Sweet Revenge


Your booty might be bigga, But I still can pull your nigga but I don’t want him, Ya got sugar on your pita, but ya nigga thinks I'm sweeter were the words from Erykah Badu’s song, that was the song that I sang each time I looked at Janet Marie Clark. She didn’t know I was fuckin her man and was enjoying ever moment of it. Janet had been a royal bitch to me since I could remember, we attended high school together. Then I thought I was getting a break when I moved onto college but what an awful surprise I got when I went to freshman orientation and saw her face sitting in the first row. I wondered what the hell I did in a past life to deserve this punishment. Well with any luck she wouldn’t be in any of my classes nor be interested in the same major as me again I was wrong. 

I only made the decision to start sleeping with her man when she went too far. She somehow managed to steal away my internship with Professor William Bailey. I suspect she did some less than honorable things to get it. I knew that for Janet her boyfriends had always been her weak spot. I once seen her pull this girl’s weave out of her hair because it was rumored that she slipped Janet’s boyfriend her phone number. This time she was dating one of the most popular men on campus M3. I knew that he was a math tutor and although I wasn’t that bad at trigonometry I felt that I might need a little tutoring. I first started to show up at the group sessions that he would hold in the math lab and then I moved in for the kill with private lessons. He started coming over my apartment every Thursday night 7pm to 8pm. I was always on my best behavior and little by little started to become more casual around him. I could see that it was starting to work; I could see him taking glances at my butt when I bent over or look down my shirt if I wore low cut shirt and he even made a few comments about how I hide my thickness under my clothes.

One night I came to the door in my robe with my most sexy lingerie set on and it was just open enough to give him a really good peek of what I had on. When he commented on the color of my lingerie, I blushed coyly and told him that I would be back in the kitchen in a moment I needed to change. I left the door cracked so that he could see me change back into my clothes. Once I was dressed I came back to the kitchen. He said I see that you’re not what you appear to be on the outside. I asked him what he meant by that. He said that the kind of lingerie that I had on under my clothes let me know that I have a wild side. Then he stood behind me and started to massage my shoulders. He told me that I had really been doing so well with trigonometry that he didn’t understand why I continued with our tutoring. I told him that I wanted to ensure that I got excellent marks in my class. I told him that he wasn’t what he appeared to be either, he acted like has a upstanding young man but heard that one you had him behind closed doors he was a fantastic lover? He was like the best way to see was to experience it for myself. I asked him didn’t he have a girlfriend. He told me yes, but what she doesn’t know he won’t tell. When he said that it was on then, I led him to my bedroom and closed the door.

When I got him in there I turned on Janet Jackson’s Anytime, Any Place. I started to put on a little strip show for him. I started taking off my clothes slowly and dancing and grinding in front of him. I enjoyed the look on his face as he watched me take off my clothes and see the excitement building. Each time he tried to touch me I would move out of the way until he looked like he was gonna go nuts if he didn’t get to touch  me. Then I sat on his lap and took his hands and started to let him rub me all over my body from head to toe. Feeling his strong masculine hands all over me made me feel great. I enjoyed his touch so much and when he slipped his fingers inside me to play with my honey pot, he sent shocks through my body. I had never had a man play with my clit like that; hell he made me feel better than I did when I would masturbate. The more and more he played the wetter I got until I came on his lap. When I got up I saw that I had left a juice stain on his pants. We looked down and laughed that’s when I grabbed his face and started kissing him passionately and started to tear off his clothes until I had him naked. I didn’t even stop to how big his dick was; I just wanted him inside me. After he put the condom on in the rush of things I felt him part my lips like the red sea. He felt like he was in my stomach and it was a bit painful but still very pleasurable. I loved the way he felt as he was thrusting in and out of me. When we changed positions and I was riding him he looked like he was really enjoying the way I felt. I had never had sex with a man and it be that intense. We decided to keep up our tutoring sessions for the rest of the semester and I learned a lot more then trigonometry, and every time I looked at Janet I just sang my song. Your booty might be bigga, but I still can pull your nigga but I don’t want him, Ya got sugar on your pita, but ya nigga thinks I'm sweeter.
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