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Lick It Good

“Fuck Summer,” I grumbled under my breath, kicking a pebble to the side as I begrudgingly made my way back to my campus apartment. I had just finished working out in my college gym, and I was eager to go back to my room, take a long, hot shower, throw on my favorite P.J.s, make some Ramen Noodles and watch Golden Girls on Hulu.

I was one of only a handful of students who had stayed behind for the first half of summer break, and I felt like the biggest loser. I didn’t want to stay on campus; I had no other choice. My parents were going to the Caribbean for a month, and they weren’t taking me with them. I don’t know why I couldn’t go. I was their only child, I was a great student, and I made excellent grades. I hadn’t gotten into any trouble since I’d gone away to college the year before, and I was still on the straight and narrow. Who wouldn’t want to have a child like that around all the time?

It was worthless luck that I had been born into a rich family. Sure, it afforded me the luxury of an endless array of clothes, gadgets, toys- and when I got older, cars- but the bad side of it was I hardly ever saw my parents, who were self-made, wealthy business owners and always called out of town for days at a time for long conferences or big events. During my youth, I tried to convince myself it was no big deal they didn’t spend much time with me, but as I got older, I realized how horrible it was that I had parents who basically kept me around for a tax write off and to show me off to their suburban friends. Least, that’s the way I saw it. That’s why I had picked a college far away from my home in the D.C. suburbs and had applied for and gotten accepted into a reputable, Ivy-League school in San Diego.

I didn’t have friends on campus or a boyfriend but I kept myself busy with studies, drama and writing classes, charitable organizations, and I stayed in the gym as much as I could. My body was up to par but it did nothing for me in the romance department. I admit, I was lonely. It would be nice to have a boyfriend to cuddle up with at this time of year, especially because the weather was always great, and our school was close to the beach. Beach days and quiet, Netflix nights with a handsome babe? So ideal. But so out of my reach. Despite me having a nice body and a pretty face, the boys on campus all but ignored me. I was beginning to think I was going to die a virgin.

Nearing the pathway that led to my campus apartment, I stopped suddenly when I heard what sounded like moaning coming from a set of trees to the left of me. I looked around but I didn’t see anyone. Thinking I was hearing things, I continued to walk, then stopped again when I heard the moaning continue. I strained my neck in the direction of the trees but I still couldn’t make out where the sound was coming from. I knew I wasn’t hearing things now, because the moaning was continuous and sounded painful. Worrying that someone might be hurt, I set off in direction of the sound.

I passed one set of trees and then another, then abruptly stopped when I saw where the disturbance was coming from. It was coming from a girl. Actually two girls. I recognized them right away. One of them was a girl named Chelsea, who was arguably one of the prettiest and most popular girls on campus. She was blonde with blue eyes, big tits, and wide hips. She was also on the Dean’s List, the head of her sorority, and on her way to receiving a master’s degree in both Political Science and Psychology. She was the typical All-American chick. The one fingering her pussy into oblivion was the “outcast” of the school and my roommate, Stacy. I gulped and grabbed my chest when I saw what they were doing. Chelsea was leaned back against a tree with her legs wide open and her bra pulled up over her breasts. Stacy was fingering her through her panties, licking her ear, and massaging one of her huge breasts with her free hand.

I swallowed hard and made a move to back away. What the hell were they doing? I didn’t even know they were gay. What girls did was their thing, and I didn’t agree with it, but the two of them were not a match. From what I’d heard, Chelsea was more than generous with her body, despite having a boyfriend and Stacy… Well, everyone knew she was strange and kind of anti-social, but I had no idea she was into girls. She looked like she was really into girls by the way she was massaging Chelsea’s pussy, and Chelsea was giving it back just as hard as Stacy was giving it. She was crying out and had her head thrown back against the tree with her eyes closed. She stood there completely helpless as Stacy massaged her pussy and all but mauled her breasts with her hands.

I didn’t want to but I found myself getting turned on. I had never been into girls but what I was looking at made me curious. It looked like it felt good. It looked like Stacy really knew what she was doing and I couldn’t help but want to experience it. I hadn’t been felt up in a long time and I had convinced myself long ago that masturbation was a sin so I had stopped doing it not long after I started college. But looking at them now, I couldn’t help but want to touch myself.

I licked my lips as Stacy circled her finger round and round Chelsea’s pussy. I could see from where I was standing that Chelsea’s sky blue lace panties were soaked and they appeared to be getting wetter the more Stacy touched her. I looked at Stacy and tilted my head in question. I couldn’t get why Chelsea would be intimate with her, let alone let her dominate her. Stacy wasn’t an ugly girl but she wasn’t really pretty either. She was very dark-skinned, her hair was a mop of black tangles, her nose was too long, she barely smiled, and she was awkwardly tall. She wasn’t very friendly with the girls in our dorm and like me, mostly kept to herself.

She also had eyes that were so dark they almost appeared black. She looked spooky and alien to me. But damn. She was becoming more attractive by the minute. She looked like she knew what she was doing and I wanted her to do that to me. I suddenly wished I had gotten to know my roommate much better, instead of always burying my nose in a book or locking myself in my room whenever she came home to our small campus apartment.

My pussy throbbed and became moist as I watched Stacy pull Chelsea’s panties to the side, exposing her bald pussy. Chelsea’s pussy was pretty and narrow. I felt intimidated.  I never shaved and looking at Chelsea’s pussy made me wish I did. Did Stacy like bald pussies better? Maybe I should go to our room and shave before she got home. I wanted to go home, take a shower, and wait for her on the bed buck naked, with my newly shaved pussy and my own huge breasts exposed and ready for action.

“Ohhhhhh,” I heard Chelsea sigh. “Ohhhhh. Ohhhhhh.”

“You like that baby?” Stacy asked her.

“Oh my God, yes. Yes! That feels sooo good.”

It was a cool day for summer, slightly windy, and the heat I’d generated from my intense workout was starting to wear off. The remaining sweat on my tingling body was starting to feel like tiny ice cubes. I’d neglected to bring a jacket to the gym with me, because it was a short walk from the gym to my apartment, and I knew if I walked fast enough, I could be back in my apartment before the evening air settled in. Who knew I was going to run into a live porn show on the way that would stop me in my tracks.

Stacy and Chelsea didn’t seem the least bit affected by the chill in the air. Stacy was fully clothed and wearing a jacket, and Chelsea’s skirt was lying beside them on the ground, while her sweater was pulled up over her head and behind her neck. Her nipples were as hard as saucers, but I imagined that was more from Stacy’s endless fondling than the weather.

The mixture of cool and hot was slightly unsettling, but it was hard to leave the vision of hotness before me. I swallowed and subconsciously put my hand to my breasts, massaging my nipple slightly. Watching as Stacy began sucking the boob she’d been caressing, I stifled a moan and squeezed my thighs together. Oh my God that shit looked so fuckin’ hot. So hot. I wanted her. I wanted Stacy so bad right now I could taste it. I wanted to run over to them, push Chelsea out the way, and beg Stacy to take me against the tree instead. I had bigger boobs and a bigger ass. She’d have more to play with.

Where were these lesbian desires coming from? I’d never even so much as dreamt about a woman before. But I was wanting one now.

I strained my ear and walked closer to them, hiding behind a tree as I heard Stacy speaking to Chelsea again.

“I love that you’re so wet for me baby. I’m going to make this pussy even wetter.”

“No,” Chelsea moaned. “Please stop. I can’t take it.”

“You don’t want me to stop. You want me to keep playing with this pussy. You like it too much, don’t you?”

“I shouldn’t. I shouldn’t like it. This is wrong.”

“But it feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Yesssss. Yes. Oh my God, don’t stop. Don’t stop!”

“You didn’t think a girl could make you feel this good, did you? You shouldn’t have teased me.” Stacy yanked Chelsea’s leg up higher and pulled it wider. “This is what you get when you tease people.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

I licked my lips again and reached beneath my sweaty sports bra to play with my nipple. I hoped and prayed no one was watching me. Or them. We had security cameras on campus but no one knew where they were. I supposed if they saw what was going on, someone would have come along by now and stopped them. Unless they were sick perverts like me and got off on watching them.

Stacy’s tongue swirled round and round Chelsea’s pink nipple and I suppressed another cry as I watched. Fuck that shit looked so good. So fuckin’ good! Could I join them? Should I join them? Watching was so unbearably delicious at that moment; I didn’t want to stop the show. Who knew watching two girls get it on could be so sexually enticing?

“Ah. Ah. Ah.,” Chelsea cried out.

“You’re my big titty toy,” Stacy groaned in her ear, working her finger in and out of Chelsea’s dripping wet pussy. “I love these big titties.”

“Stacy! Stacy! Stacy!”

I felt my lips silently moving and saying Stacy’s name along with her. I continued to massage my breasts as my other hand drifted down to my tight, Spandex pants to caress my moist center. My pussy felt hot beneath my fingers and the moisture was beginning to seep through the thick material. These chicks had me more than a little hot. Were there any guys left on campus? Suddenly, I felt a crippling urge to lose my virginity. And fast!

Stacy massaged Chelsea’s pussy with her index and middle finger, alternately sucking and rubbing her breasts. Chelsea grabbed Stacy’s mop of hair and pulled slightly, biting her bottom lip.

“Fuck baby, you’re so wet, it’s making me crazy,” Stacy gasped.

She put her tongue to Chelsea’s mouth and stuck it in. My eyes widened and my hand gripped my pussy as I watched them suck and lick on one another’s tongues. Chelsea continued to cry out and moan as they tongued one another down and Stacy groaned under her breath, sounding like a man. I pressed my hand against the tree I was leaning against and bit down on the meat between my fingers, hard. In any moment, I was going to explode. And just think, a few minutes earlier, I had been complaining about being left on campus and not being with my folks like the majority of students there. Now I was glad their sorry asses had left me behind. They had given me the ultimate Thanksgiving gift.

“Ah!” Chelsea cried. “So good. So good.”

“Does your boyfriend make your pussy feel this good?”

“No, he doesn’t. No, he doesn’t. Oh my God, Stacy, you are the best. The best! Play with my pussy, yes! Play with my clit. Holy fuck! Shit! Fuck!”

I groaned hard as Stacy began licking Chelsea’s titties again, slurping and sucking on them so obnoxiously they were gleaming with spit. I wanted that spit on my titties. I wanted those fingers between my legs. I wanted to grab that nappy mop of hair. I wanted to watch her on me. I wanted her to lick me.

As if reading my mind, Stacy said, “I’ll make this pussy feel even better.”

She pulled Chelsea’s panties all the down and tossed them to the side. My breath struggled against my chest as I watched Stacy walk to the front of Chelsea, get down on her knees, and began servicing her with her tongue. Chelsea screamed and grabbed both of her breasts with her hands. My knees buckled and I struggled to stand upright as I watched. If watching her finger Chelsea was sexy, seeing Stacy eat her pussy was downright sinfully erotic. I had never seen anything so tantalizing in my life.

Stacy’s head moved back and forth across Chelsea’s snatch as two of her fingers continued to work the inside of her hole. Her eyes were closed as she lost herself in the essence of Chelsea’s pussy. I could hear her eating her and it sounded like music to my ears. Would she eat me that good? What did it feel like? I had been fingered before but I’d never been eaten by anyone. I wanted that shit done to me and now!

“Ah yes! Yes. Yes. It’s too much. I can’t… I can’t… Stop. Stacy stop. Please stop.”

“I’m not done playing with my toy…”

Chelsea’s eyes were in the back of her head and she squirmed against Stacy, trying in vain to push her away. “No. No please. Please.”

“This pussy tastes so good…”

I bet my pussy tastes better than hers…

“Tell me who you belong to,” Stacy said. “Tell me who you belong to now bitch.”

Bitch?! I hated that word more than anything but at that moment, it was the sexiest word in the English language.

I’ll be your bitch Stacy. I’ll be anything you want me to be. Just stop eating her and do me. She doesn’t appreciate it. She wants you to stop. I’ll never make you stop. Never.

“Who do you belong to?” Stacy grumbled. She stopped eating her and pulled away to look up at her, jamming her fingers in and out of Chelsea’s pussy. “Say it.” She began squeezing Chelsea’s heavy titties with her friend hand, continuing to fuck her pussy with the other. “Say it.”

“You Stacy you! You! I belong to you!”

“You’ll never tease me with this pussy again?””

“No. Never. Never. Never.”

I couldn’t take this shit anymore. I had to come. I had to come NOW!

“I’m glad to hear that. Now you’re a part of my squad too.”

Squad? What squad? I want to belong to the squad too! Just tell me where to sign up!

“Yes Mistress,” Chelsea sighed. “Chelsea is all yours. All yours.”

Mistress? Is that what she called her? Was that her butch name or something?

“You’re my sex slave now Blondie. I’m going to give you a reward for being good.”

Stacy stood to her feet and thrusted her tongue in Chelsea’s mouth, drawing out an agonizing moan from her. Her fingers started playing with Chelsea’s pussy again, and I squeezed my legs together tighter, feeling the onslaught of an excruciating orgasm coming on.

They started sucking tongues again and I damn near lost it. I needed to go back to my apartment, find my vibrator, and fuck myself to sleep. I couldn’t watch this shit anymore. I was going to give myself away soon by coming hard and screaming loud if I didn’t stop.

I made a move to turn away and as I did, I tripped over the stump of the tree I’d been leaning against and fell on my face.

“Argh!” I screamed as my face hit the side of it.

“What the fuck?”

I looked up to see both Stacy and Chelsea had stopped sucking face and were staring at me in horror. Well, Chelsea was looking at me in horror; Stacy’s face was contorted with anger.

“I’m sorry,” I blubbered, struggling to get to my feet. “Sorry!”

I jumped around on my toes like I had to pee, but I was really scared of what Stacy was going to do to me since they’d caught me watching them. Word around campus was Stacy liked to fight and was good with her fists, and I was more than sure she was going to beat the shit out of me for fucking her pussy-eating game up.

“You spying on us bitch?” she heatedly asked me, balling her fists and walking towards me.

“Um, no… I mean yes. I mean… Sorry Mistress. Uh… Stacy. I’m sorry. Sorry!”

With that I took off, running fast and furious as I made my way across campus to our apartment.


Yes Mistress

I damn near jumped out my skin an hour later, when I heard the keys click and turn in our front door. I was in my bedroom and had just gotten out of the shower and irritably put on my robe and panties, my horniness dulled and ruined by my clumsy tumble to the ground. I was scared shitless. I worried about what Stacy would do to me; if she would do anything. I know what I wanted her to do but I was sure I wasn’t going to get it.

Should I offer it to her? Should I take my robe off and present myself to her naked? Should I take off my panties and demand that she eat my hairy cunt? Should I lay across the bed on my stomach with my ass up in the air and demand that she spank me while I called her Mistress?

I scrambled on the bed and drew my knees up to my chest, shaking as I heard the front door slam and her heavy boots approaching my bedroom door. I jumped as she banged hard on the door with her fist.

“You in there Brownie?”

Brownie was what she called me during the few times she said hello or goodbye to me or asked me a question. My hair was naturally brown and wildly curly and she sometimes liked to tease me about it. Never in a mean way though. Always in a good way.

I swallowed hard and nervously toyed with a strand of my wayward lochs. “Yes.”

I watched with trepidation as the knob turned and the door opened. Stacy stood in the doorway staring at me with steely eyes as I widely looked back at her. She furtively glanced at my short, silk robe, her eyes lingering on my chest before she looked into my eyes again. Was that lust I detected in her gaze? My heart quickened with excitement.

“So,” she began in that intimidating deep voice of hers. “You were watching us huh?”

I pulled my robe tight to my chest and bit my lip. “Yes,” I shyly whispered.

She paused, tilting her head as she smiled thinly at me. “Did you like what you saw?”

I averted my eyes away from her and chewed the inside of my jaw. “Yes.”

She was quiet for a moment. “Do you like girls?”

I widely looked at her. “What do you mean?”

“Do you like girls?” she firmly repeated. “Have you ever been with a girl?”

I roughly shook my head. “No. I’ve never been with anybody.”

Her eyes leered at me. “You’re a virgin?”

I hesitated, then shamefully nodded. “Uh-huh.”

“Damn. That’s hot.”

My cheeks burned as she narrowed her eyes at me and looked me over slowly from head to toe. “You want to know what it’s like? Being with a girl?”

I didn’t want to answer her. I didn’t want to give myself away. I wanted to play hard to get. But for what?

“Why did she call you Mistress?” I dodged the question.

She looked taken aback; then crookedly smiled. “You want to find out?”

“You said she was a part of the squad. What kind of squad?”

“You want me to eat your pussy or you want to waste my time?”

I cringed, puzzled by her defensive tone. “I was just… curious…”

She studied me for a moment, sucked her teeth and explained. “There’s a group of young ladies at this school, much like yourself… The bi-curious types… Mostly the popular chicks, the ones from down south, the sheltered girls, the ones who are from religious households…. They don’t want to ruin their reputation or piss their parents off by hanging out with dykes, so they screw them undercover to keep everything intact. Chelsea is one of them. She has a boyfriend but she likes girls eating her pussy. I like eating pussy, but I don’t like people around here knowing that, because I don’t want the drama that comes with it. So she and I have an understanding. The other ladies I get with and serve, we have an understanding.

“They call me Mistress, because I’m in command and they like being controlled. I like being in control. They don’t service me, I service them. And I’m cool with that. If you decide you want to join the team, it’ll be all about you. Unless you decide you want to lick me and see what I taste like.”

I hurriedly shook my head.

“No? Typical.”

“How many do you… serve?”

“About ten or twelve.”

I looked at her strangely. Ten or twelve? Wasn’t she worried about diseases?

“I don’t mess with the whoring around types,” she said, as if reading my mind. “With the exception of Chelsea and maybe one other, most of them are good girls. Clean. I like my women clean. I’ve lived with you for half a year, so I know you are. I like you. I always have. I’ve always been attracted to you, but I wasn’t sure how you’d react if I tried anything. Seeing as how you stood there and watched me doing my thing with Chelsea, I’m relieved and a little excited to discover you’ll be down.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just sat there looking at her, my hands still clutching my robe to my chest.

“I’ll make you feel good. I know how to make ladies feel good. You saw that for yourself. I’ll make this a Thanksgiving you’ll never forget.”

I bit my bottom lip and stared at her wide-eyed, my heart hammering in my chest. I wanted this so much I was shaking. But I still felt too shy to make the first move.

“Let me see your tits.”

I gasped. “Excuse me?”

“Your tits. Let me see them.”

“N-Now?”

“You want to do this later? I had the idea you wanted this to happen tonight.”

“I-I do,” I said in an unsure tone.

“Maybe I need to give you some time. We can try this another day.”

She moved to leave and I quickly yanked my robe off my shoulders, exposing my breasts, all shyness and vulnerability aside. She stopped and stared at me, her eyes bright with fascination. I knew she’d have that reaction. The few who had seen my breasts always did. To say my tits were humungous was putting ii mildly. They were definitely bigger than Chelsea’s.

“Damn,” was all she said.

Hesitating for only a second, I pulled my damp panties down my legs, to my feet, and tossed them to the floor. My hairy brown bush was now on display and quivering with the desire to be fingered, caressed, kissed, sucked, and licked by this mysterious Mistress.

She stared rapt at my fat bush and licked her lips.

“I don’t shave,” I tried to explain. “I never have. I don’t really know how.”

“I can shave you.”

“If you would prefer it that way.”

“I like to see everything when I’m eating. And I like to see where my fingers are going.”

I blinked. “Okay.”

“You have a razor or anything?”

“I have an electric razor. I use it to shave my legs.”

“Where is it?”

“Under my bathroom cabinet.”

“I’ll be right back.”

She disappeared into my adjoining bathroom and emerged a second later with my pink electric razor in tow.

“Stand up for me.”

I moved to get off the bed, then gasped as her hand touched my shoulder. It was warm and soft. “On second thought,” she began, “stay on the bed.” She went into the bathroom again and came back out with a maroon-colored towel. “Lift up your ass.”

I did as I was told and situated myself as she placed the towel beneath me.

“Open your legs.”

Feeling breathless, I opened my legs wide to her, exposing my wetness. She licked her lips again as she stared at my pink pussy and shook her head. “Mmph, mmph, mmph. Looks tasty. I can’t wait to eat.”

I watched with breathless anticipation as Stacy began to expertly shave my pussy. I thought watching her eat Chelsea was hot; watching her shave me gave me a rush I never expected. I tried not to moan. I bit my lip so hard I feared I’d put a hole in it.

“Play with your tits,” she whispered.

A harsh breath expelled my lips at her hot command. Placing my hands on both breasts, I softly stroked them, moving them around in circles, pulling and stroking them, pinching my nipples ever so often. Stacy watched my hands, never missing a bit as she finished shaving me. Sweat appeared on the corner of her left brow; her breathing was choppy and loud.

Seeing I was turning her on, I increased the strokes, then pulled one of my breasts into my mouth, sucking loudly on my nipple.

“Fuck,” she grunted. “That shit looks so sexy. Keep doing that baby. I like that.”

Greedily, I sucked both of my tits, going back and forth between them as she continued to watch me. Before long, she was done shaving me. She put the razor on my night table and threw her arms around my back, kissing me soundly. I was surprised to discover her breath smelled fresh and minty, not at all like the pussy she’d been munching on an hour before.

I willingly kissed her back, opening my mouth up to her and sucking on her tongue like I’d seen her doing with Chelsea. Kissing a girl was weird and more than a little strange but I liked it. She could kiss incredibly well. What we were doing and how it was going down was so hot I almost couldn’t breathe. I didn’t even care that she’d been eating and fingering another woman only an hour before. It was my time now. And I was enjoying myself.

“You taste delicious,” she said as she pulled away from me.

I cried out as she grabbed both of my titties with her warm hands; then gasped as she opened her mouth wide and began sucking them simultaneously. Holy shit. That shit felt good as fuck. Her mouth, her tongue, her teeth, her lips… She was using them all and she was using them so well.

“Oh!” I cried out. “Oh!”

“Yeahhhhhhh baby….”

“Oh my God… I never… Oh my God…”

“You like that?”

“Fuck yes! Give me more! More! Touch me! Please!”

Stacy put her hand between my legs and began to finger and caress me in the same manner she’d touched Chelsea. If it had felt anything like it felt now I could see why Chelsea was about to lose her mind against that tree. No man alive had made me feel as good as she was making me feel right now. The combination of her hands and mouth on me was electrifying and so good it was almost scary. It should be a sin to be so talented in the sex department. Thank God I had happened along, discovered them, and gotten caught. This whole evening might have never happened.

“Lay back on the bed,” she huskily said.

I looked into her dark, lust-filled eyes and quivered as I did what I was told. I was a robot and I was hers to do whatever she wanted.

Stacy threw the towel off the bed and stood up to remove her jacket and tennis shoes. She kept the rest of her clothes on and I didn’t mind one bit. I had no intentions of returning the favor. I just wanted to submit myself to her and be her love slave.

I lay against the bed and waited with baited breath as she climbed on top of me and sat up, putting her legs on either side of mine.

“How bad do you want it bitch?”

My pussy tightened at her dark words. “I want it bad.”

“How bad?”

“So bad I can hardly breathe. Take me now Stacy. Please.”

“That’s not what you’re supposed to call me.”

“Do it Mistress. Eat my pussy. Suck my titties. Finger me. Please.”

She ran her hands over me, groping my titties, slapping them together, and jiggling them up and down. “I’ve been wanting this body for a long time baby. You shouldn’t have made me wait. Don’t tease me again or you won’t like the consequences.”

“I won’t. I won’t.”

“You want me to finger and eat that pussy like you saw me doing with Chelsea?”

“I want you to do it better,” I boldly professed. “My body is better. You should treat it as such.”

Her eyes twinkled with excitement as she smiled at me. Her blue-black skin almost twinkled in the dim light of my room. I still didn’t think she was pretty or sexy but it didn’t matter. What she did to me and how she made me feel was sexy. That was enough.

I held my breath as she pushed my legs up, bended my knees, and spread me wide. She placed a long, dark finger in my pussy, moved it around gently; then pulled it out. She placed the wet finger to her nose, loudly sniffed; then languidly sucked the residue off, closing her eyes in desire.

My mouth dropped open in surprise as I watched her.

“Shit, this pussy’s good,” she groaned. “I can’t wait to put my face up in it.”

“I can’t wait either,” I whispered.

She leaned down and kissed me again. Pulling away from my trembling lips, she leaned down to my breasts and started sucking them again. She massaged one with one hand while she kissed the other; then switched to the other side. She did this for minutes, while I watched, softly crying out beneath her with my arms behind my head. I had completely and unequivocally given myself over to her and I had no trepidation about it. This was better than any wild fantasy I had ever had. I never wanted the night to end and God knows I didn’t want her to stop.

Watching her mouth on me was a precious thing. It should’ve unnerved me that she’d been with another woman doing the same things only a short time ago but I kind of got off on that too. From what I’d heard about men, most of them didn’t even have the stamina to please more than one woman at a time. Stacy was doing all of that and then some, leaving satisfied victims in her wake. I didn’t want a girlfriend but I had no intentions of this being the last time she “serviced” me. No fuckin’ way.

Stacy twirled her tongue around one of my nipples, while she pinched the other one with her fingers.

“Oooooo,” I murmured. “Oooooo…. Ooooo…”

A startled cry escaped my throat as she started fingering me again, moving her fingers in and out of my hole, stroking the insides of my lips, and pressing her thumb lightly against my clit.

“Shit, that feels so good. Oh my God, that is amazing. Yes Mistress, yes…”

I can’t tell you how long this went on, all I know is the longer it went on, the wetter I got, and the more I wanted to explode. I held back as best as I could though. I didn’t want to come until her mouth was on me. I didn’t want her to rush. I wanted her to take her time.

Screeching, I grabbed Stacy by her mop of hair and arched to her lips as she began to assault my titties with her tongue once again. This chick just could not stay off my tits. She grabbed them with both hands and went back and forth, sucking, kissing, and licking them. She was sucking them so loud; I was addicted to the sound of her amorous, obsessive sucking.

Just then, Stacy buried her face in my chest, mashed my titties against her face, and blew raspberries against my quivering flesh. I groaned and watched her, panting and shivering out of control.

“Ummmmm,” I moaned. “Ummmm…. Ummmmm….”

“Mmph,” she grunted against my boobs, ferociously licking my nipples as she watched my reaction with her dark eyes. “I love these tits. I. Love. These. Titties.”

Wasn’t that the same thing she’d said to Chelsea?

Well, I was sure she loved mine best…

She massaged them again and went from one nipple to the next, sucking hard on my areolas, laughing wickedly under her breath as I squirmed and moaned beneath her. She pinched my nipples and jiggled them up and down, before sucking them again, her head twirling in circles as she swirled her tongue.

“From now on, I want these titties every night Brownie. I want to suck them every night before I got to bed.”

“You can have them Mistress. You can have them. Take them, they’re yours.”

I looked past her head at my chest and peeked down at her fingers, moving wildly in and out of my cunt. My eyes burned at the image I saw. My now-bald pussy was gleaning with moisture, her fingers were dripping with my juices, and my clit was engorged and almost standing at attention. That shit looked so good. This woman had to eat me now. If she didn’t put her mouth between my legs soon, I would lose my mind.

“Please,” I gasped, pushing her head away from my breasts. “Please. Eat it. I want you to eat it. I want you to eat my pussy Mistress. Right now.”

“Mmm, you ain’t said nothing but a thang baby.”

Stacy leaned up to me and kissed me again, her mouth pushing against my tongue with aggression. Our kiss was greedy, primal, and passionate and it sent fire to my bones. Pulling away from me, Stacy kissed her way down my body, to my eager, wet pussy. She pushed my legs back and opened them extra wide, while continuously sticking her finger in and out of me. She placed her other hand at the top of my pussy to hold the lips open; then stared at my juicy cunt as she rode her finger in and out of me at a moderate pace.

I couldn’t be still. My legs were moving around in the air, my head lolled back and forth on my pillow, and my hands opened and closed at my sides.

“You’ve got a beautiful pussy baby. Soft, wet, and juicy. You feel so good. You like the way I finger this pussy? ”

All I could do was mutter a nonsensical reply.

Stacy worked me with two fingers and used her thumb to tease my clit. I jumped and nearly fell off the bed.

“Mistress please,” I whined, almost in tears. “Please. Please.”

Looking up at me with animalistic lust, Stacy lowered her head to my flesh and started softly licking me.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. “Mmmmm. Delicious.”

Holding on to my titties, I looked down at her as she ate me, my body shaking, my mouth open, my eyes brimming with tears. Holy fucking shit this shit felt so damn good. So. Damn. Good. So. Fucking. Good. Nothing in life had ever felt this amazing before.

“Mmmm,” I painfully moaned. “Mmmm…. Mmmmm… Mmm…”

Her eyes held mine as she continued to softly lick me, her tongue trailing circles on my flesh, her lips sucking tenderly on my clit, her fingers continuing to work magic in my hole. They were moving faster now, going deeper inside of me, stretching me wide. The sounds of my wet flesh and her juicy lips sucking me filled the quiet room, turning my insides to mush. After a while the shit felt so good, I could barely utter a sound. All I could do was grope my breasts and look at her.

When Stacy increased the rhythm of her tongue, I closed my eyes and laid my head back against the pillow. My pussy was so wet now it was making a sucking noise with each tug and pull of her fingers. Why the fuck had I ever felt being a lesbian was a dirty and wrong thing? Chicks didn’t know what they were missing out on by not having an experience with girls. Girls knew what girls wanted. They knew how to touch you, where to kiss you, how to make you feel good. Guys always needed instructions.

I ran my hands all over myself as Stacy arched my hips to her mouth and ran her tongue over my entire pussy.

“Damn baby. This pussy tastes even better than Chelsea’s. Better than any pussy I’ve ever had.”

That was just what I wanted to hear… What I needed to hear…

“Oh yes!” I screamed. “Oh yes, Mistress! Oh, eat it, yes!”

She put one of her hands at the top of my pussy and opened my lips to her again, running her tongue along the inside of my flesh, as she finger fucked me in the ass with her other hand. I bumped my pussy against her mouth and she groaned harshly.

“That’s right Brownie. Work that pussy, work it. Give me that pussy. Give me that pussy.”

“Don’t stop! Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!”

I threw one of my legs over Stacy’s shoulders and screamed hard and loud as an orgasm ripped through me like a bullet. She didn’t stop to catch a breath; she kept going, plunging her tongue deeper inside of me at an alarming speed. Wet lapping kisses covered my clit as she resumed massaging my breasts with her magnetic hands. My body continued to convulse as I squirmed against her. Fuck, I was on fire!

Before, I always pushed guys off of me when I came, because it was too uncomfortable for them to continue. I didn’t feel that way with her. I wanted her to go on. I wanted her to eat my pussy until her mouth grew numb. Gasping, I grabbed her shoulders as she clamped her lips down on my pussy and ran her tongue over my slit. Her licks were fat and long; her hands on my breasts were like flaming torches of lust.

My body was sheened with sweat and my hair clung heavily to my forehead and shoulders. I feared I’d pass out from the thrill of it all but no way was I stopping her. No fucking way.

“You’re mine Brownie,” she said. “All mine.”

“Yes Mistress, I’m yours. I don’t want anyone else to do what you’re doing, just you. Only you.”

The nerves in my body were raw and tingles were shooting through me at all ends. This was better than any sexy, erotic story I’d ever on my Kindle. I wished I could tell someone about it one day but it was our secret to keep. Besides, I didn’t have any friends. Maye she and I could be friends when this was all over. I was feeling greedy and selfish. As good as this shit felt, I didn’t want her to be with anyone else ever again after me. But I knew that was an unfair and unrealistic desire to have. She already told me what the deal was. I either needed to fall in line or fall back.

I felt another violent orgasm coming on and swore viciously under my breath. I planted both feet on the bed and arched my hips, pushing ardently against her demanding mouth, placing my hands on top of hers as she continued to grope my breasts.

“Oh my God,” I cried out in a voice that sounded foreign to me. “Oh my God. Oh my God!”

“I ain’t never going to stop eating this pussy, you hear me? I ain’t never going to stop. You’re going to keep giving me this pussy.”

“Yes Mistress, yes!” My orgasm was approaching fast and furious. “Yes! Yes!”

The scream that erupted from my body was so loud and agonizing, I was sure they could hear it somewhere in the building. Stacy threw both arms across my legs and held me in place, her tongue continuing to greedily lap me as I emptied myself again and again in her mouth. I collapsed against the bed, shaking uncontrollably as I started to cry. I wanted to come out of my skin. I wanted to run away. I wanted to hide in a corner somewhere. I felt so out of control.

My cries eventually settled down to a small whimper. Stacy continued to lap at me gently, holding on to my legs and moaning lustfully with each lick. I tried to smile but my lips were too tired from screaming. Somehow I knew she wasn’t finished with me. This was just the beginning of what was going to be a long, amorous night. And tired as I was, I couldn’t wait.

“Feel like hanging with me the rest of the summer?” Stacy said moments later, when she’d finally come up for air.

I looked down at her and grimaced, giving her a weak smile. “Hell, fucking yeah Mistress,” I purred.

“When are you leaving campus?”

“I was supposed to be going home next month, but now… I think I’ll stay right here.”

She crookedly smiled and ran her hand over my still throbbing pussy. “Thank you for giving me this delicious pussy.”

“No Mistress,” I sighed as my tired eyes closed, bring on a blissful slumber. “Thank you for giving me a reason to finally shave my pussy.”

The sound of her husky laughter tickled my ears as I smiled myself to sleep.
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