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Girl-Girl-Guy?

Molly brown was one hell of a sexy lady. She
was inspirational, in a carnal way, and quite the temptress in her
red dress with her chocolate skin. Eric was inspired.

She finished singing and the bar’s customers
clapped wildly. A dozens of adoring fans converged on her, jostling
for her attention.

It’s hard to believe she has just
broke up with her boyfriend. She looks so – luscious.

He smiled as she made her way through the crowd
of clapping men and women. She was popular and not just for the
fact that she was absolutely stunning. She was also an incredible
singer, even to Eric's less-than-musical ears.

He watched her order a cocktail and leaned back
against the bar, resting as she fended off the fans. He had
something special in mind for Molly tonight, but now was not the
time to make a move.

A beep from his phone broke him from his
revelry. Kerry, his younger sister, had sent him a message with a
picture attached. He smiled when he saw her. She was naked and
squeezed between two very sexy French girls with her
quasi-boyfriend Jerry and some man in a service person’s uniform
squeezed in at the side. This was just like her. Eric was the
oldest of the family, but Kerry was by far the most promiscuous.
She loved to play and he didn't begrudge her, her desires. He
wasn't much different after all.

What a naughty slut.

Molly made her way back up to the stage and he
took careful note of her proportions.

She had deep brown hair and deep brown skin:
The color of slightly milky hot chocolate. She was a demon in a red
dress with legs to die for and breasts that were just too big to be
real.

She belted out another brilliant song and he
clapped wildly. He wasn't really much of a fan of jazz and blues,
but Molly Brown knew how to sing and he honestly enjoyed her
performance.

Her set slowly came to a close as she reached
the end of the show. There was still a huge crowd of people and her
fans were even more excited than before.

Eric smiled and waved to one of the
waitresses.

He gave his commands quickly and the woman
nodded with a big smile on her face, knowing that she had earned
herself a nice sized tip.

He watched as events unfolded. Molly came to
the bar; words were exchanged, finalized with a nod. The most
expensive bottle of champagne available at the bar was produced in
the far-off regions of France. He had had three bottles in the past
and found it quite delicious. He wondered what Molly would think of
it.

The bottle was uncorked and presented to the
woman. The young waitress leaned over the bar, perhaps revealing a
little bit too much cleavage, and briefly pointed in his
direction.

Molly looked up and he shuddered as he met
those powerful brown eyes. It made him shift uncomfortably on his
seat, like a school boy receiving that first lusty look from a
potential devirginizing lass.

She took a sip after the barman poured her a
glass and he saw a smile spread across her face. Her fans were
momentarily forgotten as they looked at each other from across the
room. He was on edge. He hadn't met many women who could have this
effect on him. It was delicious in a sensual way

She satisfied her fans quickly, accepting their
praise and flattery, before finding his table. She placed a glass
in front of him, smiling and taking him in with her lusty brown
eyes.

God, she’s sexy.

He wondered if she liked what she was seeing.
He was in absolute perfect shape, thanks to a regime of hard gym
work and careful dieting. His hair was perfectly prepared and he
knew that his face had a slightly devilish handsome look that would
be appropriately shadowed and the lights of the slightly dim
bar.

She sat down and crossed one beautiful
chocolate leg over the other and he suppressed a small grin,
running his eyes up from her red high heels to the neckline of the
deep red dress she was wearing. She truly was an incredible
specimen of feminine beauty.

She reached over and poured him a frothy glass
of champagne. He took a small sip without a word and smiled at
her.

“You have good taste in champagne,
but what else do you like, white sugar?”

"A variety of things.”

“How secretive."

He clinked his glass against hers.

"Not really. Champagne and music go well
together, but they should not be enjoyed alone, especially when
such a talented drinking partner is available."

She smiled sweetly and looked him over. This
was the look a woman on the rebound and exactly what he was hoping
for tonight.

She picked up her glass and looked into his
eyes.

"Which was your favorite song?"

He grinned at her.

"They were all so fantastic, but the third one
was truly deep and soulful."

She nodded as if it mattered and he grinned at
her watching her taking him in.

Molly smiled and leaned forward on the table
and his eyes widened slightly as his breath caught in his throat.
Her cleavage was deep and she had a beautiful shape to the upper
part of her breasts. His heart was beating slightly faster than it
normally would. She was truly one-of-a-kind.

He made polite conversation with her for
awhile, but it was clear that neither of them were interested in
conversation. She properly knew his type well enough and
this was more of a game of seeing whether she was interested,
rather than him chasing her.

He eventually gave up with mild compliments and
went to the stronger stuff. It was all perfectly orchestrated and
fit well with what he was saying. In a way, he had become a master
of subtly complementing woman over the years and now he was putting
all of his skill into this battle of lust.

She truly is gorgeous. There is no need to
lie this time, he thought to himself.

They went onto their second bottle and, after
an hour of back and forward, he was ready to play his final
card.

He smiled sweetly and said, "Well, it's been
really nice talking to you and I enjoyed it, but the company needs
me at work early tomorrow so you'll have to excuse me."

She looked at him as he stood and reached
behind him for his coat. This was how the game was played. He wooed
a woman to the point where she was clearly desirous of his
attentions and then he would take away that beautiful light of
happiness and joy in their lives and disappear with the hope that
they would make the decision to extend the evening.

Molly's face didn't change as he took her hand
and gently shook it before starting towards the door.

Will you take the offer?

She didn't even call after him to give him her
phone number and his brow crinkled as he walked towards the door.
He knew he had inspired lusty feelings in her.

Have I failed? He wondered
dejectedly.

This rarely happen these days, but sometimes a
woman would prove too strong in her will.

He was stepping through the door when a hand
caught his shoulder and he looked back to see the waitress from
before. He momentarily felt a flash of anger as the club knew that
they should charge his bill to his father's account.

That was when he noted the piece of paper in
the young woman’s hand and Molly looking on from the table with a
glass of champagne raised.

He took the note and read it off. You played
nicely, handsome boy, but are you going to give up so
easily?

Molly knocked back her glass of champagne and
she walked towards the rear door. There was an address written on
the bottom of the piece of paper.

The waitress was looking at him with a big
smile on her face. She had read the note, obviously. $1000 American
changed hands with a slap on her ass to seal the deal.

Poor people are so easily
bought.

He stepped outside and his driver pulled up. He
got into the car and passed the note over to the man.

"It seems you were successful, sir," the large
man noted, a hint of pleasure coming into his voice.

Eric grinned at him and clapped his hands on
the passenger seat next door. His driver was one of the rare people
who knew about his games in detail and there was often a sense of
shared victory when Eric was able to pull off something like
this.

Thirty minutes later they arrived.

"Not a bad looking apartment block,
sir."

Eric nodded. It wouldn't be long
now.

A taxi pulled up. She stepped out and stumbled
up the steps, a little drunk, in the clothes she had been wearing
before.

He nodded to his driver and stepped out. He
made his way up to the door, slipped inside and followed Molly up
the stairs.

He nodded to the security man who nodded back,
clearly unworried by Eric's entrance, and slowly followed Molly up
the stairs. He noted by the second flight that she was casually
looking behind her. He had a beautiful view of her ass as she moved
upwards and he wondered if she was shaking it slightly more than
usual as the incredible view only seemed to get better as they
reached the third flight of stairs. Just at the top, he caught a
momentary glance of her sexy black panties.

Delicious…

She strolled down the hallway in her red dress
with her chocolate skin and red high heels on display and stopped
in front of her apartment door to slip her key into the lock and
step inside. He hustled slightly, afraid of missing his chance, but
found the door open.

Eric stepped inside to find a well lit and well
designed apartment. There were few records hung on the wall and he
noted two were platinum and one was solid gold.

Quite the success. He was
envious.

He stepped into the lounge and to his shock
found quite a surprise waiting.

Molly was sitting on the couch with her arms
spread out and an incredibly sexy white woman was nestled up to her
on the couch, completely naked except for a black G
string.

His mind stopped. What’s
this?

He stood there for a full minute taking in the
view as they passionately kissed in front of him. He barely noticed
the room. It was all window dressing to the beautiful picture of
feminine lust spread out before him.

The white girl was what got him. She was not
skinny, but not a large girl either. She had curves and they were
sexy curves. She had a nice lightish brown tan with jet black hair
and black rimmed glasses. Her breasts were relatively large in size
and her hips were tapered out beautifully. Her thighs were athletic
and arms equally so. She had the look of an office worker, and
seeing her naked like this he knew that there was no more sexy
combination than this.

But which to enjoy first?

Here he stood facing white chocolate and black
chocolate heaven, and he found himself thoroughly torn. Here in
front of him was every man's wet dream. The absolute perfect
chocolate skinned women and an equally perfect light-skinned woman
for his enjoyment. They were clearly interested in him as the white
girl and Molly were throwing him occasional glances that were quite
centered upon his crotch. His assumption was that Molly must have
told her friend here about the action and here he was the meat for
their sandwich.

Molly beckoned him over. He was
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RICH AND LUSTFUL. THE YOUNG SHALL
PLAY THEIR WICKED GAMES. A SEXY WORLD
AWAITS WITHIN FOR YOUR PLEASURE






