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One

Surprise night
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Long nights alone can get lonely, every girl has there own was of dealing with this “loneliness” but nothing beats your man coming home early, an unexpected and sexy surprise to you. 

Almost midnight, yet all the lights in the house are on, you are still up switching the laundry, washer running water for a new cycle, dryer humming its warm tune you lean back against the counter and contemplate if you are going to stay up and switch the loads again or head to that cold lonely bed. Your mind begins to wander to the soft feel of your freshly laundered sheets and how nice sleep may feel.

You hear the laundry door creek, your eyes fly open, heart racing, what was that. To your absolute surprise you see your man is standing in the doorway just watching you, a slight smirk, eyes soft and glued to you in your undies and long tank.  As your eyes meet his, your heart rate changes, a different kind of race, a smile spreads across your face as you fall forward into his arms. As he wraps his arms around your waist you can feel the heat between your bodies. His strong fingers are sliding oh so softly up the center of your back. Your fingertips wrapped gently around the back of his neck pulling him in for soft long kisses. You can feel the desire building in your body just from his touch, his smell, his want for you. Your fingers slide around the collar of his shirt finding the top button. First button open, second is sliding into your fingertips his hands slide down the crook of your back, down each side of your ass, each hand gripping each ass cheek as if it may slip away. He pulls your body in close, you can feel his manhood bulging against you. You feel yourself trying to catch your breath as you let out a soft wanting moan. Your fingers seem to have a mind of their own racing down the buttons to get to his pants and belt. He lifts you, spins you, setting you on top of that warm humming dryer. His fingers lift your shirt, fingertips skimming lightly up your sides as he slides your shirt up and off in one smooth motion. Oh, the feel of his touch, your breath catching in your throat. Somehow your fingers found his belt buckle, button and zipper all on their own. His jeans and belt drop to the floor in a light thud, he does not even seem to notice as his mind is only on you, his lips on your neck, soft kisses starting just behind your ear, down your neck, hands sliding your undies off in the softest smoothest motion, kisses across your collar bone, down to your breasts, nipples hard as if they are begging to be twirled by his tongue. You thrust your body forward, sliding your pubic bone against his growing erection. Leaning your shoulders back you are able to lift your legs, knees bent you are able to hook your toes around the waist band of his boxers. Sliding them down over his hips and feeling them drop to the floor. His erection, so hard, so warm against you. But just then he slides you backwards and runs his tongue down your torso in one swift motion finding your throbbing clit. Tongue twirling and sucking you feel yourself let go, waves of orgasms flow through your body, not sure if you can handle anymore, he runs his tongue back up across your stomach, his hands gripping your ass slides you back forward to him. Your mind is not focused on what is happening as he wraps one arm aro und your ass and his throbbing cock in the other, guiding his full erection into you, slow at first, you moan and lean back thrusting your hips forward, your legs wrapping themselves around him. He thrusts again removing his hand from his cock and sliding it around your mid back, pulling your body into him, him into you, deep, tight, wet. The thrusts get faster, harder, your bodies match in rhythm. He tips you backward his teeth lightly scrape your nipple, the lightest nip. This sends you into another exploding, throbbing, breathtaking orgasm. As you are mid moan you feel him throbbing and pulsing inside you, his moans so sexy through grit teeth, his grip on you tightening with every pulse you feel inside you. A few more quick hard thrusts and you feel his body relax, his grip still around you but not as tight. He is holding himself inside you, he knows you love that. Both trying to catch your breath, you feel as if the heat in the room has skyrocketed. 

As your heartrates slow and your breathing starts to come back to normal, your mind starts to clear, and you see the rather large bag of dirty laundry sitting in the doorway behind the man you just made hot, unworldly love to on your dryer. Augh mood killer, that over tired, absolute exhausted feeling rushes back as you grab for the bag. He sees the upset in your eyes, the instant change in your demeanor and softly grabs your arm, spins you around to him and tells you it can wait. In one swift motion he sweeps you off your bare feet, stepping over your tank, undies and his clothes still laying on the floor where they fell. picking you up like he hasn’t done in years. Kicking the mood killing bag to the side he begins to carry you out of the laundry room and down the hall, somehow flipping off light switches as he goes. Your arms tight around his neck you feel excitement along with wonder of what is next and a small nagging thought in the back of your brain wondering what brought this on. It is nice, it is exciting, thrilling I guess, but actions
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