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Dedication

THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED to the multi-faceted reality that is the great expanse of human sexuality, and all of those who accept, embrace, and celebrate their own. Erotica is the celebration of sexual fantasy. Let your sexuality embody all of you, even the part of you that soars in the sky. Live it, love it, cherish it every day. May your sexuality grow and flourish and get you the f*ck off. Now go and enjoy yourself!

Lana peered around the corner from the back room, her leggings pooled at her ankles like wimpy cuffs. Many tables had patrons seated at them already. Was he here yet though?

The droning of machines filled the air as they spilled brown drink delights into cups. The freshly ground coffee aroma, rich and thick, plugged her nostrils full. Full enough to block out the shock wave of aftershave that usually hung in the coffee shop like a near-toxic fog. Her brain now associated the smell of coffee with her swollen erotic feelings, swelling enough to seek popping. She smiled a naughty smile. Gonna get it. Umph, umph, umph, yeah. She twerked.

“Gonna get it. Pounded today,” she sang in a whisper.

Her bits blissfully sent out a twitch.

The cool air brushed her now bare flesh as she adjusted the waist of her skirt below her belly button. Saliva thickened in the back of her throat as she tried to swallow her lust down to her gut.

Lana needed him here today. She needed his touch and his care, his hungry eyes.

“Order for Michael is ready,” Celeste waved her arm towards the blue-green cup with a white plastic lid, a lone drink on the orders-up counter. She pulled her wench top-down, snugging the elastic below her C cups. “Hit me.” She stretched her arms wide, pushing her peaked tips out, her head back.

Harley’s pick for uniforms without a single hesitation for the coffee shop waitstaff. The owner gets what the owner wants. Right? A truer fantasy of her husband’s never played out so well as when he had chosen the costumes: white top off the shoulders, a circle of fabric clung to the women’s biceps, the elastic-edged fabric of the top needing just a quick tug down to bare breasts. Big ones. Small ones. Saggy ones. A cups. He didn’t care. He loved them all. But most of all ... all the peaks. The German bar-wench costumes were an ideal pick. And the patrons adored them.

He had insisted on the ruffled short skirts, so going commando meant the lower cheeks were visible below the ruffles even on the skinniest women. “Spank bait,” Harley had said as he had bent her over the table to take her from behind in the crisp new outfit, christening the first day of business at The Licking Sip a mere three years ago. The evidence of his satiation had clung in thick drip lines down the insides of her thighs as she had served the first customer a simple deep rich cup of straight-up boring black coffee. The lucky first patron’s eyes had never left her breasts as she handed him the hot cup, his skin crinkling around the gleam of lust in his eyes. A warm feeling had bathed Lana. She liked to be used and this was gonna hit her sweet spot every day she worked. Her libido tweaked, she went about the first day of business to be sucked and spanked like a good girl. Her praise kink was never so sweetly satisfied as at the shop.

Lana’s eyes fell to her friend, her coworker, her confidant. Lerise was in a precarious position, slightly bent over a table occupied by three men, all eyeing her up like centerfold meat. The man nearest to her had his hand raised above her ass. He delivered one spank before Lerise briskly shuffled off.

Nora nodded and finally pointed the whipped cream can downward, hovering above Celeste’s erect giant pink nipple. She had the kind of nipples porn stars would die for. ‘Can’t plastic surgery your way into a good nipple’, as Harley always says.

Lana stacked a loose pile of scratch paper in front of the register, her stomach growled. She had forgotten to eat real food after swallowing down Harley’s cum this morning. She shrugged. “Aw, fuck it.”

The scream of the pressed nozzle of the whipped cream can blended quickly into the eruption of cheering sounds in the shop, making it more like white noise than a promise to suck. The clapping slammed her ears as shouts rang out. Skin slaps rang out across the room. The whole shop buzzed with lusty growls and hoots.

Someone’s getting fucked. Most likely Lerise.

Upon entering the shop Lana had seen Lerise near one of her regulars, who’d usually grab her and fuck her right up the ass like he was giving her a tip. While Lana cringed, the memory popped in her head of when Lerise had admitted one late night over tequila shots as they had cleaned the big coffee pots that really, she loved it more than she ever wanted to admit. Lana had bitten her lips together hard so the secret would never escape.

Lerise’s top was missing, not that she appeared to give a fuck where it went as her body was gyrating from his hard thrusts, her wild hair danced. He had claimed her butt once more.

Lana shook her head as she caught Celeste’s gleaming eyes. Her tits were now smothered in whipped cream, the peaks jutting out only to be smashed by Michael’s mouth in an instant, his coffee ignored on the counter behind Celeste as he mouthed the cream off her right tit, a bulb of cream squeezing out the corner of his mouth as he worked her nipple over. Michael sucked her deep into his mouth as Celeste arched her back, her head almost knocking over Michael’s coffee cup. She moaned.

Lana shifted in her shoes. These damn heels pinched her toes. Why hadn’t she chosen the usual red ones? The tile floor proved a worthy opponent, forcing her to walk like she had a stick up her butt in these ones.

She glanced across the shop in time to see Lerise’s orgasm face, her eyes drooping shut, her perky, pointed tits jogging across her chest as Fernando wildly fucked her ass from behind, her fingers pressing her clit near the surface of the table. Her dark skin glistened in drip lines from her breasts to her belly, a bit of white cream still smeared across the bulge of her right breast. She cried out and there were cheers as Fernando leaned back to give her ass a few more smacks. His body gyrated like a jackhammer against her butthole until his body shook with a massive groan.

Lana shook her head as she tied an apron around her waist, its frayed cut edge just barely an inch longer than her ruffled skirt on the front side. She was to start behind the counter making the coffee drinks and would rotate to the floor in an hour. Lerise had done her job and the cups with lids were lined up for the rush. Good girl, Lerise.

Lerise pulled a Ziploc baggy from the waistband of her skirt and held it open for Fernando to drop his condom in. She slid her fingers across the seal with a grin. Fernando gave her ass another smack as she stood there. He pushed a wad of money into her palm with a devilish grin. Sitting next to his friends, he looked like the pirate of the group amongst clean-shaven businessmen, men who probably fucked their secretaries bent over their big, dark wooden desks that housed pictures of their wives and kids. But Fernando, he fucked her every time he graced The Licking Sip with his brutish self. It was a tradition that many patrons came to watch, if lucky enough to catch the show.

Lerise forced a tight smile as she flung her thick mass of curly dark hair behind one shoulder. The space beneath the table failed to provide her with her missing shirt, even on all fours, with hands grabbing at her ass as she searched didn’t produce the flimsy white top. Fernando probably flung it like a slingshot across the shop, to be found by janitors behind a coffee bean display.

She stood and shrugged her shoulders. She and her bare top half joined me behind the counter. Her breasts round and bulging like she was walking with shiny dark hams on her chest.

“Nice orgasm?” She laid a towel over her bare shoulder, its hem landed near her right dark-pointed tit.

“Fuck, yes, I did. That man knows how to push me face first into the best orgasms.” She winked. “He’s a pro ass fucker.”

Secrets. Yes, we all held them like sweet screams in our hearts. How is every man not a pro ass fucker? She wouldn’t know. But seems a thrust is a thrust no matter the hole. “Good for you. Need a drink?”

“Earl Grey tea for Mr. Boring.” She fluttered her long eyelashes as if she were sweeping fresh air into her eyes.

She laughed. “He might be boring, but he can’t get enough of watching you get ass fucked by Fernando. I think they both have your schedule.”

She raised her eyebrows to me three times. “Mr. Boring greases my backside. Shh! Don’t tell a soul.” Lerise’s whispered words dropped Lana’s jaw. Girl is a genius at double-dipping!

“He pays you? Or fucks you?” Lana widened her eyes.

She shook her head, eyes full of mischief.

“Lerise!”

She smacked her own right hip. “I ain’t delving, bitch.” Her smirk a slap across Lana’s face.

“I’d never tell Harley, Lerise, and honestly, he wouldn’t care. He’d probably call you an entrepreneur making extra money like that.”

She walked away shaking her head, finger waving in the air.

“I’m serious.” Lana’s pussy flared as he walked in. Fuck, yes. He’s here! Her heart pounded as he caught her stare and nodded, eyes afire like the devil himself.

He’s come with his friend, Alex, the one who always looked like someone was
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