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Sitting naked on the biggest, softest
bed Tara had ever known, she gazed through the open door of the
bathroom, eyes fixed on the shadowed image of the naked man just
behind the glass door of the shower.

He is exactly what she had dreamed:
tall, broad-shouldered, raven black hair. Eyes, penetrating,
seductive, and erotic; dark, mystic brown and his hands… oh his
hands, she thought, her body trembling. A cool chill; arousal
bursting through her body as images; recently memories of his hands
grasping her breasts shot through her.

It was only a few hours ago that they
met each other in the real for the first time, chatting lovers for
months, keeping each other aroused on those cold nights alone; the
heartache. Yet now they were in front of each other, alone, in the
flesh, desires peaking, riding the private elevator up to the Grand
Suite they had both save up to pay for.

After all those months of chatting
online; fingering her pussy with the images of him taking her,
fucking her, and filling her with his cum, she wanted to take him
right there, fuck him in that instant, but he held her away,
straight armed, against the wall of the elevator.

“No,” he said. “Not yet. Not
yet, things such as this are worth waiting just a little longer,”
he said. His voice deep and dark like a growl, causing her entire
body to shake with anticipation.

Yet, seconds later her desires became
reality, not even getting a few feet past the entrance of the Grand
Suite before feeling him ripping her blouse and skirt away from
her, tossing her small framed body against the glass window looking
out across the Miami landscape. He had told her the day before what
he wanted to do to her, yet it wasn’t until that moment that Tara
really believed his words to be true; her silk red panties falling
from her body, cleanly cut away with the knife he was holding.
Naked and breathless, her heart racing like never before, pussy
dripping with desire, she had never wanted anything more than what
was going to happen in the moments that followed.

 

“I’m going to fuck you hard,
eat you out, lick every part of your hot, gorgeous body and then
fuck you again and again,” he grunted. Pushing her harder against
the glass, her large breasts shoved against the slightly warm glass
window; she braced herself against the glass, pink nipples
scratching the surface.

One of his hands grasped her by the
neck, holding her in place as the other slid down her back,
clutching, spanking her ass cheeks before, crimping to the side,
gripping her thighs, pulling her low half away from the
window.

With Tara’s ass up and away from the
window, her lover quick pulled down his pants, stepping out of them
before slapping the underside of his already stiff, hardened cock
against the crack of her firm rounded ass cheeks.

“Fuck me,” she begged,
“Please, God, do it, do as you said and fuck me… fuck---,” Tara
gasped. Finding herself breathless in that moment, she could feel
him inside her, his cock slamming into her, to the hilt, pounding
her back against the glass window. He was relentless, the full
weight of his body against her, ramming up into her pussy, hands
grasping her sides as the onslaught of hot, deep, penetrating sex
continued to build until finally, in what seemed to be only minutes
to her she came. Hot and heavy, the long waiting anticipation of
being fucked so hard, taking its tool upon her as she saturated
both his cock and her inner thighs with her thick, sticky
nectar.

“Fuck…fuck, my GOD,” Tara
gasped, falling down to her knees, her body totally wasted; gasping
for breath, beads of sweat massing across her naked body. “Fuck,
that was good,” she breathed deeply, her orgasm slowly fading as
she felt her body lift up from the floor. Scooping her up her
walked over to the bed, placing Tara gently on the fine silk
covers, her legs slight hanging off the foot of the bed, Tara knew
what was coming, as she began to spread her legs only to feel him
quickly stopping her by slapping her thighs with the back of his
hand.

“Stop… this is my desert,”
he said, arching her ass upward, her pussy lips spreading her wide
open. Tara watched him turn away from her and pick up an open
bottle of Champagne, falling on his knees between her legs. He took
two fingers and split her pussy wide open. He held it there before
taking the top of the bottle and pouring the expensive malt into
her pussy.

“Fuck!” Tara screamed, the
feeling of the wine shooting through her body, it was incredible.
The bubbles, the carbonation tingled and burned through her, as
more and more of the extravagant liquid poured into her pussy, only
to suddenly feel his entire mouth between her thighs, his tongue
deep inside her, lips pressing against the opening of her pussy. He
began sucking the champagne out of her. His tongue lapped at the
Champaign, as he drank it from her aroused pussy, the feeling of it
all rising inside her, as orgasm after orgasm shot through her
small, seductive frame.

She whimpered.

Gulping for breath as he continue
licking, lapping, sucking, drinking that champagne from her pussy,
only to have another round, and another, until the bottle was
empty.

“Did you orgasm?” he asked
darkly, a smile brimming from ear-to-ear as he climbed back on top
of her, her legs up against his chest, knees bent over his
shoulders, the heels of her feet, resting against his back, he
gazed deeply into Tara’s shimmering eyes.

“How many times?” he asked,
licking his lips, brushing them slightly over hers. His hands were
everywhere, over her, around her, inside her. In the heat of things
she felt as if she was floating. Hands firm, rough to the touch,
lips brushing against each other, tongue passionately snaking
between her lips, seducing her in an instant, tangling against her
tongue, fighting for dominance in the warmth of her lush, moist
mouth.

By this time Tara was already dripping
wet again, pussy drenched, her hot nectar dripping; sopping the
flesh of her inner thighs, she couldn’t help herself; hand reaching
between his thighs, fingers curling around his huge cock as she
spread her pussy open with her other hand; plunging his cock deep
into her. Pumping her hips against him, hands on his ass cheeks,
over and over again, he held her against the bed with his cock;
fucking her harder, rougher than she had ever been fucked
before.

Within minutes they both came. Cum
squirted out of her tight pussy, drenching his cock. She screamed,
her entire body convulsed against him with a pleasure she had never
known before. waves of pleasure, shooting through every inch of her
body, she felt alive, no longer alone, no longer empty inside… she
had found the man of her dreams… the man that would keep her warm
through the cold nights, and be by her side from that moment
on.
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