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      “Hello, lovies. Thanks for spending the night with me. You’re on with Vixen and I’m here with an ear for you to confess your sexual prowess.  Tell me all about your longings, yearnings, and desires. We all have our sexual secrets and I’m here for you.

      “Share your experiences and awaken longing, yearning, and desire in others…

      “Here we go… let’s get started with tonight’s caller.

      “Caller, you’re live with The Pothos Chronicles. Tell me your story…”
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      It was the night of my college graduation and my boyfriend of three years had just broken up with me three days before saying that we were heading in different directions and he didn’t see a future for us. My parents had hired a limousine company to drive me around for the night to celebrate my accomplishment and I didn’t have the heart to tell them that I wasn’t in the mood to celebrate anything, so after the obligatory dinner with my family, when the limo pulled up the curb, I climbed into the back and gave them a big, fake smile.

      I’d told them that my boyfriend had to work late at the office and was going to meet me later so they assumed we would be heading to pick him up.

      My confession starts the second I climbed into the opulent back seat of the luxurious limo and the rich leather scent surrounded me.

      The partition window was down and all I could see was the back of the driver’s head. I could tell that he had dark brown hair under his chauffer’s cap and above the collar of his white shirt and black suit jacket, I could see his tanned skin. His gravelly voice asked, “Where to, ma’am,” as soon as my father closed the door behind me.

      Since I literally had no destination in mind and I was wallowing in self-misery, I said, “I honestly don’t care. I have nowhere to be and no one I’m meeting, so you can just drive wherever you want to.”

      His eyes lifted and I saw him look at me in the rearview mirror. It was getting dark so I couldn’t really make out his features beneath his dark sunglasses, but I did see his full, perfect lips as they frowned at me. “Ma’am… I was hired for the night to take you wherever you wanted to go. I can drive around aimlessly, but that’s pretty boring for you. Is there no place you’d like to go? I’m yours for the night.”

      Without thinking and because I never expected a response, I blurted out. “Anywhere you want to go is fine. The asshole I was expecting to propose to me dumped me three days ago after we’d been dating for three years saying we were heading in different directions. I just graduated from LSU with a Master’s that I have no idea what I’m going to do with. An English degree sounded like a great idea and I’m a whiz at it, but what does one actually do with an English degree?! I don’t want to teach. I don’t have the patience for it. So basically, I have a very expensive piece of pretty paper to hang up in an office I don’t even have.

      “All of my friends are celebrating their accomplishments with the people they’re involved with… and I’m alone in a fancy limousine with a man asking me what I’d like to do and where I’d like to go.

      “You want to help me celebrate my English degree, man in the front seat with the sexy voice? Drive somewhere out of the way and fuck the shit out of me until I forget about what a joke all of this is… otherwise… just freaking drive. I don’t care where. Hell, cruise the streets of Baton Rouge and let people assume the person in here is some celebrity or person celebrating something instead of some twenty-five year old with no boyfriend, no plans, and a forty- thousand dollar piece of paper to keep her warm at night.”

      Looking around, I see the bottles of bubbly, also paid for by my proud parents. Reaching out, I swipe one of them and pop the top before drinking straight from the bottle.

      The limo driver says nothing as he just pulls away from the curb and I swig champagne straight from the bottle.

      The bubbles tickle my nose and my chest burns as the fizz travels down my throat to my almost empty stomach, since I mainly pushed my dinner around my plate as everyone smiled and congratulated me at dinner while they told me how proud they were of me.

      Whoo hoo.

      Thanks y’all.

      How proud of me would you be if you realized what I fraud I am?

      Laying my head back on the opulent seat, I continued to drink from the bottle as I was driven around aimlessly. I don’t know how long we were traveling and it was hard to keep track of the distance as we were caught in the Baton Rouge traffic and I stared out of the sunroof at the stars.

      The sky was black by the time I finished the bottle and my head was hazy.

      Tossing the empty bottle to the floor, I rolled over the seat and with great effort, made my way over to the still open partition.

      I realized I was warm in the backseat, but I didn’t know if it was because I was almost drunk or if I was actually hot. I had a light jacket on over my sleeveless dress and heeled sandals were on my feet. My legs were bare and they were lightly tanned from the studying I’d done in the sun in the last semester of college.

      Unbuttoning my jacket, I shrugged it off and dropped it to the seat as well. When the air touched my bare shoulders, I shivered as I sighed in relief before leaning though the window and trying to see the driver. He asked, “More comfortable now? You know you can adjust the air conditioning from the back and get the temperature to your liking, right?”

      I grinned and touched the exposed skin of his neck with my finger. His slight jerk was the only indication he gave that he even felt my fingertips trailing over his skin. It was warm and as I leaned through the window, I could smell his cologne. It smelled like a mixture of spice and the ocean. It was intoxicating. I mumbled, “You smell amazing. What is that?” My nose was basically buried in his neck as I kneeled on the seat and leaned through the window to better smell him.

      He growled. “You need to sit back. That’s dangerous and not really allowed. If I wreck, you could be really hurt.”

      I looked out the windshield and saw the lights of the river road and the emptiness in front of us. “Where are we going? What’s down here?”

      He looked at me in the rearview and I saw that he’d removed his sunglasses in the dark. His eyes were also dark and his face was sharp and sexy. He was all angled planes and gorgeousness and my stomach clenched at his appeal. I muttered, “Holy fuck. You’re fucking sexy as shit.”

      His lips twisted but his voice was firm as he repeated, “You need to sit back down, Ma’am.”

      I muttered, “Fine,” and kneeled on the seat while still facing the partition and staring at the side of his face. “My name is Nora, not ma’am. Can you call me by my name? And what’s yours or should I just call you fuckable hottie in the front seat?”

      What am I saying? I’m drunker than I thought.

      I don’t know him. He could be married or engaged or just have a girlfriend… Hell, he’s so fine, maybe he has a boyfriend. Most dudes as fine as he is don’t even like women.

      Why would he like me anyway? I’m some drunk, pathetic stranger he was hired to drive around.

      Ugh. I’ll just tell him to take me home. I’ll take the rest of the champagne and get so drunk I hurl and then pass out and forget all about this mess… at least for now.

      Yes, going home and feeling sorry for myself is what I’ll do tonight.

      I sighed and opened my mouth to tell him to just take me home, but his voice stopped me in my tracks. “I can call you, Nora. And my name is Miguel, but you can also call me the other one if you prefer.” His voice is amused and I gasp out loud.

      “I can call you fuckable hottie in the front seat?” I repeat to make certain I’m following along.

      He chuckles and my pussy throbs at the sound. “Sure, Nora. You can call me that if you’d like.”

      I blurt out, “You know if you’re interested, which I’m sure you’re not, because you’re so fine you’re probably gay, but if you wanted to… I’m horny and I want to fuck you.”

      I need more champagne.

      He chuckles again and says, “I don’t think that’s why your father hired me, Nora.”

      My pussy is so wet. My nipples are peaked and I’m drunk enough not to have any inhibitions as I say, “I don’t much care why my daddy hired you. I’m a grown woman and right now, I’m probably drunk but also very horny. Maybe I’ll care about what I’m saying tomorrow, but right now… I’m drunk, horny, you’re gorgeous, and this is a huge backseat…”

      I can’t stand how horny I am, so still kneeling on the seat and staring at Miguel’s profile, I lean over and flick my tongue against his ear before sucking it into my mouth and pulling my skirt up to my waist and slipping my hand down my panties. My hand glides over my mound and I part my soaked folds and sink a finger into my wetness. As I finger myself, I lave his ear and moan.

      The car comes to a stop. He stares straight ahead as I continue to suck on his ear and slowly finger myself and he growls, “What are you doing back there, Nora? And why are you sucking on my ear. You don’t know anything about me…”

      Licking the shell of his ear, I add another finger to my pussy and moan as my body accepts it so readily. Then, I whisper, “I’m fingering myself. But, I wish it was your hands, your mouth, or your cock…” I breathe deeply and lick the shell of his ear again as I feel his body tighten. “I’m fingering myself and thinking it’s you instead… Why did you stop the car, Miguel? I don’t know anything about you… you’re right. But I don’t care. I honestly don’t. For once in my life, I want to do something wild and wanton and completely unlike me. I want to fuck you. I want to fuck a stranger. I want you to join me back here and I want to think about absolutely nothing but what happens in this backseat…

      “What do you want? Why did you stop the car, Miguel?”
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      I’m so aroused. I’m talking out of my head, but I’m so horny…  I’m not lying, I want Miguel. I want him to climb into this backseat with me and fuck me senseless.

      I want to ride him and do every  wicked thing I’ve ever wanted to do and my boring ass ex-boyfriend was too scared to, because that’s not acceptable for ladies to do.

      My fingers are knuckle deep in my pussy and it’s not enough… I’m crazed with want. I’ve never been so turned on in my life.

      But, what is Miguel going to do?!

      Miguel shakes his head and I frown. I’m about to be rejected… My stomach clenches and I feel lightheaded.

      Then, he mutters, “If I climb into that backseat Nora, I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to eat your pussy until you shatter all over my face. Then, I’m going to sink my cock into you over and over and over until we both explode. Then, I’m going to do it again and again until you cannot close your legs and sitting down will be painful for you...”

      My heart pounds at his words and my breathing accelerates. My fingers are soaked by a new flood of moisture as his words excite me further. I moan and finger myself harder, but it does nothing to ease the ache.

      Miguel turns and faces me and I gasp as I recognize him. He was in one of my classes last semester. His eyes meet mine and my mouth drops open.

      I’d always noticed him. He’s so gorgeous. I always thought he looked like a God with his perfect face and body. I never spoke to him and he was always alone. His studies were important to him and that was blatantly evident. Plus, I had been with Mark until three days ago. I never knew his name…

      I swallow and his nostrils flare as he looks at me. “You know who I am now?”

      I nod and whisper. “I do. You were in my Biology class…”

      He nods. “I didn’t think you noticed me, Nora. Now that you see who I am… do you still want me to climb into the backseat with you?”

      My mouth drops open and I bite my lip as I continue to finger myself.

      Now that I know do I want him to? I want him to so much more now. I know who he is, but we don’t know each other.

      He knew who I was all along?

      Why would he want to fuck me?

      Shut the fuck up. No questions. Just go for it.

      Embrace tonight.

      Leaning back through the window, I remove my fingers from my pussy and trace his lips with them. His face tightens as I run my juices over his face and then he growls and grabs my hand, holding it still. He stares into my eyes and I can’t breathe.

      His lips part and he flicks his tongue against my fingers before sucking them into his mouth. His tongue roams from the base to the tip and all around as he gets every taste of me off of my hand. When he’s done, I’ve created a puddle on the leather seat and my heart is racing so hard, I feel like it might leave my chest.

      He says harshly. “Do you want me, Nora?”

      I nod. I can’t speak and even if my throat worked, I’m not sure I could form the words.

      Miguel’s nostrils flare as he continues to hold my hand hostage. He turns and looks through the window at me while he says, “Show me. Show me how much you want me.”

      I gasp and mutter, “Wh–– What? Show you? How?”

      His brow rises and he says, “Go to the back seat and take off your dress. Undress completely. Then, sit on the seat and spread your legs for me. I want to see that pussy that I just tasted. I want to see it glistening with the evidence of desire for me.”

      I’ve never been talked to this way before. Mark would have never and the couple of boyfriends I had before him were all quick in and outs with nothing in it for me but frustration. My nipples are so hard. They hurt.

      I stare at Miguel and then lean back. He releases my hand and I crawl across the seat by the partition and sit on the far seat, facing him. I can see his dark eyes in the dim light. As I reach for the zipper under my arm and slide it down, a light comes on above me. I freeze but Miguel says, “No, don’t stop. I want to see. Show me what I want to see, Nora.”

      A shuddering breath leaves me as the dress gaps. Reaching for the hem, I raise it slowly and peel it up and over my head before dropping it to the floor. I’m wearing a pink lace bra and matching panties under it. His eyes narrow as I lay back and reach behind my back to open the clasp. It parts and loosens on my chest and I slide it down my arms and drop it on the floor. Miguel’s eyes are following my every movement with his intense stare. I’ve never been looked at this way before and the sudden urge to be as naughty as I can be overcomes me. Reaching down, I cup my breasts and squeeze them. My arms push them together and I lift my nipple to my own mouth so I can flick it with my tongue. I’ve never done this for anyone before and the way he’s looking at me has my pussy pulsing. After treating the other nipple to the same treatment I release them as I stare at him. The moisture from my mouth on my nipples meets the cool air and they ache. Reaching down, I grip my panties and slowly slide them down my thighs and then my calves before kicking them off toward him. My shoes are still on and I reach for the buckle to release it but Miguel’s harsh words stop me in my tracks. “No! Stop. Leave them on and show me that pussy.”

      My heart beats faster and I sit back and slowly part my thighs. I can’t see myself, but Miguel’s nostrils are flaring and his lips are white as he zeros in on my pussy. Bending one knee, I place my foot on the seat and reach down to flick my clit. I moan as I rub it and feel my pussy spasm from the cool air touching its warmth.

      Still watching his face, I slide my fingers through my slit and my eyes cross as I dip a finger into my mound. I gasp and finger myself as Miguel watches me from the window to the front seat.

      He snarls, “Add another finger and fill it with your juice and then rim your asshole. I want to watch you finger your asshole and your pussy.”

      My eyes widen and I stop for a second.

      Finger my asshole?! I’ve always wanted to try that but Mark was adamantly against it.

      He would never even touch me there…

      Will Miguel fuck me in the ass?!

      Do I want him to?

      Oh, yes… I so do.

      Tonight is my night to just cut loose.

      I really don’t need to transfer anything to my asshole, because I’m so wet that it’s dripping down already. But, Miguel asked me to and I want to please him, so I do as he asked. Fingering myself with two fingers, I pound into my hole and then run them over my asshole. I shudder at the first touch and moan. Then, ever so slowly, I circle it and insert it into my virgin ass a little at a time. At first, it’s uncomfortable, but as I get farther in, it feels so good. When I reach the base of my finger, I stop and stare at Miguel. He’s transfixed on the sight of my finger swallowed by my asshole.

      His eyes raise to mine and he asks, “How does that feel, Nora?”

      I moan and nod and then start fingering myself. My mouth drops open as I groan loudly in pleasure. “Oh, God… I’ve never… this is amazing… Ohhhh.”

      The fact that I’m doing something so taboo and that Miguel is watching me do it has me ready to blow.

      His voice wafts through the window. “Keep doing that. I’m coming back there.”

      Oh, yes. He’s coming back here. He’s going to fuck me.

      I do as he ordered and continue fingering my asshole. With each thrust, my pussy also feels it and more and more moisture drips down to help lubricate me.

      The back door opens and I freeze on the seat. Miguel leans in and then he slides onto the seat before closing the door. As it closes, he rips his jacket off. His hat is already gone. He must have left it up front along with his sunglasses.

      I’m still frozen on the seat, just staring at him in disbelief that he’s back here with me and my finger is still in my ass.

      He looks down at my parted legs and kneels on the floor in front of me. I remove my finger from my ass and blush as it makes a suction noise. Miguel is between my legs and my leg is still bent on the seat as I sprawl back, unsure of what to do next. He stares at my pussy and I feel it clench under his gaze. He hurriedly works the buttons on his shirt before peeling it off. It catches at both wrists, so he quickly picks at the buttons. As they part, he throws the shirt onto the opposite seat.

      His chest is bare and bronzed. He’s so fit… He looks as if he was chiseled from stone. Pure perfection is in front of me but I don’t have time to admire it before he’s leaning in and his mouth closes over my pussy with no warning. He’s not gentle and his tongue is thrusting in and out of my quivering mound. My hands slap against the seat as I try to find something to hold onto as he tongue fucks me. His hands grip my hips and drag me to the edge of the seat so he can really reach me. I’m gasping and muttering incoherently as Miguel eats me out. My head is thrashing on the seat. He removes his tongue from my pussy and bites down on my clit. The pain is sharp and unexpected and I buck off the seat, but as quickly as it appeared, it fades as pure pleasure takes over once more. He licks my clit and flicks it with his tongue as his thick finger dips inside of my asshole. I scream and jerk as he continues to suck on my clit. He adds a finger to my pussy and he fucks both holes while his mouth worships my clit.

      I can’t handle the sensations. I don’t know where to concentrate. My hands leave the seat to bury themselves in his thick hair and I pull his face further against my clit. He bites it again and pounds into my pussy and ass and I scream. “Oh, shit! Oh, Shit… Ohhhhh. Shit… Ahhhhhh. Ohhhhh. God… Oh… My… God…” My body bows off the seat as I shatter. Cum floods out of me and drenches Miguel’s face and hands.

      Did I just squirt? Oh my, God!

      I think I just squirted all over Miguel.

      I’ve never… I thought that was a myth…

      Oh… My… God…
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      Miguel takes his time removing his hands from my pussy and ass and he watches me as he licks both clean. My legs are sprawled wide open and I’m still shivering with the aftershocks of the most superb orgasm of my entire life as I look down my body at him. His gorgeous face is glistening with the evidence of my orgasm and he smirks as he watches me try to regain some miniscule amount of sanity. His hands reach for his belt and he undoes it before parting the waistband of his black suit pants. Leaning up on my elbows, I manage to sit up and quickly reach out to take over for him. His cock head is almost purple where it’s poking out of the top of his black boxer briefs. My fingertip traces the bulbous head and it jerks under my touch. Miguel growls. “Lay on your side and open your mouth for me, Nora. I want to fuck your mouth as you finger yourself to prepare your pussy for me.”

      Oh my, God. He’s ordering me around and I absolutely love it. I love that he’s taken complete control and I’m happy to oblige

      My body is humming again even though that orgasm just rocked my entire world.

      Oh yes, I’m about to get fucked hard and fast and I cannot wait!

      Lying on my side, I face him and as he pushes his pants to his knees, he lines

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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