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MUSE 

No one smiled in Professor Clarke’s Portrait class, especially not the models. It was at 
his insistence. He said that a blank face with no emotion was the easiest to hold for a 
long period of time. But I bet our model for this week’s class begged to differ. 

Every Tuesday we got a new model, and if Professor Clarke couldn’t find one for 
some reason, we painted bowls of vegetables; because fruit was cliché. This week the 
Professor had done an excellent job.  

The model would crack a smile every now and then, most likely from something she 
was thinking about since there wasn’t anything funny, happy, or cheerful about the 
classroom. She would successfully hold her blank model stare for all of 30 minutes only 
to be captivated by some inner thought and her red lips would curl upward, bringing out 
that glorious dimple in the side of her cheek. 

She even began laughing at one point. She had a girly laugh, one that was throaty 
and squeaky, and almost annoying, but that you wanted to hear over and over again. 
Whatever she was thinking had caused her to go into such a fit of hysteria that she had 
to apologize, or face the ridicule from my cutthroat classmates and the Professor. I 
didn’t mind though. They could shoot daggers at her for interrupting their artwork, but 
to me she was the piece de resistance.  

She would make a great rebound, I thought. Marcus and I had broken up over a 
month ago, and it was time to move on. I shook the unnatural thoughts of kissing her 
from my head. I shouldn’t be thinking about kissing another girl. It wasn’t normal.  

I looked back at her and wondered what ethnicity she was. Her skin was tanned and 
golden, as if the sun blew her a kiss and made her permanently radiant. She had a 
slender nose, high cheekbones and full red lips that didn’t need lipstick. Maybe she was 



Italian. I could picture her speaking with a thick Italian accent. Or maybe she was 
Persian, or even middle eastern. She looked like Jasmine from Aladdin. The only 
difference between her and the Princess was her eyes. The hue was a light brown, like 
the color of honey flavored bourbon. 

She rolled her neck around her shoulders in an effort to loosen it up. A chorus of 
annoyed sighs filled the classroom, but all I could imagine was me massaging the kinks 
right out of her slender neck.  Stop thinking that way, I told myself. 

She resumed to the pose of looking over her shoulder. Her dark brown hair flowed 
down her bare back in careless waves and curls that brought my attention to her other 
set of dimples. I looked at my painting, then back to her to make sure I captured the soft 
curve of her lower back and hips that served as one of the many arrows of the piece.   

I decided to make the dimples on her lower-back the focal point. I was going to use 
those intense eyes of hers, but I knew that it would take too long mixing yellows and 
browns to create a color that would do her shade justice. I didn’t have that kind of time; 
our masterpieces had to be finished by the end of the next class.  

This piece had to be perfect because she was perfect. It was also my only real chance 
of getting an A. Everything had to flow; the curves of her body, the groove of her spine, 
the cascade of brown curls all had to work together to bring out the tiny concavity that 
embedded itself in her lower back. 

I looked up from my easel and felt my chest tighten in anxiety. The girl wasn’t 
staring straight ahead like she was supposed to, she was looking directly at me. I quickly 
looked back down at my easel, and pretended to be mixing paint.  

Why was I so nervous? I made eye contact with the models plenty of times, but I 
didn’t retreat behind my easel like a child hiding behind her mother’s leg.   

I peeked around the easel, and the same golden eyes met my gaze. She was smiling. 
Smiling at me. My breath quickened as I forced the corners of my mouth up to what I 
hoped came off as an effortless smile. I looked around at my classmates to see if they 
were witnessing this exchange, but most of them were packing their things to go. I began 
doing the same. 

I looked at my unfinished painting and decided to cheat. If I took it home then I 
could finish it by Wednesday. That way when I came back on Thursday I could pretend 
to still work on it while really allowing myself the privilege to take her in uninterrupted. 



What the hell was wrong with me? Who thinks like this? 

I glanced over at Professor Clarke, who would probably fail me on the spot if he 
caught me trying to smuggle my painting home. He had his back to me as he faced the 
beautiful model, who was now staring at me again. She was wearing a silk robe and had 
her hair piled on top of her head in a messy bun that was just the right amount of sexy. 
Her hair pulled back emphasized her almond shaped eyes, and I added Asian to her list 
of possible ethnicities.  

Everyone had cleared out of the classroom. So with her as the last distraction to 
Professor Clarke, I headed towards the door, painting in hand. Entering the corridor, I 
turned for a final quick look. She was already staring at me, and it made me wonder if 
she had ever looked away. I met her gaze and she gave me a flirty wink. 

Now I shouldn’t be turned on by a girl winking at me, even one as beautiful as her. 
But I was. I bolted out the door and made a beeline to the parking lot. I didn’t know 
what was happening anymore. I wasn’t a lesbian, I’d never even considered myself bi-
sexual, but that girl, whoever she was, had special powers. She had made me fall in love 
with her, one dimple at a time.  

The weightless feeling of a THC induced high was just what I needed to calm down 
and mellow out. Ty had given me some weed that was called Northern Lights. He said it 
was great for nerves and sleep, but wouldn’t have me couch-locked. Home was not far. 

*** 

I raced to my car, only slowing down to carefully place the painting on the back seat, 
face-up in case it wasn’t completely dry. 

“I thought you weren’t allowed to take those home.” 
The voice startled me. I tried to think of a good enough lie for my nosey, classmate 

but when I saw who was speaking, I couldn’t find anything to say. 
She was about 10 yards away and closing, wearing a black dress with sunflowers on 

it, her hair still in that messy bun. 



I smoothed an imaginary wrinkle out of my Hogwarts tee-shirt. I didn’t know what 
to say. Should I say hi? Should I introduce myself? Should I let her introduce herself? 

She drew closer to me, and I suddenly felt claustrophobic. She smirked playfully, 
and I stood clutching my keys in my sweaty palm. 

“Can I see it?” She asked, peeking around me to get a glimpse of the painting. 
I awkwardly moved to block her path. “Not until it’s done.” 
Her thick eyebrows raised in amusement at the challenge. “Oh come on. I can’t take 

one peek?” She pouted, trying to look around me again.  
I didn’t budge. I stood like a cinderblock defending my painting.  
She laughed lightly.  “What’s your name?” 
“Raven. You know, like the bird.”  

Of course she knows what a Raven is. She’s not stupid.   

She smiled as she blew a large bubble with her chewing gum. It popped and she 
smiled at me. “I’m Anya.” She extended her left arm, causing her gold bangles to crash 
into her wrist. “Sorry.” She apologized as she quickly exchanged her left arm for the 
right. “I always forget that most people are right handed. I wear my bracelets on the left 
to remind me.” 

I smirked at the coincidence and extended my left hand to her. “I’m a leftie too.” 
Her eyes lit up in excitement as she grabbed my left hand with hers, causing her 

bangles to chime again. “I always wanted a left-handed friend! Nice to meet you, 
Raven.”  

Friend. The word rang in my head over and over as if someone had proposed to me. 
She wanted to be friends with me.  Regular old me. I looked away, almost positive that 
my hand was sweaty. But she didn’t seem to notice.  

 “The pleasure is all mine,” I returned. I felt the heat as soon as the words left my 
lips. The pleasure is all mine What the fuck, Raven? She didn’t even say pleasure to 
meet you, she just said nice to meet me. I needed to get to my bong. This girl was 
wrecking my nerves and I couldn’t figure out why. Professor Clarke had us paint 
hundreds of girls over the years, many fully nude, and it was up to us to craft her body 
on canvas just as it was in real life. The models were all beautiful too. They had perfect 



skin, hair, and teeth; rarely a blemish to be found on their bodies. They were the 
epitome of idealized standard, European beauty, but none of them made me see them as 
anything more than a model. None of them made me feel things other than the 
occasional envy-girl-crush that made me want to be like them. None of them had ever 
caused this feeling of pure infatuation that made me want to be with them. I would have 
to get sativa from Ty for Thursday. The next time I saw her I would have a weed-
influenced confidence, and a carefree-ness that would make it easier to talk to her. Yes, 
that would work. I can talk to her on Thursday. 

“Wow.” 
I turned to face Anya, who was pressed against the window of the car. My thoughts 

had distracted me and I was no longer shielding my painting from those curious, 
gorgeous eyes.  

She peered through the window, resembling a child staring at a toy she wanted. 
And, like a parent who couldn’t resist, I gave her what she wanted; I opened the car 

door and handed her the portrait. 
She held it delicately, careful not to touch the surface. Her eyes roamed around the 

canvas, awe transforming her face. She nibbled on her bottom lip as she assessed the 
brushstrokes. 

I wish I could nibble on her lip. I shook the thought from my head.  

“Well, what do you think?” I asked. 
“Wow.” She said again, after what felt like a lifetime of silent scrutiny. “It’s 

breathtaking.” She looked at it as if she was seeing herself for the first time. 
“Well,” I said as I watched a group of people passing by, “I had a decent model.”  
She laughed lightly, and the sound made me blush. “Thanks.” She smiled, a tight 

lipped smile that emphasized the dimples of her cheeks. 
 It made me want to do a portrait of her face. I felt like I needed more practice to 

be able to capture her the way she deserved. 
 “Were you taking it home to work on it?” She asked as she drew her thick 

eyebrows together.  



 I couldn’t tell what her facial expression meant, or if it was okay to tell her the 
truth. “Erm, I didn’t think I could finish it in time.” 

She turned her head to the side. “Why not?” 
I twisted the ring around my finger, looking anywhere but her eyes. 
“Cause it takes a while for the paint to dry, and I have to do a few more layers to 

make your features pop. If I want an A.” I explained, trying not to jumble my words 
together. 

She nodded in understanding. A smile spread across her face. It was a devious smile 
that seemed a little naughty. 

Don’t look at me like that. It does things to me. 

I placed the painting back in the car trying to hide my blush. 
“How are you going to finish it if you don’t have the model?” she asked, pausing for 

what seemed like an eternity. “I could always do a little more if you like.” 
I turned back to her, trying to make sure I heard correctly. 
“You’re offering to come to my house?” 
“Well, we’re friends now. And we can’t exactly do it here,” she laughed, winking her 

eye at me again like she did in the classroom.  
That flutter. That one tiny flutter of her hazel eyes fringed with those long lashes 

that made me question everything. I was overcome with desire to kiss her plump lips. 
“So is that a yes? Or…” 
I felt like she asked me on a date. 
“I mean yeah, of course,” I began, “but I wasn’t going to work on it right away.” 
“What were you going to do then?” 
“Eh–” I hesitated, but she seemed cool, “I was going to chill and smoke some weed 

first.” 
Her eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas morning. 
“See I knew we were meant to be friends.” She reached into the brown purse that 

hung from her shoulder. 
“Don’t tell my P.O,” she jested, pulling out a small sack of weed. 



*** 

We piled into my car and started on route to my apartment. I was glad I decided to clean 
up last night. You could actually smell the Bath and Body Works candle when you 
walked in. 

“Nice place,” she complimented, walking around and giving my apartment the once 
over. “It’s a great vibe in here. Very Rasta like.” 

“Thanks.” I said as I grabbed my purple dragon bong and set it up on the coffee 
table.  

Anya kicked off her sandals and sat cross-legged on the couch beside me. She 
smelled like vanilla, warm and intimate. 

‘You can turn on some music if you like,” I offered, curious as to what she would 
play. When Tupac’s Changes started playing through the speakers I knew she was right; 
we were meant to be friends. Best friends, maybe. Or maybe something more. 

“Is this song okay?” she asked. “I put Pandora on; 90’s R&B and Hip Hop.” 
“It’s perfect,” I said. “You don’t seem like the Tupac type. So it’s a pleasant 

surprise.” I lit the bong and took the first hit, allowing the smoke to fill my lungs.  
She giggled and covered her mouth with her right hand. I hadn’t noticed before, but 

she had a faded Henna tattoo covering her entire hand. The color was a few shades 
darker than her skin tone. 

“Oh, you like my hen?” She asked after she caught me staring. She spread her 
fingers out and held her hand out to me, as if she was showing me an engagement ring.  

“Yes,” I said as I passed her the bong. “It’s beautiful.” 
She beamed before putting her mouth to the opening. I could give her compliments 

all day if it made her look at me like that. It was like her eyes smiled for her. 
“Thanks. I did it myself.” She said after she exhaled. 
I took another hit, and this time tried to let the smoke marinate a little before 

blowing it out. Too much. I began to cough as the smoke fought its way out of my lungs. 
The coughing turned into choking and my eyes began to water. Anya started patting me 
on the back as I gasped for air. 

“Wow. Are you okay?” 



I nodded, avoiding eye contact at all costs. I was sure I was red from 
embarrassment. 

“That was a great hit. I was just watching you inhale all that smoke and was like, 
when is she going to stop? When is she going to let go? You are baaaad ass, Raven.” 

I couldn’t help but smile. She thought I was bad-ass. 
She put her lips to the bong and took a delicate, but precise hit. The purple neck 

filled with smoke, and she cleared it out in 3 seconds flat. She tilted her head back and 
made a fish face with her lips. Small circles of smoke escaped her, and I watched in a 
trance as she blew O’s in my living room. 

I wondered where she learned to do that. Even I couldn’t do that. She probably 
learned it smoking hookah in Bali, or at a dispensary shop in California. 

“Where are you from?” I asked, letting my curiosity get the better of me. 
She handed the bong back. I took another hit and patiently waited for her answer. 
“I’m from Brooklyn. Been in New York my whole life.” 
“Right. But what about your background. I mean, you look so exotic.” 
“You’re one to talk,” she smiled. “I was trying to think of what you were since I saw 

you in the classroom,” she admitted. 
So she was checking me out? I smiled at the thought. 
“I’m from Brooklyn but I’m multiracial. A little of everything,” she began. “My dad 

is Jamaican and German. And my mom is Irish, Indian, and Portuguese.” She took a hit 
and exhaled. “I try to have at least one friend from each of my heritages so I can learn 
more about it that way. But when I saw you I was like, oh she’s a mutt just like me. I 
needed a multiracial friend to share struggles with.”  

“I’m not multi though. Just bi.” 
Anya raised an eyebrow suggestively at my comment. “Oh really now?” 
“I meant bi-racial,” I amended quickly. Even though high as a kite, I still couldn’t 

get it together around this girl. 
She laughed. “Sure you did.” 
I laughed too. The giggles were starting to set in. 
“That is what I meant. I’m African and Cuban, but more Cuban.” 



“Ooooooh.” She said, dragging out the word. “We have a little mamacita on our 
hands.” She chirped, playfully punching me in the arm. “Raven is here to bring that 
Latin fire.”  

I laughed at her silliness.  
“I bet you just speak some sexy Spanish to a girl to get with her, huh? You’ll be like, 

‘aye mami’. She proceeded to speak gibberish throwing in a few esa’s and los’s to imitate 
the Spanish language. 

What made her think I liked girls? 

“I probably would. You know, if I courted girls.” 
She laughed as if she didn’t believe me. “Oh, I see. You let the girls come to you.” 
“Yep. Just like you did.” 
I wished I could take the words back as soon as I said them. It was too bold. 
I looked at Anya. She was staring at the bong. It was the first time she looked 

nervous. I wondered if I’d said something wrong. 
“Hey,” she said cracking a smile that seemed forced and avoiding eye contact. “I was 

just trying to make a new friend.” 
I sat there not knowing what to say. Dumbass. 
 “Do you want to start painting now?” she asked changing the subject. 
“Uh, sure,” I mumbled as I stood to set up the easel. I grabbed one of the kitchen 

chairs for her to sit on. She smiled politely and walked over. She didn’t sit though.  
“Something wrong with the chair?” I asked, looking at the orange cushion that was 

on it. 
A broad smile spread its way across her face.  
“Nope.” She slowly slid the strap of her dress down her arm, exposing her naked 

shoulder. My eyes widened, and I tried my hardest not to look like one of those men 
from old cartoons whose eyes popped out of their head when they saw a pretty girl.  

“What, what are you doing?” I stammered. 
 “Getting undressed,” Anya explained simply. 
She was a partially nude model. She always entered the classroom with her robe on 

and dropped it with her back to us. Her breasts were never on display to the class. But 



now as she let her dress fall to her ankles, she stood in front of me wearing nothing but a 
nude colored panty. 

 I stared. I gawked. I analyzed. I assessed. I allowed my eyes to caress every inch of 
her nearly naked body. From her ample round breasts that seemed slightly too large for 
her small frame, to her silky thighs that glowed just as much as her face. 

“Take a picture. It’ll last longer.” She teased, sticking her tongue out at me. 

Boy did I want to. 

“If I take a picture, it might just end up on the internet.”  
She laughed, her voice reaching a new octave of squeaky. Her eyes were red and 

low, and it was obvious that she was stoned.  
“You wouldn’t dare.” 
I raised an eyebrow teasingly. “Wouldn’t I?” 
She shook her head as she reached for the hair tie that kept her messy bun in place, 

pulled it out and slowly shook her head like a sexy librarian. Her hair tumbled down like 
a cocoa avalanche, fanning out around her breasts. I wanted to move it. Her hair was 
sexy and messy and beautiful, but it was blocking my view. 

“Nope you wouldn’t, because you’d want to keep the picture all to yourself.” She 
smiled that beautiful smile of hers, and winked at me again. “Your naughty little secret.” 

I started towards her, not quite sure what to do when I got there. But every step I 
took her smile grew brighter and brighter. She had a look in her eye. An intense 
determination mixed with a lecherous glare. It was the kind of look drunk men gave me 
in clubs, a look I often loathed. Today I was thrilled to see it in those hazel glazed eyes. 

“What makes you think that?” I asked once I was close enough to kiss her. The 
feeling was overpowering.  

All she had to do was say the word. And I was hers. 

“Raven.” she said, breaking my zone and sending shivers down my spine. “It’s 
okay.”  

“What is?”  



“If you want me it’s okay. You don’t have to pretend.” Her tone was coy and playful, 
as if she wasn’t completely serious. She conveyed that in her eyes. 

“You come to my apartment, smoke my weed, and get naked, but I’m the one that 
wants you?” I played back, mimicking her tone but holding her intense gaze. 

She didn’t say anything. Just laughed to herself, flipping her head, exposing her 
breasts to me. Her nipples were now hard. 

“Don’t you want me though?” her eyebrow raised suggestively, as did her breasts. 
I reached out and savored the feeling of them in my hands. They were firm yet soft, 

and all natural, which only turned me on even more. 
“You’ve never been with a girl before, have you?” she asked. 

What did she mean by ‘been’? 

“Erm, I kissed one before, but that’s about it.” I lied. 
“Oh really?” she questioned. “Show me.” 
For a second my heart stopped. She wanted me to kiss her. Was kissing a girl the 

same as kissing a boy? Did they like the same things? Hell I was already groping her 
breasts. I decided to just go for it. 

I leaned in, and carefully placed my lips on hers. I kissed her the way I would kiss a 
boy. Slow but intense, open-mouthed, yet controlled so it wouldn’t get messy. I went 
from focused concentration, to feeling as though I was falling right into her in an 
instant. The warmth and soft plumpness of her lips was like nothing I had kissed before. 

Anya ran her hand over the top of my head as if to smooth my hair before she undid 
my bun. She ran her fingers through my hair with one hand, and snaked her other 
around my neck, pulling me in. She was an aggressive kisser. She nibbled on my bottom 
lip, biting it a little too hard at times. But I didn’t care. I couldn’t believe this was 
happening. 

Anya grabbed my hands and placed them on her ass. I squeezed as I lifted her 
cheeks, and pulled her against my body like Marcus had done to me millions of times 
before. She giggled like a school girl before pouncing on me; jumping in the air and 
wrapping her smooth legs around my waist. I kept my hands gripped firmly on her 
plump booty and struggled to maintain balance. We were properly making out now, and 



I could feel myself getting wet. She slid her tongue into my mouth and massaged mine 
with her own. It drove me insane.  

I pushed her up against the wall, her legs still firmly wrapped around me. I tore my 
mouth from hers and moved it to her neck. I did my technique that always drove Marcus 
crazy and drew a treble cleft with my tongue. Her legs tightened around my waist. I 
started sucking on her neck, making sure to leave a hickie. That would give my 
classmates something new to paint. I thought. 

I worked my mouth down her chest, leaving a trail of red marks in its path. I curled 
the tip of my tongue around her Hershey kiss nipples and she let out a small moan as I 
drew as much of her into my mouth as I could fit. She grabbed my hair and tugged when 
I started suckling her. I mimicked the same notion on her other breast, this time using 
my tongue to flick and tease. Her tiny moans were driving me wild with desire.  

 “Take your clothes off.” She demanded. 
I stopped and dropped her to the ground, taking a second to gather myself and tame 

my heaving chest. 
“You want them off, you take them off.” 
She had that look in her eye again. This time I was ready for it. I understood what 

she meant now when she said ‘been with a girl’. 
Anya grabbed the bottom of my tee-shirt and pulled it over my head. I watched as 

she squatted so she was eye level with my waist. She unbuckled my shorts and slowly 
pulled them down, kissing my bare thighs as she exposed them. 

“Lay down,” she instructed. 
I did as I was told and laid down on the couch. She straddled me and pulled my 

breasts out of my bra. 
“Mmmm. Nipple rings.” She ran her delicate fingers over my breasts, giving me 

goosebumps. “Perfect.” 
She leaned in and kissed me like no man has ever kissed me before. It was 

intoxicating; addictive in the best possible way. I felt myself pout when she stopped and 
the nagging feeling of deep anticipation grow. Anya had moved down to my hips, her 
entire body laid nestled between my legs. 

“Aren’t you glad you met me, Raven?” She asked as she rubbed me through the 
outside of my panties. 



“Very glad,” I bit through gritted teeth, trying to contain the overwhelming pleasure 
she was causing. 

“I saw you around campus a few times, and I always thought you were cute.” She 
said, still caressing my pussy. She spread my legs further apart amplifying the intensity 
of her performance. “Every time I saw you, you were with a guy, so I assumed he was 
your boyfriend, and that you were a lost cause.” She tugged at my panties and pulled 
them to one side. “Then you happened to be in that art class. I was thinking I could be 
your friend, until you knew me well enough to let me seduce you.” She laughed as she 
began moving her index finger through my fleshy wetness. “So I decided to talk to you. 
You were so awkward and cute. I could tell that you liked me.” 

My body trembled when she worked her way to my clit, and began rubbing it in slow 
counter clockwise circles.  

“You were nervous around me which was ironic, considering I already wanted you.” 
She stuck two fingers in her mouth, tasting me for a moment and then returned to 
rubbing my clit, this time faster, a lot faster. 

“I could tell you were ready for me. You just needed a little push.”  
My lower back arched. I didn’t want her to stop. 
She licked her lips like she was about to have her last meal.  
“Now I’m about to make you feel like no one else has ever made you feel before.” As 

she ended the sentence she slowly slid a finger inside me and I groaned. 
Anya twisted her finger and pulled it out. She placed the glistening digit on her 

tongue and closed her mouth around it. I watched as she pulled her finger back out of 
her mouth, making sure she tasted everything I had to offer. She licked her lips again 
before burying her face between my legs. 

She glided her tongue between the folds of my pussy and I let out a slow but 
powerful moan. I could feel my tightness pulsating, begging for penetration as she 
flattened her tongue and licked me with strong, precise strokes. She paused to wet the 
tips of her fingers and began rubbing my clit with fury. I looked down and watched as 
every artist’s dream of making love to their muse became my reality. 

Her tongue picked up the tempo and the wet slaps against my flesh turned me on 
even more. Seconds later her fingers returned to that delectable spot inside of me, and 
began thrusting in and out. 



I moaned loudly, and jerked with pleasure. 
“You’re so wet.” I heard her smile through the muffled words just as her fingers started 
fucking me fast.  The room was disappearing, blurring into another world. A flow of 
excitement was met the warmth of her tongue lapping at any juices she caused me to 
make. I screamed in pleasure and adjusted my legs. It was too much. My pussy felt like 
it had a pounding heart-beat. 

“Oh no you don’t,” she warned, noticing that I moved my legs from the position in 
which she had placed them. She sat-up on her knees, grabbed my waist, and pulled me 
to her. 

The aggression and her surprising strength made me want her even more. She 
grabbed my ankles and pushed my knees back towards my head giving her unlimited 
access to my pussy. 

“Now I’m going to make you cum.” The promise slipped between her lips in a 
velvety tone. 

I watched whilst she slid three fingers into my opening, with her palm facing down. 
A random thought of Spiderman shooting webs passed through the blurring room. 
Focus Raven. I shook the thought and returned to the now. 

Anya slowly pulled her fingers out, only to reverse them and thrust back in. She 
twisted and moved her fingers inside of me, making my wetness audible. My God I 
never knew these places existed. What have I been missing? The thrusts and twists 
continued. Time and space seemed to disappear. 

“I love how your pussy tastes.” She moaned as she pulled her fingers out and licked 
my opening. She stuck her tongue inside of me, and I was certain that I was going to 
explode. 

She flicked her tongue rapidly, massaging my clit at the same time. My body felt 
tight, and I had the overwhelming urge to pee. I was not going to pee on this perfect girl 
who schemed so hard to get me here. I wasn’t going to ruin the moment. She pushed her 
fingers back in, in the same Spiderman position. I clenched the couch cushions, clawing 
at the worn leather and looked down to meet the intense gaze coming from between my 
legs. I couldn’t think of a better view. She did her devilish wink and dived back down 
into my wetness. 



Once again she fucked me. This time thrusting as fast as she could. Her hand was 
moving so fast it was barely visible.  

“Fuck!” I screamed as she began sucking on my clit at the same time. 
Her fingers were pumping inside of me, her palm making that wet slapping noise 

again that I loved. It was becoming extremely difficult to hold the urge to pee, especially 
since my legs were up near my head.  

“Anya, wait” I begged through breathless moans. 
But she ignored me and continued. 
“Anya, I– I think I have to pee!”  
She hesitated for a split second and smiled deviously.  Moving back onto her knees, 

she spat crudely on my pussy, fingered me with her left hand and rubbed my pussy with 
her right. She was going at a super speed. My legs shook with fury. 

“Anya!” I cried her name and my head fell back. My whole body tightened again, I 
had no control anymore. I gave that luxury to her. My chest was heaving, my legs were 
shaking and my pussy was pulsating. If my back arched anymore it would break. All I 
wanted was release. 

It had started with a trickle, a few drops of nectar. Anya pulled her fingers out and 
focused all her attention my clit. Using my wetness she rubbed furiously with her fingers 
until the drops became a flow. Back inside she went, fingers pulsing as fast as they 
could. I felt the warm liquid run out of me and down my butt crack. She took her thumb 
and simultaneously rubbed the rim of my asshole. 

Everything was so sensitive, and the new sensation was causing my body to jerk 
violently. She added her mouth to the equation creating a trifecta of sexual bliss. 

“Fuuuck!” I screamed again. 
 I had completely surrendered my body to her, and I was loving every minute of it. 

My pussy began pulsating faster and faster. I grabbed her head, pushing her deeper into 
me. With a final flick of her tongue and forceful drive she accomplished her goal. A 
stream of clear liquid shot out of me and all over her.  

“Fuck– Fuck!” I contorted into all shapes and my mouth begged for moisture and 
air. Eventually, still twitching uncontrollably as mini shockwaves continued ride 
through me, my body began to relax. 



She got up, sat on the couch and crossed her legs very lady like. Licking her fingers 
one by one, she had what could only be described as pure satisfaction on her face. I 
heaved myself up beside her. 

 “Ready to paint me now?” she asked in that playful tone. 
“I’d rather paint something else.” 
Her eyebrow twitched seductively and I threw her to the dry end of the couch. I 

snatched her panties off and stared at the prettiest canvas I had ever seen. My mouth 
practically watered. I was ready. My tongue became my paintbrush and I lowered my 
head between her legs to paint my masterpiece.  



I hope you enjoyed! For more books and audiobooks please visit; 

www.alexbporter.com 

Find me on Goodreads 

Find more books on Amazon 

I’m also on… 

Facebook 

Twitter 

Come say hello!  

J 


