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When it comes to erotica, I have never been particularly interested in writing stories based on fantasy. I prefer reality.

Why?

Because nothing that I could ever dream up in my imagination could possibly compete with the things that real people do and say behind closed doors.

Human relationships never cease to amaze me.

The things people will do for love. The things they will tolerate in the name of commitment. The compromises they will make, the boundaries they will cross, and the pieces of themselves they will surrender to keep someone they believe they cannot live without.

And then there is sex.

Sex has an extraordinary way of revealing things about people that they would otherwise prefer to keep hidden. Their insecurities. Their desires. Their vulnerabilities. Their need for acceptance, validation, control, and sometimes even submission.

I've always found the intersection between love, sex, and human behavior far more fascinating than the physical act itself.

Because sex is rarely just about sex.

Sometimes it's about power. Sometimes it's about insecurity. Sometimes it's about trying to hold on to someone who has already begun to let go.

And sometimes it's about loving another person so completely that you forget how to love yourself.

That brings me to Keisha.

When Keisha first told me her story, I was fascinated. Not simply because of the sexual experiences she described, although some of those were extraordinary in their own right, but because of the emotional journey behind them.

Here was a woman who had given herself completely to the man she loved.

She didn't merely love her husband. She placed him on a pedestal. His happiness became her responsibility. His desires became her priorities. His satisfaction became the measure by which she judged her success as a wife.

And in her determination to be everything he wanted, she gradually lost sight of who she was.

What struck me most wasn't the extent of her sexual experiences. It was the conviction with which she believed that giving a man everything he desired would somehow guarantee his love and loyalty.

It didn't.

And that is what makes Keisha's story so compelling.

There is an uncomfortable question at the center of her experience: How much of yourself can you give to another person before there is nothing left of you?

Keisha's story explores that question through relationships, sexuality, marriage, devotion, betrayal, and the painful consequences of loving without boundaries.

It also raises questions about submission, particularly when devotion to a partner becomes indistinguishable from the abandonment of one's own needs.

But I didn't write this book to judge Keisha.

I didn't write it to condemn her choices, defend her husband, or tell readers how they should conduct their relationships.

I wrote it because her story deserved to be told.

I wanted readers to experience the contradictions that make human relationships so fascinating. The moments when pleasure and pain coexist. When love becomes obsession. When loyalty becomes self-sacrifice. When the very things that bring two people together eventually contribute to tearing them apart.

Some of what you encounter in these pages may shock you. Some of it may make you uncomfortable. Some of it may challenge your beliefs about marriage, sexuality, and what it means to be a devoted partner.

And some of it may seem disturbingly familiar.

That is the nature of reality.

People are complicated. Relationships are messy. Love is not always rational, and sexual desire does not always operate within the boundaries of conventional morality.

I have never believed that erotica must exist solely to stimulate the imagination. At its best, it can also expose the complexities of human nature and force us to confront truths about ourselves that we might otherwise prefer to ignore.

Keisha's story does precisely that.

When she finished telling me what she had experienced, I knew I had to write about it.

Not because it was a fantasy worth imagining.

But because it was a reality worth examining.

And sometimes, reality is far more extraordinary than anything fiction could ever invent.

Euftis Emery
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In erotica:

Off the Chain

Off the Chain Volume 2

So, you want me to do what?

Revenge – Between my Lover’s Legs

Church Girls are Easy

Keisha

I’m at it Again

I’m Shy

Keep it in the Family

Ghetto Gurl Memoires 

Grass, Ass or Cash...No One Rides for Free!

Black Planet

In Science Fiction:

Fluidic Space – Speculative Composition

Through the Black Curtain – The Ka’thara, Voyager and the Borg

Section 31’s Influence on Deep Space Nine – The Redacted Logs

The Ferengi – Master of Profit

Section 31 Black Site: Epsilon Shield

Klingons: Honor and Conquest

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Social Media 

[image: ]







Between books, keep up with me on my social media pages for my unpublished content and alerts for new releases: 

• Apple Podcasts (@Euftis)

• Audible Podcasts (@Euftis) 

• Goodreads (@Euftis_Emery) 

• Instagram (@Euftis) 

• Spotify (@Euftis Emery) 

• YouTube (@Euftis) 

• X (@Euftis)

I’m also building multimedia projects around my books—podcasts, videos, and visual art—that bring these worlds to life in new ways. Every story I tell is designed to entertain, challenge, and spark imagination.

Join my Inner Circle on @Euftis at Buy Me A Coffee, you’re helping fuel the next book, podcast episode, or creative project. Think of it as keeping the words flowing, the ideas growing, and the cigars lit.

Thanks for rocking with me on this journey your support means the world.
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When Love Demands Everything

How much are you willing to sacrifice for the person you love?

Your pride?

Your dignity?

Your beliefs?

Your identity?

And if the person you love asked you to surrender everything that makes you who you are, would you do it?

For some people, the answer is an unequivocal no.

For others, the answer is far more complicated.

––––––––
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Keisha was one of those people.

She believed in love. Not the casual, convenient kind of love that disappears when circumstances become uncomfortable, but the kind of love that demands commitment, loyalty, sacrifice, and unwavering devotion.

She believed in marriage.

She believed that a husband and wife should become one, that their lives should be intertwined, and that a woman's devotion to her husband was among the highest expressions of love she could offer.

And she believed in submission.

But what does it truly mean for a woman to submit to her husband?

Does submission mean obedience without question? Does it mean placing his happiness above her own? Does it mean surrendering her personal boundaries, suppressing her objections, and embracing desires that might otherwise conflict with her values?

And perhaps the most troubling question of all:

What happens when a woman gives her husband everything he wants, only to discover that everything still isn't enough?

Keisha never imagined that she would have to answer that question.

Growing up in Mobile, Alabama, her understanding of relationships was shaped by the people around her, the expectations placed upon women, and the experiences that gradually introduced her to the complicated world of intimacy.

Like many young women, she discovered that attraction and affection were not always the same thing. That desire could influence judgment. That attention could be mistaken for love. And that the lessons learned through early relationships could shape expectations for years to come.

As Keisha matured, so did her understanding of sexuality.

She discovered that sex could be pleasurable, liberating, exciting, and intoxicating. But she also learned that it could become an instrument of influence, a means of securing affection, and a way of maintaining emotional connections that might otherwise fall apart.

––––––––
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By the time she married, Keisha had developed a powerful conviction about what it meant to be a good wife.

Her husband would never have to look elsewhere for satisfaction.

Whatever he wanted, she would do her best to provide.

Whatever experiences he desired, she would consider.

Whatever boundaries stood between his desires and their fulfillment, she was willing to cross them.

Not because she believed she was being exploited.

Not because she considered herself weak.

But because she loved him.

And in her mind, love justified the sacrifices.

What began as an expression of devotion gradually evolved into something far more complicated.

Her marriage became a world in which conventional sexual boundaries were repeatedly challenged. Experiences that other couples might never contemplate became part of her reality.

Other men.

Other women.

Shared encounters.

Sexual adventures that blurred the distinction between personal desire and marital obligation.

To an outsider, such experiences might appear to represent extraordinary sexual freedom.

But freedom and submission are not necessarily the same thing.

A person can participate willingly in an experience while still struggling with the emotional reasons behind that decision.

A woman can enjoy sexual exploration and still wonder whether her willingness to participate is motivated by genuine desire or by the fear of disappointing the person she loves.

And a marriage can appear sexually adventurous while concealing profound emotional imbalances.

Keisha's experiences raise difficult questions about those distinctions.

Was she discovering her own sexuality, or was she becoming the woman her husband wanted her to be?

Was she expressing her freedom, or sacrificing it?

And at what point did her desire to please him become more important than her responsibility to herself?

These are not questions with simple answers.

Human relationships rarely offer that luxury.

What makes Keisha's story particularly compelling is that she did not initially perceive her devotion as a problem.

Quite the opposite.

She took pride in her willingness to satisfy her husband. She believed that her openness, loyalty, and dedication made their relationship exceptional.

She thought she was building a marriage that could withstand anything.

Until it couldn't.

Despite everything she had given him, her husband eventually left.

And the woman who had organized so much of her life around his happiness was forced to confront a devastating reality.

She had spent years learning how to be everything to him.

But somewhere along the way, she had forgotten how to be everything to herself.

The consequences extended far beyond the end of her marriage.

They affected her confidence, her trust in men, her understanding of intimacy, and her ability to imagine loving another person with the same openness she once possessed.

The woman who had once embraced love without reservation now struggled to believe that she could ever love that way again.

Yet Keisha's story is not simply about a failed marriage.

It is about the experiences that shaped her understanding of love long before she became a wife.

It is about the relationships that influenced her desires, the choices that defined her expectations, and the emotional patterns that followed her into adulthood.

It is about the complicated relationship between sexual pleasure and emotional fulfillment.

And ultimately, it is about a woman confronting the painful difference between being desired and being valued.

As you read Keisha's story, you may find yourself questioning her decisions.

You may disagree with her understanding of submission.

You may wonder why she tolerated certain behaviors, why she embraced particular experiences, or why she continued giving so much of herself when the emotional cost became increasingly apparent.

Those are reasonable questions.

But before passing judgment, consider something.

How many people have remained in relationships long after they knew something was wrong?

How many have compromised their values to avoid losing someone?

How many have mistaken sacrifice for proof of love?

And how many have awakened one day to discover that the person they had become was no longer the person they once intended to be?

Keisha's experiences may be extraordinary, but the emotions beneath them are profoundly human.

The desire to be loved.

The fear of abandonment.

The need to feel wanted.

The willingness to sacrifice.

And the devastating realization that loving someone with everything you have does not guarantee that they will love you in return.

Love should never require the complete abandonment of self.

But understanding that truth and living by it are two very different things.

Keisha learned the difference through experience.

And those experiences form the foundation of the story you are about to read.

This is a journey through desire, devotion, submission, betrayal, and the difficult process of rediscovering one's identity.

It is a story about the choices people make when love and sexuality become inseparable from their sense of worth.

Most importantly, it is a story about the consequences of giving another person the power to define who you are.

Because sometimes the greatest betrayal in a relationship is not what another person does to you.

It is what you allow yourself to become in the name of loving them.

Welcome to Keisha's world.

Euftis Emery
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I'll be your girlfriend if you let me ride your bike...
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Keisha sat on her stoop and played with her Cool Times Teresa Barbie Doll. As she held her doll in her right hand swiveling her wrist, she swiveled her left hand in front of her doll and imagined that she had a black Ken to date her black Barbie.

The dew on the leaves had evaporated from the early morning sun and Keisha continued to enjoy her time outside before the heat of the Mobile, Alabama summer drove her inside for relief.

Her twelve-year-old frame looked innocent in her hand made pink, blue and yellow apron summer dress, with a white tank top. Although her family was poor, you would not be able to tell it by looking at how Keisha and her siblings dressed. Being a seamstress, Keisha’s mother could ensure that her children were adorned in ways that only the rich could afford.

Keisha’s shoulder length jet-black hair was tied into a tight ponytail that billowed down her back neatly. She smiled broadly as she continued to play and a casual glimpse from a passerby would be able to perceive the beautiful woman that that she would soon blossom into.

Quickly becoming bored with her dolls, Keisha picked up the book that she brought with her and decided to read.

“Goose... Goofs Off!”, Keisha said out loud giggling as she read the cover of the next book in the Sweet Pickles series.

Keisha’s perfect white teeth made a striking contrast on her dark skin as she continued to smile to herself as she read. Her features soon soured, however, when she heard the sound of feet on the pavement and looked up to see Ramiel glaring at her from across the street.

The sixteen-year-old high school drop-out was her mother’s godson and Keisha’s nemesis. He was the kind of boy that no girl would look at in the 1980’s. He was 5’10” with a perfect shade of dark skin that was almost bluish black in color. He had rugged, handsome features with perfect pearl white teeth and curly hair.

Ramiel would shatter hearts and make panties drip twenty years in the future when dark skinned men became the fashion. However, in the eighties, he was considered ugly.

Ramiel snarled at Keisha with a predatory grin and she turned her head away from him continuing to frown in response. “Hey...Ki Ki!”, Ramiel said in salutation sarcastically.

“My name ain’t no damn...Ki Ki...Ramiel!”, Keisha snapped in anger. “It’s... Keisha!”

Ramiel smiled evilly at Keisha’s outburst. “I’m tellin’! Ya cussed! I’m tellin’ ya momma ya said damn!”

“Ohhhhhhh...you leave me alone Ramiel!”, Keisha yelled angry that her enemy had some power over her since he had the responsibility of watching over Keisha while her mother worked on Saturdays and during the week after she got home from school.

Ramiel glowered, elated that he had made Keisha upset.

Keisha’s body shook in anger. “Get away from me Ramiel! Leave me alone...I mean it!”

Smiling, Ramiel sat down on his steps and continued to stare at Keisha from across the street. Keisha tried to ignore Ramiel, but she could feel him looking at her and it put a damper on her playtime.

Keisha began to forget about Ramiel’s close presence when the sound of a small-motorized vehicle filled the quiet street and Ramiel and Keisha both looked up to see Raymond riding his noisy moped.

Keisha’s eyes danced at the sight of the tall light skinned boy. Raymond had a pudgy nose, big ears, bad breath, and a fade that was a combination of Mr. T and Kid of Kid and Play’s flamboyant hairstyles.

Even though he looked ridiculous, Raymond was one of the boys in the neighborhood that every girl in the projects wanted because in the 1980’s...bright...was...right...and Raymond and his family of boys were considered the finest in the projects.

In addition to his light skin, Raymond’s father lived with them and had a good job working with the city as a garbage man, which allowed him to purchase things like a scooter for his children, which no other child in the projects would even dare to dream having.

Keisha waved at Raymond shyly and he grinned at her as he rode by while unnoticed by both of them Ramiel glared jealously. “Ya...lik ‘im”, Ramiel asked in a growling voice as Raymond turned the corner and went out of sight. “I told you to leave me alone Ramiel”, Keisha yelled in response.

“He don’ wan’ you.”

“Leave me alone Ramiel!  Just leave me alone!”

“I’m gonna tell ‘Im ya lik ‘im.”, Ramiel replied flashing his wolfish grin.

Keisha froze.

“I’m gonna tell ‘Im ya lik ‘im...an ya gonna see...he don’ wan’ ya.”, Ramiel threatened not realizing that the stigma on dark skinned men in Alabama didn’t apply as strongly to attractive dark-skinned women.

Keisha fought back the tears that threatened to drop from her eyes and stared at her lap as the sound of Raymond’s scooter became louder as he made another circuit around the block.

She continued to stare at her lap as she listened to Ramiel run out into the street and request for Raymond to stop. Keisha couldn’t make out Ramiel’s muffled conversation over the sound of Raymond’s idling motorized bike but an unseen force surged in her chest giving her strength as she placed her doll on the step that she was sitting on and stood up defiantly.

A soft smile formed on her face as she walked confidently towards the two boys standing in the middle of the street. Keisha refused to let Ramiel embarrass her in front of her future husband and she stared unblinking at Raymond causing him to stare back open mouthed.

Ramiel glared jealous with Keisha spoiling his plan as she continued to ignore him walking slowly up to Raymond’s bike and placed both of her small hands daintily on the handlebars as she stared up into his eyes smiling.

To Ramiel’s chagrin, Raymond was dazzled. A fly buzzed around his head and Ramiel wished that it would fly into Raymond’s open mouth to wipe the stupid grin from his punk ass face.

“I’ll be your girlfriend if you let me ride your bike...”, Keisha said in a soft voice, as her large almond shaped eyes remained locked on Raymond’s.

“Ummm...sure...”, was Raymond’s stammered reply, which made Ramiel even more, inflamed.

Keisha gracefully pulled up her dress in the lady like fashion that her mother taught her and got on Raymond’s scooter behind him clasping her arms tightly around his waist.

Grinning broadly with his prize latched tightly around him, Raymond peeled off as quickly as his bike would allow causing a squeal of excitement to erupt from Keisha’s mouth.

Raymond then continued to make laps around the neighborhood until the gas in his tank had run out with Keisha in tow. Her girlfriends waved and called to her enviously and Keisha smiled back to them happily as she pressed the left side of her face into his shoulder signaling that they were now a couple.

Ramiel stood in the exact spot in the street when they peeled off glaring at the couple on each lap that they made.

Elated at Ramiel’s displeasure, Keisha stuck her tongue out at him each time that they passed him by.

For the next couple of weeks, Keisha talked to Raymond through the screen door of her house each day while her mother was at work. Raymond who was tireless in his attempts to get inside of Keisha’s house was always deterred by the specter of the ever-watchful Ramiel from across the street.

After a week of begging and negotiation, Raymond finally talked Keisha into letting him in, however, Keisha instructed him to sneak in via the backyard and enter by the backdoor to avoid the ever-watchful surveillance of Ramiel.

Nervous and elated with her clandestine meetings with her first boyfriend, Keisha spent her days with Raymond talking to him as she sat on the dryer that sat next to the back door.

Nervous from being caught by Ramiel, her mother or siblings, Keisha would leave the back door open so that Raymond could run out and kept the screen door at the front of the house locked so that no one could just walk in.

Once Raymond talked Keisha into letting him into the house, he then began to try to talk her into ...doing it...with him. Both of them were virgins and Raymond was curious about experimenting the things that he overheard his older brothers talking about.

After several days of negotiation, Raymond finally persuaded Keisha to let him into the soft doors of her body. Grinning as she pulled off her white cotton panties while sitting on top of the washer, Keisha watched Raymond as he shyly took off his pants and his underwear.

Raymond walked up to Keisha and spread her legs apart gently and pulled her hips forward to the edge of the dryer. “Don’t let me fall on that”, Keisha exclaimed somewhat frightened as she stared at the hard hunk of narrow flesh that throbbed between Raymond’s legs.

Keisha’s chest heaved from the deep breaths that she took unconsciously as she stared at the rigid anatomy that she lacked. Raymond pressed his bulbous mushroom shaped head into Keisha’s lady garden and then began pumping his hips slowly.

After ten strokes, the head of his penis finally penetrated Keisha’s outer lips, just short of entering her vagina and made wet smacking sounds as he continued to gyrate his hips. “We doin’ it! We doin’ it!”, Raymond exclaimed excited as Keisha giggled.

Although Raymond could only get half of the head of his penis inside of Keisha’s damp entrance, he began to breathe hard after ten minutes from the excitement and sensation of what he was doing.

Keisha raised an eyebrow as she watched the changing expressions of pleasure that flowed over Raymond’s face. The head of his penis felt curious pressing between her legs and when it slipped upwards and rubbed across a small, hard pearl of flesh that she had never noticed between her thighs, shivers of pleasure rippled through her body.

“Mmmmmmmm...”, Raymond moaned as he curled his lips inside of his mouth and bit down hard.

Keisha’s eyes became wide as she watched the involuntary reactions within her boyfriend’s body and became even wider when a thick white liquid exploded from the head of his shaft and dripped thickly between her legs.

“Did you pee on me?”, Keisha asked with a quizzical expression on her face.

“Ummm...no...”, Raymond replied embarrassed as he saw the familiar substance that interrupted all of his erotic late-night dreams.

Keisha and Raymond wiped themselves up and then used the next couple of days to practice...doing it. After the third day of practicing, Raymond became proficient enough to break Keisha’s hymen.

She flinched in pain when the thin strip of flesh was rent asunder and after a few additional strokes, sensations that Keisha had never felt before overwhelmed her senses as Raymond humped her on top of the dryer incompetently.

She lifted her right leg up unconsciously so that Raymond could get all of himself inside of her and her body trembled at the beginning of her first orgasm began to build in her body.

Keisha clenched Raymond’s shoulders with all of her might as she wondered where the crescendo of pleasure would take her. However, just as she reached her peak, her sexual high was immediately blown as Raymond exhaled loudly and exploded more of the now familiar thick, white liquid between her legs.

Raymond pulled out of Keisha slowly as they both grinned at each other childishly. They were progressively getting better...doing it...and Keisha was starting to get pleasure from the act, which inspired her to...do it...more often.

There was a loud knock at the front door and Keisha and Raymond’s expressions changed from smiling to wide-eyed fear. “Get out! Get out!”, Keisha exclaimed loudly pushing Raymond away from her as she quickly scooted from the dryer.

Holding his pants up with his left hand, Raymond ran out of the back door, tripping on the back porch knocking over the garbage cans as he did causing a ruckus of sound.

Keisha ran to the front door breathing heavily causing her tear drop shaped breasts to strain against the front of her light blue dress.

“Wat goin’ on ‘n der Keisha.”, Ramiel demanded as he glared around the interior of the house through the front door screen.

Keisha ran to the door bug-eyed while her nemesis stood in front of it and staring at her so hard that it appeared his eyes were glowing. “Ya got Raymond up ‘n der.”, Ramiel demand accusingly.

“No!”, Keisha blurted out too quickly looking guilty as hell.

“Wat all dat noise? Why ya got da screen doe locked? Raymond ‘n der...ain’t he?”

“No!”

“Ya ain’t been on da stoop ‘n weeks and I ain’t seen Raymond ‘round. Wat you been doin’? You been havin’ Raymond up in der?”

“Nothin’ Ramiel! I just ain’t been feelin’ well...”

“Open dis doe! Or I’m tellin’ yo Momma that I be seein’ Raymond goin’ ‘n der!”

Fumbling with the lock, Keisha unlocked the screen door and stepped to the side so that Ramiel could walk in.

He barged in and with his head rotating from side to side; Ramiel scanned every inch of the house as he walked towards the back door. He walked out the back door and saw the knocked over trashcans and its reeking contents spilled over the back porch.

“Wha happen?’”, Raymond asked in a demanding tone. “Raymond nock it ova runnin’ out da house?” 

Keisha stared at Ramiel blankly, unable to respond.

Ramiel then glanced over at the dryer that sat next to the back door and noticed a curious wet spot that was on top of it next to a pair of Keisha’s damp panties.

“You gave him some?”, Ramiel asked in a tone that was more curious than upset.

Keisha continued to stare blankly terrified at what Ramiel would tell her mother after she got home from work.

Ramiel’s hand shot forward, grasped the bottom of Keisha’s dress and pulled it up to her stomach revealing her panty less crotch.

“What you doin’ Ramiel?  Stop!”, Keisha yelled as she took a step back and grasped his wrist with both of her hands as she fought to pull her dress back down.

Ramiel maintained his hold on Keisha’s dress staring at her dark-haired triangle and then reached forward with his free hand, and stuck two fingers between her legs as he felt the wetness therein.

Keisha squirmed pressing her knees together as she continued to attempt to pull herself free of the much larger boy to no avail.

As he continued to hold Keisha’s dress, Ramiel removed his fingers and rubbed them together testing the consistency of the wetness between Keisha’s legs causing an unbidden moan to escape her lips as his fingers rubbed across her hard clit sending a quick spasm of pleasure through her body.

“You lettin’ him nut up ‘n you?”, Ramiel asked sniffing his fingers with a strange expression on his face.

“Let me go Ramiel!”, Keisha shouted as she finally found her voice.

Ramiel gave Keisha a look that she had never seen in his eyes before and afraid at what she saw she broke away from him and ran into the living room.

Midway into the room, she felt Ramiel’s arm circle her waist before he pulled her roughly to the floor.

Keisha got on all fours and tried to crawl away but Ramiel held her in place and pulled the back of her dress up to her waist. Her head reeled in shock as his hands roamed over her buttocks and wet opening.

Unlike Raymond’s inexperienced fumbling, Ramiel’s hands touched her in ways that she never dreamed causing her to become wetter with each passing second.

She tried to tell Ramiel to let her go but her demand was choked off when two of his fingers slid deep inside of her. Mixed feelings competed in her mind as Ramiel fingered her roughly from the back.

Although angry and upset that her enemy was having his way with her, Keisha was also highly aroused as Ramiel coxed her body to its first orgasm and she decided to give into the feeling to see where it would take her.

Releasing herself into new feelings of pleasure, Keisha moaned and didn’t resist when Ramiel held her head to the floor with his free hand as he continued to stroke her between the legs.

Upon losing track of the finger strokes, the muscles in her thighs began to shake uncontrollably.

She became anxious and her fingers clawed at the floor. Her ears burned with a concentrated inner heat as her belly tingled, and ripples of chills cascaded from her derriere to the back of her thighs.

She found it difficult to breathe until suddenly there was an explosion deep within her and she screamed in pleasure.

“Ohhhhh...God! Oh my God! Ramiel! Ohhhh...my God!”

Ramiel flipped Keisha over onto her back and she stared at him dazed as the remnants of her first orgasm subsided in her body. She looked at Ramiel in amazement immediately addicted to the feeling and she wanted him to take her over the top again.

“What...was...that”, Keisha asked meekly.

“I made ya nut...”, Ramiel replied smirking. “Raymond don rang yo bell?

Keisha shook her head slowing saying no in reply.

“Ya neva came befo?”, Ramiel asked with the arrogant smirk never leaving his face.

Keisha shook her head in the negative for a second time.

“Wan’ me ta ring dat bell ‘gain?”, Ramiel asked leering.

“Yes...”, Keisha whispered.

Ramiel unzipped his pants and let them drop to the floor to reveal his hard shaft straining against his underwear. He stepped out of his pants one leg at a time and then pulled down his shorts granting his restrained dick the release that it desired.

Keisha watched Ramiel undress intently as she stared up between his legs taking in his thick, dark shaft and large blue-black hanging testicles. Ramiel looked down upon Keisha and stroked his meat slowly over her face as he debated for a moment what to do to her first. Making up his mind, he got on his knees over her and reached down to open her dress.

Keisha offered no resistance as Ramiel unbuttoned the top of her dress, roughly pulled out her breasts and began licking and sucking on them greedily. Taking turns with each of them, Ramiel licked sloppy circles around her areola before sucking hard on her erect nipples.

Oblivious to everything except Keisha’s breasts, Ramiel continued to lick and suck until Keisha silently came again from the breast manipulation while biting her bottom lip.

Although the orgasm was delicious, it lacked the intensity of her first one and Keisha spread her legs wide longing for Ramiel to work his magic between her legs once again.

Ramiel’s breast play brought her to the beginnings of another orgasm when he suddenly released her and slid down her body until his face was between her legs.

Keisha watched Ramiel confused as he sniffed and stared at her prize as if he were in deliberation about something.

His debate was if he should satisfy his desire to eat Keisha’s young pussy after another male had busted a nut all up in it.

Studying the liquid that seeped out of her vagina wondering if it was boy or girl juice, Ramiel received another whiff of Keisha’s scent and threw caution to the wind.

He took a timid lick. Another. And another lick for good measure and then began to feast on Keisha in reckless abandon.

As Ramiel became totally fixated with another one of Keisha’s body parts, she stared at the young boy in a mixed expression of disgust and extreme pleasure.

She had never heard of oral sex, so she didn’t understand why Ramiel’s face was buried where she urinated. She didn’t understand until Ramiel’s soft, wet tongue flicked several times across her hard clit and her head immediately exploded.

Ramiel licked in and around Keisha’s inner lips and then almost made her head explode again when he locked his lips around her clit and sucked it causing shivers of delight that danced through her body driving her crazy.

“Ohhhhh...Goooooooooood...”, Keisha screamed raucously with each wet slurp as she lifted her hips from the floor signaling to Ramiel that she liked it and not to stop.

Taking the hint, Ramiel looked deep into her eyes across her belly as he continued to suck on her clit. Ramiel slurped on her clit.

“Ohhhh...God!”, Keisha exclaimed.

Ramiel slurped on it a second time.

“Ramiel...Ohhhhh...ma...God! Ohhhh...God...”, Keisha moaned louder as she arched her back completely from the floor as a clitoral orgasm larger than her first one reached critical mass.

Ramiel slurped on her clit a third time.

Keisha exploded. “Ahhhh...ha...ahhhhh...ha....ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh...”

Ramiel pulled the front of his tee shirt over his head as he watched Keisha’s body spasm uncontrollably on the floor. “Now I’mma get up ‘n dat...”, he said in a low voice as he gazed at Keisha’s partially naked form.

His voice took Keisha out of her orgasmic stupor and she looked up between Ramiel’s legs and spied his large phallus.

When Keisha became older and reminisced on Ramiel’s dick, she would realize that it was perfect in length and width being big enough to completely fill her up but not so big that she couldn’t totally enjoy it.

Ramiel pulled Keisha towards him. ‘I’mma get up ‘n dat...”, he muttered again under his breath. He lifted Keisha’s legs up to her chest and then plunged himself inside of her with no ceremony or hesitation.

Keisha released a gasp and looked into his eyes transfixed as he held himself in place inside of her and made small circular motions with his hips.

Sexually inept Raymond had only penetrated Keisha past her hymen but Ramiel had plunged eight inches of thick man-meat inside of her and she marveled how it felt having the void between her thighs being filled with throbbing, hot man-meat.

After Keisha took several short gasping breaths, Ramiel lay down on top of her and gave her a rough kiss on the lips. Keisha’s mouth moved silently like a fish out of water being lost in orgasmic pleasure as Ramiel began to grind in her pussy having his way with her.

“You...up...in...it...”, Keisha gasped as she came all over Ramiel’s hard cock unconsciously clenching the length of it tightly with her pelvic muscles.

“Damn yo pussy good...”, Ramiel growled as he fought the urge to orgasm after Keisha locked down on his dick.

“Na...ya fuckin’...”, Ramiel rasped as he began to stroke Keisha’s young kitty paralyzing her in pleasure making her eyes roll back in her head.

“Don let a nigga cum...huuuuhuuuu...all up in ya... That’s how...huuughuuuu...ya get knocked up... Feel me?”, Ramiel asked as Keisha shook her head open mouthed not really understanding.

“Make sure...huuhuuu... that before he cum... That he pulls out of ya... Like...thissssssssssssssssssss...”, Ramiel said continuing his sex education lesson as he pulled out of her and shot a thick load of hot white cum came all over her belly, on her face and across her lips.

Keisha moaned deeply as the hot, thick liquid splashed on her body. The smell of it filled her nostrils with the scent of old oranges and she unconsciously cleaned her top lip in one languid lick.

The taste was sweet like honey dew melon with an undertone of saltiness. It tasted delicious and Keisha wanted more of it in her mouth but was too ashamed to lick her bottom lip to sample more.

“Feel me?”, Ramiel asked again as he jerked his dick gently. 

“Dis...”, Ramiel stated as he dipped his finger in some of the cum that was on Keisha’s belly. “...is nut. Ya get pregnant if it get in ya. Ya won’ get pregnant if da nigga pull out or wear a rubba.”

Keisha bolted up to her elbows as understanding flashed in her mind. “Do you think that Raymond got me pregnant?”, Keisha asked fearing her mother’s disappointment more than her potential anger.

“Ya started yo period?”

Keisha turned her head away from Ramiel shyly. “No...”

“Den’ it all good.  Jus’ make sure ya don’ let nobody nut up in ya once ya start yo period.”, Ramiel said as Keisha stared at his member began to get hard again in his hand.

“Get back up in it...”, Keisha demanded demurely wanting more of Ramiel’s sex spreading her legs.

A wolfish grin formed on Ramie’s face looking down at Keisha as she stared back wide in anticipation but Ramiel had other plans.

“Take off yo dress, get on da couch...an get on yo knees...”, he growled.

Although she was confused with Ramiel’s request, Keisha complied and stared at the wall wondering what would happen next. The first thing she felt was Ramiel’s hands grasping her butt cheeks and spreading her wide as seconds later his phallus plunged deep inside of her again.

Keisha’s head reared up and her eyes opened wide in shock as Ramiel began to pound Keisha’s young pussy. Upon the completion of each hard stroke to Keisha, it felt as if Ramiel’s cock was in her stomach. She had expected him to slowly stroke it and wasn’t prepared for what she was getting.

With each deep, hard stroke Keisha received a mixture of pain and pleasure. She babbled, screamed, yelled, pleaded, begged, moaned, whimpered, groaned, and tried to run as she lost her mind from getting slam-fucked doggy style for the first time.

One orgasm after another rippled through her body until Ramiel went rigid and she felt a hot fluid filling the cavity between her thighs. “What...was...that!”, Keisha asked in amazement loving the sensation of hot cum filling her up in combination with Ramiel’s thick dick throbbing inside of her.

“I nutted up in ya...”, Ramiel rasped. “Ya ain’t started yo period yet so it’s okay.”
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