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    Judge Powell ended the day by soaking in a hot scented bubble bath. Sipping from a glass of Stoli Madras as she laid her head back on the bath pillow, she closed her eyes and reflected on the day’s events. Pleased that the high profile trial was over, she was also relieved that Stanton Curry was exonerated. Hoping that he would never appear before her again, she prayed he would monitor his behavior in an effort to be a positive role model for the younger generations who idolized him.

The thought of not enjoying the daily sight of Kyle Watson in her courtroom, however, saddened her. There was something about him: maybe his stature, his magnetic presence and confident ability as a defense attorney, his swaggering stride; something about him stirred her sexually. From a professional standpoint, she was resigned to admit it was probably better that she didn’t know what it was.

Brushing those thoughts aside, Amanda focused her mind on her meeting with Choc-a-lot. Accepting his invitation to dinner at Copeland’s, in Harlem during their last chat, Friday night could not arrive fast enough. Agreeing to don a sexy red dress, that her cyber mate agreed to wear a matching tie heightened her anticipation. Careful not to reveal so much as a trace of her excitement, she ended their last chat with a sexy ‘meow’.  Mmmm, I can’t to purr for him in person, she thought.   

As Michael Jackson’s ‘Break Of Dawn’ had her hips swaying underwater, the thought of clinging bodies joined as one in an erotic game of touch and go flooded her mind with questions requiring answers that only physical copulation would resolve. Would he be as sexy in person as he was on their chat?  Or would he disappoint her? Amanda’s instincts assured her that he wouldn’t. 

In her mind’s eye, Choc-A-Lot, the name he had given himself, created the vision of rich mahogany skin, skin she couldn’t wait to feel against her own silken perfumed flesh. Imagining his hard, chiseled body positioned above, she dreamed that he lowered himself, wrapped his full lips around her slick, steamy pussy and ate away. Envisioning him licking and sucking her and moving his tongue in and out of every place he could find, every muscle in her body was straining at the edge of an orgasm.    

Damn, Amanda thought, it must be the drink. Touching herself, she envisioned his member. Dark, thick, and hard, yet velvety to her touch. Wanting to taste it, eager to suck it, yearning to feel it and longing to savor it, would he be a gentle lover, or would he be a rough rider? A little of both wouldn’t be bad, she smirked. Imagining herself climbing upon him and sliding down his engorged object, she squeezed her muscles tight as if the tip of his purple bulb touched her womb, then, entered her with a fierce stroke. Would she ride him until the break of dawn? If it were only Friday night, she moaned as she reached her peak. Panting and groaning as she descended, she quickly finished her drink and convinced herself that she had to have Mr. Lot, if only for one night. Friday would be that night.

