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Belly Dance in the Loft

By
raised_cobra

You got to the loft early that day, you had gone shopping and you carried two bags and a couple of bottles of wine in your fishnet bag. You chilled the wine as you moved around the loft preparing my surprise. You light the gas fireplace and placed several large and small candles around the warm livingroom. You wrote a small note and placed it beside the chilled bottle of wine and then went into the guest bedroom to prepare for my surprise. It was my birthday and we had dated for almost a year to the day. 

I came in a read the note, “Dear Jack, please have a glass of wine and take a hot shower, when your finished wrap a towel around your waist and come back to the livingroom.” I came out of the bathroom and walked into the livingroom, the sturdy low coffee table was pulled into the middle of the room and there was a red satin pillow on it. Twelve or so candles were lit, illuminating the room in soft light and shadows. 

The note has also said, "To sit on the pillow and wait for you". I heard the slow steady rhythm of Middle Eastern music and the sound of cymbals. The smell of spice incense filled the room as you entered the livingroom from the bedroom, your body twisting and turning as you dance across the room. You were dressed in gauze scarves, four to be exact. One was used as a veil, two others crossed your chest, covering your ripe, full breasts and the fourth, was slung between your legs and held in place with a thin gold chain around your hips. As you danced around me, your breasts bounced and jiggled. Your excitement increased as you watched my eyes roam over your body and saw my expression. You also noticed the tenting of my towel. 

I watched you as you danced before me, you erect and swollen nipples spoke to your arousal. The cotton scarf covering your groin was light yellow and transparent and showed that you had trimmed your pubic hair into a small vertical line as long and wide as my finger. The scarf was slowly being pulled into your feminine cleft by your dancing. You danced slowly to within two feet of me and turned and looked over your shoulder watching me stare at your firm, round asscheeks as they swayed to the rhythm of the drums. Your skin was shining from your dancing and excitement. You turned, facing me and reached behind your back, releasing the scarves which covered your breasts. You dropped one and used the other to hide your breasts, as you danced before me. You laid the thin gauze over your out thrust breasts and used your hands as cups lifting, offering your breasts to me. It was then I saw the glitter of gold and cut glass. Your nipples are looped with gold chains and have a cut-glass teardrop hanging from them. With each step you take your breasts jiggle and bounce causing the cut-glass teardrops to swing wildly and roll and pull on your throbbing nipples. 
You let the scarf drop to the floor as you mold and squeeze your ripe tits. You moan, as you look at me, your body trembling with arousal and desire. The tempo of the music increases, and your hips are swaying and twitching to the rapid beat of the drums as you raise your arms high, causing your breasts to lift and jiggle. You mold and squeeze your right breast and nipple as the other hand slides down your sweat-drenched body to the last scarf. You stare into my eyes as you lower yourself in front of me, sitting on your feet and lower legs, directly in front of me. 
I watch as you lean back, your thighs spread wide and slowly pull the scarf, watching it become thin and slide into the slit between your swollen and open labia. Your eyes are closed, your mouth open, your breathing coming in pants as you moan and pull the scarf forward over your erect and throbbing clit. Your thighs are wide open and your hips hump and twitch to the drum tempo, as the scarf is pulled along your open, drooling slit, rubbing and tickling your anus first and then your open dripping vagina and then rubbing and tickling your clit. You pull the scarf free, showing me your soul and then take my hands and pull me to my feet. You place my hands on your swaying hips, we are close, and I can feel your heat and smell your musk. 
You continue to dance, touching with your weighted nipples and gyrating belly. Our lips touch briefly then you sink down my body and remove my towel with your teeth. Your eyes widen slightly; you are always surprised by the size of me. Ever semi-hard as it is now, it is larger than most of the pricks you’ve encountered. It looped out from my groin, in a fat, meaty coil that hung half way down to my thighs. The purple knob was shaped like a mushroom, flaring out from the thick cock-shaft. My shaft was seamed with heavy veins that stood out prominently. 
You push the red pillow to the other end of the coffee table and force me to lie down on the coffee table. You bend down and lightly kiss me as you bring my hand above my head and tie them to the coffee table legs with two of your scarves. You dance close to me now, spreading your leg and thighs, showing me how wet and aroused you’ve become, showing me your great ass. You dance down to my feet and slowly toward me straddling my feet, inching closer to my fully erect cock. My cock throbbing and pulsating, longer and thicker than ever before. 
You smile, knowing how much I want you to slide down my pole of throbbing flesh. You reach down below the table and open a bottle of oil and squeeze the oil into your palm. You warm the oil with your hands and begin to rub it over my body. First you massage my chest, then slide your hands lower over my abdomen and then down the insides of my thighs, being careful not to make contact with my cock. 
I groan, my eyes pleading, as you fill your palm with more oil. You warm the oil and then begin oiling my balls and the base of my cock, working your way up my shaft your tongue works from my cockhead down. You continue to stroke and lick slowly building speed. I’m out of my mind with lust and desire, my breathing becomes faster and I’m almost ready to cum. 
You slide up over my humping cock and position your hot tight slit over my cockhead, gently sliding it back and forth through your creaming slit. I feel you hold me below your tight opening and slowly descend on me. I groan, I want to sink deeper and faster, I want to feel you to my balls! You begin to slide up and down slowly, teasing me and then you lean forward and release the scarf that was holding my wrists. I pull you down sucking one of your nipples into my mouth and grasp your asscheeks in each hand. I begin to drive into you faster and deeper, you moan loudly as you answer thrusting your hips down. Our thighs are slapping together and the slurping sounds of our pending release fill the room. Panting like dogs in heat, my groans and grunts of pleasure rise with your moans and whimpers as our bodies simultaneously come to completion. Wave after wave of pleasure breaks over us, until we can’t take any more, and collapse, hugging each other as we savor the sensation of our release.       
END  
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