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Roxane lit strawberry perfumed candles, enthralled by the sweet scent that immediately invaded the bedroom. She fluffed the pillows, trying hard to ignore the creamy envelop on her night stand. The letter was the third in a little less than two weeks. She smoothed the silk of her nighty, self-conscious. The first time she stopped reading halfway through the missive, embarrassed by the hot desire that rushed through her body. The second letter was even more intimate, as if the author had decided to bring his game and her to another level of lust. She’d read it twice, and then fished back the first letter in her drawer. Just thinking about it maybe her pussy squeezed in delight.

Unable to resist any longer, she climbed on the bed, and almost ripped the envelop open. Her teeth sank into her plump bottom lip and she started to read.

‘My sweet, 

I dreamt of you again last night. It’s always the same dream, but I don’t complain. I wish we could make it real.

You’re lying next to me, your skin glowing with sweat and lust. Rapture is brightening your face, even though you’re sleeping, spent by sexual pleasure. I brush your hip with my fingers, pulling slightly until you rest on your side. That our favorite position, your bottom pressed to my crotch. 

You sigh. I want to palm your breasts, so full from our previous matings, but my hand has a mind of its own. It slips between your thighs moving in until it parts your folds. My fingers sink lower to prepare you, but there is no need. 

You’re always so wet, so eager for my caresses. I tease your clit to awake you. You moan. You try to turn so that you can touch me as well, to offer pleasure with your hands and tongue, but I don’t allow it. You submit to my will, as you always do, and pull one leg up in a coy invitation you know I won’t resist. 

I don’t know how to tell you how much I’d like being inside...’

Roxane squirmed on her bed, breathing hard. Did he know that nothing made her wetter than doggy style sex? Or did her mysterious admirer share her fantasies? Her pussy clenched in need. He hadn’t gone into real action yet, and she was already so juicy her lace panties were soaked. If only she knew who wrote those letters...

‘... I don’t know how to tell you how much I’d like being inside you. I’m sure the reality will overcome my strongest fantasies. For I will have, you, my sweet, soon I will have you.

You’re so hot, so vibrant with lust and honey. We ride together, slowly, deeply, until you beg for a faster pace, for harder trusts. You’re already flirting with the edge of pleasure, so eager to go over. Your walls are fluttering around me, the sign you won’t be able to resist much longer I pull away and flip you on your back. I want to see your face when you come. Your nipples are pointing toward my mouth, so I lower my head and nip one. You’re delirious. I won’t let you rest, nor have what you crave so much, not yet. I lick my way down your body. You’re shy, you’re shaking your head; you plead me to come back, to take you again. I refuse you. I’ll have you come in my mouth. The thought of it makes you shiver. You capitulate again and stare while I kiss your belly, lower, lower... My work is half done by the time I reach the apex between your thighs. You’re so soft, my sweet, so delicious. One flick of my tongue is enough to make you fly. You want to escape, to satisfy me in turn. I’ll have nothing of that. I’m going to spend the night pleasing you, taking you from one orgasm to another, until dawn.’

The letter fell from her shaking fingers onto the floor. Roxane allowed her eyes to close, the hot words branded behind her lids. One hand pushed away fabric to caress her pubis. She’d shaved earlier in the evening, so now her wrist rested against delicate skin. The contact made her moan out loud. Unable to wait, she ran her index along the slit, pushing just enough to part her lips slightly. She stilled at her entrance. Waiting almost sent her over the edge. She clenched and the rocking forced her fingertip to ease inside. 

“Oh... Hum...”

Her hips rolled in rhythm of her moans. Pleasure spiked, irresistible but not quite the earth-shaking climax she needed to satisfy the hunger the letter had awoken deep within her veins. 
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The coffee shop was quiet, with only two teenagers fondling each other in one corner. If one of the boys’ flush was any indication, his friend was doing a pretty good job. Ira, her best-friend and boss, nudged her side. 

“I bet that in one minute, he’s going down to gather his napkin...”

Roxie’s face heated; she chuckled, a tad too loud to mask her trouble. She had had a restless night, interrupted by feverish wet dreams that her hand and her vibrator had failed to dissipate. No matter what she tried, she was still hot, and bothered, sexual tension riding her blood. So this morning, Roxie felt tired, and sexually frustrated despite her multiple orgasms of the night before. Right this moment, the simple idea of a blow-job in the middle of the proper little room, with its glossy menus and clean tables was enough to make her awfully aware of the throbbing between her legs. And in her nipples; and- 

“If he does, then you should bend down on your knees to watch... To compare technics...”

The crude comment in her hear came with a large male hand clasp to her butt. 

Ira scowled at the newcomer.

He grinned broadly in response to the grimace. Meanwhile, his fingers dug in, pressing the thin fabric of her skirt in her cleft. Roxie swallowed, unable to escape the prob. Guy groped her every chance he got. She made one last effort not to succumb.

“Guy...”

Even to her ears, her voice shook in want. The tips pressed low enough to tease her slit below her ass hole. A new rush of wetness welcomed the caress. He spooned her, teasing her sex the way her admirer had promised in his letters.

“Guy, I wanted to ask...”

Lust clouded her senses, turning her legs to jelly. Articulating more than a moan was exhausting. Oh Jesus, was it him? Had he written those delicious letters, and decided that he wanted to collect his prize? Want ravaged her insides, so that she could only falter.

“Do you... Hum... Do you like to write?... Poetry, or... Letters?”

“I’ll like act more than words, if you see what I mean...”

Her heart sank and suddenly, the hand petting her mound felt despicable. Roxane jerked to escape, to no avail. His hip jerked against her so that she could feel his erection rubbing on her thigh. Her face must have betrayed her distress because Ira stepped in.

“Guy, don’t you have anywhere to be? Like your delivery truck?” 

Far from taking the cue, he leaned toward Roxie’s ear again.

“What do you say, babe, quickie in the flat bed?”

“Pretty sure the lady’s not interested, mate.”

The stern comment sank in and Guy released her with a grunt. Roxane turned her head to thank her rescuer, flushing when she met the angelic face of Chris. The young man smiled back at her. Her heart made a little looping at the sight of his dimples, before she remembered the tall strong piece of a man in front of her was several years her junior. In her current state, she might want to give it a go anyway. Ira patted her cheeks gently, telling her to pull herself together.

“The usual, Chris?”

“Yeap; thanks Ira.”

While her friend prepared his low fat cappuccino, Roxie watched his breath catch when she leaned over the counter to kiss his cheek.

“Thank you...”

“Some guys don’t understand ‘no’ means ‘no’. I have about two hours before training, do you want me to take you home?” His face turned a sweet deep pink as he added, “just in case?” 

Roxie slipped a glance toward Ira, who gave a petite moue with a nod toward the clock. 

“That’s very sweet, but I have another hour to go...”

“No worries; I’ll wait.”

Ira glared at the silhouette retreating to the back of the room. 

“You know he’s still in college, Roxane, don’t you?”

Her friend was the only one beside her parents to use her full name. Roxie offered a sheepish smile.

“He’s just going to take me home, Ira, nothing more.”

“Chris looks at you as if you were Aphrodite’s reincarnation. He doesn’t want to only hold your hand. Give him half of a chance, and you’ll be on your back with him between your legs before you know it.”

The image sent the now familiar gush to her
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