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Preparing for Ramone, I hear a knock at my front door. Looking at my watch, I think that it is too early for Ramone, it’s only ten o’clock. With my bra and panties on, I throw my robe around me and tighten the belt around my waist. Whoever is knocking is very persistent with a loud pounding on my door. I storm towards the door. “I’m coming, damn! You don’t have to knock my fucking door down!” I yelled, flinging the door open to inhale the scent of Cool Water. Ramone stands in my path looking as though he was a Godsend.

“Hush ya fussin’ girl. It ain’t like you weren’t expecting me.” 

“You’re early.” 

Ramone looks good in a white short ensemble like he is on his way to the tennis court. “Yes, I know. I wanted to surprise you.” Ramone has always been sexy from the bottom of his feet, all the way up to the only part that I am interested in. 

“Well, don’t just stand there, come on in.” 

“No, I like the view from right here.” He loosened the belt from my waist. 

“Huh?” I am dumbfounded as to what I am about to encounter, with The Ohio Players’ Sweet Sticky Thing wafting from my bedroom to the front door. Ramone uses his index finger to ease apart the front opening of my robe. “Baby, can we bring this inside? I don’t want the neighbors to know all of my business.” Knowing he isn’t going to succumb to my request, Ramone pulls me into him and parts my lips with his tongue, stroking them inside and out. Oh my goodness, here it comes. He is going to sex me right in the doorway!  I am praying heavily that my neighbors stay inside their units until he is done. Knowing Ramone, this could take some time. Keeping my moaning to a slight audible whisper, he brings me in closer to feel his erection through his shorts, yearning for me to stroke him. 

 “Lay on the floor,” he whispered in my ear.

His stare is making me feel helpless. “What?” I succumb to his demand. 

Laying on my back, on the floor, in my doorway, for all to see, Ramone raises my legs, bends down and reaches for my panties. Kissing the inside of my thighs, he pulls off my panties. Pressing the palms of his hands against the bottoms of my feet, he bends my knees back towards my shoulders and instructs me to place my feet on the door trim. My legs are spread eagle, the width of the door’s archway. 

“Oh, Ramone. What in the…”

“Shhh,” he said, covering my lips with his index finger.

I try to keep a steady heart rate as the brother in Unit 304 walks by to see me spread eagle in my doorway, looking like he wants to join in. While my eyes were focused on the brother from Unit 304, Ramone’s lips are wrapped around my clit and sucking it like he was trying to get the last bit of juice from an orange. I can’t hold back any longer and I don’t care who hears me. I have got to get my ass out of this doorway, quick and fast before Old Lady Johnson comes out of her unit and has a heart attack at the sight of me having my pussy ravished by a crazed pussy lunatic. I grind my hips in unison with Ramone, to speed up the process. Helping myself along, I lick my index finger and roughly massage my nipples. Ramone, inserting two fingers inside me, begins to nibble on my clit, lifting the hood of my clit with his tongue to stroke underneath. With the intensity building, feeling the need to rush to the toilet, I let go of the buildup and cum in Ramone’s mouth, as well as the hallway. 

Ramone never fails to amaze me.
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