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“Oh Danny, I am so wet.  I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

I can hear your cocky smile across the phone lines.  You say, “I knew you would be.”

“You knew I’d be thinking about you?” I ask.  “Or you knew I’d be wet?”

You say, “Both.”

I bite my bottom lip, cradling the payphone close to my face.  Hordes of people march down the sidewalk, unaware of the naughty words spewing out of my mouth.  If just one of them stops to tie a shoelace, they might hear what I’m saying.  That thought makes me shiver with delight.

“How did you know I was thinking about you?” I ask.

“Aren’t you always thinking of me?”

So cocky.  I can’t get over it.

“You’re turning me on,” I admit, not that it’s an uncommon occurrence.

“I thought you were already turned on.”

“I was.”  I’m smiling so hard my jaw hurts.  “You’re turning me on even more.”

“What do you think it would feel like,” you ask, “if we poured oil all over our bodies?” 

I say, “Only from the shoulders down, please.  I don’t want oil in my hair.  I’d never get it out.”

“Forget about your hair,” you groan.  “Think about it: oil all over your body.  Everywhere.  How would that feel?”

“Slick.”  I close my eyes, just for a moment, and really try to feel it.  “Slippery.”

My panties are so wet.  I wasn’t kidding before.  I wasn’t just telling you what he wanted to hear.

“I’m thinking of drizzling oil all over your nice big tits, running my hands around them, working it into your skin.”

“And then sliding our bodies against each other,” I gasp.  I actually fucking gasp at the thought.  “Can you imagine?” 

“Yes,” you say, like a hiss.  “I’m imagining it right now.”

“I think I’d want to lick you,” I whisper.  “We should get flavoured oil. If you were that slippery and we were close together and sliding against each other, I’d want to lick you all over.”

“Oh, YES.”  You keep hissing, the way you do when we’re in bed and I take your cock in my mouth.  “I would lick you, too.  Mostly, I would lick your big tits.  I love your tits.”

I can feel my chest swelling inside my bra.  “I love it when you lick them, Danny.  I love it when you suck them.”

“Imagine how easily I would slide into your cunt,” you say, and I know your mind has wandered lower down.  I can practically feel you thrusting in my pussy, opening me wide. 

“Would it slip out of my hands, do you think?”  I’m picturing your big dick, and I know you know, but you like to challenge me.

You ask, “Would what slip out of your hands?”

I glance around.  There are so many people.  They’re everywhere.  They don’t look like they’re listening, but I worry somebody somewhere has an eye on me.  And an ear.

“Would what slip out of your hands?” you ask again.

I inhale sharply, then rise to the challenge.  “Your cock.”

You make the same sound I just did, and then you moan.

“You’re so hard right now.”  I can hear your erection over the phone.  I can feel it inside your pants, straining against the confining fabric.  “If only we were together right now, with a big jug of oil.  God, just imagine how slippery we’d get.  Not that that's ever a problem.  All you have to do is look at me the right way and I’m wet as hell.”

“Oh God.”  You’re desperate.  “I want to feel your hot, slick skin all over me.  I want to slide on you and slide inside you.”

“I’ll make sure to have lots of soap for clean-up,” I say, teasing.  

“Oh, no!”  You hate it when I bring practicalities into phone sex. 

So I stop with the teasing.  “You know what I’d do after you came inside of me?”

“Don’t say clean!”

I giggle.  I can’t help it.  “No, I want to lie on top of you and straddle your greased-up thigh.”

“My thigh?”

“Oh yeah, Danny.”

“You’ve got a thing for thighs, have you?”

“I sure do.”  Not a word of a lie.  “I’d ride your thigh until I came.”

“Really?”  You seem shocked.

“For sure.  And I would come so hard you’d have to press a pillow against my face to shut me up.”

You laugh until you snort, and I wonder where you are while we’re having this conversation.  In public.  I know that much.  That’s a prerequisite.

“You’ve got incredible thighs, Danny.  Every time I look at them, they make me want to come.  And if they were covered in oil, boy, I couldn’t resist.”

“How did I not know this?” you ask, half-laughing.

“Am I too weird?”  I’m teasing again, but you don’t seem to mind.  “Am I too kinky?”

“Hardly.”  You could out-kink me any day of the week, but I like to challenge you.  Just for fun.

I say, “Imagine what that would look like if you were at the right angle...”  

A woman drops her cell phone in front of me, and I cut myself off while she bends to pick it up.  You must think I’m building suspense, but really I just don’t want her to hear.  She must think I’m living in the dark ages, using a payphone.  Really, I just like being bolted in one place, stuck there talking dirty.  It’s kind of like being naked and strung-up in the town square.  Feels so public.

You ask, “Hello? Anybody there?”

“I’m here.”  The woman in front of me grabs her phone and moves along, and I pick up where I left off.  “Imagine looking down and seeing my shaved pussy lips splayed wide open against your thigh and me rubbing my clit on your oiled-up skin, riding you...”

You moan.  You’re seeing what I’m seeing.

“Yeah, and I’m pressing my pussy lips hard on your thigh, just rubbing and rocking until I come, feeling like there's wet fire throbbing between my legs and just stroking, stroking, getting hotter and hotter and hotter...”

“And so wet!” you add.

“Wet and slippery, all covered in oil.  I wish you could do it and know how good it feels.”

“I can tell how good it feels just from the sound of your voice.”  You’re practically panting into the phone.  “Trust me, if I came inside you and then watched you rub your pussy all over my thigh, I’d be hard again in a second!”

“I bet you would,” I say, just as some old dude walking by catches my nasty grin.  He stops walking for a second, and I cringe.  If he comes this way, I might have to drop-kick him.  I’m mentally preparing myself, when he decides against approaching me and continues down the sidewalk.

“I can just feel it,” you say.  You’ve been talking all this time, and I haven’t heard a word.

“Huh?” I ask.  “What’s that?”

“Your oily hand on my cock, stroking and stroking and stroking while you rub your clit off on my thigh.  You’ve got me so turned on.”

“I love that sound,” I admit.  “You know, the sound when my hand is slathered with lube or whatever and I’m working your cock?  That sound.”

“You like stroking my dick?”

“God, yes.  I even love thinking about stroking your dick.  Remember that time we were on my couch, kissing, and you were asking what I wanted to do?  And then I pulled out your cock and just went crazy stroking you?  That’s what I wanted to do more than anything.  Feels so good in my hand.”

“And then you bowed down and I thought you were going to suck it, but you just starting whacking my dick against your face.”

“Yeah, and your precum was splashing all over my cheeks and my lips.  It got me soooo wet, Danny.”

“I’d never seen any girl do that before—not outside porn.  You looked so hot doing it, just smacking your face with my cock.”

I turn away from the sidewalk because I’m smiling hard again and I don’t want to catch anyone’s eye.  “You get me feeling so wild sometimes.  It’s like I can’t help myself.  I’m crazy for you.”

“God, me too.”  Your sincerity boosts my arousal. 

Wherever you are, I want you to jizz your pants. 

“I wish I had a vibe in my purse,” I tell you.

“Yeah right,” you say, laughing.  

“No, really.  If I had one in my purse, I’d bring it out right now and use it here on the street.  Swear to God!”

“You and your vibes.”  You’re shaking your head.  I can hear it in your voice.

“What?” I ask, pouting deliberately.  “You don’t like my vibes?”

“Oh, I’m just imagining you pushing one into your pussy and enjoying it.”

“I love performing for you.  I love spreading my legs and riding a dildo while you watch.  I love that look on your face, like you’re so turned on you’re ready to explode.  Like I’m your real-life porn star.”

“You are,” you say, and I believe you.

“What about you?” I ask.  “Where do you like a vibe on you?”

Suddenly, you seem uncomfortable with the topic.  “Oh, doesn’t matter.  Wherever you want to put it.  I only really go along with that for your sake.”

“For my sake?”  I’m stunned.  “But I always thought you liked it when I traced that little vibe I have up and down your cock.  It always gets you super-hard.”

“Well, yeah.”  You seem reluctant to admit all this. “Sure, that feels good.”

“Especially when I set it against your cockhead.  Ooh, your slit always starts pumping out precum when I do that.”

“It’s good,” you say, noncommittally.  

“Oh, and when I rub the vibe all over your balls!  You squeal like a piglet when I do that.  I can’t believe you don’t enjoy it.”

“I do enjoy it.  I do...”

“And when
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