
 
 

 
 

               

               

               

      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

…his kisses, tracing a path down 

your neck, his hands pulling low the 

sweetheart neckline of your dress, 

his nose brushing your right nipple, 

and then, a moment later, his lips 

capturing it, his tongue circling, 

circling, his teeth skimming and 

biting, not hard,..enough to make 

your legs begin to quiver. 

And then he pushes up the tulle 

and satin of your skirt, rustling like 

wrapping paper coming undone, 

and his hands reach and find the 

lace panties you bought just 

especially for this occasion, and 

slowly, so slowly, he pulls them 

down your thighs, and you lift your 

hips to help him slide them 

free…high heels abandoned in the 

front seat, so there is nothing to 

stop your panties from coming all 

the way off.  

…How much you want him to put 

his mouth on you, there, right there, 

at the crux of you. Your head rolls 

with desire, frustration, as he moves 

his kisses from your right thigh to 

your left as his fingers run up and 

down your legs, all the way down to 

your toes but never up all the way 

to your aching center. At last, at 

last, he’s found his way there, a 

hand on each of your thighs, his 

head buried between them, and 

he’s not teasing you, not now, not 

anymore, he’s earnest in his desire 

to bring you desire, and yes, you 

think, as his tongue and lips press 

into you, as his fingers pull you 

apart, as you come undone beneath 

his hands, it is important to be 

earnest if this is what earnestness 

brings…the hot firm pressure of his 

tongue against your center, the 

insistence of his hands on your 

thighs, the building of wonder of 

your pleasure...You gush- that is the 

word, the only word- you gush as 

the pleasure becomes too much to 

survive, and it bursts like a shaken-

up can of soda, it tickles and it 

burns and it ripples from your 

center outward, in pulses of 

sensation so intense you are pinned 

by them, and your left hand curls 

into a fist and your right hand flails, 

hitting the damp cold glass and 

streaking away the steam, and your 

eyes open as the pleasure ebbs,.... 

James laughs, his gentle, happy 

laugh, and looks up from where 

he’s crouched between your thighs, 

and he smiles,…                                        
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…the tight black curls of his pubic 

hair surrounding his erection. It’s 

wet-tipped and urgent, and you 

stroke it with your fingers…find his 

penis, and guide it toward the 

entrance of your vagina. It feels 

thick there, sort of scary, and there 

is a moment when you wonder how 

on earth it will fit inside, but James 

doesn’t rush you, and you lower 

yourself onto him, his hands gentle 

on your hips, not trying to tell you 

what to do. His eyes are closed, his 

head is back, and you look at him 

through the soft curtain of your hair 

as you sink all the way down, as 

you feel a tear deep inside you, 

painful but not terrible, as you feel 

yourself full of him, of James. And 

then you move, careful and slow, 

your hands on his chest, his on your 

hips, your thighs, and it’s not long 

before hie face tightens up, he 

makes a low groan, and he shivers 

beneath you. You stay there, above 

him, for a moment longer, and 

inside you, you feel his penis 

beginning to 

soften.                                                       
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