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            Love is friendship set a fire.

      

    


Someday...

...I want to fuck you. I think about it constantly. I think about how your lips would taste, and the texture of your tongue. I think about having my hand in your hair pressing your mouth into mine. I think about kissing your neck and watching as you tilt your head back in delight from my breath on your skin. I can almost feel the weight of your breast in my hand, and your hard nipples in the center of my palm. How as I touch them, they become even more aroused. Every time you adjust your shirt, I get a glimpse of the skin on your belly and dream of what it would be like to kiss you there. Every time you pull up your stretch pants, I can see the outline of your pussy that I long to touch. Do you do this to me on purpose? I love it.

I think about how terribly I want to walk around behind you, move your hair, and slide my tongue along the nape of your neck, while my hands explore your front. My left hand sliding up your shirt, and under your bra, to find the skin of your breast. My right hand sliding down past your waistband desperate to know what lies inside of your panties. With your pubic hair, and your breath as my guide, I would find the lips of your delicious spot. I am dying to hear the moan that would escape your lips the moment my hand finds your wetness for the first time. I would spread your lips with my first and ring finger and slide my middle finger inside you slowly until I find your moist walls. Then slowly, repeatedly, until the wetness is dripping onto my knuckles. Then I would explore your lips with that same wet finger and find your button and circle it like a shark circles its prey. Teasing it and sliding across it only when the time seems right. I can almost feel you shudder in my arms every time I find the moment to touch it.

I would whisper in your ear and tell you how terribly I wish it was my tongue sliding across it instead of my finger. I would pull my hand from inside your panties only to find your waistband again. This time I would begin to slide your pants down past your bottom, stopping to feel the skin of it and slide my finger back in your dripping wet hole from behind this time. I would slide them down past your knees and beg you to lie back on your red couch. I would pull one leg free from your pants so I can spread your legs wide. I would look into your eyes, bring my head close to your pussy, so close that when I inhale, I catch the scent of your sex, and when I exhale the breath flows over you and makes you twitch. Can you feel
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