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My thoughts were not on this meeting in any way shape or form.
All I could think about was what happened two nights ago between
her and I.



She was laying naked underneath me. My arms were tired from holding
my weight over her body for so long. I had to lay down. I could not
hold myself up any longer. I plopped my limp body down beside her,
closed my eyes and a smile rose to my lips.



She was laying next to me when I heard her whisper in my ear, “I
like the way you taste.”



The phrase she uttered that night lingered in my mind and had me
distracted today. I should have been paying attention to my boss
but no. I was majorly distracted.



And then a text came in, making my mobile vibrate in my pocket. I
knew who it was before I looked at the screen. A smile escaped my
lips. I reached into my pocket.



Her: What ya doin’?

Me: I am in my 1pm meeting

Her: Sorry, I didn’t mean to distract you

Me: Distract me baby

Her: I’ve got 5 kisses where you want them at?

Me: Hmm, I want your kisses where you put them 2 nights ago.

Her: Where’s that at, sweetie?

Me: When you went down on me!

Her: Can you handle it, baby?

Me: You know I can.

Her: Where are you at?

Me: Well I’m way over on the South Side crusin’ in the lac but
I’mma make

it to your crib in about 4 minutes flat.

Her: No, really. Where are you at?

Me: At work. In my meeting?



Her: What floor?

Me: 5th floor.

Her: What’s the room number?

Me: Conference Room #60

Her: Okay!

Me: Ok?



She did not answer that or the other texts I sent her. I placed my
phone back into my pocket and tried to focus on the meeting at
hand. When I looked up my boss was giving me a look and shaking his
head in my direction. I wanted to laugh but kept my
composure.



I got through the meeting without falling asleep and I took some
pretty impressive notes. But thoughts of her doing what she did
made me lose my focus. She made me lose it and she was not even
there.



The other attendees piled out of the room and I headed to the
coffee/tea station for a cup of Green Tea.



*Click*



The familiar sound of a door locking echoed throughout the empty
conference room. I turned back around and there she stood with a
rye smile drawn from ear to ear.



“Did I surprise you?” She said strutting her way over to me.



She had seen the deer in the headlights look before and she was on
the prowl. Was it nervousness? Was it something else surging
through my body. “Uhm, yeah, don’t you have work.”



“No,” she shook her head, “I got off earlier.” She placed a
manicured finger to her plump fire-engine red lips, “Do You wanna
get off?”



“Yeah,” I looked at my watch. It was well past my lunch time, “we
can go over to Applebee’s for a bite to eat. What do you think
about that?”



She was standing right in-front of me. Playfully she arched her
back and then took my hand, leading me over to one of the
conference room chairs, “That’s not what I am talking about.”



She placed her hand to my chest and pushed me down on to the
leather executive. Her smile was getting more mischievous when she
began to kneel down between my legs.



“You’ve been so stressed this week.” she looked up at me with her
hazel almond-shaped eyes, “ I don’t want you to be stressed,
sweetie.” her fingers slid into my belt buckle and unfastened it
with ninja like skills. “Don’t you wanna get as comfortable as
possible?”



Before I could think about what this could do to my job, she had
pulled my pants down to my knees.



My breathing grew labored. “Oh, my god. I’m at work.” She looked oh
so sexy where she was. I was in a conflict between our passion and
my need to stay employed, “I can get fired for this, you know
that?"



“Pleasure is nothing to get fired over.” She rested her cheek on my
thigh and poked a finger at the rise in my boxer briefs. “Besides,
I locked the door, sweetie.”



She knew just what to do to make me hard, hot and horny. Three
adjectives

she knew quite well.



“Damn” I threw my head back and eased my crotch closer to the edge
of the

chair.



‘She likes the way I taste.’ That was the thought going
through my mind.



‘I like the way you taste.’ I began to hear her voice in
my head.



I slid my hand down and began to caress the back of her neck –
massaging her muscles – running my fingers through her curly locks.
My fist clinched tight and grasped a hand full of her hair. I was
gentle at first – getting lost in her softness. She was soft –
silky to the touch. Then I got a bit rough. A pleasant sigh escaped
from her lips and she did not try to stop them.



She did not try to stop me either. I saw pain and pleasure all
mixed up in a moment of ecstasy.



“I wanna taste you.”



Feigning ignorance I asked, “What do you wanna do,
sweetness?”



She slowly lifted her eyes toward me, “I want to taste you.”



My heart started to beat faster, “Do you want me to come in your
mouth?”



She nodded her head, “I like the way you taste.”



She reached into my boxer briefs and quickly slurped me up into her
warm mouth. My soft caresses began to get rough. Her hair
intertwined in my fingers when I clinched my fists. Her head jerked
back when I pulled taught.



“Oh, yes.” She whispered under her breath.



I edged forward, placed my lips down to her ear, “I heard that,
sweetie.”



She gently took me out of her mouth, nodded her head, “I know.” she
gasped for breath then inhaled me back between her lips.



As her last words escaped her, my inhibitions followed suit. Her
head bobbed up and down, my hand pressed against the back of her
neck. My hips rocked forward guiding me deeper into her mouth. She
controlled her movements and I urged her head forward a bit more
than she expected.



“Oh my god!” I was shocked at the tone and timbre of my
voice.



My cell vibrated and tickled my leg. ‘Who the fuck is that?’ Was
the thought that crossed my mind and soon exited my thoughts. I did
not care who it was or anything – anyone around me except this
beautiful, sensual, kinky, sexy, cool woman between my thighs
wanting me – wanting to taste me.



“Shit babe! I am gunna come.” My mind began to go to places
unreached without the endorphins coursing through my veins. “Do you
still wanna taste me?”



She looked up at me with wide bright eyes. I was still deep in her
throat when she hummed, “uh huh.”



I could feel the back of her throat as her teeth lightly grazed me.
The sensation and feeling of pleasure took me over the edge of my
seat and the cusp of my passion.



Her head began to bounce up & down in a faster rhythm and I
began to quiver. “You like the way I taste?” Verbalizing my
thoughts made it even hotter than than it was already.



Her eyes eluded to her own pleasure. Her own need enjoy my cum in
her soft warm mouth.



I grunted a few times. My facial expression contorted into
something unrecognizable. Was it pleasure. Was it pain. Definitely
pleasure, “oh … oh … damn … shit baby!” I could not
take it any longer. I was seconds from being there.



She knew what was next and precisely – perfectly massaged me into
her mouth. She tasted all of me. Everything I had to give. She
pulled me out of her mouth. I watched as she smacked her lips –
clacking her tongue – savoring the lingering taste of me on her
lips.



I looked at her seriously. I gazed at her and shook my head. She
caught a glance of me. “What!” She said with a laugh and a coy
smile.



I shook my head again, “You enjoyed yourself didn’t you?”



She blinked at me with her sweet eyes. I could tell she enjoyed
herself as much – maybe even more than I did. She liked the taste
of me. She really liked the taste of me. I could see it on her
face.



She placed her finger tip to her glistening lips, “I like the way
you taste.” Her eyes were all innocent like and her smile was
deviant.



“I like that you … like the way … I taste.” My words were
stammered. I tried to catch my breath.



It was the most intimate, rewarding, pleasurable thing she could
have done to me … that is until my next request.
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