening around me, her muscles squeezing me, knowing what was coming.

And then suddenly, I felt her cumming.

She moaned loudly, her back arched, her body convulsed with pleasure. I continued fucking her, thrusting into her as she squeezed me tightly. I pulled away from her, watching as she came, her face flushed and her eyes hooded in pleasure.

Her orgasm came suddenly, one minute she was riding me, and the next she was cumming, yelling out in pleasure. I felt her pussy pulsing around me, her hot juices coating my cock. She rocked back and forth, riding out the wave until she was finished.

When she finally settled down, she leaned down, kissing me with all the passion she could muster. Her body was still throbbing from pleasure, and I could feel her heart beating hard against her chest. She was breathing hard, and I could feel her chest rising and falling with each deep breath.

I flipped her onto her back, my cock still buried inside her. I lifted her hips up and lowered them again, making her moan softly. I repeated the movement, my cock sliding in and out of her, thrusting into her gently, but with enough force to make her gasp.

I leaned down and sucked on her nipples, my tongue swirling over them, and I felt her pussy clamp down on my cock. Adaria moaned and I knew she was close to cumming again. She bucked her hips up at me and I knew she was ready.

I pounded into her, my hips slamming into hers and my balls slapping against her ass. Adaria moaned, her body responding to my rhythm, fucking me back and matching my every move.

I fucked her. I fucked her hard. And I fucked her rough.

I felt her pussy begin to tighten around me, and I knew she was cumming again. She moaned loudly, her thighs shaking as she came, her body writhing under my own.

I didn't stop, I didn't slow down. I continued pounding into her, her pussy gripping me, squeezing me, milking my cock until there was nothing left.

I was cumming. I felt pleasure shooting up and down my spine, pleasure coursing through my body, begging for release. I pulled out of her and let my cock go, my cum shooting out of me and landing on her stomach. It was as if my cum was searching for her, desperate to get back inside her, to become one with her.

With my load finished, I lay down on the bed next to Adaria, our bodies pressed against each other, our warm skin soaking in the pleasure of our encounter.

Adaria rolled over to face me, my cum seeping out of her, trickling down her body. We kissed, holding each other close.

"That was amazing," she said, nuzzling me.

"I'm glad you liked it," I said.

"I meant it," she said. "I love you, Jeff." She looked at me, and I saw the truth in her eyes. I knew it was true, and I knew she meant it.

I looked at her, my heart pounding. "I love you too, Adaria."

I held her in my arms, letting her say no more. I knew that would be enough for now.

***

"I want to see you again," I said, as we said our goodbyes.

"I feel the same way," she said, "but I'm not sure that's best for you."

"Why not?" I asked, honestly confused. I had been certain she would feel the same way I did.

"Because I don't want to ruin our friendship. The way I feel about you should just be between us."

"I accept that," I replied, "but I want to see you again. Let me take you out on a proper date. I've never taken you out before, I've just always shown up at your apartment."

"I would like that," she said. "I think I would enjoy that very much."

"Then we're all set?" I asked.

She smiled. "We're all set."

I thought about what she'd told me for a while after she left.

It was going to take a lot of time and thought.

So a few days later, I showed up on her doorstep with a bouquet of her favorite flowers: tulips. She opened the door, her face brightening at the sight of me.

I handed her the flowers and said, "These are for you."

"Thank you," she said, smiling warmly. "I can't wait to go out tonight."

We went out to dinner at an Italian restaurant near my apartment. We talked about everything under the sun, from our childhoods, to our families, to our dreams and goals in life.

The conversation was easy and natural; it felt like we had known each other for years instead of weeks or months. After dinner, we went for a stroll around the city block near my place. We stopped in front of an ice cream shop and grabbed two cones – chocolate chip cookie dough for me

and she chose some sort of raspberry truffle.

"So do you like working at the flower shop?" I asked, as we walked along the street.

"I love it," she said. "I love the job and the people there. I love the flowers and the creativity that goes into the work. It's the best job I've ever had."

We went for a walk in the park and sat on a bench, watching the people go by. I put my arm around her and she leaned against me.

"You know, I've always loved you," I said.

"I know," she said with a smile. "And I've always loved you."

I pulled her closer and kissed her, a slow, lingering kiss. My cock started to stiffen, my heart pounded in my chest. I had waited so long for this moment.

She pulled away and looked at me. "I'm so hot for you, Jeff."

With her hand in mine, we ran down the street, running away from the restaurant, running away from the park, running away from everything.

By the time we finally slowed to a walk again, we were deep in the woods behind her apartment building. I pinned her up against a tree and kissed her, our tongues dancing.

We kissed and groped each other, feeling the heat rising in our bodies. I reached down and unzipped her jeans, unbuttoning them and pulling them and her panties down to her knees. I unbuttoned my own jeans, pulled them down, and my cock sprang free, hard and ready for her.

I took her panties off, bending her over and pressing her against the tree. I lined my cock up with her pussy and eased it inside her, her juices coating me.

She moaned and ground against me, taking my cock into her pussy.

I thrust into her. I fucked her as hard as I could. My cock plunged into her, slapping against her slick pussy. I reached around and stuck my finger in her ass and found her tight little hole. She gasped as I made my way in, moving my finger back and forth, in and out, deeper and deeper with each thrust.

She moaned in pleasure, her pussy gripping me, her ass tight around my finger. I reached around to her clit and massaged it hard, faster and faster, harder and harder, feeling her heart beat, feeling her body respond to my touch.

I felt her pussy begin to tighten around me, and I knew she was cumming. She moaned loudly, her thighs shaking as she came, her body writhing under my own. She bucked her hips up at me, and I knew she was ready.

I didn't stop, I didn't slow down. I continued pounding into her, her pussy gripping me, squeezing me, milking my cock until there was nothing left.

I was cumming, I felt pleasure shooting up and down my spine, pleasure coursing through my body, begging for release. I pulled out of her and let my cock go, my cum shooting out of me and landing on her stomach.

She moaned and rubbed my seed into her skin, just like Rochelle had. It was as if my girls were marking themselves with my cum.

With my load finished, I held her in my arms, our bodies pressed against each other, our warm skin soaking in the pleasure of our encounter.

"That was amazing," she said, nuzzling me.

"I'm glad you liked it," I said.

"I meant it," she said. "I love you, Jeff." She looked at me, and I saw the truth in her eyes. I knew it was true, and I knew she meant it.

But she hadn't yet called me Master... And that's what I wanted to hear, really.

We kissed, holding each other close.

"I love you too, Adaria."

I wanted to hear her call me Master. But I knew that, for now, she hadn't fully accepted me. Not yet.

For now, it was enough for me to have her love. For now, I have her.

We went back to my apartment, and she stayed the night, the next morning I took her back to her place.

But that didn't mean I wasn't going to see her again.

I just had to wait for her to fully accept me.

I had to wait for her to understand that we were meant to be together.

For now, I had to be patient.

"When will we see each other again?" she asked, as we said our goodbyes. "Soon," I replied, "I want to meet your friend."

***

"Hello, Master," Rochelle said, walking up to me.

I was sitting in the restaurant, waiting for Adaria, who had finally called me earlier that day and told me she was ready to meet my latest harem conquest.

I stood up, facing Rochelle. She looked amazing in her black dress, her hair in a ponytail, with a thin silver chain around her neck.

"Good to see you," I said, warmly drawing her to me with a kiss.

"I'm glad to see you too, Master," she said, looking up at me. "I've been worried about you. I was afraid you were avoiding me."

"No, no," I said, smiling. "I just wanted to give you some time."

She looked down at the floor, blushing. "Thank you, Master."

I looked around. "Where is Adaria?"

"She's coming," Rochelle said. "She's running a bit behind."

I nodded.

A moment later, I saw her walking through the restaurant, her heels clacking along the checkered tile floor. Her hair was swept up into a bun, her face was beatific, a warm smile on her face.I could tell she was into me. She was ready to submit. And I knew she was mine.

I could tell by the way she looked at me when she saw me. There was something different in her eyes.

I walked up to her and kissed her forehead. "Hello, Adaria," I said.

She blushed and nodded politely.

I took her hand. "This is Rochelle," I said. "You've met her before."

Rochelle nodded to her. "Good to see you again," she said.

"You as well," she said, smiling nervously all the while.

"Let's sit down," I said. We walked to a table in back.

"You look wonderful," Adaria said, sitting down.

"Thank you," Rochelle said. "So do you."

We talked for a while and soon the discussion turned to sex.

They both wanted to serve me that night, and so I brought them back to my place. They were soon both naked, spread, and collared before me.

"On your knees," I ordered, and they both obeyed

Rochelle opened her mouth to service my cock, looking up at me with a pleading, desperate look. I knew how badly she needed to have her mouth stuffed with dick, especially her master's huge cock.

I pushed my cock deep into her mouth, and she gagged, nearly choking on it. I smiled, amused by her plight.

I looked down at Adaria and saw she was watching. She was looking at my cock go into Rochelle's mouth, watching her breasts push out as she took me down into her throat. I smiled at her, knowing she wanted to do the same.

"Adaria," I said, looking down at her. "You want to know what it feels like to take my big cock down your throat?"

She looked down at Rochelle and then back at me, biting her lip. I could see the excitement in her eyes.

"Say it," I said, "I know you do."

She licked her lips. "I do, Master," she said. "I want to feel your cock in me. I want to taste it, to feel it in my mouth."

I pulled my cock out of Rochelle's mouth. "Then take it," I said, my cock in front of her face. "If you want it, you need to take it."

She nodded, blushing. Yes, she was mine. She reached for my cock and I let her take it into her mouth. She sucked it down in one go, surprising me. She began to work it, her mouth sliding down it, into her throat. It wasn't long before she was deep throating me.

I looked down at Rochelle. "Now you," I said to her.

She nodded and began to service my cock, almost as well as Adaria was.

"Yes," she said, her voice barely a whisper. "I do."

I nodded. "Then kneel down, and I'll teach you."

She bent down, and my cock slid between her lips. Her warm, wet tongue slipped around me, and I moaned, enjoying the sensation.I looked down at her, and I knew she was mine...

And I was hers.

I began to thrust into her and she took me, her mouth eager to please me. She began to take in my cock again, her mouth eager to please me.

She looked up at me, her eyes pleading with me.

I pulled away from her. "You want me to fuck your throat?" I asked her.

She nodded.

"Beg me, slut," I said.

She squirmed. "Please fuck my throat," she said. "Please, master, fuck my throat. Take my mouth, take my throat."

I pressed my cock against her lips. She opened her mouth, and I slid it in. I fucked her throat, and she moaned, savoring it.

I felt pleasure shoot up and down my spine, pleasure coursing through my body. It felt so good to be moving my cock in and out of a mouth. To feel the pleasurable sensation of my cock as it moved over a tongue, as it ran over the soft warm skin of a woman's throat.

I wanted to feel this pleasure all the time. I wanted my cock in her mouth, in her wet mouth, on her tongue and in her throat, in her pussy. I wanted this with all the women I had. Especially Adaria. I had to have her, to have her in all the ways I could.

 I increased my pace, thrusting my cock into her mouth faster, feeling the rough stubble of her tongue against my cock. She felt so good...

And then I felt myself coming. I felt my cock stiffen, my cock becoming hard, and I shot my cum into her throat. She took it, swallowing, drinking my cum. She absorbed it, drank it all down.

I pulled out of her mouth and opened her mouth, looking inside. She had swallowed it all. I felt the lust rush through my body, the desire. I'd never felt anything like it.

I took two fingers and put them into her mouth. "Lick them," I said to her.

She obeyed, licking my fingers.

"Good girl," I said, pushing my fingers into her mouth. "Good girl."

She looked so beautiful, her hair pulled up, her mouth open. She relaxed, looking up at me with lust in her eyes.

I pulled my fingers out of her mouth and slid my cock back into her. I fucked her mouth and she just took it. She wanted it, she wanted to be my slut, my little cum slut. She wanted to feel my cock sliding in and out of her mouth, in and out of her throat. My cock slid in and out, and I felt myself getting hard again.

 My cock felt stiffer than before, harder. I pulled my cock out of her mouth and grabbed her head, pulling her towards me. I took her mouth and kissed her.               She took my cock and sucked it, and I grabbed her hair, my hand on the back if her head. She responds to me so well, so eagerly.

"Let's go to the bedroom," I said. "I want my cock in your throat."

She nodded, her eyes looking up at me, pleading with me.

I grabbed her and pulled her up, feeling her heavy breasts against my chest. I felt her arms around my neck, and we walked to the bedroom. I put her down on the bed and pulled her head back, opening her mouth.

"Open your mouth," I said, and she did.

 I slid my cock into her mouth, and my cock slid into her throat. She took it, and I began to thrust back and forth. I held myself by the headboard, looking down at her. Her body shifted on the bed, her breasts moving with the motion. She looked up at me, her eyes looking at me, looking into my eyes.

She was mine, I was hers, and neither of us could have anyone else. I fucked her throat, feeling my cock on her tongue, feeling it slide down her throat, feeling her gag on it. She was mine. I grabbed her head and fucked her throat. I felt myself coming, and I pulled my cock out. I watched as I came, shooting my cum into her mouth.

She took it, and swallowed. I felt myself coming, cumming, and she just opened her mouth, taking it all. She swallowed it all, my cum, my jizz...

"Thank you master," she breathed. she looked so happy having swallowed my cum. "This is where i'm meant to be."
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