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      Phil’s arms tensed as he shook the cobbler shaker. Ice slammed against metal. His tattoos stretched and morphed with his swift hand motions until the drink was ready. He poured it, through a strainer into a tall martini glass and slid it across the bar to a skinny blonde who loudly asked, “WHAT’S IN THIS?”

      He winked, and I couldn’t hear what Phil said in response.

      Cuthbert reached across the table and touched my arm.

      “Distracted, Tessa?”

      His touch dragged my attention back to our second date, which I’d vainly hoped would be less mechanical and dispassionate than our first.

      “No. Not distracted.”

      “You keep looking over there. Watching the game?”

      The TV above Phil’s head played the Nationals game, which I hadn’t noticed until Cuthbert pointed it out.

      “No.”

      “I love baseball. I always wanted to be with a woman who loved baseball as much as I do.”

      “Oh?”

      Our waiter, dressed head to toe in black, with a gaunt starved look on his face, had yet to serve us. I was desperate for quenelle de brochet and more importantly, the bottle of wine. I immediately regretted not ordering a cocktail, even if the last thing I wanted was for Phil to notice me here again. With a new date.

      “Yes,” Cuthbert continued, “Baseball is the most beautiful game. It’s so interesting too. You know, most women in this city don’t care for the sport. They lack the intelligence to understand it.”

      I forced myself not to roll my eyes.

      “Really?” I asked flatly, hoping Cuthbert would get the message.

      He didn’t. Of course.

      “Well, you’re beyond intelligent, obviously. Where did you say you got your law degree?”

      Perfect. Work talk. We’d had plenty of that on our first date but apparently, Cuthbert couldn’t get enough.

      “Howard.”

      “Oh.”

      “What?” I snapped.

      I’d received that response about Howard a lot from dates, but I didn’t expect it from a fellow black man, especially not one wearing an ankh around his neck.

      He shrugged.

      “It’s just that… well… Howard Law? Really?”

      “What’s wrong with Howard Law?”

      My eyes narrowed and I went into attack mode. My heart raced. My skin pulsed with the same fire I felt during court. Cuthbert could tell he was walking through dangerous territory and he ran his hands over his fresh fade.

      “It’s just that… black people don’t need to be separating themselves. It’s 2018. What do we need historically black colleges for?”

      His ignorance baffled me. Really? A grown man in his thirties living in America couldn’t understand the need for historically black colleges? I didn’t want to hand hold him. I didn’t want to argue with him. All I wanted was to end this date and delete this man’s number from my phone.

      But the waiter materialized and with our food set out in front of us and the wine, I decided to take the mature approach.

      “You know Cuthbert, that’s a very ignorant view.”

      “Ignorant? How?”

      Now I was starting to get agitated. I had just given this man an out and now he dug his heels in deeper. Where on earth did he think this was going?

      “Listen, I went to Howard Law and I’d just appreciate it if you didn’t slander my alma mater.”

      He grinned and then chuckled.

      “Oh, it’s a pride thing.”

      I grit my teeth and sipped my wine.

      “I get it,” he replied.

      No Cuthbert, I thought to myself, you definitely do not get it. I politely cut into my food, putting a small bite in my mouth. Cuthbert tasted his and spat it out. Yes, he spat it out.

      “My God! This is disgusting!”

      Heat rushed to my cheeks. I didn’t think it was possible for me to be more mortified.

      “Is something wrong with it?” I asked, choking down my shame with a large swig of wine.

      “Is this pork!?”

      “Yes… boudin means pork.”

      “Oh hell naw! Waiter! WAITER!” He screamed.

      Our waiter was halfway across the restaurant attending to another, quieter table. Phil was the only server in action and he came bounding across the room, standing above our table smugly.

      “Is everything alright?” He asked.

      He looked professional, sure. But I knew Phil well enough to know he was containing every bit of his disdain and bemusement beneath a thinly veiled disguise.

      “Yeah, I don’t eat pork. Y’all got chicken fingers?”

      “This is a French bistro sir.”

      Cuthbert glanced up at him bewildered.

      “So y’all got chicken fingers or naw?”

      I stared at my food, desperate to avoid eye contact with Phil like my life depended on it. He swiftly removed the plate and strode back into the kitchen leaving me with a very bewildered Cuthbert. He downed his entire glass of wine in two gulps and poured another.

      “I don’t eat swine. That shit’s unclean.”

      “Yeah?” I asked.

      “Uh huh. You wanna cure your ailments, your diabetes, your pressure? Stop eating pork.”

      I shoveled another bite of lobster in my mouth, wondering how a man this stupid had worked his way up to Chief Financial Officer in one of the cities largest NGOs.

      “Really?” I asked.

      At that point, my inane responses were part of my survival strategy. I didn’t think I’d make it out of the bar with any of my dignity intact.

      “Yes’m. Stop eating pork and you’ll even stop having a period.”

      “Huh?!”

      Now I couldn’t hold back.

      “Yes, ma’am. Periods are unnatural. It’s only the white man that makes us think they are.”

      “You don’t say…” I mumbled.

      New strategy: get drunk. Get very drunk. Cuthbert wasn’t just an idiot, he had to be straight up deranged. I made a mental note to kill Sky’s cousin for setting me up with this buffoon.

      I downed more of my wine.

      “Shit, we almost finished the bottle,” Cuthbert said.

      “Guess we’re having fun.”

      He didn’t read my sarcasm and winked at me, licking his lips in a dramatic gesture which I supposed was meant to be sexual. The lobster I’d just eaten flipped in my stomach.

      “Tessa, I gotta say, they don’t make women like you anymore. Especially not in DC.”

      “They say I’m one of a kind,” I replied dryly.

      “Yeah. You are. And a lawyer. Wow. How do you get on at your firm with all those white men?”

      I shrugged.

      “I get on fine. I know how to play the game. I do what’s asked of me, I mind my business and I win cases.”

      “When we get married, you’ll have to quit that job though.”

      My fork clattered to the plate involuntarily.

      “Huh?”

      Cuthbert chuckled.

      “Only joking. It’s too early to talk about marriage. But when we do get there… I believe in the traditional ways.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “A man works. The woman doesn’t. That’s how it’s been in my family. See this generation ain’t ready to let a man be a man.”

      Every bone in my body wanted to leap out of my chair and start beating Cuthbert over the head. Ladies, I tell you, I wanted to sink into the earth. I would have done anything to get this man to shut his damned mouth.

      “I’ll never quit my job. Not for anybody. I worked too hard for what I’ve got.”

      “Yeah, you one of these independent black women, right?”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “You black women think you don’t need a man. That’s why more and more of you end up single. If y’all would just humble yourselves, you’d be able to keep a man.”

      I snorted.

      “Whatever.”

      I’d started to lose my patience with Cuthbert. The waiter returned to our table with Cuthbert’s new meal. It wasn’t chicken fingers but it was the closest thing to it. I paid attention to him as he ate his first bite, memorizing every detail so I could recount the entire experience to Sky without missing any of the particulars.

      “Now this is real food!” Cuthbert exclaimed, drawing humiliated glances from the wait staff.

      Great, now even the waiters pitied me.

      “Uh huh?”

      “Hell yeah! This is one of the best dates I’ve been on!”

      He shoveled more food into my mouth and I pushed the table back.

      “I— I gotta go to the restroom.”

      I clicked my heels all the way to the restroom and locked the door behind me. I leaned back against the door, exhaling and looking at myself in the mirror.

      Is this how bad dating in the city had become? I was on this date with one of the most insufferable men I’d met and I couldn’t bring myself to run away. I couldn’t bring myself to duck out and leave. Some small part of me hoped that the “good on paper” Cuthbert Wilkinson would somehow stop acting like the woman-hating, idiotic nightmare that presented himself to me.

      I reached into my purse and pulled out my phone to call Sky.

      “Hey girl, wassup,” she answered.

      “Sky, I’m going to kill him.”

      Sky snorted.

      “Kill him? Oh, this is gonna be good.”

      “I’m serious. This date is awful.”

      “Fake an emergency. Leave.”

      “Can’t. Phil works tonight.”

      “Are you serious?!”

      “Yes. I’m serious. I can’t catch a fuckin’ break.”

      Sky laughed, “Yeah, your life sucks.”

      “Not funny. Why does he always work on nights when I have a first date?”

      “You could always stop going there. There are other French restaurants besides Bistro Cacao.”

      “It’s not my fault! Cuthbert chose the place and I didn’t think Phil worked on Thursday nights.”

      “If Phil is working, you know what’s going to happen.”

      “Shut. Up,” I grumbled.

      “It happens every time you two see each other.”

      “You’re supposed to be helping me!”

      Sky laughed at my pain once again.

      “Sorry!”

      “Yeah, you sound real sorry.”

      “Listen, Cuthbert can’t be that bad.”

      “He told me periods were the white man’s invention.”

      Sky laughed out loud again, cackling like a hyena.

      “I hate you,” I mumbled.

      “You don’t hate me,” she teased, “You love me. Just like you love Cuthbert.”

      “I’m gonna hang up on you,” I threatened.

      “You’ll have to soon. Do you think he’ll try to kiss you again?”

      “Oh God, I hope not. What happened last time was barely a kiss.”

      “It was more than a kiss,” Sky teased.

      “It was a lick. A full tongued lick. On my face.”

      Sky cackled again.

      “Why did I think calling you would make me feel better?”

      “Sorry girl but your dating woes give me life.”

      “You’re lucky you don’t have to deal with men.”

      “Hey, us lesbians have it hard too.”

      “No, you don’t. You’ve had a stable girlfriend for three years.”

      “And that hoe still won’t wife me!” Sky replied.

      I rolled my eyes, but her joke did force me to crack a smile — the first smile I’d cracked all night.

      “I’d better get back out there,” I grumbled.

      “Flirt with Phil in front of him. That will make him start acting right.”

      “Bye, Sky,” I replied.

      “Cuthbert and Tessa sitting in a tree. K-I-S-S-I-N—”

      I hung up before she could finish and thrust my phone back into my purse. I regretted wearing a dress this sexy. Cuthbert didn’t deserve it and given his other beliefs, he’d likely interpret the dress as an invitation for something more to happen. I shuddered at the thought.

      When I returned to the table, Cuthbert had nearly finished his meal. I marveled at how a man could down his food so quickly. I continued to eat my lobster and our waiter reappeared.

      “Are you guys enjoying everything?”

      “Hell yeah man,” Cuthbert replied, “This shit good. But don’t worry about all that fake shit. I don’t believe in tipping so it won’t win you extra points.”

      I gazed down at my plate in utter embarrassment. The waiter must have felt uncomfortable too because, without another word, he wandered over to the bar and began whispering to Phil.

      “What do you mean you don’t believe in tipping?” I asked.

      “Nah, it’s the government’s job to pay people right, not mine.”

      “The government?”

      “Hell yeah. Gotta raise the minimum wage. If we don’t take a stand, they’ll never do it.”

      “But you make plenty of money to tip.”

      “And they make plenty of money off this plate of food. Listen, you gonna eat that lobster, or nah?”

      Before I could respond, Cuthbert reached over with his fork and took a piece of lobster off my plate, shoving it into his mouth. My mouth hung open, aghast.

      “Go ahead,” I mumbled, pushing my half-finished entree across the table to him.

      “OH DAMN!” He exclaimed, “This shit is GOOD!”

      Mortified, I poured another glass of wine. My head started spinning and my tongue grew looser and looser. I wanted to give Cuthbert a piece of my mind and every word that came out of his mouth was another opportunity for me to flip and tell him how much of an uncultured, embarrassing, woman-hating creep he was. Whatever sobriety I had left kept me from diving over the edge.

      He finished my entree.

      “Enjoyed it?” I asked.

      “Hell yeah. How about you? Are you drunk enough to fuck yet?”

      I gasped audibly this time. I’d had enough.

      “No,” I replied, glowering at him, “I’m ready to leave.”

      “Oh shit, no offense baby. I know you’re one of these good chicks who don’t put out ’til the third date. That’s okay, we’ll go out tomorrow.”

      Before I could protest, Cuthbert reached into his jacket pocket for his wallet.

      “YO WAITER! Get over here!”

      The waiter approached our table, his veneer of friendliness replaced by visible frustration.

      “Yes, sir?”

      “Get me the check. I gotta get out of here and take my girlfriend home.”

      The waiter smirked, perhaps at an inside joke, and walked off towards the register. Cuthbert leaned forward.

      “Yo, is it just me or was that lil nigga smiling at you?”

      I flinched at his unnecessary use of the n-word, especially in reference to our milquetoast waiter. I chose not to respond.

      “Listen, Cuthbert. I’m not your girlfriend.”

      He cocked his head to the side, confused.

      “Huh?”

      “I’m. Not. Your. Girlfriend.”

      “You still waiting ’til the third date?”

      “No. There isn’t going to be a third date.”

      “Huh?”

      How on earth was this man still confused?!

      “I don’t think a third date is a good idea. I’m not really feeling you the way you’re feeling me.”

      “Oh, so you think you too good for me ‘cause you a Howard chick?”

      “No Cuthbert, it’s not that. You went to Cornell, I went to Howard, we’re both smart. I just… I don’t think it’s going to work out.”

      “Just another stuck up black bitch, huh?”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Well have fun paying for your own dinner.”

      He pushed his chair out and stood up.

      “I can pay for my own dinner, thank you very much.”

      “Good. You, independent bitches, make me sick.”

      “Screw you, Cuthbert!”

      “No! Screw you, stupid cunt!”

      I gasped as he called me the c-word. Every head in the restaurant turned. To add to my mortification, Cuthbert stormed off, leaving me with the entire $200 bill.

      “Hey!” I called after him, running to the door.

      It was too late. He was long gone down the street, opening the door to his Mercedes. I retreated into the restaurant shamefully, ignoring the stares and murmurs of our fellow patrons as I approached the waiter with the name tag “DANNY” who held the bill.

      “I’m so sorry,” I mumbled, “I’ll take care of that.”

      “No worries sweetheart,” Danny replied, “You dodged a bullet.”

      “I’m so embarrassed…”

      I pulled my black card out of my wallet and Danny swiped it, handing me the receipt. I tipped him 40% for his trouble. Trust me, it was worth it for all the shame I’d experienced.

      “Girl, don’t worry about it. That guy was a prick.”

      “I should probably leave. Everyone’s staring.”

      “No. Don’t Leave,” Phil interjected, materializing behind Danny and only serving to intensify my humiliation.

      “I—”

      “I said don’t leave. Sit at the bar and have a drink. Lord knows you need it after that guy.”

      He smiled his big intense smile that only highlighted his sharp cheekbones and angled chin. His green eyes refused to release me from the bonds of eye contact and I knew if I tried to leave, he would argue with me until I changed my mind. That was Phil…

      Danny handed me my copy of the receipt and slunk away, leaving me standing face to face with Phil for the first time since the last time I’d visited Bistro Cacao.

      “Come. Have a drink. What do you want, I’ll make you anything.”

      “Um… a vodka cran?”

      “No. Too boring. I’ll make you something else.”

      “Something fruity, please.”

      I sat at the bar. The wine I’d had earlier settled in my stomach and sent warm fluttering sensations through my skin. Phil grinned and shuffled over to the other side of the bar, turning around and picking out liquors and juices from the cabinets behind him.

      “I really shouldn’t stay long…”

      “Nonsense. You’ll stay. Have a drink.”

      He poured a concoction into the shaker and mixed the drink, pouring it into a tall champagne glass and garnishing it with an orange peel.

      “Voila. Now try it. Drink.”

      I grasped the stem tentatively, then pressed the glass to my lips, staining it just a bit with my red lipstick.

      “Mmm, it’s really good.”

      “I knew you’d like it.”

      He watched me take another sip, smirking at me unceasingly.

      “What are you smiling at?”

      “You keep going out with assholes like that. Why?”

      “Cuthbert isn’t an asshole…”

      I didn’t know why I was defending Cuthbert. Something about Phil always put me on edge. He’d worked at the bistro through four of my past five dates here and I hated parading an army of losers under his nose every weekend.

      “He’s just misguided?”

      “You could say that.”

      “Bullshit. He’s an asshole. And he didn’t deserve to see you in that dress.”

      Heat rushed to my cheeks and I buried my face in the glass of alcohol.

      “It’s so hard to meet guys in this city,” I lamented.

      “Try meeting women,” Phil retorted.

      I rolled my eyes.

      “Every single chick I know in DC has a Master’s degree or a Ph.D. They work a good government job or better. Meanwhile the guys…”

      Phil shrugged, “What about me? You think I’m not a decent guy ‘cause I don’t have a fancy job?”

      “That’s not what I’m saying.”

      “It sounded like exactly what you were saying.”

      “I’m not here to argue with you, Phil.”

      “Just insult me.”

      “I’m not insulting you. I’m insulting men. All men.”

      Phil chuckled.

      “Think that’s gonna change what’s gonna happen after my shift?”

      “What do you think is going to happen after your shift?”

      “Same shit that always happens.”

      “Whatever Phil. I’m leaving after this drink.”

      “And I get off in five.”

      He winked and I sipped the drink again, suddenly feeling woozy.

      “Ugh, I think I’m going to be sick.”

      “Not on the bar. I’m tired of cleaning up after drunk rich girls.”

      I glowered at him which only provoked another laugh.

      “Think that dirty look is gonna scare me?”

      “I’m hoping it does.”

      “It doesn’t, princess. So, how the hell did a smart, talented, lawyer like you end up on a date with a guy like that?”

      “Set up.”

      “Figures.”

      “Why’d you come here?”

      “It was his choice.”

      Phil winked.

      “Sure it was.”

      “I did not come here on purpose Phil.”

      “Sure you didn’t.”

      “You know what, I’m leaving.”

      “No. You aren’t.”

      And I stayed. I finished the drink.

      “That was good. Really good.”

      “There’s only one thing I do better than mix drinks.”

      “Don’t you say it…”

      Phil laughed.

      “I think you’ve had enough humiliation for one night.”

      “Agreed. I wish I could meet a guy out here who’s on my level, you know?”

      “Whatever you say, princess. I think you want a guy who knows how to handle you. That asshole was on your level and he couldn’t handle you.”

      “I don’t need to be handled.”

      Phil chuckled, “Pardon my coarse language ma’am. Not all of us went to Georgetown and Howard.”

      “You went to college.”

      “Yeah, I did. Penn State, baby. I graduated too. I got the debt to prove it.”

      He began to undo his apron.

      “Let’s get out of here. I’ll walk you home.”

      “I can walk myself.”

      “At this hour? With a crazy, pissed off asshole waiting out there?”

      “Cuthbert drove home.”

      Phil snorted.

      “His name was Cuthbert!?”

      “Shut up!”

      He guffawed now, running his hands through his blond hair before doubling over and turning a bright shade of scarlet.

      “You…went out… with a guy… named… Cuthbert,” he heaved through his laughter.

      “Okay. Now I’m leaving.”

      I grabbed my purse and stormed down the steps of Bistro Cacao. Phil followed me.

      “Tessa! Wait! Don’t be pissed.”

      “Goodbye, Phil!”

      The outdoor guests stared at me again as I walked off. Before I could jaywalk across the street, Phil grabbed my hand.

      “Where on earth do you think you’re going?”

      I whipped around, fury written all over my face.

      “I’m going home — away from Cuthbert and away from you.”

      “No… You aren’t. Not without me. I told you, I’m walking you home.”

      “I live all the way on 6th.”

      “Then I’ll walk you all the way to 6th.”

      “Don’t you have anything better to do?”

      “No. There’s nothing that could be better than walking you home, especially considering how hot you look in that dress.”

      “Get it out of your mind Phil, nothing’s going to happen.”

      “You say that every damn time.”

      I walked away from him and he let me go ahead. He trailed after me, but caught up in a few quick steps, thrusting his hands into his pockets.

      “You deserve better than him, you know that right.”

      “I know. I deserve the best, and that’s why I’m still single.”

      “You’re also a bit of a spoiled brat,” Phil offered, “That could be why.”

      “You think you’re so funny, don’t you?”

      “I know I’m funny. And the best part is, you love it.”

      “My roommate is home. You can’t come up tonight.”

      “Why? Worried she might judge you for banging the bartender?”

      “Shut up.”

      “I know you’re ashamed of what happened last time.”

      “I’m not!”

      Phil snorted.

      “I know your type, Tessa. You think you’re too good for everybody, even me.”

      “Maybe I am too good for you.”

      “Why do you keep coming back then?”

      “I don’t keep coming back. My dates keep bringing me back. There’s a big difference.”

      I started walking faster now as if I could lose him. I was in five-inch heels and Phil still towered over me, with a stride that could easily match mine.

      “Stop walking so fast. You won’t lose me!”

      I slowed down and Phil grabbed my hand. I didn’t yank it away but allowed him to hold my hand as he slowed my pace.

      “Walk too fast and you might miss all the city has to offer.”

      “Walk too slow and life will pass you by.”

      Phil chuckled, “Is that how you feel?”

      “Sometimes.”

      “You’re too stressed. Everyone in this city is.”

      I shrugged.

      “Stop. Just for a moment.”

      We stopped, standing near the walls of a street-level colonial townhouse.

      “Beautiful night, isn’t it?”

      “Perfect end to summer.”

      “I agree,” Phil replied.

      His hands traveled down to my waist and he held them there. I reveled in the warmth of his touch, the firmness of his grasp and the smell of lime juice that would stain his skin for hours after his shift.

      “I’ve been on my feet all day, I need a breather.”

      “You can let go of me,” I suggested.

      “Bullshit.”

      He leaned in and kissed me, and I didn’t stop him. I’d promised him and myself that nothing would happen but when Phil leaned in, the last thing I wanted was to stop him from kissing me. He pressed me up against the wall. Fancy neighborhood be damned. He didn’t care who was watching and after his hand moved down to my ass giving it a firm, possessive squeeze, neither did I.

      His lips trailed from my own down to my neck and he flicked his tongue across the lobe of my ear before whispering, “I want you… now.”

      “Not here…” I whispered breathily, my hands clutching his back as he continued to trail kisses along my neck.

      “Why not? Are you afraid of getting exposed like the naughty girl you are…”

      His hand reached under my dress and I squealed, grabbing his wrist in a futile attempt to hold him away.

      “I said not here.”

      “Fine. We’ll head ‘round the corner. I know somewhere quiet.”

      He grabbed my hand then and pulled me about a block away off the dark streets into an even darker alleyway. Before I could protest and demand a more suitable location, Phil pressed me up against the wall and we were kissing again. It was hot. DC summer hadn’t subsided and a bead of sweat trickled down my back.

      Phil’s hand wandered up my dress again but this time, I didn’t stop him. He touched my underwear, pressing my damp mound with the pads of his fingers and stroking me with only the tiny bit of lace fabric between us.

      “That asshole didn’t deserve to see your soft little pussy in those panties…”

      “Phil—”

      “Don’t argue with me. Turn around. Hike that dress up.”

      I found myself obeying him without question. I turned around, pressing one of my palms against the brick as I used my other hand to hike my dress up. My thighs stuck together in the heat, but the layers of sweat between them didn’t bother him. Phil reached for the waistband of my panties and hooked his fingers through them before sliding them over my damp hips and rolling them down my thighs so my ass was exposed.

      Phil pressed his body into mine and placed his palm around my neck, holding me firmly but careful not to squeeze and cut off my airways. He had just the right amount of dominance. I shuddered as he held me firm and his other hand snaked down the front of my body and slipped just over my mound.

      “Dripping…” he muttered.

      I stuck my ass out, encouraging him to stop teasing me and taunting me. But he enjoyed this. He loved every minute of it. He loved that he could turn me from an uptight lawyer into his personal sex toy in the middle of an alleyway where anyone could walk by at a moment’s notice. He reveled in the control he had over me.

      His hand gripped my ass cheek and he squeezed before landing a firm smack on my buttocks. I cried out and he wrapped his hand around my mouth, clamping down and silencing me.

      “Shhh… Do you want to get arrested in this position?” He growled in my ear.

      I shuddered. The dampness between my thighs twitched and my wetness dripped in anticipation of his entry. The trickle down my thighs tickled my sensitive skin. With his other hand, Phil slid his finger through my juices and stuck his finger into his mouth.

      “So wet… so delicious…”

      I shuddered again, pressing my hands harder against the wall. Phil released his grip on my mouth and I gasped loudly for air and then moaned again as his lips pressed against my neck, sucking flesh between his lips.

      “Should I taste you?”

      “No…” I whimpered.

      He chuckled maliciously.

      “Greedy, greedy girl, huh? Too bad, Tessa. You don’t call the shots around here.”

      He bent to his knees and spread my legs further apart. I’d never expected my date with Cuthbert to end like this — with another man’s head between my legs and his hands gripping my thighs like a vice.

      As his face moved closer to my pussy, the warmth of his breath tickled my outer lips and sent surges of electricity through my body. His nose was dangerously close to my wetness now, but his tongue refused to dart out and press between my legs, providing me with the satisfaction and relief that I so desperately craved. He inhaled, taking in every bit of my honeysuckle scent. My knees nearly buckled beneath me, but he held my thighs steady and then finally pressed his tongue between my dripping pussy.

      The touch of his warm tongue and the feeling of his face between my thighs with his five o’ clock shadow grazing the sensitive flesh between my legs, drove me into a primal state of being. Everything about our encounter was so raw, filled with unfettered lust and desires that couldn’t be tamed.

      I should have predicted this. I should have known that the moment I saw Phil Tremblay standing across the bar, I’d be bent over in an alleyway allowing his tongue to do the dirtiest, nastiest things to me imaginable. He was far from boyfriend material with his job that paid under the table, his head to toe covering of tattoos and his mischievous smirk whenever he had me in a compromising position. I wouldn't want him. I couldn’t be with him. Yet, whenever we ran into each other, I always ended up like this whether I thought I wanted it or not.

      His tongue darted inside me and then lapped at my length. I moaned and he gripped my thighs tighter, digging his nails into my flesh as he continued to use his tongue on my moist fluffy pussy lips. He sucked on each of my lips until they filled with blood and engorged with desire. I cried out, approaching a climax as I stood bent over. The sun had disappeared in the sky and our position behind the building remained fully obscured. No pedestrians and no cars passed by, offering us a modicum of isolation along with the deep terror that our isolation wouldn’t last long.

      Phil sucked on my pussy lips and then swirled his tongue around my clit. He kept up the swift, rhythmic motion until I finally succumbed to my desires for him and exploded with a forceful climax. Pleasure jolted
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