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The Lesbian Among Us

Chapter One

Lauren pulled into the driveway of her family’s cabin and the four of us piled out of the car. As we stretched our legs after the long drive, Scarlett made her way over to the adjoining lake. She reached up to the sky with both arms and arched her back, her dress riding up and flashing us the bottom of her ass cheeks. The buxom blonde never was one to mind showing a little skin.

“Ahhh,” she groaned as she stretched out all the knots from the car ride. “This is perfect, girls. This is exactly what we need.”

Kayla unloaded our bags out of the trunk, placing them on the driveway before pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose. “Jesus, Scarlett, could you have packed any more stuff for a night stay in a cabin?”

“What can I say, it requires a lot to look this good,” she smiled as she walked back towards the car.

“You know there aren’t any boys here, right? It’s just gonna be you and your three best friends. You don’t have to look your hottest at all times,” Kayla handed her a bag.

“Well why shouldn’t I look nice for my three best friends?” Scarlett replied with a grin, taking a bag and walking towards the front door which Lauren was trying to unlock.

“It’s one of these keys, I know it,” Lauren said as she fumbled through a keyring, trying various options in the lock.

“So, what exactly is there to do around here for two days?” Scarlett asked Lauren, who ignored her as she tried to unlock the door.

“We’re just gonna hang out and catch up, Scar,” I said, waiting patiently to be let in the house. “The four of us haven’t gotten together for a year now. We’ll drink wine, tell each other about our first year at college, no distractions from the internet or TV. The weekend will be whatever we make of it.”

“Well then let’s make it good,” Kayla said, walking up to us with a bag slung over her shoulder and another one in hand, the petite brunette more than carrying her fair share.

“Oh, I have a feeling it’s gonna be one we won’t forget anytime soon. A-ha!” Lauren managed to successfully turn a key in the doorknob, unlocking the old cabin and granting us entry.

We all walked into the dusty old main room. It was dark and smelled of stale air and mothballs. It was a little hard to envision having an unforgettable weekend here. There were two couches with dust covers over them, a fireplace, a plastic covered dining table and a basic kitchen attached.

“Yeah, because at least one of us will be axe-murdered,” I said dryly.

“Oh, come on, Courtney,” Lauren chastised me. “It’s been shut up for a couple of years but once we take the covers off and open the windows it’s really quite beautiful. Like you said, this weekend will be whatever we make of it, so let’s be positive and have fun.”

“You’re right, sorry,” I apologized to my best friend.

“Okay, Mom and Dad’s room is over there,” Lauren pointed to a door coming off the main room. “Courtney and I are in that one as discussed. Scarlett and Kayla, you take the kids’ room. The bathroom is the door in between them.”

“Got it,” Kayla said, pushing past us with her bags and heading for the kids’ room.

Lauren and I dumped our bags onto the double bed in our room. We had to share the bed later, but it would hardly be the first time. Countless sleepovers at each other's houses throughout highschool made us pretty comfortable around each other, as well as Scarlett and Kayla. It would be just like old times.

“I’m so excited for this weekend, Lauren,” I said to her as she opened the blinds. “I knew it would be tricky coming home for the summer and living with my family again, but they’re driving me even more nuts than I expected. A weekend away with no reception and my three favorite people is exactly what I need.”

“Oh yeah, I get it, trust me. My mom is still wanting to know where I’m going, how long I’ll be, who I’ll be with. It’s like fuck, Mom, I’ve been away at college for a year now, I would have thought you’d be cooler with my independence by now.”

“It’s gonna be a special weekend,” I said as I hugged her tightly. I’d missed my best friend so much in the last year, I wished there was some other way to express how much love I had for her.

Lauren and the rest of us spent the remaining couple of hours of sunlight making the cabin a bit more comfortable for us. We opened all the curtains, turned on the electricity and hot water, and took the dust covers off the couches.

We took turns in the shower and kitchen as we prepared some dinner, opening the first wine bottle of many that weekend. We ignored the dining table and sat on the pair of couches as we ate, drank and talked. It was wonderful to be sitting with the three of them again, talking about all the stupid, unimportant shit that we had going on in our lives. It was like no time had passed at all since we’d all gone our separate ways to college.

As the night went on, so did the drinking, and a couple of hours later we were all feeling pretty happy, our laughter filling the main room as we sat around in our summer pyjamas.

“So, how much better are the college guys compared to when we were in school?” Scarlett asked. Of course it would be her to bring this topic up. Scarlett had blonde hair, full lips, big Disney princess eyes and even bigger tits. She was the most popular with the opposite sex all through high school, had more experience than the rest of us, and was definitely the most open about discussing her sex life.

“Oh, I dunno, they're much the same in my experience, just a year older,” Lauren laughed. Lauren was pretty too, hell, we all were. But she’d never shown that much interest in guys. She had one crush throughout high school on a nerdy band kid, and he turned out to be gay.

Of course, Lauren could have had her pick of plenty of guys. She had long brown hair that curled at the ends, a cute little button nose and a body to die for. I think a lot of guys were intimidated by Lauren because of her natural athletic ability and confidence.

“Yeah, I gotta agree,” I chimed in. “They’re a bit less gangly and awkward, but they still reek of the same insecurities and over-the-top macho bullshit they did in high school.”

“Well I love ‘em,” Scarlett replied, making us all laugh. “What about you, Kayla? You having much fun in college?”

“Um, yeah, I guess,” Kayla retreated into her drink. Kayla was the shy one of the bunch, and never talked about guys with anyone. She was a bit shorter than the rest of us, with straight brown hair she wore in a messy bun, and glasses. Kayla always discounted herself as the nerdy one, more interested in her grades than sex, but she was still cute as hell. We’d all seen her in the locker rooms, and knew she was hiding a banging body underneath her baggy clothes.

“Same old Kayla,” Scarlett laughed. “That wine isn’t loosening you up at all, is it?”

“No, it is! I just… I dunno, I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Oh my god, you guys,” Scarlett said indignantly. “I refuse to believe after a year at college you all don’t have some juicy sex stories to tell.”

We all shrugged at her. I of course did have sex stories, but I wasn’t about to be the first one to share any of them.

“Okay fine, I have an idea,” Scarlett said, refusing to let it go. “Let’s play a bit of a game. We all write down on a piece of paper the naughtiest thing we did this year, and something naughty we want to try. Kind of like a new year’s resolution except it’s July and it’s about sex.”

“Same old Scarlett,” Kayla said into her wine glass.

“Come on, Scar, can’t we just have a fun time together?” I proclaimed, noticing Kayla’s uncomfortableness.

“This is fun,” Scarlett replied, running into her room and tearing some pages out of a notebook, handing them out to the rest of us with a pen. She sat a bowl down on the coffee table before looking up at all of us. “Come on, humor me. Pleeeeease. Something you’ve done and something you’re going to do.”

“There’s no use trying to fight it,” Lauren said before writing something on her piece of paper.

Kayla and I rolled our eyes before putting pen to paper as well. Scarlett just about squealed with delight as she wrote hers down. We all folded our paper and put it in the bowl. Scarlett mixed them up before taking one out.

“You ready?” she said, an excited smile on her face.

“Yes, come on, get on with it,” Lauren groaned.

“Okay,” she unfolded the bit of paper, elated to read the naughty secret it contained. “This year I sent a nude to my hot professor, and it got me a better grade. Next year I think I’m going to fuck him. Woahhh!”

“Oh my god,” Kayla said, burying her face in her hands.

“You guys are naughtier than I give you credit for. That sounds like something I’d do!” Scarlett exclaimed.

“Please, that one is obviously your own,” Lauren laughed.

“No way, I swear, I would admit it if it was.”

“Wait, are we meant to be admitting to them?” I asked.

“Well, if you want,” Scarlett replied. “But I think it’s more fun if it’s up to us to guess. Okay, so, someone here is gonna sleep with their professor. Pretty hot, pretty hot. Let’s see if the rest of you are as naughty.”

She reached into the bowl, procuring another piece of paper and reading it aloud. “This year I made a guy lick my ass, and I loved it. Next year I want to try a finger in there.”

“Oh my god,” Kayla repeated herself as the other three of us giggled.

“Wow, maybe we’re all having more fun at college than we thought,” I said, smiling and kind of getting into the game.

“I’ll say, you’re all sluts like me,” Scarlett said. That confession could easily apply to her as well, which meant at least one of us had to have been naughtier than we gave them credit for.

“Read another, I want to see if we can rule anyone out,” I said, leaning forward as I became invested.

“Okay, here we go,” Scarlett unfolded another piece of paper. “I blew off studying for an exam to go to a party and then I failed the exam. Next year I need to get my grades up.”

“Kaylaaaa,” Lauren and I said in unison before laughing at each other.

Kayla said nothing, just sipped her wine. That confession was definitely her to a T. Only she would feel guilty about doing something as heinous and appalling as not studying so that she could party.

“It’s okay to fail one exam, Kayla. Your life won’t end,” Lauren said to our shy friend, who still didn’t reply.

“Okay, last one,” I egged Scarlett on, disappointed by Kayla’s lame confession.

“Okay, okay, here we go,” the blonde reached into the bowl and took out the final piece of paper, carefully unfolding it. “Hopefully this one's an actually naughty confession. Alright, this year I had sex with multiple women and found out I loved it. Over the next year I want to have sex with all three of you.”

A silence fell over the room, the ticking of the clock on the wall suddenly unbearably loud.

“Wow,” Scarlett breathed.

“That is… pretty naughty,” I admitted, staring into the middle distance.

“Well, I think whoever wrote that is the winner,” Lauren said. “Girls, I’m actually feeling pretty tired. I think I might turn in.”

“Yeah me too,” I said.

“Well, hang on,” Scarlett interjected. “We can’t just go to bed with that hanging in the air. One of us is a lesbian trying to seduce the rest of us. We’re sharing bedrooms, getting changed in front of each other. I think we have the right to know if the person we’re sharing with is getting turned on by it.”

“Scar, there’s nothing wrong with being a lesbian,” Lauren said.

“I’m not saying there is, but still, I just feel like whoever wrote it should come clean.”

“Scarlett, you can’t force someone to come out of the closet,” I said. “We all still love and trust each other, right? Let’s just enjoy our weekend and if the person wants to say it’s them, then they’re welcome to, they’ll be accepted. And Scarlett, if one of us tries to have sex with you, you can always just say no. I don’t know what you’re so worried about.”

“I’m not worried, I’m just… fine, whatever. Let’s go to bed.”

We all hugged each other goodnight, thoughts racing through my head as to who among us was gay. The thoughts were no doubt running through all their heads too. Well, all but one of them. We took turns brushing our teeth and retreated to our rooms.

It was kind of weird being in a room alone with Lauren now, knowing that we had to share a bed. There was a one in three chance that she was the lesbian, and possibly going to try and sleep with me. We climbed under the covers and turned the lights off.

“So, that was some night,” Lauren said, the pair of us facing the ceiling.

“Sure was. Who do you think is the lesbian?” I asked.

“I genuinely have no idea. It could be any one of us. Well, any one of you three.”

“So it’s not you then?”

“Nup, it’s not me.”

“Because you’d tell me if it was you, right? You’re my best friend and you could talk to me about that stuff, you know?”

“Of course I know that. And the same with you, yeah? You’re saying it’s not you.”

“Nope, not me.”

“Which one were you then?”

“I’m not saying!” I giggled, slapping my best friend over the covers.

“Fine, fine,” Lauren relented. “I really missed you this past year, Courtney.”

“I missed you too,” I said truthfully. “Do you remember the sleepovers we had when we were in school? Remember how I used to spoon you?”

“Uh, yeah…”

“Would it be okay if I did it now?”

We did used to do that all the time in school. It was completely innocent, just two friends cuddling. Of course, in the context of the evening, my request took on new meaning. I didn’t want to give Lauren the wrong idea, so I thought I better ask first.

“Um, yeah I suppose so,” she replied. I was so glad she did. I just wanted to cuddle my best friend like we used to, without all these thoughts of a mystery lesbian being among us.

Lauren rolled onto her side away from me and I crawled towards her under the covers. I wrapped an arm around her stomach and she placed her hand on top of mine, interlocking our fingers. Her warm body pressed against mine in our summer pyjamas, the front of my mostly bare legs touching the backs of hers.

“Your breath feels warm on my neck,” she said.

“Mm,” I smiled, enjoying being this close to my best friend again. Her all too familiar scent reminded me of simpler times.

It was just as we used to do it, only this time I felt like I was on high alert. I did feel an odd sensation in my groin. I couldn’t help it, I had just the hint of horniness from the potential threat of any attempted seduction.

“Of course, if I was the lesbian this would be the perfect time to make my move,” Lauren said, causing my heart to skip a beat. Maybe it was her after all!

“But it’s not though, right?” I said cautiously.

“No, it’s not. But if it was, this is how I’d do it.”

“What, getting me to cuddle you in bed would lead to me wanting to go down on you?”

“There’d be a few steps in between, but basically, yeah.”

“And what would those steps be, pray tell.”

“Well, I’d probably rub myself against you, like this,” she pushed her ass against me, wriggling her hips just a little so that her cheeks rubbed against my groin. “That would be like me testing the waters, seeing if you freaked out or went along with it.”

The strange sensation in my loins stirred a little, developing into a familiar warmth. A million thoughts were racing through my mind. Was Lauren the lesbian after all? Why was I feeling like this? Why wasn’t I running away? My heart beat a million miles an hour, just kind of letting Lauren continue.

“And if I did go along with it?” I asked, frightened but curious where this was leading.

“Then I would probably take your hand and move it onto one of my breasts,” she did the action as she spoke, guiding my hand onto one of her boobs over her pyjama top.

I exhaled heavily as I let myself feel her breast, my breath on her neck causing Lauren to shiver, shuddering against me and stirring the warmth in my groin even more. I caressed her boob, gently squeezing it over her clothes, feeling its softness, its weight. My legs squirmed a little as I felt up my best friend. We were definitely in new territory now, and it was undoubtedly exciting me.

We kept going for a while, me feeling Lauren’s tits while she gently pressed her ass into me. I rested my head in the arch of the back of her neck while we pressed ourselves into each other, our breathing growing heavier by the second.

“Courtney?” she asked.

“Mm?”

“I think I’m a little wet.”

“Me too,” I admitted.

“Would you check for me?”

That confirms it. Lauren is the lesbian. This is all part of her plan to seduce me and as much as I thought I wouldn’t want it, it was working. After a beat I said what I wanted to say, the only thing I could say: “Okay.”

Lauren let my hand slide out from underneath hers as I cautiously made my way south. I moved over her pyjama top and slid my fingertips beneath the waist of her shorts, stopping, scared to go further.

“Go on, it’s okay,” Lauren permitted me.

I slowly pushed my hand in beneath the elastic of her shorts and panties. I felt her trimmed pubes on my fingertips, and then the terrific warmth emanating from her pussy. I slid the pad of my middle finger over her slit, parting her lips and feeling her wetness. Lauren sighed as I touched her, her body shuddering against me again. A pang of horniness shot out from my own pussy, I was in complete disbelief that I was doing this, it was as if there was a little alien in my head controlling my body, yet it made me feel so good.

I slid my finger through her folds over and over, up and down. Lauren began smacking her lips and letting out soft little moans as I felt her. She unbuttoned her pyjama top and rolled against me. I slid my arm underneath her and reached around to grab one of her freed tits, kneading her warm flesh and tweaking her nipple while I fingered her.

I started rubbing her clit with my middle finger, using my pointer and ring fingers to pull back her hood and making tiny little circles around the engorged button. My first time with a girl felt so different to my first time with a guy. I had some idea of what I was doing. I knew what was going on down there and how to make her feel good.

Lauren’s moans grew deeper as she struggled not to be too loud. The only other sounds were the rustling of the bed covers, and my hand filling her shorts. Lauren’s abs crunched as she came, her whole body convulsing as she tried not to scream. Her legs squeezed my hand as I rubbed her clit. I felt incredibly naughty giving my best friend an orgasm, and incredibly horny.

As Lauren’s orgasm continued, she rolled over and grabbed my face, planting her lips onto mine. My hand was shifted from her pussy to her ass by the move, and I grabbed her booty as we kissed, our tongues entwining as she writhed in my arms and moaned into my mouth.

We kept making out while her orgasm died down. Her lips were the softest I’d ever kissed, she used just the right amount of tongue. As naughty as it felt to be kissing my best friend, it felt so right too. I had so much love for her, and it felt so natural to do this together.

“I want to go down on you,” Lauren said after a couple of minutes.

“Okay,” I replied, eager to have some attention downstairs.

Lauren kissed my neck and grabbed my waist, before tugging at the hem of my pyjama top. I did a little sit-up to allow her to pull it over my head, before she too disposed of her shirt. The pair of us in only our shorts now.

She kissed her way south towards my chest, the bed covers being taken with her as she shuffled back. Her mouth found a nipple, even in the low light of the bedroom. She took it between her pursed lips and flicked it with her tongue, making my back arch as I bit my bottom lip. I loved the feeling of her warm, wet mouth on my tits.

The nipple play was welcome, but it only served to intensify the glowing sensation I felt between my legs. My pussy was on fire with lust, desperate to have my best friend’s mouth on it. Fortunately, Lauren was just as eager as I was, and she kissed her way down my stomach, tickling me as she dragged her tongue from my belly button down to my shorts.

She shuffled back further, the covers bunching up at the end of the bed, and she looked up at me as she curled her fingers inside my waistband and pulled my shorts and panties down in one move. As she pulled the clothes over my feet I parted my legs for her, now completely naked and feeling exposed and vulnerable in front of her. I always felt this way whenever a guy was about to go down on me, but the feeling was tenfold with it being Lauren, the girl who I’d been best friends with since middle school, the girl who I told about my first kiss. Now here she was about to give me head.

She smiled and lowered her face, placing kisses on my trimmed pubes, and the insides of my thighs, painfully taking her time to make her way inwards. Her long hair tickled my stomach, a sensation I wasn’t used to when receiving oral. After what seemed like an eternity of teasing, she placed a gentle kiss on my hood, her soft lips sucking at the sensitive flesh. I quivered on the soft mattress, my lips parting and letting out a satisfied sigh as my pussy was finally seen to.

Lauren licked up the length of my snatch, making me quiver all over again. “You taste delicious,” she said, a somewhat surprised tone in her voice. It confused me a little. Should I not taste good? Was she expecting me to taste worse than all the other girls she’d gone down on in college?

The thought was quickly pushed from my mind as her mouth returned to my pussy. She licked me over and over again, exploring my folds and tugging on my lips with hers. I was in heaven. It was the best oral I’d ever had, much sweeter and more loving than any of the guys I’d had go down on me.

Lauren used two fingers to hold me open, and concentrated her efforts on my clitoris. Her tongue darted in and out of her mouth like a lizard over my little pleasure button, sending me wild on the bed. I tried not to moan too loudly but it was impossible. I pulled Lauren’s pillow over my face as she flicked my clit over and over with her tongue, working me up into a frenzy.

My scream was muffled by the pillow as I cried in ecstasy, rocked by the orgasm that shot through my entire body. It was like there was an intense, glowing light emanating from my clit and beaming throughout my every cell. My muscles tensed and relaxed over and over as I writhed against my best friend’s face. Lauren eagerly licked the length of my cunt as I came, tasting every drop of cum I had to offer.

When I was spent, I dragged the pillow off my face and reached down to grab my best friend’s head. I pulled her up and kissed her with appreciation for what she’d just done to me. Our tits pressed together as we embraced, and I ran my hands over her bare back, grabbing her ass over her shorts while I tasted myself on her mouth.

“You were incredible,” I whispered to her.

“You were incredible,” she said back.

“I think that makes it my turn,” I said with a grin.

The post-orgasm mental clarity had cleared my brain of any doubt that I had that this was the right thing to do. I didn’t know I had lesbian inclinations, but I was thankful for Lauren putting that confession into the bowl, because I was now fully giving into them. I couldn’t wait to return the favor and go down on my best friend.

The pair of us giggled softly as I took her weight and spun her over onto her back. I did the same things she did to me, kissing my way down her neck and paying attention to her tits, sucking her nipples into my mouth and making them hard between my lips. I got down to her shorts and pulled them down her legs, Lauren spreading herself for me as she chewed on the tip of her finger, smiling the whole time.

I brushed my nose against her pubes and inhaled her feminine scent. Her tang filled my nostrils and drove me wild, teasing a lustful hunger I had for her pussy. I knew I was meant to tease her more, but I couldn’t wait any longer. I stuck my tongue out and licked her from the bottom of her slit to the top.

“Mmm,” we both moaned in unison. Lauren at the feeling of being licked, me basking in the sweetness of her sex.

I licked her again and again, lapping up her honey as I ate my first pussy. It was an incredible experience. I loved exploring her folds, teasing her clit, dipping my tongue into her well of nectar. I loved it almost as much as I loved her going down on me.

Lauren grabbed the fitted sheet with both hands, her brow creasing as she watched me eating her out in the moonlight coming through the window. I looked up at her as I latched onto her clit, sucking the little button into my mouth and rolling it around with my tongue. Lauren started rocking back and forth on the bed, fucking my face with her delicious twat.

I flicked her bean in just the right way, and Lauren erupted in ecstasy. Her back arched, pushing her tits towards the ceiling, her head tilting back so that she almost faced the headboard. Cum flowed out of her while her body vibrated against me, and I licked up as much as I could, the messy goo painting my cheeks and chin. Lauren had more self-control than me, and managed to cum without being too loud, a prolonged wheeze like sound straining out of her throat.

She looked incredible, and I felt the same proud feeling I felt before from making my best friend cum. I had a one in three shot of being paired with a lesbian tonight, and I felt like I’d won the fucking lottery.

As her orgasm wound down, I kissed my way back up her body, pulling the covers with me. She wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me against her, her remaining wetness spreading across my pubes. We kissed again, exchanging the flavors of each other as we embraced beneath the covers.

“I can’t believe you’re the lesbian,” I said between kisses. “I guess your plan is off to a solid start.”

“What? I’m not the lesbian,” she looked up at me with a confused look on her face. “I thought you were!”

“What made you think that?”

She shot me a look as if to say ‘What are you talking about?’

“You wanted to spoon me!” she exclaimed in a hushed voice.

“So what? We always used to spoon,” I pointed out.

“Well after it came out that one of us is gay, I thought that must have been you trying to work up the courage to make a move on me! That’s why I helped you along a bit.”

“But you did help me along. Why’d you do that if you’re not gay.”

“Well… I dunno. I guess I’m not not gay. You felt good and I was curious. I’ve never been with another girl before and I thought you wanted to fuck me.”

“Well I guess part of me did, hence…” I nodded down at our naked bodies entwined beneath the covers. “So, which confession was you then?”

“I sent my professor a nude! Which one was you?” Lauren asked with a bemused grin on her face.

“I got a rimjob from a guy about a month ago.”

“No way!” she said. “What was it like?”

“It was fantastic. It was the naughtiest thing I’ve ever done. Well, until tonight I suppose.”

“Do you think I’d like it?”

“Probably, but there’s only one way to find out. Why don’t we try tomorrow night? I’m kind of spent now after the long drive and night of sapphic sex.”

“Ah yes, that classic combo,” Lauren giggled. “Okay, deal. Tomorrow night.”

Lauren and I kissed some more before I slid off her and spooned her as we fell asleep. It was just like we used to, only we were both naked and with each other’s cum drying around our mouths.


Chapter Two

The sound of someone loudly rapping on the door woke Lauren and I up. The warm sun beamed into the room, and I felt my naked best friend in my arms. The sound may have been a violent way to wake up, but the visual was the nicest way to start the day.

“Come on, you two, it’s nine o’clock,” Scarlett shouted from the other side of the door. “I thought the point of this trip was to spend time with each other!”

“We’re up!” I shouted back at the door. Of course, what Scarlett didn’t know was that Lauren and I had been spending time together, some very intimate time.

Lauren rubbed the sleep out of her eyes and rolled over in my arms to face me.

“Morning, you,” I said with a smile on my face, always having been much more of a morning person than her.

“Morning, Courtney” she replied, unable to smile but gave me a peck on the lips. “Scarlett’s right, unfortunately. We don’t want to raise any suspicion. We should probably get out of bed.”

“But I love it in bed,” I said, wrapping a leg around hers.

“I love it too, trust me,” she replied as I kissed her on the forehead. “Come on, we’ll get some time together later.”

“Boo,” I said, pouting my lip exaggeratingly.

We pushed the sheets off and climbed out of the bed. I couldn’t help but stare at Lauren’s beautiful body completely nude in the morning light. As much as I’d enjoyed it last night, I didn’t get to see much in the dark. She was absolutely stunning. Her big ass jiggled as she stomped around the room sleepily, her pink slit and tiny little puckered asshole on display as she bent over to retrieve some clothes out of her bag.

I’d never admired the female form like this, but my mind had been opened last night. I’d always known my best friend was beautiful of course, but now I looked at her in a different light, now I found her sexy. The curves of her hips, the handfuls of booty, her smooth, tanned skin. I wanted to lick every part of her.

“I’m gonna hop in the shower,” she said as she collected her clothes, wrapping a towel around her chest and unfortunately shielding her body from my eyes.

“Oo, can I come with?” I said playfully.

Lauren tilted her head and gave me a smile. “As fun as that would be, I don’t think that’s a good idea. Wait for tonight, and remember our promise.”

“How could I forget,” I offered a cheeky grin. Last night, Lauren learned about my recently discovered love of ass eating, and tonight she wanted to see for herself if she liked it too.

She left the room in her towel and I heard the shower turn on through the wall. I sheepishly found my pyjamas tossed on the floor and got dressed back into them before making my way out for a coffee before my shower.

“Bit of a sleep in, hey girls?” Kayla asked as I made my way into the kitchen.

“Yeah, we were exhausted after that drive yesterday,” I said, the partial truth at least.

“Scarlett and I were just discussing what we wanted to do for the day.”

“Hmm, I dunno. We might have to ask Lauren when she gets out of the shower, she’s the one that knows the area,” I replied.

“We could always go for a swim, I brought my bikini,” Scarlett chimed in from the dining table.

“Nah, I don’t feel like swimming,” I said as I poured myself a coffee. “How about we go for a hike?”

“No way,” Scarlett replied. “I came here to relax, Court, not to work out.”

“Agreed,” Kayla spoke up.

“Alright well, let’s just see where the day takes us,” I took a sip of my coffee, the bitter liquid washing away my stale breath and what remained of the taste of my best friend’s pussy.

I sat down with the girls at the dining table, drinking down my important first cup of coffee for the day while we chatted. There was definitely an awkwardness hanging in the air after last night's revelations. Either Scarlett or Kayla was the lesbian that was trying to turn all of us, only they didn’t know that Lauren and I had beaten them to the punch.

Still, it was nice to be with friends, and we laughed as we talked, trying to ignore the mystery lesbian in the room. As I downed the last of my coffee, Lauren emerged from the bathroom, dressed in a pair of pale green mid-calf leggings and matching activewear top.

“Well, I think Lauren has fitness on the mind,” Kayla said.

“Yeah, I thought we could go for a hike later,” Lauren said as she tossed her towel into our room. “There’s some great trails around here.”

“They’re against the idea of physical exertion,” I said. “I wanted to go for a hike though.”

“Okay well, why don’t we go? Kayla and Scarlett, I can show you where the lounge chairs are and you can set them up by the lake?”

“Perfect suggestion,” Scarlett beamed. “It’ll give me the chance to work on my tan.”

“So it’s settled,” Lauren smiled before pouring herself a cup of brew.

A couple of hours later I was showered and dressed in my fitness clothes. I wore full length leggings and a loose singlet. The whole morning I struggled not to stare at Lauren, particularly in her activewear, which pushed everything together and held everything up so fantastically it made me salivate. God, she looked hot.

Lauren set Scarlett and Kayla up on the lounge chairs down by the bank of the lake, and the pair lay in their bikinis and sunglasses, soaking in the late morning rays. I found it difficult to avert my eyes from the two of them, their bodies just as inviting as Laurens, especially in their revealing swimwear.

The thought kept playing on my mind that one of them was gay, and that I could definitely have sex with them if I wanted. It was just a matter of which one. I wondered how I could possibly orchestrate such a situation to find out, but a part of me didn’t even care. I was mostly just looking forward to going to bed with Lauren tonight.

“Alright, you two, enjoy lazing about,” I said to them as Lauren and I prepared to set off on our hike.

“Oh, we will,” Kayla looked up at us from her lounge chair. “How long do you expect to be?”

“I dunno, maybe a couple of hours,” Lauren replied. “Why, what are you planning on doing while we’re gone?”

Her question was pointed, given the events of the trip thus far, but Kayla didn’t take the bait. “Just wanted to know when to send out the search party,” she replied before turning her head back towards the lake, turning her arms out to tan them.

Lauren and I set off, water bottles in hand. She led me to a trail off the road that brought us to the cabin and we walked through the forest, the sun shining down on us through the tall trees.

“That was a cheeky question,” I said as we walked.

“I just wanted to see how she’d react,” Lauren responded.

“So which one do you think is the lesbian?”

“Oh, definitely Scarlett. It has to be! She’s always been the most sexually free out of any of us.”

“Yeah, but she likes guys too much. You saw her in high school,” I pointed out.

“Ah yes, true,” she raised a finger. “But the confession didn’t actually say the person who wrote it was a lesbian. We don’t know that they exclusively sleep with women. I could easily see Scarlett enjoying players from both teams.”

“I suppose.”

“And come on, that other confession was so definitely Kayla. Failing an exam because she went to a party? Only Kayla would feel that guilty about something like that.”

“That’s true. I’d find it hard to believe that being Scarlett’s naughtiest thing in her first year of college. I don’t know though, Kayla never had much interest in boys in school, maybe it was because she was interested in us.”

“No way, Kayla’s just awkward.”

“But Scarlett was so on edge at the thought of possibly sharing a room with a lesbian. She seemed almost offended by the thought.”

“She was just playing it over the top to cover for herself.”

“Hmm, maybe.”

“It’s definitely Scarlett. Follow me,” Lauren said as she started walking off the clearly defined path and onto a smaller, hard to see trail.

“What’s this?” I asked as I followed her down the path, pushing tree branches out of my way.

“Hikers use this main trail all the time, we won’t be seen down here. My sister and I found it when we were kids, it leads down to the other side of the lake from the house.”

I felt giddy as I followed her, the thought of hooking up in the woods was thrilling. We walked down the hidden trail until we came to the embankment of the lake opposite the cabin. We were hidden by some bushes, but in the right spots we could see perfectly across, the lake only being about forty or fifty yards across at this point.

“Look, there they are,” Lauren spied on our friends, still sunbaking on the lounge chairs.

“One of you is trying to fuck the other, and you don’t even know it,” I said, observing the pair pointlessly, as if one was going to make some kind of movement that only lesbians make and give themselves away.

Lauren set her water bottle down on a nearby rock before turning to face me and wrapping her arms around my neck.

“You know, I’m really glad last night happened,” she said before she planted a kiss on my lips.

“Me too,” I replied, holding her hips. “I can’t wait for tonight. It’s so hard not to feel you up when you’re looking so sexy in your workout gear. You’ve been driving me wild all morning.”

“Well, that was the other reason I brought you down here,” she kissed me again, our mouths parting to let each other in as we closed our eyes and made out. Her tits felt firm against me, held together perfectly in place by her top. I dropped my water bottle onto the ground and grabbed her ass.

“Did you hear that?” a voice echoed across the lake. Scarlett’s.

Lauren and I broke our kiss as we hurriedly ducked out of sight. The stupid water bottle made more noise than I thought it would.

“We’re closer than I thought!” I whispered to Lauren, who suppressed a laugh at my panicked face and smacked my ass.

“I didn’t hear anything,” Kayla replied, her voice only just audible in the distance.

Lauren and I peered through a clearing in the bushes, watching Scarlett sitting upright on her chair and surveying the lake. After a moment, she lay back down and went back to her sunbathing. We stood up, careful to make sure they would be hard-pressed to see us if they looked, but giving us a perfect vantage point of them in their bikinis.

“Don’t they both look so hot to you now?” Lauren asked as she stared at the pair.

“Christ, yes. It’s like I’m seeing girls through a whole different lens now. Like, I’m trying to figure out which one of them is gay so that I can fuck them.”

“Me too! Especially seeing the two of them in their bikinis, I’ve been wet all morning,” Lauren made her way behind me as she spoke, her hands exploring my body and giving my tits a gentle squeeze. “Can you imagine how hot it would be to have a threeway with one of them?”

“Fuck…” I said as she pulled me back against her. One of her hand’s went south as she forced her way beneath the waistband of my leggings and panties, beginning to massage my pussy.

“Look at Scarlett’s big, perfect tits in that white bikini. Don’t you just want to eat her up. You and I could share her,” her fingers rubbed my clit as her other hand squeezed a boob.

“It could still be Kayla,” I pointed out, perving on my friends across the lake.

“You sound like you want it to be,” Lauren sucked my earlobe into her mouth, making me arch my back and open my mouth in response. “You must have a thing for bubble butts.”

She was making mention of Kayla’s rear being quite similar to her own. They were both plumper and juicer than mine or Scarlett’s. Maybe she was right, maybe I did have a thing for asses.

“Oh my god, look!” I exclaimed, making Lauren’s hand stop as she rested her head on my shoulder, looking across the lake to see what I was talking about.

Scarlett climbed off her lounge chair and made her way over to Kayla’s. Our petite friend didn’t move a muscle, just sat there unperturbed as the leggy blonde climbed on top of her. Scarlett bent down and the two of them started kissing passionately. Scarlett ground her crotch into Kayla’s beneath her, her back writhing with her movements.

“I think maybe we weren’t the only ones having sex last night,” I said as we watched the pair make out, wide-eyed with wonder.

“I told you it was Scarlett that wanted to fuck all of us,” Lauren whispered in my ear as we stood, transfixed by our friends secret rendezvous.

“Fuck, it’s so hot,” I said with a hushed voice. Scarlett kissed her way down Kayla’s body, and our shy friend lifted her butt so that Scarlett could remove her bikini bottoms. Our sexually free friend wasted no time in devouring Kayla’s pussy, unknowingly poking her ass towards her two friends in the bushes while she ate out the other.

“I want to fuck you while we watch,” Lauren said, quickly pulling her hand out of my leggings before grabbing them by the waist and pulling them down to my knees along with my panties.

I bent over slightly to allow her better access, and she slid her finger through my wetness from behind. Lauren pushed a finger into my channel, penetrating me and making me squirm against her hand. She worked herself in and out of me as Scarlett gorged herself on Kayla’s snatch.

Kayla ran her fingers through Scarlett’s hair, tugging on her scalp and willing her harder into her snatch. “Do that to me,” I said to Lauren as she finger fucked me from behind.

She did what I asked and used her free hand to grab my hair, pulling my head back just enough to make it hurt a little, but not too much that I couldn’t see our two friends enjoying each other. She inserted a second finger into me, my pussy choking the two digits as Lauren pumped them into my core.

I made a strained wincing sound, trying desperately not to audibly moan and tip off our friends to our voyeuristic lesbian exploits across the lake. It felt so good having Lauren inside of me, penetrating me in the woods. If fucking my best friend last night was the naughtiest thing I’d done in my life, I topped it today.

Lauren pulled out of me for just a few seconds, bringing her hand up to her mouth and sucking on her thumb. I wondered what she was doing, desperate for her fingers to fuck me some more. I didn’t have to wait long before she returned to her post, the two fingers slipping back into me with ease. I also got an answer for what she was doing with her thumb.

She’d lubed up the digit with her spit and wriggled it between my ass cheeks, pressing against my asshole with just enough pressure to stimulate it. She made tiny circles with the pad of her thumb, driving me wild as she gratified my desires for back door fun. My brow creased and my eyes watered as I forced them to stay open and watch Scarlett going down on Kayla while I received Lauren’s fantastic fingers.

Just as Kayla started cumming onto Scarlett’s face, Lauren pulled my hair a little harder and sent me over the edge too. Kayla let out an almighty cry of pleasure that echoed across the lake, and I took the opportunity to let out my own moan of ecstasy, sure that the pair wouldn’t be able to hear me over the sound of their own sex.

I may have underestimated how hard I’d moan though. Because Scarlett spun around between Kayla’s legs while her friend twitched against the lounge chair in ecstasy. Lauren regrettably pulled her fingers out of me and the two of us dropped to the floor. I couldn’t keep myself up mid-orgasm, and I fell onto the dirt, pants around my knees while I shuddered from what Lauren had done to me.

Lauren placed her hand over my mouth, the one she’d just used to finger me, my own wetness resting on my cheek as she stifled my moans. She and Scarlett were on high alert while Kayla and I rode out our climaxes to the end.

“I could have sworn I just heard a woman moaning,” Scarlett’s voice carried across the water.

“Yeah, no shit,” Kayla laughed as she recovered.

“No, not you. I mean…”

“It was probably just my voice echoing off the water and sounding weird. C’mon, lay my chair down for me.”

Scarlett climbed out from between the brunette’s legs and adjusted the backrest of her seat so that Kayla lay flat. Her gaze remained focused on exactly the bushes that Lauren and I were hiding behind. Lauren let go of my mouth as my orgasm wound down, and I was able to compose myself.

“What are they doing?” I whispered as I got to my knees and peered through the bushes.

“Keep still. Scarlett’s super suspicious.”

“But I want to eat you out again,” I whispered in protest.

A smile spread across Lauren’s face as she looked at me. “Okay, but we have to be more careful!”

With that, she slowly stood up, her hands out to her sides so that she didn’t tip over on the uneven ground. I remained on my knees, my leggings still bunched up, dirt up my left side from when I came on the ground. I reached up at Lauren’s thigh length activewear shorts, and pulled them down to her knees, revealing her perfect pussy I longed for so much.

My eyes went wide at the sight, getting to see her up close and in the light was a little different to last night. She was absolutely beautiful, a perfect package of trimmed pubes, her slit glistening with horniness in the midday sun. She didn’t look back at me, her eyes remained dead ahead through the bushes, constantly assessing whether the girls could see us.

“Scarlett’s getting naked, but she’s still looking,” Lauren commentated in a whisper. I wished I could see Scarlett naked, see her big tits bouncing with her movements, but I had more important matters at hand.

I thread my head between Lauren’s legs, so that her legging shorts formed sort of a hammock for my head as I ate her pussy. I wasted no time tasting my meal, not fussed one way or the other if Scarlett saw us. We saw her after all.

Lauren inhaled sharply as I licked her snatch hungrily. I was so inebriated with her flavor, it was all I could think about all morning. I’d been desperate to taste her again.

“Scarlett’s mounting Kayla’s face,” Lauren whispered, her voice now strained with the pleasure I was giving her. “Kayla has her arms wrapped around her, and Scarlett’s riding her. It looks so fucking hot. Her tits are spectacular, and her pussy’s shaved.”

That figures. I’m pretty sure Scarlett had been shaving her snatch since her very first pube, desperate to be as sexy as possible, no matter the upkeep.

“Fuck, she looks hot. She’s really turned Kayla in a big way. She seems totally at ease with having a woman using her face like a bike seat.”

I could barely hear her, I was too concerned with eating her pussy in the woods. She was already plenty wet from our exploits and I licked up every drop I could get my tongue on.

“Fuck that feels good,” she said as I flicked her clit with the rigid tip of my tongue. She squatted a little to make it easier for me, and I reached up and cupped her ass cheeks while I consumed her.

I wagged my tongue between her legs as she kept watching our friends across the lake. I think she was getting off on that just as much as she was the outdoor oral. She reached down and grabbed my hair again, pulling me into her snatch harder as I sucked on her love button.

“I think Scarlett’s about to cum now. And so am I!” her knees trembled to either side of my head, her grip tightening on my scalp as it did before. I pushed my tongue into her opening and let it act as a slide as her delicious honey spilled out of her, running down into the back of my throat so that I could swallow the precious goo.

Lauren started rocking back and forth against my face, her ass cheeks tensing and relaxing in my hands, spreading her cum all over my chin and mouth. She showed more vocal restraint than me, and through gritted teeth managed to almost silently climax, letting out only breathy sounds of ecstasy that Scarlett couldn’t hear.

We heard Scarlett though, the blonde’s high pitched squeal making its way over the lake as she came onto our shy friend’s face.

“Fuck, it’s so hot watching her cum,” Lauren whispered as she pulled her leggings over my head and dropped to her knees in front of me before kissing me deeply on the ground. “You’re so sexy, Court. Eating me out in the woods like this, you’re so naughty.”

“Says you, getting off on watching our friends fuck each other from behind some bushes,” I grinned at her.

We kissed each other again before standing up. Lauren brushed the dirt off my side and we pulled our pants back up. I wiped my friend’s cum off my face with the back of my hand and we watched Scarlett and Kayla cuddling on the lounge chair, their hands running over each other’s bodies while they tenderly kissed.

“I think they’re getting ready for round two,” Lauren’s eyes were wide as we watched.

“C’mon, perve,” I handed her her water bottle. “Let’s finish the hike, let Scarlett enjoy her efforts in peace.”

“Fine,” she pouted.

“Oh don’t give me that. I’m sure tonight you’ll be getting an up close and personal look at them.”

“You think?” she asked as we snuck back up to the main trail, careful to keep out of sight of our friends.

“Lauren, Scarlett is trying to fuck every one of us, she’s already turned Kayla, probably the hardest one of us to convince. You and I are already clearly open to the idea of lesbian sex. I don’t see tonight going any other way than an all out orgy.”

“I never thought of it like that. Holy shit you’re right. Now I’m horny again, will you finger me against that tree?”

“You’ll just have to wait for tonight,” I shot her a cheeky grin. She spanked my ass for my refusal.

About an hour later, we returned from the hike, walking past the girls on our way into the house.

“Have you guys moved an inch since we left?” I asked the pair, knowing full well the answer.

“Yeah of course!” Kayla responded. “Scarlett got up to get drinks. Apart from that, no.”

“You were thirsty were you, Scarlett?” Lauren asked, making me snort as I tried not to laugh.

“Oh you know, all this sunbaking tends to make you parched,” Scarlett replied, thankfully not getting Lauren’s double entendre. “How was your hike? Do you feel fit and healthy?”

“Yeah, we got our heart rates up,” I said, sneaking in one of my own before we made our way up to the cabin. It was going to be a fun afternoon.


Chapter Three

The afternoon wasn’t as fun as I originally thought. After showering off the sweat, dirt and cum from our hike, Lauren and I lazed around the cabin. I tried to read my book but couldn’t focus on the words, rereading the same page over and over again in an attempt to absorb the story.

Scarlett and Kayla spent much of the afternoon outside by the lake, taking occasional dips. Every time one would come in to use the bathroom or get a drink, I covertly stared at their bodies, looking incredible as they glistened with the lake water on their skin, their nipples always hard and poking through their swimwear. Lauren sniggered at me when she saw me staring at Kayla’s round ass, biting my lower lip as I admired it.

Thankfully, evening did eventually arrive. Scarlett and Kayla took their turns in the shower and the four of us ended up seated on the pair of couches in the main living area. Scarlett and Lauren sat opposite myself and Kayla, who collapsed in the chair in a loose t-shirt and a pair of booty shorts that showed off her best asset wonderfully.

We sipped our wine as the sun began its descent, chatting about college and being back home for the summer. The conversation felt a little stilted though. There was obviously still the elephant in the room after last night’s confessions, only the elephant had gotten a little fatter in the last twenty-four hours. Scarlett and Kayla had started sleeping with each other and were keeping it secret from Lauren and me. Of course, Lauren and I were in exactly the same position except we knew it was Scarlett who put this weekend of lesbian debauchery into motion.

“Sorry girls, things don’t feel very comfortable between us after last night,” I said, interrupting Lauren’s story about some girl in her class arguing with the lecturer. A hush fell over the room, and a couple of them awkwardly looked down at their drinks, but it was time to stop ignoring the elephant and address it.

“Well, I don’t really know what we can do about it, Court,” Kayla said next to me. “Like you said last night, we can’t force the person who wrote it to admit it.”

“Look, Lauren and I had a… talk last night after we went to bed,” I continued, Lauren took a sip of her wine to hide her smile. “We told each other what our confessions are, so we know it’s either you or Scarlett. Don’t you think it would just be easier to tell us? We’d still love and accept whoever it is.”

Lauren and I stared directly at Scarlett, who sipped her drink, initially oblivious to our eyes on her before suddenly realizing. “What are you looking at me like that for?” she asked.

“C’mon, Scarlett,” Lauren tried to persuade the blonde from next to her.

“What makes you think I was the one that wrote it!?”

“Well, you’ve always been the most… sexually free out of any of us?” Lauren said.

“Are you calling me a slut?”

“No!” I backed up Lauren. “Not at all. It just… makes the most sense. You’d be the one more likely to experiment.”

“Well it wasn’t me that wrote it,” she persisted, causing me to roll my eyes.

“C’mon, Scarlett, it’s just us. We wouldn’t judge you,” I said, trying to coax the confession out of her. Scarlett just sipped her wine again, her lips remaining sealed.

“We saw you going down on Kayla on the lounge chairs earlier today,” Lauren announced matter-of-factly, causing Scarlett to choke on her drink.

“You what!?” Scarlett said, wiping the spilt wine off her chin.

“How did you see us?” Kayla chimed in.

“We might have been… kinda spying on you,” I admitted shamefully.

“And we don’t care that you two are fucking each other!” Lauren said.

“What were you doing spying on us?” Scarlett said, justifiably upset.

“Well, we knew one of you was the lesbian, we wanted to see who it was. That’s how we know it’s you, Scarlett,” Lauren replied.

“Scarlett’s not the lesbian, I am,” Kayla blurted out, causing another hush to fall over the room as Lauren and I stared at her, caught off guard by her confession. “I had sex with a girl about six months ago in college, and it was fantastic. It felt so much more right than any sex I’d had with a guy, and I knew that I only wanted to be with women from then on. I’d always kinda suspected in high school, and always looked at you girls inappropriately. I was just embarrassed to admit it. I didn’t want you to think I was some kind of perve or deviant or something.”

I reached out and squeezed her arm, offering her support as the confession poured out of her.

“I was feeling a little tipsy when we were playing the game and I wrote that down. It was stupid. But then when we went to bed, I could feel Scarlett’s eyes on me as I got changed, and when she thought I was asleep, I could hear her trying to quietly masturbate. I got out of my bed and into hers and well…” Kayla raised her hands as if to say ‘Here we are.’

“Oh my god,” Lauren said, in disbelief that she’d got it wrong.

“Seeing as we’re all confessing…” I began, earning the immediate attention of everyone in the room. “Lauren and I both went to bed last night thinking the other person was the lesbian. And even though neither of us were, it… led to things.”

“You and Lauren had sex last night!?” Scarlett just about shouted, her open mouth spreading into a smile.

“Well, yeah. And today.”

“Today? When did you find time to do it today?” Scarlett interrogated me.

“On our hike,” I admitted.

“While we were watching you,” Lauren said, giggling at the naughty confession.

The four of us burst into laughter. It seemed so silly hiding these secrets from each other all day when we were all doing the same thing. I suppose it was pretty hot sneaking around with Lauren and eating her pussy in the woods, I’m sure Lauren and Kayla felt the same.

Kayla sat her drink down on the coffee table. “So you’re not bothered by the thought of Scarlett and I having sex?”

“Not at all,” I said. “We found it really sexy actually, watching you from across the lake. It made both of us cum harder.”

“I knew I heard something!” Scarlett said, her paranoia vindicated.

“So what do you two think about sex with other women?” Kayla asked me.

I exchanged a look with my best friend, the two of us beaming at each other. “We love it,” we said in unison, causing another round of laughter to burst out.

“Have you thought about whether you’d like to sleep with other girls besides each other?” Kayla’s eyes didn’t leave me. She reached out with an arm and played with the ends of my hair.

“Well, uh… we haven’t really talked about it, so I can’t speak for Lauren,” I started, butterflies starting to go crazy in my stomach with the look Kayla was giving me. “But I know I certainly want to.”

Kayla changed her position on the couch, facing me and leaning in. I leant towards her, meeting her in the middle so I could kiss her. Our lips met and suddenly I was making out with another of my closest friends in less than a day. Her lips were soft like Lauren’s, and the butterflies in my stomach were going crazy as we exchanged tongues.

I blindly found the coffee table and set my drink down, shuffling along the couch so that I could kiss Kayla easier. She placed a hand on my cheek as we kissed, her other stroking my thigh. Our tongues danced together and I played with her short brown hair, twirling around my fingers and running them through it like a comb.

I opened my eyes and looked to the side to see Lauren on top of Scarlett, the pair making out heavily on the opposite couch. Scarlett grabbed Lauren’s ass as they kissed, before disappearing up her top and stroking her back.

I returned my attention to Kayla, my ‘shy’ friend who was apparently anything but. She squeezed my bare thigh and broke the kiss.

“Are you sure you want this?” she asked.

“Look at them,” I nodded my head towards the other couch, prompting Kayla’s eyes to go wide and smile to spread across her face with delight at seeing her friends enjoying one another. “I think we all want this.”

“I never imagined it would happen like this,” she said, wide-eyed as she watched the pair embracing. “This is the best day of my life.”

“Thank god Scarlett made us play that game last night,” I said as I pulled my top over my head, exposing my breasts to my lesbian friend.

Kayla didn’t need an invitation. She immediately bent down and began kissing my chest all over, lightly biting my nipples with her front teeth and making them erect in her mouth. She felt more sure of herself than Lauren had, more sure of what she wanted.

What she really wanted was further south though, and soon her kisses made their way down to my stomach, causing my abs to tense every time her lips pressed against my skin. She pushed me back, making my head fall onto a couch cushion as I lay down. Kyla grinned at me lustfully as she pulled my legs up onto the couch, pulling my shorts and panties down and leaving me naked in front of her.

I wasn’t the only nude girl in the room though. On the opposite couch Scarlett’s skirt was hoisted up around her midriff, her panties off and Lauren crouching on the floor between her legs, her mouth already busy. I looked over just in time to watch Scarlett pull her top over her head, her big tits heaving as she enjoyed my best friend’s mouth. She looked so fucking hot, I couldn’t wait to have my face between her boobs.

Kayla brought my attention back to her, where she kissed down the length of one of my legs before hooking it over the backrest of the couch. Her eyes looked directly into mine through her glasses as she ran her soft hands up my thighs, stopping just short of my fire hot pussy.

“I’ve wanted this for so long, Courtney,” she said to me. “I’ve dreamt about it for months.”

“Well I’ve dreamt about it all day,” I said, reaching down and pushing her head down into my snatch.

Kayla buried herself in me, her practiced tongue devouring my pussy and making me push back harder against the couch cushion. I let out a relieved sigh as my afternoon of titillation finally resulted in some oral attention from one of the friends I’d been fantasizing about.

My sighs soon became moans as Kayla pushed two fingers into my channel while she sucked on my clit. My vocal appreciation mixed with Scarlett’s across the way, as my best friend ate her second ever pussy. I wondered if Scarlett and Kayla tasted as good as Lauren did. I knew I wouldn’t have to wait long to find out.

I unhooked my leg from over the back of the couch and lay both down over Kayla’s shoulders as I writhed against her face and fingers. As much as I loved Lauren eating me out last night, Kayla was better. I didn’t know exactly how much experience Kayla had gotten in college, but this was her dream come true, and she certainly intended to make the most of it.

I gripped the couch with white knuckles as I came for my friend. My thighs squeezed her head like a vice grip, my hips undulating against her face as my vagina spasmed around her fingers, her tongue assaulting my clit fantastically and causing wave after wave of ecstasy to pulse through me.

Lauren made Scarlett cum too, and the sexy blonde screamed in the cabin living room, her wails mixing with my own as I revelled in not having to keep quiet. Kayla moaned onto my snatch as she consumed me, her glasses perched on my pubes as her tongue went wild between my lips, lapping up as much cum as possible.

The rapturous screams died down as our orgasms did, and both Scarlett and I pulled our givers’ faces up to our own, kissing them in appreciation. I pulled Kayla’s loose t-shirt over her head in between kisses as I wrapped my legs around her waist, pulling her down onto me so that our tits squashed against each other, and my satisfied pussy planted kisses of moisture onto her midriff.

“This is crazy,” Scarlett said from the couch across the way as she undressed Lauren as they embraced.

“It’s incredible,” I said, grinding myself into Kayla as I kissed her cum stained mouth.

“Hold on a second,” Kayla pulled herself off my face to say. “Which one of you had your butt licked?”

“Oh,” I slid my open palm up next to my face in confession. “That was me.”

“Really?” Kayla beamed down at me. “I’ve never done it, but it sounded really hot. Wanna try it now?”

“Really? You want to eat my ass?”

“Well, I think you have to earn it first,” she said with a cheeky look.

“No problem! I’ve been staring at your ass all day!” I said enthusiastically as I pushed her off of me.

“She has,” Lauren confirmed from the other couch as Kayla spun herself around, hanging over the armrest of the couch.

“It’s just so big and round,” I said, grabbing her booty shorts with both hands and giving her a squeeze. “And beautiful,” I added.

“I can’t believe how naughty you are,” Kayla said, watching me over her shoulder as I pulled her shorts down, revealing she was commando underneath, her pink slit glistening beneath her generous rump.

“You should talk, you’re the one that has us all fucking each other,” I said as I launched myself forward, biting her ass cheek and making her giggle.

I decided to start in her pink, desperate to know how she compared to Lauren. I pushed her by the ass so that she leant further over the armrest and afforded me easier access to her puffy lips. I licked her from her clit upwards, collecting her intoxicating flavor on my tongue. She wasn’t as sweet as Lauren, she had a flowery taste mixed in with her tang. But she was nonetheless equally as delicious, and I gorged myself on her pretty pussy, making her moan with gratification.

“Oh fuck, Courtney. That feels so good,” she encouraged me. “Lauren, come over here. I want to kiss you.”

My bestie got to her feet and walked over to Kayla as I enjoyed myself behind her. Lauren got back onto her knees next to our couch and started kissing our shy friend, the wet sounds of their mouths combining with those of my tongue in Kayla’s snatch.

“That’s a familiar taste,” Lauren remarked as she vicariously tasted my pussy on Kayla’s mouth.

“Do you love going down on Courtney?” Kayla asked with a strained voice, wanting to hear the dirty details of our sexcapades but struggling to converse with my mouth at work.

“It feels so forbidden eating out your best friend, which makes it so much hotter. I just wish we had made better use of all those sleepovers in high school,” Lauren replied.

It was time for me to make good on my promise, and I slid my tongue upwards through Kayla’s slit. Only this time I didn’t stop at her taint. I continued upwards and licked all the way through Kayla’s crevice, spreading saliva and cum between her plump rear. Kayla inhaled sharply as I buttered her asshole with my tongue, the tight star puckering shut as I made contact with it.

“Ohhh,” Kayla shivered in response. “She just licked my butthole,” she told Lauren.

“How’s it feel?” my best friend asked as I buried myself between her bountiful butt cheeks, loving being smothered by her ass as I lashed my tongue against her naughtiest of openings, licking the tiny crater again and again.

“Fucking incredible,” Kayla breathed as she relished the feeling of my face in her crack.

“You know, Courtney and I actually had a deal that we would try it together tonight until the day took an unexpected turn,” Lauren informed our lesbian instigator. “So I’m gonna go and eat Courtney’s ass now if that’s alright with you?”

“Mhmm,” was all Kayla could muster in response.

Lauren stood up from the floor, and I felt acutely aware of my asshole all of a sudden, knowing that my bestie was about to start rimming it. I of course already knew that I liked having my ass licked, but I had a feeling it would be made all the better by having a woman do it.

“Aww, are you masturbating?” Lauren said to Scarlett on the opposite couch as she made her way behind me, dragging her fingers down my back as she walked.

“Yeah,” Scar moaned in response, left out of the fun but apparently having some by herself.

“Poor Scar, left on her lonesome. Enjoy the show sweetie and we’ll make sure you’re not left out too much longer,” Lauren said as she put a knee up on the couch behind me, grabbing both my ass cheeks and giving them a jiggle.

Lauren lowered her head sideways and licked down and up my pussy, her long hair resting on my lower back and ass. Then she dragged her tongue down and up and plunged her face into my ass, her wonderful, soft tongue flicking across my butthole. My back arched in waves from the move, and I moaned into Kayla’s ass as I felt a mouth on my rear end for the first time in months.

My prediction was correct. I loved being rimmed by a girl even more than I did a guy. And it turned out I loved giving analingus almost as much as I did receiving it. I was in heaven being the Chinese finger trap between two of my best friends.

I pushed a finger into Kayla’s channel while I rimmed her, feeling the warmth of her cave squeezing my finger in return. She was so impossibly wet, her pussy overwhelmed by the ass eating, the fingering, and the fact that she was having a foursome with her best friends. I easily slid in a second finger, probing her front wall in search of a rough patch.

I found it, and tickled her G-spot with my curled fingers inside her. The response in the shy lesbian was instantaneous, and her moans became deeper, more guttural.

“Holy shit, Courtney, where'd you learn to do that?” she cried out as I messily pleased her.

I didn’t bother answering, I couldn’t bring myself to take my face out of her ass. I was just doing the things I’d done to myself at home with an array of toys. I was just trying to make her cum the way I made myself cum.

It worked. Kayla came. Hard.

Her salty knot pulsated against the flat of my tongue as I applied pressure to it, pushing my face as hard into her ass as I could, unable to breathe as I was suffocated by her rump. Her pussy oozed molten hot liquid sex, the precious honey going to waste as it dripped around my fingers. Kayla cried out in complete, unadulterated bliss as she rode out her climax, her whole body quivering and pressing backwards against me.

It set off a chain reaction in me, as my senses were overwhelmed by the feeling of the cumming Kayla in front of me, and Lauren’s terrific tongue rimming my taboo hole. My ecstatic cries were muffled by Kayla’s ass, and my hips rocked behind me, my butt cheeks squeezing shut around my best friend’s mouth, which didn’t leave my butthole even as I bucked backwards against it. I didn’t think this weekend could get any hotter than eating Lauren’s pussy outdoors, but this topped it.

We collapsed in a heap on the couch, the three of us panting from our respective efforts. I needed a minute to recuperate after stuffing my face into Kayla’s ass while I came. We all watched the lonesome Scarlett on the other couch, still gently rubbing her own clit, her big tits jiggling awesomely with the movements of her arm.

“That looked so hot, you guys,” she said as she watched the three nude, panting girls. “I was so jealous of you, Courtney. How’d it feel?”

“Fucking incredible,” I breathed out. “Better than anything I’ve ever experienced.”

“Don’t worry, Scar,” Kayla said. “You’re next.”

The petite brunette got off the couch from next to me, apparently recovered enough from her climax to move. Her big ass I had my face in a few moments ago bounced as she practically skipped to behind the couch Scarlett was sitting on. She leant over from behind her and the pair kissed as Kayla’s hands grabbed her mythical tits.

“You don’t need to do that, Scar,” Kayla said as she pulled Scarlett’s masturbating arm away from her crotch. “You have three horny girls dying to eat your pussy.”

“Watching the chain of you munching on each others’ booties was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” Scarlett said between kisses.

“You know, Scarlett freaked out when I climbed into her bed last night,” Kayla addressed us as she kept caressing her friend’s boobs. “But as soon as I pulled her hand out of her panties and put her fingers in my mouth...” she repeated the action as she said it, sucking Scarlett’s sex off her fingers. “... she was up for anything.”

I found the willpower to stand up from the couch. I felt a little unsteady on my feet, my knees wobbling a bit as I walked, but I couldn’t wait any longer. I carefully made my way over to the pair and got on my knees between Scarlett’s legs.

I pressed my face between the tits I’d admired since puberty. I’d spent so many years jealous of them, and the male attention they garnered, now I just wanted them for myself. Kayla pushed Scarlett’s fantastic breasts to the side of my face, smothering me with them. I breathed in the scent of my only friend I had yet to taste.

I started placing kisses all around her chest, flicking one nipple with my tongue and tweaking the other between my thumb and forefinger. Scarlett sighed in appreciation and pushed her wet snatch against my stomach, enjoying the feeling of my mouth on her tits while the woman that turned her sucked on her neck and earlobes.

Her tits were heaven, but I had my sights set on a more flavorful target. I kissed my way down her body, pulling the bunched up skirt down her midriff as I did so and stripping it away, making all four of us equal in our nakedness. I kissed around her shaved mound, her pussy the only hairless one in the room. She always kept it bare because she thought it made her seem naughtier. She was right.

Scarlett moaned as I tested the waters, pressing my tongue against her slit for just a second before pulling my head back, a string of cum stretching from her snatch to my mouth. The water was warm. I dove in and began eating out my third pussy of the weekend, tasting her delicious flavor as my lips latched on to her cunt.

“Scarlett, baby, you did so good eating out Lauren before, I want you to do it again,” I heard Kayla say above me.

Scarlett was in no state to deny such a request, and simply nodded in agreement as her brow creased from my now confident tongue. Kayla lay Scar’s head back against the top of the backrest of the couch so that she looked up at the ceiling, and then made a come hither motion to Lauren on the other couch.

Lauren did as she was told and stalked her way over to us. Kayla guided her to stand on the couch facing me, before lowering herself down onto Scarlett’s waiting face. Scarlett wasted no time and immediately started licking upwards at Lauren’s snatch, her jaw working overtime as she pushed her tongue through my bestie’s wet slit over and over, moaning into it as I teased her clit.

“You know, I’ve never tasted ass before,” Kayla said as she pushed on Lauren’s back, bending her over. “But it felt so good being rimmed, I want to try it for myself.”

With that, Kayla buried her face in Lauren’s rear, my best friend crying out in ecstasy from the feeling of having her pussy eaten out by Scarlett while Kayla devoured her ass. Receiving the rimjob was a brand new experience for her of course, and one she instantly seemed to love.

I felt bad for Scarlett, being left out of the experience again. Fortunately, her butt was hanging off the edge of the chair just enough that I could get to it, and I dragged my tongue from her tip to her tail, spreading the cum that had already dripped between her cheeks. Lauren noticed her deserted pussy and started rubbing her clit. Scarlett tensed and groaned deeply into Lauren’s pussy with appreciation for the double attention.

It was quite a sight, the four of us in a big lesbian pretzel, munching on each other’s pussies and asses, desperate to please each other. We had a lot of history, and a lot of love for each other, and as naughty and dirty as our sex was, it felt like a natural extension of that love. We all writhed against each other on that couch, Scarlett absolutely loving life being in the center of it.

Her butthole clenched tight every time my tongue licked over it, lathering the ridges of her star with my saliva and her own cum. Both her and Kayla gave their best oral efforts to Lauren, who was struggling to keep herself up as she twitched and moaned from having the entirety of her nethers tended to.

I’m sure Scarlett would have liked to have enjoyed the pretzel a little longer, but she was the first to cum. Her butt cheeks spasmed around my chin as did her asshole, Lauren’s fingers never stopping on her clit. Cum spilled out of her core and down over my nose, trickling down the side of my face as I pressed myself into her. She cried loudly into Lauren’s snatch, setting her off too.

Lauren couldn’t keep herself up any more with the orgasm her two friend’s mouths gave her. She slid forward off of Scarlett’s face, her juicy ass resting on Scar’s collarbone as she came, her liquid sex dripping down onto our friend’s terrific tits. The pair shuddered against each other, moaning and cumming as they rode out the waves of their climaxes.

Eventually, the pair stopped convulsing and Lauren dismounted Scarlett, collapsing on the couch next to her as the two twitched with aftershocks from their overwhelming orgasms. I relinquished my tongue from between Scarlett’s butt cheeks and made my way back to the biggest tits in the room, licking Lauren’s honey off them as Scarlett sporadically tensed.

Kayla made her way around to the front of the couch and the four of us kissed each other, sharing the flavors on our mouths from the debaucherous night of fucking and sucking. Eventually Lauren and Scarlett recuperated from their respective climaxes, and the four of us got to talking, our bodies entwined amongst each other as we laughed and chatted.

We stayed nude the rest of the night, leaving the dried cum and saliva coating us as we made dinner, ate together, ate each other out again and then went to bed.

I cuddled Lauren like we used to, only our lack of clothes being a key difference. That and our kiss goodnight involved more tongue than it used to. The next morning Lauren went into town to ring her parents and tell them we were staying an extra night. We all agreed we wanted another orgy before we went home.

It was wild to think this all started from Kayla, our shyest friend, writing a confession on a piece of paper, the secret lesbian among us.

One thing was for sure; it was going to be a fun summer.

THE END


Seduced For Her First Time

The champagne glasses clinked and my four closest friends all let out a collective woo that could be heard throughout the bar, even over the blaring music. No one could scream louder than my friends when they were excited, and on that night there was plenty to be excited about. It was my bachelorette party and my friends apparently wanted the whole world to know about it.

“To Maggie and David!” one of my friends, Jess, announced before we all took a sip of our champagne.

My best friend and maid of honor, Prue, pulled her glass away from her lips before disagreeing. “All due respect for your soon-to-be husband, Mags, but fuck him! He’s stealing our girl away from us! This night is all about Maggie!”

We all burst into laughter and cheered again. The bar was our third stop of the night and things were gradually becoming looser and wilder. The five of us were all certified hotties, and plenty of guys had tried to proposition my friends, with even a couple of the more optimistic ones not dissuaded by my bride-to-be sash or veil and trying it on with me. But my girls were resolute that the night was all about me, and no man was going to be getting lucky with any of us.

I crossed my legs and adjusted my hot pink cocktail dress, which probably showed a bit too much leg for an about to be kept woman, but I figured it might be one of my last opportunities to wear it. The dress had earned me plenty of attention in the past, and Prue noticed me fiddling with it.

“I can’t believe you’re gonna be married in less than a week, Maggie,” she said to me, arching an eyebrow. “Any cold feet?”

“None,” I said before taking another sip of my drink. “I’m marrying the man of my dreams.”

An exaggerated awww sounded throughout the group before a couple of the girls made fake gagging noises at my saccharine excitement to be wed.

“Do you think he has any?” Jess asked.

“No, I don’t think so,” I replied, unoffended by the question. “David wouldn’t do anything to hurt me.”

“Oh, come on,” one of the other girls, Chelsea, chimed in. “You’re not at all worried he’s getting grinded on by some stripper right now?”

I shrugged in response. “David’s not the kind of guy that likes strippers.”

“Oh, every woman says that about her fiance,” Chelsea continued. “He’s at his bachelor party right now, Maggie. Knowing his friends, he’s getting some titties shaken in his face as we speak.”

“We should go to a stripclub,” Jess said, eliciting a loud yaaaas from the rest of the girls.

“No way,” I shook my head and giggled at the suggestion.

“C’mon, Maggie!” Prue said. “We have to do something wild for your last night on the town as a free woman.”

“There’s plenty of wild things we could do without seeing a bunch of desperate women take off their clothes for money,” I replied, starting to get tiresome of all the stripper talk.

“Woah! Have you ever been to a proper stripclub, Judgey McJudgeface?” Jess asked. “There’s so much more to it than just naked women. The skills and athleticism of those girls are amazing.”

“Well, no, I’ve never been. But I can’t imagine it requires that much athletic ability to take off a bra.”

“Right, that settles it,” Prue announced. “We’re going to a stripclub to educate Maggie.”

I shook my head in disagreement but all four of my friends nodded at me in response. I was completely outnumbered. “I can’t believe I’m fresh out of college and still getting peer pressured,” I joked.

“Hey, if David is getting titties shaken in his face then so should you,” Jess put her hand on my knee, looking me in the eye and speaking in a faux serious tone. “You deserve titties, Maggie. You deserve titties more than anyone else.”

We all burst out in laughter at Jess’ inability to hold her booze as Prue whipped out her phone to order an uber. I rolled my eyes and tried to feign excitement for our next destination. My girls had been so loyal to me all night, I felt like I owed it to them to humor them for a bit.

Fifteen minutes later and our wrists were getting stamped at the entrance of Club Venus. The dull thumping of the bass became the full spectrum of sound as the doors swung open and the five of us entered. The four ladies that would be my bridal party looked wide-eyed as their senses were assaulted by everything happening inside the club. I dawdled behind and tried to act unimpressed but as I looked around I couldn’t help but be affected by the atmosphere of the place.

Women hung upside down on the poles on stage in various states of undress, a full light show behind them, their movements choreographed to the pumping music. Some men sat in the chairs close to the stage, others happy to watch from further back. Some of the strippers roamed around amongst the crowd, trying to befriend men and women to entice them into a private dance. One girl with an incredible body walked straight past me completely naked, glitter paint carefully applied from her cheeks, down her curves and around to her ass. My eyes couldn’t help but stare as she waved to another patron and skipped over to him, her tits and ass jiggling as she did so. Dry ice billowed off the stage, champagne bottles popped, the upside-down women on the poles slid down in freefall before abruptly stopping a mere three inches above the floor. A shiver went up my spine and my eyes went wide as I was helplessly affected by the onslaught of stimuli.

“Well, what do you think, Mags?” Prue turned and asked me, a giant smile plastered across her face.

“It’s not what I expected,” I replied. “It’s… quite something.”

Jess and Chelsea split off from the group to get drinks and exchange some money. Prue led me over to a vacant few seats in front of the stage as the music died down and the girls collected their money and clothes off the floor, their act finished. I was practically shoved down into one of the chairs as the other girls came back with more champagne and a large roll of one dollar bills. Chelsea handed me the majority of the bills just before the lights went down, the strippers hustling to get off stage.

“Just relax, babe, and you’ll have a good time,” Prue said in my ear, the lull in music making it easy to hear her. “It’s not about ogling naked women, it’s about admiring them.”

“Okay,” I smiled, deciding to reframe my state of mind and roll with the night. I figured I might as well try to enjoy myself.

“Ladies and gentlemen…” the male voice of the announcer boomed out of the speakers. “... the most tantalizing tits in town, the most perfect pussy in the place, the most astonishing ass in the area, say hello… to your Destiny.”

Spotlights lit up the stage as the curtains pulled away to reveal the next dancer, Destiny. Her name burned in flames on the wall behind her as she strutted out onto the stage in all her feminine glory.

I felt like I’d just been hit by a truck.

Destiny was absolutely stunning. Her heavy tits jiggled inside a lacy black brassiere with each step she took as the 5’8’’ stripper made her way towards the pole nearest me. The bass of the music reverberated in my chest and I felt my heart skip a beat as I stopped breathing for a moment and took in the spectacle of the impossibly gorgeous woman coming within five feet of me.

Her hips swished each time one of her stiletto heels clicked on the floor, adding punctuation in time with the track blaring out of the speakers. Her sharp facial features were accentuated with perfectly contoured makeup and dead straight brown hair flowing freely around her shoulders. Her tanned skin made her athletically toned body all the more noticeable, with the outline of her abs partly concealed by a garter belt, attached to her sheer stockings.

She reached the pole and swung around it once, giving the audience a brief flash of her round ass in a matching black thong. She completed the rotation and struck a pose in front of the pole, feet shoulder width apart and head tilted down. She was making direct eye contact with me for a brief moment.

Destiny was the complete antithesis to me. The tall, tanned brunette to my petite, pasty blonde. It felt like she wasn’t so much looking at me as looking through me. My fingertips tingled, my legs shifted, my lips parted slightly. No woman had ever had such an effect on me, and yet, I was completely awestruck.

The stunning stripper launched into her routine, climbing up the pole and spinning around, all in time to the music. Her muscles tensed as she held herself up in the air, performing incredible feats of athleticism. I was mesmerized by Destiny, completely entranced in her routine and the things she was making her body do.

“Pretty impressive, huh?” my maid of honor, Prue, leaned over and said into my ear.

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, glad to have my previous comments on stripping proven wrong.

Six feet up in the air, Destiny crossed her thighs behind her and around the pole so that she faced outward toward the crowd. With her legs tensed and stretching out behind her, it naturally made her pubic mound jut out a little and catch the eye. I fluttered my eyelids and looked away in shame for ogling a woman’s most private area. It wasn’t a sexual thing, I just couldn’t seem to help myself.

All the while holding herself up by the friction of her thighs, Destiny reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She crossed one arm over her breasts while the other pulled the lingerie to the side, letting it fall down to the stage. The move earned a loud cheer from the men in the audience, desperate for her to pull her arm away and reveal her big, plump tits. Destiny smiled out at the audience cheekily, teasing them and refusing to unveil her chest until she got a loud enough cheer.

“Wooooo!” I joined in the chorus of shouted pleas, my eyes wide. I didn’t know why I cared if I saw her breasts or not, but in that moment, I really wanted to.

My feminine scream caught the attention of Destiny, who looked straight at me, her lips curled in a naughty grin. She was relishing the attention of all the men in the crowd, and apparently, the women too. I met her gaze, looking into her eyes before she pulled her arm away. A celebratory cheer erupted around the room, and while Destiny’s eyes remained trained on mine, I couldn’t help but look down.

Her heavy, spectacular tits hung in all their glory as Destiny reached above her and grabbed the pole with both hands, the move causing her chest to poke out and invite the attention of every pair of eyes in the club. The music built as we all watched on, in awe of her incredible body and the strength it took to hold herself up on the pole. The bass pulsed through me, my heart pounding in my chest. It was as if I could feel my blood pumping throughout my body, warming me up and giving me hot flashes.

Just as the music dropped, so did Destiny. She slid down the pole quickly, landing with a thud on the stage with precision timing to match up to the beat. She dropped to her knees right in front of me and pulled on the sides of her thong, causing the gusset of the lingerie to cling tightly to her groin, giving herself a camel toe and teasing the crowd with her black lace-covered cunt lips.

I could feel the stripper’s eyes on me again, but I couldn’t look up. Instead, I stared unashamedly at her crotch. I was as straight as they came, happily engaged and sexually satisfied by my husband-to-be. I’d never been attracted to another woman ever, and I certainly never wanted to see another woman’s pussy. And yet, I wanted to see beneath Destiny’s thong. As little as she was leaving to the imagination, I wanted to lay my eyes on her bare pussy, just so that I knew what it looked like.

I didn’t have to wait long, as Destiny sprung to her feet and spun on one of her stiletto heels. She poked her perfectly round butt out at the crowd and hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong, peeling it down slowly. The tiny lace string flossing her ass pulled down, revealing her tiny little asshole sitting atop a neat pair of perfectly hairless pussy lips. I inhaled sharply at the sight of another woman’s slit. I would never show my pussy to anyone besides my fiance and yet there I was staring at a woman so comfortable with her own body that she was displaying it to a room full of strangers.

As Destiny dragged her panties down her legs, she bent down. Her legs remained dead straight as her hands slid down the length of her thighs and calves, her head appearing between them as she doubled over in an impressive display of flexibility. The crowd roared with appreciation for her near-nakedness. She may have still had the garter belt, stockings and heels on, but everything important was there for their eyes to feast on.

Until it wasn’t.

The lights all dropped away suddenly along with the music, and the excited cheers of the crowd turned to disappointed ‘awwws’. I felt a pang of disappointment as well, worried that Destiny’s routine might be over before it ever really got going. How wrong I was.

The lights all came back to life in a terrific burst in sync with the music, and Destiny launched into a wondrous dance routine. She spun around the pole, hung upside down, gyrated her hips affording every patron a view of her snatch. At one point she climbed a few feet up the pole and managed to land a backflip off of it, even in her stilettos. She was incredible. I couldn’t fathom not only the prowess it took to perform like that, but also the courage to do it practically naked with a hundred pairs of eyes looking at your bits.

I gripped my knees, exhilarated by the show, completely forgetting about my champagne. I couldn’t take my eyes off the incredible woman; her sensuous movements, her ever-moving hips, her neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair atop her otherwise hairless pussy. She was everything a woman should be, and she was showing it all. I wanted to be her. I wanted to be this powerful display of femininity. I wanted to wrap my body around this spectacular specimen and be absorbed by her. No woman had ever made me feel like this. How could a straight woman be affected by her this much? Throughout her routine, Destiny would occasionally lock eyes on me, and it would send a lightning bolt straight to my heart every time.

The music stopped as Destiny struck a pose, leaning back against the pole, her glorious breasts heaving with her heavy breaths. The crowd cheered and applauded her dance, with a torrent of ones showering the stage. I’d forgotten all about the aspect of actually giving money to the stripper. I stood to toss a bunch of dollars onto the stage along with everyone else as Destiny picked up her clothes. Some of the other girls scurried out and collected the money into little buckets for their coworker, but when Destiny saw me stand to place my money on the stage, she walked straight over to me.

I offered the money to the almost-naked woman, and she reached out with her hand to take it from me personally. As she did so we locked eyes and she offered me a warm smile. She accepted my tip and stroked the back of my hand with a finger as she did so, making my whole body feel charged with a weird energy I hadn’t felt before.

“Thanks, hun,” she said, her voice wet and sexy.

“You’re welcome,” I replied with a hoarse voice. I cleared my throat and touched my chest, embarrassed by my dry mouth. Destiny giggled at my awkwardness before turning away from me to walk off stage. I didn’t stop looking at her, watching her ass crease with each step as she made her way behind the curtains.

“Still think it doesn’t take any athletic ability to be a stripper?” Jess appeared at my side and asked me.

“No, I do not,” I replied. “That was quite the show.”

“They’re good, aren’t they?” Prue said.

“They sure are,” I said, trying to snap out of the hypnotic spell Destiny had put me under.

“Did you just give that girl all your money, Maggie?” my maid of honor asked.

“Yeah, I’m all out.”

“Mags! You’re meant to spread it out. We can’t sit at the stage if we’re not tipping. C’mon, let's move back a bit, I need another drink anyway.”

The five of us made our way behind the rows of chairs to a table we could stand around. Prue and Chelsea went to the bar as a trio of new dancers made their way onto the stage to entertain the clientele in between the main acts.

“You alright, Maggie?” Jess asked, noticing my blank stare into nothingness.

“Hm? Oh, yeah. I just can’t believe how wrong I was about this place.”

The girls smiled at me, glad I was enjoying myself as much as they were, if not more.

“Congratulations,” a familiar wet voice said to my side. My veins turned to ice as I turned to face the source, but I already knew who it was. I looked at Destiny with wide eyes and took in a breath. She was wearing her black lace thong and matching bra again, still plenty of skin showing.

“I’m sorry?” I responded, not knowing what she was congratulating me on.

She nodded down at my sash. I’d completely forgotten I was even wearing the customary bride-to-be sash and veil. You hardly had to be a detective to figure out we were out for my bachelorette party.

“Oh, right,” I replied sheepishly. “Congratulations on your… routine.” I cursed myself internally for being so flustered and awkward.

“Thanks,” she giggled, pushing a lock of her straight brown hair over her ear. “Is this your first time in a stripclub?”

“Mhmm,” I nodded. “That obvious?”

“Uhhh, yeah,” she stated bluntly. “Do you want me to show you the full experience?”

“What’s that?” I asked, perplexed.

“She would love a private dance,” Prue announced, returning to the table with the next round of drinks.

“Oh, no thank you,” I stammered.

“Yes, please,” Prue insisted. “Maggie, it’s your bachelorette party! Your fiance will be doing the exact same, I assure you. Here you go, Destiny. Show her a good time.”

Prue slipped the stripper some money and Destiny took me by the wrist. “Prue! Really?” I exclaimed in faux protest but really, I was excited to have Destiny to myself. I figured she wasn’t going to come on stage again, and I wasn’t going to come back to Club Venus any time soon, so this was my only chance to see more of Destiny’s dancing.

There was hesitation in my mind. After all, being taken into the back for a private dance from a stripper was one of the wilder things I’d done. I couldn’t really articulate why the thought of it was so exciting, so appealing to me. But faced with a lifetime with my soon-to-be husband, it felt like my last chance to do something really crazy.

Destiny led me past some security and through the heavy curtains into a private booth. There was a two seater chair made of vinyl against one of the walls, with a large mirror above the backrest. My very own dancer sat me down on the chair and mounted me immediately. I could feel her ass cheeks resting on the tops of my thighs, and for the first time I was close enough to breathe in her scent. Her aroma pierced my nostrils and made my head feel fuzzy, like it was swimming in a heated pool. She was intoxicating. I was completely captivated.

“The rules say you’re not allowed to touch me. But you’re cute and a first timer so you get a pass,” she smiled down at me with her impossibly beautiful face.

With that, she reached around and unhooked her bra, not bothering to tease me like she did the crowd earlier and giving me an eyeful of her big tits straight away.

“This is crazy,” I breathed.

“You don’t think your fiance would approve?” Destiny asked as she gyrated her hips towards me and pulled upwards on her thong, tightening it around her pussy lips the same way she’d done during her routine. I stared somewhat-ashamedly at her groin, the contours of her puffy pussy lips visible beneath the tight lace. I shouldn’t have been so enthralled by another woman’s private parts, and yet…

“He’d probably love it,” I chuckled as I imagined what David’s reaction would be to me getting a lap dance.

“I bet he would. Have you guys had a threesome before?”

“What? Oh no, nothing like that,” I scoffed at the thought as Destiny shook her boobs in my face, the lightly applied glitter on them shimmering in the low light as she did so.

“How long have you two been together?” she asked as she perpetually moved in my lap, bringing her tits so close to my face, her ass rubbing on my thighs..

“Since our freshman year of college. He proposed to me at graduation a year ago.”

“So did you have the chance to do all your freaky sex stuff before agreeing to marry him?” Destiny asked, seemingly surprised at my answer.

“No, I don’t really have any freaky sex stuff I want to do,” I replied, very sure of myself.

“Oh, bullshit. You’ve never had one guy in your pussy while another stuffs himself into your mouth? You’ve never been rimmed? Or had sex outdoors?”

“No!” I laughed as I smiled up at Destiny. “I don’t want any of that stuff.”

“You’ve never had a lesbian experience?” she asked, her tone of voice becoming slightly more serious as she stopped gyrating for the first time.

“No,” I said resolutely. “And I’ve never wanted to either. I’m perfectly happy with my fiance and the… services he provides.”

“I don’t know, Maggie. I saw the way you were looking at me on stage. I think there’s a little lesbian curiosity bubbling beneath the surface.”

“Well, you’d be wrong,” I said with a smile, enjoying the playful interrogation.

“Your eyes didn’t light up when you saw my pussy?” she asked.

“Nope,” I said, confident in my heterosexuality despite my odd infatuation with the stripper in my lap.

“Really?” she said as she leant backwards and pulled her lacey panties to the side, exposing her puffy pink pussy lips, the ends of her hair tickling my knees.

I tried to resist but couldn’t help myself. I looked down at Destiny’s snatch, her perfectly manicured delta of pubes, her vulva slightly flushed, and what looked like the tiniest hint of wetness glistening in the low light of the private booth. I was so absorbed I didn’t bother to control my facial expressions, and Destiny started giggling at my lit up eyes and slightly parted mouth. She’d got me.

My cheeks flushed as I tried to hide my embarrassment. “Oh my god,” I said as I covered my face with my hands.

Destiny rose back up and grabbed me by both wrists, forcing my hands away from my face and holding them behind my head. My field of vision was taken up with her, and I couldn’t look away, I didn’t want to. “It’s okay, Maggie,” she said with a comforting voice. “Every girl’s a little curious. To deny yourself the chance to explore those curiosities before you get married would be such a shame.”

“I’m straight, Destiny. I promise you. You’re beautiful and all, but I don’t want to do anything sexual with you.”

“I’m topless and sitting in your lap, it might be a little late,” she pointed out. “Just prove it to yourself then. Kiss me so that you can know in your heart of hearts that you’re ready to marry your fiance, and that you’re definitely not a lesbian.”

She was on top of me and still holding onto my wrists. If she wasn’t I probably would have run through the door and out to the safety of my friends. I told myself I had no choice but to play along but really that was an excuse. Kissing Destiny seemed like the right thing to do at that moment. So when she leant forward and placed her lips on mine, I didn’t protest, I didn’t fight it. I wanted it.

Her big, luscious lips interlocked with mine, setting fireworks off in my head as I closed my eyes and allowed it to happen. She was so much softer and more tender than my fiance. My heart pounded against my ribs, adrenaline coursed through my whole body. I was kissing another woman, someone who wasn’t David. It was so wrong. Yet, I loved it.

Destiny, still with my wrists in her grasp, pulled my hands behind her and placed them on her generous ass. I breathed out through my nose as my fingers made contact with her supple flesh, and I squeezed the smooth skin of the stripper’s butt as we kissed again. Her heavy tits pressed against mine, with only my strapless dress separating us. She ground her groin into my tummy as she let go of my wrists to hold my face in her hands. It felt so incredible having her on top of me, having her pressing against me, having her ass in my hands, her lips between mine. I’d never felt the urge to kiss another woman before, and yet I needed Destiny.

I let out a soft whimper in the dancer’s mouth and her lips parted. I followed her lead and our tongues entwined between us, the two wet pink organs sliding over each other in a way that was both passionate yet delicate. I gave her ass another squeeze and felt a burst of arousal pulse straight out of my clit, reverberating throughout my whole body.

The wonderful sound of our kiss echoed around the booth as Destiny pulled her lips off of mine. I stared at the gorgeous stripper right in the eyes and let out a long breath of release.

“Are you still sure you’re completely straight?” she asked with a soft but still wet voice.

I bit my bottom lip and shook my head, my legs squirming from the lightness I felt in my pussy. Whatever lesbian inclinations I had buried deep beneath layers of repression, Destiny had exhumed. I wanted more. My pussy demanded it. No man had ever made me feel this intense, carnal yearning. I’d never felt so desperately the need to fuck someone.

“So what do you want to do about that?” Destiny asked with an arched eyebrow.

I squeezed her ass tight as I launched my body off the backrest of the bench seat, exhaling a hungry breath as I latched onto the stripper's mouth. My fingernails dug into her rump as we made out passionately, my breasts pressing into her much heavier ones through my dress. I could feel the heat of her groin pressing against my belly, and I bathed in the warmth of my own pussy beneath, an undeniable wetness starting to form in my panties. I’d never, ever, felt the need to do this with any other woman before, but she was my Destiny.

Our tongues danced between our mouths as we both elicited whimpers from each other, so god damned desperate to be together. Destiny’s hands ran up and down my back, raking her fingernails over my dress and sending shivers up my spine. She found the zipper and pulled it down, loosening the hot pink fabric.

She pushed me off her face and forced me onto the backrest again. There was a brief moment where I stared at her cheeky, beautiful face, keenly aware that she was about to take my dress off. I was cheating on my fiance with another woman, an act I never thought I would ever do. And yet, in that moment, I couldn’t not do it.

“What the hell am I doing?” I breathed with bewilderment at the turns the night had taken.

“What you want to do,” Destiny replied, beaming at me as she leant over and took my neck into her mouth.

My back arched at the feeling of having her gorgeous lips sucking on such an erogenous area. Having my neck kissed and sucked always turned me on, but having Destiny do it took it to a whole new level. My brow creased and my mouth opened but no voice came out. My pussy was on fire and my panties were completely soaked through as the sexy stripper tongued up and down from my collarbone to one of my earlobes, sucking it between her juicy lips and flicking it with the end of her tongue.

As her magical mouth caused my panties to become saturated, she reached underneath my arched back and pulled down on my dress. The material bunched around my waist, exposing my pert tits, my bride-to-be sash running between them. Destiny dragged her wicked tongue over my collarbone, past my sash and found one of my nipples. With one hand she reached up and grabbed a fistful of my blonde hair, squeezing it as she took my areola into her hot mouth.

My back arched further and I whimpered a little louder as I crammed myself between her lips. She swirled her tongue around my nipple before biting down on it ever so lightly, causing it to stiffen between her teeth. She flicked the erect nub with the tip of her tongue while her other hand pinched my free nipple, causing the same reaction as its twin.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned as her impossible mouth was paradoxically soft yet firm.

The warmth of her mouth felt so good on my breast, her smooth cheeks brushing against my boob with her movements, her nose pressing into my flesh, her devilish tongue swirling and flicking around my nipple. It all added up to such an otherworldly feeling, one that David had never made me feel with this gruff nipple play and scratchy face. Destiny moved her mouth to my other nipple, the relinquished bud hardening even more as her saliva cooled in the air-conditioned booth.

Once she’d paid adequate attention to my tits, she suddenly sat up and shifted forward on my thighs again. “Now it’s your turn,” she grinned at me as she rose off my lap, onto her knees and smothered me with her perfect, voluptuous breasts.

The back of my head pressed into the top of the backrest as I opened my mouth and let Destiny feed herself to me. I inhaled her intoxicating stripper scent as her glittery tits were pushed into my mouth, and I gratefully licked and flicked her nipples whenever I could. The commanding stripper watched me in the mirror as I eagerly tried to do to her what she did to me. She played with my veil and fanned it out along the top of the backrest.

“Oh, you love playing with my tits, don’t you?” she inquired.

“Mhmm,” I replied enthusiastically with a mouthful of boob.

“Yeah, you’re definitely not a lesbian at all,” she said sarcastically but sweetly.

“Mm,” I moaned in her chest again. In that moment I was grateful to be stifled by her bosom because I had no good response. I wasn’t a lesbian. I’d never identified as anything other than straight. Whatever I was doing was completely out of character, and I didn’t know why I was doing it, but despite the shame swirling around inside me for multiple reasons, I couldn’t stop tending to Destiny’s tits.

“I’m going to eat your pussy now and make you cum harder than any man ever has,” she announced. The very thought of it sent another pulse of arousal shooting out of my clit, causing my butt cheeks to clench slightly and my hips to twitch.

I sighed with lust as Destiny pulled her chest off my hungry mouth and sunk back down into my lap, covering my mouth with hers so that we could once again exchange tongues. My horny whimpers had become desperate moans as I kissed her soft lips passionately, letting her organ massage mine as she explored my mouth.

I could have made out with Destiny for eternity, but the wicked stripper had other plans. Her ass scooted backwards along my thighs as she made her way south with her sexuality-challenging mouth. My whole body felt like it was on fire as she kissed down my neck, along my collarbone and over my chest. I squirmed each time she pressed her lips to my flesh, each one feeling like a cold-burn.

Destiny’s stripper heels clicked on the floor as she dismounted me and pushed with a knee between my two. Instinctively I parted my legs enough for her to kneel between them, as her perfect tongue traced down the midline of my taut stomach, placing a full lipped kiss on my belly button that made my hips buck a little.

“Oh my god,” I moaned feebly and bit my bottom lip as her fingers curled into my bunched up dress around my waist. I didn’t hesitate for a second as she pulled down on it. I lifted my butt off the chair and allowed the stripper to pull the hot pink dress down my legs, before pulling it over my feet.

“So pretty,” Destiny cooed as she leaned forward and buried her face between my legs, pressing her nose into the saturated cotton panties I wore, breathing in my sex through the fabric filter.

My back arched and tits heaved as I inhaled sharply at the feeling of having the woman’s face pressing into my most private area, shielded by only millimeters of cotton. Destiny tossed my dress aside and curled her fingers into the sides of the unsexy underwear, before pulling them down along with her face. I repeated the actions to let her undress me and before I knew it, I was wearing only my bachelorette sash and veil, sitting in a dimly lit private booth of a strip club with a woman about to go down on me. My party had certainly gone from mild to wild in the span of an hour.

I felt suddenly shy and self-aware of my nakedness, especially in a place where women far prettier than me got naked all the time. “No, no, don’t do that,” Destiny said, “Let me see.” She pushed on the insides of my thighs and I reluctantly spread them for her. She looked straight ahead at my trimmed, light colored pubes and pussy lips that she’d made glisten with her seduction.

“This feels so strange,” I mused, staring down at the stripper staring at my snatch.

“You don’t want me to eat you out?” she offered me the out.

“No, I really want you to eat me out,” I replied resolutely. “That’s what’s strange. I’ve never wanted a girl to go down on me before but I have to know how your mouth feels on my cunt.”

“Then why don’t I show you,” Destiny offered me a smile before she dragged her tongue up the inside of one of my thighs, leaning forward on the floor until her mouth reached my crotch.

Something exploded inside of me the moment her tongue touched my pussy. My cheeks flushed, my eyes watered a little, my mouth opened and I let out a protracted ‘ohhhh’ as my whole worldview of my sexuality changed then and there. I almost cum on the spot from the feeling of Destiny’s tongue parting my lips and licking the length of my slit.

The seductive stripper pursed her juicy lips around my clit and kissed it, sucking it in slightly before releasing it, causing the whole lower half of my body to twitch. My eyes were glued on the beautiful face between my legs and her fake eyelashes flitted open to look back up at me, a satisfied grin spreading across her face as she took me into her mouth once again. Her top lip smushed into my mons as she swirled the flat of her tongue against my clitoris, dragging it around in circles. I let out a more guttural cry of pleasure as she moaned onto my cunt as if she was enjoying a spectacular meal. My hands clawed at the vinyl seat to either side of me as I let myself be consumed by this otherworldly woman.

I realized I’d begun gyrating myself lightly against Destiny’s face. It wasn’t even a conscious decision, I just did it. I’d never done that before when a guy had gone down on me. The things Destiny was making me feel though was something else. Something entirely new. Something that my body craved yet never knew it until that moment.

The sexy stripper brought a hand up to my groin and parted my labia with her fingers, spreading my pink so that she could drag the tip of her tongue up and down through the length of me. She dipped into my channel and licked my inner walls briefly, collecting more of my nectar from it’s most plentiful source.

“Mm, you taste so good, Maggie,” she cooed as she curled her tongue back into her mouth and basked in my flavor.

“You feel incredible,” I blurted out before I reached forward and pulled her face back into me. I heard the slightest of giggles before she went to work on my cunt again, the stripper clearly amused by my realized enthusiasm for lesbian cunnilingus.

As Destiny continued devouring my pussy, she wore my cum like messily applied lipstick all over her mouth and chin. The translucent honey spread onto her cheeks and the insides of my thighs with her movements. I’d never felt so wet, so turned on. I felt my own lubrication trickle down to my asshole as I moaned and gyrated against Destiny’s perfect mouth.

It felt like there was a ball of sexually charged energy swirling around in my loins and with each lash of Destiny's tongue it grew, threatening to reach it's breaking point. My abs tensed rhythmically as I gyrated against the stripper's face, my butt lifted off the seat, moaning loudly in ecstasy as I held the back of Destiny's head.

The stripper focused her efforts on my clit, the main trigger point for the ball of energy raging inside me. She sucked and flicked and licked my engorged little nub with the precision of a practiced tongue. I could feel her enthralled moans vibrating my pearl as she took me closer and closer to the edge.

"Ohhhh, FUUUCK!!!" I screamed out as the ball reached its limit and exploded inside of me, triggering my orgasm and making my whole body tense as I became consumed by it.

Every muscle in my body started spasming as I bucked against Destiny's face, my hand pinning her to me. She seemed to love being pulled into me hard and her tongue never stopped flicking my sensitive clit, sending wave after wave of pleasure surging through me with each lick. She breathed hard through her nose onto my mound, her moans muffled by my cunt. I, on the other hand, shrieked loudly with unbridled pleasure, louder than my fiance had ever made me. Cum seeped out of me and Destiny’s thirsty tongue gratefully lapped it up as best it could. There was too much though, and I could feel it dripping down and making a little pool on the vinyl seat.

Destiny and I locked eyes as I rode out the ridiculous climax, my brow creased and teeth clenched as I looked down at the impossibly beautiful stripper. She looked back at me with satisfaction and fulfillment, seemingly proud of making the straight girl cum with her veil spread behind her and engagement ring on her finger. Her jaw never stopped as my love juice painted the lower half of the seductress’ face.

My wearied muscles suddenly untensed all at once and I collapsed down onto the seat. I let go of Destiny’s head and went deadweight, completely spent. I could feel my ass sitting in a puddle of my own making. My tits heaved as I sucked in deep breaths, trying to reoxygenate my body. My mouth hung open as I looked down at Destiny in disbelief. She smiled up at me, her mouth glistening with my nectar. Seeing another woman with my cum smeared over her face was an entirely new sight for me, and it was a gorgeous one.

“So, still think you don’t have any lesbian inclinations?” the stripper asked as a drop of my still-warm cum dripped off her chin.

“Holy shit…” I breathed, regaining control of my arms and fixing the veil on my head.

“Come here, taste yourself on me,” she said sweetly with her damned sexy wet voice. She got to her feet and leaned over my slouched body, finding my lips with her own.

I let out a moan as she pressed her wet mouth against me. My own flavor assaulted my taste buds, my own feminine sex mixing with the aroma of the intoxicating dancer. I opened my mouth and let her creamy tongue inside me, savoring the sticky sweetness of my honey that coated her. Instinctively, I reached up and cupped her magnificent breasts while we expressed our carnal desire for each other with our mouths.

“So Maggie,” she whispered to me as she played with my earlobe again. “Should we find out if you love eating pussy as much as you love having yours eaten by another woman?”

“Mhmm,” I bit my lip and nodded my head slightly. I was nervous as all hell for the first pussy I’d eat to be that of a clearly very experienced stripper, but I desperately wanted to try it for myself, and I wanted to try and make Destiny feel even a tenth as good as she made me feel.

She pushed off the chair and stood tall in front of me. I simply looked up in awe at her perfect body; her big, round tits, her taut stomach partially concealed by her garter belt, her long, lithe legs housed in stockings, and of course, her pussy, hidden by the thong she unfortunately still wore. It was my destination, and I tongued the roof of my mouth as I stared at it, the aftertaste of my own juices tasting all the sweeter as I thought about tasting hers.

Destiny broke into a sort of routine, dipping up and down while her hips swayed, running her hands up her incredible body, which ever so slightly sparkled with glitter. It was a dance designed to be alluring, and it was successful. Normally, she’d be rewarded with a shower of ones for her efforts, but this time, she was going to get her pussy eaten by a girl in a bride-to-be sash. As her hands made their way down the sides of her body, she hooked her thumbs into her thong and pulled the naughty underwear down as she crouched.

She stood again and stepped out of her thong, pussy now on full display. My eyes lit up at the chance to see it again. Her perfectly trimmed delta of fur above an otherwise hairless snatch, her vertical lips jutting down below it, waiting for my tongue lick between them. I breathed in a nervous, staggered breath as my destiny drew nearer. I was going to eat pussy.

“Like what you see?” Destiny asked cutely.

“Fuck yes,” I admitted. “I just… don’t know what to do.”

“That’s okay, just take your time. Get acquainted with my cunt. Here,” she put one foot up on the vinyl seat next to me. “Have a feel first.”

“Oh my god,” I went wide eyed at the better view the move gave me of her pussy.

“It’s okay,” she reassured me.

My hand seemed to move in slow motion as I reached up. I placed my four fingers over Destiny’s short pubes, and as if on auto-pilot, slowly stroked up the length of her slit with the pad of my thumb. The stripper let out a gratified sigh as I felt her.

It was everything. The soft, velvety texture of her sensitive pink. The physical manifestation of her horniness in the warm wetness of her lubrication. The puffy vulva I divided with my thumb, flushed with lust. The small peaks and valleys as I felt every square millimeter of her, from her hole to the little button that was her clit. I was completely entranced by the stripper’s snatch.

“I want you to eat it,” Destiny said softly.

Her voice broke my concentration and I looked up at her with wanting eyes. “Me too,” I replied.

Her lips curled into the slightest of grins as I slid off the seat and onto my knees between it and her. My heart pounded against my ribs as I came face to face with her cat, and her tangy-sweet fragrance tickled my nostrils as I breathed it in. It felt like a pool my mind could swim in, bathing in her femininity. At that point I was completely beyond all logical thoughts, I was operating solely on sexual desire, desperate to satiate some unearthed hunger inside me.

My mouth was salivating, and I was unable to bear another second not eating Destiny's cunt. So I leaned forward with an open mouth and sealed my lips around hers, licking upwards through her pink and feeling all the same things my thumb had. Only this time, my head felt impossibly light and I moaned with satisfaction as an electrified feeling at the top of my spine spread throughout my whole body. My eyes half-closed as I looked up at Destiny, her face partially obstructed by her heavy tits, but she had her eyes closed and breathed out through pursed lips as she finally had her pussy being attended to.

Her complex flavor was like nothing else I’d ever tasted. There was an almost fruit-like sweetness to her snatch mixed with a tartness that drove me wild. The smell, the taste, the feel of her velvet pink, the light scratching of her pubes on my upper lip, it all combined to overwhelm me with fulfillment. It was like I was made for eating Destiny’s pussy, like it was my unrealized purpose in life and now I’d attained it.

I licked again and again, desperate to get the full hit of her flavor on my tongue with every lick. I used the flat of my tongue as well as the underside of it as I moved up and down through her snatch, exploring her topography. I let out muffled moans throughout, enjoying the experience almost as much as Destiny.

“Oh, Maggie,” she cooed from above, relishing my enthusiastic first-time cunnilingus.

She reached down and picked up my veil, pressing the sheer material against her tits and rubbing them. I wasn’t sure if it was the feel of the material she liked, or the success of her conquest of a soon-to-be married woman. Probably a little of both. She squeezed her own nipples through the fabric and moaned, her stomach moving in and out with her heavy breaths.

I reached around with one hand and sunk my fingertips into the flesh of her rump, pulling her in closer to me. My other hand clawed at the inside of her thigh while I feverishly licked her slit again and again. My oral was unfocused, as I tried to experience every part of her pussy at once. I wanted to dip my tongue into the well of her vagina at the same time I wanted to suck her lips between mine, at the same time I wanted to tickle her clit and make her feel good.

“Finger me,” Destiny said in a voice that was equally desperate as it was instructive.

Glad to do whatever the seductive stripper wanted, I reached up with the hand on her thigh and found her opening with the tip of a finger. I pushed up and it slipped inside of her easily. Destiny let out a long sigh as she gratefully accepted the digit, and the walls of her tight channel squeezed me with appreciation. I started working in and out of her while my tongue licked at her clit like a cat cleaning itself.

“Another finger,” she said in the same voice, and again, I happily obliged.

I pressed my middle finger into her and felt her hole stretch to accommodate the extra girth. I inserted myself all the way to the knuckles and felt her opening choking my fingers, while the uneven surfaces of her inner walls massaged them. Destiny’s hips twitched a little as I filled her up and she let out a little yelp of pleasure. I began moving myself in and out of her, never stopping my oral onslaught of her clitoris, completely drunk on her cunt.

“Fuck me faster,” she said as her breaths quickened.

I pumped my fingers in and out of her faster, piston-fucking her slippery, tight hole. The response was immediate, and I felt Destiny’s ass tense in my other hand as she let out a louder moan. My own moans were becoming louder too. She was so damned sexy, so fucking delicious. I wanted to eat her pussy all night and make her cum again and again and again.

“Fucking hell, Maggie, that feels so good. Use the tip of your tongue to flick my clit,” she commanded.

I was grateful for the instruction. I’d never had that kind of direction with anyone else and I loved doing as I was told. I stopped licking her pearl with the flat of my tongue and fluttered the tip of it against the sensitive little nub. Destiny let out a higher pitched squeal as she rubbed my veil against her harder, her hips and pelvis twitching randomly.

Suddenly they were no longer twitching but properly bucking, and Destiny let out an almighty cry of ecstasy as she came all over my fingers and face. She ground her cunt into my face and I sucked her pearl into my mouth as she rode out her orgasm. I drove my fingers as deep as I could into her, as her entrance spasmed and her precious juice spilled out of her, trickling all over my hand and down the inside of her thigh.

“Oh, Maggie, FUCK!” she screamed as she quivered, rubbing my veil into her chest.

As her orgasm wound down, I released her clit from my lips and slid my fingers out of her core, the digits gooey with Destiny’s satisfaction. She let go of my veil and I dove down to her thigh, dragging my tongue upwards to collect all of her tasty nectar, not wanting any of it to go to waste. The stripper shuddered at the feeling of my tongue on her, her whole body sensitive as she recovered from her climax. Once I’d replaced the trail of cum with my saliva, I shoved my fingers into my mouth and sucked off every drop of her sex like a drug addict, loving every second I got to spend tasting her.

Destiny took her foot off the seat and reached down to me, pulling me up and into her embrace, kissing me one last time passionately.

“You were incredible,” she said as she smiled at me, our mouths glistening with each other’s cum, our tits pressing together.

“Everything about that was incredible,” I admitted, the disbelief and shock of what I’d just done starting to sink in.

“You better get back to your friends. We’ve been in here longer than the average lap dance.”

“Shit, you’re right. But I want to stay in here all night and eat your pussy more.”

Destiny arched an eyebrow. “What would your fiance think about that?”

“Oh, who cares,” I said dismissively, although a pang of guilt did knot in my stomach as I said it.

Destiny giggled and let me go. We each retrieved our clothes from around the room and got dressed. I couldn’t stop looking at the stripper as we did so, trying to steal one last glance of her pussy and tits before she concealed them with her lingerie. I pulled my cotton panties up and felt the coolness of the soaked cotton against my steaming cunt. I slid back into my cocktail dress, threading it beneath my bride-to-be sash and adjusted myself in the mirror, wiping away any traces of my lesbian romp in the private booth.

“Good luck with your marriage if you decide to go through with it,” Destiny said as she placed a peck on my cheek. “Come back some time if your husband can’t make you cum like I can.”

With that, the stripper offered me one last smile before she spun on her heel and exited the  booth. I swallowed as I prepared to do the same and face my friends. I stepped out and made my way through the hall and back onto the main floor, where I clocked my friends standing by the same table they were at before.

I walked over to them, the taste of a stripper’s pussy lingering in my mouth, my panties wet with experimentation. They all cheered as they saw me and I broke into an embarrassed grin.

“Well, how was it?” my maid of honor, Prue, asked me.

“It was pretty good,” I undersold it.

“So, safe to say your opinion on stripclubs has changed?”

“Oh, my opinion on a lot of things has changed,” I replied cheekily. “Now, who’s got my drink?”

Jess handed me a gin and tonic with mostly melted ice and I swallowed a big gulp of it. I wanted to bask in the taste of pussy a little longer but I had to wash away the smell so I could talk to my friends.

How the fuck was I going to tell my fiance?

THE END


The Maid Of Dishonor

“You did what?!” my fiance, David, exclaimed in horror.

“I’m so sorry, babe,” was all I could say. Hurting David hurt me, but I couldn’t change what I’d already done.

“I don’t understand… you cheated on me with a stripper? Was this at your bachelorette party?”

“Mhmm,” I nodded, tears welling in my eyes as David processed my confession.

“Well, shit, Maggie. We’re meant to be getting married in five days. I didn’t even know you liked girls.”

“To be honest, neither did I. It just sort of happened.”

“How could it just sort of happen? You must have gone home with her. There must have been a thought process behind it.”

“Actually it was in a private booth at the strip club.”

“I don’t even know what to say. Apparently I don’t know my own fiance.”

“You do, babe.”

“I don’t! Apparently you’re bisexual. That’s a pretty big thing to not know about someone you’re going to marry.”

“I’m not bisexual, David.”

“What do you mean?”

“I guess you could say I was bi-curious. But it was just then and there, it’s not who I am. It’s one and done. I want to be with you and you alone. I don’t have any interest in other women.”

David paused, trying to assess whether I was being completely truthful or not. I wasn’t really lying, but I wasn’t being completely upfront either. The truth was, I didn’t know where I stood. Having sex with another woman was a completely otherworldly experience that not only opened my eyes to all new sexual possibilities but allowed me to have the most intense orgasm of my entire life. I no longer knew whether I was straight, bisexual, a lesbian, or whatever in between. But I couldn’t confess my confusion to David and risk him calling off the wedding. I wanted to be married, to have the day I’d planned for almost a year.

“Okay,” he said eventually, his tone a lot calmer.

“Okay?”

“We can move past this. It was just one time like you said and it’s never going to happen again. We can’t push the wedding back this close to it. And even if we did, I would be too embarrassed to tell people the reason why.”

“You’re embarrassed?” I furrowed my brow. I expected anger, confusion and betrayal, I hadn’t expected embarrassment.

“Of course, Mags. It’s humiliating. You cheated on me with another woman. It’d sound to people like I can’t satisfy you so you turned to a stripper to make you cum.”

David had never made me cum like Destiny did, but I kept that little nugget to myself.

“Like I’m so bad in bed that it turned you into a lesbian,” he added.

Horrible logic and understanding of how sexuality works aside, I decided not to correct him. “David, you know that’s not why I did it.”

“No I don’t. I don’t know why you did it.”

“It was just a mistake. There’s no reasoning for it,” I said, another half-truth. I did it because Destiny made me wetter and hornier than I’d ever been, and while I might not have understood all of my feelings as to why that was the case, it was the reason I let her eat my pussy.

“Let’s just forget about it. We have a twenty thousand dollar wedding in a few days that we need to worry about. We don’t have the bandwidth for this as well. We can talk about it after the honeymoon.”

David’s dismissive attitude towards problems was always the thing I disliked most about him, but in this case I was okay with it. I wanted our wedding to go ahead, despite my hiccup in sexual orientation and faithfulness. If his biggest character flaw allowed us to both get what we wanted, then so be it.

“On the note of worrying about the wedding, I have to go and see Prue and smooth things over with her,” I said, referring to my best friend and maid of honor.

“What do you mean?”

“I told her what I’ve done on the phone a few hours ago because of how nervous I was to tell you. She took it harder than you did. She shouted a swear and hung up on me. She’s not replying to any of my messages either. I’d rather not have my maid of honor fuming in all our wedding photos.”

“Why’s she so mad about it?” David asked, confused why the usually supportive bestie would act that way.

“I’m not sure, but I better go and figure it out,” another half-truth. I had an idea of why Prue would be upset about my lesbian tryst, but it was just another thing to make David worry.

“Alright then, go save our wedding,” he said, frowning at me.

“Thanks, babe. I’ll be home soon hopefully.” I leant in to give him a kiss but he turned his head at the last second and my lips landed on his cheek. I felt terrible about how I’d made him feel, but he had the right to be a bit catty. I stood up from the couch and made my way over to the front door of our apartment.

“Hey Maggie?” he said as I opened the door. I turned to face him. “Don’t have any more sex with other women, okay?”

“I won’t, David. I promise.”

Another half-truth.

Actually, that one turned out to be a straight up lie.

✦✦✦

A short time later I knocked on the door of Prue’s apartment and took a deep breath in to steel myself for the upcoming conversation. If anyone had any right to be pissed off about my lesbian transgressions, it was David, but not far behind him was my best friend.

Prue and I had known each other a long time, since the beginning of college. We both had such firm beliefs about what college should be and what we were going to get from it. I was a serial monogamist, and had only had sex with two guys at that point. Prue was about as sexually experienced as me, but unlike me, she was looking to broaden her sexual horizons.

Prue was keen to experiment, and wanted to see what being with other girls would be like. One night, after a few drinks, we went back to her dorm like we often did, and she confessed how much she wanted to try lesbian sex. In my inebriated state, I began giggling, finding the admission more amusing than anything. But then she leaned in and tried to kiss me, and I handled it… not as well as I could have.

It wasn’t my finest hour, and I blew up. I yelled at her and accused her of having a lesbian obsession with me. We didn’t speak for months, until eventually I apologized for overreacting and we slowly were able to reconnect. It was by far the biggest fight of our friendship, one that we liked to pretend never happened.

When I had reflected on the fight in the past, I could never figure out why I reacted the way I did. But since my sex with Destiny, perhaps I was overreacting because of feelings I had inside me that I didn’t want to admit to myself. Perhaps I took it out on her because I wasn’t as straight as I liked to think. Whatever the case, what I’d done at my bachelorette party had hurt her, and I needed to smooth things over if I wanted my wedding day to be perfect.

The door opened and a sullen Prue stood there, refusing to speak first.

“Prue, I’m-”

“You’re what, sorry?” she interrupted and spat at me.

“So sorry,” I replied earnestly.

“Oh, so sorry. Well that makes it all okay then.”

“Prue, can I just come in so we can talk about it. I’ve just had to tell my fiance I cheated on him with another woman, I need my best friend.”

Prue picked at the door awkwardly, her demeanor changing to reluctant concern. “You told him? Is the wedding off?”

“No. He hasn’t forgiven me yet, but he wants to go through with the wedding.”

“Was he too embarrassed to call it off because he was cucked by a girl?” Prue asked with an arched eyebrow.

“Kinda, actually. For some reason it’s apparently more embarrassing that it’s a girl than a guy.”

“Men are so sensitive,” Prue smiled wryly, the best friend that I knew and loved shining through her attempt at coldness. “Come in,” she pushed the door open all the way.

I smiled and followed her inside. We sat on her couch and while I turned to my side to face her, she didn’t reciprocate, still a bit frosty. She adjusted her skirt and refused eye contact. I was determined to make amends.

“Look, Prue, I think I have an idea why you’re so mad I slept with another woman.”

She turned her head towards me and arched her eyebrow again. “Do you just?”

“Yes, look, I know we’ve never really talked about… that fight, but it was years ago. We’ve both changed a lot since then.”

“Yeah, apparently you’re bisexual,” she replied sardonically.

“Why does everyone keep saying that?” I muttered to myself. “Prue, c’mon. I know I handled your advance poorly but there was still more than two years of college ahead of you at the time. Surely you got another chance to experiment like you wanted.”

“I didn’t actually,” her voice cracked a little and tears welled in her eyes. “After what happened with you I was too scared to try again with anyone else. I slept with a few guys that I could count on my fingers using only one hand, and that was it.”

“Oh, Prue, I’m sorry. I always assumed you had, I just never wanted to ask because… well…”

“And now you’ve had sex with a fucking stripper! After all you’ve done, the way you made me feel, now you’ve got to explore lesbianism and I’m left behind, the same old boring Prue the prude.”

“Prue, you’re not boring at all. And just because we’re not in college anymore, doesn’t mean you can’t still have those experiences. Hell, I did in the least expected place.”

“I wouldn’t say a strip club is the least expected place for two people to have sex.”

“For me it was!” I proclaimed. “Look, the point is, you’re twenty-three, not sixty-seven. If you want to explore your sexuality more, then you should.”

Prue wiped her eyes and brought one leg up on the couch so that she could reciprocate my body language and face me. She pushed a lock of her light brown hair over her ear and looked into my eyes. As she did so I felt my heart flutter a little. I’d always known Prue was attractive, but I’d never been attracted to her. After my newfound lust for lesbianism though, I couldn’t help but think how nice it would be to see her naked, to suck on her milky white tits, to see if she kept any pubic hair or shaved it all.

I closed my eyes and pushed the thoughts out of my head, determined to honor my promise to David and stay on the ‘straight’ and narrow. I missed my opportunity to have sex with Prue years ago, and it had to stay that way for the sake of my impending marriage.

“You really think so?” she said, her brow furrowed in the cutest way, seeking validation.

“Of course,” I reached out and placed my hand on her arm, the skin on skin contact making my fingers feel numb. “Now, I need my maid of honor back. I’m getting married in days and can’t do it without you. I’m sorry I hurt you. It wasn’t my intention at all. If there is anything I can do to make things okay between us then just name it.”

I meant it sincerely, and Prue chewed her bottom lip as she thought about it. I was not prepared for what she said next.

“You could kiss me?” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

“What?” I replied, the suggestion taking me by surprise.

“Yeah! If you want my forgiveness, then you can make up for what you said in college and kiss me right now. I wanted you to be my first lesbian experience back then and I still want that, even if it’s just a kiss.”

“Prue, I can’t kiss you! I’ve just fucked a stripper and almost had my wedding called off because of it. I literally just promised David I was done with all things lesbian, which I am. The other night was just some one-off experimentation.”

“Maggie, if you can have sex with a stripper then you can kiss your best friend. Look, just kiss me and then we can focus all our energy on your big day again. We’ll put it behind us and David won’t have to know. It’s just a kiss. Nothing to feel guilty about.”

It wasn’t so much hurting David again that was playing on my mind, it was the concern that I wouldn’t stop at a kiss. Ever since my bachelorette party I’d been grappling with questions of my sexuality, whether I liked women more than men, whether I liked men at all. Was I bisexual like everyone kept insisting, or was I a lesbian? I kept telling people it was a one-and-done type thing, but in my mind I wasn’t so sure. As much as I was trying not to be, I was still curious.

“Okay,” I said eventually. My throat felt completely dry as I said it. My curiosity was getting the better of me, but I told myself in the moment that I had to do it for the sake of the wedding. I was doing it for my fiance.

Prue’s eyes lit up. “Really?” she said, somewhat surprised by my agreeance. It occurred to me that she might have just been torturing me a little as recompense for the pain I’d caused her, that I probably could have gotten her to forgive me without kissing her. But I wanted to. I had to know, was I done with my lesbian side, or was it a part of me I couldn’t just lock away?

“Yeah,” I said, equal parts hesitant and excited.

“Well… okay then,” her expression was one of ‘I can’t believe that actually worked’.

Prue shuffled towards me a little on the couch, and leant in. I did the same, my best friend’s face filling my field of vision as we got closer. We both paused, our lips an inch apart. My heart pounded in my chest as I smelt the scent of her, one that was familiar and yet in the moment, completely alien. It excited me.

I closed the gap between us and our lips locked. My spine became electrified and my head felt light as I felt Prue’s soft lips against my own. We kissed again, our heads changing sides as our pursed lips pressed into each other. Her pheromones filled my nostrils and stung the back of my throat, and I felt an intense warmth stirring in my loins that was familiar. I’d felt it only days prior in the private booth of a stripclub.

My loins couldn’t lie, I wanted more. I peeled my lips off of my maid of honor only so that I could kiss her again and again. As I broke away, I licked her mouth and when I went back in, I was greeted with parted lips. Our tongues entwined between us and massaged each other as they moved in circles. Prue let out of the softest of moans at the feel of our tongues touching.

My pussy was on fire, and I wrapped an arm around Prue’s shoulders to bring her closer to me. We became one, joined at the mouth, years of love pouring into each other. She grabbed at my sides with nervous hands, unsure of herself but enjoying the kiss she didn’t get to have all those years ago.

We made out on her couch for a long time, getting lost in each other as I became gradually wetter, my groin feeling like there were butterflies flapping their wings against my skin from the inside. I was desperately horny and in need of a woman’s tongue to make me feel satisfied. I peeled my mouth off of Prue’s and we both opened our eyes and looked at each other for the first time in several minutes.

“Do you want me to kiss your neck?” I asked, overcome with lust for my best friend. I’d decided I wanted to fuck my maid of honor, I just hoped my offering to take things further wouldn’t scare her off.

“Uh-huh,” she nodded, her cheeks flushed pink, her mouth half open and her eyes half closed as she basked in the feelings I’d just elicited in her.

I smiled, thrilled that Prue was enjoying herself as much as I was. There was so much I could show her; how a woman’s mouth feels on her neck, the feeling of a smooth face and gentle tongue between her legs, the power of the orgasms a woman could give her. I brushed her light brown hair out of the way and she turned her head a little to allow me access to her pretty neck.

The instant my mouth made contact with her skin Prue exhaled hard like all the wind had been knocked out of her. I suckled on her tender flesh, marking her milky white skin with my lipstick as I pushed my tongue against her before enveloping it with my lips. I wrapped an arm around her waist and brought myself as close as I could to her, our thighs pressing against each other through our clothes.

Prue started letting out soft whimpers of pleasure as I explored her erogenous zone with my mouth. My blonde hair dangled down the sides of my face and tickled her shoulder as I dragged my tongue up the length of her neck, making my way to her earlobe just as Destiny had done to me at my bachelorette party. Sucking the lobe between my lips earned the loudest moan yet from my maid of honor and I felt her slightly shiver in my arms.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, not used to being so turned on by another woman, least of all her best friend.

I smiled and moaned myself with satisfaction for the effect my mouth was having on her. I felt the same drunk feeling I had with Destiny, completely uninhibited and just enjoying the pleasure of being with another woman, and enjoying giving her pleasure equally as much. Being with David was very much about my turn and his turn. I didn’t feel that way with women. It was always our turn.

I moved my hand from Prue’s waist, finding her own in her lap. I guided her up to my chest, and with slightly shaking fingers, she cupped one of my breasts in her hand, breathing out hard and biting her bottom lip as she did so.

“Oh, wow, Maggie,” she said as she began fondling my tits over my shirt.

My bra was obstructive, but it still felt amazing being the first woman she’d felt up. Her nervous but inquisitive hands cupped, massaged and squeezed my tits, and I could feel my nipples hardening beneath my clothes. She closed her eyes and breathed heavily at the array of new sensations she was experiencing. I did the same, nibbling on her ear while her hand explored my globes. The fire in my pants burned a little brighter, my whole body felt light and warm.

“Should I take my shirt off?” I whispered in Prue’s ear, praying she’d say yes, still terrified that she’d cut me off at any moment and bring us both crashing back down to reality.

“I’d really like that,” she whispered back, making my heart sing with joy.

I pulled away from her face and sat up so that I could take my shirt off. As I pulled it over my head I watched Prue’s face, watched her breathing with nervous anticipation, watched her eyes widen as she saw my tits housed in my bra. I tossed the shirt over the back of the couch and reached behind myself, unclasping my bra and pulling the straps over my shoulders, baring my naked breasts to my best friend.

Prue’s lips parted slightly and I heard the wet sound of her tonguing the roof of her mouth. As my bra fell away from my tits, her eyes lit up even further, and her gaze felt warm wherever she looked. I could feel her taking in my supple breasts, my puffy pink areola and my nipples, already made stiff by her touch. I could see the longing in her because it was the same that I felt. I needed her and she needed me. Together, we could explore our sexualities and know ourselves a little more. If I wanted to know whether or not my recent infatuation with women was due to a genuine wet pussy or just cold feet, I had to have sex with my maid of honor.

“Do you want to use your mouth?” I offered myself to Prue.

The invitation caused her eyes to dart up from my chest to my face. “Are you sure?” she asked, giving me the out if I wanted to put my clothes back on and go home to my fiance. I probably should have, but I was too overcome with curiosity and lust to stop then.

“Mhmm,” I reassured her, nodding my head as her skittish eyes looked back down at my tits and she smacked her lips.

Prue leant over, slowly, hesitantly, placing a hand next to me to hold herself up as she lowered her head to my chest. She pressed her lips against the flesh of one of my breasts, her cold nose poking into my pliable skin while her warm lips pursed a little lower down. My head tilted to the side as my neck felt like an electric current was running through it, my shoulder blades tensing wonderfully.

My head swam in pleasure as Prue kissed me again and again, exploring my chest and becoming gradually less nervous each time. She kissed my sternum and breathed in my feminine scent, her hot breath blowing against my skin. Eventually, she worked up the courage to pay attention to one of my nipples, and she kissed it ever so delicately, taking the nub between her lips before releasing it.

“Ohhh,” I sighed with satisfaction, enjoying the feel of a gentle, feminine mouth on my tits once again.

My verbal cues seemed to encourage my bestie, who cupped my breast with her free hand while she nibbled and sucked on it, even being so bold as to use a hint of teeth to give me a little bite. I let out a pleasured giggle and I could feel her face smiling as she teased me.

She moved from breast to breast, flicking her tongue against me and pursing her lips around my erect nipples, seemingly having the time of my life as she got to experience something completely new to her. The ends of her hair tickled my tummy as she paid me fantastic oral attention.

“Is this how you imagined it would go back in college?” I asked, curious to know how our friendship would have been if I’d been more sexually open back then.

“It’s even better than I imagined,” she replied, not bothering to lift her head from my chest. “Tits are so much fun!” she exclaimed enthusiastically.

“They are,” I smiled as I agreed with the sentiment, my mind flashing back to nights prior when Destiny fed her incredible boobs to me. “Prue, can I ask… how far did you want to take things that night?”

“What do you mean?” she paused between nibbles to respond.

“Did you think we’d just kiss, or play with each other's tits? You know, some light lesbian fun. Or were you hoping we’d go all the way and eat each other out?”

“I hadn’t really thought about it.”

“Liar,” I giggled, knowing damn well Prue had run through how she wanted that night to go a million times before she propositioned me.

“Okay,” she kissed a nipple again, my chest now glistening with her saliva. “The thought of going down on you made me nervous. I thought at the most we’d finger each other,” she returned her mouth to my breasts.

“Oh really?” I said as I slid a hand along Prue’s thigh and up her skirt.

The move caused Prue to tense up fantastically. She inhaled sharply and her lips squeezed shut around my nipple tighter than her usual kisses. A tiny moan voiced in her throat as my fingers grazed her panties and my back arched at the feel of it all. The warmth emanating off her groin heated the backs of my fingers as I brushed her mons, and Prue instinctively opened her legs a little to let me in.

She moaned again as I traveled further south, roughly feeling the hill of her hood through the cotton, and the horny dampness of the fabric over her opening. Prue’s kisses and licks became suddenly more passionate as she refused to leave my tits while I teased her beneath her skirt.

“Kinda like this?” I asked, grinning wickedly down at the top of my best friend’s head.

“Mhmm,” she responded with a mouthful of nipple.

I began massaging her curious cunt over her underwear, applying light pressure with my thumb and the backs of my fingers. Prue let out soft whimpers of pleasure onto my chest while I played with her pussy, my maid of honor getting wetter and wetter from the realization of a years long lesbian dream.

She would occasionally tense and quiver from the stimulation I was giving her whenever I touched somewhere particularly sensitive. Every time it would make her mouth a little rougher on my tits, sending a wave of erotic pleasure pulsing through me. It was a fantastic positive feedback loop of arousal as I touched my best friend’s most private area. My panties were saturated and my clit throbbed in my jeans. I hoped Prue’s pussy-eating concerns were stuck in the past but I would have settled for her fingers if I had to. I just wanted a woman to make me cum again.

“Do you want me to go further?” I asked my friend.

“Please, fuck, yes,” she stammered out with her hot breath, consumed by lust and arousal.

She shivered as my knuckles brushed against her while my hand moved up. I slipped the tips of two fingers into the elastic of her panties, being somewhat cautious so as to not freak her out, despite her apparent enthusiasm.

“You don’t have any pubes!” I was surprised by my friend’s grooming habits.

“No, I get a Brazilian every week,” she replied, her voice strained with anticipation. “Please, Maggie. Please finger me,” she pleaded.

Her begging was so hot to me, stoking the flames between my legs even more. I grinned with delight at her desperation to be finger fucked and I wriggled my entire hand into her underwear. Her lips kissed my nipple hard as my hand filled her panties and I traced a finger through her slippery pink snatch. Her back arched and she moaned with delight as I divided her labia and touched the length of her sensitive, horny pussy.

“Oh, that feels nice,” she said as I stroked her slit again.

I used my pointer and ring fingers to spread her lips and my middle finger to explore her velvety snatch. She was so wet already, so turned on by our lesbian exploration. I slid my finger into her core and she stiffened, taking in a sharp breath as she fought to prevent her legs from closing. As she gasped, she moved her head up from my tits and rested it on the curve of my neck. The hand that had been propping her up on the couch now clasped onto my shoulder. It was like she was clinging onto me for dear life and I loved it.

“Do you like the feeling of another woman being inside you?” I asked, trying my best to imitate Destiny’s wet, sexy voice.

“Mhmm,” Prue moaned as she wriggled and shifted on the couch, unable to sit still.

Her opening choked my finger wonderfully as I slid it in and out of her, probing the inner walls of her vagina. My palm rested on her hairless mons, the elastic of her panties tight around my wrist. It felt so incredibly hot to be in my best friend, feeling her most intimate place.

My maid of honor breathed heavily onto my collarbone, loving being fingered by me as much as I loved doing it. I slid my digit out of her channel and started teasing her clit, the lubricated tip of my finger tracing tiny concentric circles around her horny pearl. Prue whimpered a little louder as she tensed all over again at the feeling of her most sensitive spot being tickled.

“Why were you afraid to go down on me back in college?” I asked, knowing she’d be honest in her hyper-aroused state.

“What?” she moaned, almost annoyed at the question while my hand was in her underwear. “You’re asking me this now?”

“Yeah, I am. While I have my finger on the pulse,” I whispered seductively into her ear as I applied a little more pressure to her love button, tweaking it and making her jolt and yelp with ecstasy.

“I was embarrassed,” she admitted.

Despite Prue being a total knockout, she always did have issues with her self esteem. Even in that intimate moment, with her best friend flicking her clit, she still couldn’t look me in the eye, instead focusing on my lap as she rested in the crook of my neck. “That you wouldn’t be able to do it right?”

“Mhmm,” she bit her lip as my unrelenting fingers brought her ever closer to the edge.

“Was that it?” I asked.

“And the taste. I didn’t know if I’d like it,” she said with a strained voice, struggling to converse with the fun I was having in her panties.

“You’ve never tasted yourself?”

“Mm-mm,” she grunted in the negative.

“Oh, Prue,” I said as I pushed my fingertip into the base of her clit and dragged it up until the engorged bean slipped out and recoiled into place, making my bestie shudder again and emit a stammered moan.

“I know it can seem daunting eating pussy.” My finger slipped around her clit, pressing harder on the love button. Prue tensed and shivered.

“But I promise, if you simply do what you like having done to you, and follow the guidance of the woman you’re going down on, you’ll have nothing to worry about.” I built up a rhythm, flicking her clit left and right before rubbing it with circular motions. Prue moaned louder.

“I know I say this having only eaten one pussy. But it tastes… heavenly. Once you dive in you’ll never want to come out. I promise, once you’ve tasted one for real, you’ll want to do it again, and again.” I whispered right into her ear, “There’s nothing sweeter than the taste of cunt on your lips.”

Prue’s hand grasped my shoulder tightly as she came. Her ass lifted off the couch and her legs clamped shut as she jerked and cried out in pleasure in my arms. Her mouth hung open as she quivered, and with the opportunity presenting itself, I couldn’t help myself.

“Here, taste yourself first,” I said as I pulled my hand out of her panties and shoved my middle three fingers into my best friend’s mouth. The move caught her by surprise, which was reflected in her orgasmic moans. But she went with it, and sucked on my moist fingers diligently. I felt her tongue licking the honey off them, proving to her that the taste of pussy was nothing to be afraid of.

By the time she rode out the last waves of her first orgasm given to her by another woman, she was gorging herself on the fingers I fed to her. I held her head in my other arm, stroking her hair lovingly while she sampled her own flavor.

“That’s it, good girl,” I encouraged her, the submissiveness of my best friend making my cunt yearn even harder for her touch, or better yet, her tongue. “Leave some for me.”

I pulled my fingers out of Prue’s mouth and took them in my own, tasting the remnants of her sticky nectar as she heaved in deep breaths of air on my shoulder. Having only eaten Destiny’s pussy in the stripclub, I was curious to see if I liked the taste of other girls as much as I did her. Licking the drops of my best friend’s cum lingering on my fingers confirmed that this was indeed the case. I wanted more of it.

“Holy shit,” Prue breathed as she sat up and looked me in the eyes for the first time since I took off my bra. “I haven’t cum like that in years.”

“Mmm, I wanna see,” I said, raising my eyebrows and motioning down to her crotch.

Prue grinned cheekily at the suggestion and leaned back into the couch, folding her skirt up to reveal her bubblegum pink panties below. They were a light shade of pink, but when she spread her legs she revealed a terrific burst of cum-stained cotton, several shades darker from being soaked with satisfaction. I licked my lips at the sight, wanting to taste Prue’s cum directly from the source.

“I wanna know what your pussy tastes like now,” she said, her face slightly blushed with the remains of her orgasm and her slight embarrassment at speaking that way.

“Oh yeah? How do you want to taste it? Do you want to finger me as well?”

She bit her lip and shook her head a little, trying to contain an excited smile. “I want to use my mouth,” she admitted.

I grinned back at her. “You want to eat me out?”

“Mhmm,” she nodded nervously. “Can I?”

“Fuck yes you can. But we need to lose some more clothes. And I want those panties while you go down on me.”

I stood up from the couch and unzipped my jeans, pulling them down with my panties and making myself completely nude for Prue. She didn’t move at first, unable to take her eyes off of me, taking my body in and staring at my snatch, knowing it was her next meal.

“Come on, Prue,” I snapped her out of it and helped her off the couch.

We looked each other in the eyes as I helped her take off her tank top and pulled down her skirt. We were completely entranced by one another, completely in the moment. Nothing could stop us from taking things further.

I sat back down on the couch and positioned myself against one of the cushions in the corner, looking up and down my best friend’s spectacular body. I motioned at her panties, the last remaining piece of clothing between us. “I said I want those,” I smiled perversely at her.

She grinned back, still so nervous but clearly excited. She pulled her bubblegum pink panties down her legs and stepped out of them, holding them in her hand as she let me take in her whole naked body. I stared straight at her hairless pussy, her puffy lips flushed pink with no pubic hair to hide it. I bit my bottom lip, wanting so badly to get the chance to go between her legs, but knowing I had to wait my turn. I held out my hand and my maid of honor shyly passed me her soaked underwear.

I brought them to my face and inhaled, breathing in her feminine musk and letting it sting the back of my throat. I pulled a leg up onto the couch, spreading myself enough to offer Prue a proper look at my cunt. She breathed in and squeezed her fists before climbing onto the couch. She knelt on all fours in front of me, and I slouched down to make it easier for her, hooking my leg over the backrest of the couch to spread myself even wider for her.

“It’s okay,” I reassured her, cupping her face and stroking her cheek with my thumb. “You’ll be great. Now, I need that mouth.” I moved my hand from the side of her face to the top of her head, and gently pushed down.

Prue followed my guidance and lowered herself down to my snatch. She poked out her tongue and gave me an exploratory lick, barely pressing her tongue on my slit. It was enough to make me inhale sharply though, just having another woman’s tongue touching my pussy for a brief moment was so god damned erotic to me.

“Lick me properly,” I said to her, holding her panties at my chin so that I could keep breathing them in.

Prue did as she was told and licked me more deliberately upwards through my pink. I shuddered and let out a stammered ‘ohhh’ as my sensitive snatch was explored by my best friend.

“Doesn’t taste so bad, right?” I asked.

“Maggie, you taste fucking delicious,” she replied enthusiastically, pleasantly surprised by how much she enjoyed my cunt. I remembered my first taste of Destiny’s pussy, and how intoxicated I became with it, the same seemed to be true for Prue.

She didn’t need further prompting. She licked and sucked and nibbled at my pussy. Leaving no square millimeter of pink not seen to. Her lips pursed around my labia, kissed my vulva, her tongue dipped into my channel and through my slit, teasing my clit at the top of each lick. I sighed and moaned gently as I held my best friend’s panties to my face and enjoyed her scent while she enjoyed my cunt.

Prue made soft sounds of delight as she snacked on me, relishing my flavor and getting off on performing the act. She was finally living out her dream, and it was exceeding her expectations. With my free hand I pushed her hair over her ears so that I could watch her pretty face while she tongued me lovingly.

“A bit harder, babe. Focus on my clit,” I said, desperate for the release of all the pressure that had been building up inside me.

Prue grinned and her eyes met mine. “You wanna cum, don’t you?”

“So fucking bad,” I replied, my voice almost whiny.

Prue happily obliged and began applying more pressure to my love button. She reached around one of my thighs and pinched at the top of my snatch, pulling back my hood and exposing my sensitive bean. It allowed her to lick my more precisely, and she dragged the flat of her tongue over my clit, finishing the move with a couple of circles drawn with the tip. My stomach tightened and my head fell back onto the couch cushion. I felt drunk on the smell of the panties in my hand and ecstatic from the tongue between my legs.

“Fuuuuck,” I moaned towards the ceiling.

Prue repeated the action again and again, licking me harder and gradually building up pace. Pleasure shot through me like bolts of lightning emanating from my clit when she tongued it in just the right way. Every time I would twitch and squeal in delight, my tits jiggling slightly and my muscles tightening.

She built up to a fast enough rhythm and began circling my clit with the end of her tongue, her whole head moving in circles between my legs as she watched the reactions it caused in me. Her top lip would bump against my pulled back hood, her chin would knock into my butt crack, her tongue never left my exposed nub.

My moans and twitching matched the intensity of Prue’s mouth, building and building, reaching an almost unbearable height until… I came, all over my maid of honor’s face. My hips bucked, knocking my pubic mound into Prue’s nose, but she was attached for the ride, her tongue never stopping as my legs tensed and relaxed over and over, cum seeping out of my snatch for my bestie’s waiting mouth.

“Oh shit, Prue, I’m cumming!” I cried out redundantly.

I squeezed my eyes shut as I wailed in the throes of pleasure, riding out wave after wave of the orgasm, the feel of a gentle woman’s face between my legs making it all the better. I couldn’t believe the heights to which other women could make me cum. I’d always assumed the occasional cunnilingus from my fiance was as good as it was meant to get for a woman, but oh how wrong I was.

As I came back down to earth, Prue sloppily kissed up my belly and tits until she found my mouth, leaving a trail of my own sex wherever her mouth and chin went. I took one last whiff of the cotton grool rag I held in my hand before I threw it on the floor. I wrapped my arms and legs around my maid of honor, pulling her in close and ramming my tongue down her throat, tasting myself on her mouth. We both moaned into each other with an incredible sense of gratification from what we’d just done. Our steaming snatches pressed against each other while we made out, our juices mixing together in a cocktail of wondrous femininity.

I let my high wane while I kissed Prue passionately, before pulling away from her, the smell of my own cunt on her breath. “See, eating pussy’s not so bad, is it?” I teased her for her earlier reticence.

“It’s fucking awesome!” she decreed enthusiastically, and we both giggled. The pair of us were so new to lesbian sex, yet we both seemed to love it way more than we ever expected. “Does it feel as good to receive as it does to give?”

“Why don’t I show you?” I smirked as I unwrapped my legs from my maid of honor, playfully pushing her off me and turning her around. Prue made a face at me when I turned her, but she saw in my eyes that she could trust me, and smiled as she allowed herself to be physically handled. I bent her over the opposite armrest, her pert bum being raised into the air from the arch of the armrest, her neat little pink pussy on display between the backs of her pale thighs.

Prue giggled as I raked my nails symmetrically over her butt cheeks and down her thighs, tickling the backs of her knees. Her pussy shimmered with arousal, begging for my tongue. She gasped as I traced a finger down her midline, through the crack of her ass, making brief contact with her tiny little knot of a butthole, before continuing through the lips of her pussy. My finger met my thumb at her upside down clitoris, giving it a light squeeze that made her feet lift off the couch for a moment, the curious brunette squealing in delight.

“Tell me the truth, did you secretly hope we would eat each other out when you propositioned me all those years ago?” I asked her.

“Mhmm,” came her response. “I wanted to keep my expectations somewhat realistic, but I wanted to go down on you even then.”

“Well now you have,” I said, causing her to giggle girlishly. “Do you want me to return the favor?”

“Mhmm.”

“Tell me how much.”

“I want to feel your tongue in my pussy, Maggie. I’ve wanted to know what it would be like for a woman to eat me out for years. And I’ve always wanted that woman to be you.”

“Well then, let’s see what we can do about that,” I said as I bent over and touched my tongue to Prue’s pretty little clit.

She gasped as I made my way through her pink, instinctively pushing back slightly, willing my tongue to press harder into her as I licked up to her hole. I made my tongue rigid and squeezed it in, swirling it around inside her tight, warm space. Our position caused my top lip to come dangerously close to her asshole, but I didn’t mind, I pushed in as much of my tongue as I could.

Prue’s hips twitched as she whimpered with glee. I saw her head drop as she pushed back against my face. She was loving it. I was loving it.

My tongue quickly became coated in her delicious stickiness thanks to her creamy cunt. I got the full flavor of what I’d just gotten a hint of on my fingers. I basked in it, loving her tart sweetness. I’d once dared to swallow my fiance’s cum, and found it revolting. It didn’t hold a candle to the taste of Prue’s or Destiny’s delicious sex. I relished it, pulling my tongue out of her channel and spreading the creaminess all over the inside of my mouth. I voiced my satisfaction.

I licked Prue again and again, exploring her neat pussy. I loved the feeling of my smooth face on her smooth lips and legs. I built up a rhythm in her snatch, the wet noises of my continuous licking filling the room along with the satisfied moans Prue and I both made.

“Oh fuck, Mags. That’s…” she trailed off, dropping her head again and enjoying my tongue the fullest.

My lips sealed around hers and I placed a bit more pressure on her, holding onto her thighs to pull myself in harder while my tongue stroked her velvety gash with the top and underside of the organ. The tip of my nose knocked on her backdoor, a wickedly lewd feeling that I would have thought I would hate, but it just made the already indecent act that much more naughty.

The position allowed me to wriggle the tip of my tongue beneath her head and easily access her clit. I curled my tongue down and pressed into her pearl with the very tip, vibrating it with miniscule but rapid movements. It sent Prue into overdrive, and the already worked up woman came then and there.

Her precious nectar spilled out of her and trickled down the backs of her thighs as she shuddered against the armrest. I didn’t dare leave her clit, knowing I could lick up the excess grool once she’d peaked. Her ass shuddered to the sides of my face as I buried my tongue into her snatch, pressing down on her love button to make her cum as hard as possible.

“FUCK, MAGGIE! HNGGGGG,” she screamed as her back arched upwards, her spine electrified by the orgasm. Her toes curled and I could feel her feet lift off the couch and press into my belly as her muscles tensed. Her sex just kept leaking out of her as her pussy pulsed, her butthole sucking in so tight before releasing, pulling away from the tip of my nose before slamming into it over and over. She looked so fucking beautiful cumming for me. I was so grateful to be in her snatch, my tongue fluttering against her clit like a hummingbird’s wings, my own drool dripping out of my mouth and mixing with her heavenly honey.

Prue came out on the other side of her climax and went limp curled over the armrest. I pulled my face out of her steaming snatch and licked the backs of her thighs in search of every drop of sex that had been wasted on them. I moaned to myself as if I was finishing a tasty meal as I did it, which of course I was. Prue randomly spasmed as I enjoyed myself, her body in a hypersensitive state from the orgasm I’d just given her.

“Come back to me,” I called out to her, trying to penetrate the brain fog she was no doubt laying in. Prue stirred and rolled over, and I lay on top of her to kiss her, our whole bodies pressing into each other as we embraced with the love only friends of many years could.

“I don’t know what to do with my life anymore,” Prue said, flustered and flushed from the mind-bending lesbian sex we’d just had. It was a feeling I was familiar with. I felt it the night I hooked up with Destiny, I felt it every time I masturbated to the thought of that night, and I felt it then, in Prue’s arms, wanting to want to marry David but knowing I wasn’t done with my newly uncovered lesbian desires.

Perhaps I never would be. This seemed to be me. I’d had sex with two women and both times I felt more sexually gratified than I ever had with any man, including the one I was meant to marry in a few days. I couldn’t run from it. This wasn’t just some bicuriosity I had to get out of my system. I was a lesbian.

Prue smiled up at me, seeing me lost in my own thoughts. “Hey, you still want me to be your maid of honor on Saturday?”

I pushed the worried thoughts of sexuality out of my head and smiled down at her, my lips glistening with her cum. “Yeah,” I said, not having the guts to admit anything out loud.

I’d promised David no more sex with other women, and then broken that promise in under an hour. I was in trouble. But I couldn’t tell him. Not this time. Maybe I would marry him and love my life being his wife. Maybe this would all be something we’d laugh about in twenty years.

Then again, maybe my destiny wasn’t what I had thought.

THE END


An FFF Menage On Her Wedding Day

I peered out of the first floor window and watched the various guests starting to arrive. They were congregating at the church entrance below and smiling, laughing, enjoying themselves. And so they should, the day was meant to be a happy day, after all. It was the day of my wedding.

I took my seat in front of the vanity, staring aimlessly at myself in the mirror, lost in my own thoughts. I was already in my wedding dress and my hair and make-up was perfectly done. If I had been myself, I would have said I looked beautiful, but there was too much on my mind to appreciate my appearance. My bridesmaids were all stunning in their burgundy dresses, and they buzzed with anticipation around me, sipping their champagne and chatting excitedly.

All except Prue, my maid of honor and best friend. She watched me with concern, the only one of the group that knew what was going on behind my eyes, because she was part of the problem. She was part of the reason I was having second thoughts about my own wedding.

A week prior I would have been excited as the rest of them to get married. But then I had to have my damn bachelorette party. And I had to let my friends convince me to go to a damn strip club. I’d been completely secure in my heterosexuality up to that night, but then I saw Destiny. She was the sexiest woman I’d ever laid eyes on, and in fact the only woman up to that point that I’d ever considered sexy. When I saw her routine, with her big tits, grabbable ass and pretty pussy shaking in my face, something flipped inside me. After a private dance in one of the club booths led to her and I eating each other out, I knew I had something to worry about.

I had to confess my sins to my fiance. David was naturally upset, but took it pretty well, better than I had hoped. There was still some contempt bubbling under the surface but he said he had come to terms with the fact that I had some lesbian curiosities I had to get out of my system before I fully committed to him.

The problem was, they weren’t just curiosities. Within an hour of coming clean to him and promising it would never happen again, it happened again between Prue and I. We fucked each other at her place and it confirmed to me that my sudden interest in other women was not just a one-off thing. Prue and Destiny had made me feel better than ever before, and made me cum harder than any man ever had. I was a lesbian.

I didn’t come clean about that one to David. That would have made him call off the wedding for sure and I couldn’t bring myself to just cancel the life I always had planned out for us. I’d spent twenty-three years wanting to get married to the man of my dreams, have kids and build a family. I’d spent one week wanting to eat pussy and have pretty girls go down on me. And so there I was, in my wedding dress, about to get married and have the life I always thought I’d wanted.

“Something wrong, Maggie?” one of my elated bridesmaids, Jess, had noticed my staring off into space.

I shook myself out of it and put on a smile to cover up my inner conflict. “Everything’s great,” I lied. “What could be wrong on a day like today.”

“I can’t believe you’re getting marriiiiied!” Jess squealed, and the rest of my friends, save for Prue, all let out a loud woo of excitement.

“Yeah,” I said, less than enthusiastically, cutting off the girls’ happiness as their expressions turned to concern.

“Okay. Something is wrong. Do you have cold feet?” Chelsea asked.

“What… no. Of course not,” I tried to lie, but it wasn’t very convincing.

“Mags,” Chelsea said from the couch. “It’s normal to not feel totally sure on the day of your wedding. I know you’re young and the first of us to get married, but David is such a catch. You’re gonna live such a happy life together.”

“Yeah, I know,” I said, trying to steady my voice and stop tears from welling up in my eyes.

“As soon as you see him standing there, all your fears will vanish,” Jess backed up Chelsea, thinking they knew why I was upset.

“I’m sure they will. Really, I’m fine, ladies. I promise. I would like some time alone with Prue though, if I could.”

The girls all exchanged looks, wondering if Prue knew something they didn’t. Prue just looked at me, her brow slightly creased, looking stunning as ever in her perfectly applied full face of makeup and her burgundy dress. After some murmuring, the group honored my request and all filtered out of the room until it was just me and my maid of honor.

“Maggie, if you’re this unsure about who you are, you owe it to yourself to call off the wedding and find out,” Prue said once we were alone.

“I know, Prue. Such a big part of me wants to call it all off and run out of this church right now. But how can I? I’ve spent the better part of a year planning this day. My whole family is here, and David’s. I have relatives that have flown in for this. How can I let everyone down like that just because I think I’m a lesbian,” the worries poured out of me. It felt good to confess them to Prue, one of only two people on the planet who would understand.

“You think you’re a lesbian?” Prue asked, raising an eyebrow at my word choice. “Maggie, you’ve had sex with two different women in less than a week.”

“Okay, I’m a lesbian, alright? There, I said it. But that doesn’t change the fact that I’ve made a commitment to David and to this day.”

“Actually, it really kinda does, Mags. I know this is what you think you want, but you have to be true to yourself.”

I paused, staring at my maid of honor from my seat in front of the vanity. “It’s a real shame it took until a week before my wedding to realize I was gay, but that’s the way it went,” I said calmly. “Destiny made me realize how little I’ve done. I’ve never had a threesome, I’ve never had sex outdoors, I’ve never been rimmed.”

“Rimmed?” Prue arched her eyebrow again, amused by my list.

“Shut up,” I said playfully. “Look, if it was three months ago, I could end things with David and explore my sexuality to the fullest. But it’s not three months ago, it’s the day of my wedding, in fact it just became the hour of my wedding. It’s too late to call it off now.”

“I thought you might have some cold feet about your cold feet. So I’ve arranged for a little visit from someone who might be able to convince you better than I can,” Prue said cryptically.

“What the hell are you talking about?”

Without answering, Prue walked over to the heavy wooden door and opened it, revealing the last person I expected to see on my wedding day. Destiny, the 5’8’’ goddess of a woman stood in the doorway, her dead straight dark hair outlining her beautiful face with makeup that rivaled my professionally done face. She wore a leather jacket over her army green tank top that was stretched to the limit by her heavy, round tits, her stiff nipples poking through the tight fabric. She showed just a hint of midriff and hung her thumbs in the loops of her skinny jeans. It was the most clothes I’d seen her wear, and yet she was still the sexiest thing on the planet to me.

“Destiny!” I exclaimed, my fears and worries temporarily washing away as I leapt out of my chair and skipped over to her, throwing my arms around her neck in a tight embrace. She did the same, her leather jacket groaning as she held me close, her hands on the back of my backless wedding dress.

“Well, don’t you look insanely beautiful,” the off duty stripper said as we unwrapped.

“Oh please, I’m in a four thousand dollar wedding dress and five hundred dollars worth of professionally applied makeup and hair styling and I still don’t hold a candle to you. What are you doing here?” I was rapt to be seeing her again, something I never thought would be the case, but her presence was very strange.

“Well, I had a visit at work last night from your maid of honor here,” she said as she gestured to Prue. “And she told me about what you two little minxes got up to at her apartment.”

I felt my face flush with embarrassment, practically turning the shade of Prue’s dress. I couldn’t believe Prue had gone back to the strip club and sought Destiny out.

“By the sounds of what you’ve been up to since we hooked up at the club, you shouldn’t be going through with this wedding,” Destiny continued as she stepped into the room and closed the door behind her.

“I know, Destiny. Fuck. I know. But look at me, I am literally in my wedding dress. There’s nothing that can stop this train from leaving the station.”

“What was that list you had, Mags?” Prue interjected. “A threesome, sex outdoors, having your ass rimmed? You think once you walk down that aisle you have any chance of any of those happening?”

“Having your ass rimmed?” Destiny chuckled as she raised an eyebrow, an identical reaction to my bestie.

“Yes, I realize that if I marry David there are certain sexual doors that will be closed to me. But I didn’t even want them open until a week ago!” I proclaimed.

“Let me ask you something,” Destiny spoke. “How do you feel about sex with your fiance in comparison to the sex you’ve had with Prue and I?”

“There is no comparison,” I replied immediately. “I always thought the sex I had with David was how it was meant to be, how it was for every woman. But sex with the two of you just feels… right. He’s never made me cum like you two have, and I’ve never felt so at peace as when I was with you guys.”

“And what do you think it’s going to be like in twenty years as a lesbian married to a man?” Destiny asked. Fuck, I wanted to kiss her. She was so damned hot. Kissing her would shut her up and make me stop having doubts about my wedding, at least temporarily.

“I don’t know, okay? I’m not thinking that far ahead. I’m just thinking about today,” I said in an almost whine. I was starting to get frustrated with the united front my two lesbian lovers had formed against me.

“Alright, this isn’t working. You’re clearly going to go through with it despite the fact that you know you shouldn’t. Can I just make one little suggestion?” Destiny asked, raising a single cute finger in the air, one that I wished I could have inside me.

“What’s that?” I asked, curious.

“Fuck me one more time. Right here, right now. Fuck me and your best friend. If that won’t convince you to call it off, nothing will.”

I started giggling hysterically. “Destiny, we definitely do not have time for that. I’m getting married in less than an hour!”

“Then we better not waste any time,” she said as she launched herself forward, pressing her lips against mine before I had the chance to protest. And I would have protested, but the moment we connected my thoughts were all washed away. I just felt her, those wonderful, soft, plump lips interlocking with my own.

I closed my eyes and let it happen. I couldn’t bring myself to push her off me. I’d wanted to kiss her from the second I laid eyes on her again, and the fulfillment of that urge was too strong. My heart exploded inside me like a firework, sending sparks of joy and attraction into every part of my body. My head, my groin, every fingertip felt electrified with desire for the gorgeous woman kissing me.

I knew it was hopeless to fight my urges. I knew we didn’t have time and that having sex with someone right before you got married was very clearly wrong, but I didn’t care. When Destiny opened her mouth to kiss me deeper, I didn’t fight it. I opened mine and we stroked each other’s tongues as she held my head in her hands, her fingers lightly stroking at my temples, making me feel all giddy. A moan voiced in my throat as I gave in to the seductive stripper, our wet lips sliding along each other as we made out with more passion than I’d ever felt from just a kiss.

I felt the warmth of my best friend at my side, brushing her body against me as she moved in. I broke off from the kiss with Destiny and looked at her with half-closed, horny eyes. She looked so beautiful, so alluring. I couldn’t believe she’d set this up for me. I loved her for it, and wanted to show her how much. So I kissed Prue as passionately as I had kissed Destiny, the sexy stripper nibbling at my neck as I made out with my maid of honor.

I wrapped an arm around Prue and brought her into the fold, all of our breasts pressing into each other as we kissed and softly moaned. I felt so at peace having both the women I’d fucked in my arms, pressing against me. It felt right.

After a moment of swapping spit with my bestie, Destiny relinquished my neck from her mouth and pushed my face out of the way with hers, taking her turn to kiss Prue. It was so indescribably hot to see the pair of them together, their mouths making wonderful sounds as they made out. The fake tan of Destiny juxtaposed Prue’s milky white skin, and I loved watching the stripper that seduced me into lesbianism connect with the best friend who harbored a crush on me for so many years.

Destiny’s mouth moved back to mine, and the three of us wrapped our arms around each other as we kissed each other more and more. At one point our mouths all briefly joined together in a triangle of lustful lips, the feeling of both of them together making my simmering groin become a rolling boil, and I could feel my lace panties starting to get wet as my pussy purred. The thought of having sex with two women at the same time made me as horny as ever, and in an hour I’d be married and the opportunity would be lost forever. I couldn’t let it go unseized.

As the three of us continued kissing, Destiny rolled her shoulders back and allowed her leather jacket to slip down her arms and onto the floor. The movement of her body caused her fantastic big tits to push out, and I felt them pressing into mine and Prue’s, sending a wave of arousal crashing through my body and down to my cunt, wetting my panties even more.

The sexy stripper crossed her arms over her front and pulled her tight tank top over her head, revealing a lack of bra beneath and the incredible tits I’d thought about so many times in my fantasies over the last week. I had to stop kissing Prue for a moment so that I could look down and admire them properly. And I heard Prue exhale slowly as she took in the beautiful sight for herself.

“Fuck,” she whispered to herself as she stared at Destiny’s perfect chest. She’d of course already seen Destiny naked during her routine at the strip club, but it was nothing compared to being up close and personal with her incredible, feminine body.

“What the fuck are we doing?” I breathed, staring down at Destiny’s luscious breasts with wanting.

“What we want,” Destiny said with a coy grin, before she reached around the back of Prue and my heads and pulled us down into her chest.

Destiny’s substantial height advantage over the two of us meant we didn’t have to lean far, as we each cupped the underside of one of the stripper’s breasts and took a nipple into our mouths. Destiny stroked both of our hair as we looked up at her, flicking her erect nipples with the tips of our tongues, sucking her sensitive, pink areolas into our mouths. We each reached around her and grabbed a handful of her substantial ass over her jeans. Our hands molded to the curve of her squeezable, round butt and we dug our fingers in while our mouths were at work on her tits.

“Mmm,” Destiny groaned as she smiled down at us, enjoying our newly lesbian mouths loving on her breasts. “The two of you feel so good together.”

I imagined having two girls’ mouths on my tits at once. It was so fucking hot as the realization that I was heading towards my first threesome crept into my mind. Two women to make me feel good, two tasty pussies to eat, two soft mouths to kiss and lick me all over. My pussy purred more and I felt the gusset of the white lace panties beneath my dress becoming saturated with my arousal.

I loved the feeling of being next to my best friend, sharing Destiny’s big tits with Prue, our cheeks pressing against each other as we kissed and licked all over the stripper’s perfect boobs. This was the woman that seduced me into lesbianism, the one that set everything in motion for what happened between Prue and I. Now Prue got to experience for herself the intense, erotic pleasures of being with Destiny.

We both moaned onto the stripper’s chest as we slovenly sucked her nubs between our lips. I wanted more, and I could tell Prue did too. She’d had a taste of pussy but it wasn’t enough. It was never enough. I knew she felt that way because it was how I felt when I was with her. I wanted to see if the second snatch I ate would be as tasty as the first. It was.

The three of us stumbled over to the old chair I was previously sitting in by the vanity. We pressed Destiny against the back of it, her ass perching on the top of the backrest as the mouths of my maid of honor and I made their way south. We fell to our knees in our expensive dresses as we kissed down over Destiny’s taut stomach, trailing our tongues down the outline of her abs, and kissing her pierced navel, making the stripper’s muscles recoil in delight. Prue and I found each other's mouths for a moment while we pawed at Destiny’s legs and groin. I found the zipper of her jeans and pulled it down while she assisted, undoing the lone button.

Destiny kicked off her leather boots before Prue and I could peel the skinny jeans down her long, lithe legs. Prue’s eyes lit up at the tiny black G-string that we unveiled as the denim peeled away. The front of the naughty underwear was so small that Destiny’s neatly trimmed delta of pubes was slightly visible to either side of the skimpy fabric. I could feel myself drooling as I caught a whiff of Destiny’s intoxicating scent wafting off her snatch. That familiar sweetness I’d been literally dreaming of tasting again. I tongued the roof of my mouth in anticipation, so hungry for her pussy.

Prue and I exchanged an excited look before we each grabbed the sides of the tiny G-string and tore it down Destiny’s thighs. Neither one of us could take our eyes off her alluring cunt as the stripper raised one leg at a time, allowing us to blindly remove her jeans and panties and toss them aside. The stripper was completely naked, while Prue and I knelt on the ground in front of her in our thousands of dollars of wedding attire. I should have cared about kneeling on the old church floorboards in my wedding dress, but I didn’t. All that mattered was that I got to lick Destiny’s pussy again.

The stunning tower of a woman perched her bare ass on the backrest of the chair again, her hands gripped it to either side as she spread her legs for us. Prue and I could both smell her fragrant sex, and it stung my nostrils, making my head feel light with desire. I was the bride so I went first, leaning forward, barely able to contain my excitement as my mouth sealed around her puffy pink pussy lips.

I poked my tongue out and licked through her sex, breathing out hard through my nose and onto her pubes as I moaned in appreciation for getting to taste her again. It was like eating a meal you hadn’t had since you were a kid, and you finally got to experience it again. Just the most perfect moment of gratification. Destiny’s abs tensed and her grip on the chair tightened as she winced with pleasure at the feeling of my tongue touching her. I looked up at her from the floor, our eyes connected with my mouth full of her muff.

“Oh my god, that’s so hot,” Prue murmured next to me, enjoying the close-up view of the bride’s face in the stripper’s snatch.

With great will power, I managed to pull my face out of Destiny’s inviting groin. I gave Prue a peck on the lips, giving her a taste of the stripper’s sex. “Your turn,” I said as she smacked her lips, savoring the sample I gave her.

Without hesitation, Prue turned her head and buried herself between Destiny’s powerful thighs. I loved watching my best friend eating out my seductress. The wicked, wet sounds of her tongue lapping at Destiny’s perfect pussy. The movements of her jaw as she seeked to please the beautiful woman. The way Destiny’s trimmed pubic hair scratched Prue’s little button nose. It was such a sexy thing to be watching. I kissed gently at my maid of honor's shoulders and neck as I relished the sight in front of me.

Needing to lick her delicious snatch again, I forced my face in and pushed Prue’s out of the way, taking my turn to push my tongue into Destiny’s channel and nibble on her clit. Prue kissed the insides of Destiny’s thighs while I was at work, the two mouths of us newer lesbians trying their best to please the pro.

It did please her. As Prue and I took turns eating her cunt, Destiny moaned and sighed as she looked down her naked body at the two formally made up women fighting over her yummy cookie. Her muscles tensed and the old chair creaked as she gripped it, putting more of her weight onto it as her generous ass spilled over the top of the backrest. Her dark, straight hair swayed around the tops of her breasts as she shuddered.

“Fucking hell, girls. This is the best wedding I’ve ever been to,” she said as Prue and I both looked up at her. I simultaneously wanted to be her and fuck her forever. She was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and being able to take in her naked body while I tongue-fucked her in my wedding dress was the best present I could have asked for.

Prue and I alternated mouths again and again as the sexual energy rose inside Destiny. I would lick and suck, and then move my head out of the way so that Prue could do the same. Just as she was about to cum, Destiny let go of the chair and grabbed both our heads, pulling us hard into her. Our dueling tongues each flicked one side of her clit and Destiny was sent over the edge, quivering and letting out strained noises as her orgasm gave her a seizure of ecstasy.

“Hnnnng,” she moaned as the wooden feet of the chair rattled on the floorboards. The seductive stripper came all over our desperate faces. Prue and I both lapped at her sticky honey as it painted our faces and chins, hungry for as much of her feminine flavor as we could get.

Destiny’s knees buckled and she fell into a heap on the floor in front of us, the three of us making out messily as strings of her cum swung from our lips. We were all so hot for each other, so swept up in our lust for women that we didn’t worry about how loud we were or the fact that we were in a room above a church.

“Let’s get you out of this dress,” Destiny said to me, hunger in her eyes as she pawed at the straps on my shoulders.

“Woah, no way. It takes so long to get in and out of this dress. By the time we got it off I’d have to start getting dressed again to be downstairs on time” I stopped her naughty hands, earning a sulky look from the stripper.

“What about you, Prue? Does it take you forty minutes to get in and out of that?” she asked my maid of honor.

“Hell no!” Prue replied excitedly. “Let’s get me naked.”

“Maggie,” Destiny addressed me. “Why don’t you sit on that couch over there while I unwrap your wedding present?”

I grinned and collected myself off the floor. The girls did the same as I stumbled over to the couch, picking my wedding dress up off the floor and sitting down. Destiny faced Prue towards me, standing behind her as she unzipped Prue’s burgundy bridesmaid dress. Prue looked over her shoulder at the sexy fox and raised her arms as Destiny tugged at her sides. The dress pulled down Prue’s lovely, thin, supple body, revealing her flushed tits and black thong as it crumpled into a heap around Prue’s ankles.

Destiny ran her hands all over my best friend’s body and I simply sat there enjoying the show, biting my bottom lip and breathing hard with horniness as Prue’s body was taken by the wickedly slutty seductress. Destiny kissed the nape of her neck as she cupped her boobs, one of her hands diving south and into Prue’s panties. I saw her knuckles moving beneath the fabric as she rubbed Prue’s clit, making my maid of honor whimper with pleasure.

“Oh fuck,” Prue whispered into the air, overcome with arousal.

“Don’t you think Maggie looks so beautiful in her wedding dress?” Destiny asked her in her husky, wet voice.

“Mhmm,” Prue moaned her agreement.

“Did you like making your best friend cum the other night?”

“I fucking loved it,” Prue said softly as Destiny pushed down on her thong, causing it to join her mess of a dress on the floor.

“So then do it again,” Destiny instructed directly into her ear. Prue shivered from the stripper’s breath blowing into her, before her eyes opened and she trained them directly on me. A shot of arousal bolted through my body, my pussy on fire beneath my wedding dress, in need of a woman’s mouth.

Prue stepped forward out of the crumpled clothes around her pumps, looking at me lustfully. I just sat there and let her do what she was going to do. I was past the point of pretending I didn’t want to fuck the both of them, and if I had to stay in my wedding dress for that to happen, then so be it. My maid of honor dropped to all fours on the floor and crawled underneath the bottom of my dress, dragging her tongue along the inside of my thigh as her head made its way to my crotch.

I sighed as I felt her nuzzling my pussy through my white lace panties. They were already soaked with desire, and Prue was no doubt enjoying the concentrated aroma of that desire beneath my dress. She placed soft kisses all around the insides of my thighs, tugging at my wedding garter with her teeth. I felt her hands slide up my legs and I instinctively lifted my butt off the couch to let her pull my panties down.

She couldn’t get them completely off my legs in the position she was in, so instead she just pulled them to my knees and weaved her head underneath them, the saturated lace pressing against the back of her hair as she went to town on my snatch. I tensed in the chair and grabbed hold of the lump in my dress that was Prue’s head as her tongue made contact with my sensitive pink. It felt so good to have her eating me out again. Her gentle, inquisitive tongue licked up and down my creamy cunt, tickling my most sensitive spots and making me squirm and mewl.

Destiny stepped forward, her legs to either side of the naked Prue on the floor. She leaned over and shoved her fingers in my mouth. “Here, taste your friend. It’s only fair,” she said as I sucked and licked the flavor of Prue’s pussy off them. I moaned with delight for the taste, and the delicate but determined oral my best friend was giving me beneath my dress.

The stripper bent down further as she took her fingers out of my mouth, replacing them with her own tongue. I kissed her vigorously, lifting my back off the couch as I tried to give every piece of myself to her. Prue nibbled on my clit and made me squeal into Destiny’s mouth as I let the two women have their way with me.

Destiny pushed me back down against the couch, leaning over further so that she could try again with the straps of my wedding dress. I didn’t have time to take the whole thing off, but I could at least let her get my tits out. I threaded my arms through the straps and Destiny pulled the expensive gown down, exposing my perky breasts and erect nipples.

Her sultry tongue made it’s way across my collarbone and down my bare chest, and the next thing I knew, her plump lips was pursing around my areola. Her warm mouth tending to my tits while my best friend licked and sucked on my swollen clit made me shudder in my wedding dress, letting out a stammered sigh of satisfaction as I spread both arms along the backrest of the couch and let myself be consumed by these two incredibly sexy women.

I looked over the top of Destiny’s bent over body at the vanity mirror across the room, staring at the reflection of the backs of the two beautiful women pleasuring me. I could see Prue’s thin, milky white body on all fours on the floor, her hairless pussy and tiny little butthole adorning it between her pale cheeks. Above her was the phenomenal, tanned body of Destiny, her thicker thighs and round rump on display in the mirror so that I could feast my eyes on her shimmering cunt and the shadowy darkness between her cheeks.

It was such a hot sight and I stared at it unblinkingly as Destiny lavished my tits and Prue gorged on my snatch. My naughty maid of honor’s head bobbed beneath my dress as her tongue lashed at my cunt lips and clitoris, teasing my horny nub into a frenzy. I breathed heavily as the sexual tension built and built inside of me, my chest heaving against Destiny’s perfect face. The feel of their lips, the sight of their rears, the moaning of their voices and the wet sounds of their mouths. It was all so fucking hot. The pressure inside me was rising, simmering like an overfilled pot spitting out drops of water that sizzled on the stovetop. I couldn’t take it anymore.

The tension snapped as my body boiled over. Molten hot sex spilled out of me for Prue’s ravenous mouth to collect as my hips gyrated against her face. Destiny clamped her lips down hard on one of my nipples while her deft fingers lightly twisted the other, sending the most erotic pain to course through my chest, complementing the insane pleasure I felt below so perfectly, taking my orgasm to new heights. The mouths of the two women made me climax harder than I ever had before.

I started letting out an almighty scream of pleasure that certainly would have been heard by my wedding guests outside on the lawn. Destiny used her free hand to cover my mouth and stifle my howl of ecstasy to prevent any concerned passersby from bursting into the room and finding the bride being fucked by two naked women. If anyone outside looked up at the window, they’d see the back of my head rolling around on top of the couch, little would they know that it was because of the mouths of the two sexy women I had on my body.

I squealed into Destiny’s hand over and over as I rode out the ebbs and flows of my orgasm, my body trembling inside my wedding dress and leaking so much cum for my maid of honor’s dutiful tongue. I could hear Prue softly moaning beneath my dress, relishing my love juices. I could see in the mirror how wet her own pretty pink snatch was, and I bet she would have gladly stayed between my legs all day. But my wedding ceremony was drawing nearer and nearer and I wanted to make Prue cum too as a thank you for what she’d done for me.

Destiny uncovered my mouth once I stopped squirming, and I bunched up my dress to pull out my naked best friend beneath it, grabbing Prue by the face and pulling her up to my lips. Her mouth was sticky with my own honey and I loved it, not hesitating to shove my tongue inside her and taste myself. Destiny watched us lovingly kiss from above, her hands stroking Prue’s naked body.

“I want to go down on you,” I said to my bestie as I peeled my lips off of hers.

She giggled with excitement. “Where do you want me, babe?”

“Up here,” I instructed as I tapped the armrest of the couch.

Prue got to her feet, turned briefly to give Destiny a wet kiss before she climbed up onto the couch next to me, perching her cute little butt on the armrest and spreading her legs. I loved Prue’s body. Her pretty pink slit was so perfectly neat and hairless, complementing her milky white skin. She stroked a single finger through her pussy lips, her snatch looking so inviting and impossible to resist.

“So beautiful,” I mused as I brought my legs up onto the couch so that I crouched on all fours lengthways across it. Prue gently combed her fingers through my professionally done hair as I grinned between her legs, breathing in her sex and licking my lips.

“The taste of your pussy on Prue’s mouth makes me want it directly from the source,” Destiny said to my side. The sexy stripper had so far been starved of snatch, a condition she was eager to remedy as she moved behind me, leaning over the other armrest of the couch and bunching up the lower half of my dress around my waist, revealing my glistening cunt and inner thighs, my wedding garter around one leg and my lace panties stretched between my knees. She raked her fingers up the backs of my thighs and gave my ass a playful slap, sending a shot of arousal through me that made me yearn for another climax.

“Just one more orgasm from another woman before I get married. That’s all I want. Just one more,” I told myself in my head, completely kidding myself.

As I leaned forward and sank my lips into my friend’s snatch, Destiny did the same behind me. I moaned into Prue’s pretty pussy partly in appreciation for the horny, wet cunt, and partly in appreciation for the expert tongue licking mine. I automatically started mimicking Destiny’s mouth. Every lick she gave me I did the same to Prue, every time she sucked my clit between her lips I copied her. Prue was loving it, as she continued to stroke my hair lovingly while her eyes were fixed firmly on the sight of the naked stripper behind me.

The sultry, wet noises of two pussies being eaten filled the room. Two tongues wagging, two sets of lips sucking, two velvety pink snatches squelching erotically as they gave their nectar to the women licking them. My whole spine was lit up with pleasure that radiated throughout my body, absolutely loving being the middle girl between the cunnilingus. I felt like I was glowing. The three of us were all connected through our wet pinkness.

Prue’s tits heaved above me as her muscles contracted and shuddered whenever I would touch a particularly sensitive spot, or drag her clit to it’s limit before it recoiled into place. Her swollen nub was so horny and loving the attention. My dutiful maid of honor had gone down on both Destiny and I, and she was finally receiving the love she so desperately craved. Her creamy snatch was so wet I could hardly believe it, teased into its state and ready to be gorged on by my hungry mouth.

“Oh, fuck, Maggie, that feels so good,” she mewled as her hand moved to the back of my head and she gently pulled me into her.

My steaming pussy suddenly felt the cool air of the room on it as Destiny peeled her mouth off of it. “Hey, Maggie. That list of things you wanted to try? You got your threesome. Why don’t we tick another thing off?” She said cryptically.

My brain was foggy from being the middle carriage of the lesbian train, and I was struggling to process the stripper’s words. Just as I connected the dots and the list of sexual experiences I wanted to try appeared in my brain, Destiny made me suddenly aware of what she was referring to.

Her soft, wet tongue licked through my snatch from clit to base, only it didn’t stop. She continued over my taint and licked all the way through the crack of my ass, the flat of her tongue gliding over my butthole as she did so. The wet organ touching such an unexpected place made my asshole pucker and suck in as I let out a guttural groan into Prue’s pussy. My back arched and my head was flooded with even more pleasure than it already was.

Her mouth returned to my tight knot and she licked it again and again, her tongue pressing against my naughtiest hole and moving up and down against it like it was a canvas she was painting with her saliva, and her tongue was the brush. It felt so wicked and taboo having a mouth somewhere I’d never had a mouth before. The fact that the mouth belonged to a woman, and a woman as fucking hot as Destiny, just made it all the better. I didn’t get the same jolts of pleasure that I did when she flicked my clit, but I did feel a terrifically dull pleasure in my butt, somewhere I’d never felt pleasure before.

I whimpered with a mouthful of Prue, shivering against her as I got off on the lewd act of being rimmed. David would never do such a thing to me. He rarely even went down on me. But this glorious woman was prepared to eat my ass to make me feel good, and I loved it! My butthole contracted and relaxed depending on Destiny’s licks, completely out of my control. It was such a hot instinctive response that she was causing in me and I loved a part of me being at the mercy of her mouth, especially when that part was so naughty.

“Holy fuck, that’s so fucking hot,” Prue exclaimed above me between pleasured moans of her own. “She’s licking your ass, Mags!” she said in shock, as if I didn’t already know.

The sight of Destiny’s face between my cheeks worked for her, as her moans became more strained while she tried not to scream. The stripper penetrated my wet channel with two fingers, making me stiffen and groan again as my hole gratefully accepted them, loving the feeling of being finger-stuffed while her tongue never stopped tending to my rough knot.

She worked her thumb into the equation, using it to tweak my clit while her fingers moved in and out of me and her tongue lashed against my back door. Destiny elicited pleasure from every part of me below the hips, and it proved too much. It was too hot. It felt too good. The most mind-bending climax erupted inside me, as my eyes squeezed shut and I voiced a strained whine in my throat, my lips pursing around Prue’s swollen clit as I sucked her into me.

My whole body vibrated with pleasure as my mind was devoid of any thought, I only experienced the purest, unfiltered ecstasy. There was suddenly less friction for the fingers pumping inside my core as my whole snatch became so slick with cum. My butt cheeks clamped down on Destiny’s face but her tongue never stopped working, forcing herself between them as she was lovingly smothered, the tip of her tongue still grazing my puckered hole. My juices trickled around her thumb on my clit and dripped down onto the church’s couch.

My orgasm triggered a chain reaction in my maid of honor. Prue’s grip on the back of my head tightened as she spasmed and let out breathy moans of bliss. Her butt squeezed, driving her cunt harder onto my whining mouth as her legs squirmed to either side of my head. Her sweet honey trickled out of her but I was too paralyzed by my own orgasm to lick it up, so instead it dripped down the side of the armrest and onto the couch cushion, making a matching wet spot to the one beneath my own gash.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” she whimpered slightly louder than a whisper, as her muscles tensed, her tits heaving as she contorted. All the orgasmic energy she couldn’t scream out had to find other ways to manifest, and her muscles contracted and relaxed almost viciously, threatening to make her fall off the couch.

As our stifled moans and twitching bodies settled, Prue slid off the armrest and sat in a pool of her own making, grabbing my face and kissing me passionately, forcefully, hungrily as we each rode out our waning orgasms. Behind me, Destiny’s naughty tongue finally stopped, as she pulled herself away from my asshole and started placing sweet kisses all over my rump. She slid her fingers out of me and I heard her sucking the cum off of them before she made her way up to Prue and I, joining in the kisses of appreciation. My pussy steamed with satisfaction, and I felt a heavenly glowing sensation in my ass that I basked in.

“So, how was your first threesome and rimjob?” Destiny asked.

“That was so fucking incredible,” I answered. I never realized how good my butt could feel. I loved it.

“It looked so freakin’ hot,” Prue chimed in. “Seeing your mouth between Maggie’s cheeks did all kinds of things for me. I have to try it one day.”

“We can do that,” Destiny smiled. “Can’t we, Maggie?”

I grinned, furrowing my brow as I didn’t want to give an answer. Just then, there was a knock at the door that made my heart skip a beat. Thankfully, the person on the other side spoke through it rather than opening it to find me on all fours on the church’s couch surrounded by two naked women.

“Maggie, it’s time! We gotta go!” Jess called out.

“Okay!” I shouted back. “Don’t come in. Just give me a second.”

I exchanged looks with the two women that just made me cum harder than I ever had. “You’re still gonna do it?” Prue asked, her voice tinged with sadness.

“Sorry girls. I have to,” I replied.

“Well, we better hurry up then.”

With that, the three of us leapt off the couch. Prue and Destiny collected their clothes off the floor and quickly got back into them. I pulled my saturated lace panties up from my knees and into place, pulling the dress over my breasts and threading my arms through the straps. I quickly looked at myself in the mirror, adjusting my hair the best I could and wiping off any of the girl drool on my lips and chin with the back of my hand. The parts anyone would see were clean at least, they wouldn’t know that underneath my dress my skin was glistening with saliva and cum.

Prue’s ensemble took her a little longer to get back into, and Destiny helped me put my veil on and grabbed my bouquet for me. She’d come to convince me not to go through with the wedding, and she very nearly did, but she still supported my decision anyway. I loved her for that.

Satisfied with our appearance, Prue and I made our way towards the door in a hurry.

“Wait,” Destiny said, stopping us in our tracks. She stepped over to me and gave me one last kiss with her juicy, plump lips. “I know you think it’s too late to change your mind, but it’s not. I’ll be waiting for you out front if you do.”

I smiled, too scared to say anything for fear of crying or telling her I wanted to go with her. Then I simply turned away from the seductive stripper that showed me the pleasures of lesbianism and walked through the door with my maid of honor.

Mere minutes later, I stood in the hallway entrance of the church, my excited bridal party ahead of me, my father at my side. My heart pounded against my ribcage. I tried to tell myself this was what I wanted. I tried to tell myself a life of lesbianism would bring me great sex, but marrying David would bring me fulfilment. I hardly believed it though.

The organist started playing and the wedding march sounded throughout the church. It was time. The first of my bridal party started filing into the church aisle, and Prue gave me one last pleading look before she turned and began walking. I took my father’s arm and we rounded the corner, slowly walking down the aisle as every set of eyes in the place stared at me, including David up at the altar, a big smile on his face. I felt sick. It was something about the sight of the man I was expected to spend the rest of my life with standing there, so excited to live a life of contentment that he would rather dismiss my lesbian inclinations than acknowledge them.

I couldn’t do it.

I let go of my dad’s arm and broke into a jog, pushing past my bridesmaids in the aisle. A few gasps of confusion sounded out amongst the guests, but I didn’t give a shit. I took my place on the altar a little sooner than expected and looked at my vexed fiance.

“I’m sorry, David,” I said to him through my veil. “I can’t do it. You just don’t make me feel the way they do.”

“They?” was all he could think to say.

“Other women,” I clarified, his shoulders sinking as it dawned on him what I was doing. “It wasn’t just some bicuriosity. I’m a lesbian.”

It felt so good to say that to him, even though it broke his heart. I handed him my bouquet and stepped down from the altar, running back up the aisle with a massive smile on my face. I grabbed the wrist of an equally ecstatic Prue on the way past and together we ran towards the church exit. David watched on from the altar, broken, letting the flowers fall to the floor, knowing there was nothing he could do. I had thought he was the perfect man, but it turned out I didn’t want a man at all.

Prue and I giggled excitedly as we burst through the church doors and ran across the lawn out front. I tore the veil out of my hair and let it float away in the breeze, as the two of us spotted a black convertible parked on the street. Destiny leaned against its hood, and when she noticed us running towards her she beamed. I ran into her open arms and kissed her hard, so overwhelmingly happy to be doing so again. The three of us got in the car and it roared to life before we peeled away from the church.

I sat in the back seat with Prue, the wind blowing through my hair, feeling free for the first time in a long time. I felt myself. I felt at peace. I felt happy to be with the two girls that made me the best, truest version of myself.

“So, where to?” Destiny asked.

“Somewhere outdoors. I have one more thing I want to tick off my list,” I replied with a smile as we drove off together and into a life of lesbianism.

THE END


Snapchat Lesbians

Jessie’s boyfriend was such a ridiculous person. It started out as him getting jealous every time Jessie would go anywhere with a guy that wasn’t him, even if it was with a whole group of people. Now it had gotten to the point where he would get outrageously jealous if she even hung out with another girl without him. The man had some serious insecurities.

That was what led me here, to Jessie’s front door with a pizza in hand and a shoulder for her to presumably cry on. Jessie and I had gone for coffee earlier in the week and earlier today Dan found out about it. He lost his mind at Jessie, called her a cunt and went out clubbing with his friends, telling Jessie he was going to fuck another woman. It is completely beyond me why Jessie stays with him but she can’t seem to see what a controlling psychopath he is.

Jessie opened the door and threw her arms around me, mascara running down her cheeks. She squeezed me so tight I could feel her breasts pressing into mine.

“Oh Samantha, I’m really done with him this time. He can go fuck himself,” Jessie said into my ear.

While she was embracing me, I took the opportunity to roll my eyes. I’d heard the words a few times before, so they didn’t mean much at this point. This was hardly my first night of comforting Jessie, and while I suspected it wouldn’t be my last, I could not have predicted what was coming.

“It’s all right, Jessie,” I said, going through the motions. “He doesn’t deserve you.”

Jessie and I went upstairs to her room and she wiped away her tears at the promise of melted cheese when I opened the pizza box. We sat cross legged on the floor and I prepared myself for the onslaught.

“Seriously Sam,” she said as she bit into a slice. “We’re done. He gets so insanely jealous it’s impossible to be in a relationship with the man.”

“I can’t believe he’s getting so pissy about you hanging out with other girls now. Do you really think he’ll cheat on you tonight?”

“I don’t even give a fuck. He can put it in whoever he wants, as far as I’m concerned we’re broken up,” she replied defiantly.

The night continued like this while we ate, Jessie insisting she didn’t care yet refusing to talk about anything else. Just when I was successfully managing to change the topic, she saw a post on one of her socials from Dan. It was a picture of him at a nightclub with the caption ‘out hunting’ with a winky face emoji.

“Fucking pig!” Jessie said as she launched back into another tirade about him.

She stood and walked over to her chest of drawers, rummaging through them.

“I’ll show him,” she said as she found the thing she was looking for and tossed it onto her bed, a pile of scrunched up black lace. She started stripping out of her clothes, lifting her top over her head and exposing her big tits to me, apparently unphased by my presence. She put her thumbs into her shorts and I looked away as she went to pull them down. I’d seen various parts of Jessie naked over the years, but never completely. The way she was undressing, it seemed indecent to look.

“Jesus, Jessie. Have some modesty,” I said as I averted my gaze.

“I’m just getting ready for bed,” she replied. “You can look now, not that you had to look away.”

I turned to look at her and saw her standing there in black lace lingerie. The top was tight to her skin and hoisted up her breasts, showing some generous cleavage, the pattern cleverly designed to show off her tits without showing nipple. It hugged her figure down to her belly button, sheer so that you could see her taut stomach below the thin, see-through lace. A tiny black thong concealed her crotch, her long tan legs extending below it.

“Probably not the most comfortable to sleep in,” I quipped sardonically.

“Yeah it’s not for sleeping in,” Jessie replied dryly as she walked over and sat down next to me on the floor.

“If this is what Dan thinks you’re wearing when you hang out with other girls, perhaps he’s right to be jealous,” I joked.

“Oh he’s not jealous when I hang out with other girls, just you. We were talking about threesomes last week and I said if there was any girl I could have one with, it would be you. So that apparently means we can’t hang out together?”

“What?” I said, confused.

“Well now he thinks I want to fuck you, which I guess isn’t entirely untrue. But he seems to think that means we can’t be friends, because he’s worried I’ll cheat on him with you. Isn’t that fucked up?”

“You want to fuck me?”

“Well, I said I would have a threesome with you,” she pointed out matter of factly. “Would you have said yes if we’d asked?”

I giggled, suddenly feeling bashful and unsure of what else to do. “I dunno Jessie, I haven’t given it any thought.”

“Well, maybe think about it for when I get my next boyfriend,” she said as she opened snapchat on her phone. “Smile for the camera, this should ruin his night.”

She held the phone up in selfie mode and got us both in frame, making sure she showed off her sexy lingerie and ample cleavage. I smiled through the confusion as she took the picture. She captioned it ‘Fun times with this ten’ and sent it to only Dan.

“Oh relax Sam, I’m not a lesbian so you can wipe that puzzled look off your face,” she said, satisfied with herself. “You’re just really hot, that’s all. Every guy on campus wants to fuck you, and the same can be said for most girls too I bet. If you think I’m the first person to consider asking you to have a threesome with them, you’d be sorely mistaken.”

“Okay…” I said, lost for words.

“Come on, don’t be weird. Just help me get payback with Dan.”

I thought about what to say, but was interrupted by the ding of Jessie’s phone receiving a notification. A video snap from Dan.

Jessie opened it. In the video, some blonde with enormous tits had a shot of liquor nestled between them. A mouth came down around the shot glass and pulled it out, the camera turned and revealed Dan throwing his head back and downing the shot handsfree. The caption read ‘I think I’ll fuck this one tonight. She’s a lot hotter than my last disloyal thot’.

This seemed to have its intended effect on Jessie, who flushed red with anger.

“That motherfucker,” she exclaimed.

“What the fuck, that is low,” I said, snapping out of my confusion with my hatred for Dan.

“He’s such a fucking prick,” Jessie sat there, looking like the tears were about to start coming again. Wanting to avoid that, I said the only thing I could think of to prevent them.

“Kiss me.”

“What?”

“Seriously, fuck him. Kiss me.”

Jessie beamed at the idea as she raised her phone in the air once again. We turned to face each other and leant in to kiss. Jessie’s soft lips locked between mine, tasting of her trademark mango lip gloss. I was just doing it as a favor for a friend, but I have to admit I enjoyed the feeling of her supple lips. Kissing the tender, smooth face of a woman was a lot different to any mouth I’d ever kissed before. I heard the simulated sound of a camera snapping and we broke the kiss to look at the photo. We were both perfectly in frame and looked to be enjoying ourselves.

“What are you going to caption it?” I asked.

“Hmm, what about ‘I think I’ll fuck this one tonight. She’s a lot hotter than anyone you can find in a nightclub.’”

“Perfect,” I smiled, thinking she was just saying that to get under his skin.

Jessie typed in the comeback and sent the snap, a big smile on her face. It was nice to see her smiling and laughing while she messed with Dan. I was determined to keep that going for as long as possible and prayed that Dan didn’t find some way to undermine her happiness.

“He opened it already!” Jessie exclaimed, her eyes glued to her phone while she awaited his response. I took the pause to admire her body. I’d seen Jessie in revealing clothes and even partially naked before. But sitting there in her black lingerie I couldn’t help but think of how sexy she looked. Her boobs were always pretty fabulous but the large globes looked amazing supported by the lace bra of her top. Her almost black hair fell down beside her face and curled slightly at the ends, which tickled her tits whenever her head moved. I followed the lace down her flat stomach and to the small panties. Like the accompanying top, they were sheer for the most part and the small opaque patch concealed only the absolute minimum amount. It occurred to me that Jessie must keep her pubes really neat or non-existent for them to not be visible. She bit her nail in anticipation and shuffled a little away from me, affording me the side profile of her ass. She’d always had a nice, round butt that she had to do very little to maintain. The black lace thong flossed the crack of her ass, adorning it with a small black triangle of material with a little white bow on it, as if her rear was a present to be unwrapped.

“He’s typing!” she said excitedly and I became suddenly aware of my perving on her.

“Jessie, whatever he says, just remember that-”

“He responded! It says ‘Fuck you slut. I always knew you and her were dykes anyway.’ Ugh, what a slimeball. How can he say something so disgusting when he’d give his left nut to fuck the two of us together?”

“Jessie, just ignore him, he’s a piece of shit. Let’s forget about him and try and find a movie to watch or something.”

“No way, I want to fuck with him more. You just know how jealous he is really. It’d be driving him insane. Will you grab my tits so I can take another snap?”

“Jessie, come on, please. A kiss was fine but I think that’s enough.”

“Please Sam, please! He’s just… so hurtful, and spiteful. For so long I’ve put up with it, I’ve been his figurative punching bag, getting blamed for all the shit he does, all the choices he makes. I’m sick of it. I want to be petty now, I want to hurt him back. And I know that I can do that through you because of how jealous he is of you.”

“Because you said you wanted to fuck me.”

“Because I said I found you incredibly sexy. Specifically I said your ass looked so delicious in leggings that I wanted to stick my face in it.”

“Jessie, wow.”

“Please Sam. Just some light stuff, nothing you’re not comfortable with.”

I thought about it for a moment. I thought about how long I’d hated Dan for as well, and how furious he got when he was jealous. I wanted to hurt him back as well, for what he’d been doing to Jessie for so long.

“Fine. Nothing extreme though,” I raised a stern finger as I agreed. “What do you have in mind?”

“Thank you so much. I want to sit in your lap and have you hold my tits, through my bra of course.”

“Okay fine. Shall we move to the bed?” I suggested.

We got up from the floor and I took my place on the edge of the bed, legs spread. Jessie stood in front of me, facing away as she opened snapchat on her phone. She played with her hair to get it how she wanted it, using the phone display for guidance. I found myself staring at her mostly naked ass in front of me, the little bow on top inviting someone to tear them off. Her ass poked out towards me as she lowered herself into my lap, and for a split second I swear I could see just the tiniest hint of her asshole as her cheeks parted.

She wiggled herself backwards into my lap, her ass brushing against my crotch through my leggings. I did as I was meant to and reached around under her arms, cupping each breast with a hand.

“Squish them together a little,” Jessie instructed. I did so and felt her malleable tits press together against her chest.

She held out the phone again and made the best fuck you face she could when she took the picture. I saw her type the caption ‘You could have been in between us if you weren’t such a fuckwit.’ and hit send.

“You can let go now, Sam,” she said and I realized I was still holding her boobs!

“Oh! Sorry!” I apologized as I let them fall back into their natural position in the lingerie.

Jessie looked back at me over her shoulder with a smile and giggled. “It’s okay, I liked it,” she teased.

“I guess I didn’t hate it either,” I replied, refusing to be made out to be some prude.

Jessie’s phone dinged again with Dan’s reply. She opened the app and found his response came in the form of a picture. She pressed the icon to view it and saw the blonde bimbo from the earlier snap, standing on the dance floor and pressing her tits together, pouting her lips in the most ridiculous duck face. The caption read ‘I’ve found someone better anyway.’

“Oh fuck off,” I said, reading it over Jessie’s shoulder. “She’s nothing compared to you. Especially compared to you and I together. Fuck this guy! What do you want to do next? I’m game.”

“Really?” Jessie asked.

“Yeah, sure. Come on, what are we doing next?” I said with my determination to ruin Dan’s night.

“Well, if it’s not too much. Would you be willing to lick my nipple?”

“Oh!” I said, not expecting actual nudity to get involved. “Yeah, fuck it. It’s just a nipple. Let’s do it.”

Jessie started laughing excitedly as I climbed off the bed and sat down beside her. She reached behind and undid the bra of her lingerie, allowing it to fall to the floor. I realized my misconception of her outfit. Her top was not one piece after all, and while the bra fell away, the sheer lace remained wrapped around her middle, framing the underside of her heavy tits. I knelt over, pushed my hair behind my ear and took her closest nipple into my mouth.

Jessie unintentionally let out a sexual little sigh at the touch of my tongue, but I couldn’t hold that against her, having an erogenous zone stimulated tends to elicit sounds like that. I saw her phone come into view in front of my head, and I looked up at it, winking while I wrapped my tongue around her pink, erect nipple. Jessie took the picture and I brought my head up from her breast, resting it on her shoulder and pulling myself towards her. I was having fun, and I felt really close to Jessie. I watched her type ‘Me too.’ over the picture of my tongue on her nipple and send it off. We both giggled and leant into each other.

“Should I put my bra back on?” Jessie asked.

“Maybe give it a minute. See what he says first. I might have to bite them next if it gets to him,” I suggested.

“You’d do that?” Jessie asked through laughter.

I was mostly joking, but after thinking about it I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure, why not?”

“Wow Sam. You’re naughtier than I thought!”

Jessie’s phone dinged and she unlocked it. This one was just text. ‘Fuck you! You’re such a bitch!’

We both laughed hysterically at the manchild getting angry. We were relishing the effect our softcore lesbian photos were having on him. Jessie’s naked tits bounced with her laughs. Eventually we settled.

“So, do you want to keep going?” I said suggestively.

Jessie turned to me and arched an eyebrow. “Do you?” she asked.

“It’s screwing with him so well. We can’t stop now! One more.”

“Okay. I have an idea for one, but we don’t have to do it if you don’t want to.”

“Tell me,” I demanded, intrigued.

“Well, if you’re game, you could get on your knees in front of me, pretending like you’re about to start eating me out? I’ll keep my clothes on though.”

“Ignoring the fact that your tits are already out, I’m not sure you could call those clothes, Jessie. But I’ll do it,” I said with newfound comfort around my friend’s body.

I got off the bed and Jessie spread her legs wide. I knelt down between them and adjusted my hair for the picture.

“Would it make for a better photo if I put my hands on your thighs?”

“Yeah! Do that! And just look at it hungrily!”

I tried to suppress my laughter. “Look at it hungrily? Jesus.”

“Oh, shut up,” Jessie said, embarrassed by her choice of words.

I placed my hands on the insides of her thighs. Her back arched ever so slightly at the feeling of my physical touch. I looked directly at the lacy panties ahead of me and tried to put on the hungriest face I could.

“How’s this?” I asked as Jessie positioned the phone in front of her.

“Hmm, it’s good. But would you mind getting a little closer, if that’s all right?”

“Sure,” I said, and moved my face so it was no more than four inches from her crotch. Suddenly, my senses were alert. There was warmth coming off of Jessie’s groin and the inside of her thighs, I could feel it on my cheeks. There was a tangy scent in the air, feminine and fragrant. It was at this moment I realized Jessie was turned on! All our silly play had gotten her hot and horny! The feeling certainly wasn’t offensive, and I actually found myself really enjoying the scent, and the warmth. Jessie’s confession of wanting to fuck me was rapidly becoming mutual.

I heard the click of her phone as she took the picture and I shook myself back to reality.

“How’s it look?” I asked, and she turned the phone around to show me.

It looked hot as fuck actually. Her sexy lace lingerie, legs spread wide, my head between them. It was so hot that it flicked a switch inside of me. A switch that had read off my entire life had suddenly flung to on.

“Nah, it’s not that good,” I lied to her. “I have an idea. Hold the button and take a video this time.”

“Okay!” she agreed excitedly as she disposed of the sexy picture, never to be seen by anyone’s eyes again. “Okay it’s filming.”

I slid one of my hands up the inside of her thigh and curled my fingers underneath her panties. I pulled it to the side, exposing her hairless pussy. Her thin, pink lips jutted out from her vulva, which were flushed red with horniness. Without hesitation I put my face into it and licked up her slit, parting her labia with my tongue.

“Oooh Sam,” Jessie moaned as the muscles in her stomach and thighs tensed to the unexpected sexual stimulation.

I looked up and saw Jessie looking back down at me with a blank expression, mouth open, eyes half shut, trying to process what just happened. Her phone had fallen to her side, forgotten about. I could feel a drop of her cum slide down the corner of my mouth and onto my chin.

“Show me,” I said. In her dazed state, she clumsily lifted the phone so I could see the preview of the video she just took. I watched myself pull her lace aside and dive in to her nethers tongue first. I felt a pang of horniness in my pussy at the sight, which replayed on a loop for me. It was fucking perfect. “Send it,” I told her.

Jessie turned the phone back to herself and read aloud as she typed the caption, “She eats pussy way better than you. Sent. Oh my God, Sam, that felt amazing.”

“Good, do you want me to keep going?” I offered, fanning the flames in my groin.

“Fuck yes,” Jessie replied enthusiastically.

I pulled the black panties further to the side and tended to her gash. I licked it excitedly but amateurly, exploring the folds of her lower lips and running my tongue over every inch in search of sensitive spots. While I suckled on her clit, I looked up to see Jessie’s face. Her face maintained the blank affect, and she watched as I went down on her. She was looking at me yet not really making eye contact, instead just taking in the scene below her. I pursed my lips tighter around her clit and flicked it a little with the tip of my tongue, causing her forehead to crease, her mouth to make a silent moan and her big tits to jiggle.

I was surprised at how much I was enjoying eating pussy for the first time. The feeling of giving another woman pleasure and seeing the effects every lick, suck and nibble had on her was intoxicating. Her wetness and taste was exquisite, encouraging me to coax out more in order to satiate my newfound thirst.

I kissed around Jessie’s vulva and the insides of her thighs, retreating from her crevice for just a moment so that I could admire it. Her tiny pink button sat atop her delicious slit, a neat package of thin labia leading down to the opening of her vagina. Her pussy was hairless, unlike mine, and while it was probably a demand of Dan’s, I was finding myself enjoying the sight of the bare mound and vulva. It somehow made it seem more... accessible for a first time lesbian such as myself. A thin piece of lace flossed between her ass cheeks on the very edge of the bed, stretched to the limit with me pulling it to the side. I oddly found myself wondering whether her asshole would detract from the attractive sight in front of me. I thought probably not.

“Please Sam, I have to cum. I have to cum now,” Jessie begged, having gone too long without my mouth.

I obliged her request and returned to licking her clit. I’d gained some confidence in my actions and combined what I knew I liked with what triggered a physical response from Jessie. I swirled my tongue around her clit in concentric circles, focusing tighter and tighter until the tip of my tongue reached her sensitive little nub, which I rolled around. Jessie moaned in approval and I noticed her hands cling to the edge of the bed, bracing herself.

“Put your fingers inside me,” she instructed. I did as she said and rolled two fingers of my free hand around in her gash below my mouth, coating them in her natural lubrication. I made them rigid and found the opening of her vagina, pushing them in firmly but gently. I felt her weight shift to the feeling of me entering her, and her vaginal walls contracted around my fingers, the tight rings of muscle massaging them as I entered and withdrew from her cave.

The heavy panting of Jessie above me was becoming fainter and fainter as I increased the speed and intensity of my licking and finger-fucking. They were drowned out by the wet sounds of my tongue stimulating her clit combined with the noises of my slick fingers pumping into her to create the cacophony of a woman’s sexual gratification.

I heard Jessie suddenly take a deep breath in very quickly. Her hands gripped the edge of the bed as hard as she could. I looked up to see her face scrunch up, eyes tightly closed, as her muscles contracted. She curled forward and her thighs clamped shut around the sides of my head, locking me in place and forcing the hand holding on to her panties to let go. I kept the fingers of my other hand inside her though, but the fabric of her panties fought to return to its intended position and blocked my mouths access to her clit, shielding it with the thin lace. I didn’t care though, I kept sucking her clit through the lace, soaking it from one side with my saliva while the other became wet with her juices.

Jessie’s face relaxed and she let out an almighty cry as her orgasm exploded inside her. Her legs and stomach released their tension and with the returning control of her muscles, she squirmed in pleasure, her breasts heaving with the deep breaths she drew in and her legs flailing to either side of my head.

She reached down and pushed my head away from her extra-sensitive post-orgasm clitoris. I withdrew my fingers from her as well and the panties once again covered her pussy completely. I felt a pang of disappointment at not being able to see her pretty slit anymore.

“Oh Sam that was incredible,” Jessie said as she gathered herself and caught her breath.

“I bet Dan wishes he could have been here for that!” I said with my glistening mouth.

“Dan! I completely forgot about him!” she giggled as she searched the bed for her phone. “He replied! Shall we look?”

“Of course!”

Jessie opened snapchat and brought up Dan’s message, reading it for me. “What the fuck! How can you do this to me?” she recited before laughing. “All the shit he’s put me through, and it’s still about him. Show me your fingers Sam, the ones you were fucking me with.”

I offered my hand up to her and she grabbed it by the wrist, inspecting it. My index and middle fingers were still coated with Jessie’s goo. She held up her phone and instructed me to make a fist with the other three fingers, so I did, and she took a photo of the two glistening ones that had been deep inside her only moments earlier.

She read aloud the caption as she typed it, “These fingers just did a better job than your dick ever could. Enjoy your whores. I have a favor to return.”

“You’re going to return the favor?” I asked, praying that she wasn’t just trying to make him more jealous with that line.

“Fuck yeah I am! There’s no way you’re getting out of here without letting me see you naked and fuck you.”

Her comment reminded me of the warmth in my groin as a new wave of arousal was sent south, the coolness of my wet panties pressing against my vagina. I really wanted Jessie to go down on me.

“Raise your arms,” she instructed. I did so, still sitting on the floor in front of her. She reached down and pulled my top over my head, tossing it away. I reached behind and undid my bra, sending it to the same fate as my top. My tits bounced as I settled back to my seated position.

“God you have nice tits, Sam,” Jessie complimented. She was being generous though, my boobs weren’t nearly as big as hers and she knew it.

“Oh please, Jessie. Your boobs are huge, I’ve watched them hypnotize more than a couple of guys around campus.”

“Sure, but yours are so perky and lovely. If I had a dick I’d love to suck on them while I fucked you.”

“Jesus, Jessie!” we both laughed at her lewd comment.

“Stand up, I want to see the rest of you.”

I stood, my belly button at Jessie’s head height. She ran her hands up and down my leggings, brushing against the bare skin above my hips with her fingertips. I couldn’t wait to be naked for her.

Swiftly, she grabbed my hips and spun me around so that my ass faced her. She caressed my backside with her hands and grabbed it firmly, giving it a squeeze.

“Your ass really is something, Samantha,” she said softly, almost to herself.

Jessie pulled down at the waist of my leggings and panties together, peeling them down over my rump and stopping just below, so that my thighs were bound by the tight elastic.

“Do you remember what I said about your ass in leggings?” she questioned.

I giggled as I recalled the comment, “That you want to stick your face in it?”

“That’s right,” the voice said sexily behind me as I felt her face press into my ass. I didn’t realize she had meant it so literally. I could feel her facial features; the bridge of her nose, the pouting lips of her mouth and her chin all nestling themselves between my cheeks. She wriggled her face side to side and grabbed my hips, pulling them closer towards her and causing me to bend over ever so slightly.

I was a little self-conscious about having someone’s face so close to my stink, but Jessie seemed to be enjoying herself, and began planting sweet little kisses around the inside of my cheeks and softly biting into the rump of my ass. I tried to relax and enjoy the sensations she was giving me. Despite this, I was not prepared for what she did next.

I let out a sharp and surprised ‘oh’ as Jessie flicked her tongue across my asshole. It was not a feeling I was accustomed to, and it stunned me for a moment. Jessie returned to the little kisses around my ass, as if waiting to see if I would tell her to stop. I didn’t though. A moment later she did it again, her wet, soft tongue darting across my tight pucker. This time, I enjoyed the feeling a little more.

Again, I said nothing.

Now she focused exclusively on my butthole, licking at it and prodding it with her tongue. She made grateful noises behind me as if she was a starved dog that just been given a rump steak. With each generous lick, I enjoyed the feeling of being rimmed even more. The feeling of Jessie eating my ass, her hands pawing at my cheeks and spreading them apart and the feeling of my legs being restricted by the elastic of my leggings, it was all so new and incredible. I felt a little drop of cum fall from my cunt and into the wetness in my panties below.

The next thing I knew Jessie had stood up from the bed and I felt a firm hand on my chest. She pushed me backwards and I fell onto the bed. I propped myself up on my elbows and saw Jessie looking down at me with salacious eyes, looking quite imposing with her big tits and black lingerie. She reached down and tugged at my panties and leggings, peeling them off the rest of the way. She disposed of the leggings but held onto the panties, taking them up to her face and inhaling my scent off of them.

“Christ, you’re wet,” she said, referring to the veritable pool of cum that had collected in them.

“Your tongue has some kind of effect on me,” I understated.

“I love that,” she said, motioning to my trimmed bush.

“Come and eat it then,” I said as I spread my legs, desperate for her mouth.

Jessie wasted no time accepting my invitation and as she tossed the panties and made her way onto the bed I crawled backwards until my head found the comfort of the pillows. Jessie didn’t bother teasing me or kissing my thighs, I suppose analingus was enough foreplay after all. Instead, she lowered her head to my furry crotch and placed her open mouth onto my slit. Her tongue extended into my vagina and she wriggled it around inside, licking the walls and probing as deep as she could. She withdrew her cum-coated tongue and ran up the length of my pussy, spreading the labia with it as it licked upwards, meeting with her top lip at the head of my slit.

Jessie proceeded to eat my pussy like it was her day job. The way she pleased it was nothing short of stunning. Every time I would twitch or sigh, she would remember and find the same spot again and again, triggering little reactions that drove me wild. I had never had oral like this.

Her tongue soon decided to explore outside the boundaries of my pussy, and her licks started heading further and further south with each repeat. It ran over the small crack between the cushions of my ass cheeks below, attempted to force its way in, just barely touching my asshole with its tip. I shuffled left and right a couple of times and spread the cheeks as best I could, using the friction of the bed sheet to hold them open a little and expose my asshole. Jessie seemed grateful for the easier access and her tongue pressed into my wanting ass for the second time. Her slippery organ worming around my brown star, coating it with her saliva and my cum.

Her nose was pressing into my pussy as she tried to get as deep as she could in my back door valley. Her hands moved underneath the top of my thighs and she pushed back, forcing my hips to rock backwards. I understood what she was trying to do and I held onto my legs in the air, forcing them as high and as wide as I could, giving her the best possible access to my rear entry.

Jessie gave me one great long lick from my asshole to my clit, her eyes looking up at me over my pubes. Her tongue ran back down and stayed focused on rimming me now. Jessie’s head moved side to side as she pressed her tongue against my stink and devoured it with all her will. She circled the rough surface of my pucker and pressed the tip of her tongue into the ring of my asshole. Simultaneously, one of her hands reached up and began playing with my engorged clit, flicking it and pinching it. The multi-tasking was an impressive feat that I could not appreciate at the time, because my neck couldn’t support the weight of my own head, which was feeling so much ecstasy I had to fight through it to maintain a grip on my legs.

The slippery rimjob was a brand new experience for me, and one that I dare say I loved. The forbiddenness of having someone’s tongue on it, the forbiddenness of that tongue being a woman’s, the forbiddenness of that woman being Jessie. It was all so hot and taboo. I could feel the pressure building in my groin, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. It was like there was an elastic band running from my asshole to my clit and with every lick, flick or suck, the band was being pulled further and further apart, threatening to break and building a terrific tension of bliss. A tension that I knew would rock me to my core when it released.

Jessie placed her open mouth against my anus and let her tongue fly with a flurry of fast licks, assaulting my asshole with the hard, wet organ dozens of times. Meanwhile, her thumb and forefinger gripped my clitoris and gave it a little tug and twist, electrifying the sensitive little button.

The elastic band snapped.

The tension built up in my groin released, the ball of pressure flooding into my clit and anus. I pulled back on my legs so much that it would have hurt if I hadn’t been feeling such insane pleasure. Jessie never stopped licking through my orgasm and instead moved her whole head as fast as she could so that she would lick through the crack of my ass and all the way through my cunt over and over. She lapped up my cum as fast as it spilled out of me, spreading the moisture wherever she licked. My eyes opened as wide as my mouth and I let out the loudest sex moan of my entire life.

Jessie’s licking prolonged the orgasm as long as she could, the waves of bliss still rushing into my clit and ass, my stomach tensing and bearing down on them while I quivered uncontrollably. With my clouded sense of time, I felt like I was cumming for hours. Each time it seemed like it was going to stop, Jessie’s tongue would hit a nerve in my clit or in my ass, sending a new wave surging forward. It truly did rock me to my core.

As the need for pleasure was replaced by the need for oxygen, the orgasm died down. I let go of my legs and they fell onto Jessie’s shoulders, prompting her to stop her ruthless licking. She nuzzled my clit one last time and began planting kisses around my stomach, making her way up to my perky tits, playing with them while I caught my breath, unable to look anywhere but the ceiling.

Eventually I regained my senses, and I placed a hand on Jessie’s head while she enjoyed my chest.

“That was… something,” I said, unsure at the time of how to put it into words.

“It sure was,” Jessie replied, looking up at me from my chest.

“I had no idea you were serious about putting your face in my ass, I thought it was just a euphemism.”

“It’s something I’ve wanted to try for a long time. I even wanted to give it a go on Dan, but he wouldn’t go for it. I’m glad you’re more open with her sexuality… and your ass,” she laughed infectiously, setting me off as well at her terrible joke. My knees bent as I laughed and I felt the mixture of saliva and cum slathered in the crack of my ass, cooling down in the night air and drying out. It triggered a small tingle of satisfaction in my anus, happy to be seen to for the first time.

“Sam?”

“Yeah, Jessie?”

“I want to cum again. I want you to finger me, really fucking hard.”

“I can do that,” I said with a smile on my face, her sexy words getting me fired up for round two.

Jessie rolled off me and lay down on her stomach. I swung a leg over and straddled the backs of her knees, my pussy hovering in between them. I looked down and admired Jessie’s plump, juicy ass and thought about how good it looked in her sexy underwear, tiny little white bow above her ass begging me to tear it off her. I parted her ass cheeks and looked intently at the thin string of lace that ran between them, pressing against her asshole, but not wide enough to even completely cover it, with the sides of her brown knot visible.

I let go of the two large handfuls of booty and her cheeks clapped shut to their natural position. I reached up to the top of the panties and pulled down on them. Jessie raised her hips to assist their removal as the lace floss peeled free from the depths of her ass. As I pulled them down her legs, her tang once again filled my nostrils, alerting me to her pink pussy that was now once again visible. I looked up and saw the moist slit nestled between her legs, hairless and perfect, an oasis of pink surrounded by the desert of white that was her ass and thighs. I could also just make out her asshole above, although a shadow was cast over it from her gratuitous rear.

I threw away the panties and returned to my post straddling the backs of her knees. Jessie kept her ass propped up a little for me so that I had access to her pretty pussy. I traced a finger around it and could feel her moistness that had spread onto her vulva. Jessie sighed into the pillows, relishing my wandering fingers.

“Please, fuck my hole,” she pleaded.

I obliged, popping my index finger into my mouth to coat it in saliva and then inserting it into her vagina, which accepted it gratefully. It slid in effortlessly, it’s full length disappearing inside my friend with ease, her delectable cum proving my saliva was overkill.

“Sam, not that hole,” she said nonchalantly.

“Oh!” I exclaimed, understanding what she meant.

I withdrew my slippery finger from her pussy and charted a course north. It ran over Jessie’s taint and went into the crack of her ass, hugged by her plump cheeks. I used my other hand to grab one her butt cheeks and push it aside, revealing to me her pretty brown star and allowing my slick finger to complete its journey. I rested the tip of my finger against her asshole and drew tiny little circles against it, burying the pad of my finger into her opening.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied immediately, already panting with pleasure at the threatening finger.

I applied some pressure to her knot, forcing the tip of my finger into her anus up to the first knuckle. There was less resistance than I thought, Jessie must have been making a conscious effort to let me in.

“Fuck,” she moaned in appreciation. “Go deeper you dirty slut.”

I barely had to do anything. Jessie contracted and then relaxed the muscles of her ass and it literally pulled my finger into her. It made it all the way to my second knuckle. The walls of her ass were a lot tighter than the walls of her vagina, warmer too. I could feel her pulse through a nearby blood vessel, it pulsated against the pad of my finger. Her heart was racing at the feeling. I used a bit of force and inserted the rest of my finger into her ass. Her hole gratefully stretched around the circumference of my finger, enjoying every second of the digital stimulation.

“Oh God that feels so good,” Jessie said into the pillows. “It feels so, so good.”

I began to withdraw my finger slowly as Jessie exhaled, bearing down on her ass muscles so it helped me along. Just before I’d almost exited it completely, she took a deep breath in as she tightened her ring, pulling my finger back in. We repeated this a few times until her asshole got used to the girth of my finger.

“Faster,” Jessie instructed. “And put two in my pussy.”

I let go of her ass cheek and it fell back into place, my hand kneaded it and its partner like dough while my finger repeatedly disappeared inside her bottom. I took my other hand and made two fingers rigid, as I had done so earlier in the night. My palm up, they easily slipped into her vagina. The fingers of the two hands worked in tandem, massaging the wall between her vagina and rectum. Jessie’s head pushed down into the pillows as her hips rocked back a little at the sensation.

“How about one last photo?” Jessie suggested from the head of the bed. “You filling both my holes, he’ll go insane.”

“Do it,” I said as I giggled, enthralled with the dual finger-fucking I was giving.

Jessie opened the app and put it on selfie mode, positioning the phone to take the hottest selfie in the history of selfies. She got her winking face in it, tongue poking out, the heart shape of her raised ass behind her, and my naked self with both arms at work inside her, my upper arms pressing my tits together. She typed the caption ‘See you never’ and hit send before tossing her phone to the other side of the bed, not caring about it anymore.

She reached down underneath her with one hand and began massaging her clit, covering all the bases of her nether regions. The sexuality of it all was amazing for me; the aroma of her pussy filled the air, the sounds of her wet snatch and tight back door as they were fucked, the feeling of her tightness squeezing around my fingers, the taste of her pussy and mango lip gloss still sitting in the back of my throat, and of course, the sight of it all. My friend writhing around in pleasure beneath me, her back and shoulder blades contorting with pleasure, the back of her head as she buried her face in the pillows, how sexy her ass looked as it accepted my finger. It was something else.

Jessie bit into the pillow and let out a scream that surely would have woken the neighborhood if it wasn’t muffled. Her whole lower half shifted back and forth sharply and randomly as her orgasm caused her muscles to spasm, but her tight holes kept my fingers firmly in them as they moved, pulling me along with her. The muscles of her shoulders stretched and tightened, causing lovely creases on her back. Her whole ass shook, shuddering against my hand as it kept my forefinger buried within it, her ass cheeks rippling in pleasure.

Her orgasm looked familiar to me and I empathized with her, recalling feelings of arousal in my own groin and rear. Jessie’s stifled scream stopped as suddenly as it began and her asshole relaxed, spitting my finger out. I withdrew from her pussy as well and she collapsed forward into the bed, an exhausted heap of bliss and satisfaction. Her ass shook one more time as a remnant of her orgasm shot through her.

Jessie rolled over beneath me and I lay down flat on top of her. She wrapped her arms around my naked body while we kissed, exchanging the flavors of each others sex. She reached down and played with my ass as our tongues darted into each others mouths. My slick pussy straddled her bare pubic mound and drizzled cum down onto it while she continued to play with my ass, running a finger up my crack.

Without realizing I’d started, I found myself grinding into Jessie, rubbing my clit against her mons. My fur ground against her smooth skin, prickling into her. Jessie kissed me harder and deeper, forcing her tongue down my throat while the finger in my crack now remained firmly on my back door, pressing into it lightly as if it was knocking, wanting to be let in.

My perky tits pressed into her large boobs, our erect nipples flicking each other. I dug my groin harder into hers and got some real pressure against my clit while juices spilled out of my vagina and onto Jessie’s pale skin. The tip of her finger entered my asshole, and it felt spectacularly naughty. She popped it out and my ass squeezed shut, sending a shot of ecstasy up my spine.

Still we kissed passionately, the juices of each others pussies on our chins and around our mouths. Jessie re-entered my asshole, and pushed in a third of her finger. I felt a pang of pain, but it lasted a nanosecond and was nothing compared to the bliss I was experiencing from having her inside me. I relaxed my hole as best I could and it stretched around her finger while she buried it deeper within my anal cavity. If I could have rubbed my clit any harder into her groin, my pubes probably would have caught fire.

Jessie bit my bottom lip and I came. My brow creased and I moaned into her face while my hips shook for the second time that night. My pussy spilled out cum as my stomach tensed, causing my groin to pull forward and trace a line of nectar from her mound to her belly button, where my cum trickled down onto her taut stomach.

My asshole pulsed rapidly at the feeling of having a finger in it, quivering around her digit, sucking it in one second and then pushing it out the next. Jessie withdrew it completely and again a shot of ecstasy shot up my spine, only this time the feeling was tenfold, and my head fell down next to hers while my whole naked body embraced her completely.

I fell off of Jessie and she turned to face me, our legs intertwined. The two of us coated almost all over with cum, saliva and sweat. I planted a light kiss on her lips and we looked at each other, completely satisfied and amazed with how the night turned out. My pussy, mouth and for the first time, asshole, felt completely content and satiated with sex.

Jessie’s phone dinged with a notification.

She did not pick it up.

THE END


The Turquoise Dress: A View From the Rear

Saturday night started the same as the one a week before. I was with a couple of my girlfriends in town, waiting to meet others before we went to the club. It was a bitterly cold night and I was withdrawing into my jacket, and although I'd spent all week looking forward to wearing my new blue romper, it barely went further than my ass and left my legs exposed to the elements. It was worth it though. I say this without pretense; but I looked hot. The romper showed a ton of skin, and it's plunging neckline accentuated my breasts wonderfully.

"What's taking Nicole so long?" I rhetorically asked my friend, Gemma, as I started to shiver.

"I don't know, Ashley. Maybe she got held up by that other girl she's bringing," Gemma offered in response. Nicole was meant to be bringing some new friend, but it was pretty typical of Nicole to keep us waiting. I withdrew further into my wool-lined jacket, letting my hair fall in front my face a little in a vain effort to keep some warmth in.

It was exactly seven minutes before Nicole calling out "Hey!" was heard from behind me. I furrowed my brow and turned around ready to scold her for keeping us waiting when the sight of her friend walking alongside her caught my eye. Thank god Nicky had called out from a bit of a distance so I had some time to pick my jaw up off the floor and take in the woman that was walking towards me. She was stunning. The first thing I noticed was her impossibly pretty face with distinguished features, yet soft and inviting, especially with the warm half-smile she was displaying. Her black hair was done up in a ponytail high up on her head, and she wore a leather jacket with her hands seeking refuge from the cold in the pockets. But it was her turquoise dress underneath it that really captured my attention. I could only see from the waist down, but it hugged her smooth, delicately white legs which my eyes followed down to her sexy thigh-high boots. I thought she was one of the most gorgeous women I’d ever laid eyes on.

Thankfully by the time they came up to us for introductions I was able to collect myself. I'd never been floored by a woman like that before. I have found girls pretty before and made out with a few at parties but that was mostly to get a guy's attention. One time I even let a girl play with my tits over my shirt when I was particularly wasted, but I never considered myself bisexual, I was firmly straight. This was the first time I've actually felt attracted to a woman before.

"This is Jamie," Nicole said, presenting her new friend to the group. We did a round of polite hugs and hellos and as I went in for mine I breathed in her scent. I can't describe it but for some reason it was alluring and unbelievably sexy to me. It filled my nostrils and I swear I could taste it on my tongue. I savored it. With my arms wrapped around her I realized that in amongst the black hair of Jamie's ponytail was a streak of purple, something that would make a lot of girls look slutty, and certainly not something I would ever do myself, but for some reason I was infatuated by it on Jamie. It swayed left and right as she made her way around to the rest of my friends, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. I snapped out of my snare when Nicole started talking.

“Damn, it’s freezing,” she exclaimed.

“I know it’s freezing, we’ve been waiting out in the freezing for ages now. What took you so long?” I remembered my annoyance at her.

“Oh that’s my fault,” Jamie said, “Nicole was just trying to be a good host and I think I distracted her from getting ready.”

I instantly no longer cared about their lateness, due only to the fact that it was Jamie taking the heat. “Oh well, never mind,” I said, “Let’s just go to the club.”

The girls all hastily agreed. We had to go the direction that Nicole and Jamie had come from and as the two of them turned around I noticed it. Jamie's ass just about knocked me off my feet. The tight, turquoise dress that complemented her legs so well was hugging her plump, firm butt for all the world to see. And why not show it off if you have it, this ass was awe inspiring. Each cheek was a large handful of booty that was so generous and yet perfectly held in place. I wondered if an ass that shape would stay up like that unassisted or if it was the turquoise dress doing all the work, but I had a feeling it was the former.  As she walked I was transfixed on the creases that each cheek made with her every step, and I found myself wondering what underwear she had on underneath it. I couldn’t see any lines, maybe it was a thong, maybe something even naughtier like a g-string, or maybe there was none. Oh my God. I couldn't believe I was thinking about another girls underwear. It was at this moment I fully accepted the fact that I was not only attracted to Jamie, I actually really wanted to fuck her. I’ve never felt that way about another girl before but her raw sexiness set something off in her head. I wanted to see her naked, I wanted to explore her body with my hands and tongue, and I wanted to see what she looked like when she came. It would never happen of course, but I had the unshakeable belief that she was the sexiest woman I’d ever seen, and I desperately wanted her.

We arrived at the club and as we were checking our jackets into the coatroom I was able to see the rest of her body, previously hidden by her leather jacket. The turquoise dress didn't show off any cleavage like my romper; it was tight against her athletic figure and it curved up the sides of her chest so that her gorgeous white shoulders were on display. It covered her large breasts completely and continued all the way to the base of her neck where it clasped around the back, almost like a choker. As she turned I could see it was backless which only drew the eye to her shapely bottom all the more. The dress covered her from her neck to her groin, hugging her amazing figure tightly, and left it up to others to fill in the blanks, which just made me all the more intrigued by her.

“Ashley, come with me to the bar!” she said, and my heart skipped a beat at the thought of some one on one time with her. I followed her to the bar, hoping my excitedness wasn’t visible to my friends.

“What’s your drink?” I asked.

“Rum and soda with a wedge of lime,” she replied.

“Oh, I don’t normally go for rum. But I’ve never had it like that before.”

“You should try it, sometimes you just have to try something in a new way for you to like it.”

Wise words, I thought, thinking I could apply the same logic to her.

“Do you want a wet pussy?” she asked.

My eyes just about fell out of my head. Did I just hear her right? Surely she wouldn’t be so forward after only knowing each other for twenty minutes. I must have had a stunned look on my face because she laughed at me and leaned in to clear things up.

“No not like that, it’s a shot. It’s a few different spirits with the taste of peach and cranberry.”

“Ohhh,” I said, the realization dawning on me and my shoulders relaxing, “Why the hell do they call it something so lewd?”

“Probably because it’s pink, wet and girls love the taste,” she replied as she winked at me, stunning me again. She walked off with our drinks, wryly half-smiling, saving me from having to think of a reply.

We all had a few drinks and danced periodically. I decided I wanted to try her rum, soda and lime drink and found myself enjoying it immensely, which for some reason made me more attracted to Jamie, enjoying the drink she’d encouraged me to try. Throughout the whole night I would find myself always ending up near her, talking to her without intending to. It was as if her turquoise dress had some kind of quality that magnetized my cells and attracted me to it. I was distracted by her sexiness and poise all night, and would catch myself staring at her for too long, trying to make myself stop. But resistance was futile. At one point we were sitting and chatting with a fresh round of drinks when I think she felt my eyes on her and returned the look. We made eye contact for a split second before I nervously looked away, blushing.

While my friends continued to talk inanely about the boys out tonight, my mind wandered I once again found myself desperately wanting to know what panties, if any, Jamie had on underneath. It was a few hours into the night that I would get my answer. A couple of my friends had found their guys to go home with already and the four of us left were sitting in a booth, taking a break from the dancefloor as the alcohol wore off.

The DJ called out, "This next song is for all the single ladies out there tonight, let me hear you!" and Jamie stood up from her seat, turned towards the dancefloor and screamed. As she threw her hands up in the air her magnetic turquoise dress slipped up her body a bit and revealed just a couple of inches of her ass, proving that she was in fact wearing a thong. I knew I should have looked away but I couldn’t help myself. I stared at those two inches of her butt, took a mental picture of the light creases her cheeks made against the back of her thighs, and saw the black lacy thong shielding her vagina from my gaze before disappearing up the crack of her smooth backside. An unfamiliar yet powerful urge came over me and in that moment I really wanted to hoist her dress up further and bury my face in her juicy butt. I felt a warmth shoot down to my groin and I turned my face away from Nicole’s view before it flushed red.

Weirdly enough, it was only a couple of weeks ago I was talking about that very thing with Nicole. I’d had my ass eaten by a couple of adventurous guys, and I was sort of indifferent about it, I certainly wasn’t able to cum from it. I had never eaten a guys ass before and the thought was entirely unappealing to me. I nearly spat out my drink when Nicole told me she had done it. Nicole was always bashful when it came to sex and was the last of our group to lose her virginity. The thought of her being wild enough to lick a guys ass was ludicrous.

Lost in my train of thought, it took me a few seconds to register that Jamie had grabbed my hand and was leading me towards the dancefloor.

"What are you doing?" I asked, flustered and worried she’d notice my blushing.

"We're gonna dance! The DJ said the song was for the single ladies, Nicole told me you were single."

Part of me wanted to protest, but I was mostly giddy with excitement and my mouth stayed shut as I went along with it willingly. The two of us were on the dancefloor together and I was painfully aware of how close my face was to hers. We danced, getting close to each other and moving our bodies to the bass. I could have sworn I caught her looking at my chest at one point during the song, but I told myself that couldn’t be the case. She must have just been looking down while she danced. I was merely seeing what I was hoping to see.

This beefcake guy came up to us and tried to cut in, seemingly interested in Jamie, which made sense. I may have had my boobs out but she has a few inches of height on me, a purple streak in her hair and of course, that ridiculous ass. He grabbed Jamie around the waist to try and dance with her and she gracefully spun around him and put her back against me. I could feel her bubble butt against my pelvis and I tensed up at the feeling of coming into contact with it. I think she wanted to show the guy she wasn't interested but beefcake seemed to be into the whole hard to get thing and it had the opposite effect. She turned around and wrapped her arms around my neck as she kept dancing, ignoring him and waiting for him to move on. Having her so close to me and touching me was driving me wild, setting off all kinds of fireworks in my head.

She leaned in close to my ear and I got another whiff of her delicious scent as she whispered, "I love messing with guys, don't you?"

I forced a goofy smile, totally at a loss for words while she was so close to me. Beefcake did move on after a little while, onto Nicole who had made her way down to the dancefloor. I thought he’d have a lot better luck with her, he was exactly her type. And while typically I wouldn’t think Nicole would go home with a guy from the club, I had no idea what this new crazy, ass-eating Nicole would do. Somewhat surprisingly, she didn’t show the slightest bit of interest in him. I kept looked over towards her every couple of minutes and it wasn’t long before he’d moved on, striking out again.

Soon the night was winding down, the alcohol having worn off, and it was down to just Jamie, Nicole and myself as the others had either gone home with guys or to pass out. Our uber arrived to take us home when Nicole got a text. She announced it was her little brother who had gotten into some trouble at another club and she had to go and help him. She insisted we go home and said she'd be fine, ushering us into the uber. While I was tense around Jamie before, as the night had progressed I had become a lot more relaxed around her, and was excited at the thought of being alone in a quiet car with her. She sat close to me in the uber, our shoulders touching while we giggled, and she took my phone out of my hand to add herself on my facebook.

“I can’t believe Nicole wasn’t interested in beefcake guy!” I said.

“Is the the kind of guy she’d normally go for?”

“Yeah usually. She’s normally pretty shy about guys and sex stuff though so I shouldn’t really be that surprised.”

“Oh really? I’ve not known her to be shy.”
 

“She always has been. She does have a thing for a big muscle-head douchebags though.”

“Maybe she’s turned over a new leaf.”

“I hope so! She deserves better than guys like that.”

“I agree,” she said with her lips once again curling into a wry smile.

About halfway to her house we were still chatting about the night and giggling when my phone buzzed. Thinking it might be Nicole I checked immediately, but it was from Jamie. I was a little confused since she was right next to me. I opened it up and read, "I didn’t want the driver to get the wrong idea but I wanted to invite you in. Come and have a nightcap with me." I looked up at her, unsure of what to do, and her gorgeous green eyes made the decision for me. I knew it was hopeless to try and refuse.

As soon as I’d made the decision in my head, my nervousness came back along with a lot of excitement. It sounded like she wanted the same thing I thought I did. Still, what did she mean by not giving the driver the wrong idea. Was sex the wrong idea? Was the right idea really just an innocent nightcap? I texted back my acceptance and I saw Jamie smile when she read her phone. She placed her hand on my knee and gave it a light squeeze and I felt the warm feeling once again shoot to my groin. I was overcome with infatuation and horniness. Maybe I wasn’t imagining things and this could happen. I started to hope they would.

The uber dropped us off and I followed Jamie up the half dozen steps to her front door. Naturally I couldn’t take my eyes off her ass and I found myself wishing there was a bit more light so I could see up her dress from this vantage point. Instead it remained a dark shadow of intrigue and arousal. Jamie let us in the front door and I went inside, starting to become more sure of what awaited me but still so nervous and worried I had the wrong idea. She led me into the living room and poured me a glass of water I didn't ask for. She sat in an armchair across from me and sipped her own.

"So why were you staring at me all night?" she asked.

I choked on my water a little as the question caught me off guard. She must know the reason I was staring at her; a woman that hot is aware of the effect she has on others. Still, I had to say something, "I uh, just really like your dress. It accentuates your features so well," I stammered out, feeling like an idiot.

"Oh yeah like what?" Jamie asked as she unzipped and took off her sexy thigh high boots, exposing her long, pale white legs.

"I'm sorry?"

"What features?"

I knew what she was trying to make me say, and I don't know why I was being coy. I had to confess, "Your ass. It looks so big and firm in that dress. It's amazingly sexy."

She sat for a moment and basked in my answer, all the while smiling at me, loving the fact that she was able to mess with me.

"Thank you for your honesty, Ashley. To be honest though it's not the dress making it look like that, it’s a bit of genetics and a whole lot of squats. And since we're being honest, I find you amazingly sexy as well."

We sat in silence for a moment, I didn't know how to respond to that. I knew what I would do if it was a guy sitting opposite me, but this was uncharted territory for me. She put her glass down on the table and moved next to me on the couch. My heart started to beat faster and I held on to my glass as some sort of defense, although I don’t know why I thought I needed it.

“What else do you like about me?” she inquired.

“What’s not to like really? You’re stunning. Your big green eyes, your feminine shoulders and back, the purple streak in your hair. That dress makes everything about you look so damn sexy.”

“Would you want to have sex with someone like me?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. Slightly surprised at how open I was being with her, but I felt drunk on lust, my mind was swimming.

“Have you ever had sex with a girl before?”

“No.”

“Have you ever wanted to?”

“I’ve kissed girls before.”

“But have you ever wanted to fuck those girls?”

“No, I have to admit you’re the first girl I find myself wanting to fuck.”

We stared at each other for what felt like an hour but was probably in reality ten seconds before I realized her face was coming towards mine. She planted her lips onto mine and a rush of ecstasy shot up into my head. Any sense of apprehensiveness I had before was now completely washed away.

I blindly felt for the table and put my glass down. Seemingly intuiting this, Jamie moved closer towards me and brought a hand up to my cheek, embracing my face and kissing me again, deeper this time as our mouths opened and tongues intertwined. Her sexual scent once again filled my nostrils and this time stayed there as we passionately kissed. The warm feeling in my groin was now a small patch of wetness in my panties, as her aroma and soft, supple lips caused my libido to go into overdrive in a way I haven't felt since I first started discovering sex.

At this point I started to feel light headed from the eroticism of having this sensual woman kissing me, in disbelief that this was actually happening. Her lips were soft and warm and I could taste a hint of cherry lip gloss on them. Her tongue delicately flicked into my mouth and circled my own with intent, but not force. I was in heaven and completely at the mercy of Jamie’s will.

Jamie caressed my breast with her fingers. I wasn’t sure when that started happening but I was glad it was. She cupped it through my romper and gently circled her thumb around my nipple, which I could now feel was erect against the inside of my lace bra. This was about as far as I’d ever gone with a woman before, and that was just at parties in front of everyone, more for show rather than pleasure. This was something else. This was desire and passion and longing and I was fully ready to give in to it.

My back arched a little as Jamie’s thumb ran over my nipple, sending an electric shock up my spine and causing me to break the kiss as my head went back. Jamie ceased the opportunity and with her other hand, pushed my hair off my shoulder and started kissing my neck. It took every ounce of strength not to fall backwards on the couch from the pleasure, and I would have if not for the knowledge that it would cause Jamie’s mouth not to be on my neck, and her hand not to be on my breast. She kissed her way up my neck and took my ear lobe completely in her mouth, rolling it around with her tongue. Now that was too much. I let out a moan and pushed her off me, then climbed on top of her so that I was straddling her on the couch.

She looked up at me with wanting eyes and bit her lip. Christ she was hot. I took her face in my hands and kissed her deeply. Unable to fondle my breasts from this new position, Jamie’s hands went south and made their way to my ass. She squeezed my butt cheeks and held them tight in her strong hands. I felt the force from her hands and she used my ass to pull my groin closer to her, and before I knew it I was grinding her back and forth, my panties by this point soaked with sex. I hoped hers was too.

“Come to the bedroom,” she commanded, her voice barely above a whisper. I was happy to oblige. I dismounted her and she stood, looking down at me with her extra few inches of height. Her green eyes locked onto mine and in that moment and I knew I was ready to do anything she asked me to. She took me by the hand and led me through the door to her room. Through the door to a world of new experiences and pleasures. Through the door to sex with a woman. I was grateful it was Jamie holding my hand.

She led me over to her bed and once again took my face in her hands. Though this time she didn’t kiss me. Instead she spoke in her half-whisper, “I’m going to make you cum harder than any man has, you’re going to feel things you didn’t know you had within you, are you ready?”

“Yes.” I said without reserve, “I have been waiting for this moment from the minute I laid eyes on the curves of your gorgeous ass through that goddamn fucking dress.”

“So why don’t you feel them for yourself?” she responded as she pushed my head back and returned to her unfinished business of kissing my neck and shoulders.

I realized then that I could see our reflection in the wardrobe mirror behind Jamie, affording me a view of her lovely bare back, her shoulder blades on display in her backless dress, and of course, her perfect butt. The thought crossed my mind that it was no coincidence that I had this view, that it was all going exactly how Jamie had planned, and I was loving the ride. I tugged at the dress from Jamie’s hips and pulled it up over her round posterior. And there it was. Her incredible, curvaceous ass in all it’s glory for my viewing pleasure in the reflection of the mirror. The upside down heart shape of her rear jutted out but stayed firmly up. A black triangle of lace that was her thong sat perched atop it and drew my eyes to her sweet little dimples on her lower back. My God it was perfection. I savored every second. It still held exactly in place without the dress to hold it, just like she said it would. I reached around and with a cheek in each hand, gave her a firm squeeze.  I felt her hot breath on my neck as she let out a moan of appreciation. Fuck, it felt nice. I did as she did earlier and brought her groin to mine, using her ass as leverage. I squeezed again and just about lifted her off the floor as her face came in to kiss me.

“You’re incredible,” I said honestly to her.

“I want to lick every inch of you,” she replied. Her hands were at my shoulders and she pulled down both straps of my romper. As I was pulling my arms out her right hand swiftly made its way around to my back and in one motion she had unclasped my bra. That fell to the floor and she guided my hips towards the edge of the bed, lightly pushing me. I fell back, by legs still hanging off the edge of the bed, the straps of my romper spreading out to my sides like wings, my heavy breasts exposed. Jamie climbed on top of me and begun kissing around my chest, careful to avoid my nipples which were standing at attention and begging to be played with.

She knew all the erogenous areas to tease, and I wriggled in pleasure as she made her way up the sides of my ribs with her sexy mouth. At last she took my right nipple in her mouth and I felt an electric shock make it’s way up my spine again, arching my back and pushing my boob into her supple mouth. She flicked it with her tongue and circled it, her warm saliva felt amazing in the brisk winter air. All the while she teased my other nipple with her magic hand, her finger circling the left while her tongue circled the right. Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better she put my areola between her teeth and gave the softest little bite as she pinched my other nipple. I drew in a sharp breath at the unexpected bit of force. It was only a little painful, and it only served to elevate my pleasure. There is a fine line after all.

Jamie sat up and unclasped her dress from the back of her neck, allowing it to fall away down the front of her and reveal her lovely bosom. Two lovely large breasts adorned her chest, and evidently she didn’t need a bra to keep them up, as they stood pert out in front of her with nipples already hard. For some reason I felt the need to point out her erect nipples to her.

“I want your mouth on them,” she instructed. Once again, and definitely not for the last time tonight, I was happy to oblige. I put my hands behind me and pushed off the bed, still straddled by Jamie, but able to meet her breasts with my wanting mouth. I took the time to return all her favors, flicking her nipples with my tongue and grazing them with my teeth. She breathed heavily with her eyes closed, and I swear I could see the steam of her hot breath in the air while I looked up at her with puppy dog eyes, enjoying the way her face contorted in pleasure.

Without warning she had all of a sudden stood up from the edge of the bed and took a step back. I sat up more comfortably and drank her in from top to toe. Her large, bare breasts on show with that fucking turquoise dress that drove me so crazy now bunched up around her midriff. Her black lace thong still denied me a view of her pussy, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t for long.

“You like my ass don’t you?” she said jovially.

“God, I really do,” I understated.

Jamie shot me her little half-smile and turned around. She put her hands to her side and wiggled her hips left to right as she pushed her dress down, her shoulder blades working with the motion of her hips, her ponytail swaying with her movements. Her thumbs caught the straps of her thong and with one motion she pulled them down along with her dress. She bent over as the dress made it past her ass and I got the spectacular view of her pussy from behind, glistening with lust and anticipation. Her cute little asshole sat above it and was visible between her glorious ass cheeks as she bent down. I wanted to put my face in it so badly. The whole act was the single sexiest thing I’d ever seen.

“Fuck me…” I sighed as she pulled her dress and underwear over her feet and tossed them aside.

“I intend to,” she quipped as she turned around, half-smile still plastered on her face confidently.

She stepped over to me and pushed me onto my back. She tugged at the bottom half of my romper and pulled it off completely, taking my soaking panties with them as she had just done to herself. I wriggled up the bed to the pillows and watched Jamie as she put my panties to her face, inhaling my sex and running a finger up her own slit.

“You’re about as wet as I am. Wanna see?”


I said nothing but nodded my head, hypnotised by her movements as she crawled her way up the bed and extended the finger she’d just used to touch herself with towards my open mouth. She put it in and she was not lying. I could taste her wetness off her finger and fuck me, it tasted good. I’d always wondered what pussy tasted like and if they’re all this good I’m going to be eating every willing one I come across. I took her full finger in my mouth and sucked every drop I could get off it, which seemed to do something for Jamie who was softly moaning with every stroke of my tongue. 

She took her finger out of my mouth and laid down on top of me, kissing me deeply. Having her naked body against my own sent goosebumps spreading around my body. Her breasts pressed against mine with our nipples grazing each other unintentionally as we passionately embraced. Her taut stomach hovered just above mine as she separated my legs just enough to get one of her own in between. Our pubic mounds ground into each other while we each humped a leg of the other. Her pussy gyrated on top of my right leg and I could feel the slick wetness of it against my skin. I grinded my own pussy upwards against her leg and drove my clit into her thigh, trying to get enough pressure on it, desperate to cum.

Jamie seemed to sense my intentions and broke the mutual leg-fucking before I could get there. She looked down at me and shook her head a little, still smiling that wry smile and seemingly getting off on denying me an orgasm. I pouted in self-pity and she laughed at me.

“You’re going to orgasm when I want you to; and it will be into my mouth, not against my leg.”

She started kissing her way down my neck, between my breasts and onto my stomach. Gingerly planting kisses wherever she saw a spot she hadn’t kissed before. This was it, I thought. This would be the first time I would cum at the hands, or rather mouth, of a woman. I was determined to remember it, commemorate it, and prayed it wouldn’t be the last. I mentally recorded every second, every kiss, every tingle her mouth would send through my skin. She made her way down to my closed legs, kissing my bare mound, licking the small creases where it met my legs. She shifted her weight to her side and pushed one of my legs away from her, spreading them and exposing my pussy. Still, she did not dive in as I would have, and instead started kissing the inside of my thighs, making her way up and down with her tongue and lips. She teased my vulva with light kisses and licks, her nose brushing against my lips as she did so. She was teasing me and I was helpless to it. Jamie had me in the palm of her hand from the moment I saw her and she knew it. The anticipation was swelling in my loins and I needed Jamie to release it.

“Please,” I whimpered. And I’d barely gotten the word out before she obliged. Her tongue went in one long lick from the base of my slit to the head of my clit, where she applied some pressure and did a little half-circle motion.

I just about came on the spot. My head tilted back into the pillow and I let out deep moan of absolute ecstasy. My legs bent and I gripped the bed sheets in both hands. Jamie giggled a little at the reaction she’d evoked in me from this one simple act.

“You taste good,” she declared as she went in for another lick. She licked up and down my slit a few times, coating her mouth and tongue in my wetness before focusing her attention on my clit. Her soft tongue flicked back and forth across my clit softly, applying pressure occasionally and causing me to gasp in pleasure every time. Her mouth felt so good on my cunt. She began a swirling motion with her tongue against my clit and I felt the pressure of an orgasm mounting.

With her arm she reached around my leg and spread the labia of my pussy, exposing my clit and affording her tongue a clear target. She continued circling my clit and increased the pressure as my orgasm approached nearer. My moans were growing louder and my breasts heaved with the deep, fast breaths I was taking.

She took her mouth off my clit for barely a second just to say, “This is the way you cum.”
 

And I did. Hard. With one hand I grasped her hair and pressed her face harder into my cunt, with the other I reached up to the bed head and pushed against it in an effort to brace. My legs squeezed the sides of her face and I loved the feeling of her smooth cheeks against them. My back arched upwards and my eyes, wide open, could only look up. I cried in bliss as the climax crashed into my pussy with full force before radiating throughout my entire body. Jamie kept licking throughout, causing wave after wave to rock my body and buck my hips into her face. She only stopped when I sat up, reached behind her and grabbed her ponytail, tugging back on it to tilt her head up. She propped herself up on her hands and I kissed her gratefully, tasting myself on her mouth as our tongues intertwined.

She crawled her way up the bed while we kissed and lay down next to me, holding me in a tight embrace, our limbs wrapped around each other while we kissed and I basked in the afterglow of my orgasm. My pelvic muscles contracted and spasmed, like the aftershocks of an earthquake. I started giggling uncontrollably and had to break our kiss.

“What’s so funny?”

“Oh nothing. It’s just, that was the best orgasm I’ve ever had and I’ve spent so long not having them. Why haven’t I had sex with a girl sooner?”

Jamie giggled back. “I know the feeling. The first time I had my pussy eaten out by a girl I almost came in thirty seconds!”

“I almost came the second your tongue touched my clit! I want to see what you look like when you cum now though.”


“Well I suppose I’m ok with that,” Jamie said with an undertone of sarcasm, as if she was doing me a favor by letting me go down on her. 

“There’s something I want to talk to you about first though. Something I want to do.”


I was nervous about asking what I wanted to ask but I knew I couldn’t forgive myself if I didn’t try. And for some reason I felt very comfortable around Jamie, despite only knowing her since the start of the night. 

“Oh yeah? What’s that?”

“Well, I was talking to Nicole recently about eating ass. She’d done it to a guy and said she actually really enjoyed doing it. I’ve never felt the urge to want to do it to a man, but tonight in the club when your dress rode up your butt, this need came over me to stick my face between your cheeks and lick your ass.”

“You need to lick my ass?”
 

“Well, I want to. I really want to. I’m desperate to see what it’s like and I want to do it for you.”


Jamie took a moment and made a quizzical look as if to say she was mulling it over. But as with everything with Jamie it seemed sarcastic. “Okay,” she said at last. “You can eat my ass but I get to lick yours after.”
  

I was a little taken aback by the suggestion, I hadn’t planned on that, but I don't know why not. I decided I certainly wasn’t opposed to it.

“Seems like a fair deal,” I grinned and pushed her onto her back.

Unlike Jamie, I wasn’t going to spend time teasing her before I licked her pussy. I was too eager and had to taste it right now. I made my way down her naked body and spread her legs. I did take a second to admire her pussy first though. Her trimmed delta of pubic hair pointing down towards her clit, as if it was instructing me where to go. How perfectly smooth everything was outside of the lines of that delta. Her pussy blossoming as her labia spread apart with her legs, showing me a vagina I longed to lick. She was glistening wet in anticipation of my tongue and her pretty pink clit was already on show, her small hood not big enough to cover it. A hunger overcame me and I dove in.

I lapped up her pussy juices as I licked up and down her slit, a bit more haphazardly than she had done to me, but I had a feeling she was a little more practiced than myself at this. All the same, my eagerness seemed to make up for my inexperience, because Jamie was writhing in pleasure and letting out short, high pitched little gasps every time I touched her clit. The feeling of getting another woman off was almost enough to get me off again. Watching her squirm and cry due of my actions was so much sexier than the typical guy who sits there in silence when getting a blow job.

Jamie used both her hands to pull my face into her pussy more as I got the hang of what I was doing. I mirrored what she had done to me and circled her clit with my tongue, occasionally sucking on it for some added pressure.

“I’m gonna cum soon so if you want to lick my ass you better do it now,” she said between moans.

I’d almost forgotten about my little side-mission while I was so absorbed in eating her snatch. But the reminder had made me more determined to get in between her delectable ass. Her apparent wanting of it just made it all the hotter for me, and I felt a warmth come back to my own pussy, seemingly getting ready for round two.

With some willpower I pulled my face away from her pussy and sat up on my knees, wiping away some of the sweet nectar that was dripping off my chin. I smiled at the sexiness of seeing Jamie like that, naked and exposed on the bed, near orgasm. It was the first time I’d seen her vulnerable and for the first time tonight, she wasn’t the one in command.

“How do you want me?” she asked, the first time she’d asked for instructions.

“Roll over and lay flat,” I said with my newly found confidence.

This time she was the one to oblige me, and she rolled over onto her stomach, legs straight out, prone. She folded her arms in front her and lay her head on them while she awaited. Even from this position, her round ass was still pert and oh so fucking impossibly inviting. I straddled the backs of her calves and leaned down to meet it. This time I would take a bit of time to savor the experience. I kissed the dimples on her lower back, and kissed around her ass cheeks and backs of her thighs. I made my way down to the backs of her knees and she let out a soft moan when I kissed them lightly.

It was time. We were both ready for Jamie’s asshole to be eaten. I made my way back up to her butt and she arched it upwards a little for me. Her cheeks spread just enough that I could see her cute little butthole staring back at me from between them. It looked wonderful. I’d never thought I’d describe an asshole as cute but that’s exactly what it was. I finally did what I wanted to back in the club and pressed my face between her plump ass cheeks. I felt the warmth of them against the cheeks of my face as I extended my tongue and did a short lick up the middle, tasting her hole briefly, as if to test the waters.

As soon as I did it I felt her muscles relax and she let out another of her cute little squeals. One of her legs kicked up a little bit reflexively against the inside of my thigh. The taste of her ass was what I should have expected, but for some reason didn’t. Nicole had told me it was kind of like licking a penny and that seemed accurate. It wasn’t unpleasant, but it wasn’t delicious like licking her pussy was. And yet, for some reason I absolutely loved doing it. I’m not sure if it was because it was so naughty, or if it was because of the pleasure it obviously caused her, but I wanted to keep doing it.

So I did. I dove in between her perfect ass and licked her asshole over and over. I could feel the tiny opening on the flat of my tongue as it ran over it, the slightly rough exterior and tight ring of muscle. My ass licking desire was finally satiated. I circled around the outside of the pucker and with confidence, pressed half an inch of my tongue into it, which was made all the more hotter by Jamie relaxing her muscle to let me in.

I placed my hands on her hips and used them to pull her ass further into my face so I could bury it deeper. I couldn’t see Jamie at this point but I could hear the moans she was making, which were primal and more forceful than before. I didn’t dare stop licking her ass, nor did I want to.

“Fuck that feels good!” she cried, “Keep going until I cum! Rub my clit!”

I put my hand between the small gap in her legs and placed my thumb against her waiting clit. I ground into it in circles while my tongue mirrored the action on her asshole. I had fully given myself over to the act of analingus and it was getting me very aroused doing this to such a perfect ass.

I could feel Jamie’s orgasm coming as her moans became longer and louder. It only made me rub her clit harder and lick her asshole faster in order to send her over the edge.

Her climax hit her with force. Her whole body contracted inwards and pushed her ass further up into my mouth. I put my tongue into her hole which contracted and relaxed over and over throughout the orgasm, sucking my tongue deeper into her. She reached down and swatted my hand away from her presumably sensitive clit and with the free hand I squeezed one of her butt cheeks. She let out a scream I’m sure the neighbors could hear, not that either of us cared. She cried out my name and I removed my tongue from her asshole, just about ready to cum again myself.

She collapsed, exhausted and panting from the intense orgasm. I lay myself down over her back and nestled my pubic mound into the ass I had just devoured as I kissed the back of her shoulders and face. We must have been a sight, two perfectly satisfied naked women pressed against each other.

“How’d I do?” I asked softly into her ear, forever desperate for approval.

“That was incredible. I just need a second. How’d you like it?”
 

“I loved it. There was something so hot about doing that to you. I loved your ass cheeks against my face and my tongue in your hole. That orgasm seemed pretty hardcore.”

“There’s nothing quite like it. I take it you haven’t cum while someone’s eating your ass?”

“I’ve had a couple of guys go there before but it didn’t make me cum.”
 

“That figures. You wait ‘til I get into yours, you’ve never felt anything like it.”


“Can’t wait.” 

Jamie seemed to take that literally, as she rolled over, causing me to fall off the back of her and onto the bed. Jamie climbed off the bed and for an instant I thought she was leaving, which left me with a pang of disappointment that she may have changed her mind. She just stood at the edge of the bed looking at me.

“What?”
 

“Get up,” she instructed.

I did as I was told and got off the bed, standing with her at the end. She spun me a hundred and eighty degrees and pulled me back into her, using my hips to pull my ass into her groin. She started kissing the back of my neck and her hands explored my body, caressing my breasts and thighs. One of her fingers wandered to my pussy and she began running it up and down my pussy lips. I made a familiar moan of pleasure and tilted my head back with my eyes closed.

“No,” she said as she grabbed me by the hair with her other hand and pulled it back down. “Watch.”

It took me a second to understand what she meant. Then I realized we were facing the side of the room with the wardrobe mirror, and I could see her hands fondling my tits and rubbing my clit while she kissed my neck. It certainly was a fucking sexy sight. I was at full wetness now watching this goddess give me pleasure.

Jamie took her hand away from my pussy and placed her arm across my waist, then with the other hand pushed my body down, bending me over her arm. I placed my forearms out in front of me so that they were braced on the corner of the bed, still watching our reflection and trying to figure out what she was doing. She used her leg to spread mine open and now I was fully bent over, ass up in the air behind me. I could see where she was going with this.

She positioned herself at my rear and knelt down onto her knees, sitting on her feet so that my pussy was at her head height. She started in one long lick from my clit upwards, through the crack of my ass, licking my hole in the process. My body seemed to follow her movements and I stood up on my tiptoes, inhaling sharply as her tongue made it’s way over my asshole. She kept her attention at my ass now and rimmed me which I watched in the mirror. It felt amazing. It was nothing like the other rimjobs I’d had. Her soft tongue knew exactly what to do and would gently lick up and down while occasionally probing the hole.

I loved what she was doing to me, and watching her on her knees and tongue-fucking my asshole in the reflection was turning me on more. At times I wanted to let my head down and sigh in relief but I made myself keep watching, making sure I made the most of it.

From behind me, Jamie inserted a finger into my vagina, which easily slid in. I felt my pussy muscles tighten around it and bring it in more. She worked it back and forth, running the pad of her finger along the front wall, massaging my clit from the inside. My second orgasm of the night was coming in hard and fast, and Jamie was going to make sure it was a big one. She slid in a second finger to my vagina and licked my butt more furiously.

My climax came with thundering ferocity. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before. Her tongue on my asshole sent shockwaves throughout my entire body, and every one of my nerves experienced my orgasm. I felt my toes curl and my knees gave out, crashing into the side of the bed. While this caused my body to change position, Jamie’s tongue didn’t leave my ass. She kept it buried inside me as I had done to her. My asshole willingly opened up to let her drive it in further. In my nirvana I took my eyes off the mirror as they rolled upwards, my eyelids fluttering in a frenzy, as if my brain didn’t know how to react to this new experience. Having a beautiful woman fuck my asshole with her tongue gave me the best orgasm I’d ever had, somehow topping the one from earlier in the night.

We were both unable to speak, and frankly there was nothing more to be said. I got my breath back and collected myself up off the floor. We both crawled into bed and under the sheets without a word. Jamie spooned me from behind and I could feel her short pubes tickling my lower back. My ass felt heavenly in the afterglow of the orgasm I’d just had, an amazing feeling of satisfaction and relief. I felt like I was floating on a cloud. Jamie placed one last kiss on the back of my neck and we went to sleep.

The next morning I got dressed back into my romper and we had a coffee together. We talked about the night before; both of our sexual exploits and the events at the club. We talked about Nicole, and how she hadn’t seemed interested in that guy that would normally be her type. The time came for me to go and Jamie showed me to the door. I kissed her deeply goodbye and thanked her for an incredible night. The outside world seemed different, like there was a new shine to it due to my newly broadened sexuality.

“Will I see you again?” I asked hopefully.

“I’ll be around,” she said playfully.

I headed towards her front steps when a thought crossed my mind, and I turned around to face her standing in the door. I realized I didn’t even know why she was out with us last night.

“Hey, how do you know Nicole again?”

She cocked her trademark half-smile.

“Let’s just say, when you were talking to her about that time she ate someone’s ass… it wasn’t a guy. And the reason we were late last night, that really was my fault.”

She closed the door on what must have been my very shocked face.


Lesbian Therapist: First Time Seduction

I bounced my knee rapidly as I waited in the empty room, alone with all my thoughts and anxieties. I hoped the therapist could help me. I just wanted to feel normal again.

The door opened suddenly, causing me to jump a little as a woman of similar age to myself came out, wiping tears out of her eyes with a tissue but with a look of relief on her face. She looked to be in her early twenties, and wore a pink polo shirt and a checkered gray skirt, her perfectly straight hair held back with a plain hairband. She was definitely the upstanding, conservative type. It was a look that I saw regularly amongst my friends at college.

“Thank you so much, Mia,” she said as she turned to face the older woman following her out of the room, embracing her warmly.

“You’re most welcome, Jordan,” the middle aged brunette returned her hug.

The older woman was taller than Jordan, and as she stood on her tiptoes to reach up and wrap her arms around her neck, the coed’s skirt rode up the backs of her thighs, threatening to expose the underside of her bottom. I stared at the shadow below her skirt, seeing if I could make out the shape of her butt in the darkness.

‘No, Dakota. Snap out of it!’ my inner monologue screamed at me. I shouldn’t have been staring at girls. It was what I hoped the therapist could help me with.

“I’ll see you next week, okay?” the presumed therapist said to the younger girl as they unwrapped their arms from each other. Jordan nodded her head tearily before she turned around and walked out the door. “You must be Dakota,” she turned and said to me as the door closed.

“Mhmm,” I nodded nervously, unsure what to expect of my first ever therapy session.

“Well, please come through,” she invited me into her office. I got off my seat and smiled politely as I walked past her and into the room.

The setup inside was almost cliche. There was a couch, with an expensive looking chair next to it, a coffee table with a box of tissues ready to go, a bookshelf full of textbooks, and a wall covered in the therapist’s degrees and accomplishments.

“Please, have a seat,” the therapist gestured to the couch.

“Do I lay down on it and face the ceiling?” I asked with a nervous giggle, trying to cover up my unease with humor.

“If you’d like,” she replied in all seriousness.

“I’ll just sit,” I said as I took my seat and straightened my skirt.

“It’s nice to meet you, Dakota. My name is Mia,” the attractive middle aged woman introduced herself with a warm smile. She must have been early to mid forties, but it was hard to pin down. She’d aged very gracefully, with just the faintest of crow’s feet betraying her true advancement in years. Her nutmeg brown hair was worn up in a neat bun, and she peered at me with kind eyes through her thin-rimmed glasses. I couldn’t help but be affected by how beautiful and distinguished she seemed.

‘Stop it, Dakota! She’s not attractive,’ I said in my head, catching myself admiring another woman again.

“Why don’t you go by Doctor Webb?” I asked, reading her framed clinical psychology degree on the wall behind her.

“Because I don’t think that’s very personable. I’m a human being with issues and insecurities, just like my clients, and I find it makes them more comfortable opening up to me if I go by my first name,” she replied as she crossed a leg over the other, the material of her stockings sheering against each other.

“Makes sense,” I nodded awkwardly, not sure of what to say.

Mia chuckled at my obvious discomfort. “This is your first time in therapy, I take it?”

“Yeah,” I said as I let out an exasperated breath. “I don’t know how it’s meant to go.”

“Well, why don’t you start with telling me why you thought you should see a therapist,” she said with a soft, comforting voice.

“It’s kind of embarrassing,” I started bouncing my knee again, and I ground my teeth anxiously.

“I assure you, you have nothing to be embarrassed about. As you might have read on one of the framed pieces of paper, some university out there thinks I’m pretty well equipped at helping women,” she smiled warmly again, and I did feel oddly comforted by this veritable stranger. “Why are you here, Dakota?”

I took a deep breath and steeled myself. I’d have to say it. It was why I went there in the first place. “I’m worried I might be… be a… lesbian,” I said it out loud for the first time, closing my eyes in shame as the words escaped my lips.

“And what makes you think that?”

“Because I keep finding myself looking at other girls in the gym changing rooms at uni. I try to face the wall, but then if one of them stands right next to me, I can’t help myself, and I look at them when they undress. And then I…” I let myself trail off, too ashamed to finish the sentence.

“It’s okay, Dakota,” Mia reassured me. “You what?”

“I went back to my friend’s dorm room after a party last week and I was drunk and I tried to kiss her.” As I said it, I felt my eyes welling up. I was so embarrassed. I hadn’t been able to get Alex’s horrified face out of my head since it happened.

“It didn’t go so well, I take it?”

I shook my head as a tear rolled down my cheek. I plucked a tissue from the box on the table in front of me and wiped it away. “I can’t be gay,” I said.

“And why not? What would be so terrible about being a lesbian?” Mia asked.

Even hearing the word hurt my ears. Lesbian. It sounded so wrong. So unnatural.

“Because I want to be straight. I want to be normal,” I said with an almost whiny voice. “I want my parents to be proud of me.”

“Oh, Dakota. Being straight doesn’t make you normal. And being a lesbian certainly doesn’t make you weird. Although you might be weird for other reasons. I dunno, I’ve only just met you,” Mia grinned as she joked.

I chuckled quietly through the tears, feeling them start to dissipate with the welcome levity from the therapist. “Don’t get me wrong, I don’t have any problem with gay people. I just… don’t want to be one.”

“Dakota, you can’t put too much stock in what other people think, including your parents. You have to live your life true to yourself, because your life will be very painful if you don’t. It will be hard at first, but you have to learn to accept yourself before others can.”

I mulled her words over, for a moment, thinking about what my parents’ reaction would be if I told them I was gay, that I wouldn’t be getting married to a man and having children with him. I imagined the expressions on their faces, as horrified as Alex’s was when she saw what I feared was the real me.

“Please, Mia. You have to help me. I’m not sure that I am actually gay but I’m willing to do anything to make sure I stay straight. I’ve read all about hypnotherapy. Maybe that would be worth a try? Or conversion therapy? I know it’s not very popular but maybe it would work for me?”

Mia’s shoulders sank as she gave me a disappointed grimace. “Dakota, there isn’t any evidence that those methods provide any benefit at all. They’re not based in science and they can’t fix you because there’s nothing to fix.”

“There must be something,” I begged.

There was a moment of silence. Mia just looked at the desperation in my face, and I looked at the concern in hers. Finally, she spoke. “There is one kind of therapy that might work. It has studies to back it up, and I think it could be applicable in this case.”

“Please, I’ll try anything,” I pressed. “What is it?”

“It’s called immersion therapy. It’s a very real method that can be used in people with crippling phobias. The idea is we subject the person to what they’re afraid of, forcing them to face it, realize it’s not as scary as they thought, and hopefully, conquer it. I think it might work in this case because you seem more afraid of being a lesbian than sure that you actually are one.”

“That makes sense,” I said, not totally believing the words coming out of my own mouth. I wasn’t completely following the therapist. She was saying that I might not be gay, just fearful that I was and therefore acting out of that fear. “You think it would help?”

“I think it’s worth a shot. It could possibly take away your fear of being a lesbian.”

“And then I’d know for sure that I’m straight?”

“Exactly. Then you could be your true self and not have to overanalyze why you’re looking at girls in the changing room.”

“That sounds great! I don’t quite understand what it would involve though seeing as my fear is kind of abstract. It wasn’t like I was afraid of spiders or clowns or something. How would I immerse myself in my fear of being a lesbian?”

Mia didn’t reply straight away. She just smiled, took off her glasses and set her notepad down on her side-table before she stood up from her chair and made her way over to the couch, sitting herself down next to me, close enough that her arm brushed against mine as she did so. “We could start with a kiss,” she said calmly.

“What!?” I replied less calmly, my eyes just about falling out of my head. “You want me to kiss you?”

“I want to expose you to lesbianism, to immerse you in it. That’s how you face your fear.”

“Can’t I just like… watch some lesbian porn or something?”

“Do you think someone afraid of spiders could truly conquer their fear by watching one on a computer screen?” the middle aged woman arched an eyebrow at me.

“No… I guess not. I just don’t think I can kiss you. I mean, that’s weird, right?”

“I’ve got news for you. Most psychotherapy is pretty weird. People don’t typically come here to work through how normal they are.”

“You really think it would work?” I asked, my brow creased with hesitation. I didn’t find the idea of kissing Mia unpleasant. In fact, as I looked at her full lips, I couldn’t help but wonder what they would feel like pressed against mine. Another thought I hoped I would be rid of after therapy. Kissing women was what I was trying to get away from by coming to see Mia. I was torn.

“I think it could. If you face your fear, you will truly know yourself,” Mia tried to convince me, leaning in ever so slightly, her alluring perfume filling my nostrils and willing me to do it.

After a moment of internal debate, I looked Mia in the eyes. “Okay,” I said, far from confidently. I could have sworn I saw a spark of excitement in her eye as I reluctantly agreed. Like she wasn’t just offering to kiss me for strictly therapeutic purposes.

I was committed though, and as scared as I was of what I would find out about myself if I kissed the therapist, there was a not-so-small part of me that really wanted to do it. I leaned in and closed my eyes as our mouths grew nearer, my heart pounding in my chest as I had the unshakable feeling that my life would be divided into before this moment, and after it.

I held back the nervous whine that was sounding in my head as my lips met those of an older woman. She felt so soft and delicate. Her fragrance filled my nose and my head swam in her femininity. It felt like there were fireworks going off in my whole body, the explosions sending sparks of pleasure into every finger, every pore, every orifice. Our mouths made a perfect kissing noise as they peeled off each other before meeting again, the two of us drawn into one another.

Our lips interlocked this time, and the invisible guard of my body was invaded. I had a tiny piece of another woman inside my defenses, even if it was just her bottom lip between mine. The piercing kissing noise sounded in my ear again as we parted, and Mia shuffled in closer on the couch, pressing her forehead against mine as her mouth found me again, this time kissing me with slightly more force as she drew in a deep breath through her nose. There was passion behind the way she kissed me, I could feel it, it warmed me up. My whole body bathed in her affection. I wanted more.

We kissed again, and I felt Mia’s tongue flicker across my lips, seeking entry. I opened my mouth and gave her permission, our tongues meeting between our melded lips and stroking the length of each other, massaging wetly. My head felt light, I felt drunk but without a drop of booze. Kissing Mia was better than I ever could have imagined kissing another woman would feel. In the moment I felt pure joy, but there was always the tiny pocket in the back of my head filled with shame and guilt at my lesbian curiosities.

As our tongues entwined and I felt Mia’s body heat against mine, the softest little moan voiced in my throat. I couldn’t help it, it just happened. She made me feel so good that my body was reacting independently from my rational mind. The moan brought me crashing back down to reality and I broke off the kiss in embarrassment, averting my gaze from the older woman as my face flushed pink.

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled shamefully.

“What are you sorry for?” Mia tried to comfort me, pushing the hair I was hiding behind over my ear and holding my face in her hand. “There’s nothing wrong with what she just did.”

“Yes there is,” I replied. “We’re both girls.”

“And yet, nothing happened. We’re both still here. The only difference is for a moment you got to feel good about yourself. Am I wrong?”

I didn’t answer for a second, trying to take in what she was saying. I nodded my head in agreement. Kissing her felt lovely.

She moved her hand from my cheek to my chin, tilting my head up so that I couldn’t look away from her pretty face. “There’s nothing to be afraid of. I think the immersion therapy is working and we should continue with it.”

“Continue with it?” I asked, wondering what she could mean. “What’s next?”

“Well, I would take my top off and you could touch my breasts,” she said nonchalantly, as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

My eyes went wide again, this latest suggestion was even more ludicrous than the last. “You can’t be serious…” I breathed, trying to cover up the thrill that shot out of my groin at the older woman’s proposal.

“Well, do you still feel scared of your sexuality?”

After a moment of contemplation, I nodded. “If anything, kissing you just made things worse. It felt so good and… now I’m more afraid than ever that I might be a lesbian.”

“That’s because we only scratched the surface. For immersion therapy to work, you have to go all in,” Mia said as she touched my shoulder in what was intended as comforting, but just made my skin feel hot.

I chewed my bottom lip nervously, my brow creased in anxiety. I couldn’t stop the tingling I felt in my groin when I thought about touching Mia’s breasts, but I wanted to. I was desperate to be rid of those feelings, those uncontrollable urges that I had to find a way to bury. “Okay,” I eventually said. I figured I’d come this far, and I owed it to myself to see the therapy through.

Mia grinned again at my agreement, and again I could have sworn I noticed a hint of genuine excitement in the therapist as we ventured even further from professional territory. She started undoing the buttons on her blouse and I stared wide-eyed at her cleavage as it was revealed. My whole body felt light as air, the curve of my spine tingling fantastically as I laid eyes on the older woman’s bosom. She untucked the shirt from her business skirt before rolling each shoulder one at a time and pulling it off her completely.

I couldn’t look away from her chest. The older woman’s breasts were far larger than mine, and their smooth flesh rippled with the therapist’s movements. I could feel Mia’s eyes on my face, observing me as I took her in. But I was unable to meet her gaze. That was when she reached behind herself and unclasped her bra. The moment the clasp came undone, the loosened fabric gave in to the weight of her boobs, dropping an inch or two as it no longer offered any support. Mia delicately removed the underwear and revealed her fantastic, heavy breasts.

My mouth hung open as I stared. I had the perky little tits of a twenty-year old, but these were the real boobs of a more mature body. Two perfectly round globes with puffy pink areolas adorning each one. I couldn’t deny myself the desire I felt to touch them. It was more than curiosity, it was need.

“Go ahead,” Mia spoke gently. “You can feel them if you’d like.”

Time seemed to move in slow motion as I reached forward with both hands, eventually reaching her envy-inducing tits and cupping the pair. I felt their warmth in the palms of my hands, their softness, their weight. Driven by desire, I explored the two perfect peaks, slowly moving my hands all around them, feeling Mia’s nipples stiffen as my fingers grazed over them lightly. I could hear her breathing heavily, and I think she was trying not to moan. The therapist seemed to be letting me touch her boobs for not entirely therapeutic reasons, but in that moment I didn’t care. I just wanted to feel her more.

I felt Mia’s hand resting on my bare knee, her pointer finger stroking my leg as I continued to fondle her voluptuous tits. I felt the same burning feeling from where she touched me, my skin set alight by her hand. The warmth traveled up the inside of my thigh and went directly to my pussy, making me shift on the couch.

The tingling in my spine intensified as I felt the heat stirring in my groin, and I brushed my thumbs over Mia’s erect nipples, inadvertently flicking them. The move made the moan Mia had been holding in escape, as her shoulders shuddered and I felt her heavy breasts shake slightly in my hands. I fucking loved it.

The therapist’s hand left my knee behind and moved a few inches up my thigh, causing my legs to squirm as the warmth radiating out of her stoked the fire in my crotch. My whole body tensed as she disappeared beneath my skirt, and I felt the tips of her fingers touching the hem of my panties on my upper thigh.

I inhaled sharply at the feeling of having her so close to my pussy. I was powerless to stop her, my body yearned for her touch. I prayed she would go further without giving my scared mind the opportunity to deny her. I could feel her studying my face, seeing if what she was doing was making me uncomfortable. It wasn’t. I just kept staring at the tits I was playing with and breathing heavily through my open mouth, desperate for her to move another couple of inches.

She did, her fingertips creeping in through the one of the leg holes of my panties and touching my shaved pubes. My abs tensed as a breath rushed out of my body from the feeling of being touched there by another woman. Mia pushed further in, gently brushing my mons with her electric fingers until her wrist was pinned against my inner thigh by the elastic of my underwear.

She reached down and touched the hood of my clit, and I let out a pleasured whimper as my body tensed again. I was putty in the older woman’s hands, helpless to fight my own lesbian urges as my therapist’s delicate fingers stroked my pink slit.

We both remained silent, neither one of us wanting to interrupt the moment and threaten to snap me out of my lustful trance. I just kept playing with her boobs and let her have her way with me, somehow convincing myself that letting a woman finger me would help me get away from my lesbian curiosities.

Mia’s finger stroked through my pink a few more times, her movements eliciting soft moans from my throat as I continued to fondle her magnificent breasts. Her finger became slick with my wetness, and she pushed the slippery digit into my core, making me breath in deep as I felt her penetrate me. My channel choked the invading finger as she pushed herself in and out of me a few times, feeling along the inside wall of my vagina. I breathed so heavily and had to try to stop myself from squirming too much. It felt so good having part of another woman inside me, her inquisitive finger in my warm, pink pocket.

I brushed Mia’s nipples with my thumbs to make her jiggle again, which she did, the pair of us moaning and sighing, feeling each other’s hot breaths on our faces as we played with one another. She pulled her finger out of my channel and moved up to my clit, using two of her other fingers to spread me and pull back on my hood to expose my swollen bean. The finger she used to finger me was so lubricated with my own sex, and she traced slow, concentric circles around my sensitive nub that made me feel incredible.

She worked up a rhythm and increased the pace, sliding her finger around my clit and dragging it in circles. My moans became louder as I relished the older woman’s hands in my panties. My heart pounded against my ribs, beating so fast. My brain was in a fog of desire and lust, unable to think clearly, completely free of any shame. My therapist used the tip of her finger to tickle the end of my bean and sent me over the edge.

Pure pleasure shot out my clit like jagged lightning bolts, exploding in a crack that traveled throughout my entire body in an instant, forcing the breath out of me. What followed was the orgasmic thunder, and I writhed on top of Mia’s hand as I groaned loudly. Both my hands squeezed the therapist’s tits as I rode out the waves of my climax, digging my fingertips into her pliable flesh. I’d never cum so hard in my entire life. Honey trickled out of me and soaked my panties, and I couldn’t stop squirming, my whole body undulating uncontrollably from the effects of the orgasm.

“Oh my god,” I breathed as I came down from the otherworldly orgasm, finally letting go of Mia’s tits.

She pulled her hand out of my panties and rested it on her lap, and I could see her middle finger glistening with my stickiness. I looked up at her for the first time since she’d taken her top off, my mouth still hanging open, my cheeks flushed pink with arousal. She looked back at me with a satisfied smile, very pleased with herself that she’d made me cum.

As the fog in my brain lifted, thoughts of shame and regret began to crystallize as I saw things with a post-orgasm clarity. I’d just let myself be fingered by another woman. And I enjoyed it! Tears welled up in my eyes and I was powerless to stop them rolling down my cheeks. The heaving of catching my breath became the heaving of uncontrollable sobs.

“Oh, Dakota. Why are you crying?” Mia still spoke in her soothing, therapist’s voice.

“This was exactly what I was afraid of if we did this. I’ve never felt that good in my entire life. No boy has ever excited me like that. I’m a lesbian, aren’t I?”

“That’s okay, Dakota. That was the point of all this. You can’t run from who you truly are. You’ve faced your fears head on and you’ve come out the other side truly knowing yourself.”

“But if I’m a lesbian then I don’t want to know myself,” I sobbed, so ashamed. “I have to go.”

I went to get off the couch but Mia stood up first and moved in front of me, boxing me in. “Wait, Dakota,” she said, her voice the most authoritative it had been since I’d walked through the door. “Just… wait.”

She reached behind her and unzipped her business skirt, letting it fall to the floor around her ankles and revealing her lacy pink panties beneath. I sat back and watched in shock as those were next to go, and Mia kicked them to the side, wearing only her heels and thigh high stockings. My mouth hung open as I stared at her snatch, a delta of fur atop a neat set of pink lips. My tears stopped and I felt the all too familiar urges rising again between my legs. Urges I had to resist if I wanted to have a normal life and make my parents proud.

Mia stepped onto the couch with one leg, her expensive looking high-heeled shoe pressing into the cushion right next to me. I could see her snatch glistening with wetness, her vulva puffy and flushed with arousal. The scent of her womanness stung my nostrils, wafting off her horny pussy and straight into my face. It made me drool a little. I peeled my eyes off her cunt and looked up at her, the nubile young coed looking up at the older, imposing woman. I went there to seek her guidance, and this was it.

“If you like what you see, then you need to face it head on,” she spoke down to me. “You can’t just run away from your sexuality, it’s embedded in your core. It’s who you are. Eat my pussy and know once and for all whether or not you’re a lesbian.”

I felt so small compared to the woman domineering over me, boxed in between her leg and the armrest of the couch. But that just made me all the hotter. I wanted to please her. Mia was probably playing on my innate need to make my parents proud but it was working. I craved her approval. I wanted to be a good girl for her. And I wanted to lick her snatch.

I leaned forward on the couch and pressed my nose against her trimmed thatch of pubes, her feminine musk even more potent as I came inches away from her steaming cunt. I poked out my tongue and licked through her velvet lips, tasting the sex of another woman for the first time ever. Mia closed her eyes and a moan voiced in her throat as I felt her tangy sweetness assault my taste buds. I felt the base of her gash on my tongue, then her hole, then every millimeter of her pussy as I parted her labia, all the way up to her clit. I curled my tongue back inside my mouth and smacked my lips, basking in the flavor of the older woman.

“Oh, wow,” I breathed between her legs. She tasted heavenly. I had to have more.

With one hand I clung onto her straight leg, and with the other I reached between her legs and grabbed her ass right in the middle, pulling her closer into me. Mia let out a shaky breath as I gave in to my urges and relished her juicy snatch. I ate her out enthusiastically, never tiring of her stickiness, which coated my lips and chin as I explored her.

“That’s it. That’s perfect,” Mia reached down and combed her fingers into my hair, pulling me in as she started grinding against my face. “You make me feel so good. I’m so proud of you.”

Her approval made my heart sing as I snacked on her cookie, licking and nibbling at the velvety protrusions of her cunt. The wings of her labia, her horny clit, I kissed all of it, and moaned my appreciation for it as I did so. It felt so right eating her delicious pussy. It felt like I was made for it.

“Lick my clit,” she instructed from above.

I did as I was told and started swirling my tongue around her horny pink pearl, dragging it in circles before I sucked it into my mouth and rolled it between my lips. The naked woman’s stomach tensed as I played with it, and her moans grew louder, and her grip on my hair grew tighter. I pulled her in harder towards me, feeling the crack of her generous ass in the palm of my hand. My fingernails dug into her thigh as I passionately flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue, breathing heavily against her as I had to swallow the cum and drool pooling in my mouth.

“Oh fuck, Dakota. You’re so good at that,” she cooed, looking down between her spectacular tits at my curious little lesbian face.

I craned my head back so that I could meet her gaze while I licked her clit, fluttering my tongue against it like a hummingbird’s wings. The moment we made eye contact, she began trembling with ecstasy as her orgasm exploded inside of her.

“Ohhhhhhh, hngggg,” she cried out as her face creased with pleasure. Her grip on my hair was so tight that it hurt my scalp, but I loved it. She rocked her hips back and forth, grinding her cunt against my mouth as she came. I just held out my tongue and let her slide along it, spreading her precious goo all over it. It was so hot having an older woman fuck my face like that.

I couldn’t believe the amount of liquid sex that seeped out of the pores of her pussy. I tried to lick every drop, but Mia’s gyrating hips made a lot of it messily paint the lower half of my face, making me shiny with cum.

“Dakota, that was…” she trailed off as she started to come down from her orgasm. Her tits heaved as she breathed in deeply and her grip on the back of my head loosened. I let go over her ass and licked all around my lips in search of the naughty therapist’s cum that I was coated in. “Taste good?” she asked as she watched me basking in her flavor.

“Mhmm,” I nodded as I smiled up at her with my shimmering face.

“I want to see what you taste like,” she replied as she took her foot off the couch and pushed me back against it. I squealed with delight as I was womanhandled by the powerful older lady, who got to her knees in front of me and curled her fingers into the hem of my skirt and underwear.

I lifted my butt off the couch to allow her to pull them down my legs, and before I knew it, I was bottomless. I felt exposed and vulnerable, but safe on the therapist’s couch. I’d loved eating a woman out, and I was keen to find out how good it felt to be eaten out by one. I’d only ever had a couple of guys go down on me, but they’d never been able to make me cum. I had a feeling the same wouldn’t be said for my sexy lesbian therapist.

Mia flashed me a wicked grin as she sniffed my panties before tossing them aside. She leaned forward and trailed her tongue all the way up the inside of one of my thighs and I breathed in a deep breath of air at the feeling of her soft, pink organ on my skin. She wriggled her face between my thighs, forcing me to part my legs, and then licked the full length of my soaking wet snatch.

“Ohhhhh,” I shivered on the couch as I let out a shaky sigh. My legs and abs tensed at the feeling of the older woman licking me.

“Mm, such a tasty young pussy,” Mia said as she licked me again and again, her soft tongue darting out of her mouth like a cat drinking milk from a saucer.

I chewed on my finger as I watched the lovely lesbian through half-closed eyes. Instantly she felt better than any man I’d ever had down there. I loved the feeling of her smooth cheeks on my thighs, her juicy lips tenderly kissing my pink, her gentle yet deliberate tongue exploring my topography. It was like this was how sex was supposed to be, and I was only now properly having it for the first time.

Mia brought up the sticky fingers she’d used to finger me earlier and slipped one of them into my core, making me push my ass down into the seat cushion and moan my approval for the penetration. She licked my horny clit as she started pumping her finger in and out, her position giving her a much better angle than before and allowing her to get the full length of the digit inside of me.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I mewled as I watched her every move.

She giggled onto my cunt as she flicked my clit with the tip of her tongue, at the same time introducing a second finger into my channel. The wet noises of her mouth and fingers on my pussy sounded so lewd, but so hot at the same time. They were punctuated with my high pitched squeals of pleasure and Mia’s muffled moans of appreciation. I could feel the sexual energy rising in my groin, like a torrent of water crashing against the wall of a dam over and over, weakening its defenses.

I writhed on the therapist’s couch and continued chewing my finger as her tongue and fingers built up speed, teasing my clit and sinking into my core. She ran the pads of her fingers along the front wall of my vagina, brushing against my G-spot with each stroke. The dam burst, giving way to the river of cum it held back as I wailed in unbridled pleasure, my second orgasm tearing through me harder than the first.

The free-flowing river felt like it was pouring out of me. My back arched upwards as I came, and Mia tried to lick up as much of my love juices as she could, the rest forming a puddle on her couch. So many people must have lay there and explained the problems to Mia before, and now I was staining it with cum.

“FUCK!” I screamed at the top of my lungs, the only way to properly express what I was feeling. My body twitched and jerked as the orgasm flooded my entire being, taking hold of me in a way I never knew was possible. My muscles refused to do anything I told them. I couldn’t breathe. Every conscious part of me was overridden with the climax that Mia’s wonderful mouth and fingers gave me.

Finally, just as I started to worry I’d pass out, I collapsed back down onto the couch, a sticky mess of a woman. My body ached from being so tense for so long, and I sucked in deep breaths of air in an attempt to reoxygenate it. Mia took her fingers out of my hole and sucked the cum off them before she started placing sweet kisses all over my mons and thighs. I sporadically twitched with aftershocks that rippled through my body, gasping each time one hit me. Mia giggled and smiled up at me, enjoying what must have looked like an over-acting extra in a zombie movie.

I lay catatonic on the couch while Mia picked up my panties and skirt, lifting one leg at a time to help me into them. She couldn’t pull them up all the way because of my inability to lift my butt off the couch. So she just left them around my thighs as she retrieved her clothes from around her office.

I eventually came to, just as Mia was finishing buttoning up her blouse. I managed to get myself off the couch, my shaky knees threatening to give way at any moment. I somehow stayed upright though, and pulled my panties and skirt up, feeling the cold wetness of the gusset of my underwear against my steaming snatch, sending a shiver up my spine.

“So, now you know how good lesbian sex feels. How do you feel?” Mia asked, holding on to my shoulders to keep me steady.

“I’m definitely a lesbian,” I said, confirming it for the first time out loud. It didn’t feel like such an awful thing anymore. As the words came out of my mouth I felt oddly calm about it.

“You seem okay with that?” Mia enquired at my tone.

“Yeah… I think I am okay with it. That was so much better than anything I’ve ever done with a guy. It just… doesn’t even compare. It’s who I am.”

“Then the therapy worked,” Mia smiled. “You’ve faced your fears and come out with an answer to your question, just not the one you were hoping for.”

“But it’s the right one,” I smiled back at her. “It’s going to bring up a lot of issues for me in my life though. Where do I go from here?”

Mia grinned as she leaned in and kissed me reassuringly on the mouth, her lips sticky with my juices. “Well, you’re going to need regular therapy.”

I giggled as I felt my pussy thrum at the suggestion.

THE END


Lesbian Therapist: The Influencer’s Age Gap

I scrolled through the comments on my latest video while I sat in the waiting room, grinning at the sea of heart emojis and people telling me how hot I was. Nearly a million views in less than six hours. It was one of my most popular videos yet. Of course, I’d noticed a direct correlation between the amount of clothes I wore and the amount of likes I got. And this video was my most risque yet.

I was performing my latest choreographed dance out by the pool in nothing but the tiniest little bikini possible. The bottoms rode all the way up my hips and you could practically see my waxed vulva to each side of the gusset, the string at the back flossing my ass. My tits jiggled with my dance moves in the white bikini top and the sun beaming down on me ensured you could just make out my nipples underneath. Apart from a pair of sunglasses resting on my nose, I had nothing else on. Just my hair done up in pigtails and my lips at their poutiest as I looked at the camera over the sunglasses. I looked sexy as fuck, and the comments certainly agreed with my self-assessment.

I twirled one of my pigtails with a finger as I scrolled through. I hadn’t bothered to change hairstyles since I shot the video in the morning. I read each and every reaction to the post. The guys all wanted to fuck me, the girls all wanted to be me. It made me feel so… worthwhile.

“Taylor?” a voice interrupted my self-love session. I locked my phone screen and looked up at the source of the voice. It was the therapist I was there to see, standing in the doorway to her office.

“Mhmm,” I replied, my usually bubbly public persona overridden by the fact that I did not want to be there.

“My name’s Mia. It’s nice to meet you. Please, come through,” the older woman introduced herself and gestured into her office.

I collected my handbag, not bothering to put my phone in it. I was only seeing a therapist because my parents made me. But that didn’t mean I had to actively participate. I assessed the woman in the doorway as I made my way past her. She was around forty or so, and attractive, with pretty facial features and beautiful nutmeg brown hair she wore up in a bun. She’d looked after herself, and I could tell she had a good body underneath her blouse and business skirt. She had big tits and a round ass that could get her a lot of followers on social media if she was a bit younger.

Mia closed the door behind us and I took my seat on the couch, the older woman sitting down in her armchair. It struck me that while the setup was similar to what I’d seen in movies, Mia was definitely not the cliche therapist I was expecting. For one thing she was hot, and she just seemed a little more casual. She didn’t pick up a notepad and pen, she just adjusted her thin-rimmed glasses and crossed her legs, smiling at me warmly.

Being the bitchy twenty year old I was, I rolled my eyes at her sincerity and picked up my phone to scroll through my social media accounts again, seeing what new comments had come up in the last thirty seconds.

“So, Taylor. What brings you to see me today?” she asked, electing to ignore the rudeness of me going on my phone.

“My stupid parents brought me to see you today,” I replied snarkily, making it well known that she wasn’t going to get anywhere.

“And why did they want you to see me?”

“I dunno,” I mumbled, trying not to pay her any mind.

I could feel her staring at me silently as I remained glued to my phone. I wasn’t going to look up though. She could look at me for the whole session if she wanted to. “Taylor, you have to engage with me if you expect to satisfy your parents. Why did you come if you don’t want to talk?”

“I had to, okay? They think I’m addicted to my phone and they were going to cancel my credit cards if I didn’t come. Which is bullshit because they pay hardly anything towards them anymore. I make my own money now.”

“You have a job?”

“I’m an influencer,” I replied with pride.

“Is that a job?” Mia asked without even a hint of sarcasm, just genuine curiosity.

“Yes it’s a job!” I replied as if she had attacked me. “I have to make content for millions of followers! I come up with my own choreography. I edit my own videos. And I make a lot of money doing it!”

“That does sound like quite a bit of responsibility,” she said. Again, I’d usually expect someone as old as her to be saying it sarcastically, but once more she was sincere.

“Whatever,” I brushed her off and returned to my phone, having received six more comments in the time it took me to talk to her.

“Do you think you might be addicted to your phone, Taylor?” Mia pressed on.

“No. My phone is my job. That would be like me asking you if you’re addicted to listening to strangers complain.”

“Speaking of strangers. You put quite a lot of stock into what they think of you. Is that fair to say?”

“I guess? I have to. I’m an influencer. If I don’t give my fans what they want then I won't be able to influence them.”

“It’s more than just a job to you though. I gain a lot of personal satisfaction and self-worth from helping strangers with their problems. Tell me if I’m making a leap, but I’m assuming you feel that same self-worth from seeing the reactions of your followers?”

I stayed silent, pretending I didn’t hear the question. She was right, but I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction.

“Why do you think you value the opinions of strangers on the internet so much, Taylor?” she pressed, but I continued to ignore her, my unblinking eyes locked on my phone screen. “Do you think they validate you in a way that you don’t get at home? Perhaps your father hasn’t been around much and has left a hole you’re trying to fill?”

That did it. I looked up from my phone, glaring daggers into the therapist. “Bitch, you don’t know me or what my life is like. You met me two minutes ago! I’ll have you know my dad has given me nothing but love and support my whole life. Certainly a hell of a lot more than-” I stopped myself, realizing I’d walked right into her trap. She’d made me mad and vulnerable and I almost gave her exactly what she wanted.

“Oh,” she said, arching an eyebrow. “It’s your mother that’s the problem. That’s interesting.”

“Why is that interesting?” I spat.

“No, nothing. It’s just, it’s usually the father that causes issues in young women.”

“I don’t have issues! Certainly none caused by her. I just like the attention I get online, okay. You like it when people tell you you’re beautiful, don’t you? Well I like it when they say I’m hot and tell me how much they want to fuck me!”

“Why’s that, do you think?”

“Because I don’t know if I believe it myself!” I blinked and stared blankly at Mia. I couldn’t believe I’d just said that. I had no idea where it even came from. Of course I knew I was hot. All the clothes I wore were to show off how hot I was. Even sitting there in the therapist’s office I wore my micro-skirt and crop top that showed off a bunch of midriff.

“You don’t believe you’re attractive, Taylor?” Mia asked calmly.

“I know I’m attractive, okay?”

“That’s not what I asked. There’s a difference between knowing something and believing it. You might be aware of how hot people find you, but you don’t find yourself attractive at all, do you?”

I could feel tears welling up in my eyes, and I hated her in that moment for making me so raw. All of a sudden my mind flashed back to when I was eight and my mom put me on my first diet. I don’t know why I thought of that, looking at this therapist and trying not to cry in front of her.

“Would I be correct in assuming most of the compliments you get online are from people your own age, and primarily male?”

“Uh… I guess,” I replied, choking back tears. Curiously, my response made Mia’s lips curl into a grin.

“Taylor, I think I’m uniquely equipped to help you out with this problem you’re having.”

“Oh, yeah? How do you figure?”

“I think you’re very attractive, Taylor,” she said, her voice firm like stone. I felt my heart flutter and my chest suddenly felt full of warmth. I blinked away the tears and tried to figure out why she’d just said that, and why it apparently meant so much to me. She was a veritable stranger, why did her paying me a compliment make me feel so good?

“What?” I stammered quietly, vaguely weirded out by my therapist telling me she found me attractive, yet completely enamored by it.

“Yeah, I do. You’re really beautiful. In fact, I’d go so far as to say you’re hot. You do little dances on social media, yes?”

“Uh-huh,” I sniffled, my head flooded with endorphins from the words coming out of the therapist’s mouth.

“May I see one?”

“Like, on my phone?” I tried to clarify.

“No, not on your phone. I want you to do one of your dances, here in the office,” she said, the perpetual warm smile still plastered on her face.

“Uhh…” I stared at her in bewilderment. The request was pretty weird. But there was something about Mia that I just wanted to please. “Okay,” I said hesitantly, not really sure why I was agreeing to such a thing.

I cued the music from the video I’d made that morning and set my phone down on the coffee table before awkwardly standing up from the couch and moving into a bit of space. I did the dance moves kind of robotically, not only finding it weird to be doing the dance in front of the therapist, but doing it fully clothed. The choreography was specifically designed to make my tits and ass jiggle, and move my body sensually. It was kind of hard to be sensual when my audience was a sole forty year old and the only part of my body on display was my midriff. At one point, I had to jump around and bend over a bit, designed to show off my ass. It didn’t quite have the same effect in my micro-skirt and panties as it did in my super-revealing bikini. But Mia still seemed to like it.

Mia clapped and smiled as I finished the dance, and I turned around to face her. It was far from my best performance, and I still couldn’t figure out why I had agreed to do it. But her applause and cheering did make me blush. I covered my uncontrollable smile in embarrassment.

“Oh my god,” I said, burying my face in my hands.

“Taylor! That was amazing!” She said enthusiastically. “You could be a model or something. You looked fantastic.”

I blushed harder, not used to getting that kind of support from an older woman. “Oh, please. You’re just saying that. I was awkward and weird.”

“Not at all! I thought you were sexy as hell.”

Sexy was a weird adjective coming from my therapist, but again, her approval weirdly meant quite a lot to me. I bit my bottom lip as I looked at her, swiveling on my hips left and right, unable to keep still.

“So is that what you did in your video?” she asked.

“Well not exactly. I’m not usually that stiff,” I giggled. “And truth be told… I normally have a lot less clothes on. My followers like me more the less I wear.”

“Oh, well, I don’t want the watered down experience!” Mia exclaimed. “I want to see you the way your followers do.”

“Well, I did that dance in my bikini, and I don’t have that here so…”

“Just get down to your underwear. It’s practically the same.”

“Really?” I asked, becoming awkward again. I rubbed my arm in hesitation. It felt weird doing the dance at all, let alone taking off my clothes and doing it again mostly naked.

“Yeah! You’re so good, Taylor, but I want to get the full effect. C’mon, you post yourself wearing practically nothing on the internet.”

“Yeah but it’s kind of strange, isn’t it? I mean, you’re my therapist, and we’re alone in here.”

“So what? I just want to see your full talent. Please don’t let me down.”

That last sentence was a barb straight to my heart. I felt a pang of something hit me. I really didn’t want to disappoint Mia. I knew it was extremely unorthodox to be doing what I was about to do, but that didn’t change the fact that I longed for Mia’s approval. So I kicked off my shoes, pulled my micro-skirt down and took my crop top off. I stood there wearing only a bra and thong, and I played with one of my pigtails as I watched Mia watch me. I could feel her eyes scanning my body, taking me in and making her assessment. I prayed it was a good one.

“Do you want me to press replay?” she offered as she looked up at me with an arched eyebrow, wondering why I hadn’t started the dance yet.

“Uh, yeah. Sure, thanks,” I replied nervously as she tapped the screen and the music started again.

I repeated my routine, this time putting a bit more effort into it to make it authentic. I felt Mia’s eyes on me, and studied her face for reactions. Every time I did something that made her smile I felt my heart feel full. And every time that happened I felt more and more confident in my body, feeling myself let loose as the routine went on. I jumped around and displayed my ass to her in the thong and she cheered. When I got to the part where I twerked my butt and bent over slightly she even said “Wow,” out loud.

The song finished and I struck my final pose as Mia applauded me again. “Now that was even better than the first time,” she said. “And seeing you in that underwear just confirms how fucking sexy you are.”

There was that adjective again, and this time it was preceded by a very unprofessional swear. Still, my heart sang as I basked in her praise. “Thank you, thank you,” I said as I crossed an arm over my stomach and bowed as if I was on Broadway.

“Come here,” Mia said nonchalantly as she patted her lap.

I didn’t understand why, but my feet started moving on their own. I felt compelled to do what she said, and my heart fluttered in my chest as I practically skipped over to the older woman in my underwear. I sat on her lap with my legs across hers and she wrapped one arm around my waist while the other started stroking my thigh. It was a bizarre situation to be in with my therapist, and yet somehow felt entirely natural. The feeling of her hand brushing against my legs, her perfume wafting into my nose, her gripping my waist, my mostly bare ass cheeks on her thighs. I felt small and yet safe, like I knew I would be looked after in the hands of Mia.

Her hand moved from my legs and over my flat stomach, causing my abs to tense to her touch. She studied my face for any signs of discomfort as she moved further north, but she wouldn’t see any. She made sure her fingers grazed one of my breasts as she moved up to my chest. Her touch made me inhale sharply every time she felt somewhere new, and I just kind of stayed silent as she felt my body. She twirled one of my pigtails around in a hand, she traced a fingertip along my collarbone, she squeezed my shoulder lightly.

I said nothing when her other hand moved up from my waist to unclasp my bra. I made a tiny noise in my throat as I felt the garment go loose across my chest. Mia still studied my face for any signs that she was doing something I didn’t like. But I did like it. I really liked being in her arms. I liked her wandering hands. I liked her enjoying how sexy she thought I was.

As she pulled the bra straps over my shoulders I helped her, tossing the garment aside and exposing my breasts. Mia’s delicate fingers moved to my chest, and she lightly felt my tits in her hand, brushing the pad of her thumb over both nipples and making them stiff. I just sat there, breathing deeply as I felt the warmth that was in my heart move down into my groin. I could feel my pussy throbbing in my thong, made wet by the touch of the older woman.

“Is this okay?” she finally spoke, breaking the silence.

I couldn’t answer in words, because that would have made real just how insane the whole scenario was. I felt like I was in a dream, and as long as I maintained that illusion, I had deniability about how horny Mia was making me. “Mhmm,” I simply groaned as I nodded my head slowly and bit my bottom lip.

Her hand felt electric on my naked tits, as if there were imperceptible little sparks shooting out the ends of her fingers just before she made contact with my smooth skin. My breasts weren’t as big as hers. They were always on the smaller end of the scale and it was something I’d always been self-conscious about, wearing chicken filets through most of high school. Mia didn’t seem to mind though. She seemed to like my breasts. She fondled them for several minutes, running her fingers over them, feeling their weight. I did nothing but occasionally make the softest of moans when she touched me in just the right way, loving how much she was enjoying what I always considered my worst feature.

My heart beat faster when her hand moved away from my chest and back south. She traced her fingers along the hem of my panties, and I even felt her graze my mons on the way past. My whole body tensed as she got so close to my most private of areas, somewhere no woman had ever been. And yet I wanted her to. I wanted her to enjoy my body however she saw fit, because her enjoyment of me made me feel so good.

I took a deep breath as she traced along the hem of my thong again, only this time with her fingers slipping beneath it. She crawled down over my hairless mons and I parted my thighs enough to give her access to my steaming pussy. She rested her palm on my waxed mound and traced a finger through my slit, making me quiver in her lap as she felt my most intimate area.

“Ohhh,” I sighed shakily, hearing the wetness of my pussy being parted by her finger.

“Mm, you feel warm,” Mia commented as she stroked through my pink again. “Your pussy feels so lovely, Taylor.”

There she went with the compliments again. They made me feel almost as good as her finger did moving up and down my velvety lips. I was putty in her mature hands. She could have done anything and I would have let it happen. Her pointer and ring fingers moved down to my flushed vulva, using them to spread my lips so that her middle finger could stroke freely.

All I heard over my own heavy breathing were the soft clicks and pops of my wetness being moved around by her finger. She slid herself into me and my opening tightened around her digit, choking it as it explored inside my channel. Mia pushed aside my closest pigtail with her nose and started kissing my neck sweetly, nibbling at it while she slowly worked her finger in and out of my core.

It felt like my spine was electrified, making my head tilt towards her as her soft lips pressed against my flesh again and again. It occurred to me that I had no idea how we’d gotten to this point, but I was definitely on board for the ride. I was loving every moment of Mia relishing my young body. My heart felt full with her approval, and my pussy felt on fire with the things her fingers were doing to it.

She slid out of me and moved up to my clit, lightly flicking my swollen bean with the tip of her well-lubricated finger. I moaned properly for the first time, overwhelmed with the clitoral stimulation below and the soft lips on my neck above. I squirmed in her lap, my thong filled with her hand and making the already tight underwear even tighter. I could feel the string pressing against my asshole like an erotic wedgie. My pussy thrummed as her finger started moving around in circles at the base of my horny pink bean.

The therapist flicked my engorged nub up and down, finding a rhythm that Mia could tell worked best for me. I didn’t even have to say anything, she could just sense from the reactions she elicited in my body what the best thing for me was. And she was right. I moaned more and more in her lap, pressing the side of my head into hers as she feasted on my neck, her relentless finger teasing me into oblivion.

“Ohhhhh,” I moaned monotonously as I came, my whole body quivering in her lap as my love juices spilled out of me and drenched the inside of my thong. She pressed down hard on my button and dragged it as far as she could before it slipped out from beneath her finger and recoiled into place, making me sit bolt upright as I let out a higher pitched cry of pleasure in her office. Her hot mouth never stopped sucking my neck, marking me with lesbian lust as I basked in the orgasm she gave me.

I panted heavily as I tried to catch my breath, my orgasm waning. Mia pushed her fingers down and coated the middle three of them in my spilt sex, before she pulled her hand out of my panties and fed them to me. I sucked on her fingers, tasting myself on them as I continued to moan from the waves of the orgasm still lapping against me. I’d never tasted the tart sweetness of my own cum before, except kind of on a guy’s mouth. I liked it though, and the fact that Mia was shoving her fingers into my mouth made it all the hotter.

“You’re spectacular,” Mia commented as she watched me sucking her fingers clean.

“Mm,” I groaned as I turned my head to look at her. Her eyes looked hungry, she wanted me and it felt so good.

The gorgeous older woman pulled her fingers out of my mouth and grabbed the back of my head with her wet hand, pulling my face towards hers so that she could kiss me deeply. Our lips interlocked and she sucked the breath out of me as it felt like my heart exploded with joy. I’d never kissed anyone so soft, so restrained and yet paradoxically forceful. I sucked on her bottom lip, giving her a hint of my pussy that lingered on my mouth.

Mia flicked her tongue across my lips and I parted my mouth so that we could make out harder. Our tongues found each other between our mouths and stroked each other’s lengths as we moaned. I could feel her voice vibrating the back of my throat as our mouths melded and our tongues danced. Wearing only my thong on the lap of a woman twice my age, it was the hottest kiss I’d ever had and I never wanted it to end.

But it did as Mia peeled her lips off of mine, staring at me with those sexy, hungry eyes again. “I want you to make me feel good. Would you do that for me?” she asked, pouting slightly.

“Fuck yes,” I breathed, not knowing what that entailed but willing to do anything for my therapist’s approval.

Mia tapped the exposed flesh of my ass, signaling for me to get up. I giggled as I did so, looking down at the therapist in her chair and biting the tip of one of my fingers, giddy with excitement for what was going to happen next. The naughty therapist opened her legs as she looked up at me with desire. I felt my heart skip a beat with equal parts nervousness and exhilaration. I wanted to make Mia feel good, but I was worried I wouldn’t be able to since I’d never eaten pussy before.

Still though, I was eager to try, and I smiled as I dropped to my knees between the older woman’s spread legs. As I got to the ground, Mia pulled her skirt up, bunching it around her hips and showing her lacy white panties she had on underneath. They were far too sexy to be wearing at work, and I wondered if Mia had done this with other clients. The thought caused a pang of jealousy inside me, and I was determined to be Mia’s favorite of all the hypothetical girls she’d fucked.

On my hands and knees, wearing only my soaking wet thong, I leaned forward between my therapist’s legs. I pressed my face against her lace-covered crotch and breathed in her femininity, feeling her fragrance stinging the back of my throat. I’d never been so turned on by a woman before. Everything about Mia just seemed so new and exciting. I was desperate to taste her for myself, to have the source of the wonderful smell on my tongue. I reached up with both hands and curled my fingers into the sides of her panties, pulling them down as I sat back on my heels.

Mia lifted her butt off the couch and then one leg at a time so that I could take her underwear off. My eyes remained fixed on the inviting looking pussy I’d uncovered. Her vulva was flushed with arousal, her slit already moist, adorned by a neat thatch of pubic hair that pointed towards her pussy like an arrow, as if to say ‘lick here’. This wasn’t the waxed snatch of a twenty year old influencer. This was a woman’s pussy. And I wanted so badly to be the good girl that made it feel good.

I tossed the panties aside and leaned forward again, only this time there was no lace to separate my mouth from Mia’s cunt. I poked my tongue out and touched it to Mia’s horny pink inquisitively, making her twitch as I made contact. And just like that, I’d licked a pussy. It was a life changing moment. I wasn’t nearly as straight as I always thought I was. I loved the sensation of Mia’s snatch, and I wanted more.

I dove in, licking lovingly through Mia’s gash over and over, moving my whole head up and down as I dragged my tongue between her lips. The older woman moaned in appreciation for my enthusiasm and started breathing heavily, gently squeezing her plump rear again and again so that her groin undulated against my face.

I loved the tart taste of her snatch. I loved the way her pubes tickled my nose as I brushed against them. And I especially loved the reactions I elicited from the sensual therapist. Pleasing her was my pleasure too, and I loved that I had made her so wet. It felt so naughty being crouched in front of my therapist in my thong, devouring her pussy while my parents paid for the privilege. I wagged my tongue between her lips and made slovenly noises as if I had been starved for days and was finally eating a tasty meal.

Mia unbuttoned her blouse and pulled her matching white lace bra down, so that the fabric sat underneath her voluptuous tits and held them up. She started playing with her own nipples while I snacked on her. “Ohhhh,” she moaned as her breasts heaved, her fingers pinching her own nipples while I nibbled on her clit.

I stared up at her with a mouthful of cunt, a creased brow and pleading eyes as if to say ‘Am I doing a good job?’ with my face. She looked so fucking hot playing with her fantastic breasts and writhing in the chair my parents were paying her to sit in. I licked her again and again, teasing her swollen clit with the tip of my tongue and gratefully swallowing the cum in my mouth. I never thought I would enjoy eating pussy as much as I did.

“Oh, that’s it. Just like that,” she mewled. “Such a good girl.”

Her compliments only made me eat her out more ravenously, my heart full from the way she responded to my mouth. She looked down at me while she played with her nipples, biting her tongue between her front teeth and seething with pleasure. I flicked her bean again and again, making her twitch, my tongue never stopping as I sought so needily to please the older woman.

“Ohh FUCK! Taylor!” she screamed as I made her cum.

Her hips bucked as her orgasm shot through her body, each time knocking her furry mons into my nose. My tongue never stopped, as I slid it through her gash again and again as her flavorful sex spilled out of her. She pinched her nipples hard as her butt lifted off the seat, her thighs tensing and clamping shut against my ears. I loved the feeling of her legs squeezing me, my face being smothered by her cunt. I was a good girl and licked up every drop of cum I could, and any I missed painted my face messily.

Mia’s ass crashed back down onto the seat, her legs going limp and falling away from my ears. I smiled up at the naughty therapist as a string of her cum stretched from her steaming pussy to my bottom lip. I flicked my tongue out and broke it, feeling part of it splash against my chin while the rest fell onto her chair between her legs.

The older woman looked down at me through half closed eyes, panting as she caught her breath, her abused tits heaving as she sucked in air. She looked like a sexy mess of a woman, with her blouse undone, her bra hoisting up her tits, her pencil skirt bunched up around her waist and her flushed snatch recovering as translucent goo leaked out of her opening.

I just sat back on my heels and shivered with satisfaction at what I’d just done. I’d never felt sexier than at that moment. I’d just made an older, experienced woman cum with nothing but my mouth, and the evidence of it was painted all over my cheeks and chin. I caught my own breath as my smaller, supple body heaved as well, my pussy glowing in my soaked thong, wanting to be touched again.

“Taylor?” she asked in a panted breath.

“Yeah?” I smiled up at her, my face shiny with her cum.

“Will you do the dance for me again, but naked this time?”

I grinned as my chest felt warm. Mia wanting to see my dance again made me feel so good. I nodded my head vigorously as I stood up and tore off my thong. The recovering older woman twitched with aftershocks on her chair as she scanned my naked body, taking in my perky breasts, my taut stomach and hairless snatch.

My phone was still on the coffee table, and I hit play to start the music for a third time. I launched into the dance routine, this time giving it my all to make it as sexy as possible. I felt so hot when I recorded the dance in my tiny bikini, but that feeling of self-worth paled in comparison to what I felt at that moment, butt naked with a woman’s sex all over my face. I made my movements as sensual as possible, and Mia’s eyes went wide as she took in the movements of my naked young body.

I shimmied my hips as my hands made their way down the sides of my body, making sure I pressed my tits together on the way past. My hands continued down my stomach and between my legs, and I dropped into a deep squat as I pushed my legs apart. Normally, I’d have a shred of dignity from the bikini, but now, my glistening snatch was fully on display, horny as ever. Mia stared between my legs at my pretty pussy and licked her lips.

It came to the part of the routine where I showed off my ass, and I jumped around so that I faced away from the naughty therapist. Just as I went to jiggle my butt cheeks side to side, I felt a forceful hand on my back. Mia pushed me over, and I put my hands out to stop myself from crashing into the coffee table. I was bent over, my legs straight and my ass up in the air behind me. I squealed with delight as Mia forced me into the position she wanted me in.

I felt her hands squeeze the back of my thighs as she squatted behind me, and the next sensation was her mouth on my cunt. I gasped as I was licked, the naughty therapist’s nails raking down my legs as her tongue licked up through my soaking wet snatch.

“Ngggghh,” I let out a slow, monotonous whine as Mia’s probing tongue wagged left and right noisily between my lips.

Mia pushed her organ into my creamy hole, filling my space and swirling around inside of me to make me quiver. It was a strange experience watching myself dancing on the screen of my phone while I was bent over and tongue-fucked in the therapist’s office. I could see new comments of my followers popping up at the bottom of my video, but I didn’t give a shit. I didn’t care about what they had to say when I had a beautiful older woman behind me who found me sexy enough to seduce.

Her top lip sealed over my taint as she drove her tongue as far into my channel as she could, rocking her jaw to pump herself in and out, a fantastically lewd squelching sound filling the room as she buried herself in me. She pulled herself out of me and trailed her tongue south, suckling at my clit from below.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” I whimpered as I relished her hot mouth on my sensitive bean. There was something about the way my clit hung when I was bent over, like it was easier access and more sensitive or something. Whatever it was, I could feel another orgasm brewing fast in my groin. Mia sucking my horny nub between her pursed lips was proving too hot for me, as much as I wanted it to go on forever. “Ohhhh fuck, I’m gonna cum!”

The announcement caused Mia to pull away from my clit, just as I was on the precipice. “No, I haven’t finished with you yet,” she said sternly.

“Hngg,” I mewled with a frustrated whine. I wanted to cum again so badly. I’d been so close. I just needed one more tongue lashing against my clit to send me over the edge.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get to cum,” Mia reassured me. “But I haven’t even gotten to eat your tasty looking ass yet.”

“What? I- ohhhhhh fuck,” my confusion was cut off by the most fantastically naughty feeling of Mia’s tongue tracing through my pussy, over my taint and onto my asshole. She pressed the tip of herself against my puckered hole and moved it around in a circle. My knees quivered and my back arched as I sighed shakily at the incredible feeling. “Holy shit,” I breathed.

Mia made satisfied moans as she crammed her open mouth between my cheeks, her tongue pressing against my most private hole over and over. It took the already incredibly naughty experience to entirely new heights. To have a tongue somewhere I’d never had one, and to have that tongue belong to my forty year old therapist. It made me feel hotter than ever.

My face went blank and my eyelids twitched as if I’d been electrocuted. Mia used the flat of her tongue to butter my balloon knot with her saliva. Cum seeped out of my core and dripped off my clit onto the carpet below. Mia’s jaw never stopped, dragging her tongue over my sensitive little rosebud over and over, making incredible wet noises as her tongue molded to the crease of my ass and stroked through it.

“Mmmm,” she moaned in appreciation for the analingus, her voice vibrating the bottom of my spine through my asshole. She brought a gentle hand up to my pussy and rested my clit on the side of her pointer finger, then stroking it with the pad of her thumb, almost pinching it. Electricity shot through me as my clit was seen to again, my pleasure heightened by the wet rimjob.

“AHHHH!” I screamed out as my orgasm ripped through me. The delayed gratification made it all the more intense as my body tightened. My back arched upwards like a cat, my toes curled on the carpet, my fingernails scratched the wood of the coffee table as I violently shuddered and wailed in ecstasy.

My asshole contracted and relaxed over and over, and Mia’s hungry mouth didn’t stop, the therapist making ravenous noises as she pressed harder between my butt cheeks, which smothered her face as my muscles squeezed. Cum exploded out of my pussy, and with Mia’s mouth preoccupied in my ass, the initial burst sprayed all over her tits before the rest dribbled out of me onto the carpet.

“Don’t forget to like and subscribe!” my virtual counterpart said on the phone screen, winking at me as I came against another woman’s face.

My knees buckled and I fell to the floor, regretfully taking my ass away from Mia’s hot mouth. I fell into a mess, my bare pussy against the carpet with my legs to my sides. I folded my arms on the table in front of me and rested my head on them as I twitched and jiggled with the remnants of the spectacular climax. Mia’s hands stroked my shoulders lovingly as she embraced me from behind, planting sweet kisses down the nape of my neck as I recovered.

Eventually, I managed to get a grip, and I rose from the floor along with Mia. I turned to face my therapist, a huge grin on my face as I looked her up and down. She still looked like a mess. A fuck-hot, middle aged beauty with her chest glistening with my honey, her big tits hoisted up by her bra, her skirt still around her waist. I could have fucked her forever, but my dad was due to pick me up, and I sure as hell couldn’t let him see us how we were.

Mia and I shared one last kiss before she tucked her boobs back into her bra, retrieving her panties and adjusting her clothes. I did the same, sliding into my soaking wet thong which felt cold against my pussy as I put it on.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had,” I announced as I clasped my bra behind my back. “You make me feel sexier than anyone ever has.”

“Well, if you’re ever seeking the approval of an older woman again, you know where to find me,” Mia smiled back at me as she did the buttons up on her blouse, concealing her shiny chest.

“I feel like my revenue might go down significantly if I have you to tell me how pretty I am,” I smirked. I didn’t feel the need to look at my most recent updates. I just wanted to bask in the way Mia made me feel.

“Does that make me an influencer?” Mia arched an eyebrow as she asked it, causing us both to break out in raucous laughter.

That night, I ate dinner with Dad. We smiled and laughed as we chatted. I genuinely wasn’t bothered by the empty chair where Mom should have been. And I didn’t check my phone even once.

THE END


Lesbian Therapist: Stirring Her Libido

I adjusted my top and smoothed out my jeans as I took my seat on the therapist’s couch. Mia sat on her chair to my side, grinning at me as she crossed one leg over the other and clasped her hands together over her lap. She didn’t seem like a typical therapist. She didn’t pull out a pen and paper to note-take, she just presented as warmly as possible, seemingly smiling with her eyes as much as her mouth.

It also occurred to me that she was more attractive than your average shrink. She definitely had a good decade on me, somewhere around forty years old, but it was hard to pin down exactly because she’d obviously taken such good care of herself. She had high cheekbones without being sharp-featured, contributing to her overall welcoming demeanor.

Her brunette hair was done up in a bun and I struggled to tell if her color was out of a bottle or not. I could tell she had a great body beneath her dress though. She was in shape and the dress showed off just a bit of her no doubt ample cleavage. I hoped to look as good as her in ten years, although with the ailment I was there to talk to her about, it perhaps wouldn’t matter much.

“So, Roxanne, what brings you to see me today?” Mia asked, adjusting her thin framed glasses as she broke the silence.

“Oh, everyone calls me Roxy,” I responded. “And I guess I’m here to talk about my… libido?”

“Oh?” she raised her eyebrows, seemingly not expecting that answer.

“I’ve been having trouble getting… excited about sex lately,” I explained cautiously, feeling awkward saying it out loud. “It just seems like every man I’ve been with in the last few years are all the same. Just very vanilla. It’s made me kind of uninterested in having sex anymore and I uh… haven’t been on a date in a while.”

“I see,” Mia responded unhelpfully.

“Is that weird? You seem surprised.”

“You’re right. I’m so sorry. I guess I just wasn’t expecting you to say that.”

“Why not?” I asked a little frostily. I was a little unimpressed that I’d managed to catch a professional therapist off guard.

“Well, I hope you don’t mind me saying, but I guess because you’re so beautiful,” she said matter-of-factly.

“Oh,” I replied, feeling myself blushing slightly at the unexpected compliment.

“I’m sorry,” she apologized for a second time. “I don’t mean to be unprofessional. Please, continue. You’re having trouble wanting to date.”

“Well, I wouldn’t mind it for companionship. It’s just the sex element that’s turning me off the whole concept. Maybe it’s normal for someone at thirty. It’s just, I used to have such great sex in my early twenties, you know? Everything was so new and exciting and felt great. Now, nothing’s new. It’s just the same couple of minutes of missionary or doggy style until he cums and I’m left having to wait for him to fall asleep so I can finger myself. Sorry for painting such a vivid picture. That might be a little inappropriate.”

Mia waved a dismissive hand. “No, please. I specialize in women’s sexual health, so this is all very helpful.”

“Have you ever had women come to you with these kinds of problems before?” I asked, desperate to not be alone in the world.

“Oh yes. Many times,” the therapist reassured me.

“Well, what did you do to help them?”

“It’s not really a one-size fits all kind of situation, Roxy. Women struggle with their sexual appetite for many different reasons, so the treatments can vary just as much. One thing they all have in common though, is that they leave my office smiling.”

“That’s good, I suppose” I replied, somewhat disappointed Mia didn’t have an easy fix for me.

“For me to help you, I’m afraid we’re going to have to get quite personal, okay? We’ll be crossing over the lines of what most would consider professional, but since your problem is sexual in nature, there’s no avoiding talking about some intimate topics. Is that alright with you?”

I looked at the therapist for a beat, taking in what she had to say. I was really going to have to bare myself to her for the process to work. I’d never been to therapy before, but my problem wasn’t going to just fix itself. After a moment of deliberation, I finally said, “Okay.”

“Now, you said sex for you is normally missionary or doggy-style with a man. Do your dates ever go down on you? Do you have sex anywhere besides the bed?”

“Some of them do for a while, but they never seem very into it, and their lack of enthusiasm just leaves me feeling awkward and unable to cum. And yeah, I don’t just have sex in the bed. I’ve had it in the shower before.”

“I was thinking of places a little more exciting than the shower,” Mia seemed to suppress a smirk as she said it.

“Like what?”

“Have you ever had sex outdoors or in public?” she asked, making my eyes go wide. “Have you ever… had a threesome, or had your ass licked?”

“Wow, you weren’t kidding about the boundary crossing,” I said as I smiled awkwardly. Mia just smiled back and raised her eyebrows as if to say ‘I told you so.’ I took a breath to steel myself before I answered the therapist’s purposefully invasive questions. “No, I’ve never had sex anywhere outside of a house. I wouldn’t want to have a threesome. Having to worry about one dick to satisfy is enough work already, I can’t imagine fretting over two. As for having my ass licked, I’ll admit it’s something I’ve always been curious about but I have enough trouble getting a guy to eat my pussy, let alone my butthole. It seems more trouble than it’s worth.”

I sucked in a deep breath of air after my borderline-rant. It felt very strange to be talking that way to a stranger, let alone someone I was paying. It didn’t make me feel good though. As I admitted one thing after the other it really cemented what an ordinary sexual history I had.

Mia smiled at me still, seemingly proud of my willingness to open up. “It sounds like you worry about the pleasure of your sexual partner quite a lot. Like you’re willing to sacrifice your own pleasure for theirs. Is that fair to say?”

“Yeah, I suppose so,” I shrugged.

“May I ask, have you ever had sex with another woman?” Mia’s expression changed subtly, as if she was more interested in my answer to that question than her previous ones.

“No, I can’t say I’ve ever had any lesbian curiosities. Completely straight I’m afraid. Nothing but men.”

“It’s a very different experience with a woman. To be with someone who cares about your pleasure as much as their own, using their mouth and dedicating themselves to bring you to orgasm. There’s really nothing quite like it.”

As Mia spoke she uncrossed her legs and I inadvertently looked up her dress. I averted my gaze and felt myself blushing as she talked about lesbian sex. “Are um… you a lesbian?” I asked hesitantly.

“Yes, actually. I am,” she replied confidently, puffing her chest out a little.

“Oh, I see,” I replied sheepishly.

“Roxy, you’ve become so tired of men and you’re saying you’ve never considered sex with a woman?”

“No, never,” I admitted, but I sure as hell was then. It was such a simple solution that had literally never occurred to me. Sex with a woman would sure as hell spice things up. I’d never found myself attracted to women before, but in that moment the thought of being naked with one, our flesh pressing together as we embraced… it just seemed so appealing, especially with the way Mia described it.

“That’s interesting,” Mia mulled over my response. “Most women have at least thought about it. I think it could solve two of your issues with sex. It would be new and exciting and you’d be with someone who would reciprocate your selflessness in bed.”

I swallowed, feeling a lump in my throat. We may have crossed a professional boundary already but what I had to ask took it even further. I just couldn’t believe someone as pretty and feminine as Mia was gay. If I were to have sex with another woman, it would have to be with someone similar to her. Of course, as my therapist, she was strictly off the table. “Would you ever have sex with someone like me?” I blurted out, needing to know if I’d even have a chance with other women, especially those as pretty as Mia.

Mia stared me dead in the eye, and without a modicum of uncertainty she replied, “I wouldn’t just have sex with someone like you, Roxy. I would have sex with you.”

Her response caused my heart to skip a beat and I felt tingly everywhere. I gripped the couch cushion I was sitting on as I suppressed a nervous giggle, not wanting to appear like a flattered teenager in front of my therapist. I felt warm in my face and… down below as well. It was a feeling that I’d become weirdly unfamiliar with, but was still able to identify. For the first time in the longest time, someone was making me feel hot. The fact that that person was not only a woman but also my therapist was completely insane!

“Are you okay, Roxy? You looked flushed,” Mia commented with a playful undertone. “Are you turned on?”

“Uh, wha-... I,” I stammered like a fool. I just looked at Mia, and I could feel my heart beating against my ribs as I waited for her to say something else. Preferably something I knew how to respond to. But she didn’t give me the out, she just arched an eyebrow in anticipation as we stewed in the silence. “Okay, I admit. Hearing you say that does make me… a little horny. In fact, a lot horny. Hornier than I’ve been in a long time.”

“Is that so?” Mia seemed to be loving watching me squirm.

“The truth is. I find you really attractive. I’ve never been attracted to another woman before, but the way you talk about lesbian sex… I’m definitely attracted to you. It makes me want to fuck you really bad, but I know that can’t happen.”

“Why not?” she asked nonchalantly.

“Well we’re…” I couldn’t tell if she was being obtuse or if she was genuine. “You’re my therapist. We’re in your office.”

“Would it be easier for you if there was a bed?” she said pointedly. I knew why she made the comment, and yet it still worked. I felt a pang of embarrassment as she reminded me of my boring sexual history.

“Mia, I know considering the topic it’s hard to stay professional. But maybe we should rein it in a bit,” I mumbled, feeling confused and awkward. I had sexual urges towards a woman for the first time and she seemed intent on making them worse. I had to either take the conversation back to professional territory or dump a bucket of ice water over myself.

That was when Mia chose to go the opposite way.

She hoicked up her dress and spread her legs, before reaching between them and pulling her panties to the side, fully displaying her pink pussy to me. “Is this professional?” she asked sarcastically as I stared with my mouth open at her crotch. The pubes on her mons were a neatly trimmed patch of darkness, pointing down at her slit. Her vulva was completely hairless and flushed as pink as my face with apparent arousal. I could not believe she was showing her pussy to me, but at the same time I couldn’t look away.

“Does that make you even hornier?” she asked as I stared in silence.

“Uhhh…” I couldn’t form a thought let alone a whole sentence.

“Why don’t you feel yourself and see if you’re wet. Then you can tell me how horny you are.”

I gulped before doing as I was told. It was like I was on autopilot. I was in such shock that I couldn’t think for myself, so I just did whatever Mia told me to. I unzipped my jeans and put my hand in my panties, feeling my own slick slit as I looked at Mia’s. “Mhmm, I’m wet,” I admitted to my therapist.

“Can I taste it?” Mia asked as she let her panties cover her crotch again, standing up from her seat and making her way over to me.

Our eyes never left each other as I craned my neck to look up at her. She bent down and took me by the wrist I just had in my pants, then pulled it up to her face and took my moist finger into her mouth. I watched, enraptured by my therapist curling her tongue around my finger and sucking the traces of my own cum off of it. The warmth I felt in my body burned a little brighter as she fellated my finger, moaning softly as she slid her plump lips up and down the length of it.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, completely taken with this wholly new experience. My eyelids fluttered as I looked up at my therapist, my mouth apparently permanently hanging open.

Mia pulled my finger out of her mouth, the middle digit glistening with saliva as she gave it back to me. She bent over and pressed her lips to mine, and I instantly returned the kiss without a second thought. It was my first time being drunk on lust in a long time, so it was particularly powerful. I felt the softness of her lips as they interlocked with mine. She kissed me again and again, each time our lips peeling off each other making a wonderful sound that made me want more.

Mia gently pried my lips open with hers and I allowed it to happen, wanting to kiss her deeper. Her tongue entered my mouth and stroked the length of mine. Everything about the kiss felt so damn good. Her face was so soft and smooth and hairless, the wisps of brown hair that framed her face tickled my cheeks, her feminine fragrance stung my nostrils, her gentle tongue that kissed me instead of trying to tickle my tonsils. Kissing this incredible woman was like no other kiss I’d ever had before. I loved every second of it and started licking her back, our tongues massaging each other as she elicited a tiny moan from my throat.

It was strange to me to be enjoying the lips of another woman. I’d never considered myself anything but straight. But there was something about Mia that awoke desires in me that I didn’t even know I had. She was new and exciting, the exact opposite of all the men that had driven me to her in the first place.

Mia pulled her face away from mine, and for a moment my pursed lips kissed the air as I expected her to come back. The sound of a zip being pulled down made me open my eyes and I saw her stand tall and pull her dress over head. I shuffled on the couch as her almost naked body stirred the warmth in my loins. My pussy felt light and tingly. My heart fluttered in my chest. I’d never described a woman as sexy before but Mia was fucking sexy.

Her lacy white bra hugged her heavy breasts, holding them up and together and creating the fantastic cleavage I knew she’d been hiding under her dress. Her stomach was taut and flat, not even showing a hint of her middle age. The curve of her small waist and wide hips taking my eyes down further to her crotch. I stared briefly at the matching white panties she wore, knowing exactly what was concealed beneath them. I bit my bottom lip, wanting to see her pretty little cookie again.

I looked up at her and she down at me, her hair slightly messed up from pulling her dress off. “Do you want to take the rest off?” she asked.

I bit my bottom lip a little harder as I nodded, my brow creased in desperation. I maintained eye contact as my therapist reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, the garment going loose across her chest as it gave way to her heavy breasts. She rolled her shoulders and it slid down her arms as I reached up and curled my fingers into the sides of her panties, tugging them down her legs. She tossed her bra aside as she stepped out of her panties and just like that, she was fully nude.

Then my eyes wandered along with my hands. I reached up and cupped her fantastic tits, feeling the weight of them in my palms as I brushed over her nipples with my thumbs. I felt the tiny little bumps on her areolas, the delicate pink flesh different to the pale skin surrounding them. Mia nipples stiffened in front of my eyes and I felt my back arch as a thrill shot up my spine. The therapist just quietly grinned, watching me explore and enjoy her body.

I made my way down her sides, following her womanly curves to her thinnest point and then out to her widest. I stared at her neat thatch of pubes as I reached around and cupped her ass. Spreading my fingers and giving her generous rump a squeeze. The move forced me to lean forward a little, bringing me inches away from her pussy, and I caught a whiff of her arousal wafting from between her legs. It lingered in the back of my throat and I felt light-headed. I of course knew what I smelled like when I was turned on, but Mia was completely different. A fragrance unique to her that drew me in and made me want more.

I decided I wanted to see her ass, and I pushed on her hips so that she turned around. She willingly turned, letting me do whatever I wanted. I couldn’t believe how nice her ass looked. It was juicy and round without sagging at all. I put my thumbs into the crease between her cheeks and her thighs, making a C-shape with my hands and squeezing her smooth rump as I pulled it slightly up and apart. Between her cheeks I could see her tiny little puckered asshole, and her pink pussy hanging neatly below, giving me another whiff of her delightful scent.

I made tiny little noises as I fondled her. Not so much moans as just coos. I was completely taken with the beautiful older woman. She had an incredible body with plenty of curves. I’d always been somewhat straighter, both in sexuality and physique. My boobs were perkier but not as big, my ass barely more than a handful. I was fit though, and every guy I’d been with seemed to like my body, but playing with Mia’s was something else entirely, an experience I’d assumed I’d never have.

I turned her back around and raked my fingertips over her trimmed pubes, making my way between her legs with both thumbs and spreading her glistening cunt lips. I felt completely driven by desire. I wanted to taste her. I needed to. I’d never had an even fleeting thought of wondering what pussy would taste like and yet in that moment, it was all I could think about.

Leaning forward, I prepared myself mentally to do something I’d never done before. I pressed my forehead against the bottom of Mia’s tummy and reached out with a protruded tongue. Mia parted her legs slightly and leaned back to make it easier for me, and my tongue found her pink. The instant I felt her flavor on my taste buds, I knew it was for me. My own pussy thrummed in my jeans as I licked at her slit, a mixture of her grool and my spit stretching between my tongue and her snatch at the end of every lick.

Mia sighed as she reached down and combed her fingers into my hair. I explored her tart pinkness a little more as my tongue gained confidence, licking more and more of her length. I felt her opening on the flat of my tongue as I licked up, parting her labia until my tip flicked against her clit. Each time I finished my lick she would shudder, and the reactions I elicited from her made my own pussy purr with pleasure.

It was completely different from giving a blowjob. Even as Mia held my head, she wasn’t pulling me against her to try and ram a cock as far as possible down my throat. And she wasn’t trying to orgasm as quickly as possible. She was just enjoying my mouth, enjoying letting me explore my curiosities between her legs. It felt sensual and unrushed, and I felt sexy as fuck doing something so naughty. It wasn’t that lesbian sex in itself was naughty, but eating out my therapist in her office was by far the sluttiest thing I had done. I fucking loved it.

“I want to taste you as well,” Mia said softly above me, making me pull my mouth away from her cunt and rest my chin on her groin, smiling up at her with shiny lips.

“But I’m having too much fun,” I playfully protested, not ready to stop eating her out.

“I didn’t say you had to stop,” she grinned down at me.

“What do you mean?”

“Have you ever sixty-nined anyone before?” she asked with a devilish smile.

My heart skipped a beat at the suggestion. “No,” I admitted shyly and truthfully. The thought of trying a brand new sex position thrilled me, as did the thought of doing it with Mia.

“Well, no time like the present,” she said as she reached down and grabbed the sides of my shirt.

I lifted my arms to allow her to pull it over my head before I unclasped my bra and tossed that aside as well. I giggled the whole time as the pair of us stripped me of my clothes. I stood up to kick off my shoes before Mia pulled down my jeans and panties. Before I knew it, I was as naked as her.

She wrapped her arms around me and the two of us embraced, our soft skin pressing against each other, our tits squashing together as our mouths found each other again and I let her wonderful tongue inside me once more. I moaned as her hands explored my naked body similar to how I had done to hers, caressing down my back and grabbing my ass. Mine was considerably smaller than hers but she still seemed to like it, holding most of it in the palm of one of her hands as her middle finger reached between my legs and traced up my wet slit, making me shiver with horniness.

“Mm,” I moaned as she touched me. Our mouths peeled off of each other and I bit my bottom lip as I enjoyed being in her arms.

“Get back on the couch,” she whispered to me with her devilish smile still plastered on her face.

“Yes, ma’am,” I giggled as I did as I was told. I lay down across the length of the couch, finding a pillow to rest my head on.

I watched excitedly as Mia got herself into position, the sexy older woman climbing onto the couch facing the opposite direction, swinging a leg over me and wrapping her arms underneath my thighs. I did the same, grabbing her ass in both hands as I looked at the beautiful snatch hovering inches above my face, a visible glob of cum resting between her pink labia and just begging to be licked up.

Mia beat me to it, immediately dropping her head between my legs and licking my desperate pussy. I pushed my head back into the pillow as my eyelids fluttered and I groaned in pleasure. I loved the feeling of the loose strands of hair tickling the insides of my thighs while her soft mouth gently kissed and sucked at my tender flesh. No mouth of any man had made my pussy feel so good.

Suddenly desperate to return the favor, I pulled down on her bountiful ass, bringing her cunt down onto my lips. I licked up the cum that was resting in her pink and swirled my tongue around her clit before sucking it between my lips. Mia whimpered into my pussy at the other end of me, loving being eaten out while she ate.

Sixty-nining Mia made me feel so good. It was so hot having her weight on top of me, our tits pressing into each other’s stomachs while our mouths were at work. My head was swimming with endorphins, my body running on lust. My sex-drive was certainly at maximum capacity in that moment, having my first lesbian experience and trying a new position. I was so glad I came to see Mia with my problem.

I massaged the naughty therapist’s round ass as I snacked on her cookie, pushing her cheeks together as I squeezed her generous rump. I was loving eating her out from below, wagging my tongue against her clit while her cum seeped out of her snatch, dripping down into my wanting mouth. I moaned with satisfaction not only from the experienced lesbian between my legs, but from the delicious taste of her honey rolling down the back of my throat.

“Oh, mm,” I moaned as Mia’s tongue swirled around my own clit, her lips kissing it and tugging on it while her hands clawed at the underside of my thighs.

My therapist made similar noises as I reciprocated the gesture. Our bodies undulated against each other as the sexual energy inside of us rose to boiling point. Our moans grew louder and our movements greater as my body pushed up against the weight of the beautiful woman on top of me.

“Nnggghhhh!” my scream was muffled by a mouthful of muff as I climaxed.

My ass cheeks squeezed together and rose off the couch as Mia pursed her lips around my sensitive bean, tugging it with the movements of her head and sending thunderclaps of ecstasy through my body. I quivered and moaned as I felt cum leak out of my hole and drip down my clenched cheeks onto the couch. I squeezed my eyes tightly shut as I sucked Mia’s clit into my mouth, causing a chain reaction in her that made her cum too.

Her scream was higher pitched, as she released my clit to cry out in pleasure. Her fingernails dug into the backs of my thighs and her hips drove down, pinning my head against the pillow and pushing her cunt down hard onto my mouth. Cum oozed out of her as she shuddered with ecstasy, the sticky substance painting the lower half of my face as we both rode out the incredible feedback loop of pleasure between the two of us.

As our orgasms waned, we breathed heavily against each other. Our tits heaved into each other’s stomachs as we regained control of our bodies. Mia’s groin let up on my face, allowing me to breathe properly as her soaking snatch was pulled off my lips. She placed sweet kisses all around the insides of my thighs, careful not to touch my hypersensitive pussy which steamed between my legs.

“Ohhhh my god,” I breathed, in a state of disbelief at how good lesbian sex felt.

Mia swung a leg over my head and spun around, scooting her ass back into the corner of the couch opposite me. Her big tits heaved as she caught her breath. One of her legs laid over mine and I could see her glistening snatch and puffy pink vulva basking in post-orgasm bliss. She adjusted her thin-rimmed glasses as she looked at me and chuckled, amused by my enthusiasm for sixty-nining her.

“Well, what do you think of being with a woman?” She asked.

“It’s…”

“Exciting?”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “It’s like having sex for the first time, except it doesn’t hurt. Like, at all. I’ve never been with someone so giving, so soft and yet confident. I’ve never felt this way about sex before.”

“You just need to keep trying new things in bed so that you don’t fall in a rut,” the naked forty year old slipped back into her therapist shoes for a moment.

“You’re right,” I said between panted breaths. “What were those other things on your list? I’ll need to have sex outdoors next and… what else?”

“Have your ass licked,” she jogged my memory as her lips curled into a devilish grin once more.

The mere words coming out of her mouth made my pussy tingle a bit, even though it was still recovering. “Mm, I have always been kinda intrigued by that,” I admitted. “It seems like it would feel nice, but I never worked up the courage to ask for it, and no one’s ever offered so…”

“We can do it now if you’d like,” Mia arched an eyebrow.

“What? Really? You’d lick my ass?” I perked up, suddenly very excited by the possibility to try even more new things with Mia.

“Yeah, absolutely. It feels really good. I promise,” she winked at me, another twinge in my pussy making me aware of how horny I still was.

“Um, okay,” I smiled at her. I couldn’t believe I was about to have my first rimjob at the mouth of this spectacular woman. It was so exciting I could hardly bear it. “Should I like… bend over?”

“Have you ever been bent over during sex?”

“Yeah, of course!”

“Then let’s go for something new then, shall we?” the naughty therapist suggested cryptically. She shuffled onto her knees and reached under my thighs to push up on them.

I giggled as I was woman-handled by the spectacular lesbian. I wasn’t sure what she was doing at first, but was excited to realize she was rolling my bottom half over my top. Once my legs were up in the air she pushed on my lower back, and my body curled so that my ass became my highest point, my knees dangling to either side of my head and my feet somewhere above me.

Mia got herself into position, and I could feel her luscious tits pressing into my lower back, propping me up as she smiled down at me over the top of my pussy. The position made my ass naturally spread apart and she smiled as she traced a finger over my cheeks and down into my valley, grazing my butthole without applying any pressure. I inhaled sharply and shivered at the feeling of someone touching me somewhere I’d never been touched.

“Oh,” I murmured as she circled the tip of her finger around the ridges of my balloon knot. My ass tightened reactively, winking at the lesbian therapist as she touched it.

Mia giggled. “Does it feel nice?” she asked as she kept moving her finger around my ring and through the crease of my ass.

“Yeah,” I smiled deliriously, enjoying the matinee before the main show. It felt so intimate having someone looking directly at my asshole while they lightly touched all around it. It was such a completely brand new experience, having the lower half of my body upside down, my butthole being caressed, and by another woman at that. On a day full of firsts, this one took the cake.

With my asshole pointed towards the ceiling, I could see my glistening pussy practically over my face. It was messy from the earlier orgasm, with a cocktail of cum and Mia’s saliva shining all around my vulva and in my pubes. I couldn’t wait for my butt to shimmer just as much.

There was a moment of almost silence as Mia kept touching my ring, her juicy lips planting kisses on my spread cheeks, making her way in closer with each one. As her mouth grew nearer and nearer my heart beat a little faster, my abs tensed a little harder, my breathing a little heavier. She pulled her finger away from my opening and replaced it with her tongue, pressing the tip right into the center of my pucker before circling it.

“Oh,” I whimpered as my whole body rolled a little tighter. The feeling of her wet, warm tongue on my asshole was better than I ever could have imagined. My toes curled and my brow creased as I bathed in the naughty, sensual act.

I saw Mia’s mouth broaden into a wide smile, but she didn’t take her tongue away from my hole. She pressed the flat of her tongue against it and slid it up and down, buttering my ass with her drool. I loved watching her from below, seeing her face above my pussy and between my spread cheeks, her hands holding what little rump I had while her pink tongue reached down and licked my previously off-limits orifice.

She pulled her tongue away from my rosebud and made direct eye contact with me as she pursed her lips and let a string of spittle drop out of her mouth. The saliva hit the bullseye and she swirled her tongue around, spreading it in circles and making a lewd squelching noise as her wetness basted my butthole.

I never knew my ass could feel so good. It was like a ball of light was spinning inside my anus, a different sensation to having my clit licked but almost as good, and it was heightened by the naughtiness of the whole act. It made my pussy burn brightly with arousal too as the adjacent erogenous zone was seen to. I was loving every second of the intimate rimjob.

“That feels so good,” I whined with a strained voice, relishing the brand new experience. “I never knew my ass could feel like this.”

“Feels pretty good doing it, too,” Mia said briefly before returning to tongue my ass some more. I made a mental note to try ass for myself in the near future, hoping I’d like it as much as I liked eating pussy.

Mia reached around one of my thighs and found my clit with her middle finger. She began teasing the engorged nub while her ceaseless tongue kept circling and rimming my asshole. Her chin pressed against my tailbone as she pushed the tip of her tongue against my hole, unable to overpower my clench but enough to make me moan and tense.

My clit was thankful for the attention, and her finger moved in concentric circles around it, applying enough pressure to stoke the horniness in my cunt. My moans became louder and more frequent as the energy inside me grew stronger, but for the first time, it felt like two separate entities. There was the glowing feeling in my pussy which I was used to, and the glowing feeling in my ass, which I was not. I squirmed and groaned as I watched Mia’s expert mouth and finger through half-closed eyes, in disbelief of how good this older woman was making me feel.

The balls of light in my nethers both seemed to grow to such a size that they merged, and then exploded inside me like a supernova of bliss. “Ohhhh nggghhhh!!! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I screamed as the mind-bending orgasm split me in half down the middle, my whole body feeling on fire with ecstasy.

I trembled on the couch with my ass up in the air. I could feel my butthole sucking in and releasing over and over as Mia used her whole head to drag her tongue over my spasming hole. She pulled her hand away from my clit in order to keep me upright, and it meant my cum dripped out of my pussy and all over my neck and chest, pooling between my collarbones.

My whole body continued to quake as Mia buried her tongue in my ass, burrowing her head left and right as she pushed hard against my hole. As it relaxed she was able to penetrate me, and when it tightened, it sucked her in. I screamed and yelped as wave after wave of the ridiculous climax surged through me, made so good by the taboo feeling of a woman’s tongue up my butt.

My muscles burned as they filled with lactic acid, having strained for too long throughout the intense orgasm. As the climax died down, I felt my body go limp, and my legs felt a lot heavier dangling to either side of my face. Mia pulled her tongue out of my ass and grinned at me as she shuffled back, letting me unfurl onto the couch. She stared down at my body and raked her fingers wherever she could reach, from the bottom of my ribs to my thighs, avoiding anywhere too sensitive.

I twitched randomly with aftershocks as the orgasm still stirred inside me, making me gasp any time my body would suddenly tense for a split second. I lay there with my eyes half closed, my brain foggy with pleasure as it rebooted. My pussy steamed in the afterglow of the bliss it experienced, and for the first time ever, so did my ass. My whole body felt as though it was floating except it was too heavy for me to move. I just lay there and waited for control to return.

Mia bent over and started kissing all over my stomach and up my chest. Every time her lips pressed against my skin I would twitch. I managed to find the strength to reach up, and wrapped my arms around her shoulders as she made her way further up, licking at the pool of sex on my neck before finding my mouth and kissing me passionately. I could taste a salty flavor on her lips that had to have been my own ass, mixed in with the sweetness of my pussy still lingering in her mouth.

“So, are you still having trouble getting excited about sex?” the naughty therapist asked me, looking at me through her glasses.

I looked past her head at her juicy rear that was up in the air behind her, wondering if I’d enjoy giving a rimjob as much as I liked receiving one. “Not at all,” I grinned with my moist mouth before I kissed her again. “But just in case it starts to happen again, I think I might need regular therapy.”

I left her office that day with a smile on my face.

THE END


My Roomie Sent Me A Nude

“How’s that look?” Lexi asked as she cocked a hip so that her ass poked out to the side. She pouted her lips and held the cake batter covered spoon near her face in an attempt to look seductive. Naturally, she looked as gorgeous as she always did, particularly as she puffed out her big tits, her pink bra visible beneath a thin white singlet, but seductive might have been a stretch.

“Hmm, I dunno,” I said as I lined up my roommate in the frame of her phone, adjusting my angle to see if it helped. It didn’t.

“Beth! I thought you said you were good at this!” she reprimanded me semi-seriously as she bounced on the spot, her big tits jiggling beneath her shirt.

“Oh, that looked hot. Maybe I should get a video? Chris would love that.”

“No, I want a sexy photo. I can use it on all the dating apps when things fall apart with Chris.”

“Things are gonna fall apart with Chris?” I looked over the top of my roommate’s phone and asked her with a hint of concern.

“Well, they all do eventually. It’s fine, whatever. I don’t even like him that much. He’s made me cum like, once,” she shook her curly blonde hair side to side as she talked about her latest fling. One that was apparently destined to be short-lived. “Stop talking about it! I just want a sexy photo,” she pleaded with a whiny, decidedly bratty voice.

“Okay. Well, your ass looks good in the boyshorts,” I said honestly. “Maybe we should get one from behind?”

“Uh, my ass looks bangin’ in these boyshorts,” she corrected me. She was right too, Lexi’s butt was the stuff of legend. It was juicy and grabbable but still sculpted nicely, a perfect round shape jutting out from her thighs. The combination of good genes and thousands of squats caught the attention of plenty of eyes around campus. “But that’s a good idea. How’s this look?”

She turned around and stood on her tiptoes so that her butt flexed and poked out a little. She looked over her shoulder at the camera and licked the white batter off the wooden spoon with a curled tongue.

“Oh yeah,” I approved. “Just pull your shorts up, they’re a little crinkly.”

Lexi reached behind herself and tugged up on the waistband of her blue shorts, the fabric straightening out and her lowest two inches of booty falling out the bottom, displaying the sexy crease where her peach bum met the back of her thighs. She put the hand back on her hip and held her tongue in place against the spoon looking fine as fuck.

I felt something stir inside me. Something familiar yet totally alien. There was a warmth in my groin usually reserved for when a guy's fingers ventured south, yet I couldn’t deny I felt it as I watched Lexi pose sluttily for the camera in our kitchen. I tried to dismiss the feeling and snapped the picture.

“Got it,” I said, feeling my face blush a little as Lexi lowered herself back down onto her heels, spinning around to reclaim her phone from me and check out the photo.

“Oh, hell yeah, Beth! That looks so hot, don’t you think?”

“Um, yeah,” I replied, trying to cover up how flustered I felt but not really succeeding.

“Well, they don’t call me Sexy Lexi for nothing. This’ll have Chris racing over here to fuck me when I send it to him.”

“I will if he doesn’t,” the words slipped out of my mouth, somehow bypassing the filter in my brain that was meant to stop me from saying anything embarrassing. My face felt hot as I turned a bright shade of pink. Lexi turned to me and poked me in the arm with a perfectly manicured finger.

“Beth! I’m meant to be the thot, not you,” she teased me, thankfully interpreting my comment as more of a joke than it was. “Maybe one day I’ll take you up on that when I get sick of boys who can’t eat pussy properly.”

“I’m not a lesbian,” I announced very matter of factly, my tone too serious in response to Lexi’s messing around.

“I know, Beth. I was kidding, jeez,” she said to me sardonically.

“Me too!” I shook my head, trying to snap myself out of whatever awkward funk I was in. “I’m gonna go to my room. Let me know if you need another photo for Chris.”

“Whatever, weirdo,” she arched an eyebrow at me as I spun on my heel and marched off to my room in total embarrassment.

What was wrong with me? Why was Sexy Lexi turning me on? Sure, I’d always known she was hot. Anyone with eyes knew that. But I didn’t have feelings like that for other girls. I just didn’t.

I closed the door behind me as I entered my room. I still felt all hot and flustered, my clothes feeling restrictive, like I couldn’t breathe properly. I stripped off down to just my panties, my chest feeling a wave of relief as I tossed away my bra. I pulled a comfortable tank top over my head and lay down on my bed, opening my laptop and pulling up an episode of some trash TV show to try and take my mind off of things.

As I lay there though my mind kept flashing back to Lexi’s juicy butt hanging out of her boyshorts, to her tits bouncing underneath her singlet, to her tongue curling around the white batter of the cake mix on the spoon. My nipples ached and my pussy throbbed as I was consumed by horniness. I felt like a bitch in heat, needing to relieve myself of the sexual tension pent up inside me.

I closed out of the TV show and opened up my porn website of choice. If these feelings weren’t gonna go away on their own, then I’d have to masturbate them out of me. I moved the mouse down the list of categories. I scrolled past my go-to, amateur, and continued down the list. Creampie, gross, no. Hardcore, tempting but no. My mouse hovered over the massage category, my second most frequented option. But I didn’t click on it. There was something directly above it that caught my eye, something I’d never gone into and seen for myself, something that piqued my curiosity. I moved the mouse up and clicked on the lesbian category.

Immediately my screen was filled with thumbnails of women kissing, pussies being licked and nipples being sucked, all by impossibly hot women with perfect makeup and not a hair out of place. I fucking loved it. I’d never felt this way about seeing women together before, but it stirred the warmth in my loins fantastically as I browsed the thousands of lesbian porn videos on offer.

I hovered my mouse over the thumbnails for clip previews of the scene, searching through and dismissing video after video, not even knowing what I was looking for until I found it. I landed on a video where one of the girls in it looked exactly like Lexi. She had blonde hair with curly ends worn just past her shoulders, a cute button nose and big, blowjob lips. She had similar tits than how I imagined Lexi’s to look, but she had a round, spankable booty that you could dig your nails into, just like my roomie. She was perfect.

I clicked on the video and watched it on the lowest volume setting. I could feel my panties becoming wet as I watched the Lexi look alike make out with another girl, their hands exploring each other's bodies and the camera getting an upskirt view of her ass. I gulped and watched wide eyed, not sure where this sudden lesbian curiosity was coming from but enjoying the ride nonetheless.

The other girl pulled not-Lexi’s top over her head and kissed all over her tits, taking her nipple into her mouth and flicking it with her tongue. My own nipples ached and poked through my tank top as my arousal grew. Just as the woman was about to pull down not-Lexi’s skirt and expose her pussy, my phone dinged with a photo notification.

I would have left it alone if I didn’t see out of the corner of my eye that it was from Lexi. My heart skipped a beat and I immediately paused the video, setting my laptop aside and scooping my phone off the bed. I clicked on the notification and when it opened my eyes just about fell out of my head.

The photo was of my roommate, sitting on the kitchen counter, braless and with her shirt pulled up, the middle of its hem clenched in her teeth. Her big tits were bare save for two mouthfuls of white cake mix covering her nipples. One hand held the phone, while the other was filling her panties, touching herself as she looked up at the camera with half closed eyes. The caption written across it read ‘Like what you see?’

A pulse of arousal shot out from my pussy and radiated through my entire body. I need to finger myself straight away. Careful not to click on the picture and make it disappear forever, I held my phone in one hand while my other reached into my panties much like Lexi did in the photo. I ran a finger between my pussy lips, feeling my horniness manifested in physical form as my wetness coated it. I traced my finger upwards and reached my clit, the bean engorged and hardened below its hood, begging to be played with.

I stared at the photo as I began rubbing. It felt so naughty masturbating to a photo of my roommate, so taboo. But I didn’t care. It felt too good.

The next sequence of events all seemed to take place in the space of about two seconds. I heard the rapid thud of running footsteps, followed by my door swinging open and Lexi bursting in. My heart skipped a beat as I immediately whipped my hand out of my panties while my other hand clicked on the photo, the picture gone from my phone forever. I tasted metal in my mouth as adrenaline pulsed through my body out of fear that I’d just been caught by my roommate touching myself to her.

“I am so sorry I sent you that, Beth!” Lexi exclaimed, her own eyes wide with horror. “I only just realized I accidentally sent it to you and not Chris.”

“Oh!” I said, my heart pounding against my ribs. “That’s okay. I didn’t mind.”

“You didn’t?” she asked, straightening herself up.

“No, it’s fine. I was literally just taking raunchy photos of you,” I said as I tried to hide my disappointment that I’d lost the sexy selfie. I tried to take mental snapshots of my stunning roommate standing in my doorway, petrified. She’d put her blue boyshorts back on but she opted not to waste time putting her bra back on. Her puffy pink nipples could be seen through her singlet, the shape of her tits visible beneath the thin fabric.

“Yeah, but, that was really raunchy,” she pointed out.

“It’s fine, honestly,” I said, having saved the mental picture to my brain and wanting her to leave so I could finish the job she’d interrupted.

“Wait a second, was your hand in your panties when I came in?” she asked, her lips curling into a mischievous grin.

“What!? No!” I stammered, the metal taste in my mouth becoming stronger.

“Did I catch you doing something naughty, Beth?”

“Lexi, look, I don’t know what I think you saw, but I wasn’t doing anything.”

“You sure you weren’t touching yourself to my selfie?” she teased as she stepped towards my bed.

“No, Lexi, I swear.”

“So then how do you explain that?” she nodded her head to something behind me.

I turned around and my heart sank as I realized I had no leg to stand on. My laptop screen was still open, the paused image of the lesbian porn scene giving away my guilt. I closed my eyes and let out a sigh. How was I going to talk my way out of this one?

“I’ll ask again. Were you touching yourself while you looked at my big tits covered in cake mix?” she asked, clearly loving my embarrassment.

I opened my eyes and faced her. I couldn’t think of a lie that I thought she would buy so I was only left with the truth. “Okay, fine. Yes. Yes I was. I got turned on when I was taking photos of you before and I’ve never been turned on by a girl. So I was watching lesbian porn to see if it did anything for me when I received your photo.”

“Really!?” she asked, her mouth in a sort of bewildered open smile as she climbed onto my bed and sat cross legged next to me. “That is so fun! So did it do anything for you?”

“I mean… I was pretty horny,” I admitted shyly. “I don’t know, Lexi. I’ve never masturbated to the thought of another woman before.”

“Haven’t you? Let me ask you this: when you watch porn, do you focus on the man or the woman?”

“Well, the woman I suppose. Because I’m a woman and I like seeing her receive pleasure. That’s normal, right?”

“Oh, totally normal. But I think there might be a little lesbian side to you.”

“I never thought I had that, but after what’s happened in the last hour, you might be right. Have you ever done anything with another girl?”

“Nope. But I’ve always been kinda curious myself. I read a lesbian erotic book once and I came pretty hard to that.”

“Woah,” I breathed. I wasn’t used to talking this frankly about sex, and part of me was surprised that Alexis had never had a lesbian experience of her own. She always seemed so free, not like me.

“I have an idea,” she said, straightening her back and smiling cheekily. “Why don’t you and I kiss, and we’ll see if it does anything for us?”

“Lexi, you can’t be serious.”

“As a heart attack! Why not? We’re friends, if we don’t like it we’ll just pretend it never happened.”

“And what if only one of us likes it?” I asked. My pussy throbbed at my roommate’s proposition, and I wanted to say yes, but I also didn’t want to come across as some lesbian freak trying to bed my friend and ruin what we had.

“Same thing, we pretend it never happened. It’s just an experiment to see if it awakens anything in us. It doesn’t mean anything and it’s not going to lead to anything. Just be chill.”

“Okay,” I said, unsure about the ramifications but too horny to let the opportunity pass. If nothing else it would give me something pretty potent to flick my bean to.

Lexi smiled as she leaned in. I could feel my heart fluttering in my chest as her face neared mine. I tilted my chin down with reticence for what was about to happen, but Lexi leaned forward on her hands and craned her neck to find me anyway. Her lips pressed against mine and fireworks exploded in my heart and in my groin.

She felt so soft and gentle. Her glossy lips interlocked with mine as we both pursed them together, our noses pressing into each other's cheeks as we kissed. Her feminine scent intoxicated me, she smelled so good I could barely believe it. The wetness in my panties grew as I tilted my head up and reached forward to kiss her again.

My lips felt completely on fire as Lexi and I pressed them together. I struggled to control my breathing, my nostrils flaring as staggered breaths blew out of them. Lexi placed a hand on my arm and gooseflesh broke out all along it. My pussy ached with yearning.

My roommate seemed to be enjoying the kiss as well, as she flicked her tongue across my lips, prompting me to open my mouth and let her in. Our tongues worked along the other’s length, massaging our taste buds and swirling around as our open mouths melded together. It was the softest, deepest, sexiest kiss I’d ever had.

My mouth hung open in the air for a moment as Lexi pulled away, hoping for another kiss that wasn’t coming. My eyelids fluttered open and I leaned back on my pillows, staring at my roommate, who was beaming at me with pride. I noticed her nipples were erect and poking through her singlet.

“So? How was that?” she asked giddily, pushing her curly blonde hair over an ear.

“That was… yeah. You?”

“Yeah.”

“I’m pretty sure I’m into girls.”

“I think I might be too. Do you... want to take the experiment a little further?” Lexi suggested cautiously.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Nothing crazy. Just, you know, taking our tops off while we kiss?”

“Okay,” I said plainly, as if on autopilot. I was gonna be fingering myself for days after this encounter, and if my roommate wanted to give me more material, then so be it.

I watched with wide eyes as Sexy Lexi crossed her arms over her body and pulled her singlet over her head. As she tossed the singlet aside and lowered her arms, her heavy tits fell into place, my eyes unable to look away from the glorious globes with her nipples standing to attention on her puffy pink areola. She gave me a look as if to say ‘your turn’ and I pulled my own tank top over my head, my roommate staring at my chest the same way I did hers.

“Wow,” she breathed. “Okay, are you ready?”

I nodded slowly, still not quite believing what was happening. Lexi shifted over to me and I uncrossed my legs, letting myself slide down on the pillows so that she could climb on top of me. First, I felt the weight of her gorgeous, big breasts on me, then they smushed together as she lowered her face down to mine.

Our mouths opened immediately and our tongues danced between them again. We kissed slowly and deeply as our tits pressed together. I could feel her hard nubs poking into my flesh as mine did hers. I let out the softest of moans into her mouth as the fireworks were set off again in my chest and groin. One of her thighs was positioned between my legs and my pussy rested against it, unable to retreat from her soft skin, with only a couple millimetres of cotton separating us.

“Mm, you feel warm on my leg,” Lexi said between kisses in a sultry voice.

“Oh, sorry. My panties are a bit wet,” I admitted, embarrassed by how turned on I was.

“No need to apologize. I like it,” she smiled before kissing me again, her tongue stroking my own. “Do you?”

“Yeah…” I breathed, nodding my head as my hands ran over her shoulders and down her bare back, embracing my topless roommate.

“Would you mind if I kissed your boobs?” she asked.

“Okay,” I whispered, my brain screaming ‘fuck yes’ but my mouth not wanting to scare her off by being overly enthusiastic.

Lexi kissed down my cheek and sucked on my neck, making my fingers tense on her back as I let out another soft moan. I tried to restrain myself, not wanting my roommate to think I was into it too much. It was a bizarre stance to take, but in my mind we were still just doing this as an experiment, one that would end at any moment once Lexi got what she felt she needed. And I wanted to prolong that experiment as long as possible.

Her head continued down, kissing my collarbone as one hand came up and gently caressed one of my breasts. Her face made its way down to the other and she pressed her lips into my soft, pliable flesh, placing kisses all around it while her thumb lightly flicked over my nipple. I breathed in staggered breaths, her mouth and hand making the horniness in my pussy almost unbearable. Her thigh had moved downwards along with the rest of her, and my crotch was now warming her belly as she tended to my tits.

She took a nipple in her mouth while her thumb circled the other one, the move making me arch my back and take in a sharp breath of air. Her soft mouth felt so good on my breasts. There was no stubble scratching me, no aggressive tongue abusing my nipples, just the smooth, gentle, perfect mouth of another girl. Her tongue flicked the erect nub before she kissed it lightly again, marking it with her saliva. She took her time before moving on to my other breast, seemingly leaving no square inch of skin unkissed as she repeated her actions.

“Do you want to try?” she offered once she was satisfied my tits had been properly seen to, which they well and truly had. Her gorgeous face looked up at me from between my tits, her brow slightly creased as she awaited the response she was always going to get.

“Yes,” I nodded, causing a smile to spread across Lexi’s lovely lips.

Her body slid up over mine, and she moved her knees to either side of my hips, properly straddling me to allow herself to move higher up. She basically fed her tits to me, lowering the perfect globes of flesh hanging off her chest into my mouth. I did the same she’d done to me, flicking her erect nipples with the tip of my tongue before swirling around them and sucking them between my lips.

Her stiff, pink soldiers felt incredible in my mouth, hard on top of a small hill of puffy areola. Her tits still tasted sweet from the cake mix she’d put on them for her sexy selfie. I loved moving from one breast to the other, smothering myself in her ample cleavage and breathing all of her in. As I flicked a sugary nipple, I felt Lexi’s thighs tighten around my waist, her crotch slightly grinding into my tummy as she let out the briefest of moans. The experiment certainly seemed to be working for the both of us.

With a growing confidence, my hands wandered south down Lexi’s back, and I grabbed two handfuls of her fantastic juicy ass while I coated her tits in saliva. I gave her a squeeze and she pushed herself down harder on to me in response, letting out a tiny moan again as her crotch ground down against my abdominals.

“Beth,” she said, and I pulled my face away from her tits.

“Yeah?” I held my breath thinking this was it, the end of our steamy time together.

“I think I want to fuck you,” she said softly, her words causing more wetness to coat the gusset of my panties.

“I think I want you to,” I replied, the pair of us looking into each other's eyes with a mix of yearning and unsureness.

“I’m going to take off your panties now,” Alexis said, shuffling back down the bed.

I was thankful she was taking the lead, because I sure had no idea what the fuck I was doing. Lexi had more sexual experience than me, even if a lesbian hookup wasn’t one of them, so it made sense for her to be a little more confident. Her legs moved down my own as her hands reached my panties.

She curled her fingers into the sides of the waistband and pulled the cotton underwear down my legs. I lifted my butt to let her, and thread my feet between her legs so that she could pull the panties over them, leaving me completely nude. I was so nervous but at the same time so excited to be naked in front of Lexi, and I found the courage to part my legs and lay them to either side of her, exposing my pussy.

Lexi’s eyes went wide at the sight of my glistening cunt, my velvety lips peeling apart as I spread my legs to reveal my private pink folds. She gripped my thighs and looked down at me with an excited smile on her face. Despite her experience with a multitude of men, I could sense an endearing nervousness radiating off her as she was faced with her first pussy. It made me feel slightly more at ease, knowing we were both taking these steps for the first time together.

After what felt like an eternity of staring at my horny crotch, Lexi looked up at me, her eyes riddled with hesitation. “I don’t know what to do,” she announced ashamedly. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay,” I tried to comfort her. “I don’t know what I’m doing either. This is all so new to the both of us.”

“No, like, I literally don’t even know where to start,” she said, her wavering voice making me scared she was going to run out of the room at any moment.

“Okay, okay,” I said in a calming tone. “Why don’t I start with you? That might make you feel better.” I was proud of myself for suggesting such a thing, the leadership role thrust into my arms if I wanted this lesbian encounter to continue, which I most certainly did.

Lexi nodded rapidly. “Would you? That would be amazing.”

“Of course. Lay back for me and take off your shorts,” I told her. Lexi seemed glad to have an instruction to follow, and she quickly threw herself onto her back and pulled her shorts and panties down in one swift motion, joining me in nakedness.

I got myself up from the mess of pillows at the head of my bed and crawled over to her. I looked down at her perfect slit as she spread her legs for me. She was waxed completely bare and her wet lips shimmered with arousal. As much as I’d enjoyed a stiff dick in the past, I never found them to be particularly alluring, but the same could not be said for Lexi’s pretty pussy. It looked completely inviting and I felt compelled to taste it.

“I don’t really have any clue what I’m doing either,” I giggled as I was faced with the task of eating my first pussy.

Lexi giggled with me girlishly. “So what are we gonna do then?”

“I have an idea,” I said as I turned around and picked up my laptop. I lay it next to Lexi with the screen angled towards me. Lexi smiled and covered her face with her hands in disbelief at what we were doing.

“Oh my god,” she chuckled. “That’s so smart.”

I grinned at her and hit the spacebar on my laptop, the video I had been watching picking up where I’d left off. The porn actress on screen kissed not-Lexi’s tits and moved her way down the bed, pulling off the girl’s skirt and panties and revealing her shaved snatch. Unlike Lexi and me, the porn actress had no qualms about eating box and started kissing up the length of not-Lexi’s thighs, teasing her with her lips.

I mirrored the actions on screen and dragged my tongue along my roommate’s smooth skin, placing gentle kisses along it and making her twitch whenever I touched somewhere particularly erogenous. Gradually I made my way closer to Lexi’s snatch, teasing her like the woman in the video. I was close enough to her sex that I could smell it, the concentrated floral sweetness stinging my nostrils delightfully and making me salivate with desire. She smelled heavenly and I couldn’t wait to taste her.

The porn actress gave little eskimo kisses to her lover’s clit, and I did the same, pulling back on the sides of Lexi’s hood to expose her cute little love button and rubbing the tip of my nose on it. Lexi’s abs tensed and she let out a half-giggle, half-moan at the sensation. I loved watching the effect I was having on her, but had to dart my eyes back to the laptop for guidance.

It seemed it was time to lick Lexi’s pussy. I copied my porn counterpart and slowly licked all the way through Lexi’s pink with the flat of my tongue. I started at her opening and went all the way to her clit, massaging her labia with my tongue and collecting her flavor on it as I did so. Lexi let out a guttural moan of ecstasy as I licked through her, and my eyebrows arched with delight as her flavor assaulted my taste buds. Her sex was absolutely delicious. So sweet yet tart, I felt instantly addicted.

I stroked my tongue against her again, with more confidence this time, the fear of the unknown completely gone and my lust for her cum replacing it. I wanted more of her deliciousness, and I licked her again and again to get it. Lexi reached underneath her thighs and held her legs apart for me as she breathed heavily, her tits heaving and taut stomach tensing as she moaned gratefully into the air.

She watched me through half closed eyes as I watched the laptop screen to make sure I was doing the right thing. I saw the actress dip her tongue into the channel of not-Lexi and I did the same to my roommate, my upper lips resting on her clit as I made my tongue rigid and penetrated her warm hole. I licked the ridges of her inner walls and swirled my tongue around, collecting plenty of her sticky nectar on it for me to satiate my appetite.

On screen, the porn actress had replaced her tongue with a pair of fingers while she flicked and sucked on her co-worker’s clit. I did the same to Lexi, only using one finger to start as I pushed it into her slick channel, her vagina choking my digit erotically as I worked it in. My mouth relocated to her clitoris where I circled her engorged little bean with my tongue, dragging it around with it. Lexi’s moaning became a little louder at the feeling.

“Fuck, that feels so good. Just keep doing that,” she said through staggered breaths, her body controlled by lust.

I sucked her clit into my mouth and rolled it over with my tongue while I introduced a second finger into her slippery cunt. She easily accommodated the extra digit, her opening stretching so that I could finger her with more girth. Lexi cried out in ecstasy, her knuckles going white on the underside of her thighs.

“Holy shit, Beth!” she cried out. “I never knew it could feel this good!”

I pursed my lips around her clit and gave it a wet kiss before fluttering the tip of my tongue against it like the actress was doing in the porn video. I did it as fast as I could, my tongue flicking up and down like an overexcited lizard against her stiff little button. I felt Lexi’s cunt clamp shut around my fingers as her first orgasm given to her by another woman ripped through her.

She couldn’t hold onto her thighs any longer, her legs pressing into the bed to either side of me as she gripped two fistfuls of duvet. Her back arched and she undulated her hips against my fingers and face, closing her eyes and letting out an almighty groan of unbridled pleasure while she writhed on my bed. She looked so incredibly hot as she came, and I was full of a satisfaction I’d never felt by giving her such intense pleasure.

‘Holy shit, I’m cumminggggg!!!’ the exaggerated scream burst out of my laptop speakers at the same time my roommate gushed liquid sex all over me. I pulled out my fingers and made my tongue flat, lapping up her delicious honey, completely drunk on its taste. The translucent goo painted the lower half of my face as I messily tried to collect as much of it as I could, moaning with appreciation while Sexy Lexi wailed above me.

As Lexi came down from her high, she pushed my head off her hypersensitive pussy before pulling me up towards her satisfied face. The pair of us giggled as I approached her, my mouth and chin glistening with her own cum, both of us in disbelief and totally energized with passion after what we’d just done. I laid my body down on top of her and we kissed, her tongue probing inside my mouth so that she could taste her own sweet sex.

Her body twitched below me with aftershocks from the orgasm I’d just given her, every so often her muscles spasming and bucking her hips up against mine, shaking her tits against mine. We giggled and kissed again and again as similar sounds came from my laptop, our porn counterparts doing the same.

“Do you want to try to eat my pussy again?” I asked her, praying that post-orgasm Lexi would be less hesitant to go down on me.

“Mhmm,” she looked me in the eyes and nodded her head, biting her bottom lip with a horny smile on her face. “What was it like?”

“It was everything,” I replied. “So much sweeter than blowing a guy, so much more satisfaction. Seeing the response it got from you was so hot, and you taste better than I could have ever imagined.”

Lexi giggled girlishly. “I want to see for myself,” she said with an eager voice.

“How do you want me?” I asked.

“Hmm. What are the pornstars doing?”

“Let’s see,” I turned the laptop screen towards our heads, and we both looked to our side to watch what the pair would do next.

Not-Lexi bent her friend over, the skinny porn star putting all her weight on her knees and the side of her face as she presented herself to be eaten out. Not-Lexi was playfully slapping her ass and spreading her pussy for the camera, giving us a good look at the meal she was about to consume.

“Do you want to do that?” Lexi asked me, a tone in her voice indicating she hoped I would say yes.

“Sure!” I replied to her delight. “She looks a little uncomfortable though. I might adapt it a little.”

I reached up to the head of my bed and grabbed a pillow before climbing off my roommate. I spun around and placed the pillow underneath my tummy as I bent forward in a prone position, propping myself up on my elbows and forearms. I did not want to do whatever the porn star was doing to her poor neck, but I felt comfortable and giddy as I presented myself all the same to Lexi, my pussy on fire and begging to be devoured.

My horny roommate raked her fingernails up the backs of my thighs and up to my ass, the sensation making my feet kick up slightly and my back arch as I tingled with pleasure. My snatch felt like it must be practically steaming, the little pink clam between my legs flushed with horniness and begging for Lexi’s mouth.

She didn’t give it to me straight away though. She kissed my butt cheeks, pressing them together and placing her lips all over my rump and backs of my thighs. The curly ends of her blonde hair tickled my skin as she moved around behind me, brushing against me lightly and adding to my arousal. I couldn’t see the laptop screen from where I was but it sounded like my porn counterpart was already getting her pussy eaten. Lexi was going off book and teasing me into oblivion, not that I needed it. My cunt had been wet for so long, so desperate for some stimulation.

“Please…” I muttered as my mind cast back to thoughts of receiving the sexy selfie, how hot Lexi looked with cake mix on her tits, the pulse of arousal it sent through my pussy, the newfound lesbian desires it stoked inside me, and how much I wanted to lick the cake mix off of her.

Lexi granted my wish and slowly licked through my puffy pink lips, starting at my clit and parting my velvet lips as she made her way to my opening, dipping an inch of herself into me before curling her tongue back into her mouth. I closed my eyes and sighed deeply, my spine tingling with pleasure and making my shoulder blades shift as my pussy was finally seen to.

“Mmm, you’re right,” Lexi said from behind me. “Pussy tastes incredible.”

“I told you. Now do it again,” I instructed. My directness was out of character for me, but I was too turned on and needed my roommate to lick me forever.

Lexi bent down again, and I felt her hot breath on my crotch while she placed her hands on the backs of my thighs, using her thumbs to spread my puffy lips so that she could see inside me. She licked again and again, her soft tongue gently sliding through my slickness and exploring my delicate folds with precision and hunger. My lips quivered as I breathed heavily through them, Lexi moaning softly into my snatch as she enjoyed herself.

There would be a brief pause every now and again as she looked to the laptop screen for guidance. The exaggerated porn moans came out of the speakers on the lowest volume while Lexi copied what her lookalike was doing to the bent over actress. She dipped her tongue into my channel, sinking it as far as she could before twisting her head left and right, presumably mirroring the pornstar. It felt amazing having her penetrate me, even with something as short and squishy as her tongue, and she massaged my opening and inner walls as she twirled around.

Then she dragged her tongue back down and saw to my clit. She gave the engorged bean sweet kisses, tugging on it lightly before flicking it with the tip of her tongue. My heavy breaths became vocal moans from the clitoral stimulation, her enthusiastic tongue making me feel like my pussy was glowing as she gave it the attention it so desperately wanted.

I could feel an orgasm rising quickly but Lexi relinquished my clit and buried her mouth into my snatch, moulding her lips to my slit and stroking her tongue up and down through it, the lewd wet sounds of her moist tongue moving between my slick pink joining the sounds of both of our moaning. It felt so god damn amazing having her pretty mouth eating me out, and despite it being my roommate’s first time eating box, she felt better than any guy. Her soft lips, her delicate tongue, her smooth cheeks pressed against my thighs, her gentle but strong strokes through my cunt. I felt light as air having my sexy friend eating me out from behind.

Lexi dragged her tongue all the way through my pussy and continued north over my taint and onto my asshole. The feeling of her wet tongue unexpectedly licking my most private area made me jolt and let out a vocal gasp of surprise.

“What are you doing!?” I asked, my high pitched response prompting Lexi to pull her tongue away from my back door.

“They’re doing it in the video. The girl seemed to like it so I thought why not. You don’t like it?” Lexi replied.

“Umm, I’ve just never had anyone do that before. It took me by surprise is all” I said, looking back over my shoulder at her. “It did feel kinda nice though, I guess.”

“Do you want me to do it again?” Lexi asked, her mouth curling into a wicked grin.

“Yeah, okay,” I said with an unconvinced voice. I turned my head back around and re-assumed the prone position. I didn’t want Lexi to see it, but my brow was creased with unsureness. I’d signed up for some lesbian experimentation, I had no idea that would involve ass eating. But it did feel kind of nice, and my butthole tingled with delight at the brief oral attention that had been paid to it, so I chalked it up to another new experience for me to have and let Lexi rim me.

My roommate’s hands moved from the backs of my thighs up to my rump, parting my cheeks slightly so that she could nestle her face in between them. She stuck out her wet tongue and licked my naughtiest of holes, basting it with her saliva and my own cum the lingered on her. Her tongue squelched on my butthole as she pushed it through the tight valley between my cheeks, before she circled the tip of her tongue around the rough ridges of my star.

My asshole winked every time her tongue touched it, puckering as it was tasted by another person for the first time. It felt weird at first having her slippery tongue swirling around my balloon knot, but it also felt so wickedly naughty, even naughtier than having lesbian sex with my roommate. But the strangeness of the sensation quickly faded and I moaned loudly as I felt incredible pleasure emanating from a place I’d never felt pleasure before. My butthole tingled and my spine felt like it was electrified, forcing me to arch my back and push my tummy into the pillow beneath it.

“Ohhhh, Alexis,” I cooed. “That feels so fucking hot.”

Lexi didn’t reply. She couldn’t bring herself to pull her face out of my ass as she hungrily devoured my hole. I suspected my roommate was enjoying performing the lewd act almost as much as I was. She would trace circles around my ring with the tip of her tongue before making it flat and licking it up and down. Then she’d kiss it with her soft, supple lips and spit out a little drool for her tongue to butter my ass with. As my back door winked uncontrollably, drops of her saliva would be sucked up by it, and I felt the warm liquid trickle inside me.

“Please, play with my clit,” I begged, so desperate to cum that I thought I’d explode if it didn’t happen soon.

Lexi let go of one of my ass cheeks and moved her hand back down to my pink. She stroked the pad of her middle finger through my cunt and stopped at my stiff love button, teasing and circling it as her tongue did the same to my asshole. She worked her hand into a rhythm and before long she was flicking my bean left and right vigorously as she moaned into my ass, vibrating my ring with her voice as her tongue feverishly worked my back door.

My moans became louder as well, the sounds coming from the pornstars no longer audible with how much Lexi and I were enjoying each other. A terrific wave of pleasure swelled within me and then unleashed in a tidal wave of euphoria.

“AHHH! Fuck!” I cried out as I came. Ecstasy coursed through my veins as Lexi gave me the best orgasm of my life. My feet kicked up as my muscles tensed, my ankles pressing against my roommate’s snatch while I writhed on top of the pillow. My hips bucked, pushing myself harder onto Lexi’s face as her tongue just kept swirling relentlessly around my spasming asshole. Cum seeped out of my snatch and her rapidly moving hand flicked the sticky goo all over her own chin and down the backs of my thighs.

My head dropped to the mattress and I pushed down hard into it as I rode out wave after wave of immeasurable pleasure from what my roommate was doing to my nethers. My head was swimming in blissful hormones as Lexi moved her head hungrily through the crack of my ass, pressing her soft, wet tongue against my hole over and over, intensifying my orgasm like I never knew it could.

Eventually, after what seemed like an hour but was probably more like a minute, I couldn’t cum any longer. My pussy was spent, my muscles filled with lactic acid after flexing and undulating for so long. Lexi stopped flicking my clit, knowing how sensitive it had become. But her mouth stayed in my ass a little longer, her movements becoming more tender as she kissed my back door lovingly and circled it gently with her tongue, helping me down from my high.

Once I’d caught my breath, she helped take the pillow out from underneath me and I rolled onto my back, spreading my legs so that Lexi could lay on top of me. I embraced my gorgeous roommate, our mouths instantly finding each other as I tasted all the flavors of my nethers on her lips and tongue. The sweetness of my pussy and the saltiness of my asshole activated my taste buds as we crammed our tongues into each other passionately.

My hands, as if with a mind of their own, reached down and rested on her ass, lightly kneading her flesh while my own pussy and asshole basked in the terrific afterglow of my orgasm beneath her.

Lexi broke the kiss and looked me in the eyes, a semi-serious expression on her face. “I have to confess something,” she said.

“What?” I asked, unsure where she was going with this.

“I didn’t send you that nude by accident. I saw how flustered you got in the kitchen when you were taking photos of me and it kinda turned me on. I wanted to see what would happen if I sent you something really sexy.”

I giggled at her cunning and gave her a tap on the ass. “You bad girl! Well, they don’t call you Sexy Lexi for nothing.”

“I think they might call me Lesbian Lexi after this,” she grinned down at me.

“I think we both have some lesbian inclincations after all. The experiment seemed pretty conclusive. It was fucking amazing wasn’t it?” I smiled back up at her, completely entranced by her beauty and sexiness.

“Why are you talking in the past tense?” she arched an eyebrow.

“You want to watch another video?”

“Hell yeah I do!”

We both giggled and rolled onto our stomachs, browsing through the lesbian category on my laptop in search of another hot video we could emulate. I had a feeling masturbation would become a thing of the past living with Lexi.

THE END


Lesbian Police

I knew better than to speed down the highway in the middle of the night, especially in the state I was in. There were no tears, I wasn’t going to waste any more on him. There was only anger. I’d given Ralph so many chances, and yet he still cheated on me, time after time. If he insisted on embarrassing me like this, then I insisted on taking his car.

And driving his car felt good. I flew down the highway in his prized Mustang, with no regard for the vehicle if I was to crash, and no regard for myself. The speedometer needle breezed past 80mph, then 90mph. The V8 engine didn’t purr, it roared down the deserted highway.

Suddenly, my moment of empowerment was brought to a predictable but immediate stop as the reflection in the rear view mirror flashed red and blue.

Fuck. My. Life.

I let my foot off the gas and applied the brakes, the powerful roar of the engine sounding depressed as it was forced to slow to a stop on the side of the road. I turned the engine off, the silence deafening as I heard only my own pulse. My anger gave way to fear, my heart pounding in my chest and the taste of metal filling my mouth. Now, the tears were coming, but I choked them back to maintain what scrap of dignity I had left. I refused to let them come for a sequence of events he put into motion.

What had I done? Getting some payback on my boyfriend could very well end up with me losing my license and therefore most likely my job. I would have to pray for a miracle and try to  get let off with a warning. Maybe I could suck the cop’s dick. I’d always thought myself above that, but forcing myself to do a bit of undignified oral was better than the alternative.

I watched in the side view mirror as the silhouette of the cop became larger with each step he took, my fate soon to be decided. Suddenly, the tap of his flashlight on the glass, his other hand gripping his gun in its holster. I gulped and wound down the window, preparing myself to flirt like I’d never flirted before.

“License and registration, please,” the voice said, very high pitched for a man. I squinted against the flashlight being pointed in my face, my eyes adjusting so that I could just make out the features of the cop’s face.

Shit! It was a god damn woman. It was a fucking lady cop pulling me over in the middle of the night. I couldn’t suck my way out of a ticket if the cop had no dick! My thoughts scattered, the flirting tactic abandoned, as I tried to think up an angle to try and get out of this.

“License and registration, now!” the voice repeated, more stern this time.

I’d been thinking too long, I had no plan. I was going to have to wing it. I reached into my handbag on the passenger seat, rummaging around for my license, and then the glovebox for Ralph’s registration, hearing the slight metallic rattle of the cop’s gun as she gripped it tighter while I searched. The cop had no reason to shoot me, and yet, I still felt threatened and vulnerable, knowing that with one wrong move I could accidentally give her cause. This just made my thoughts scatter even more, as I started to resign myself to the fact that I was well and truly, without a doubt, fucked.

Finding the documents, I handed them over to the officer, trying not to let my hands shake as I did so.

“Do you know how fast you were going?” she asked.

“No, sir- ma’am. I think about eighty?” I lied.

“Ninety-four miles per hour,” she corrected me. “Have you had anything to drink tonight?”

“No, ma’am,” I lied again, instinctively.

“Good, then you won’t mind blowing into this,” she said as she produced a handheld breathalyzer.

“N-no, ma’am,” I replied. I’d had one beer. One lousy beer. I prayed to anyone that was listening that it had made its way out of my system by now. I wrapped my lips around the tube, and blew until the unit beeped, not the blowjob I had planned for in this encounter.

“0.01%,” she announced as she peered closely at my license. My heart sank. “Says here you’re underage, Ms Tate.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I sighed. “I’ll be twenty-one in October.”

“Then it looks like you should have waited five more months before having a beer,” she said pointedly. I had to restrain myself from making a snarky comment. “Wait here,” she instructed.

I rested my head on the steering wheel and exhaled, cursing myself under my breath as the cop walked back to her cruiser. If there was a way out of this, I wasn’t seeing it. She let me sit there and stew in my guilt for what felt like an eternity before she returned to the door.

“Ma’am, please step out of the vehicle,” she said forcefully.

“What? No, officer, please, it was just one beer. Can’t we just-”

“Ma’am, step out of the vehicle now. This car has been reported stolen.”

That motherfucker. He had the gall to dob me into the cops after what he did. Reluctantly, I complied with the police officer and stepped out. As soon as I stood, she immediately spun me, forced my hands behind my back and cuffed my wrists. She side-stepped me over to the trunk of the car and bent me over, causing me to wince as my head banged against the rear spoiler. It felt quite unnecessary to me, and she stood uncomfortably close, I could feel her groin pressing into my ass as she forced me down. I dared not protest though, not when I was already in as much trouble as I was.

“I’m going to pat you down now,” she announced. “Do you have anything on you I should know about? Anything that’s going to stick me?”

“No, ma’am,” I said truthfully as she felt me over my clothes. Again, it felt totally unnecessary. I was wearing a tight tank top and denim short shorts, there was nowhere for me to hide anything. She reached underneath me and felt both of my tits, squeezing them slightly, before moving down, grabbing my thighs, my butt, and getting incredibly close to my pussy. I was fairly confident that wasn’t standard operating procedure but again, I said nothing.

The cop climbed into the driver seat and rummaged through the compartments of the car. I stood, bent over on the side of the highway, the cool breeze tickling the bottom of my ass that was slightly exposed below my shorts. Shame overcame me. This would ruin my life. Then it got worse.

The lady cop appeared at my side with something in her hand. It was hard for me to see with the flashing blue and red lights of her cruiser, until she held it out directly in front of me.

“Want to explain this?” she asked, my heart sinking further than I thought possible as she held Ralph’s glass weed pipe in front of my face. “You’re going to be coming back to the station now.”

***

The ride back to the police station was a silent one. I sat in the back seat, hands still cuffed, just barely managing to fight back tears the whole way. The officer pulled in and helped me out of the car, minding my head as she did so, before leading me into the small, empty station. There were a few computer screens still on, the smell of stale coffee in the air, and a couple of holding cells that looked out over the bullpen. There wasn’t a soul to be seen. No prisoners, no other officers, just her and I, alone.

I expected her to sit me down by a desk for questioning, assuming the night would play out as I had seen on your average cop procedural. Instead, she took me over to one of the cells, but instead of throwing me inside, she briefly released one of my wrists from the handcuffs, only to thread the chain through the bars and re-restrain me, tethering me to the jail cell from the outside of it.

“Due to the fact that I found drug related paraphernalia in the car you were driving, I’m now going to perform a strip search on you. Do you consent?” the officer announced.

“What?” I said, caught off guard. Now under the steady, fluorescent lighting of the precinct, I was able to make out her name from her badge. “Look, Officer Price, that pipe doesn’t even belong to me. It belongs to my boyfriend. Is a strip search really necess-”

“You are in a lot of trouble, Ms Tate,” she cut me off. “You were driving well over the speed limit, in a stolen car, whilst intoxicated-”

“Hardly intoxicated, it was one beer!”

“Do not interrupt me!” she banged a hand against the bars next to me, causing them to rattle. “I suggest you don’t make this worse for yourself than it already is. I suggest you cooperate fully. I have reason to suspect you have illegal substances on your person, and as part of my investigation, I believe a strip search to be necessary. Now, do I have your consent?”

Our eyes were locked throughout the confrontation, anger in hers, shock and desperation in mine. We faced off in a staring contest for a moment before I finally said the only thing I could say. “Yes, you have my consent.”

“Good,” she said, and I could have sworn I saw the slightest smile form in the corner of her mouth. “Stay still, this will all be over soon.”

With that, she lifted my tank top over my tits, which looked fantastic in the strapless bra I was wearing, my bound arms forcing my chest forward. As if this whole ordeal wasn’t embarrassing enough, I was wearing sexy underwear underneath my clothes, expecting to be having sex with Ralph tonight, not being strip searched in a police station after stealing his car.

Officer Price reached behind me and undid the clasp, pulling the bra away from my breasts and running her fingers through the inside of the lacy garment before tossing it to the floor next to me. With my tank top bunched up above my tits, my chest was bare for the world to see. I was fairly sure a strip search wasn’t meant to be done in the bullpen, but the place was empty and blinds drawn and I didn’t want to protest. The cop then put her hands on my breasts and circled them, feeling between and around them. I wasn’t sure what she thought she’d find, but I had a very unexpected thought flash across my mind at that moment.

I wondered what Officer Price looked like naked.

I’d never thought of a woman in any kind of a sexual way before, but she was very pretty, with high cheekbones, well defined facial features; long, jet black hair done up in a ponytail and what seemed like a very nice body underneath her uniform. I don’t know whether it was how vulnerable I felt, how in charge she was, or how naughty I felt with my tits out in front of a stranger in an unusual place; but I felt a pang of horniness.

Officer Price’s hands went further south. My abdominals tightened reflexively as her hands ran down them, before she made short work of the button on my shorts, her thumb and forefinger pinching the zipper and pulling it down, the closest I’d ever had another woman’s hand to my snatch. I felt another pang, this time shooting down into my groin. She pulled my shorts down to my knees, rummaging around inside the denim as she had with my bra, before letting them fall down to my ankles. Now there was only my black lace thong trying admirably but pointlessly to protect any dignity I had left.

Of course, they were the overly thorough cop’s next target. She gripped the waistline of my sultry underwear and pulled down, peeling the panties out of the crack of my ass and leaving me completely nude. I was totally exposed, and as Officer Price leant over to, again, needlessly feel the inside of my every item of clothing, her hair brushed ever so slightly against my nipples as she bent down.

“Why are your nipples hard?” she asked, satisfied my tiny thong didn’t have any drugs in it.

“What?” I said, hoping she’d just let it go.

“Your nipples are rock hard,” she reiterated, humiliating me. “Are you turned on?”

“What the fuck? No!” I exclaimed, in complete shock at the inappropriate question. “It’s just… cold in here.”

“I’m going to feel between your legs now.”

“Fine, whatever,” I rolled my eyes, secretly excited, my head swimming in confusion.

She ran the backs of her fingers up the inside of one of my thighs, and then the tips of them up the other, causing goose pimples to spread across my legs. I struggled to keep still, desperate not to show how turned on I was at such an inappropriate time. The nerves of my spine were lit up with excitement, radiating all the way up the back of my neck. My groin was tingling with horniness, I just hoped it hadn’t manifested physically, because I had a feeling where the policewoman’s fingers were going next.

Sure enough, Officer Price held my pussy in her palm, her middle digit parting my labia and nestling between them, the pad of her finger feeling the opening of my vagina, seeing if I had anything concealed in my private hole.

“You’re wet,” she announced, causing my face to flush red with complete embarrassment. This night had taken a lot of unplanned turns, but this was seriously way outside the realm of expectation.

“Oh my god,” I blurted out. “I’m so sorry Officer Price. I think I’m just nervous.”

“You get wet when you’re nervous?” she asked, her affect completely blank, totally unphased by my moist snatch and as yet, not moving her finger.

“I… guess so,” I said unconvincingly.

“Why don’t we relieve some of those nerves then, Ms Tate,” with that, the policewoman’s finger made its way up between my lips until she easily and immediately found my clit. With her ring and pointer fingers, she pushed back my little hood, causing my engorged little pearl to poke out for her middle finger to touch. She circled the tiny, sensitive nub, her finger slick with my own wetness.

“What are you… ohh,” I offered in protest, before the cop’s finger shot a pulse of pleasure shooting through me from my clitoris. Officer Price simply stared at my face while she jilled me off. By the time I processed what she was doing, I just wanted her to keep going, my mind overcome with the need to cum.

Her finger was soft yet forceful, fast yet unhurried. It was certainly a thousand times better than the usual finger-bashing Ralph would give me. The fact that it was a cop doing it to me, while I was handcuffed to a jail cell, and the fact that the cop was a woman, just made it all the hotter. It wasn’t long before my orgasm approached.

I strained against my restraints, the bars of the cell rattling as my body tensed from how Officer Price made me cum. My legs closed as my thighs tensed, my bare butt pressing against the dirty, cold steel of the bars behind me, but the cop’s hand was not to be forced out. She fingered me harder, pushing my clit from side to side with terrific friction from her middle finger. I leaned forward and gasped, my face not leaving Officer Price’s cop stare.

Eventually, I leaned back against the bars, cum running down the insides of my thighs, panting from the ecstasy as I made eye contact with the officer. My mind tried to process just what the fuck was going on but it came up short. Officer Price pulled her hand away from my pussy and wrapped her lips around her middle finger, sucking my nectar off of it.

“Hmm,” the policewoman said, as if amused at the naked arrestee she had chained to a cell. She walked over to a desk a few feet away and sat down at it, removing her boots and socks before resting her feet up on the desk, interlacing her fingers behind her head as she leaned back, staring at me in my humiliating state. I slid down the vertical bars, sitting on the floor with my legs straight out in front of me, shorts and panties still bunched around my ankles.

“Do you do that to everyone you bring back to the station?” I asked, needing to break the silence.

“No, just the horny lesbians,” she announced.

“I’m not a lesbian,” I protested. “You pulled me over in my boyfriend’s car, for Christ’s sake!”

“Sweetie, your sticky thighs suggest you’re at least a little bit gay. But that doesn’t matter right now. You’re not under arrest for being horny. You’re under arrest for theft, speeding, underage drinking and driving whilst intoxicated, do you understand that?”

“Whatever,” I said, a plan forming in my mind that gave me a new found sense of confidence.

“I’m assuming for a girl such as yourself, if I were to lay charges, your life would change quite a bit. This is your first time in handcuffs, yes?”

“It’s my first time in handcuffs that aren’t fluffy,” I corrected her, causing her to arch an eyebrow.

“Well then, perhaps you and I could come to some kind of an… understanding.”

“What, like you let me go with a warning if I don’t tell your superiors you fingered me in the middle of a police station?” I announced, certain my threatening plan would work.

Officer Price laughed. “You think anyone would believe you? You’d hardly be the first felon to accuse a cop of something untoward, but something as outrageous as that? No. You wouldn’t have a chance.”

I tried to hide the fact that I knew she was right. I didn’t have any real bargaining power, and she was willing to call my bluff.

“If you want to be let out of here scot-free, then you’re not going to be the only one who gets to cum tonight.”

A lightbulb went on in my head as I suddenly got it. Was I willing to do that? I was fine with sucking dick to get out of it, was it really that big of a deal if I ate pussy for the same reason?

“Well?” Officer Price stood up from her chair, pushing her pants down to the floor and stepping out of them as she made her way over to me, her duty belt still strapped around her waist. “What’s it going to be?”

She reached me, still sitting in a heap on the floor, her groin not even a foot away from my face. I couldn’t help but look at the cotton panties and wonder if I could eat what was hiding behind them. I was struggling to admit it to myself, but it wasn’t just the thought of getting out of the charges that was motivating me to strongly consider her proposal. I was curious to see if I’d like it.

“Okay,” I said with a dry voice.

“What was that, Ms Tate?”

I gulped. “I said I want to do it. I’ll eat your pussy if you let me go. No charges, no written warning, no record of this night ever taking place. I’ll return the car and nothing will ever come of any of this.”

The officer bent down, and with a finger underneath my chin, titled my head up so that she could look me directly in the eyes. “It won’t just be my pussy that you’ll eat, but we have a deal.”

With that, she kissed me. I had no idea what she meant by her statement, but her soft lips felt heavenly on mine. At this point, I was willing to do anything for the lesbian cop. Officer Price broke away from the kiss and slid her plain panties down her legs, kicking them away. She stood, now wearing only her shirt and duty belt.

I stared at what was about to become my ticket out of here. Her pubic hair was trimmed into a neat, delta of fur atop her snatch. I could smell her scent wafting over to me, her womanliness stinging my nostrils. I should have been repulsed, but instead I was intrigued. As embarrassing as the whole situation was, I wanted to taste her. This was way more exciting than any blowjob could ever be.

Officer Price grabbed a hold of two bars of the jail cell, before slipping a leg between another two and wrapping it around behind me. She lent in, snatch first, and I poked my tongue out for my first taste of pussy. She pressed herself against me, her lips making contact with my tongue, her wetness assaulting my taste buds, before she pulled away, a string of her cum stretching between my mouth and her clit. I focused on her flavor dancing across my tongue. It was fantastic.

“Ooooh,” she said as she looked down at my compliant face. “Such a good little felon.”

With that, she lent forward again, this time staying there. I wagged my tongue left and right between her lips, spreading her labia and nestling within her folds. She seeped moistness, and I lapped it up obediently like a dog. I felt shame for the situation I’d gotten myself into, and the humiliation of being strip searched and face-fucked by another woman, but I was getting off on it almost as much as my arrester was. I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying eating her cunt.

I wagged my tongue between her sex, focusing my tongue work mainly on her clit but occassionally dipping into her well of honey for a more concentrated taste. Her pubes tickled my nose as I ground my face into her with untrained enthusiasm. This was decidedly better than having a dick rammed down my throat.

“Suck my clit, felon,” Officer Price said through gritted teeth as she enjoyed my mouth. She undid her shirt and bra, stripping herself of her remaining clothing. Her duty belt remained, her gun in its holster, moving back and forth with her hips, a can of pepper spray occasionally bumping into my head as she face-fucked me. If I had a hand free I could easily reach out and grab either one, but alas, they were shackled tightly behind me through the bars.

I did as I was told and pursed my lips around her clit, sucking in some of her flesh and rolling the bundle of nerves over my tongue. I rolled my eyes up so that I could see the effect it had on the cop, which looked like pure ecstasy. Officer Price tilted her head back and moaned to the ceiling of the empty police station.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good,” she proclaimed as her hips jolted forward, causing the back of my head to bang against the steel bars. “If only you weren’t such an untrustworthy felon, I’d have you finger me too. I’ll just have to make do with your tongue.”

With that, she reached down and tilted my head back, before mounting my face so that she was practically directly above me. Her foot unwrapped from the bars and she stood on her toes, her powerful thighs straddling my cheeks.

“Hold your tongue out and stay still,” she instructed.

I didn’t resist. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and lay my tongue flat against my chin. From there, Officer Price did all the work. She manically slid back and forth, overcome with lust and her power over me. Her tits heaved as she rocked forward and back, over and over, her face contorted with pleasure.

“That’s it. That’s it. Fuuuuck,” she cried out as she came. The metal bars stopped rattling as she gripped them tight, her smothering thighs shaking against my face. Her sweet cum practically flowed out of her, and she positioned herself so that my tongue acted as a slide for her sex, the delicious goo crawling down the back of my throat and coating my vocal cords. I swallowed the fantastic liquid thankfully, relishing the flavor and sorry for the amount that was wasted on my chin.

Officer Price slid off my face and back onto the balls of her feet, leaning over as her orgasm wound down. Her hot breath blew against my willing face, her cum drying around my mouth. I felt transformed. Making Officer Price cum was probably, no definitely, the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Tonight may have just been about trying to get out of some charges, but I definitely foresaw more pussy eating in my future. My near future.

“You’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you, Miss Tate?” she asked me, panting still. “That sexy lace underwear you were wearing, your hot little body, your willingness to eat my cunt. That couldn’t have been your first taste of pussy.”

“It certainly was,” I assured her. “But I have a feeling it won’t be my last.”

“I hope for the sake of women everywhere that it’s not.”

“Can you uncuff me now? I’ve held up my end of the deal.”

“Oh no you haven’t. You’ve gotten out of the underage drink driving, but if you want me to let you off the stolen car and all the other shit, you’re going to have to earn it.”

“You can’t possibly want me to eat your pussy again already?” I asked, surely she would be too sensitive for a while after the abuse her clit had just received.

Even before I’d finished speaking, her feet had traded places as she turned around, her round ass right in front of me. “Not my pussy,” she said as she backed into my face, pinning the back of my head against the bars of the cell, her bountiful cheeks squashing my nose. “My ass,” she finished.

“What the fuck, I’m not eating your ass!” I said, trying to turn my head in vain to escape the booty pressed against me. “That’s disgusting! Isn’t it humiliating enough making me eat your snatch?”

“No,” she said wickedly. “It’s not. You’ll eat it if you want to earn your freedom. How much are you willing to debase yourself in order to continue living your life as you were?”

Giving someone a rimjob was not something I ever thought I’d do, especially not to a woman. I had to admit though, if I was going to lick someone’s butthole, Officer Price’s was certainly a lot more enticing than any of the men I’d been with. Fuck it, I thought. I’d come this far. If I didn’t go through with it then letting my face be used as a lesbian fucktoy was all for nothing. With my face scrunched up in equal parts disgust, shame and embarrassment, I poked my tongue out and tasted her salty starfish.

‘

“Ohhhh, you actually did it,” Officer Price cooed in front of me. “You’re even more of a dirty slut than I took you for.”

I said nothing in response, not wanting to prolong the experience. I licked through her crevice and ran my tongue over the rough ridges of her asshole. It tasted like licking a salty battery, and it occurred to me that this was the second time tonight this cop had made me taste metal in my mouth.

“See, it’s not so bad, is it?” she taunted me as she shook her rump against my face.

Surprisingly, she was right. It wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be. With every lick I made over her pucker, I found myself grossed out less and less, and before long, I was bordering on enjoying it. As if this night could have gotten any naughtier, I was giving someone pleasure in a place that had always been strictly off-limits to me. The officer seemed to be loving every second of it, and it made me wonder whether I’d like being rimmed.

The creases of my distressed brow faded away along with my aversion to ass eating. I became more at ease between Officer Price’s cheeks, and I began eating her with more enthusiasm, my head moving up and down to lick her harder. The lewd, wet sounds of me salivating onto her butthole filled the room and I felt my pussy tingling with arousal as I performed the explicit act.

“That’s good, felon. Clean my ass, just like that. You’re fucking loving it, I can tell,” Officer Price said through gritted teeth as she reached down and inserted two fingers into her own cunt. The squelching of her fingers pumping into her vagina mixed with that of my tongue, pressing into her tiny little crater, her ring contracting and relaxing against the flat of my tongue.

I let out the tiniest of moans as I devoured her ass, because she was right, I was loving it. With my mouth buried deep within her cheeks, my only view was of the empty pocket at the back of her duty belt, a pocket that once contained the handcuffs that tethered me to the jail cell. I still couldn’t quite wrap my head around how I got here, but at this point, I didn’t care. I didn’t even care about getting out of the charges. I just wanted to give her an orgasm from my first time rimming someone.

I licked the naughty little hole with the flat of my tongue, and the underside of it. I curled it into all manner of shapes, lightly probing at the seemingly impenetrable ring of muscle. I sealed my mouth around it and fluttered the tip of my tongue over it at a million miles an hour. That last move in particular did something special for my arrester, as she arched her back and shivered in delight.

The sexually corrupt cop’s fingering of her own snatch accelerated, as she moaned into her precinct louder and louder. I ground my tongue into her ass hard, abusing her back door as much as I could with my slippery organ.

It worked, as Officer Price let out a guttural groan of ecstasy as she came for a second time. Her shoulder blades tensed as her back arched, her body undulating in waves as her orgasm tore through her. She pushed my head back hard against the bars as her butt cheeks contracted and relaxed, seemingly swallowing my face in them. Her glutes weren’t the only muscles doing this though, as her pucker rapidly tightened and loosened, the actions causing my tongue to be sucked into her like a vacuum, choked by her anus, filling her rectum to the walls with me, her dirty felon.

She pulled her fingers out of her cunt, and it was like a plug had been pulled. Her sticky goo dripped out of her snatch and off her coated fingers, splashing against my tits and abdominals, covering me with evidence of the evening.

Her climax lasted longer than I ever had, and I wondered if the addition of the analingus was the cause of it. I made a mental note to find out for myself as soon as possible. Wave after wave rocked through her body until eventually, it wound down. My tongue slid out of her ass and I savored the flavor of her insides, my mouth being done with for the night.

Officer Price straightened herself up and shivered with a post-orgasm aftershock, before turning around, reaching into a pocket of her duty belt, producing a key and uncuffing me from the jail cell. I rubbed my raw wrists, red rings cutting into my flesh from the times that the evening had become more passionate.

I pulled my panties and denim shorts back up in a hurry, the shame of the whole ordeal suddenly returning to my mind now that my tongue wasn’t stuffed up a woman’s butt. In too much of a hurry to put it on, I picked up my bra off the floor and pulled my tank top back down over my tits, the cotton fabric immediately becoming wet from the policewoman’s cum that sheened my torso.

The officer on the other hand, made no attempt to redress, and simply watched my hurriedness in amusement as she basked in a post-climax glow. I picked myself up off the floor and scurried over to the door she brought me in through, opening it before stopping and turning around.

“I really just want to get going,” I said. “Can you please take me back to the Mustang? I’ll drive it back to Ralph’s and get my own way home from there.”

Officer Price just looked at me, a hand on her hip, naked except for the duty belt clasped around her waist. She looked stunning naked, as I took her all in for the first time from this distance. “I can if you want,” she finally offered. “Or, alternatively, you could stay a little longer and let me go down on you. We can find out just how hard you’re capable of cumming, Ms Tate.”

The night air blew in through the door, pleading with me to just go back to the car before I got myself in any more trouble. But I couldn’t help myself. I smiled as I closed it, and walked back toward my arresting officer, my pussy thrumming with excitement, my asshole tingling with intrigue. The night air could suck a dick, because I was sure done with them.

THE END


Helping Her Stretch

Chloe and I had worked together for a few months now. Dancing for frat parties wasn’t exactly how we wanted to be spending our college weekends, but drunk rich boys pay extremely well and we could sometimes even get a good lay out of it. The nights would usually begin over at Chloe’s house where we’d get ready together, and tonight was no different… to begin with.

I bit into a juicy apple as Chloe stripped out of her casual jeans and top until she was down to her underwear. Chloe and I usually ended up seeing a lot of each other during the shows we put on, so we were pretty comfortable around each other, even being naked. Chloe pulled her evenings outfit out of her closet and laid it on her bed. It was an outfit I’d seen many times before; a tight leather, strapless corset that pushed up her generous tits and showed off her shoulders, paired with a tiny pair of black shorts that honestly would barely qualify as shorts. They were so tiny that half your ass hung out of them, and they pulled tight against the groin to show the outline of pubic mound beneath it.

Chloe took off her white cotton panties, unfazed with showing me her tiny tuft of dark brown pubic hair that sat upon her otherwise hairless pussy.

“So Lisa, do you want to go lesbian tonight?” Chloe asked me. This was not an unusual request, we would often do some light lezzing out for the guys at the parties if they were free flowing with the tips. It wasn’t anything too intense, just a little kissing, ass smacking or boob fondling.

“Sure, I’d be up for it,” I replied, swallowing my bite of apple and putting it aside so I could start getting ready.

Chloe pulled up a fresh pair of lacy black underwear and then her tiny pair of shorts. She liked to show the straps of her g-string above her shorts, she thought it looked sexy, and to be fair, it did. She did a little twirl, pointing her healthy rear at me.

“Is that good?” she asked, looking for my approval at the position of the shorts.

“A little uneven,” I said as I walked over to her, bending down so I could slip my fingers beneath the fabric of her shorts and tugging them so that her round butt spilled out of them symmetrically.

Chloe spun back around as I stood from my bent position, unclasping her bra and shrugging it off her, giving me a faceful of her tits as I stood up.

“Jesus, Chloe!” I said at the unexpected boobs filling my field of vision.

“What?” she looked at me with an innocent expression on her chipmunk face, as if she didn’t do it on purpose. Chloe had a bit of a wild streak in her, which often translated to more money at the end of the night, but it sometimes came at the expense of her getting a little carried away with the lesbian play.

“You shoving your naked tits in my face is what!” I accused playfully.

“Oh please, nothing you haven’t seen before. Besides, I know you like looking at ‘em as much as I love showing ‘em,” she matched my playfulness, shaking her shoulders a little so that her tits swayed side to side.

“Oh my God! Put on your top you naughty girl!”

I went over to my backpack and pulled out my clothes for the night, before I began taking my own clothes off, leaving only my strapless black bra on.

“Going with the silk shirt again I see?” Chloe pointed at the shiny black button-up I’d just laid out on the chair.

“I’ve discovered I make the most money with this outfit!”

“I mean, it’s not surprising, you look sexy as fuck in it, but you can’t wear it every time.”

“I don’t!” I defended myself. “Besides, I have a little accessory to go with it so it’s not just the same old thing.”

“Ooh what is it?”

“You’ll just have to wait and see,” I teased, as I pulled my matching pair of tiny black shorts up, deciding to go commando for the night.

“I see you’ve shaved for the occasion, you planning on getting some?” Chloe said as she pulled the zipper up the midline of her leather corset, adjusting it so that her boobs nestled in the cups. She was talking about my bare crotch I’d just concealed, which was indeed freshly shaven.

“Maybe, if the opportunity presents itself. By the way, first you shove your tits in my face and now you’re inspecting my pussy? What is with you tonight?”

“I dunno, I’m just horny I guess,” Chloe replied dismissively.

I ignored her vaguely flirtatious comment and put my silk button-up on, doing up only the bottom three buttons so that the shirt came open at my chest and showed off my bra and cleavage underneath.

Chloe and I both rolled up our knee high lace stockings and slid into our shoes, Chloe wearing a pair of black stilettos while I opted for a leather boot with equally as high heels. Our outfits were complete, almost.

I reach into my bag and pulled out my new accessory to show Chloe. It was a long piece of pink ribbon that I threaded through the loops of my shorts and tied into a bow at the front.

“You like?” I asked my leather clad friend.

“Ooh I do! It’s like your pussy’s a present, waiting to be unwrapped,” she said as she walked over to me and pulled on the bow, adjusting the loops. She looked up at me with her big brown eyes, dark eyeliner and blue eyeshadow really making them stand out. Her chipmunk face still looked at me with the permanent innocence it always seemed to have, but her eyes had something naughtier behind them, something sexual.

“You look amazing,” she said as she stood on her tiptoes to reach her face up to mine, planting a tiny kiss on my lips.

“Chloe! What are you doing?” I said, shocked. I’d never kissed Chloe without an audience before.

“Oh I’m sorry! I couldn’t help it! You just look so sexy I had to kiss you! Forget about it, do you need to limber up?”

The two of us always made sure to stretch before we went to a dance, and we would help each other out to really work those hard to reach spots.

“Sure,” I said, eyeing her suspiciously. It wasn’t that I minded the kiss, it just caught me a little off guard, and I wasn’t sure the reason for it.

“You or me first?” Chloe asked.

“You. Do you have any particular areas you need stretched?”

“Oh yeah, my glutes are really tight at the moment. Give me a hand against the wall?”

Chloe went over to the wall and pressed her back up against it, extending a leg straight out in front of her. I grabbed it by the heel and guided it up as far as it would go, pressing forward to stretch the muscle.

“That’s great Lisa, thanks. Push a little further?”

I obliged and pushed her leg a little closer to the wall so that it was practically pointing at the ceiling. Chloe was incredibly flexible, much more than me. This also brought my body closer to her, our faces only a few inches apart, and I could feel her breath on my face which made me feel a little awkward after her unprovoked peck moments earlier.

“A little more,” Chloe encouraged.

I pushed on her toned calf muscle a bit harder, bringing our bodies closer still, my thigh practically in her groin. I could feel a little warmth emanating from her onto the bare skin of my leg. It should have made me feel more awkward, but it didn’t. Instead I felt an unexpected pang of horniness shoot down into my own groin at the feeling of having her heat on me. I looked at her face and she was looking directly into my eyes, that same sense of unchained naughtiness visible in her eyes but just masked by her innocent face. There was a tension in the air, and for a split second I felt the impulse to lean in and kiss her.

“That’s good, thanks,” she said, breaking the tension as I stepped back and released her leg.

“The other one too?” I offered, composing myself.

“No it was just the right one giving me grief. How about you? Do you need to be stretched out?”

“Yeah that’d be good actually, just the usual.”

I lay down on the floor facing the ceiling and raised both legs straight up in the air. Chloe walked over to me and grabbed me firmly by my heels, pushing my legs down towards my head as far as they would go and stretching both my glutes in the process.

I watched her face, but this time she did not return my gaze. Her eyes were scanning up and down my body, looking at my cleavage beneath my silk shirt and down the length of my legs and at my ass which was eating most of the tiny shorts in my current position.. I expected to feel uncomfortable, but it only fanned the flames in my groin, making me just the tiniest bit moist beneath my tight shorts.

“My calves are actually a little tight, would you mind pushing back on my feet?” I asked.

Chloe did so without saying a word and as quickly as it had dissipated, the sexual tension could be felt again, stronger than before. She returned my legs to a ninety degree angle and pushed down on the flats of my boots so that my toes were pointed at my head. My calf muscles stretched and I noticed the way she was leaning over meant the points of my heels were sticking directly into her leather covered lumps on her chest. She continued to look at my body with eyes I could only describe as hungry looking.

“Chloe?” I asked softly.

“Mm?” she replied, suddenly looking up at my face.

“Is the opportunity presenting itself?”

Chloe looked at me with her chipmunk face and nodded her head slightly. She swiftly pushed my legs open and collapsed to the floor on top of me, pressing her mouth against mine as I wrapped my stocking covered legs around her, embracing her bare shoulders as we kissed.

Our lips parted, allowing our tongues to flutter between us, her slippery organ circling my own in a flurry of passion. I could once again feel the heat of Chloe’s groin against me, only now it was on my own pussy as she tensed her apple-bottom ass to grind herself into me, her sexual desires taking control of her.

She made hungry moans into my mouth as she kissed me ferociously and ground against me. I felt the naughty leather of her top press against the exposed part of my chest. This was certainly a lot hotter than anything Chloe and I had done for an audience. It made me feel fucking sexy though having Chloe on top of me, dry-humping my pussy with hers.

Chloe sat up and reached into my top, fiddling with the front clasp of my strapless bra. I undid the bottom three buttons of my shirt, allowing it to open up completely as Chloe’s hands had success with the clasp, causing my bra to fall to my sides and my tits to burst out. I looked up at the sexy leather clad brunette, watching her face as she stared at my tits with lust. I got turned on by watching her getting turned on.

She ran her hands over my naked chest, surveying the hills and valleys of my breasts before she bent over to get a closer look. She pressed her face in between them and kissed my sternum while her hands pressed the lovely lumps against her cheeks. That’s when the sex-crazed nymph began using her tongue.

Chloe removed her face a little so that she could press my tits together and lick up the length of the crack they formed between them, her soft pink tongue filling the space between the two fleshy lumps. My nipples were the next target. She attacked one with her mouth, sucking it completely inside her and biting down lightly to make it stiffen to the sensation, equal parts pleasure and pain. Simultaneously, her thumb and forefinger came together around my other nipple and she give it a light twist to achieve the same effect. I arched my back upwards and inhaled sharply at the erotic nipple play. I looked down at the brunette tending to my tits, her pretty face occasionally looking up at me to see the effects of the pleasure she was giving, the cleavage of her own tightly packed breasts visible below her.

My dance partner saw to both nipples equally, licking around the areola of each one and leaving light teeth marks around them from her frisky biting. By the time she was done, both my tits were covered in her saliva, and the inside of my shorts was covered in cum.

Chloe put her hands on my bare stomach, which tensed to her touch, and she pushed herself up, her groin straddling my thighs.

“I want to go down on you,” she said with a grin.

“Okay,” I replied, without really consciously saying the word. It was like I was in a trance state, not really processing what was going on or understanding why, but definitely enjoying it and wanting it to continue.

Chloe tugged at the pink bow around my waist, undoing the fabric belt as she looked up at me with her sexy eyes.

“A present waiting to be unwrapped...” she said coyly as the fabric came loose.

She put her hands at my sides, her fingers curling inside my shorts, and she pulled them down as she shuffled her knees backwards on the carpet. I raised my hips to assist her and felt the black cotton pull free from the crack of my ass. The smell of my pussy filled the air as it was freed from it’s fabric prison. Chloe raised the damp shorts to her face and breathed in deeply, inhaling my sex off of them. She bunched them up and inserted the tiny ball between her big tits, amazingly finding room inside her leather outfit.

She looked up at me with a naughty smile, relishing the dirty act of having my wetness between her tits. Her hands touched my thighs, motioning for me to spread them, and so I did, another wave of my pungent scent filling the air as the lips of my hairless pussy parted.

Chloe immediately bent down and licked up the length of my slit, her tongue pressing against my wet flesh and running over the sensitive bead at the top, causing my abs to tense and my hips to squirm as an electric shock of ecstasy shot from my clit into every muscle fibre of my body. The chipmunk faced hottie looked up at me and grinned at the reaction her tongue elicited from me. Her tongue poked out from between her shiny lips and licked around them as she looked up at me with half-closed eyes, putting on the sexiest look she could, which was certainly sexy as fuck.

Like a starved animal, she dove back into my crotch, her tongue getting to work. She licked up the lengths of my labia, kissed and nibbled at my vulva and every now and then would apply pressure to my sensitive clit, each time causing a shock that electrified every cell in me. Her pussy licking ability was incredible, and it occurred to me that she must have had experience. Perhaps all those times she got a bit carried away with lesbian action during our shows was less about financial gain and more sexually driven than I thought. Chloe had probably wanted to fuck me for ages.

“Fuck, that’s so good Chloe, I’m gonna cum,” I said as the bliss in my groin was beginning to build to levels it could only sustain for so long before it released.

“Not yet you’re not,” the cunning little minx said as she withdrew from my pussy and looked up at me, her mouth and chin coated in my translucent nectar.

She grabbed onto the undersides of my thighs and pushed them up towards my head.

“Grab onto those sexy heels, baby,” she instructed. “You’re going to love this.”

Unsure of what she was trying to do, but willing to find out, I raised my bent legs and reached forward with both hands to grip the pointy high heels of my leather boots, using my arm strength to pull my legs back further than they could go on their own and rolling my pelvis upwards so that my pussy was practically facing the ceiling.

Chloe bent over once again, only this time her face didn’t find itself in my pussy. This time she lowered it to my ass! Her soft, wet tongue flicked lightly onto my exposed asshole, causing my eyes to widen at the unexpected anal stimulation. My hips rocked back a little more and my butthole squeezed tightly shut at the feeling of the invading tongue.

“Oh!” I exclaimed through puckered lips. I looked down at the pretty brunette, who stared back up at me, her face looking naughty and guilty for the first time ever, proud of the reaction she got from me. I didn’t tell her to stop. I didn’t want to.

Chloe lowered her head once again to my butt, and I pulled back on my heels to roll my pelvis up more and give her easier access to my virgin asshole. Her tongue slid over it again and again, swirling around the rough rim of my back door, the tip of her tongue teasing the tight ring of muscle that remained firmly closed. I tried to watch her but my head rolled back with the pleasure of the filthy act. My asshole was always something that had been firmly off limits for my sexual partners, and yet I was loving having the naughty brunette lick it like a lollipop; her wet tongue continuing it’s circular motions.

The feeling wasn’t just good for my ass either, my pussy reacted to how hot the experience was, and I felt a drop of cum slide out of my vagina, over my taint and nestle in to my butthole before Chloe’s thirsty tongue lapped it up. My ass began to relax as it grew used to the unfamiliar sensation of a tongue circling it, and I felt my anus begin to unclench. Chloe must have felt the ring of muscle become a little looser, because she stopped circling it and pressed her lips against my balloon knot, as if she was kissing it, and then shot her tongue out, plunging it into my crater, penetrating me.

Her tongue filled up the cavity of my ass, the wet organ unfolding within it and pressing up against the walls. I felt my brow crease and my mouth opened as I silently gasped at the feeling of being anally entered by Chloe. My anus immediately clenched back up at the feeling of another new sensation and it compressed her malleable tongue, forcing it back out of me which caused the same amount of enjoyment as it did when it entered.

Chloe giggled at my paradoxical cry of enjoyment clashing with my primal instinct that my back door was strictly a one way street.

“Just relax, love,” she said with a husky voice. “Let yourself enjoy me.”

I beared down on my anus, opening it back up for her, willing myself to keep it open for the sake of the pleasure she gave me. As she slithered her soft tongue inside my forbidden hole again, I felt the urge to clench, but I managed to overcome it, the sense of fighting my natural instincts only serving to heighten the elation I felt at having Chloe probe my butthole.

Chloe devoured my ass ravenously, her slippery tongue entering and withdrawing from my pucker. The sexy brunette would shake her head left and right as she pulled her tongue out of me like a ripcord, licking up the sides of my inner walls before ramming it back in and squirming her organ around inside of me. My wetness continued to leak out of my pussy as my arousal reached heights I’d never felt before, dripping down onto her wet tongue, lubricating it even more than it already was as she salivated into my rectum.

Without warning my back door loving lover moved her head upwards, sliding her tongue out of my ass, across my taint and up the length of my pussy, parting my labia like the red sea as she made her way to my throbbing clit, which was engorged and starved of attention for the duration of the analingus.

My pussy was grateful for Chloe’s returned attention to it, as her tongue slid around my pearl of pleasure and my cunt painted her mouth and chin in a fresh coat of cum. The saliva and cum around my now deserted asshole felt cool in the night air as the fluids began to dry, and my bottom felt neglected for the first time. As much as I loved Chloe’s hot mouth on my pussy, I longed for some more anal attention almost immediately.

Fortunately, it wasn’t a long wait as I felt Chloe’s thumb slide up my crack and rest itself on my opening. She applied a tiny bit of pressure against the hole and circled the pad of her thumb around my rim in tiny circles, stimulating the muscle again and encouraging it to open, lubricating itself with the leftover saliva and cum. Thankful for having my ass seen to once more, I closed my eyes tightly shut and felt my thighs shudder as I opened up my asshole for her, craving any part of the sexy nymph to be in my asshole.

Her thumb penetrated my rim as Chloe inserted it up to the nail bed. Her mouth never left my pussy, which lathered it’s juices onto her in appreciation. Chloe pushed her thumb deeper into me, all the way up to the knuckle as my back arched upwards at the combination of pleasure and the slight pain. Her stiff, rigid digit was a lot less malleable than her soft tongue, and my asshole stretched around her knuckle, accepting the welcome visitor for the sake of pleasure, but at the cost of a little bit of pain. I pulled back on my heels a bit more, causing my thighs to burn a little as they stretched, the same way my asshole burned as it did too. It was a good burn.

My thoughts were rapidly being clouded by the imminent orgasm that was approaching fast, and I had to fight through them to remain focused on keeping my asshole open for her, as I sucked in deep breaths of air into my lungs. My asshole quivered as it tried to close, my instincts fighting my desires, but my desires ultimately being victorious as Chloe pushed the remaining length of her thickest digit inside me.

Chloe slid her thumb out of me almost all the way, my hole choking it as she did so. With her powerful tongue, she flicked my clit with a fantastic pressure that caused me to jerk in pleasure as she pushed her thumb back in. She continued to thumb-fuck my butthole as she ate my cunt, the tandem stimulation causing incredible pressure in my loins.

I felt like I was on fire with ecstasy. My arms burned as they held my legs back, my thighs burned as they stretched, the rim of my ass burned as it stretched around Chloe’s pumping thumb, my stomach burned as my abdominals remained tensed in their current position. The wildfire was rapidly spreading inside me and it’s heat concentrated inside my groin as I began to breathe faster, my brow creasing as I looked down between my spread legs at the scene below me.

It was like there was a tinderbox somewhere inside me, between my clit and my ass, and the wildfire reached it, setting it alight instantly, causing me to cum in a way I never have before. My burning muscles all spasmed simultaneously, causing me to let go of my heels. My legs fell straight down on Chloe’s shoulders, my heels pressing into her leather clad back as mine arched up, causing my bottom to raise from the floor, my weight completely on my head and arms.

My thighs tightened around her head as my hips undulated up and down, grinding my clit hard into her incredible tongue. I felt my glutes shudder in delight as my cheeks clamped shut on Chloe’s hand, her thumb never stopping from fucking my asshole. My rim burned as it pulsated around Chloe’s thumb, trying to close shut but unable to, instead choking the foreign body inside it and burning magnificently.

“Oh fuck, Chloe! I’m cumming so hard!” I cried out in complete ecstasy as I reached a plane of pleasure that I didn’t know existed.

Chloe never stopped eating my pussy as I rode out the unbelievable orgasm, my body tensing and contorting to the whims of a woman’s tongue and the anal delights her thumb gave. Eventually my ass made its way back down to the floor and my legs released Chloe’s head from their vice grip, as my whole body relaxed. Chloe pulled her thumb from my ass and allowed my sensitive clit a reprieve from the onslaught of her tongue. She sat there on her knees, grinning at her work as a wave of satisfaction spread throughout me, my aching muscles, from my butthole to my biceps, all tingled as they cooled off.

“That was…” I trailed off.

“Incredible,” Chloe finished my sentence, as she put a finger to her pouting lips as though she was brushing off a bit of food after a meal, even though the entire bottom half of her face glistened with my pussy juices.

“Understatement,” I managed to say between panting breaths. My tits heaved within my open silk shirt as I sucked in as much air as I could.

Chloe watched me patiently as I gathered myself, grinning proudly the whole time at the orgasm she’d given me, and the assplay I’d been so receptive to. Eventually, I regained my senses and my heart rate returned to a normal rhythm as my reoxygenated muscles felt ready to return the favor.

“What now?” I asked, clearly the one with less experience in the realm of lesbian sex and anal fucking.

“Now this,” Chloe said as she reached into her cleavage, pulling out my bundled up shorts and breathing them in once more time before tossing them aside. She reached down and grabbed my shirt by the collar, pulling me up into a seated position as she raised herself on her knees. One of her hands reached around to the back of my head and she pulled my face into her cleavage, smothering me with her tits.

I opened my mouth and placed it on the crack between her tits, which were still crammed together by her sexy leather corset. They were already wet with the cum from my shorts, and I inhaled my own sex off of them as my drool made its way from my open mouth and slid down between her lovely lumps.

Chloe placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed my silk shirt off of them. I put my arms behind myself and allowed the smooth fabric to slide down the rest of the way, crumpling on the floor behind me along with my bra. I was completely naked now save for the knee high lace stockings and leather, high heel boots.

Eager to have the sexy brunette join me in my nakedness, I reached up to the zipper of her leather corset and pulled it down, exposing the lovely smooth skin of her midline; her cute little pierced belly button, her taut stomach, her large tits which settled into a more natural position as they were freed from their leather confines.

The leather corset fell away as the zip came undone, her large tits filling my field of vision for the second time tonight. But this time they looked different, and it wasn’t just because of my cum and drool glistening between them, they looked inviting, they looked appealing, they looked sexy. I wanted to stick my face between them and explore them with my tongue, but before I could Chloe grabbed me by the back of my hair and tugged on it, forcing my head back before she planted her lips on mine.

Her tongue entered my mouth and shared with me my own flavors. The tangy sweetness of my pussy mixed with a metallic saltiness that I could only assume was my ass. The latter taste triggered a nerve in my butthole, reminding it of moments earlier, when the tongue I was currently sucking on was inside of it.

In one swift motion Chloe broke away from my face and thrust her chest forward, while she pulled my head in towards her chest again. I wasted no time in licking around her breasts. I licked my own cum off them and flicked at her erect nipples, lightly biting them and giving her the pleasurable pain she had given me. Chloe relished the nibbling and licking as her hands squeezed my shoulders and she moaned softly above me.

I was loving being in Chloe’s bountiful bosom, and would have played with her tits all day, but the brunette was hungry for more. She wanted me to fuck her. She pushed me off her tits forcefully, and I had to put my hands behind me to stop myself from falling backwards. I looked up at her in awe as she stood, topless, her luscious curves on display, the innocence on her chipmunk face now seemed so ironic considering the filthy things she just did to me, and the filthy things that she wanted me to do to her.

She pushed off her tiny shorts, letting them fall to her stilettos as she stepped out of them, still wearing her g-string and knee-highs. Without a word, she turned to face the bed and bent over, presenting her juicy, round ass to me. Her butt cheeks parted slightly as she bent, and I saw the thin piece of fabric that flossed her ass crack, pressing up against her back door, the edge of her brown star just visible to either side of the material. Her pussy was below it, contained by the little pouch of the underwear.

I crawled over to my sexy stripper partner, sitting on my knees so that I was head height with her groin. I reached up to the top of her g-string and entangled the thin strands of fabric in my fingers, pulling up to give her even more of a wedgie, the tight string sheering against her puckered asshole as I pulled. Chloe let out an amused sigh at the action, at the feeling of the movement against her back door.

I spread her ass cheeks and observed the sight before me, the fabric now pulled so tight that I could basically see her whole knot save for the tiny opening in the middle. I breathed in deeply and smelt her sex which replaced my own in my nostrils. She smelt good. I looked forward to tasting her.

I pulled down her g-string, the thin fabric peeling out of her ass crack and revealing the delectable sweets inside, first her tight asshole, the opening almost imperceptible, then her pussy, which made a sound as the damp fabric was removed from it, her tiny tuft of pubic hair just visible underneath her hooded clit. I pulled the underwear down to her knees, where it remained, stretched to its limit between Chloe’s parted legs, the inside of it shiny with the cum that had pooled inside of it.

I placed a hand on each cheek of her apple bottom and parted them, before thrusting my head forward and licking upwards from her clit, through her labia and between her crevice, tasting my first pussy and butthole all in the one motion. Chloe’s wetness lingered on my tongue, the tang of her nectar assaulting my taste buds. Chloe’s knees buckled a little below me as my tongue made it’s way over her asshole, and she let out a sharp pleasure moan.

“Fuck yes, Lisa! Do it again, please,” she begged of me, and I was happy to oblige.

I licked up the length of her once again, collecting precious nectar from her pussy lips and spreading it through the crack of her ass, lubricating the tiny brown star with her translucent fluid. On my third lick I stayed at her butthole, paying it special attention with my wagging tongue.

I circled her tight pucker the way she had done to me, running the tip of my tongue around the rim before placing my organ flat against it and moving it left and right. Chloe seemed to be enjoying having the favor returned, as her moans became louder and more frequent with every passing moment. I salivated all over her back door, a tiny amount of my drool creeping into the tiny entry.

“Please Lisa, use your fingers,” Chloe cried, as she spun around, sitting on the edge of the bed so that half her ass hung over it. She pulled off her panties so that she could spread her legs wide, her pussy and asshole begging for me.

Propped up by her arms behind her, Chloe watched as I dove into her pussy once again, while I took my index finger and placed it at her back door, requesting permission to enter. Her tuft of pubic hair tickled my nose as my mouth sucked and nibbled on her pretty little clit, attacking the pink button with ferocity.

The tip of my index finger circled around her anus, running over the ridges of her knot, lubricating itself with the cocktail of cum and saliva that had been applied by my mouth. Without letting go of her clit, I arched my neck so that I could look up at the anal-driven minx. Her straight brown hair hovered around her tits, the ends teasing her nipples. Her brow was creased and her eyes squeezed shut as her face remained contorted in sexual bliss.

I placed my adequately wet finger at the tiny crater of her asshole, applying enough pressure so that just the very tip penetrated her, prohibited from going any further due to her tight sphincter.

“God yes, put it in me,” Chloe squeezed out between sharp breaths.

Her abs tensed as she beared down on her back door, allowing me to enter her. I slid my finger in all the way in one fluid motion, her asshole accepting it completely. I felt the tight muscle choke my finger throughout the insertion, and I could feel it now at the base of my finger. It felt as if I was wearing a ring, like Chloe was a piece of jewellery, secured to me by her butthole. Her inner walls wrapped themselves around my finger with warmth and constriction. Part of her lower wall pulsated steadily against the middle of my finger, it took me a second to realize it was Chloe’s heartbeat, strong enough that it could be felt through a nearby blood vessel.

“Just like that,” Chloe said as her face relaxed from it’s contorted state, her pursed lips spreading into a wide smile as her eyebrows dropped and brow uncreased. It was as if she had been carrying a heavy weight on her all day, and she was finally able to let it go, relieved from the burden of needing assplay as it was granted to her.

I felt her weight shift in her butthole as well, as her muscles relaxed so did her sphincter, and it squeezed even tighter on my finger, trying to push it out. I let it, almost all the way, my finger exiting her asshole up to my nail bed, where I had to use force to prevent it from being spat out completely.

“Force it in,” Chloe instructed. I tried to oblige, expecting her to open her ass for me again, but she didn’t. I was hesitant to ram my finger up her tightly closed butthole, and apparently it showed.

“Force it!” Chloe commanded.

My hesitation dissolved and I obeyed my friend’s request, and with determined resolve, I pushed my rigid finger back into her ass, overpowering her tight muscle. Chloe moaned in absolute ecstasy as she looked down at me eating her snatch, her eyes watering as she experienced the combination of pleasure and pain that she seemed to love so much. I felt her pussy pulse in response and extra cum trickled out of her vagina and down to her ass, circling the base of my finger at her entrance.

“Keep going, Lisa! That feels amazing!”

I withdrew my finger to the tip and repeated the process, having the same effect as before, sending Chloe into overdrive with anal satisfaction, her tight anus forced to stretch for my finger, which it was receiving whether it liked it or not.

“Use another,” Chloe said.

“You want a different finger?” I questioned, regrettably taking my mouth off her delectable cunt.

“No, put in another with that one,” Chloe said calmly.

I was a little shocked at Chloe’s request, although I don’t know why I was. We were meant to be dancing for tips from frat boys right now and instead I was munching on my partner’s cunt while a full finger fucked her ass. There wasn’t any reason why the night shouldn’t escalate more, and if that was what Chloe needed, I would do it for her. I took my face away from her pussy so that I could watch what I was about to do.

I withdrew my finger to the tip as I had been doing already, except this time, I curled my middle finger and placed the back of it against her hole, next to my index finger. My middle finger pushed to uncurl itself, Chloe’s elastic asshole stretching so that it accepted it up to the first knuckle, as it straightened parallel to its partner. I felt Chloe bear down for the first time in a while as I slowly slid both rigid fingers inside of her. Her anus stretched into a wide oval shape as the two digits penetrated her, her cum trickling down onto the underside of my middle finger in an effort to lubricate it more.

My eyes widened in amazement at Chloe’s anal acrobatics, with her asshole being just as flexible as every other muscle in her body. The cheeky brunette let out a long, deep exhale through pursed lips as she took my two fingers gratefully. My fingers completed their journey inside her, now swallowed by her butt all the way up to the knuckles on my hands. I could feel her pulse beating against both fingers now, it was faster than before.

“Doesn’t it hurt?” I asked.

“Yeah, but in the best possible way. Keep fucking,” Lisa said as she reached forward and pulled my head back into her crotch. My tongue immediately getting back to work in her hot snatch.

My fingers resumed pumping her ass with increased speed as I ate out the sexy brunette. Chloe made small rocking movements on the edge of the bed, pushing herself down as my fingers pushed up. Her rectum choked them both, trying to expel them unsuccessfully, forced to stretch wide for the invaders. Chloe made high pitched squeals with every push I made into her, she was in complete ecstasy.

“I want one more, baby,” she said, once again astonishing me with her affinity for anal.

Knowing better than to argue with the buttfuck-loving brunette, I simply obliged. Doing as I did before and withdrawing both fingers, leaving only the tip in. But as I did so, Chloe consciously tightened her sphincter as much as she could and her ass spat out both my digits! Shocked, I took my mouth off her pussy and looked down, watching as her ass closed up in front of me, the tight hole resuming its natural state.

“What did you do that for?!” I asked.

“Put three in at once,” Chloe replied unperturbed.

I looked down at her asshole, staring at it, dripping wet and begging to be fucked again. My mouth remained hanging open at her request, a thick line of drool and cum spilling out of my mouth and onto my tits below, the sensation snapping me back to the task at hand.

“Give me your hand,” Chloe said, and I reached up with the one that I’d just been buttfucking her with.

She grabbed it and inserted the three middle fingers into her mouth, sucking and drooling on them. No doubt tasting her own ass and cum as she coated them in saliva, prepping them for her back door. Satisfied with her efforts, she let go of my hand.

“Do it,” she instructed.

I bunched the middle three fingers together, my ring and index fingers on top of my middle one, forming a triangle of sorts. I placed the three of them at her asshole once again and pushed as I remained in awe at Chloe’s anal abilities. My middle finger being the longest, entered her first, the tip of it pushing past her rim as it found its way back into the warmth of her butthole. Above it, my index and ring fingers knocked on the door at the same time. I tucked them in as tight as I could to my middle finger, sliding them in underneath the ring of muscle. Chloe’s asshole had no choice but to stretch and accept them, as I pushed my hand determinately forward. And stretch it did, as Chloe emitted a humming like noise from her throat as she fought through the pain in order to achieve greater pleasure.

Her ass totally accepted the fingers, and I held them there, her heart rate still pulsating quickly on the undersides of them. Her butt was totally filled with me, happy to be widened. I looked up at Chloe’s face, which was contorted again, but this time it seemed like there was more pain involved. I left my fingers buried in her ass while it got used their girth and turned my attention back to her clit, which was red with arousal.

I flicked my tongue hard across the little nub, applying pressure in every direction, which caused Chloe’s abs to tighten as little electric shocks were sent through her. It didn’t take long before she started letting out pleasure yelps once again, as pain subsided, replaced with pleasure.

With confidence that her ass was adequately accustomed to the width of my three fingers, I began to move them slowly out and into her. Chloe sighed with joy at the feeling of them moving within her. I built up some momentum with the ass fucking until I had a faster pace going. My digits sliding into and out of her with relative ease, although still constricted by her tight anus. Spoonfuls of cum oozed out of her as she began her slight rocking motion once again, loving the feeling of being fucked in the ass by my fingers.

Her asshole became slick with lubrication and the sound it made as my fingers slid into it was heavenly. The noises of wet flesh sheering against wet flesh filled the air between the butt-fucking and my moist mouth on her clit. They mixed with the pleasure yelps she made with each push of my hand to create the symphony of sexual satisfaction. I noticed a gradual crescendo in the music too, as Chloe’s climax neared.

With a tense moan, Chloe’s abs crunched, arching her forward and signifying the beginning of her orgasm. I looked up from her clit and watched her face break into a million tiny creases as it squeezed shut, her eyes closed, her teeth gritted. She reached forward with one hand and grabbed onto my hair. Her legs tensed too, raising her feet from the ground.

There was an instant of complete silence, as if Chloe was trying to make a sound but didn’t have the breath. I felt a tiny vibration in her asshole at the impending release, her heart rate beating incredibly fast against my fingers. Her ring of muscle had her weight bearing down on it, opening up as much as it could for me. Her hand pulled my hair hard as it squeezed.

Then, suddenly, violently, the release. It was as if every muscle had to perform the opposite action; her eyes opened wide, as did her mouth as she let out an almighty scream, her abs unclenched and she fell on her back against the bed, her feet shot back down to the floor, lifting her lower torso off the bed. Cum leaked out of her faster than before, dripping downwards into my hand and around her asshole, which tightened fantastically around my fingers, squeezing them together and trying to push them out with futile effort.

Chloe’s hips bucked against my face, her pussy messily spreading wetness all over it with her movements. She didn’t let go of my hair either, pulling me hard against her groin as she fucked my mouth. She would let out a cry of ecstasy, followed by a sharp breath, followed by another cry, followed by another breath. Her climax looked absolutely divine, and I was filled with pride and elation at being the one to give it to her.

“Rip them out!” she cried into the air.

She clenched her anus tightly and I obliged her request, pulling all three of my fingers out of her ass quickly, which seemed to send another shockwave coursing through her body. As the wave hit her, she released my hair, and without the force pulling me forward, I fell backwards, where I watched her hips undulate in front of me, her stretched asshole closing up once again.

The chipmunk faced anal nymph rode out her orgasm before sliding off the edge of the bed and joining me on the floor. Her brow was still creased in amazement at the delights she’d just experienced as she kissed me. She was sucking on my bottom lip when an aftershock shot through her, causing her to bite my lip. I winced in pain.

“Oh, sorry,” she apologized.

“Don’t be,” I replied, grinning. “I’ve gotten used to the idea of heightening pleasure with a bit of pain.”

We beamed at each other, both our asses tingling with satisfaction, both our pussies soaked with sex. We never ended up going to the frat party, Chloe still had to help me stretch some more.

THE END


Dog-Collared Date

We were only a flight of stairs away from her apartment, but apparently Bridget couldn’t help herself. She pushed me against the wall of the stairwell and kissed me, her fantastically toned body pressing against mine. Our legs parted and entwined with one another as we made out, our groins grinding into the other’s leg through our dresses. I ran my hands through her wavy, dark blonde hair as she slipped her tongue into my mouth, her confidence and command of the situation making it extra hot for me.

Of course, our date had gone well enough that I’d known for the last hour where it was headed. Despite it being our first, Bridget and I hit it off immediately, flirting heavily throughout dinner and placing our hands possibly inappropriately high up on each other’s thighs during the movie. Had it gone on for another half hour I think she would have fingered me in the theatre, and I wouldn’t have stopped her.

It had been a long time since I’d been on a date with a girl as attractive and fun as Bridget, and after the repressed bore-in-bed that was my ex-girlfriend, something adventurous like being felt up in a movie theatre was just what I needed.

So, when Bridget suggested I come back to her apartment for a “drink”, I needed no convincing. Our first kiss in the stairwell was merely an appetizer, and I was hungry for the main course.

“Let’s get upstairs,” I said, breaking away from the kiss. “I want to take this to the bedroom.”

“Okay, but I have to warn you, Sophie, my roommates are home,” she replied. “They’re nice and everything, but they’ll almost certainly say some stupid embarrassing thing to try and make it awkward. Just try to ignore them.”

“Well now I definitely want to get upstairs! If I get to learn something embarrassing about you and fuck you then I’d say that’s a pretty perfect night.”

Bridget giggled and rolled her eyes. “Oh you’ll see, they can be quite… incorrigible.” With that, she took my hand and we climbed the remaining stairs, my eyes glued to her round butt the whole time, trying to decide if the lack of panty lines was indicative of a G-string, or no underwear at all. Her cocktail dress was short enough to invite a peak, but I could see only shadows in the dim stairwell.

My sexy date unlocked the door and let us into her living room. “Meaghan, Heidi, I’m home,” she called out to two girls sitting on the couch as she set her handbag down on the stand. The brunette hair of both women whipped through the air as they spun around with great urgency, the pair climbing over the back of the couch and springing over to us in their leggings and t-shirts.

“Wow, Bridge, you brought her home,” said one of them, “Date went well, I take it?”

“Yes, Meaghan, thank you,” Bridget said with a dry tone as she rested a hand on my shoulder while she took her high heels off. “Girls, this is Sophie, and I like her a lot so play nice.”

“Hi, I’m Heidi,” the other said to me, and before I could respond or even react, both her hands were on my face and our lips locked! My eyes went wide open in shock at the overly friendly greeting. It wasn’t that I wouldn’t kiss Heidi under different circumstances, she was hot as hell; with big green eyes, smokey eyeshadow, pouty lips and a full figure; but I was currently on a date with her friend! And I had very clear intentions about what I was going to do with said friend!

Seeing as I was unable to say ‘what the fuck?’ to the unexpected kiss, I instead stammered out a reactive mm-mm sound of distress that caused Bridget to look up.

“Oh my god!” Bridget said when she saw what her roommate was doing to me. I don’t know what fucking game Heidi was playing but if this kiss were to mess up my chances of getting laid I was going to be seriously pissed. “Meaghan, look at this. I bring a girl home and within twenty seconds Heidi is sucking her face off!”

Heidi broke away from the kiss thankfully, leaving me in stunned silence. There was a strange playfulness to Bridget’s tone, like she wasn’t mad at all, like she was fake scolding her roommate.

“Oh please, it’s not like you didn’t get to kiss her first,” Heidi replied to my date, also with a tone that was far from serious. “You guys definitely hooked up on the stairs.”

Bridget scoffed, “How in the hell could you know that? What, do you have security cameras out there now or something?”

“I don’t need security cameras when I can clearly taste you on her lips. That cheap-ass strawberry lip gloss is hard to miss,” the cheeky roommate replied, beaming at Bridget. I guess Heidi was a lesbian as well. Had her and Bridget dated at some point if she knows what her lip gloss tastes like? Were they still dating? Was Meaghan gay as well? It seemed like everyone was in on some joke except me.

“You cheeky little shit!” Bridget reprimanded Heidi, pinching one of her roommate’s nipples through her shirt, causing the brunette to laugh and lightly swat her hand away.

“What the fuck is going on?” I asked, finally capable of speech again.

Bridget laughed at me and took both my hands in hers. “I’m sorry, Sophie, come and sit down, I’ll explain.”

Not really sure what else to do, I followed Bridget and sat down on the couch, the brunette roommates giggling and whispering behind us. Bridget sat next to me, facing each other, while the roommates sat on the other cushion of the sectional, Meaghan wrapping her arms around Heidi’s waist and giving her ear a little nibble, the two of them looking totally amused by the situation. Judging by her affectionate pawing of Heidi, Meaghan was indeed also a lesbian, I could take that question off the list, only about a thousand left to ask.

“I feel like either you all have different interpretations of ‘friendly’ than I do,” I said. “Or there’s something going on that I don’t know about, because I’m getting the feeling that somehow I’m the one acting weird right now.”

“You’re not acting weird,” Bridget reassured me, at least I wasn’t losing my sanity. “This isn’t usually how we do this, but like I said, my roommates can be incorrigible,” she said as she smacked Heidi’s knee, eliciting another round of giggles from the pair.

“Are you guys like, all dating or something?”

“No, not exactly,” Bridget replied, annoyingly holding back the full answer.

“Please don’t be coy, Bridge. I thought we had a nice date and I really wanted to come up here and fuck your brains out to be honest, but now I don’t know what to think. Please just tell me what’s going on.”

“Okay look, the three of us aren’t dating each other, we’re just all really close friends from college. That was, until one night we became… really close friends. We decided we valued our friendship too much to risk it by dating each other, but we sometimes fuck, yeah. And when one of us brings a date home, the night quite often ends up in something of an orgy between the four of us.”

“An orgy?!”

“Yeah, well, not right away. Usually the person on the date takes their partner to their own room and the night goes as you’d expect, and we try and gauge if the person would be down for an extra couple of girls to join in. If we think there’s a chance, then we broach the subject with them and go from there. Heidi shouldn’t have ambushed you with a kiss before you could even get your shoes off, that was meant to be in like… an hour, if all things went well.”

“I just couldn’t help myself,” Heidi said with a shameless smile on her face. “I’m just extra horny tonight and wanted to speed things along a little.”

I stared at Bridget for a while while I took it all in. There was certainly a lot to process.

“I don’t know if she’s keen, Bridge,” Meaghan said with an undertone of disappointment.

“Well, if she’s not then we’ll have Heidi to blame for coming on too strong,” Bridget turned and replied to her. “And you can enjoy your own hand tonight, Heidi, ‘cause I’m not going down on you.”

“I’ve not said no yet,” I announced, causing Bridget’s face to snap back to mine in a look of excited glee, the roommates shifting on the couch cushion in anticipation of my next words. “So you figured after one good date I’d be down to fuck not only you but also both your best friends who you also live with?”

“Well, after one great date and what would have been even greater sex, I was going to ask you, yes.”

I weighed up my options, I don’t think I could take Bridget into her room and fuck only her at this point, I think it was either all of them or none of them. I had been trying to be more sexually open to new experiences, and both Heidi and Meaghan were drop dead gorgeous. I certainly wouldn’t hesitate to sleep with either one of them on a one night stand, so what was the difference if it was all at once.

“Well?” Heidi asked impatiently, prompting Bridget and Meaghan to shush her.

“Is there anything else I should know?” I asked, still somehow sensing that I wasn’t being told the whole truth. My question prompted the brunette roommates to smile and shift excitedly again, confirming my suspicions.

“Well…” Bridget started, hesitant to tell me. “There is sort of this tradition.”

“A tradition?”

“Yeah, well you see, typically the date isn’t just another girl in a foursome, they’re kind of the… focal point.”

“Just say what you’re saying, please,” I said, my turn to be impatient.

“Whichever one of us brings a girl back to the apartment puts their date on a leash and they’re used as sort of a sex pet,” Bridget blurted out, eliciting an unexpected pang of horniness in my groin. “But we don’t have to do that tonight, given the circumstances, that seems like too much.”

“I’ll do it,” I said immediately, causing Bridget to look at me with shocked eyes at my declaration, and the roommates to get even closer and touchier with one another. I don’t know why the mention of the bondage and submission was the thing to get me over the line of indecision, I’d never done anything like that before, and I’d never slept with more than one woman at a time, but there was a voice within me saying that I probably wouldn’t ever get this chance again, and that voice was loud.

“You will?” Bridget said in disbelief.

“Shhh Bridget, she said she will,” Heidi said. “You brought home a good one after all. I’ll go get the collar.” With that, the tall brunette practically leapt off the couch and disappeared into a bedroom.

“How should I be? Where do you want me?” I asked, full of confidence all of a sudden, proud at myself for seizing the moment.

“Oh, Soph,” Bridget said, lunging forward and kissing me passionately, our tongues dancing between our open mouths. Meaghan watched the hot kiss and squealed with delight. She guided me off the couch, her lips never leaving mine, my eyes closed as I gave in to my horniness. My brain was flushed with endorphins at the hot kiss and the thought of what I was about to do, what was about to be done to me.

Bridget pulled down the thin straps of my dress, slipping my arms out of them and pushing the figure hugging garment down to a crumpled mess around my feet. I stood now in only my black lace bra, thong, garter belt, stockings and high heels. I had dressed sexy on purpose, of course, hoping Bridget would be unwrapping me tonight, but I could have never guessed it would be under these circumstances.

Without warning, I felt the cool, unmistakable feel of leather being wrapped around my neck. I flinched slightly at the unexpected sensation, and tried to recoil from Bridget, but she wouldn’t let me; her lips followed mine as I felt the collar tighten around my throat as it was secured by Heidi.

Once it was fastened, Bridget broke the kiss and stepped back from me. I opened my eyes and saw the hungry look on her face as she admired me in my black lingerie and dog collar. I felt the leather around my throat, at least four inches long, covering most of my neck, a flat leash connected to the middle, the lead slack over my shoulder. Heidi’s hand appeared next to me, holding the end of the leash, passing it to Bridget. As my date, Bridget had the duty of controlling me according to their kinky tradition.

Bridget held the leash and stroked my cheek. “Oh, Sophie, you look absolutely hot as shit. You’re going to make a fantastic fucktoy.” With that, she pulled down hard on the leash, causing me to fall to the floor on my knees, my hand instinctively grabbing at the collar. “Leave it,” my date instructed, her tone now firm and commanding. “And don’t get up unless I tell you to.”

I’d never been spoken to like this. I’d sure as hell never had a collar around my neck. It turned me on a lot more than I expected. I could already feel a wet spot forming on my thong despite being the only woman in the room in a state of undress. “Okay, sorr-”

“Don’t speak either!” Bridget cut me off. She bent over so that her face met mine. “You need to understand this Sophie, while that collar is around your neck, you don’t do anything I don’t tell you to do. You belong to me now.”

I nodded, my pussy thrumming with excitement.

“Now, who should I make you eat out first?” Bridget mused as Heidi made her way back to the sectional next to Meaghan.

“Oh, please Bridge,” Heidi begged. “I’m so horny I would just about fuck a man if I thought he could make me cum.”

“I guess that’s why you expedited the events of the evening,” Bridget replied. “And almost fucked it up completely. Meaghan goes first.”

Heidi’s shoulders sank in disappointment as Meaghan beamed with glee. Heidi may have needed the release, but I was Bridget’s date, so I followed Bridget’s orders. I crawled on all fours like a dog as Bridget led me across the floor by my leash, my gaze alternating between the sway of her ass in her cocktail dress, and the aroused Meaghan squirming on the couch in anticipation. The moist spot in my thong grew, the demeaning act making me all the wetter.

“Take her pants off, Sophie,” Bridget commanded as I arrived at her excited roommate. Bridget’s tone of unsureness had vanished, she now spoke to me in a commanding, confident way, giving me instructions that I instinctively knew I should follow.

So I did. I reached up from my position on the floor and hooked my fingers under the waist of Meaghan’s leggings. The sexy brunette lifted her butt off the couch to assist me in feeling the fabric down her smooth, lithe legs. My eyes were now level with her pink, cotton panties. Meaghan had a wet spot of her own, already well turned on by the events so far.

“Give her a sniff,” Bridget commanded as she tugged on the leather lead, forcing my head forward in between the open legs of her horny friend. My nose butted up against Meaghan’s crotch, causing her to inhale sharply in delight from the physical contact. I did as I was told and breathed in her sex, her scent stinging my nostrils brilliantly. I was certainly no stranger to pussy, but every time I get up close to one I become intoxicated by it’s smell.

“Take them off with your teeth,” came the next instruction from Bridget. As her date and her pet, I had no choice but to oblige, not that I needed convincing. I bit the top of her pink panties and pulled down, my neck straining against the collar as I knelt all the way down to the floor to pull them off her feet. “Isn’t that a sight,” Bridget remarked.

Her roommates responded with affirmative moans and nodding of their heads, Bridget no doubt referring to me, bowing down in my black lace lingerie and leash to take off Meaghan’s panties. But for me, the sight I was interested in was just as attractive. I spat the pungent panties out of my mouth and looked dead ahead at the glistening slit of Meaghan’s shaved cunt.

“C’mon then,” Bridget said. “Dinner time.”

With a pull of the leash, she led my face back into Meaghan’s groin, only this time, there was no cotton barrier to prevent me from tasting her pussy. And so I did. I licked up her perfect pink twat, my eager tongue separating her labia as her flowery, sweet flavor attacked my tastebuds. I was in heaven. Eating pussy was what I was born to do, and in my current position, bent over and submitted, devouring a perfect stranger, I felt like the sexiest lesbian on the planet.

I looked up at Meaghan while I dipped my tongue in her honeypot, coating myself in her juices. Heidi and her were making out hard, the sexually frustrated roommate’s hand under her shirt and fondling her tits while she writhed on the couch.

“How’s she taste, Sophie?” my date asked me. I looked up and to the side at her, presiding over the scene she was orchestrating with delight. I simply moaned my approval, my tongue refusing to leave the velvety folds of Meaghan’s pussy. Bridget smiled in equal parts pride and arousal. “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself, now quit fucking around and make her cum.”

I was somewhat disappointed at how soon the command had come. I would have gladly spent an hour exploring Meaghan’s nethers, but alas, I was obliged to obey. My licking and nibbling became a more targeted assault on her clit. I made my tongue rigid and flicked the tip of it over the sensitive nub, sending a pulse of ecstasy shooting up her spine and causing her to emit a protracted ‘unnggghhhh’ from the pleasure. I looked up again to see her lips purse as I did it, Heidi now having pulled her shirt up over her tits and paying oral attention to her nipples.

I circled her clit, occasionally flicking it roughly as Meaghan’s moans and squirms reached fever pitch. Heidi’s licking and sucking became louder too, to match the intensity, as the writhing roommate threw her hands behind her head and came. Her back went stiff, her butt lifting off the couch as she trembled in euphoria. My head followed, slurping up every drop of cum she produced, my mouth and chin becoming coated in the sweet, translucent goo. Meaghan wasn’t a screamer, but she was a squealer, her high pitched screech filling the room with no regard for the neighbors.

She rode wave after wave of her climax, until her tensed muscles and hormone flooded brain couldn’t take any more. She collapsed in a heap onto the couch, leaving my soaked face hovering in the air, my tongue still poking out, craving more of her flavor, my eyes half shut as I revelled in her sex. Bridget made her way behind me, the leather collar rotating around my throat so that the leash was now attached to the back of my neck. She pulled back, firmly enough to choke me a little and causing me to fall on my butt and crab walk backwards to follow her, my heels clacking against the wooden floor.

“Look at that,” she said as she stopped, several feet away from the recovering Meaghan and the horny Heidi, who was still lightly kissing and pawing at her friend’s sweaty skin. “I bet an hour ago you didn’t think you’d be responsible for this view tonight.”

I shook my head. “No, I did not,” I said in disbelief at the turns the night had taken.

“Do you think I should forgive Heidi for her earlier over-assertiveness?”

The mention of her name caused the brunette to look up from the satisfied Meaghan. She looked at me, sitting on the floor in my sexy lingerie and collar, her roommate’s cum drying around my mouth, her facial expression practically begging for a turn with the submissive fuck doll that Bridget had brought home.

“I think she’d pass out from horniness if you don’t,” I replied to my controller.

Bridget giggled at her roommate’s pleading face. “Alright, Heidi, why don’t you get on your knees and lean on the couch. I’ll make Sophie do your favorite thing.”

Heidi’s eyes lit up at the words. “Oh my god! You think she’ll go for it?” She said as she practically leapt off the couch, assuming the suggested position, bending over the seat cushion and propping herself up on her elbows, presenting herself to Bridget and I.

“Oh, she’ll do whatever I tell her to. She’s a good little sex pet and she wants her treat, don’t you, Sophie?” Bridget asked as she gave the leash a little tug, the leather choking me to remind me of my status.

“Y-yes,” I stammered, a jolt of warmth being sent straight to my pussy by the move. I wondered what Heidi’s favorite thing was that I would be made to do. I couldn’t imagine anything wilder than what we were already doing, but then again, I was the one out of my sexual depth. For these girls, this was just another Friday night.

“That’s a good girl,” Bridget said as she started leading me back towards the couch, Meaghan still nude and panting, Heidi in position on the floor next to her. “Look, she’s already wet for you,” my dominator said, referring to the dark gray patch over the crotch of Heidi’s otherwise light gray leggings. She walked beside me, keeping the leash tight as I crawled on all fours, truly feeling like a sex pet in the most literal of ways.

We reached our destination, where my head hung half a foot behind Heidi’s rear, her wet spot staring me right in the face, her aroma already overwhelming my nose even at this distance. Bridget let some slack in my leash as she made her way next to the brunette, pulling down her roommate’s leggings in panties in one motion, bunching them up around Heidi’s knees on the floor. Heidi’s bare, round ass was now on display, her neat, tight brown butthole adorning her perfect pink below. She was as hairless as Meaghan, and I was more than ready to dive in. I wondered if my hunger for pussy would ever be satiated.

“Heidi loves having her pussy eaten by an obedient little sex slave,” Bridget said as I impatiently awaited the order. “But there’s one thing that gets her off even more,” as she spoke, she reached down so that the palm of her hand pressed against Heidi’s snatch. She then dragged it up through the crack of the brunette’s bountiful ass, spreading her moistness up the valley, Heidi’s asshole and butt crack now glistening with her own honey. “And that’s having her ass eaten by an obedient little sex slave.”

I was stunned, I couldn’t say anything. I’d certainly never eaten ass before and this might be a bridge too far, even on a night where so many new bridges had been crossed already. I barely got a chance to think about it though before Bridget grabbed me by my hair and jammed my face between Heidi’s cheeks. Almost instinctively, my tongue poked out from my lips and I pressed it firmly against the tiny opening I had been ordered to eat.

The response in Heidi was instantaneous, the horny brunette arched her back and let out a sigh of relief as she finally received some sexual stimulation, and apparently in her favorite place. My brain suddenly caught up with my actions and I realized what I was licking, I quickly retracted my tongue in equal parts surprise and disgust. The flavor of Heidi’s butthole lingered on my tongue, and strangely, it didn’t taste unpleasant. It had kind of a metallic taste, like licking a battery, but it was mixed with the sweetness from her pussy that Bridget’s hand had buttered it with.

“Aw, I think this is her first time eating ass,” Meaghan said, watching the scene unfold next to her. “It might be too naughty for her,” she added with a slight mocking tone. I knew she was just trying to tease me into proving her wrong, but it worked nonetheless.

“Oh, I’m sure she’ll learn to love it,” Bridget said as she tugged on the leash, choking me for my defiant hesitance. “Just like every other girl we bring home.”

More words designed to make me feel inferior, like I was a prude because my first instinct when I see a butthole isn’t to lick it. But I was on the floor, collar around my neck, submitting myself to a girl I was on my first date with. I was hardly a prude, and I’d prove it to them. I stuck my tongue out again and licked up the length of Heidi’s crevice, eliciting the same reaction in her as the first time my tongue touched her butt.

Meaghan and Bridget giggled to each other at my new found kinky enthusiasm for eating ass. I licked Heidi’s rough little knot over and over, burying my face into her rump as much as her generous cheeks would allow as they pressed against either side of my face, enveloping me. Her tiny little crater made a lewd squelching sound as my saliva filled it and it pulsated against the flat of my tongue. With every lick of the naughty hole, I found myself liking it more and more, getting turned on more than I thought possible by the ultimate submissive, humiliating act of being forced to lick a stranger’s asshole.

Heidi of course, was enjoying herself more. She moaned and twitched in elation as I devoured her rear. She pressed her backside against my face, begging me to go harder, to go deeper. I wiggled my head side to side, burrowing further between her butt cheeks in an attempt to oblige. I spread my mouth wide, parting enough of her flesh to allow the tip of my tongue to flutter rapidly over her anus.

Ahead of me, Meaghan had moved across the couch so that she was between Heidi’s arms, relieving both of them of their t-shirts so that they were now fully nude, save for the leggings and panties around Heidi’s knees. Meaghan hunched over to kiss her roommate and reached down between her legs to paw at her clit while I rimmed her ass. This sent Heidi into overdrive as she was pleasured by the two of us.

Bridget bent over and whispered a commanding “Enter her,” into my ear, sending a shiver down my back that went all the way to my own asshole. Well beyond the point of no return now, I did as I was told and pushed my tongue forward against Heidi’s tight little entrance. Her ring instinctively contracted against my invading organ, but after a sharp gasp from Heidi, she forced herself to relax the muscle, granting me access to her most intimate of places. I pushed forward with my tongue, it’s rigid tip entering Heidi’s rectum, the grateful brunette moaning into her friend’s mouth in appreciation.

Heidi’s asshole was a tight, warm space, and as she heaved in pleasure, her anus would rhythmically push me out and then suck me back in just as hard, filling her to her inner walls. My tongue felt as choked as my throat did by the strong ring, but I loved both feelings more than I ever thought I would. Smothered by her delicious ass and submitted to the woman holding me by a leash, I think I could have cum from a strong breeze blowing across my pussy. I couldn’t wait for my treat.

Overwhelmed by the attention her ass and clit were receiving, Heidi came. Her back arched up as her butt cheeks tensed and vibrated against my face, her butthole tightening and forcing me out as her head fell away from Meaghan and screamed into the couch cushion.

“Fuck yeah, cum baby,” Meaghan said through gritted teeth as she furiously rubbed at Heidi’s clit, her hand motions flinging her roommate’s cum all over the place, including splashing against my cleavage. I gave her asshole a similar assault, licking her brown rosebud hard and fast as I moaned with delight into her ass.

Eventually, her climax subsided, her body relaxing as she inhaled big breaths of air. I felt a bare foot press down on the back of my head as Bridget stepped on me, pushing my face down into the bunch of panties and leggings around Heidi’s knees, the cotton messy with her wasted cum. I breathed her scent in deeply as Bridget leaned over Heidi’s body, the three roommates exchanging kisses with one another, basking in the sexy evening they were having.

My collar went taut once again as Bridget pulled me back away from the sloppy mess of clothes, Heidi turning around to pull them off and toss them aside, the two roommate’s now completely naked on the couch as they watched me be pulled away from them, an eager look in both their eyes.

“You’ve been such a good, obedient sex pet tonight, Sophie,” Bridget praised me as she spun me around so that I was on my knees, my back facing her roommates on the couch. She walked behind me and pulled on the leash just tight enough that I was still able to move my head a little, then she pulled my hands together behind me and wrapped the leather strap around my wrists, tying them securely together in a knot. “I think you’ve earned your treat.”

I kneeled there, my pussy on fire with yearning, my black lace panties soaked with anticipation. I was completely helpless to fight whatever was going to happen next, and that was the way I wanted it. I would let these three women do whatever the fuck they wanted to me at this point, I was completely in.

Bridget made her way in front of me, bending over to give me a little kiss, no doubt tasting her two roommates on me. Then she stepped back, slid the straps of her cocktail dress over her shoulders and pushed down on the fabric, first unleashing her spectacular, round tits, puffy nipples standing to attention. Then she wriggled her hips to allow the tight clothing to push past them, revealing her tidy little cunt, a tiny triangle of pubic hair adorning the appealing lips. She was the sight of pure feminism. My eyes went wide at her beauty, her confidence, and her raw sexiness.

My date kicked her now useless dress away, making me the only woman in the room not completely naked. She then picked up a nearby ottoman and set it down in front of me, before sitting on top of it and parting her legs, allowing me full view of her wet snatch and pretty little asshole, as if she was presenting them on a fluffy cushion that was her butt cheeks.

For the second time of the night, she pulled me by the hair into my meal, only this time it was her own sex. I was so caught up in Bridget’s nakedness that I didn’t even notice the roommates until they were already behind me and fiddling with the clasps of my garter. They each undid the tiny straps around a leg and then peeled my thong out of my ass and down my legs. I lifted my knees in turn to allow them to slip the moist garment down and over my high heels. Finally, I would get the oral attention my loins were begging for. Everything down there was fair game, they could do whatever they wanted as long as it made me cum.

The pair wasted no time in getting to work. Each one returned the favor I had done for them, Meaghan licking up and down the slit of my pussy from behind, and Heidi to my side, leaning over me and spreading my ass cheeks so that she could lick my back door. I had never had a rimjob before either, but I immediately loved receiving one even more than I did giving one, which turned out to be quite the high bar.

My expert mouth went to work on Bridget’s nethers. I moved my whole head up and down her slit, occasionally sucking on her clit, and not neglecting her asshole. My tongue spread her love goo all around her, the taste adding to the cocktail of feminine flavors already in my mouth. Her translucent nectar spilled out of her, collecting in a little pool in the tiny crater that was her perfect asshole, ready to be collected by me on each return journey south.

I’d never felt so good in all my life. Both my pussy and ass was being attended to by two incredible women, while my face was stuffed into the groin of the woman I was submitted to, my wrists bound by my leather leash, with every jolt of pleasure causing me to tighten my own collar inadvertently, choking me. This was the most pleasurable thing I’d ever experienced.

Or so I thought.

The feeling lasted all of a few seconds before it was replaced with another. The extreme, mind-bending ecstasy of my orgasm just destroyed me. It was like there were fireworks in my groin that were all exploding at once, sending sensations of bliss coursing through my entire body. Cum leaked out of my vagina and down onto Meaghan’s waiting tongue as she flicked my clit. My asshole felt electrified by Heidi’s tongue, shockwaves bursting from my ring and shooting up my spine. My lips pursed around Bridget’s clit as she too, came, her warm sex coating my chin. My every muscle tensed, causing me to choke myself so hard that I started to see black from the oxygen deprivation.

Thankfully, my mistress reached forward and with her deft fingers, unclasped the collar mid-orgasm, causing my head to fall to the ground and gasp for air as my climax continued to rock through me in waves. Every breath I took in felt like relief, and every hoarse scream a release, as I came harder than I ever thought possible.

I wasn’t sure if I had multiple orgasms, or just one ridiculously long one. The choking had caused my entire mind to go completely blank, incapable of concepts such as time, leaving me to only feel the nirvana the three girls had sent me to. After what simultaneously felt like ten seconds and an hour, the climax died down. The tongues were retracted from my ass and pussy, the binding knot of leather undone to release my hands. I fell onto my side onto the hard, cool floor, unable to keep myself up or even speak.

The three roommates smiled at me and kissed, giggled and spoke nothings to one another, their goal achieved. I lay there in stunned silence, in disbelief at what had just happened and that I almost had said no to it. This new, sexually adventurous Sophie was definitely going to have to stick around.

They helped me off the floor, my legs needing considerable help still in high heels. They sat me down on the couch as my brain finished rebooting, my breath having returned. I rubbed at my sore neck, and basked in the post-orgasm haze that my pussy and for the first time, my ass, felt.

There was light conversation, cuddling and glasses of water handed out as the four of us regained our composure. They all helped strip me of my remaining garments, my bra, garter belt, stockings and heels now feeling restrictive rather than sexy. Us four nude lesbians sat there for some time, these veritable strangers suddenly feeling like my closest friends.

Eventually, Meaghan and Heidi went to bed, and Bridget took me off to her room. Inside, the two of us spent the rest of the night pleasuring one another in more traditional, gentle ways. The reverse order of how these nights are apparently meant to go, I was just thankful it happened at all.

“So, do you want to see me again?” Bridget asked sometime around four in the morning.

I didn’t know what that would mean, whether Bridget and I would be dating each other, or would I also be dating her roommates by association? Would orgies like tonight become a regular thing? It sounded complicated and messy. I decided I didn’t care.

“Absolutely,” I replied, giving her a sweet kiss, my pussy and ass tingling with thoughts of the future.

THE END


The Lesbian Doctor Will See You Now

I scrolled aimlessly on my phone, blindly double-tapping the screen without really looking at the endless stream of photos. I couldn’t concentrate in the waiting room, nervous to see the doctor for such a private reason. This was my first time needing to visit a doctor since I moved away from home for college, so it was my first time not seeing my usual GP. Doctor Reid had been recommended to me by a friend, but still, I was nervous to meet her.

“Amber Johnson?” a voice called.

My heart skipped a beat at the mention of my name, and I looked up to see a beautiful woman, fortyish with long, dirty blonde hair, calling my name. She wore a figure hugging orange dress beneath her standard, white doctor’s coat. She also wore fashionable, thick rimmed glasses and perfect makeup, her lipstick the perfect shade of pink to complement her complexion. She was certainly a lot more attractive than the old woman my Mom took me to see back home.

“Here,” I called across the waiting room, shooting my hand straight up into the air.

“It’s not a classroom, Miss Johnson,” she smiled radiantly at me, amused by my schoolgirl instincts.

“Right,” I said as I hurriedly stuffed my phone into my handbag and walked at pace over to the woman, following her down a hall and into her exam room.

The graceful doctor closed the door behind me and sat down at her computer, inviting me to take a seat next to the desk. I couldn’t help but admire her beauty. I never thought doctors had time to work on their appearance, but clearly Doctor Reid did. Despite our age difference, I thought if she were interested in the same guy as me, I would be worried.

She was definitely in good shape, the tightness of her dress allowing me to make that assessment. Her boobs looked heavy, with ample cleavage that drew my eye, despite my perfectly straight sexual inclinations. There were just the hints of wrinkles on her hands, maybe the slightest crows feet present beside her eyes. Apart from that, she could have passed for early thirties with the right Instagram filter.

“So, Miss Johnson. My name is Doctor Reid, it’s a pleasure to meet you. May I call you Amber?”

“Yes of course!” I blurted out.

“Amber, then,” she said, her voice a lot more measured and calm than mine. “What brings you to see me, today?”

“Well, it’s kind of awkward, actually. Kind of… personal,” I said nervously, shifting in my chair and grabbing my arm.

“I assure you, Amber, anything that happens in this room remains strictly confidential,” Doctor Reid said, resting a comforting hand on my bare knee. Oddly, my skin lit up to her touch, gooseflesh spreading across my thigh in response. I obviously found Doctor Reid attractive, but was I a little bit attracted to her?

“Well, now that I’m in college, I’m having a lot more…” I hesitated, looking up at my doctor for reassurance. The kind, gray-blue eyes of Doctor Reid looked back at me, as she gave a little nod of encouragement. “A lot more sex,” I sighed. “I use condoms, of course. But I keep forgetting to take the pill, and I really feel more comfortable having the two methods of protection. I really don’t want to get pregnant.”

“I see,” Doctor Reid said, taking her hand off my knee and sitting back in her chair. “It’s quite fortunate you came to me then, Amber. I may be a general practitioner but women’s sexual health is something of a focus of mine. May I ask, did someone suggest you come to see me?”

“Uh, yes,” I admitted. “My friend, Kristen Price.”

“Ah yes, Kristen!” the doctor said, her face lighting up with recognition. “That makes a lot of sense. She certainly made the right recommendation.”

“Yeah, she’s great,” I said dismissively. “Anyway, I was doing some research and reading about an implant you can get that basically does the same thing as the pill? I just can’t trust myself to remember to do something every day at the same time. I need something I can forget about and still rely on to not get pregnant.”

“Well,” Doctor Reid started. “The implant can sometimes cause side effects, you know. There have been cases where women have experienced chronic headaches, back pain, and even decreased sex drive, which I’m sure an active young college student such as yourself is keen to avoid.”

Her mouth curled into a wry grin, which for some reason, caused butterflies to flap their wings in my stomach. How was this woman doing these things to me? It didn’t make any sense.

“Oh, I didn’t read about those in my research. None of that sounds very good. Are there any other alternatives to the pill?”

“Actually there is one that I think might be appropriate for you. It doesn’t require anything being inserted into you, it doesn’t cause any side effects whatsoever, and best of all, it one hundred percent guarantees you won’t get pregnant.”

My eyes lit up at the description. “Well that sounds like exactly what I’m looking for! I can’t believe I didn’t come across it in my research. What is it?”

“Well, actually, as a woman in college, you’re uniquely equipped to use this particular contraceptive. Quite a lot of girls do try it while they’re in college, in fact.”

“What is it?” I repeated, bouncing eagerly on my chair as the doctor held back the crucial bit of information from me.

“Well,” Doctor Reid started, wheeling her chair across from the desk so that she was directly in front of me. She placed both hands on my thighs, just above my knees, causing the butterflies in my stomach to flap harder, my skin feeling electrified by her touch. “It’s called having sex with women. Have you tried it?”

My mouth fell open as I searched for a response. I was shocked at the suggestion. “I… uhh… no, I’m not a lesbian,” I eventually said, managing somehow to string a sentence together.

“It’s not about being a lesbian, Amber,” the doctor said, beaming at me and stifling a laugh. “It’s about having incredible, carefree casual sex with zero chance of getting pregnant and negligible chances of catching a sexually transmitted disease. I’m a big advocate of girls sleeping with other girls, especially in college where the pickings are rife.”

“I wouldn’t even know how to…” I started, my brain still trying to process the information she was giving me. It certainly did sound good on paper, but still… sex with another woman? It was a completely alien thought to me.

“Well, as your health professional, I’m here to give you any pointers you need,” the attractive doctor said before doing something that truly caught me off guard. One of her hands left my knee and slid up the inside of my thigh, the tips of her fingers and nails caressing my smooth skin as they disappeared beneath my skirt. I inhaled sharply and sat bolt upright, the butterflies in my stomach now melting into my groin. The warmth I felt was plenty familiar with, but they were being elicited by the opposite sex for the first time ever.

“How does that feel?” Doctor Reid asked, her hand stopping just short of my pussy, her fingers lightly scratching the inside of my thigh.

I nodded my head nervously, biting my lip and creasing my brow, scared to admit how much I liked it.

“Should I go further?” the doctor asked.

Again, I nodded my head furiously, incapable of speech, my pussy on fire with horniness, begging to be touched. And touch it she did. Doctor Reid brushed her knuckles against the rapidly wettening cotton of my panties, my snatch thankful for the contact, even if it was through fabric. She slid her thumb into the side of my underwear, and felt up the length of my slit, massaging my slick labia with the pad of her digit.

“Mm,” I let out a tender moan, my eyes unable to look away from the pretty doctor’s face, as she explored my nethers with her thumb.

“I love college girls. You keep your pussies so neat,” she said, referring to my hairless snatch. “Why don’t you get up on my exam table, Amber, so I can show you this new contraceptive method.”

With that, the doctor retracted her hand from beneath my skirt, and pushed her chair out of my path. This was certainly the strangest visit I’d ever had to the doctor, and part of me was screaming, telling me to run to the door and never return. There was a stronger part though, that willed me off the chair and controlled my feet, making me walk toward the exam table, making me use the step to hoist myself up onto the paper covered cushion. I sat there, staring at my medical practitioner, terrified but exhilarated.

Doctor Reid’s lips were curled into a cheeky smile, and she wheeled across the floor over to me. She pressed a button on the control panel of the examination table, raising it to a height so that she was eye level with my groin. Then she pressed another, the backing of the table rising into more of a chair position to support my back.

“I’m going to have to take these off,” she said as she reached under my skirt, her fingers gripping the waist of my cotton panties. I lifted my butt off the seat to allow her to pull them down, slipping them down my legs and over my sandals. Doctor Reid smiled as she gazed between my legs, her view now unobstructed beneath my skirt.

“Here, honey. Let’s get you more comfortable,” she swung the stirrups of the chair around from the sides, locked them into place and guiding my legs into them, her soft hands gently massaging my calves as she did so.

I did feel comfortable. It was a position I wasn’t unfamiliar with. It was just that usually it was a really old woman with a speculum peering into me for gynecological reasons, not with the lusty look that Doctor Reid wore as she leaned in, her head disappearing beneath my skirt.

I wriggled in the chair as she kissed the insides of my thighs, taking her time and teasing me with the softest lips I’d ever felt on my skin. She dragged her tongue across my gooseflesh, kissing around my vulva and shaved mons. Every time I thought she was going to lick my pussy, she moved to the other leg and began the process all over again. My clit throbbed with arousal, my slit now properly wet from the beautiful, orally taunting doctor.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, Doctor Reid gave me what I so sorely craved. Her tongue licked me slowly from the base of my slit up to the hood that housed my thrumming clitoris. I closed my eyes and leaned back against the table, sighing in both relief and pleasure at the feeling of a woman performing cunnilingus on me.

This wasn’t something I ever thought I wanted. All my college experiences had been straight as an arrow up to this point, but Doctor Reid had changed all that. There was something terrifically exciting about her. Her stature as a doctor, her beauty and grace as a mature woman. I felt safe and comfortable on her exam table, her mouth eating my pussy.

The wet sounds of her terrific mouth between my legs filled my ears. Her tongue parted my folds as the mature woman explored every inch of my horny, teenage pussy. A lesbian encounter was a normal part of the college experience, but it was so much hotter having it with my doctor in her exam room. There were people walking past the door to other offices, a waiting room full of patients a few yards away. The whole situation was phenomenally naughty, which just made my snatch all the wetter.

“You taste wonderful, Amber,” the naughty doctor said from beneath my skirt. “You should take this off though, so you can see. You’re going to want to learn before you go down on me.”

Go down on her!? The thought hadn’t occurred to me, I was too preoccupied with my own sexual gratification. But she was right, I was going to have to return the favor, and I had no idea what I was doing with a vagina. I unhooked my skirt and opened the waist, letting the fabric splay out beneath me on the table, so that I could watch the doctor’s mouth at work on my pussy.

Something about it just looked right. Seeing this beautiful woman gently going down on me was incredibly sensual. She sucked at my labia, explored every one of my folds, dipped her tongue into my vagina, and occasionally flicked my clitoris with the tip of her tongue. Every time she found a sensitive spot that caused me to jerk, the stirrups rattling against the table, she would always return to it, ensuring she pleasured me in a way she knew I liked. Doctor Reid was an intuitive lover, and seemed to listen to what my body was telling her.

“Does it feel good, Amber?” she asked without looking up.

“Oh my God, yes,” I replied, wincing in pleasure every time her lips connected with my pink.

“I’m going to make you cum now.”

“Okay,” I whispered, excited for whatever my doctor was going to do to me next.

She focused her efforts on my clit, lightly sucking at the pink pearl, her mouth hoovering it between her pursed lips and rolling it over her tongue. She pulled back on the hood with one hand, exposing the sensitive nub, before she played with it with her other. Her thumb would drag it one way until it suddenly recoiled back into place, each time causing my abs to tense and eliciting a moan from me. She alternated between using her tongue and fingers to please me.

I grabbed the undersides of my thighs as I tried to make a mental note of everything Doctor Reid did to me, the task proving difficult with the whirlpool of pleasure that swirled around inside me. It felt like an elastic band, stretching a little bit more with every lash of the doctor’s tongue. Every time I thought it was at its limit, she’d flick my clit again, the band stretching further.

Doctor Reid pushed her face against my cunt, her tongue pressing hard against my clit, wagging roughly, pushing my pearl left and right, rolling it around in circles. I moaned over and over again on the table, loving every second of pleasure the lesbian doctor gave me. The figurative band inside me stretching further and further, threatening to break at any given moment.

Suddenly, it snapped. Ecstasy flooded my body as I came hard against my doctor’s face. The enormous orgasm caused my body to undulate in the chair as I tried to keep my eyes open to watch the general practitioner as she started licking up the length of my slit over and over, my cum coating her mouth and chin. The stirrups rattled as my every muscle seemed to vibrate, my abs tensing and relaxing repeatedly as a seemingly impossible amount of pleasure swirled in my groin. The nerves in my spine seemed to light up all the way to the base of my skull, my brain being flooded with hormones.

I tried not to scream too loud but self control was difficult. I let out a cry and prayed no one was walking by the doctor’s door at that moment, for they surely would have heard my climax. The lesbian doctor kissed at my thighs and vulva as I came down, her lips spreading my wetness, my pussy feeling hot and sensitive in the afterglow of the orgasm. She let me sit there, sporadic aftershocks in my groin causing me to twitch in the chair, the paper rustling beneath me.

“Oh my God,” I finally said, as I was able to collect my thoughts.

“Does it seem like a viable method now?” Doctor Reid smiled up at me from between my legs, her mouth and chin shimmering in the fluorescent light with my cum.

“Um, yeah. I think so,” I said with wide eyes, as if I’d just discovered gold. “Risk free sex that feels that good? I think girls are certainly on the menu in my future.”

“I’m glad to hear it, Amber. It’s important to me as your doctor that you’re safe. You’ve only had half the experience so far though. It’s time for you to put what you’ve learnt into practice now.”

I smiled back at the doctor, suddenly very eager to eat her pussy and see for myself what it was like. I pulled my legs out of the stirrups and hopped off the table, leaving my skirt behind. Doctor Reid pushed her chair back and stood. I walked over to her, bottomless, and placed my lips to hers, thanking her for the incredible gift she’d just given me. I could taste myself on her, the sweet, slightly tart flavor of my sex all over her lips and tongue.

I grabbed the lapels of her doctor’s coat while we continued to kiss, and pushed it back over her shoulders, the doctor holding her arms back and allowing it to fall to the floor. My hands ran up her figure hugging orange dress, feeling her every curve, giving her fantastic ass a squeeze and confirmed that for someone entering middle age, she did indeed keep herself in incredible shape.

“Get it off,” Doctor Reid said to me, “I need to be naked.”

As I had been taught from a young age, I did what the doctor told me. I pulled the zip down the back of her dress, allowing her to slide her arms out of the sleeves. She wiggled her hips to help me push the fabric down before she kicked it away, now in only her underwear. Eagerly, Doctor Reid undid the strap of her own bra, tossing the useless garment over to her crumpled up dress while I pushed her panties down, which also joined the pile.

I embraced the naked, forty-something year old, kissing her deeply while I ran my hands along her soft, perfect skin. She ran her hands through my hair as I kissed the nape of her neck and her shoulders.

“Be careful not to give me a hickey,” she whispered directly into my ear, causing the tiny hairs on the back of my neck to stand up. Her sudden concern with professionalism would make me laugh later, but for now, I was happy to do whatever she wanted.

Doctor Reid’s hands pushed the top of my head, forcing me south to her breasts. I kissed down her sternum before lavishing her tits with my saliva, as I licked and kissed every square inch of the perfect globes. I pursed my lips around one of her nipples, applying pressure to the tiny spot, while I used my fingers to lightly pinch the other at the same time. The doctor’s head fell back as she sighed into the air, her nipples standing to attention, one hardening in my mouth.

“I want you to eat my pussy now, Amber,” she said. I could have spent an hour with her tits but I was super excited to go down on her.

Doctor Reid dropped to the floor, sitting on her splayed out white lab coat. She lay on her back and spread her legs for me, her pretty pussy lips peeling open to reveal the inviting pink inside. Her snatch looked more mature than mine, with a delta of trimmed fur adorning her otherwise hairless box. She looked like much more of a woman than I did with her neat pubes and large breasts, and I felt like such a girl standing in front of her with my shaved snatch, inexperienced in the ways of sapphic sex. I was lucky to learn from such a powerful woman.

After adequately drinking in her femininity, I dropped to my knees and leaned over between her legs. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal, and the aroma of her sex wafted towards me, stinging my nostrils fantastically as I breathed her in. She smelt inviting and exciting, and I couldn’t bear to spend one more second not eating her out.

I leant into her with an extended tongue, my tip delving ever so slightly into her vagina before travelling north through her folds. Her labia parted for me as she squirmed on her coat, exhaling loudly at the feeling of my tongue. I completed my journey at her clitoris, giving the bean a light flick as I curled my tongue back into my mouth and closed my eyes, savoring her flavor on my taste buds. Her sex was sweet and flowery, and tasted divine.

“Just do what I did, Amber,” she coached me from the floor, reminding me of the task at hand.

I leant down further again, licking her over and over, my tongue enjoying the feeling of the alien terrain. I was used to a hard rod when giving oral, but there was something a lot more intimate and exciting about her pliable, wet folds, that moved with my movements. Her pubic hair tickled my nose as I suckled at her labia, kissed her vulva and delved my tongue as deep as I could inside her vagina in search for more of her sweet nectar. I avoided her clit for now, knowing that once I started there, I wouldn’t be able to leave.

“That’s it, that’s perfect,” Doctor Reid said reassuringly as my inexperienced but enthusiastic teenage mouth saw to her.

I loved every second spent between my doctor’s legs. I watched her wriggle, moan and tense whenever I did something she liked. Her body was far more receptive and responsive than any boy I’d ever been with. I felt powerful and sexy going down on a woman, especially an older woman, with the pleasure I gave her, I received my own gratification.

“I want you to make me cum now, Amber. Give my clit some attention, it’s begging for it.”

I used my thumb and forefinger to push back her hood, exposing her engorged, horny clitoris, the nub a slightly darker shade of pink than the rest of her snatch. I flicked it with the tip of my tongue, causing a shot of pleasure to surge through my doctor. She jerked on the floor, her motion causing me to lose grip of her slippery hood.

“Gentler, at first,” she said.

It was tricky with wet fingers, but I managed to expose her pearl once again, this time simply touching it with my tongue and circling it slowly with the tip. Doctor Reid sighed into the air in response, encouraging me to keep going. With more confidence, I used the flat of my tongue to move the little nub in circles, occasionally dragging it to the side and letting it bounce back, as she had done to me, each time causing her to twitch and gasp in pleasure.

“Finger me,” she whispered.

I obliged, penetrating her warm, sticky hole with my pointer finger, her chasm squeezing the digit in response. I slowly worked it in and out of her as I continued to tease her clit, the doctor running her hands through her own hair as she tried to restrain herself from writhing too much.

“Use another, and turn them around,” she instructed, coaching me in the ways of pleasing a woman.

I inserted my middle finger into her vagina, the hole gratefully accepting the girth of a second finger. Just like she said, I turned the two fingers around, so that my nails faced down, and the pads of my fingers pressing against her upper wall.

“Feel that little rough spot on the roof?” she asked, prompting me to explore the ridges of her frontal wall.

“Yes!” I said excitedly, feeling the little patch she was referring too, slightly rougher than the surrounding smoothness.

“That’s my G-spot, it’s part of the clitoral network. I want you to use the tips of your fingers to stroke it while you lick my clit.”

I did as I was told, making a come hither motion with my fingers while my mouth returned to her pink pearl. The response came from Doctor Reid instantly, as she used her hand to stifle a scream. Her brow creased as she looked down at me, covering her mouth with one hand and gripping a fistful of hair with the other.

I don’t know if it was because I felt more in tune with the female body, or if it was just Doctor Reid’s responsiveness that made me know her orgasm was rapidly approaching. Either way, I felt her wetness begin to increase as my fingers squelched inside her, her clit seemingly vibrating as my tongue flicked it with greater intensity.

Her head fell back against the floor as she climaxed. Her attempts to stifle her screams proved futile as she cried out into her hand, her body undulating atop her lab coat. Cum seemingly gushed out of every pore in her pussy, flooding her hole that was filled with my fingers and spilling out, dribbling down between her butt cheeks and onto the coat. It felt absolutely fucking amazing to be giving a woman an orgasm, and I took in every moment of her ecstasy, loving watching the fruits of my labor.

Doctor Reid rode wave after wave of her climax, every time she appeared to be reaching the end, a flick of my tongue would cause her to peak again. The lesbian doctor cumming gratuitously against me.

Eventually though, she did reach the end of the ridiculous orgasm. As her squirming slowed down and her screams became moans and then exhausted panting. She ran her hands down her own body, and then stroked my hair between her legs thankfully.

“Oh, Amber, that was incredible,” she sighed.

I raised my face from her snatch, her juices coating my lips like some sort of lesbian makeup. “It sure was,” I smiled at her, pulling my fingers out of her, the both of them covered in her goo. I looked at the translucent stickiness that covered them in the flavor I loved so very much.

“You can wash those off in the sink over there,” Doctor Reid suggested.

“I have a better idea,” I said, looking at her as I put the fingers in my mouth, sucking the precious sex off of them, the concentrated flavor tasting delicious.

“Oh, you naughty girl,” my doctor said as the two of us got up from the floor. She walked over to the pile of clothes and started putting her underwear back on.

“Hey, you’re the lesbian doctor that seduced her patient. Isn’t that against the hippocratic oath or something?”

“I swore to only act in beneficence,” she smiled at me. “Do you feel benefited, Amber?”

“I certainly do, Doctor Reid,” I laughed as I picked my own panties up off the floor and stepped into them.

“Be sure to thank your friend, Kristen, for the referral then.”

A lightbulb went on in my head. “You’ve fucked Kristen too!?”

“Sorry, doctor patient confidentiality,” she winked at me as she slipped back into her dress.

I scoffed in disbelief as I pulled my skirt off the exam table and wrapped it around my waist. “Well, I think I have an idea on how to thank her, then.”

“Indeed you do,” Doctor Reid said, picking her coat up from the floor and sliding her arms into the sleeves before adjusting my hair for me. “Now, it’s important we follow up to see how your new method of contraception is working. Make sure you see Mia at reception to book an appointment for say… six weeks.”

I leaned in and kissed her, our tongues exchanging each other’s sex between our mouths.

“Hmm,” she added as I broke away from the kiss. “Make it four weeks.”

THE END


Game Changers

Zoe and I regularly had nights like this. When the stress of college was getting too much or we didn’t feel like going out, we would lock ourselves in Zoe’s room, eat pizza, drink red bull and stay up all night playing video games in our underwear. It was the ultimate form of relaxation for us and I always felt rejuvenated the following day.

We had already been going for a few hours, destroying lesser gamers online in the latest first person shooter. The only thing that soured these nights were the creepy guys who’d regularly try to talk to us over the headset, excited by the rare female presence. Twice already tonight we’d had guys ask us how hot we were, and if we were “lezzing out”. It was pretty pathetic and we’d typically mute them without giving them anything to jerk off to later.

However, five hours in, things changed. There was this person on our team, Lolarou56, who proved very useful in a team deathmatch, and in fact saved Zoe from certain death at point. They must have heard us communicating over the microphone because before the next match started a notification popped up saying we had a request for a private chat. Normally we would immediately decline, assuming it was just some horny boy, but since they were so helpful in the match, Zoe and I decided to accept the call.

“Hey there,” the voice said. Zoe and I were both shocked that it belonged to a woman! Another female spotted in the wild of online video games.

“You’re a girl?” Zoe asked redundantly.

“So are you,” the voice quipped back.

“Excuse Zoe, it’s just not often we see other women playing this game,” I said, shooting Zoe a look.

The voice giggled, “It’s okay, I know what it’s like. I bet you thought I was just another horny guy imagining the two of you in your underwear, playing video games in between your steamy lesbian sex.”

“That is what we thought. Although to be honest if that was who you were you’d be half right, we’re pretty comfortable in our panties and tank tops at the moment, but rest assured there’s no lesbian sex going on,” I chuckled at the thought of it.

“So your friends name is Zoe, what’s yours? The pair of you were amazing in that last deathmatch.”

“Thanks, although to be honest it would have been a lot harder without having you on our team. And my name’s Abby. What was yours?”

“You can call me Lola. Well Abby, Zoe, the two of you were terrific. Let me ask you, do you ever switch teams?”

If it was a guy we were chatting to, I would have thought that was innuendo. It was sort of an odd question to ask, but seemed innocent enough. I think she just meant did we ever play on opposite sides.

“No, we’re always on the same team,” I replied.

“Ah, you like playing with each other?”

Ok, now the innuendo was apparent. We’d had plenty of guys on here insinuating lesbian things between me and Zoe, but this was the first time a girl had ever done it.

“Oh yeah we love playing with each other, it’s so much more fun when you’re playing with someone on the same team,” Zoe said in a sexy sort of voice, apparently picking up on the innuendo, and for some reason running with it. This was new.

I muted our microphones and turned to her, “What the fuck are you doing?”

“C’mon, it’s just a girl, she’s just mucking around, making fun of the pathetic guys she must see as often as we do,” she replied, then unmuted the mics before I could say anything back.

“So the two of you are just sitting there in your underwear, destroying everyone in the deathmatch, shutting down horny boys and chatting to horny women?” Lola asked.

This was getting a little weird for me, but strangely, Zoe seemed into it. She thought it was just harmless fun and that nothing would come of it.

“That’s pretty much exactly it, no interest in the boys, but happy to talk to the girls,” Zoe said, winking at me, sensing my uneasiness.

“What color is your underwear, Zoe?”

Zoe smiled at the question, “Well I’m wearing these tiny pink panties that match my tank top, and Abby’s wearing pretty much the same thing, except hers are all white.”

“Don’t tell her what I’m wearing!” I protested.

“Oh Abby it’s fine, she’s just a voice on the internet.”

“Can you see through her top?” Lola asked.

Zoe’s eyes darted over to me, and I could feel her glare on my chest, “You know what, I hadn’t noticed before but now that you mention it, I can see the outlines of her nipples through it.”

“Have you ever kissed Abby?”

“No,” I answered for her.

“Well, why don’t you? Over the microphone so I can hear.”

Instead of snapping Zoe out of her playful state, she raised an eyebrow and seemed to be considering it. “What do we get if we do it?” she asked. I raised my hands and mouthed words silently to her, asking what the hell she was doing, but she just put her hand up, ignoring me and awaiting Lola’s reply.

“Fifty store credits for the game,” Lola replied after a moment.

“What, no look, I’m sorry but my friend’s giving you the wrong idea. Zoe, end the chat,” I pleaded.

“Abby’s a little reluctant, but I think I could convince her for a hundred,” Zoe replied.

I muted my microphone again, “What the hell are you doing, Zoe?”

“What? It’s easy money. You’ve never kissed a girl before?”

“No.”

“Well you’ve kissed a guy, so you know it’s no big deal, it’d just be with your friend instead. Then you can get that new armor upgrade and I can buy the Big Fucking Gun, for the price of one little kiss. Isn’t that worth it?”

I deliberated in my head. I suppose she was right, one kiss wasn’t a big deal. And it’s not like I had to hear the heavy breathing of some slob on the other end of the chat, it was just another girl.

“A hundred is a deal,” Lola said.

“Sorry Lola, apparently kissing me is such an awful thought that Abby can’t bring herself to do it,” she said mockingly.

“I’ll do it,” I replied, knowing full well her teasing had worked.

“Lovely, make sure you keep your microphones close so I can hear, I’ll know if you’re faking,” Lola instructed.

Zoe shuffled across the end of the bed towards me, and we both bent the microphones on our headsets to our side. She looked at me with excitement and glee, I looked back at her with reservedness and reluctant agreeance. Fortunately, Zoe had more courage than I did and she was the one to lean in, placing her soft lips onto mine. They felt nice actually, and although it was my best friend and it felt wrong, the sensation itself was pleasant. I’d never kissed another woman but I decided I didn’t hate it. Her lips were a lot gentler than a mans, and I could taste the lemon of her lip gloss on them.

“Use tongue,” Lola’s voice commanded in both our ears.

I felt Zoe’s tongue run across my lower lip which was between hers. Admittedly I was kind of caught up in the moment and I opened my mouth, granting her entry. Her tongue entered and pressed against mine as we kissed repeatedly, our mouths getting a little wider and tongues meeting a little harder with each one. The wet sounds of our mouths was picked up by the mics at the sides of our head, transmitting them to Lola’s horny ears.

Zoe stopped kissing me, deciding that was a hundred credits worth. I could feel my face blushing as she looked at me grinning.

“Another two hundred credits if you lift up Abby’s tank top and lick her sweet nipple,” Lola offered.

Zoe looked at me quizzically, and shrugged her shoulders as if to say, how about it? I pondered for a moment, and thought about how much I had actually enjoyed the kiss, then nodded my head in agreeance.

Zoe smiled as if she was pleasantly surprised by my consent, and she knelt over towards me, lifting my white tank top and exposing one of my breasts. Without hesitation she took my nipple in her mouth immediately and began sucking and flicking it with her tongue. I have to admit the feeling was once again unexpectedly enjoyable. Her soft, supple lips against my nipple was a lot more precise that most of the lips I’d had on it, and I could feel the smooth, moisturized skin of her cheek against my boob. I felt a tingling sensation in my panties I did not approve of, and tried to mentally block any feelings of arousal.

After a minute, Zoe stopped and pulled my tank top back down. She placed a hand on my cheek and looked into my eyes sending me an unspoken thank you.

“That was lovely girls,” Lola said over the headset, “I don’t suppose I can convince you to do any more?”

“No, I think my friend and I have done enough for your sexual gratification for one night. We’ll be taking our credits now, thank you very much,” Zoe said, thankfully drawing the line.

“Fair enough,” Lola responded, “I’m sending the credits now. It was lovely playing with you ladies, both in the game and in real life. Can I recommend something to the two of you?”

“Sure,” Zoe said patronizingly.

“There’s a new game on the online shop. It’s called Kink. It’s a sexy game where you can live out whatever fantasies you’d like. I think the two of you might enjoy it, and I think you should spend a hundred of these credits on it.”

“We’ll take it into consideration,” Zoe said, ending the chat the second the credits came through.

“Well,” I said, not even wanting to talk about what just happened, “Shall we keep playing?”

“Sure,” Zoe said, mercifully picking up on my awkwardness. She found another deathmatch for us to join.

***

A couple more hours and another red bull later and we were both getting bored with shooting things. The whole time my mind had been more on what we’d just done for a stranger on the internet and less on the game we were playing, and it showed. We started losing games with frequency.

“Do you want to stop?” Zoe asked.

“Yeah, I’m starting to lose interest in this one.”

“You want to find a different game or do you want to go to bed?”

“Oh I’m too hopped up on red bull to go to bed. Are you up for another game?”

“I’m the same, no way I could sleep now.”

Zoe navigated to the online shop and we browsed through the selection, looking for a new game to play.

“Any requests?” she asked, looking for some direction.

“Just not another shooter.”

We scrolled through for a few minutes, nothing catching our eye. I half wanted to suggest we just get the sex game Lola had mentioned, but I also didn’t want to acknowledge that that part of the night had happened at all.

Eventually we were getting down towards the end of the list, when Kink popped up. I saw Zoe linger on it for a moment, reading the first line of the description, before she continued on, perhaps thinking I wasn’t interested in it.

“Wait, go back up,” I said.

“What? To the one Lola mentioned?”

“Yeah why not? Let’s at least read the description.”

Zoe scrolled back up to Kink and we read the description:

A strictly adults only video game where the player will live out his or her fantasies vicariously through an avatar. Your character can experience orgasms in medieval times, ejaculate in zero gravity or just have sex with that person you’ve always been attracted to. Includes an intuitive new multiplayer mode for when you want to fuck with a partner.

“You ever wanted to fuck a prince in a dragon’s den?” Zoe joked and we both cracked up with laughter. The ridiculousness of the video game broke the tension between the two of us and promised many laughs.

“Let’s get it,” I suggested.

“Really?”

“Yeah screw it. It sounds hilarious, the perfect way to end the night.”

Zoe hit the purchase button and we loaded Kink. We selected the story mode on single player and I watched Zoe design her avatar based on herself. She selected the medieval fantasy as we giggled at the thought of seducing knights and princes. Our first quest read:

The princess has been abducted from the town square, rescue her to receive your reward.

“The reward of the King’s cock as thanks for saving his daughter!” Zoe exclaimed, and we both burst into a fit of giggles again.

Zoe’s natural aptitude at video games led her to the princess pretty fast, although the quest was admittedly pretty basic, thankfully in a hurry to get to the sex. The princess thanked Zoe’s avatar for rescuing her and insisted she take her back to the castle to claim her reward.

“Here we go,” Zoe said, “King or prince? What do you think?”

“Maybe both,” I said through laughter as the video game characters made their way into the princess’ chambers.

“I owe my life to you,” the princess said to Zoe, “Please allow me to repay you. You may do whatever you please to my body.” The princess reached behind her and allowed her dress to slip down completely, she was butt fucking naked!

Zoe and my mouths fell open. What the fuck. We didn’t sign up for a lesbian video game, and I felt some of the awkwardness of before coming back into the air of the room. Just then, Zoe started laughing uncontrollably. She fell over onto her side and held her stomach as she howled at the sheer insanity of the game. As she fell to her side I inadvertently looked down at her crotch without meaning to, her pink panties riding up her ass a little, which was jiggling a little with her laughs. I noticed something else too, a tiny little patch of wetness on her vagina! Only small, but definitely there. Apparently this game was working and we’d only just gotten to the naughty stuff. Seeing her like that, laughing endearingly, made me feel a hint of attraction to Zoe that I’d never felt towards another woman. I don’t know if it was the experiences of earlier, but the arousal I’d successfully blocked out before were starting to break through my mental barriers.

“I’m gonna fuck the princess!” Zoe said through her laughs.

“No way! Leave the room and go and find some knight willing to sink their flesh arrow into you,” I said, somewhat eager to get away from the lesbian stuff that was turning out to be the theme of the night.

“Nup, I want to lick her pussy!”

I knew I couldn’t stop her, once Zoe’s mind was made up there was nothing you could do. She used the controls to push the princess down on the bed, and her avatar started licking up and down her shaved vagina.

“I’m not sure if that hairless vagina is accurate for the times!” Zoe said, causing me to join her in her laughter as we watched the absurdity of the virtual cunnilingus on screen.

“Oh, look!” Zoe said, talking about the option that had just popped up on screen that read: press X to lick asshole.

“Oh don’t Zoe that’s gross,” I protested, even though I knew that would only make her more likely to do it.

“It’s not gross it feels nice!” Zoe responded.

“You’ve had your butt licked?”

Zoe’s laughter subsided and she looked at me with a little smile, “Maybe once or twice, what’s it to you?”

“And you liked it?”

“I loved it. It’s so dirty and different, there’s nothing quite like it. Don’t judge me.”

“I’m not judging you, I’ve just never felt the desire for it. I’ve never even seen what it would look like.”

“Like this!” Zoe said as she broke into laughter again and hit X on her controller. In the game, the princess grabbed on to her own ankles and tilted her pelvis upwards, so that Zoe’s avatar could start licking around her ass.

“Oh Zoe c’mon, stop it, that’s enough,” I said, more to keep up appearances than to stop watching the rimjob, which I thought didn’t actually look as gross as I had thought it would.

“I’ll tell you what, I’ll stop it if you kiss my ass.”

I leant over and pecked her on one of her exposed butt cheeks, as she lay on her side.

“Party pooper,” she said and reluctantly exited the game, “Let’s play multiplayer, we can run around together in space and fuck aliens or some shit.”

“No, I don’t want to.”

“C’mon, this game cost a hundred credits, we have to get more use out of it than that. If we do multiplayer then you can play too and do the stuff you want to do. You’ll have more fun.”

“Fine,” I said hesitantly. I was a little curious to play the game myself. So Zoe selected multiplayer mode and a screen came up asking if there were two, three or four players. She selected two and it took us to another screen that read:

Welcome to Kink’s intuitive multiplayer mode. First, you will each need to create an avatar and answer a few questions so that the game can get a sense of your sexual preferences, and develop a simulation perfectly suited to you. This should only take a few minutes, and we advise you do this in private if the person you’re playing with is a little shy.

Zoe selected the avatar of herself she’d created earlier, and a screen popped up asking her sexual likes and dislikes.

“Well, get going,” she said to me.

“What?”

“They said if the person you’re playing with is shy then it’s best to do it in private. You’re shy, so get out of here while I put in all the crazy kinky stuff I’m into that you’d never try,” she was teasing me again.

I took a little offence to her accusatory tone, but decided it was best to leave the room anyway, as I didn’t want her there when it came to my turn. “Fine,” I said, “I don’t want to know all the nasty shit you’re into anyway,” and I left the room to go to the bathroom.

I returned a few minutes later and Zoe had already made an avatar for me, complete with the white panties and tank top I was wearing in real life. She stood and offered me the controller. As soon as I took it she left the room to let me answer my questions.

What’s something you like in the bedroom? I thought for a moment and typed in: being kissed on the neck. Pretty vanilla, but true.

What’s something you don’t like in the bedroom? I answered: Being rushed. Which was true, I hated when guys were a bit too keen and went for it with no foreplay.

Have you ever felt attracted to the other player in the game? I went to type in no, but then thought back to our kiss earlier in the night, and to the tiny wet spot on Zoe’s panties, and the feelings that elicited in me. I had to be honest, I typed yes.

What’s your wildest kink you’ve never told anyone about? I didn’t have any kinks I was aware of, so I tried to hit next, but I was unable to. It apparently required an answer, so I decided to steal one of Zoe’s I’d recently learned: To have my asshole rimmed. An untrue answer, but whatever, it was a video game.

The screen was replaced with a loading bar, saying that the game was calibrating our preferences and creating the virtual experience for us. I called Zoe back in to the room.

“What did you say was your wildest kink?” she immediately asked.

“That’s for me to know and you to find out,” I retorted.

“Well I’m about to watch you screw some pixels, so I think I am about to find out.”

The loading bar completed and the level appeared. Only it wasn’t what we expected. Both our avatars were there, in the clothes we said we were wearing, alone in a bedroom. There was no other characters and no door either. We tried to move around the room to find a way out, but the avatars didn’t respond to our controls.

“Maybe it’s broken,” I suggested.

“So much for intuitive.”

Just then our avatars moved towards each other on their own and a voiceover started speaking.

“The two of you have desires for each other that you’re uncomfortable sharing. Through this game, your true yearnings for one another will be explored in a way that you will be more comfortable with. Follow the instructions of the game, and you will progress.”

“Wait, what?” I said.

“I think the game thinks we want to fuck each other,” Zoe said.

There was no way, I thought, but just then our two avatars started lovingly kissing one another. Is that how we looked when we kissed earlier? It didn’t look bad, I mean, it was kind of appealing, and I felt the impulse to kiss Zoe again.

“Kiss your partner tenderly. Press X to take the next step.”

“I think it wants us to do what they’re doing in real life,” Zoe pieced together.

“I think you’re right. It seems to think we’re trying to live out some unspoken lesbian lust.”

“Well that is what I put in as my preference.”

“What!?” Did I just hear her right? She told the game she wanted to fuck me.

“I mean, yeah. I didn’t think this is what multiplayer meant! But I told the game I had some lesbian curiosities, and that I have been attracted to you. The game is for living out your fantasies! I thought I’d be fucking some animated woman again, I didn’t think it was going to instruct as to kiss each other!”

“You’re… curious?”

“I suppose so.”

“Did you feel anything when we kissed each other before?”

“Oh Abby. I can’t lie to you, I really did enjoy it. I admit I got a little horny from our exploits earlier, my underwear even got a little wet. Hell, just watching our avatars make out is getting me horny!”

I thought back to her little wet spot I’d noticed. I thought it was from the game, but she was saying it was from me?

“I liked it too,” I admitted, feeling a weight lift off my shoulders by verbalizing it. I couldn’t believe what I was about to say, but I felt it was the right thing to say, “Maybe we can play along with the multiplayer mode, just for a bit, just to see if we like where it takes us?”

Zoe’s eyes went wide, “Abby, really? I never thought in a million years you’d go for anything like that!”

“Well, maybe I liked the kiss a little more than I could admit to myself. And the feeling of your mouth on my nipple gave me butterflies in my stomach.”

Zoe slid over the bed, just as she had done when we kissed the first time, and she leaned in to kiss me again, only this time I met her half way, and our lips met once again. I could still taste the faint lemon flavor of her lip gloss, and she felt as soft and loving as she did before. I enjoyed this kiss a lot more than our first, as I was more open to it, I wanted it. We kissed over and over, our tongues running over each others, but it wasn’t long before we were ready to see what the video game wanted us to do next.

“Press X,” I told Zoe. She reached behind her and pushed the button. On screen, my avatar lifted Zoe’s tank top over her head and lay her down on the bed.

“Abby, do as you see on screen and lie Zoe down onto her back.”

Zoe looked at me, her hips squirming a little at the thought that this was happening, and she raised her arms, allowing me to pull her pink tank top over her head and toss it aside. Her tits were a little on the small side, but they stood out straight and perky, with a puffy pink nipple adorning each one. I lay her topless body down onto the bed behind us and climbed on top of her, just as the avatar had done.

“Kiss around your lover’s chest, but avoid her nipples for now.”

I leant down and did so. Placing my hands just below Zoe’s pretty lumps, resting on her ribs. I flicked my hair to one side and began planting soft kisses all around her chest; in between her boobs, up to her neckline and around her nipples. Zoe breathed heavily as I did so, although I was still somewhat reserved about the whole thing, and thought my limit was fast approaching already. I may have to stop this.

“Now, take Zoe’s nipple in your mouth and flick it with your tongue.”

I hesitated, and Zoe noticed.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I said, getting over it. This wasn’t so bad, it was just the same thing Zoe had done to me earlier, and there was nothing wrong with that, it didn’t make me a lesbian. I placed my mouth over her nipple and flicked it with my tongue. I heard Zoe sigh and her hips squirm a little more, her back arched upwards as she took in a deep breath. I flicked her tender nipple again and again and felt it stiffening to the touch of my tongue.

“Don’t forget the other. Press X for the next step.”

I followed the instructions of the game and shifted my attention to her other breast, feeling that one harden similarly. Once Zoe’s tits were sufficiently seen to, she reached for the controller and pressed X, the voiceover instructed:

“Zoe, it’s time for you to return the favor. Tease Abby’s nipples as you can see on screen.”

Zoe twisted to the side to view the television screen behind me so she could copy whatever the avatars were doing. She then pushed my body straight up and did a sit-up to meet me. She lifted my own tank top over my head and threw it away. We were now both dressed in only our panties, practically naked. I felt very exposed without my top on but I refrained from covering my breasts, forcing myself to push a little further at least, just to see what it was like. Zoe pressed my tits together and put her face in between them, taking a deep breath before she got to work on kissing my chest and teasing my already erect nipples as I had done to her.

It felt nice, nicer than before even. She wasn’t doing it for Lola, she was doing it for me, and the sensation of her soft mouth taking my nipple inside of it was undeniably lovely. Her hands reached around behind me and fondled my butt, mashing my cheeks together and digging her nails into them a little. I felt the wet spot on my panties get a little bigger, allowing my arousal to take over, trying not to overthink things and just enjoying the moment.

“Zoe, it’s your turn to be on top. Flip Abby onto her back and kiss her thighs and stomach. Press X for the next step.”

In one smooth motion, Zoe wrapped an arm around me and lifted me off the bed, spinning me over onto my back with her on top of me. She kissed me again and I could feel her hard nipples pressing into the soft flesh of my breasts. She smiled at me and made her way down my body, kissing over my stomach and tops of my thighs as the game had instructed. I worried about the wetness of my white panties, which were surely see through by now, clinging to my labia and displaying the shape of pussy for her to see. Zoe sat up and put the controller in front of me.

“Do you want to take the next step?” she asked.

I decided I’d come this far, further than I ever intended to go with a woman. There didn’t seem much point in denying myself and Zoe our obvious desires for each others bodies. I reached up and pressed X.

“Lick the outside of your lover’s underwear gently.”

Zoe smiled at me hungrily and lowered her head into my crotch. She nuzzled my mound with her nose and breathed in my scent. I could feel her tongue extend and lick up my soaked, cotton panties. The cotton acted as a barrier, denying me the full sensation of her mouth, but it still felt really good. My clitoris was throbbing as her tongue ran up and down the lips of my vagina, begging her to pull them aside and go to town.

“Remove Abby’s panties and use your tongue to her bring her to the brink of orgasm. Press X before she cums.”

I lifted my legs off the bed so that Zoe could slide my underwear off, and as she did I could feel the moistness of them against the inside of my thighs. Zoe brought them to her mouth and inhaled deeply, savoring my scent. I spread my legs, unveiling my pussy much to her delight. She once again lowered her head between my legs, only this time there wasn’t any cotton to hinder her tongue from my defenseless flesh. Her tongue ran up from my taint to my clit, which was appreciative to be free from it’s cotton prison, and responded to the warm, slippery tongue on it. I felt a wave of elation pulse from my pussy to my head, and I felt like I was flying. Any inhibitions I had about this game were now totally gone, I was on board with this lesbian experience.

Zoe continued her long licks up my slit which culminated in a single circle around my pink pearl, sending a new wave coursing throughout my body every time. Soon Zoe focused exclusively on my clit and sucked it between her pursed lips, tugging on it gently and stimulating it however she could. I looked down at her and at the view behind; her cute little peach of a bum sticking up in the air, pink panties still hiding what lies beneath, as well as a view of the television, where I could see Zoe’s character doing the same thing she was doing to me in real life. It was like watching your own live sex tape, and seeing the close-up of Zoe’s avatar licking the wet pussy of mine made the whole thing that much sexier for me. I could feel the beginnings of an orgasm mounting in my nethers. My butt clenched a little and hips squirmed and noticing this, Zoe reached for the controller and pressed X for the next step.

“Abby, hold on to your ankles and pull on them, forcing your groin to tilt upwards. Zoe, use your tongue to rim her to completion.”

Abby looked up at me, shocked, “You told the game you want your asshole eaten?”

“I didn’t know what to put for my wildest kink, so I just borrowed yours!”

“Oh that’s not my wildest kink Abs, but I’m happy to oblige. Pull those legs back.”

“Zoe it was just something I wrote for the sake of it, you don’t actually have to eat my ass. We can just press X and continue.”

“Abby, we have to do as the game says in order to progress. It’s the rules! You don’t want to break the rules do you?”

Zoe knew she had me there, even in a silly sex game I had to follow the rules. I reluctantly stretched my legs up and grabbed my ankles, pulling them back to grant Zoe access to my butt. I have to admit, although it wasn’t what I had in mind for my first lesbian experience, the thought was intriguing, especially considering what Zoe had said about it before. I was a little curious about what it would be like.

“Good girl,” Zoe said as she smiled at me, pleased with her successful manipulation. She returned her mouth to my clit, giving it one last final tug with her lips before she extended her tongue and this time ran it down, over my taint and onto my asshole. She began working at it, her mouth remaining open, chin buried in between my cheeks, her tongue extended and licking left and right, then up and down, then in circles.

I felt some of my moistness drip down from my spread pussy down to my crack, where it met with the saliva on her tongue and added lubrication. The feeling of her slippery tongue running over a place I’d never had a tongue before was strange, but enjoyable. Zoe made moaning sounds into my ass as if she had been starving for days and was finally devouring a delicious meal. I held on to my ankles and looked down, once again catching the view of the game, where the sex simulation was mirroring real life, and Zoe’s avatar was servicing the asshole of mine in the same way she had the princess in single player mode.

My avatar was enjoying the forbidden act as much as I was, and she pulled her ankles closer to her face in an effort to give Zoe better access. Just then a box appeared above them and read: Player tip: relax the muscles of your sphincter to let your partner’s tongue in.

Let my partner’s tongue in? Like inside my asshole? That seemed really lewd, and a little too close to defecation. Still, the game had so far only led me to things I loved, and probably never would have tried, so I decided to trust it. I pulled my ankles closer to my face like my avatar did and made the conscious effort to unclench my asshole.

Zoe took the opportunity immediately, and the tip of her tongue probed into my open hole, it’s defences now down. She grabbed both of my butt cheeks with her hands and hoisted them up a little more, my ankles now practically at either side of my head. Her tongue apparently couldn’t get any further and she used as much force as she could, breaking through my little ring and slithering her slippery tongue inside of me.

Jesus it did feel good, way better than I could have imagined. It felt so wrong and yet so fucking sexy. I put my lips together and let out a long “Oooooh” at the feeling of it. Zoe’s tongue wriggled around inside me and then she quickly withdrew it, which felt just as good. I was moaning harder now and rapidly approaching climax with all this buttplay going on. Zoe rammed her tongue back inside me, filling the tight space of my asshole before withdrawing again. She repeated herself over and over again, still making those ravenous sounds. I watched her avatar do the same thing on the game and my eyes started squinting as my orgasm arrived.

I was used to feeling orgasms emanating from my pussy, but this one was different, this came from the depths of my ass. It rocked me in a way I’d never felt before. My stomach clenched as my whole body contracted, pulling my legs even further with the tight grip I had around my ankles. The slight burning feeling of my thigh muscles stretching only heightened the intensity of the climax. My pussy quivered and my cum spilled out of it like molten lava, where it meandered downwards to my asshole, engulfing Zoe’s tongue that was still buried inside it. I felt my ass squeeze Zoe’s tongue out, and then relax and invite it back in over and over. Inside me an electric shock ran from my asshole, up my spine and into my brain, where it exploded into a firework of endorphins. It was by far the hardest I’d ever cum.

As I rode out the final seconds of my orgasm, Zoe withdrew her tongue for the last time, and I released my ankles, letting my legs fall down to the bed either side of her. She watched me with a smile on her face as I lay there, attempting to gather myself, attempting to process how this night had gone from Zoe and I playing a shooter, to her tongue inside my rear, giving me the best orgasm of my life.

She snuggled up next to me, nestling her head in the arch of my neck and putting a leg over mine.

“Let me know when you’re ready for the next step,” she said.

I snapped out of my afterglow. Of course, we weren’t done with the game yet. Hell, she was still in her underwear. My arm searched around the bed, finding the controller. I pressed the X button hastily.

“Abby, hopefully you enjoyed your anal orgasm. Now it’s time to give back to Zoe. Now it’s time to live out Zoe’s fantasy.”

A mix of emotions was stirred up in me. Firstly there was excitement at the thought of reciprocating the pleasures Zoe had just given me. But there was also some nervousness, as I knew Zoe was a bit dirtier than myself, and I wasn’t confident in my abilities to carry them out.

“First, pick your tank top up off the floor, and tie it around Zoe’s neck like a collar.”

Wow, this was getting naughty fast, there was no warming up to it like there was with me. I guess the game could tell I was a little apprehensive, it really was intuitive. I looked down at Zoe, who stared back up at me with pleading, puppy dog eyes. I decided Zoe had done some pretty nasty things to satisfy me, I was willing to carry out her fantasy.

I got off the bed and retrieved my white tank top from where it had been discarded. Unsure of myself, I copied the much more confident animated version of me and lay the top down on the bed, folding it in half lengthways. Zoe sat up on her knees, facing away from me and holding her hair up in a ponytail. I wrapped the thin cotton tank top around her as if it was a necklace, and tied a knot in it at the back.

“Ensure it’s nice and tight.”

I pulled on the knot to tighten it and looked to Zoe for signs that it was too much, but she didn’t flinch. She just let her hair fall down over her back again, remaining faced away from me. I could see her petite form, her lovely bare back that led down to her cute little bum, which had eaten so much of her pink panties by this point that it closer resembled a thong. This was the first time I was really aroused by the female form, and it was my best friend’s body. Her small, firm ass was particularly inviting to me, and I felt the desire to want to put my face between it and rim her the same way she’d done to me.

“Zoe will bend over for you now, Abby, and you will remove her panties and stuff them in her mouth.”

Jesus, Zoe was dirty. She did as she was told and bent over onto all fours, I did as I was told and took her panties down, under her knees and over her feet. She turned her head to the side and looked at me out of the corner of her eye as she opened her mouth, her face begging me to do it. So I did, I bunched up her sexy little pink panties and stuffed them into her open mouth, gagging her. She moaned a sigh of thanks as she breathed through her nose.

“Use your tongue to lick in and around Zoe’s vagina.”

Zoe dropped her head to the bed and pushed her rear into the air as high as she could while on her knees. I took a moment to gaze upon the sight before me, still not used to the arousal the sight of a naked woman was causing me. The lips of her labia were pursed shut, inviting me to open them and taste the sweetness within. A tuft of trimmed pubic hair lied below her hooded clit, begging me to pull it back and nibble the pearl it hid. Her tight brown pucker sat above it all, needing me to clean it with my tongue. I was wet again already just at the sight and scent of Zoe’s rear end, her womanly musk stinging my nostrils.

Now devoid of hesitation, I leant over and used my hands to spread the lips of her pussy, where I extended my tongue and ran it upwards through her slit. I could hear her moan, muffled by the sound of her own panties stuffed in her mouth. I licked again, tasting the tangy tartness of her sex. I liked it a lot. I licked again and again, licking up as much of her honey as I could. In an effort to get more I pushed my tongue deep into her vagina, running it along her inner walls while my nose pressed against her backdoor. Her cries became louder as I made my way south to her clit. I took my thumb and pulled back her hood from underneath her, sucking on her tiny little bead and making her heave with pleasure.

“Remember, she licked your asshole, don’t neglect hers.”

This was the instruction I was waiting for, keen to give her the same pleasure from behind that she gave me. I immediately licked up her pussy, over her taint and through the whole crevice of her ass, my tongue running over her brown star in the process, causing a high-pitched muffled squeal.

I did as she had done earlier and moved my tongue back and forth over her entry. Her hips squirmed with the motions of my licks and I was back to full arousal myself watching the effect it had on her. Her tight opening prohibited my tongue’s entry so I kept licking in circles around her tiny ring. It sounded like Zoe was almost sobbing with ecstasy at this point, her muffled gasps so frequent and high pitched with every exhale. Her tiny bum pressed against my face as I dug my mouth as far in her crack as I could make it, and I decided to press against her muscle and overpower it with my tongue. I used every bit of strength I had until her asshole finally surrendered and relaxed enough for me to worm my way in. Her ass started to quiver around me and I thought she was about to cum, but she seemed intent on making is last longer and somehow delayed her orgasm. It must have been hard for her as I used my head to rock back and forth against her butt, tongue-fucking her hole.

“Remember Zoe, press X before you cum, there’s more in store for you.”

She immediately grabbed the controller off the bed and hit the button for the next step, pulling her ass away from my face, which I think was a necessity if she was to not cum just yet.

“You must be close, Zoe. Turn around and put one leg up into the air.”

Zoe did so, looking up at me with a furrowed brow, as if she was in pain from the denied orgasm. She kicked her leg up into the air and held it there.

“Abby, climb on top of Zoe and put her groin onto hers. Trib her until one or both you cum.”

I was familiar with the concept of tribbing, but unsure of how to execute. I looked back at the game and watched the way avatar Abby mounted avatar Zoe, holding on to her raised leg for balance, and pressing her crotch into the others. I mirrored her moves, and holding on to Zoe’s ankle, I lowered my muff down onto hers, our cum mixing together in a slippery cocktail of wetness, her tidy bush intertwining with my trimmed pubes. I looked back at the game again and saw how my avatar grinded into Zoe, and I copied, rhythmically tensing my ass cheeks to achieve a steady grinding motion.

Our pussies slid against each other, lips pushing between each other as if they were kissing. It felt good, it felt like real sex. Zoe’s face implied she was having similar feelings as her eyes stayed focused on me, her forehead contorting in pleasure and her pink panties still gagging her. I found my rhythm and Zoe matched it from beneath, grinding her own pussy as much as she could against mine. I was enjoying the back and forth motion when Zoe got my attention with a moan and pointed at the television.

I turned around and read another box of text that had appeared on the screen: Player tip: grind your clitoris into your partners to achieve mutual orgasm.

It seemed like a good suggestion, and I knew Zoe was begging to cum. So I heeded the advice and stopped sliding back and forth, instead targeting her clit with my own. They found each other, and I began rotating my hips to create a circular motion between our two slippery clits. We each pressed hard to achieve the pressure necessary as our little beads flicked against each other.

Almost the entirety of Zoe’s torso lifted off the bed when her orgasm struck her. Her eyes went wide and the sight of her face, ecstatic, choking on her panties and collared by my top caused my second orgasm to explode. I ground my pelvis into her pussy hard while I hugged her leg, pushing it towards her. Her silenced screams of bliss were matched with my own loud cry as I braced my head against her calf muscle. Our hips bucked into each other, mashing our pussies into each other over and over.

I collapsed down between her legs and she took her panties out of her mouth, now soaked with her saliva as well as her cum. I kissed her deeply as we exchanged each others wetness, her legs wrapping around my ass and pulling me in tightly. At some point during the embrace, she must have reached for the controller because the voiceover started talking again.

“Well done girls, you’re progressing marvelously. We’re almost at the end of our level, Zoe just has one more fantasy she’d like to act out.”

“You do?” I asked, thinking what more could she possibly make me do to her.

“Just one more thing, if you don’t mind.”

“I’m happy to, Zo,” I said, beaming at her and keen to make her cum again.

“Abby, sit at the edge of the bed facing the television.”

I arched at eyebrow at Zoe, not sure where this was going, before climbing off her and sitting on the edge of the bed as I was told.

“Zoe will lie across your legs now, and make sure the controller is within reach. Press X for the next step.”

Zoe crawled to the end of the bed and laid down across my thighs, face down, her cute little butt looking up at me. What the hell was she wanting.

“Put your hand between Zoe’s legs and coat a finger with her cum.”

I copied my avatar and put a finger between her labia, turning it and lathering as much of her juices onto it as I could.

“Now, use the pad of your finger to circle Zoe’s asshole, stimulating it.”

I reached in between the crack of Zoe’s butt and found her opening with my lubricated finger, I made tiny little circles with the finger and I felt Zoe’s ring relax slightly with the motion. She started making short “mm” sounds at the feeling of having her anus touched.

“Gently, work your way into Zoe with your finger.”

We certainly graduated from tongues quickly. But I thought if I was willing to stick my tongue up her dirt road, my finger was no big deal. I applied a little pressure and penetrated her ring, just up to the edge of my fingernail. Again, Zoe sighed with pleasure. I pressed further, and made it past my first knuckle. Her asshole was warm and impossibly tight, it felt like it was strangling my finger. I pressed on as I felt Zoe relax, making it just further than my second knuckle before she contracted again, which sucked my finger in all the way.

“That feels amazing, Abby,” she said appreciatively, “Could you spit on it a bit and then work your finger in and out slowly for me.”

With my other hand I pulled one of her ass cheeks out a little, affording me a better view of my finger firmly lodged inside her star. I leant over and spat onto it, the drool collecting around the hole and helping lubricate it. My finger started it’s return journey and I began to take it out, and as she sighed I remembered the feeling of her tongue as it slid out of my asshole, and how pleasurable that was.

My finger retreated all the way back to my nail, which I left in and Zoe concentrated on her deep breathing as I pushed it back in, slowly, but in one fluid motion. Her rim stretched around the wider bit of my finger,  while her inner walls tightly squeezed against the rest of it. I repeated the action, pulling my finger out, and forcing it back in, increasing with speed a little each time. Zoe’s breathing was still deep but much more rapid now as her asshole became accustomed to my finger and she seemed to really be getting off on it.

Over and over I fucked her naughty little butthole with my finger and I think soon I was loving it almost as much as she was. I looked up at our avatars to confirm I was doing it right and my rhythm was matching that of my animated counterpart.

Another box appeared on screen. Player Tip: If you don’t have any toys present, you can press the circle button on the controller to enable the rumble function.

I looked around for the controller and found it next to Zoe’s head, which was pressed into the mattress with her eyes closed. I picked it up with my spare hand and placed it between Zoe’s legs. She gasped at the feeling of the cold plastic against her pussy, but I find her clit and pressed the circle button. The controller started vibrating, which caused Zoe’s ass to squeeze extra tightly around my finger, and her to squeal at the thrill of it.

Her hand reached behind me and took the controller from me, directing the hand grip into her clitoris while my finger resumed fucking her asshole repeatedly. I couldn’t blame her for how fast she came after that, she was living out her wildest fantasy of having me fingering her butt while she lay over my lap, and on top of that she had a vibrator between her legs. I pressed my finger in deeply and held it there as I felt her orgasm arrive. Her small butt cheeks rippled as her whole lower half of her body vibrated. Her ring pulsed around my finger, contracting and relaxing at great speed, the walls of her anus massaging my finger. Her hips bucked upwards as her legs straightened, as did her torso, except instead of using her hand to brace herself she was pushing her face further into the mattress, which I could see her drool onto as she screamed in the most ecstasy I’ve ever seen in a person. Her body hung in the air for a second, held up by her feet and face, before she abruptly collapsed back down onto my legs, my finger sliding out of her ass.

On the screen, the virtual Zoe similarly reached orgasm. And the voice spoke one last time.

“Well done on living out your inner most desires, ladies. We hope you’ve enjoyed your time playing Kink, and that you will recommend the game to friends.”

Zoe climbed off of me and sat down beside me, resting her head on my shoulder.

“So what are we gonna do next game night?” I asked

She thought about it for a second before giving the most perfect answer.

“Maybe we could try three player?”

THE END


Dominated in the Ring 1

I ducked to avoid Izzi’s devastating right hook, her powerful gloved fist missing my face by less than an inch. If that had connected it would have been all over. While I was ducked I decided to let off a burst of jabs into Izzi’s body, opting for the easiest target. My flurry of rapid-fire jabs did little to Izzi’s toned abs though, as she clenched them to withstand my assault, before delivering an uppercut with her left hand that sent me flying backwards into the ropes.

My arms went flailing as I tried to wrap them around the ropes to keep from falling over. I was stunned by the blow, feeling like a failure for letting her get one on me.

“Damn it!” I exclaimed in anger.

“Relax, Mika!” Izzi said with an authoritative but calming tone. “You’re doing fine for your first time.”

I had to remind myself that this was my first time facing an opponent in the ring. But it was still frustrating after weeks on the equipment, building my body and reflexes, only to fail when the time came.

“She’s right you know,” the voice of Rachel said from the side of the ring, our sole spectator in an otherwise empty gym. She was the personal friend but professional rival of my opponent. “Izzi is a seasoned professional, she’s been doing this for many years now. I seem to recall our teacher hitting her with a similar move her first time in the ring.”

Rachel’s words of encouragement were nice but fell on deaf ears. I tapped myself on each side of the head to psych myself up for the next bout. Stepping back towards the centre of the ring where Izzi bounced on the balls of her feet, the two plaits in her hair bouncing from side to side as she did so. She smiled as she saw the determination in my face, ready to go again.

I sized up my opponent, and Rachel’s words echoed in my head. Izzi was a seasoned pro around the college circuit. She’d been training since she arrived at college two years ago and trained with women’s boxing champion Christina Shields, and it was reflected in her body. She wore camo patterned leggings around her thick, shapely legs. Her tight, flat stomach on display above it with a visible crease running down her midline, dividing her abs. Her black sports bra kept her breasts in place and her strong arms glistened with sweat as they never ceased from moving. She was a formidable opponent and one I had no hope of beating, yet I had to try.

I made my way back to the middle of the ring and threw out the first punch, going on the offensive this time. My experienced opponent parried my move and with her other hand jabbed me in my defensive glove, sending it into my face. I cursed myself for letting such an embarrassing move happen to me, even if I was a rookie. It was degrading. Like a sibling was telling me to stop hitting myself. I heard Rachel giggle from the sidelines.

“Come on, Mika!” Izzi called out.

I threw two punches in succession, forcing Izzi to close ranks around her head before I ducked and unleashed an onslaught to her abs. She tensed up again but not before one or two did some damage, and I was proud of myself for landing a couple of effective blows. It seemed to awaken something in Izzi though, who looked meaner when I looked up, like she wasn’t playing anymore.

The warrior was unleashed and Izzi went on the offense, stepping forward and delivering hook after hook. I closed my gloves around my head and she just hit them, her powerful blows still being felt through them. Then she ducked and unleashed her own flurry of body shots, and while I’d done enough crunches to have a pretty toned stomach myself, they were no match for her force. The professional demolished my defences and she landed one square in my gut, causing me to double over and gasp for air.

Fortunately Izzi took mercy on me and stopped her onslaught. Her bouncing legs stopped for the first time since we got in the ring. She placed a glove on my back as I coughed and tried to keep some semblance of dignity by not falling to the floor.

“You’ll be alright. Deep breaths now,” she said reassuringly as I got back my breath.

I stood up, a little dazed, trying to collect myself. Izzi touched her gloves to mine.

“Perhaps that’s enough for today,” she suggested.

“No!” I said through gasped breath. “I want to keep going, I want to be as good as you.”

“Are you sure?”

I nodded, still sucking in gulps of air.

“Well, I think I’ve seen enough torture for one day,” Rachel said from the sidelines. “But you ladies have fun, you’ve got the gym all to yourselves for the rest of the night I should think. Perhaps you should try Christina’s more… hardcore training method on her, Izzi.”

Rachel collected her bag and exited the gym, leaving me alone with my sparring partner. I looked up at Izzi, who watched Rachel leave through half-squinting eyes, shaking her head slightly, as if Rachel had just told a secret that Izzi did not approve of.

“What’s she talking about? What method?” I asked, catching my breath at last.

“It’s nothing, forget she said anything.”

“No, I wanna know. If there’s something that’ll make me a better boxer I want to do it. I don’t care how hardcore it is.”

“You wouldn’t like it, Mika, it’s not for you,” Izzi remained stubborn.

“Well I don’t feel like I’ve gotten very far today. So if there’s some other method that would help me improve then I would appreciate you not holding out on me,” I said, starting to get a little angry at the thought that Izzi might not want me to get better.

“Fine,” she said, at least I could defeat my opponent verbally. “Christina used to make Rachel and I… do things to each other. The loser had to do some degrading thing to the winner, or sometimes to Christina herself.”

“What do you mean? Like kiss their ring or something?”

“You’re pretty close actually!” Izzi chuckled at my choice of words. “Lesbian things. It would start with me removing a piece of clothing if I lost, things like that. Then if I continued to lose I would have to go down on Rachel, or lick her asshole, or let Christina fuck me with a strap-on, stuff like that.”

“What the fuck!?” I exclaimed, I heard her words clear as day but they didn’t make sense to me coming so casually from my opponent.

“Hey you wanted to know,” Izzi said with a shrug. “It’s meant to incentivize you more to win, you can either get your pussy eaten, or you can eat one yourself as an embarrassed loser.”

“That’s so fucked up, why would you let her do that to you?”

“Oh we agreed to it, it’s not like we were forced. It was a bit of fun really, it made us work harder and the more we competed sexually, the more we competed in the ring.”

“So you think it made you a better boxer?”

“Definitely. It motivates you like nothing else, especially when you’re horny and dying for a release. It gives you that extra push so that you can be the one to get fucked.”

I thought about it for a second. I’d never had lesbian sex before but I suppose I wasn’t against the idea of it.

“I want to do it,” I said with resolve.

“No you don’t.”

“Yes, I do. If it made you and Rachel into the boxers you are today then I guess there must be something to it. I want the same opportunities you had, I didn’t think that meant going down on other women, but here we are, and I’m willing.”

Izzi stared at me, unsure of what to make of me. Her gloves tapped together in front of her while she made her calculations.

“I recognize the competitiveness in you. It’s the same that I have. You’re willing to do whatever it takes.”

“I am.”

“Alright then, let’s do this. Loser takes off their pants first, then their top, then their underwear. First one to be naked has to submit.”

“Let’s go.”

Izzi tilted her head as if to say ‘Alright, you asked for it,’ and we touched gloves.

The fight was on again, and I felt adrenaline course through my veins. Izzi threw a couple of punches out but I blocked or parried them easily. Feeling a fire in my stomach that wasn’t there before. The stakes were greater now and I was fighting like it. I was more calculated in my movements, less controlled by emotion and more by deliberation.

Izzi poked her left arm forward and I went to counter, punching with my right as her arm extended. But she withdrew it almost immediately, a fake. My arm had too much momentum behind it as it extended outwards, leaving my face exposed. Izzi took the opportunity and swung forward with her signature right hook, her glove connecting with my cheek and sending me off my axis. I stumbled across the mat, dazed by the powerful blow. My confidence shattered at the first loss of the match. Izzi let me collect myself before speaking up.

“You know what that means, off with the pants,” she said with a perverted glee at her victory.

I glared up at her, not saying a word.

“Look it’s okay, Mika. We don’t have to do it, why don’t we just pack up?”

Still without saying a word, I brought a glove up to my mouth, ripping the strap off and removing my hand from it. Without taking my eyes off my opponent, I pushed down my gym shorts and kicked them out of the ring before putting my boxing glove back on. Now in just my black cotton panties and fitness top, my ass on display as the underwear rode up it. Izzi’s eyes boggled at my follow through.

“Don’t underestimate me, Izzi. I’ll do what I have to to be a winner.”

“Well alright then, let’s go again,” Izzi said with a smile.

I met her back in the middle of the ring and we traded blows. My resolve to win still strong, perhaps even more so now that I was boxing in my panties. Not wanting to be topless too, I blocked every move Izzi threw at me.

Izzi recognized my defensive strategy though and knew how to exploit it. She delivered body shot followed by head shot twice followed by body shot again. There was no pattern to her punches, nothing that gave away where the next shot was going to land. I tried my best to be reactive to her blows but eventually I left my face exposed for too long and she took the opportunity, striking me once more in the jaw.

I stumbled backwards, not so much because of the blow, which I suspect she did not use her full strength for, but because I was stunned at how fast she’d beaten me twice. Of course, I shouldn’t be, no betting person would have said the odds favored me in this fight, but I was sure I would be able to land one on her with these high stakes.

“Come on, winner!” Izzi taunted. “Show me your tits!”

Fuck, she had me. Pissed off, I sucked it up and removed both my gloves, before pulling my sports bra over my head, letting my perky tits fall to their natural positions. It occurred to me that it would probably be harder to land a shot on her now that those things would be flailing around.

Izzi looked at my chest and smiled, apparently liking what she saw.

I picked up my gloves and strapped them around my hands once again. Now wearing only gloves, panties and the tie holding my hair back in a ponytail. I felt embarrassed at my toplessness. I felt exposed in front of Izzi who still wore her camo leggings and sports bra. She looked at me with a confident grin, knowing she had me.

The next loss would mean full nudity, I reminded myself. It would mean submitting myself to Izzi for her to do whatever she wanted with me. I had a feeling she would have about as much mercy sexually as she would in the ring.

I smacked my gloves together and gave her the most intimidating look I could while topless, and I made my way back to the middle, determined to win one.

Izzi immediately threw a punch, and I parried it. She threw another, I parried it again. She tried for a body shot, and I blocked it followed by a punch aimed at her head, making sure she didn’t get me in the same scenario as last time. Izzie watched for a moment while she decided on her next move.

Her left hand poked forward, enticing me to take my shot. I recognized the fake though, and poked forward with my own left hand with a fake of my own, pretending to take the opportunity. Izzi leaned forward with her devastating right hook, but this time I was ready for it. I side-stepped, the powerful glove sailing past my face, while I unleashed with a right hook of my own, which found it’s target on Izzi’s jaw. Her eyes widened as she saw the incoming fist, but she was powerless to stop it. She could only accept her fate as my gloved fist sent her backwards a step. She was visibly dazed by the power of my punch, which I gave everything I had.

“Shit!” she said, equally pissed off and impressed. “You got me!”

I was ecstatic, but I had to keep my cool. I pretended like I’d had the upper hand all along, like I wasn’t wearing only my panties.

“Off with them then,” I said cooly, gesturing to her camo leggings.

“Fair’s fair,” she said as she ripped the straps off her gloves with her teeth. “Only one thing though, I’m not wearing any underwear. And seeing as that’s the case, I guess that means whoever gets the next point is the winner.”

The super fit warrior peeled her leggings down her long, lithe limbs. Her olive-toned skin continuing below her waist and revealing her airstrip of pubes above her otherwise hairless pussy. She finished removing the leggings and tossed them over the nearest rope, before making her way back to the centre of the ring. My eyes were transfixed on the lips of her pussy, as I was in shock at her being completely bottomless all of a sudden.

“You better watch my hands rather than my pussy if you want to win,” Izzi suggested, snapping me out of my staring state. “You ready?”

“Ready.”

We touched gloves and the trading of blows resumed. The bottomless warrior versus the topless rookie. Both fighting not only for boxing victory but also for sexual domination. It all came down to the next point.

I threw punch after punch at Izzi’s head, but she parried over and over, completely in form. She went for my body and I blocked her, before sending another flying at her head, my glove hitting her plait, but missing her cheek.

We were too close, locked in combat, normally a referee would break us up. We both stepped back, creating some space from each other. Izzi lunged forward on a warpath and delivered hook after hook. All I could do was put my gloves up in defense, her powerful knocks sending my gloves into my head each time, but not too hard. Izzi struck me in my exposed stomach so hard that my hands dropped, just a bit.

A bit was all she needed. Her signature right hook came flying in and hit me on the jaw again, sending me off balance, slightly winded. It was over. She was the victor. I had to submit.

I looked up at Izzi, her beaming smile looking back at me. I looked back down to her muscular legs, the thigh gap between them containing the first pussy that I would surely be made to eat. At least it was a pretty pussy, I thought, it’s cute little airstrip of pubes adorning the neat lips. Beads of sweat glistened to either side of her pubes on her olive-toned pubic mound.

“Finish the job, then,” Izzi instructed as she ripped the straps off her gloves with her teeth, letting them fall to the floor so that she wore only her sports bra. Yet she still looked intimidating, with her strong, muscular frame and plaited hair, she was quite the woman.

I sighed, defeated, before tearing my own gloves off and letting them too fall to the floor. Knowing what had to happen, and admitting my failure, I squeezed my eyes shut as I dropped my underwear, revealing my furry crotch to Izzi, standing in the ring completely nude.

“Wow, I like your pubic hair,” she said playfully. “It’s thick without being too long.”

“Uh, yeah,” I said, uncomfortable. “I like to keep a bit, I just trim it to keep it in check.”

“It suits you!” she said, maintaining her playful tone.

“Thanks,” I muttered.

“Come here, Mika,” she said, dropping the playful tone and speaking authoritatively. I walked over to her, rubbing an arm with awkwardness. “You have to submit to me now, you have to admit defeat and say it. That’s the way it works.”

“You beat me fair and square, Izzi. I submit myself to you completely. I’m yours to do with what you want.”

“Good,” Izzi said with a wicked grin. Before stepping forward and placing her lips on mine.

Her lips were soft, tender, unlike any man’s I’d kissed before. Her crotch was very close to mine and I felt my pubes pressing against her mound, tickling her mostly bare mons. Her breasts pressed into my own, the thin fabric of her sports bra being the only thing preventing any skin to skin contact. Izzi cupped my face while she kissed me, her supple lips feeling really nice on my own.

I felt the stirrings of something in my loins. The kiss was certainly having an unexpected effect on me. I was enjoying the lesbian lip locking a lot more than I anticipated, and the enjoyment was reflected in my pussy, which tingled in delight at the feeling of being so close to Izzi.

The mixture of both our scents stung my nostrils, both sweaty from the workout and high on endorphins, our bodies secreted pheremones onto our skin and hers were beginning to turn me on. Izzi’s hands made their way over my collarbones and around my shoulders to my back, where they fell to my ass, cupping each cheek and giving them a firm squeeze. My hips rocked forward with the squeeze and I felt my mound press into Izzi’s, our pubes lightly pricking into each other.

“Such a nice ass, I think I’m going to eat it later on,” Izzi said with a smile. I was no stranger to having my ass eaten, but having it done by a woman would certainly be a new experience. “Get on your knees,” she instructed with glee, clearly enjoying dominating me.

I honored our agreement and obeyed her command, dropping to my knees, looking up at the winner with ashamed eyes, ready to debase myself as punishment for my failure. Izzi reached down and grabbed my ponytail, pulling it up and wrapping it around her hand so that she had a firm grip. She widened her stance so that her pussy was accessible and tugged on my ponytail, yanking my head forward.

I extended my tongue and licked up her snatch. My first taste of pussy was surprisingly enjoyable. Izzi’s wetness tasted vaguely sweet but it was mixed with the salty taste of her sweat. The flavor combo reminded me of salted caramel. I licked up her labia again, her hips rocking backwards as I performed the motion. A string of her nectar stretched from her pussy to my mouth, thinning and drooping as I pulled my head away, before it broke and fell onto my chin. Izzi watched me give myself to her from above, still holding on to my ponytail as some sort of leash.

“Eat me properly, loser,” she taunted, her words stinging but strengthening my resolve to win the next fight. I could understand how this method worked into building her and Rachel into such strong boxers. The avoidance of the degradation and humiliation was a powerful motivator. For now though, I had to accept my humiliation and eat Izzi’s cunt.

I placed a hand on each of her thighs and placed my mouth on her hot snatch. The heat of her arousal and workout radiated from her pussy and onto my cheeks. I delved into her and explored her flesh with my tongue. I ran it through her labia, over her vulva, her juices coating my mouth and chin in the process. I dipped my tongue into her honeypot, the warm hole that was her vagina where most of her secretions came from. The cum from inside of her was sweeter, untainted by sweat. I made sure to lick around her vulva and mound afterwards to mix it with the salty fluid. I found that her strip of pubes was a particularly good source of sweat, and I ran my tongue up it’s length.

I lacked experience in eating pussy, but I knew what I liked, so I just did that to see what got a reaction from Izzi. My anger at having lost and humiliation at submitting to her only fueled my determined muff diving. I felt incredibly driven to please Izzi sexually, seeing as she was my superior in boxing. It felt satisfying to satisfy her, and I felt my own pussy spreading wetness onto my calf muscles below it. I was shocked to discover that I was actually very turned on by the whole experience.

Izzi’s hips undulated against my open mouth, tongue poking out, sliding her cunt over my salivating organ, her hip bones protruding to either side of her incredibly toned stomach. She watched my face as she fucked it herself, her lips pursed and brow creased in a rather serious looking state of pleasure. She slid along my tongue with great speed, crunching her abs and tensing her tight ass cheeks to fuck me, her mound knocking into my nose with her forceful movements. I didn’t mind, my face had taken harder hits from her tonight alone, and I deserved this for losing. I was her little fucktoy and she could do with me what she wanted.

“Suck my clit,” she commanded as she pulled on my ponytail, forcing my head back and lowering herself down onto my mouth, feeding me her engorged bead.

I suckled on her pink pearl like a baby on a teet, looking up at her to see if it was pleasing her. It did. She moaned through her pursed lips at the sight of me nibbling on her little clit. I took the sensitive button into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it aggressively, causing Izzi’s whole body to lurch in ecstasy, pulling on my hair hard for an instant.

The boxing champion looked like she was about to cum all over my face, her moans becoming more frequent and brow creasing harder. Just as I thought she was about to lose control, she yanked on my hair and pulled me off her clit, denying herself the orgasm.

“You’re not getting me off that easily, Mika,” she said, before turning around and walking towards the edge of the ring, still holding onto my ponytail.

Like a submissive pet, I let her lead me by the hair to the ropes, crawling behind her on all fours, transfixed by the sway of her hips and the flesh of her toned ass as she walked. This was a completely wild experience for me, I’d never been dominated before, but I was finding it incredibly hot. I obediently followed my master, powerless to stop her.

Izzi placed her free arm across the highest rope and looked back at her fucktoy.

“You’re going to lick my asshole clean, do you understand?”

I only nodded as I accepted my fate. To the victor go the spoils and the victor pulled on my hair once again, guiding me between her butt cheeks.

I did as I was told and immediately poked my tongue out onto her tightest of holes. Another brand new experience for me, I tasted her puckered ring, which had a metallic flavor, almost like licking a penny, but with the familiar saltiness of sweat to go with it. I wasn’t new to rimming, but it had always been me on the receiving end, I’d never had the inclination to stick my face into a guy's butt before, but there was something deliciously enticing about performing the filthy act on Izzi’s spectacular derriere.

I flicked my tongue over her flavorful asshole over and over, as the winner watched me be debased over her shoulder, relishing seeing me submit to her in such a lewd way. She held her firm grip on the leash of hair and sighed in approval at my tongue’s effort in her butt.

Her toned cheeks suffocated my face, as I lathered her crack with saliva, my nose occasionally having to surface for air. Whatever I was doing looked like it was working, as Izzi’s moans through pursed lips began again, cum dripping off her unattended vagina onto the mat. I found myself loving the experience of rimming her perfect asshole, which would tighten every time my tongue darted out onto it.

“That’s it loser, eat my ass. Next time maybe you’ll try harder to win,” she taunted me from above.

The tip of my tongue ran tiny little circles around her opening, causing Izzi’s calves to tense and stand up on her toes. I watched as a bead of sweat dislodged from her lower back and ran down between her butt cheeks, I let it be collected by her moist hole before I licked it off.

“That feels so fucking good,” she sighed. “Play with my pussy too, you little slut.”

Loving the dirty talk, I obeyed my dominator, and ran my thumb forwards through her sopping slit, meeting my index finger at her clit and pinching it lightly. The move sent an electric shock through Izzi, who’s thighs shook and hips wiggled, causing her ass to batter my head left and right.

I found myself beginning to moan softly into her asshole as I let myself enjoy the experience more and more, my own pussy slick with cum and an energy stirring in my groin that intensified with each depraved thing Izzi made me do to her.

I continued to use my index finger as a splint for my thumb to stroke her clit against. My open mouth remained firmly planted in her butt as my tongue rimmed and probed her rough pucker. It all proved too much for Izzi in the end as her head dropped onto the rope and she began to violently cum.

Her hips rocked back and forth as her abs tensed over and over, as did her ass cheeks, which squeezed my face between them like a nutcracker. My lubricated thumb pinched hard on her clit and my tongue never left her ass as she jolted forward and backward uncontrollably. This was her prize for beating me in combat, she had earned this.

The rope swayed in front of Izzi as she tried to keep her balance while the vicious orgasm ripped through her body. Her grip tightened as she pulled on my hair in her ecstasy.

“Mika!” she screamed out into the empty gymnasium.

As the tidal wave of pleasure subsided, the rope stopped swaying, Izzi came back down onto her heels, and she desperately took in gulps of air. She’d winded me earlier with a blow to the gut, I winded her with a rimjob.

She pulled on my ponytail and stood me up before finally relinquishing the leash. She pulled me in and spun me so that my naked body pushed against the ropes, before she stripped her sports bra over her head and joined me in nudeness, her fantastic round tits making me jealous. Izzi’s powerful arms grabbed the rope to either side of me and she pulled herself in, mashing her body into mine as she kissed me deeply on the mouth, tasting every flavor of her nethers on my tongue.

She pushed a muscular leg between mine and I ground my clit onto it, desperate for friction I spread my wetness along the top of her thigh by undulating my hips back and forth. My dominator kissed along my neck as I humped her, stimulating my own pussy on her soft flesh. The sensations were incredible as I felt the energy in my groin build more and more with the attention it was finally getting.

“Not yet,” Izzi said, sensing my manifesting horniness. “I haven’t eaten your ass yet, and I get to eat whatever I want.”

She was right, of course, she could do with me what she pleased. Although by this point I was happy to oblige. She reached around to the back of my neck and pulled me away from the rope, spinning me in the process so that she stood behind me.

“Kneel,” she commanded and I dropped to my knees, her hand remaining on the back of my neck.

With a forceful push, I was suddenly reaching out with both hands to stop my face from smashing into the floor. By design, my face hovered an inch above the wet spot on the mat that was made from Izzi’s overflowing cunt. I could smell her intoxicating pussy scent coming off it.

I felt totally vulnerable and submissive in my position, face down, ass up, waiting for Izzi to permit me to cum. Behind me, I heard my dominator fall to her knees with a thud, and her hands massaged my ass cheeks, spreading them so that she could get a good look.

“Such a pretty little asshole,” she complimented, before burying her face in my bottom.

I moaned into the wet floor instantly with satisfaction. Maybe it was the build-up, maybe it was the submission, maybe it was the naughtiness of it being a woman, or maybe it was just Izzi’s experienced tongue, but this was better than any rimjob I’d ever had before. The boxer teased sensations out of my butthole that I didn’t know was even possible. It felt like my back door was practically vibrating in delight at the feeling of Izzi’s warm tongue feeding on it.

“Mmmm you taste so good,” Izzi moaned into my rear, her slippery tongue tickling my hole.

Resting on my elbows, I breathed deeply through the experience, trying to remember every moment of my anal pleasure, as well the scent of my dominator’s honey on the floor below. The ball of energy I felt in my groin floated upwards like a balloon towards my asshole, which was for the first time in my life, my sole source of sexual gratification. It felt like a whole lot of butterflies were fluttering around inside my rectum, trying to get out through my butthole, their wings pounding on the walls.

Izzi’s tongue stopped licking and instead began to probe, as she knocked on my back door with the tip of her tongue, withdrawing it and then knocking again, putting pressure on my puckered ring.

“Let me in, loser,” she commanded into my bottom.

Intrigued by the feeling that would follow, I bore down on my anus and tried to relax the ring of muscle in my ass, no easy feat when every other muscle in my body was flexing. Izzi knocked again and this time was granted entry, the tip of her wet tongue sliding into my ass. It was a wholly new sensation, having a tongue enveloped by my asshole, and my muscles automatically contracted as it tickled, pushing Izzi’s tongue back out the door.

This displeased my dominator, who pulled her face out of my rump and spanked me hard to punish me for my involuntary defiance.

“You won’t do that again, do you understand?”

“I’ll try,” I replied, causing her to spank me again.

“You won’t!”

Her hands spread my cheeks again and she dove back in, her tongue flicking over my pucker once before it pushed on it again. I relaxed my sphincter once more so that her tongue could worm itself inside, and with a frame of reference for what to expect, I was able to accept the length of Izzi’s tongue without squeezing it out.

It felt heavenly inside me, as she licked my inner walls, pulling her slippery organ out before stuffing it back in so that she tongue-fucked me. One of her hands let go of an ass cheek and the next thing I knew I had two fingers in my pussy, pumping in and out, mimicking the actions of her tongue. Her thumb applied pressure on my clitoris, circling around the sensitive pearl and bringing me to a new height of pleasure.

I felt the ball of sexual energy swirl around violently inside me, building in size. I tried my hardest to stave off the inevitable orgasm so that I could enjoy the simultaneous stimulation a bit longer but I was powerless to stop it. The ball exploded within me and fireworks erupted inside my pussy and asshole.

My head fell to the floor and my mouth pressed against the wet patch as I cried out in pleasure. My back arched up and I pressed back hard on Izzi’s tongue and fingers, desperate for them to go deeper inside me. I came harder and longer than I ever have, each time I thought the orgasm was subsiding, another wave would hit as Izzi’s unrelenting fingers pumped my pussy and her tongue penetrated my rear.

After what felt like an eternity of bliss, the waves died down, but ripples still made their way through my body. Izzi withdrew her tongue from my butt and kissed it right on the hole, sending a shiver of aftershock shooting up my spine.

“Oh,” I inhaled as she took her fingers out of my pussy.

My bum fell to the ground and Izzi helped sit me up, giving me a kiss, the metallic taste of my own asshole lingering on her lips.

“You can see what a powerful motivator Christina’s methods can be, right?”

“Oh yeah,” I replied, basking in the afterglow of my orgasm while I kissed the magnificent Izzi. “I think it’s a great way to train.”

The pair of us sat there for a moment in each other's arms, catching our breaths.

“Well that was entertaining!” a voice echoed throughout the gymnasium.

Suddenly acutely alert at the presence of the unfamiliar voice, my head snapped up and I scanned the room for its source. I found it as I saw Rachel emerge from the shadows in the corner.

“I thought you’d gone home,” Izzi said calmly to her rival.

“Oh please, I saw you see me when we were up against the ropes. I decided to stick around to see if you’d take Mika’s training up a notch.”

“Well I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.”

“By the looks of it I wasn’t the only one,” Rachel replied, signalling to me as I sat naked on the mat, panting after my submissive workout.

“She reminds me of you after our first time using Christina’s method,” Izzi verbally jabbed at her rival, she must have won then too.

“Or you after our second,” Rachel retaliated, arching her eyebrow. “Keep those gloves up rookie, next time you’re fighting me!”

And with that, the voyeur left.

I looked forward to seeing what I could do to her in the ring when we next met.

THE END


Dominated in the Ring 2

Boxing gloves in hand, I closed my locker door and nearly jumped out of my skin when I found Rachel waiting on the other side of it like a cheap jump scare in a horror movie.

“Jesus, Rachel! You scared the shit out of me!” I said to the dark haired beauty staring at me with her dusky eyes. It took me a second to process the fact that she was half naked, standing there topless with only a towel hanging around her neck which was long enough to cover her nipples as her large breasts hung free.

“Sorry Mika, didn’t mean to,” she replied with a tone to make sure I knew she was lying. “The last time I saw you, you had Izzi’s tongue rammed up your butt. Where have you been?”

I rolled my eyes at her unnecessary reminder of a couple of weeks prior, when she silently watched my lesbian fuck session with her friend and boxing rival, Izzi.

“Izzi’s been giving me private lessons after hours,” I replied, electing to ignore the analingus comment. “She couldn’t come tonight though so I was just about to head out there and run some drills alone, maybe work on the speed bag for a bit.”

“How have the private lessons been going? Win one yet or has it always been you that’s had to submit?” Rachel said, bringing the conversation back to the lewd post-workout activities I engaged in with Izzi.

Rachel was no stranger to it herself. In fact, it was her and Izzi that introduced me to the unconventional training methods of their teacher, Christina Shields. Shields was legendary on the college boxing circuit, and trained the best female fighters. It wasn’t until that eventful night with Izzi two weeks ago that I learned why she was so good.

The short answer was forced lesbian submission. The long version would be that under her tutelage, fighters who sparred together would have to remove an article of clothing every time their opponent landed a punch on them. The first girl naked had to submit to the victor, and let them do whatever they wanted sexually. This often involved ass eating and erotic pain. It was a terrific motivator, and my boxing had improved massively over the last couple of weeks training with Izzi. But what Rachel was insinuating was correct; so far it had always been me naked at the end of our sessions, me running my tongue up Izzi’s plump rear whether she felt like returning the favor or not.

“Not yet, but Izzi said I’ve improved a lot,” I said to the topless brunette leaning against the lockers, eyeing me inquisitively.

“You know, Izzi would tell you anything to make sure you keep coming back, Mika. A sure thing that she could dominate several times a week is Izzi’s dream. She might just be paying you lip service in exchange for the… services of your lips.”

“I don’t think so, Rachel. I’ve gotten pretty close to beating her a couple of times, and I feel improved within myself too, it’s not just external validation,” I retaliated, not appreciating her condescending comment.

“Well how about we find out?” the snide brunette said suggestively. “I’ve just finished for the day and was about to hop in the shower, but I could stick around and see if you’ve really got what it takes, give you an unbiased opinion. Everyone else has gone home for the night. Of course, we could just skip ahead and you could come rim me in the shower now if you want?”

I knew what she was doing, but even still, it was working. I felt the need to prove myself to the snarky bitch. She was arguably Izzi’s equal in the ring, and I was confident I could at least give her a run for her money. Besides, even if I did lose, Rachel was hot as shit, and if I had to submit myself to her, it wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world. Truth be told, ever since the night the sexy voyeur caught me and Izzi fucking in the boxing ring, I had wanted to face her. A pang of horniness emanated from my groin at the thought of putting my face in her bottom.

“Fine. You and me in the ring. Shields’ rules,” I said with a strong resolve, confident in my ability.

“Great,” the cheeky boxer grinned, her plan having worked. “I’ll meet you there in five. I’ll just put my gloves back on and maybe a top too, unless you think you need the handicap?”

“You can put a sweater on as well for all I care, it won’t make a difference,” I said cockily, proud of my shit-talking ability.

***

I bounced on the balls of my feet around the boxing ring, warming up for the upcoming sparring session with Rachel. I banged my gloves together to psyche myself up, the loud snap of the tanned leather echoing throughout the empty gymnasium.

The thin framed but toned physique of Rachel appeared from the locker room door. Wearing her white boxing shorts and matching sports bra to prevent the large mounds on her chest from bouncing around too much. Having seen them hanging free moments earlier, it was certainly necessary. She made her way over to the ring and climbed through the ropes.

“Like you said, Shields’ rules,” she reminded me. “First girl naked gives herself to the other one. Just so you know, when I win, I’m gonna make you do some filthy shit to me.”

I said nothing, instead replying with another smacking of my gloves together, meeting Rachel’s confident gaze with steely resolve.

We touched gloves and the fight was on. Rachel wasted no time going on the offensive, throwing a punch out at my head immediately. I was anticipating the move though, and dodged it effectively, her gloved hand making a loud whoosh sound as it flew by my ear.

I countered with my own attempted strike at her face, but she used her other hand to parry and strafed to the side. The pair of us bounced up and down on the mat, never remaining stationary as we danced around the ring, trying to deliver blows that our opponent would deflect.

I was feeling very confident in myself as I matched the pace and intensity of the far more experienced Rachel. However, I let myself fall into a false sense of security as the champion delivered two jabs to my head, causing me to throw both my hands up as protection. She followed it up with a rapid fire flurry of jabs to my exposed stomach, which made me instinctively lower my gloves. As if she had anticipated the exact moment I was going to do it, her glove connected with my face the instant that it was unguarded, delivering a powerful blow to my cheek.

I stumbled back as her bouncing ceased only so that she could gloat.

“One nil. Strip for me, bitch,” she said crudely, awaiting my compliance for her undeniably good shot.

I remained silent, trying to maintain as intimidating a look as I could muster when underneath I was bubbling with rage at the fact that she’d got me right when I thought I was doing well. Begrudgingly, I removed the velcro strap of one of my gloves with my teeth, letting it fall to the ground along with its partner before I pulled my tank top over my head, exposing my naked tits from beneath the fitness wear.

“Very nice. They look better up close,” Rachel said approvingly of my toplessness, having only seen my tits from afar when she secretly watched Izzi and I going at it.

“It’s the last time I’ll be stripping for you, perve,” I replied darkly as I restrapped my gloves.

“We’ll see,” the brunette arched an eyebrow.

The pair of us met back in the middle of the ring and I unleashed an overzealous left hook. As soon as I threw it out, I knew I used too much force, I knew I’d let my emotions get the better of me. The move left me vulnerable to Rachel’s retaliation as she effortlessly side-stepped and punched me in the face again, landing another blow.

“Fuck!” I yelled in frustration.

“That didn’t take long,” she taunted.

“Shut up!” I said, infuriated more with myself than anything else. I repeated the process of removing my gloves and pushed down my boxing shorts, revealing my cotton panties underneath.

I tried to recenter myself as Rachel stared up and down the length of me, wearing only my panties. Her eyes felt hot and unappreciated on my bare skin, but I had to abide by the rules. I breathed deeply and expelled my feelings of frustration, approaching the next bout as if it were the first.

No sooner had I tossed the shorts and restrapped my gloves than we recommenced our sparring. Rachel threw punch after punch that I effectively blocked, my tits bouncing around beneath my face. She got a few jabs into my stomach but I didn’t take the bait, instead hardening my abs to withstand her attack while I kept protecting my head.

Switching tactics, Rachel threw out a punch towards my head. But she’d undercooked it a little, pretending there was more force behind it and enticing me into taking a swing which would leave me exposed. I recognized the tactic as one Izzi had used on me, and I knew exactly what to do to counter it.

I double faked by throwing out my own punch masquerading as more powerful than it really was. Rachel pounced on the assumed opening and I side stepped to avoid her hook shot before delivering one of my own. My glove connected with her face and sent her fumbling back, the fit brunette surprised her ploy didn’t work. Perhaps if she’d watched my fight with Izzi instead of our fucking then she would have known I was familiar with the tactic.

“Yes!” I said gleefully, avoiding the white wash of going down in consecutive bouts.

Rachel’s glove was at her face, as if she was in disbelief of my victory, confirming that I had indeed landed a blow. Her stunned face turned to one of chagrin, as she pulled off her gloves and pushed her white boxing shorts down to the ground, kicking them away to the side of the ring. She stood there in only a sports bra and her boy shorts cut underwear. She turned around briefly to hide her embarrassment from me, offering me a fantastic view of her luscious butt, her panties having ridden up her crack and showing me all of her curves as the rump rippled with her steps.

She spun around again and we touched gloves to signal the next bout. Now full of confidence, I delivered a flurry of vicious punches to Rachel’s body and gloves, forcing her to go on the defensive.

Shocked at my aggression and perhaps still reeling from her forced pantslessness, Rachel looked unsure of herself as she attempted to block my gloves and threw back haphazard punches.

It was only a matter of time before her weak looking defence was penetrated, and I landed another punch on her chin, sending her stammering backwards. I leapt forward as her arms flailed and wrapped myself around her, planting a sweet kiss on her soft lips, trying to get in her head even more and secure the victory.

Our breasts pressed into each other through her soon to be removed sports bra as I wrapped my arms around her and pressed my mouth onto hers. She made a surprised sound but did not push me off or object. I could feel heat coming off her mound, even through the two sets of panties that separated our pussies, and I could feel myself getting turned on as I locked lips with the gorgeous boxer.

I pulled my face back and my sweaty body peeled off of hers. My tactic seemed to have worked as the usually unflappable champion had a completely stunned look on her face. She looked unsure of what to do with her hands as she stood there in her underwear, trying to make sense of the whiplash inducing change of being pummeled with my fists to being kissed by my lips.

“Well, aren’t you gonna take it off?” I questioned her, nodding my head at her bra and elated by the fact that now I had the psychological upper hand.

“I, uh… yeah. Hang on,” she said, trying to collect her thoughts before pulling the bra over her head and exposing the two lovely breasts I’d already seen most of in the locker room. Her tits were big, but held firm and pert, with her two suckable nipples already erect and looking at me straight in the eye.

My own tactic was trying to work against me, turning me on as thoughts of Rachel bent over and presenting her ass to me popped into my mind. I shook my head, now was exactly the wrong time to be distracted by Rachel’s phenomenal body. I’d have to wait, since we were now tied, the outcome would be decided in the next bout with the loser having to remove their panties as well as submitting to the victor.

I refocused on the fight, and it seemed like Rachel did too, as her sheepish expression was gone. We touched gloves for the last time and the bout began.

I tried to maintain the upper hand, going on the attack again and throwing out a quick punch aimed at my opponent’s head. Rachel parried the move though and fought back with greater intensity than I’d seen from her all night. In only our panties and boxing gloves, we dueled, trading blow after blow, anticipating each other's every move.

We seemed to fight for ages, perfectly matched in our ability, at least in the pantsless moment. The sexy training method definitely did bring out something animalistic in the fight. There was more on the line than just a trophy or bragging rights. There was sexual domination over your opponent.

Rachel threw a little too much power in a punch, as I side-stepped away from her overextended arm, delivering two rapid fire body shots into her side that caused her to wince and bend slightly, leaving her face exposed.

It felt like time stopped as I saw what was to come. My blow would knock Rachel back, my victory unquestionable. I’d take the bruised ego of the champion boxer losing to the rookie and make it all the worse. I’d force her to take her panties off and stuff them in her own mouth, bend her over the ropes of the ring and finger fuck her tight little asshole as her muffled yelps could be heard through her boy shorts. I was finally going to be the one dominating.

Only that never happened.

As my opponent bent to cradle her wounded side, she saw my final blow coming, and with lightning fast reflexes dropped her head lower to avoid it, sending my glove flying over top of her. She then brought her arm down and pushed up, delivering a powerful uppercut straight onto my jaw, my feet almost lifting off the ground with the force. I fell backwards and sweat lashed off my skin as my body crashed onto the springboard floor.

‘No,’ I thought to myself as my heart sank. I was defeated. It would be my panties that had to be removed. I would have to submit myself to the smug Rachel. She came off as more of a sadist than Izzi, and I wondered what she’d make me do as punishment for my loss.

Rachel flicked her hands to her sides, sending the gloves flying off them as she collapsed to her knees in front of me and grabbed my cotton panties by their sides, tearing them down off my legs as I lay there, still dazed from her uppercut.

She stood up and loomed over me, panties in hand as I lay there naked on the floor, looking up at my dominant. Both of us were sweating and panting from the intense workout.

“Say it,” she snarled.

“You beat me. I submit to you, Rachel. Do whatever you want to me,” I was no stranger to the disappointment that accompanied these words, having lost to Izzi time and time again. But today they stung a little deeper as I said them for the first time to Rachel.

Her lips curled into a grin as the words rang in her ears. “Good girl,” she said. “Come with me, I don’t want to fuck you where any peeping Tom can come in and watch us.”

‘Or any peeping Rachel,’ I thought to myself, thinking back to her voyeuristic sensibilities when Izzi and I first fucked in this very ring.

I disposed of my gloves and collected myself off the floor, following Rachel out of the ring and towards the door to the locker room and showers.

Naked, aroused and a little afraid, I entered the cool room, the temperature of which feeling extra cold on my steaming body, causing my nipples to stiffen at the sudden shift. Two rows of lockers lined the walls, with a wooden bench running down the middle of the corridor leading to the showers and toilets at the end.

“Bend over on the bench for me, rookie,” she instructed calmly as she made her way to what was presumably her locker.

I did as I was told, bound by the rules of the training regime to submit myself to her. If I wanted to be the one doing the instructing, I would just have to fight harder next time. My hands were placed on the wooden bench as I bent over, displaying my tight asshole between my cheeks, my pink slit below and the trimmed tuft of pubic hair below that.

“Such a pretty sight, seeing a rookie know her place,” Rachel taunted as she pulled out a focus pad from her locker. It was safe to say the training apparatus would be reappropriated tonight for more sexual purposes. “I’m going to smack your submissive little rear for all the shit-talking you did in there. One smack for each time you said something that pissed me off, and you pissed me off a lot.”

Rachel slid her hand into the grip of the focus pad as she strolled over to me, positioning herself to my side. I should have been afraid of the incoming pain, but instead I felt titillated at the thought of being spanked for having such a cheeky mouth.

With a mighty swoop, the champion brought down the firm padding onto my bare rear. She smacked me right across the middle of my rump, the pad ensuring maximum coverage across both cheeks. It hurt, and I lurched forward on the bench, clenching my teeth as I took it.

She struck me again, the throbbing in my ass starting to match what I felt in my jaw. Despite the pain, my pussy felt warm with arousal, as each spank caused a pulse wave of excitement to radiate out from my clit. I could feel myself becoming wet as Rachel rode that fine line between pleasure and pain.

Three times, four times, five times she spanked me. I couldn’t remember how snarky I’d been during our duel, but I thought I must be nearing the end of my sentence.

“This one is for daring to kiss me mid-fight,” she announced, before she brought the pad down harder than any of the previous blows. A loud crack echoed off the concrete floor as the pad connected with my red raw ass. I yelped in pain at this one, but my pussy cried in ecstasy.

I caught my breath as Rachel tossed the focus pad, she caressed my tender butt with a gentle hand, her fingers tracing lines of fiery pain through the redness. Suddenly, her hand dipped down below, as she used her pointer and ring fingers to spread my pussy lips while her middle finger ran up the length of my slit.

“You naughty girl, Mika,” she said, excited. “You’re so wet from being spanked. You fucking loved it, didn’t you, you dirty slut?”

“Yes, Rachel. The pain felt so good.”

“That makes me so fucking horny. I want you to eat my pussy. Lay down on the bench.”

I obliged the boxer as I lay on my back on top of the thin wooden plank, my legs spreading in a reverse straddle position. Rachel pushed her boy shorts down her legs, joining my in my nakedness, her hairless cunt a welcome sight. She swung a lithe leg over my head so that one stood at either side of the bench, her pussy hovering above me, a perfect, hairless slit with the hint of her delicate folds between the clam. She faced upwards so that she could see my face throughout my forced submission.

She ran a finger up the line of her pussy, coating it in her translucent honey before bending down to feed it to me. I took the finger whole in my mouth and slid my tongue all over it, licking off the precious liquid. She tasted delicious, her tangy cunt juice mixing with the saltiness of the sweat from our workout. I moaned as I savored her flavors while I sucked her finger like it was a little dick.

Rachel withdrew the finger and grabbed me by the hair, holding my head in place as she lowered her horny cunt onto my wanting mouth. I moaned as I lavished her wet slit, tasting the source of the delicious nectar.

“Very good, rooke,” she encouraged. “Put your tongue in me.”

I hardly needed the coaching. Over the last two weeks I’d become quite adept at the art of cunnilingus, Izzi having taught me not only how to box, but also how to eat box. I made Rachel close her eyes and moan as I pushed my tongue up her vagina, sliding it around inside her velvet channel, licking the walls of any drop of cum I could find.

My tongue now lubricated with both my saliva and Rachel’s honey, I slid it up the length of her snatch and circled my slick organ around her clit. I teased the sensitive nub with the tip of my tongue, drawing large concentric circles around the dot and making my way inwards. I watched Rachel’s pretty face sighing heavily over the mounds of her lovely boobs.

I started flicking my tongue over her pink pearl, increasing the roughness of my tongue lashes to match the growing intensity of her panting. Her hips mirrored the circular action of my tongue, as she ground her pussy harder into my mouth.

“I’m going to cu- ohhhhh,” Rachel moaned, losing control of her body as she convulsed.

Her grip around my hair tightened, hurting me a little. Her taut stomach tensed and released over and over as her tits shuddered with the force of the orgasm. I slid my tongue down her snatch and placed it at the entry to her vagina, making it act like a slippery slide, guiding the copious amounts of cum down it and into the back of my thirsty throat. I didn’t want to waste a drop of her delicious elixir.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as she rode out the orgasm, grip loosening a little as it subsided. “All that losing to my rival has made you a pro at eating pussy. I’m wondering if you’re as good at eating ass?”

“Mhmm,” I nodded my head underneath her pussy in assurance that I in fact was damn good at licking booty.

“We’ll see,” my dominant said as she rocked her hips forward and slid her slippery cunt up so that my tongue was now pressed against her rough pucker.

I wasted no time going to town on her naughtiest hole, sliding my tongue messily all over her knot and coating it in her own lubricant and licking the sweat out of her crack. Rachel’s hand let go of my hair as she played with her tits, tweaking her nipples to add to the anal stimulation.

“Ohhhh. Unnggggg,” her moans echoed throughout the locker room as she relished the salacious act of ass eating.

I gave her an upwards flurry of rapid-fire licks with the tip of my tongue flicking across her anus. I cupped both her ass cheeks in my hands, spreading the toned booty to afford my mouth greater access.

Rachel’s moans began to louden again as her second orgasm approached. I swirled my tongue around the rim of her crater in order to get her there faster, her hips rocking back and forth now against me as the climax stirred in her loins.

The inevitable came and so did she as she pinched her nipples hard while she rode my face with her delicious butt. The ring of her ass vibrated against my tongue as a fresh lot of cum poured out of her cunt, spilling down onto my submissive face below it, drizzling down my cheeks. As much as I hated losing sparring sessions to her and Izzi, this part always did fill me with joy. Submitting to these incredible women and surrendering to my lesbian desires led to the hottest experiences of my sex life, and eating Rachel’s tight butthole while she writhed on top of me and covered my face in cum in the locker room was one for the scrapbook.

“Oh, god,” she said as she calmed down. Beads of sweat trailed down her torso, steaming off of her in the cool locker room.

She swung a leg over and dismounted me. I lay there looking up at her from the bench, panting myself from the vigorous tonguing I had given her, a sheen of my own sweat covering my body, her sticky liquid covering the lower half of my face. An obedient, used fuck toy.

Rachel stumbled backwards until she found a locker, pressing her naked body against it to brace herself, her legs wobbly after the double orgasm. She stood there, hands on her knees, catching her breath while she observed her submissive pet.

“Christ, Mika! Izzi may not have taught you enough about boxing to beat me but at least she taught you plenty about making a woman cum,” she said through panted breaths.

“Yeah, we practice a lot,” I replied.

“I can see that. My butt is still tingling from your tongue. I want to taste you, but unlike you I’m not obliged to stick my face into a sweaty ass. Come to the shower so we can clean you before I fuck your pretty little butt.”

I felt a thrill emanate from my asshole, it begged for someone to give it attention. My pussy was wet with arousal too, and I was happy to oblige my beautiful master if it meant she was going to make me cum too. She didn’t have to give me an orgasm, and plenty of nights submitting to Izzi ended with me fingering myself in bed after I’d done all manner of lewd acts to her with no reciprocation.

Rachel stepped forward from the row of lockers and grabbed my hand, pulling me up off the bench with strength that didn’t match her thin physique. I followed the sexy boxer down the row of lockers, my eyes fixated at her naked, round ass as she led me to the showers. It was such a perfect butt, toned but voluptuous. I’d loved having my face in it, and as I was hypnotized by the way her cheeks creased against her thighs as she walked, I made myself a promise that I would have to challenge Rachel to a rematch at some point.

She pulled me into the tiled room, a row of shower heads lining the wall of the cold expanse. Rachel positioned me in front of one and stood to the side as she turned the taps. Not giving me the courtesy of waiting for the water to warm, coldness sprayed down onto me.

My mouth opened and face creased in discomfort as I pointlessly tried to shield myself from the offensive water. The water felt freezing on my hot skin, as steam practically billowed off me. Rachel watched the water torture from the side with an evilly satisfied grin, loving watching her defeated opponent squirm for her, obligated to withstand the icy shower.

Mercifully, the torrent of freezing cold water began to warm. My body relaxed as it returned to a more comfortable temperature. Rachel joined me beneath the cascading water and embraced me more tenderly than I was expecting. She placed a hand to each side of my head and kissed me deeply as our naked bodies pressed into one another, our erect nipples tweaked against one another as our breasts pushed together, my tiny tuft of pubic hair tickling Rachel’s bare mound below. I reached down her back and cupped her ass cheeks, giving the toned rump a firm squeeze, causing her mound to grind forward a little into mine.

Her hands fell from the sides of my head and did the same to me, feeling the roundness of my derriere before she gave me a wet spank. The move reignited the fiery pain I felt from the earlier flogging, having died down to embers before Rachel reminded me of who belonged to who.

“All I can taste is my own pussy,” she said as her tongue retreated from my mouth, the dark haired beauty pulling away from me.

“Well, let’s just say I’m not thirsty anymore,” I replied, having swallowed more than my fair share of her sweet nectar.

“Let’s get you clean so I can see what you taste like.”

She turned and squirted a hunk of body wash into her hand from the wall mounted dispenser. She made intense eye contact as she strode around behind me, her smokey eyeshadow and piercing blue eyes seemingly seeing my every sexual desire.

Rachel pressed her body against my back, my round butt pressing against her hairless mound, her big tits jammed against my shoulder blades. She reached underneath my arms and spread the cold goo all over my tits, massaging the wash into a lather that dripped off my globes as the water showered over them.

A tit in each hand, Rachel moved her hands in large circles, not missing an inch of my chest with the soap. Her chin perched on my shoulder so that she could see the show. Every time her palm ran over my stiff nipples I would jolt slightly, pushing my ass into her pussy a little harder, which she responded to in kind, pushing her mound into me as if there was some unseen dick she was fucking me with.

Having had her fair share of fun with my tits, Rachel’s hands moved south. She left a trail of soap down my taut stomach, before she wrapped one arm around my waist while the other delved between my legs. Her palm sudsed up my tuft of pubes while her fingers worked up and down my cunt, her deft fingers ensuring they cleaned every part of my vulva, labia and slit, washing away any sweaty stink from our duel in the boxing ring. Her silky fingers cleaning my twat had the unfortunate detriment of washing away some of my wetness, but as she explored the folds and ran her fingers over my clit, I could feel it being quickly replaced.

My knees bent slightly as she pulled back on my waist with her arm, grinding her mound onto my ass as her hand slid between me. She kissed my neck while the shower rained down onto my tits, rinsing away some of the soap. I closed my eyes and let myself enjoy the erotic experience, sighing into the steam of the shower while Rachel cleaned my cunt, her sculpted body pressing into my flesh, my tits enjoying the sensation of the jets of water raining down on them.

Rachel must have sensed my rising sexual energy, because her arm unwrapped itself from my waist, sudden coldness sent a shiver up my spine as her warm body was taken away from it. However, her hand did not leave my muff as she moved to my side, leaning in to talk into my ear above the thundering shower.

“Your pussy might be nice and clean now, but the thing I really want to eat is your asshole, so I think it needs the same treatment.”

Her free hand went to the soap dispenser and squirted another lot of body wash into it. She’d made it pretty clear where it was going, and I poked my ass out a little to facilitate the butt washing I had to let her give me.

Rachel moved her hand up through the crack of my ass, spreading the hunk of soap up me. She went to work washing the whole crevice, sliding her hand up and down between my ass cheeks and working the cold goo into a lather.

“That’s it, your ass is going to be nice and clean for my tongue, inside and out,” she said as she prepared me.

The hand running through my crack became a sole finger, which paid more attention to my asshole. She ran it in tiny circles around my crater, lubing it up with the soap before I felt the tip being pressed against my hole.

Rachel pressed firmly but gently as my back door accepted her finger. She entered me with its full length with relative ease, my ass easily accommodating the penetration. My moan echoed on the tiled wall as her other hand worked my pussy again, combining with the anal stimulation to make me briefly tense in pleasure.

The finger worked in and out of my butthole, cleaning my inner walls as they fit snug around the soapy invader. I felt a blissful radiance emanating from my clench as the finger slid confidently through it, not dissimilar to the pleasure I was feeling in my clit as Rachel worked me from both sides.

The finger retreated almost all the way out and paused. I wondered what Rachel was doing until my question was answered by a second finger knocking on my back door, trying to force its way in. I opened my mouth to protest, unsure if I wanted a second finger in my butt. But I remembered my place, and as the loser of the fight I had to oblige, so I remained silent and tried my best to relax my pucker and allow the second digit inside.

With surprising flexibility, my anus stretched enough to let Rachel insert the extra finger. I felt a sharp but small pain as my ring was gaped slightly by the increased girth, but the pain was fleeting and was instead soon replaced by an even greater blissful feeling in my asshole. The soapy fingers pushed deep into me while her other hand never stopped working my clit. Most of the soap had rinsed away from my pussy by now and allowed her skillful fingers to get some good friction on my pink button.

My orgasm came hard and fast as I braced myself against the tiled wall, leaning over and causing the shower to blast me in the face with water. It drowned out the sounds of my hysterical screams as Rachel finger fucked me into oblivion. The feeling of her penetrating my ass sent shockwaves of pleasure from my asshole up through my spine, throbbing in my head and overloading me with pleasure.

I rode the climax out and Rachel withdrew her fingers from my ass, as well as relinquishing my clit, which was now too sensitive to touch for a while. She moved behind me again and turned me around by my hips, my back now to the wall.

She kissed me, our tongues intertwining while the warm water cascaded down my back. Rachel reached around me with both hands and spread my butt cheeks, allowing the cleansing water to rinse away the suds off my freshly cleaned rear.

“Come, now I want to eat your delectable ass,” Rachel said as she turned off the shower.

I followed her back out to the locker room, where she grabbed a towel from the pile and laid it down onto the bench running down the middle of the room.

“Lay yourself prone, stomach down,” she instructed.

I did as I was told, my body still dripping with water as I folded my arms in front of my head to rest on, my legs straight along the plank in a submissive prone position.

“So hot,” the also dripping wet Rachel said as she sat on top of me, her thighs nestling into the backs of my knees, her butt cheeks pressing against the top of my calves.

She played with my ample butt, grabbing my cheeks and jiggling them, spreading them so that she could see my washed asshole. I tried to push it up to give her easier access but she just pushed it back down, keeping me perfectly prone.

After a good minute of massaging and squeezing my ass, she lowered her head, water dripping off her hair and onto me, as she spread me wide and nestled her face into my bottom.

She gave me a couple of exploratory licks, tickling my anus with the tip of her tongue, causing me to smile and sigh at the sensation. Rachel then dove in, her tongue licking up over my knot again and again, her jaw pushing her wet organ through my juicy butt. Her saliva made lewd wet noises as it squelched against my naughty pucker.

“Mmmm,” Rachel moaned into my asshole, vibrating my ring as she ate what was rightfully hers.

She rimmed me harder and harder, her tongue moving in circles around my tiny opening, teasing the ring of muscle that was still basking in a blissful afterglow from the anal orgasm Rachel had given me in the shower. It heightened every salacious lick Rachel lashed onto it.

Her hands let go of my butt cheeks, causing them to smother her face as she devoured my back door. I felt them grab hold of my hips and will my ass up. I pushed back and raised my ass submissively to her, allowing her to push harder against it.

“Tell me who’s ass this is,” she ordered as I offered myself to her.

“It’s yours, Rachel. My ass is yours. My ass is yours.”

Two fingers entered my pussy, my carnal channel gladly granting them entry. Rachel pumped them in and out of me while her tongue pressed against my hole, forcing its way in easily after being loosened by her in the shower. The slippery tongue was more pliable than her rigid fingers, and I could feel my clench choking her organ as it moved in and out of me, causing the familiar bliss to radiate from my ring once again.

I moaned into my hands as Rachel had her way with me, eating what she wanted to eat, fucking what she wanted to fuck. I could feel another orgasm building rapidly inside of me with the wickedly naughty tongue-fucking of my asshole.

She pushed her tongue as deep inside my rectum as she could, her lips sealing around my opening, her organ writhing around inside my cavity, licking the walls she’d cleaned with her fingers. I was powerless to hold off the immense climax that erupted inside me.

“My ass is yo- ohhhhh nggggg,” I cried out in ecstasy.

My asshole clenched tightly around her tongue as I shuddered against the bench. My head spun while Rachel’s tongue kept writhing around inside me, her fingers furiously fucking my pussy which seeped honey all over them, trickling down onto my inner thighs.

Rachel didn’t let up, every time I thought the vicious orgasm was subsiding she would flick or lick a spot that would send me into overdrive again, cumming onto her face and fingers for what felt like an eternity.

Finally; and somewhat mercifully as I was struggling for oxygen; the orgasm died down. Rachel withdrew her tongue from my satisfied asshole and my elastic ring closed shut. Her fingers exited my pussy, causing me to twitch from the stimulation on my ultra sensitive area. I heard the sounds of Rachel sucking on what I could only assume was her own fingers, tasting all the sweet honey she’d made come out of me.

“Holy christ,” I breathed as my groin collapsed back down onto the bench, my muscles not responding to me as I lay there numb from being fucked so well.

“You really a good little submissive slut, Mika,” Rachel said, intending to compliment me, I guess.

“As much as I hate losing, I sure do love this,” I replied.

“I know what you mean. I remember letting Izzi beat me once so that I would have to submit to her. Although, I was foolish thinking I could sneak one past Christina. She saw me not take an opportunity and dominated me herself, which was of course even better.”

“Wait, Christina would sometimes fuck you and Izzi?”

“Oh yeah. When Izzi and I sparred we’d have to fuck each other. But when we lost an actual fight on the circuit, Christina would make us do all kinds of degrading shit to prove to her that we were still committed. Of course, we did all of it.”

“What kind of stuff would she make you do?”

“Well the usual ass eating and face-sitting as you’d expect. But when she really wanted to punish us she’d come up with some psychological torture. At one fight last year, there was this super cute lipstick lesbian that clearly had a thing for Izzi, she was hanging around and they were getting close all day. When Izzi lost the fight, Christina made her watch as I fucked the hottie in front of her up in our hotel room. Izzi didn’t even get so much as a kiss from her.”

“Jesus, she sounds intense.”

“She is pretty hardcore. But she made Izzi and I the fighters we are, and the lovers we are. We’d do anything for that woman.”

“Do you think she’d train me?” I asked, possibly against my better judgement at hearing about her motivational methods. There was no denying they got results though, and I wanted to be as good as Izzi or Rachel.

“You’ve shown a hell of a lot of potential after only two weeks, Mika,” Rachel said, her lips curling into a grin. “I think Christina would love to meet you.”

THE END
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Izzi and I slipped between the ropes and into the boxing ring, walking into the centre of the currently empty arena. My excitement for the following tonight bubbled within me, my first real fight. I had trained for six months under Izzi’s tutelage and made enormous strides, and it all culminated into this moment.

“Oh, Izzi, I can’t believe I’m here,” I marvelled at the rows of empty seats, all of which would be filled in just over twenty four hours.

“You’ve done brilliantly, Mika,” my coach assured me. “You deserve the opportunity.”

“Thank you for getting me on the ticket. I hope to make you proud and return the favor one day,” I said. Izzi wasn’t just my coach, she was the main attraction for the tournament, defending her championship in the title fight. She’d been big on the college women’s boxing circuit for a while now, and her name alone was enough to get the seats filled. I was fighting in one of the earlier bouts of the evening, being a significantly lower level than her.

“Getting you on the ticket wasn’t a favor, Mika. You earned it. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen someone as dedicated as you.”

“Of course, that was mostly thanks to your unique training methods,” I smiled. The way Izzi and I trained was not just your usual sparring session between two athletes.

Under the regime that Izzi used, whenever you landed a blow on your opponent, they would have to remove an item of clothing. The first person to end up naked was not only the loser of the fight, but also had to sexually submit themselves to the victor, who would inevitably make the loser do all manner of lewd, humiliating sex acts. It was a terrific motivator, and evened out the playing field when the stakes were that high. I’d even come close to beating Izzi once or twice, despite our skill difference. And yet, so far it always ended up being me subservient to her, and one time, her rival, Rachel.

“Your unique training methods?” a disembodied voice echoed around the empty arena.

Izzi and I searched for the source of the sound, before a woman revealed herself, stepping out of the darkness, a young girl to her side. I immediately recognized both of them.

“She didn’t mean that, Christina,” Izzi addressed the woman. “I’ve always given you credit where it’s due.”

The younger woman held the ropes open for the older, as Christina Shields ducked between them and joined us in the ring, the girl following.

“I should hope so, Izzi. You are still technically one of my students after all,” Christina said. The woman, somewhere around the age of forty, stood there in heels and a black pantsuit, no shirt to be seen underneath the expensive looking jacket. An extravagant, silver necklace hung around her neck, a diamond on the end of it nestled atop her ample cleavage. I’d only ever seen her from afar, but up close, she was even more attractive than I had previously thought. Her makeup was done to perfection, with wicked green eyes peering out from beneath her smokey eyeshadow, the picture of confidence and elegance, but with an edge of meanness.

Of course, the powerful woman was right. Izzi had learned from her, the legendary Christina Shields. For years, Izzi trained under her tutelage, but while Izzi was still considered one of hers, Ms Shields had focused her efforts elsewhere as the peak of Izzi’s career just barely started to wane. But boxing wasn’t the only thing Izzi had learned from the older woman. The training methods that Izzi employed with me, was once used on her, forcing her to be a submissive lesbian over and over until one day, she was good enough to dominate.

“It’s true, Ms Shields. Izzi always-” I started, but was silenced with a mere look shot at me from the intimidating coach.

“Christina, I don’t think you’ve met Mika yet,” Izzi said, thankfully taking the woman’s glare away from me. “You’re going to know her real well after tomorrow night though when she wipes the floor with your little pet here.”

That’s when I locked eyes with the younger girl to Christina’s side. The reason I recognized her was because I’d spent the better part of the last month staring at her face during training. That was because she was to be my opponent the following night, Holly Holbrook. She may have been easy on the eyes, with her blonde hair done up in a ponytail, pretty features and knockout body, but she was a demon in the ring. We eyed each other off in an attempt to get under each other’s skin.

“Well, I’m sure the crowd wouldn’t mind seeing the two of them take off each other’s clothes tomorrow,” Christina said. “I know I wouldn’t. But I don’t think the organizers of the event would appreciate the nudity. I wonder if your Mika is any good in a real fight, with thousands of people watching her every mistake.”

Christina’s words were designed to unnerve me, which they kind of did. It may have been my first fight, but Holly Holbrook already had four under her belt, all of which were wins for her. There’s no way I would be fighting someone like her on a normal ticket, but Izzi’s pull with Christina made it possible.

“Mika doesn’t make mistakes,” Izzi defended me as the verbal boxing continued. “But Holly does. We know because we’ve watched them, over and over again. And we’re going to exploit every last one of them.”

“You know, the hotel has comped us an entire suite upstairs. If you can’t wait til tomorrow night I’d be more than happy to host a warm-up fight this evening.”

Christina’s offer caught Izzi off guard, her look of intimidation breaking as she thought of what a warm-up match would look like. Accepting the match could give my opponent the chance to learn my techniques, giving away our advantage. Unlike us, she’d not had the luxury of viewing past matches of mine because, well, there are none. On the other hand, to decline the offer would put us on the back foot psychologically, implying we’re scared. It was a master stroke from the seasoned coach, who watched the gears turning in Izzi’s head with glee.

“What time?” Izzi asked through gritted teeth.

“Eight o’clock,” Christina replied immediately. “See you then. Mika, I’m looking forward to seeing more of you,” she said, addressing me for the first time before spinning on her Gucci heels and leaving the arena with the obedient Holly in tow.

“Was that a smart move?” I asked Izzi now that we were alone.

“I don’t know,” she replied honestly.

***

The elevator was taking forever to ascend to one of the top floors of the hotel, up to the awaiting warm-up fight. I bounced on the balls of my feet nervously.

“Could you stop that?” Izzi asked.

“Sorry,” I replied. “I’m nervous. I wasn’t expecting to be fighting tonight.”

“Well, it won’t just be fighting that you’re gonna be doing.”

“What do you mean, do you think this is gonna be played by those rules?”

My naivety earned a laugh from Izzi. “Oh, I can guaran-fucking-tee you this is gonna be played by those rules. I know Christina looks attractive, and I respect the hell out of the woman. I wouldn’t have gotten as far as I have in boxing without her unconventional training methods, but she’s crazy. You thought Rachel was sadistic when she fucked you, but you have no idea the shit that Christina used to make her and I do to each other. The woman thrives on psychological torture, and she achieves that through sex.”

“So, why are we doing this again?”

“Because if you win, the prize will be spectacular.”

“And what’s that?”

“I’ll get to dominate her little blonde bitch, Holly, right in front of her,” Izzi’s eyes lit up at the possibility of the revenge she could enact on her coach. “The look on her face as Holly submits to us would be worth it.”

“And if I lose?”

“Well, it’d hardly be the first time you’ve had to stick your tongue up a stranger’s butt.”

Just then, the elevator dinged and the doors opened. We found the door to Christina’s suite and Izzi knocked before offering me one last look. A look of desperation, of pleading for me to do what she never could, to win against Christina Shields.

The door opened and the apparently mute Holly Holbrook held it open for us. She had a blank look on her face, as though she didn’t really care whether we were there or not. Izzi and I stared her down as we entered, but our efforts seemed to go unnoticed. The blonde fighter simply stood there in her hoodie and evergreen leggings.

The suite was certainly extravagant. We stepped through a modest entryway into the great expanse of a living room. The coffee table had been pushed into the corner, the couches against the walls, a giant TV hung from the wall playing one of Holly’s past fights. Seeing the attractive blonde beating the everloving shit out of her opponent was a quite on the nose way to intimidate me, but it was effective.

“Ah, ladies,” Christina entered the room with a beer in hand, still wearing the pantsuit from earlier. “Please, sit down, we were just watching old fights to get ourselves amped up. Mika, can I get you a beer?”

Izzi and I sat on one of the couches, moving hesitantly through the suite for some reason, as if the place was booby trapped. “No thanks,” I replied to the coach I admired so much, trying to hide my nervousness. “I have a fight tomorrow night.”

“Good girl,” Christina winked, as Holly disappeared through an archway presumably leading to the kitchen. “Are you feeling prepared for tomorrow night, then? I hope Izzi’s been as ruthless with your training as I was with hers.”

Gone was the somewhat sinister tone of Christina’s voice back at the arena. She spoke to me with an undertone of playfulness now, as if we’d been friends for years. “Uh, yeah. She’s been merciless,” I replied as Holly returned with two glasses of water for us.

“Oh, I bet. I’ve never seen Izzi show anyone mercy before. Just ask Rachel,” her words seemed to cut Izzi, who shifted on the couch next to me. I tried to avert my gaze from Holly’s ass in her activewear as she made her way over to the couch with Christina, but I couldn’t help myself. It was fantastically round, toned from the no doubt thousands of squats Christina had made her do. It begged to have a face shoved into it.

“Did you know that Izzi and Rachel were best friends before I made them into the rivals they are today,” Christina added. I looked over at Izzi, who sipped her water uncomfortably at her coach's words. “Oh, yes. Inseparable from the high school circuit, they both came to me when they reached college, both aiming to be the best. Of course, only one of them could, and when Rachel had to submit herself over and over to her best friend, doing all manner of humiliating sex acts, well… it would take a toll on any friendship. Ironically, the closer I brought them together physically, the further they drifted apart.”

Izzi’s silence confirmed the older woman’s words to be true. I’d always thought the pair were friendly rivals, I had no idea they used to be a lot closer. I felt sadness for my coach, and what she’d sacrificed to be the best. It wasn’t just parties, alcohol and dignity. She’d lost a best friend.

“Who’s your best friend, Holly?” I asked the silent blonde, keen to deflect some attention from Izzi. “Who’s eating your ass on a weekly basis, I wonder?”

“I don’t have friends,” she said, proving herself capable of speech after all. “There’s only those that I dominate.”

“She’ll have your title one day, you know, Izzi,” Christina said.

“Enough!” Izzi said, her coach’s words finally were too much for her. “We came here for a fight, not a dick measuring contest. Are we gonna do this or what?”

Christina smiled, pleased with herself for winning the verbal joust. “Right you are, Izzi! This is meant to be a warm up match. Holly, go and fetch some gloves for Mika and yourself.”

The fit blonde jumped off the couch and disappeared back through the archway, this time re-emerging with two pairs of gloves. She tossed me one before unzipping her hoodie, revealing her matching evergreen sports bra, pushing her tits together fantastically and creating some enticing cleavage. Throwing the hoodie aside, she gloved up, and part of me thought it wouldn’t be so bad to lose if that was the girl I had to fuck afterwards.

I got up from the couch and prepared myself for the impending fight, shedding my jumper before Izzi helped me strap on my gloves. I banged them together and bounced on the spot, my heart suddenly racing as adrenaline coursed through my veins.

“How about we make this more interesting, Izzi?” Christina said from across the room as I psyched myself up. “If Holly wins, you’re part of my prize. If Mika wins, you get to dominate me, you can make me do whatever you want.”

I saw Izzi’s eyes light up at the suggestion. The chance not only to humiliate her coach simply by winning, but for the first time ever, she had a shot at having Christina submit to her. I shot Izzi a look, trying to warn her against getting involved, but it was too late. The prize was simply too great for her to turn it down.

“Deal!” she said enthusiastically. “You can do this, Mika,” she spoke to me in a hushed voice. “Just remember what we talked about, remember her weaknesses. Don’t save any for tomorrow night, I want you to give her everything you got.”

I nodded my head. I disagreed with revealing our tricks in a warm-up match, but I could see what this meant to my coach. I would try my hardest to win. I spun around and faced my opponent, as we moved to the center of the living room, touching gloves before taking our positions a few feet apart.

“Fight!” Christina said from her couch.

Holly didn’t waste time, the experienced blonde charged forward before throwing a punch at my head. Her speed was impressive, but the move was predictable, and I was just barely able to dodge the blow. She’d also put too much power into it and overextended her arm, leaving her undefended for a split second.

Seeing my chance to strike, I side-stepped and threw my own gloved fist out towards my unguarded target. But before it could connect with Holly’s head, she ducked under the blow with near superhuman speed before straightening up and hitting me square in the jaw.

The move earned a gleeful shout from my opponent’s coach, as I stumbled back, the first point going to Holly. I stepped over to Izzi’s couch to allow my coach to pull down my leggings in compliance with the rules; one item of clothing to be shed for each point lost.

“I’ve never seen anyone move that fast,” I said. “She shouldn’t have been able to do that, I had her!”

“We knew she was quick, Mika,” my coach responded. “You won’t be able to use her own power against her when she can react that fast. Remember what we practised, protect your head and take the body shots. Wait for the moment to come to you, don’t try to manufacture it.”

I stepped out of the leggings, now in only my high-waisted panties and sports bra. Holly smirked as I turned to face her, now one step closer to nakedness. Determined to beat her, I steeled my resolve and stepped back to the middle of the living room.

I strafed to the right and threw a punch, making sure my head was protected. Holly easily dodged the blow, and threw one of her own, connecting with the glove guarding my face. We danced around each other, circling in the middle of the lush living room. Christina watched on from her couch, arms spread along the backing, her face looking confident in her fighter. Izzi was hunched over, analyzing every move.

I sent out a series of punches towards Holly’s head, her lightning fast reflexes ensuring she weaved away from every one of them. Right hook, dodged; uppercut, dodged; left cross, dodged. It was like she could predict every move I was about to make, her body already reacting to it while my fist sailed through the air.

While I retracted my arm from one of my punches, the agile blonde delivered a flurry of blows to my body, jabbing me repeatedly in my stomach. I dropped my hands instinctively to block the onslaught, and no sooner had I taken my gloves away from my face, did another punishing blow strike me in the jaw.

Holly stepped back, her mouth curling into a smirk once again. “I didn’t think it would be this easy!” she said as she bounced on the spot.

I ignored her remark and stepped back over to Izzi, who now had a worried look on her face. She stood up from the couch and pulled my sports bra over my head and gloved hands, my tits now hanging free. I was now only one point away from losing, and it only made things all the more difficult with those things bouncing around.

“C’mon, Mika. What are you doing?” my coach said. “You know you have to absorb those body shots, what were all those sit ups for?”

“I know, I know,” I said. “I’ll get the next one, Izzi, I promise.”

“You better. Trust me, you don’t want to know the humiliating shit Christina will make us do. It won’t just be buttlicking and rug munching.”

“I got it,” I said, somewhat annoyed at my coach’s not so inspiring talk.

Now topless, I took my place opposite my opponent once more, ignoring her grin as she ogled my chest. I went on the offensive again, throwing out punches and trying to connect, being careful not to leave myself unguarded.

Holly employed the same tactic as last time, and threw out a series of rapid fire jabs at my torso. I tensed my abs, resisting the temptation to drop my hands. My tits jiggled with each punch that struck me. I watched my opponent’s head, waiting for the right moment.

There! Holly had become frustrated and sped up her punches in an effort to tempt me into blocking. It left the briefest of windows where her face was unguarded, and I seized it. I delivered a perfect right cross that connected with her jaw, sending her the blonde stumbling backwards, stunned at the loss.

“Yeah, Mika! C’mon!” Izzi cheered from her side of the room, not having sat back down.

Holly begrudgingly walked over to her coach, and held out her gloves for Christina to unstrap so that she could remove an article of clothing.

“Do it yourself,” Christina spat as she glared upwards at her disappointing fighter.

Holly then had to rip the velcro straps off her gloves with her teeth, before throwing the gloves down and pulling off her leggings, revealing her smooth, round ass, which swallowed up the fabric of the G-string she was wearing. Probably not the most comfortable underwear to be fighting in, but from what I gathered, Christina didn’t care about her girls’ comfort. She slipped her gloves back on, again, forced to use her teeth to secure them, before turning to face me.

“Nice panties,” I said with a shit-eating grin.

“I’m glad you like them,” she retorted. “You’re gonna be sniffing them in a few minutes.”

With that, the fiery little blonde dashed towards me, staying low and strafing from side to side. She threw an uppercut at me, forcing me to step back to narrowly avoid the powerful blow. Holly was on a warpath, clearly pissed at losing the point to such a rookie.

I threw out a counter punch of mine, the blonde easily dodging it. My fists flew in a series of desperate attempts to hit her again, but she was moving even faster than she was before. It seemed impossible to even get close to her.

I thought of what worked last time, and tried to use her own speed against her. She sent a flurry of punches my way. I knew I wasn’t fast enough to dodge her the way she did to me, so instead I just blocked, and took the abuse from the powerful blonde. She hit me time and time again, gloves, solar plexus, sides, I had to withstand it all.

There it was, my opening. As she sent two devastatingly fast punches towards my abs, I saw her face, I saw my chance to even up the match. I sent my fist sailing towards her face, as fast and as hard as I could. The split second before it connected, my opponent’s gloved hand appeared in front of it, my punch hitting it into her own face. An inelegant block, but a block nonetheless, there was no point to me.

Holly took a step back and sneered at me, clearly pissed off that I’d almost bested her again. She lunged forward and delivered her familiar set of ferocious punches, hitting me all over the place. I blocked my head in defense mode, before Holly did something truly unexpected.

She hit me right in the tit. There were certainly no muscles in there I could tense to withstand the blow, and one of my hands automatically dropped to the searing pain in my boob as I yelped. Ruthless, Holly’s next punch hit me in the face, sending me flailing backwards onto my butt, my left eye and tit throbbing, sealing her victory.

“Hey that’s bullshit!” Izzi called. “You can’t punch someone in the tits! It’s an unwritten rule.”

“None of my rules are written,” Christina said from across the room. “Anything above the belt is fair game.”

“You gotta cheat to beat her?” Izzi said as she walked into the middle of the room and squared off with Holly. “I’ll use your tits as fucking speed bags, you little bitch. You’re nothing but practice to me.”

“Now, now, Izzi,” Christina said calmly. “I’m sure you’ll have the chance to fight Holly in an official capacity in the near future. But for now, you know the rules,” she pointed at me laying on the floor as the throbbing died down into a dull pain.

Izzi walked over to me, disappointment on her face. “Sorry, Mika,” she offered as she bent down and pulled my panties down my legs, leaving me stark naked on the floor with the exception of my boxing gloves. This was hardly the first time Izzi had undressed me, with how often I lost to her in our sparring sessions, but this was my first time nude in front of other women, veritable strangers in fact. I bent my legs in an effort to conceal my pussy from the prying eyes of Christina and Holly, feeling vulnerable on the floor.

“Isabel…” Christina said to my coach, raising her eyebrows as she looked up and down Izzi’s clothed body.

Izzi rolled her eyes and sighed. Knowing what was expected of her, she reluctantly shed her clothes. Unlike me, she stood there proudly defiant in her nakedness, refusing to give her trainer the satisfaction of seeing her uncomfortable.

“Say the words,” Christina added tauntingly.

“You beat me. I submit to you. Do whatever you want to me,” Izzi and I both said in tandem.

“Very good,” the sadistic lesbian drank in our nakedness with her eyes, her lips curled into a satisfying grin. “Lose the gloves and crawl over here, Mika,” she addressed me.

Obligated to comply, I stripped the velcro tabs from my gloves with my teeth and slid out of the gloves. Then, on all fours, I made my way over to the couch where Ms Shields sat, my opponent watching me obey with glee, my coach averting her eyes. As I crawled, Christina slid out of her Gucci heels and stood up, undoing her designer belt and stepping out of her pants, revealing that she was commando beneath them. She sat back down on the couch in only her suit jacket, sinking down into the seat and spreading her legs, her pussy awaiting my mouth.

“Let’s hope Izzi has taught you how to eat pussy better than she’s taught you how to box,” the wicked Ms Shields said to me. As soon as my head was in grabbing distance, she reached forward and pulled me into her cunt. I stuck my tongue out and got to work, exploring her folds and searching for her sensitive areas. The thick bush of the older woman tickled my nose as she forced me to satisfy her, humiliated in defeat.

Just then there was a knock at the door.

“Oh, yes,” Christina said. “I forgot, I ordered some champagne. I guess I had expected the fight to last a little longer,” she made eyes at Izzi. “Isabel, be a dear and fetch it for me.”

Izzi grimaced, despite her best efforts. She did as her dominating coach told her, and walked to the door, completely nude. The waiter’s eyes just about fell out of his head as he was greeted by the stunningly beautiful Izzi, her toned body and shaved snatch openly on display.

“I… uh…” the waiter stammered as Izzi grabbed the ice-filled bucket and champagne from him before kicking the door shut. If only he could have seen the vulgar acts taking place just around the corner in the living room, he no doubt would have cum on the spot.

“Pour me a glass dear,” our director instructed. Izzi set the bucket down on the coffee table and poured her coach a glass of bubbles. Christina sipped it as I continued to devour her pussy. Despite the embarrassment and misery she was inflicting on Izzi and I, I still wanted to please her, and I was trying my hardest to give her the best head I could. I lapped at the mature woman’s cunt, nibbling at her clit and suckling at her labia, my tongue flicking over any spot that made her twitch.

“Not bad,” Christina praised me, which unfortunately meant more to me than would admit to anyone. “I think I want more of a visual to enjoy with my champagne though. Holly, why don’t you get down on all fours for me. You’ve certainly earned your reward.”

The compliant blonde did as she was told, dropping to the floor on her hands and knees, wearing her G-string, sports bra and boxing gloves. I tried to turn my head slightly to see what she looked like bent over, but Ms Shields hand pushed my face back into her crotch.

“Now, now, eager Mika,” Christina said. “You’ll get your turn with Holly, don’t you worry. But for now, I want Izzi to eat the pussy of the girl soon to replace her.”

The words were wicked and cruel. It was debasing to make Izzi eat out a fighter that was so far below her in rank, to submit to a subordinate. And yet, my coach did what she had to, honoring the coach’s code that had gotten her this far. Izzi dropped to her knees behind Holly, pulled the string of her underwear aside, and delved into the hairless cunt of my opponent.

Christina watched the scene with self-satisfaction. Her current pupil was being pleasured by the previous model, while I tended to her pussy. Her face didn’t contort with pleasure, or even seem to register my oral efforts at all, which only made me want to please her more. Holly on the other hand, moaned with bliss the second Izzi began eating her out from behind. The wet sounds of the two ladies' pussies being seen to by the humiliated losers filled the room as Christina sipped at her drink nonchalantly.

“I think Holly would appreciate some anal attention, too, Isabel,” the inevitable command came. There weren't many things more sexually humiliating than being forced to eat your opponent’s asshole, but I would think it was even worse when you didn’t even lose the fight yourself.

There was a distinct change in Holly’s groaning as Izzi’s mouth was ordered north. The fit blonde made more guttural cries of pleasure as my coach licked the salty back door of my opponent. It was usually me eating Izzi’s ass in our sparring sessions, but from time to time, my coach elected to do the same for me, so I knew the rimjob Holly was receiving was nothing short of stellar. A pang of jealousy knotted in my stomach at the thought of Izzi’s mouth being used on Holly Holbrook.

“Oh, that’s it,” Christina said, acknowledging my cunnilingus for the first time. Her hips jerked and brow creased ever so slightly as she watched Izzi rim Holly. “Keep going, Izzi. She’s about to cum, I can tell. And so am I- ohhhhh!”

Christina tensed up as she climaxed, her back lifting off the couch. I flicked her clit roughly with my tongue, getting incredibly turned on myself as I gave her an orgasm. She looked down at me with gritted teeth as she seethed in ecstasy given by my mouth. Her cum spilled out of her, and I lapped it up like a thirsty dog, savoring her sweetness and swallowing it down gratefully. Behind me, Holly came too from Izzi’s anal exploits.

“Izzi, don’t you dare let a drop of Holly’s cum go to waste,” Christina said with a strained voice, trying to talk whilst cumming.

My naked coach removed her tongue from Holly’s ass and spun onto her back, positioning herself below the blonde’s pussy, opening her mouth and poking her tongue out flat against her chin. Sticky, translucent honey dripped off of Holly’s snatch and into Izzi’s waiting mouth, the boxing champion allowing her inferior’s juices to run down the back of her throat.

“Oh, that was fucking fantastic,” Christina said as she sank back into the furniture. “At least you’re a better lover than you are a fighter, Mika. Isabel, I want you to come over here and prepare your apprentice’s ass for me. Don’t swallow all of Holly’s cum, your friend is going to need it for lubrication.”

With that, she swung a leg over my head and stood from the couch. I watched her forty-something ass as she strutted away, her derriere still tight in her middle-age. She disappeared through a door, closing it behind her.

“I’m sorry for this, Mika,” Izzi said as she positioned herself behind me. “I should have trained you harder.”

“It’s okay, Izzi,” I reassured her. “If the worst thing she can come up with is having you answer the door naked and lick each other’s asses, it’s hardly the most humiliating thing in the world.”

“Shut up and lick her ass like you were told,” Holly said from the floor behind us.

“She’s just getting started, Mika,” Izzi whispered to me before plunging her mouth into my ass.

It wasn’t often I had the pleasure of Izzi rimming me. Having never beaten her in a sparring session, it was usually me snacking on her ring. It felt heavenly though, as her tongue lathered Holly’s nectar all over my naughty hole. My head fell into the couch cushion in front of me, still damp from Christina’s sex. My anus contracted with joy every time Izzi’s tongue lashed at it, and I moaned from the anal pleasure.

Just as I was really beginning to enjoy myself, the door Christina had gone through re-opened, and out she stepped, wearing a giant, pink strap-on dildo! The rigid silicone bounced as she walked over to us and my eyes widened. If that’s what Izzi was preparing me for, there was no way I could take it.

The sadistic Ms Shields pushed Izzi aside, and she squatted behind me, the fake dick resting in my glistening crevice like a hot dog.

“Ms Shields, I don’t mean any disrespect,” I said. “I know we lost the fight, and we have to submit ourselves to you. But I don’t think I can take that whole thing. The only thing I’ve had up my ass has been a finger from Izzi.”

“Oh, Mika, I’m sorry to hear that,” Christina said from behind me as her hands massaged my ass cheeks. “If that’s the case, you and Izzi should probably just get dressed and leave then. Of course, it would also mean that Holly will be withdrawing from tomorrow night’s fight with a muscle strain.”

What the fuck? That vindictive cunt. She was threatening to take away my first fight from me for not letting her fuck me in the ass with a strap-on? An act that would not give her any pleasure anyway? I pressed my head against the couch cushion in thought of how much the opportunity meant to me, and decided that it was worth a plastic prick up my ass.

“Fine,” I said begrudgingly. “You can do it.”

“Oh, I’m so glad,” Christina said. I was glad I couldn’t see her wicked grin in my current position because I surely would have thrown a punch at it. “Holly, what were you saying earlier about Mika and your underwear?”

“That she would be sniffing them, Ms Shields,” the dutiful blonde replied.

“Well…” the esteemed coach said. With the permission to do so, Holly stepped out of her G-string and placed it over my head, upside-down, so that the triangle that covered her snatch was now covering my mouth and nose. She used a finger to push part of the fabric into my mouth, as I breathed in her aroma with every breath. Looking like some submissive, lesbian Bane, I felt my own horniness swirling around inside my own pussy, the humiliation and domination turning me on fantastically as I inhaled Holly’s sex.

Izzi had done a commendable job lubing my butthole with her saliva and Holly’s cum, but it still hurt when Christina pushed the head of the dildo into it. A searing pain shot up my back as I yelped into my opponent’s G-string. I tried my best to relax my ring as the muscle stretched unwillingly to accommodate the circumference of the pretend penis.

“That’s it, good girl,” Christina said as she held my hips, pulling me back onto the penetrating dildo. “And to think, Izzi, you could have been doing this to me if you’d trained Mika better.”

I’m sure the words hurt Izzi, but not as much as the strap-on hurt my almost virginal ass. Christina sunk it deeper in me, every inch causing me white hot pain as well as a strange sensation of pleasure. It felt incredibly naughty having somewhere that was once strictly an exit, be used as an entrance. It also felt incredibly sexy being dominated by such a powerful, mature woman, whilst breathing in her pupil’s pussy through damp underwear.

“Izzi, why don’t you help your trainee. Come and give her as much lubrication as you can muster.”

My coach hurriedly crawled over to my side and leant over atop my abused ass. She immediately began spitting on the shaft of the dildo as well my asshole. Her determination to help me made me think she knew exactly what I was experiencing. This was my first time being dominated by Ms Shields, but Izzi had done it for years.

Eventually, my ass swallowed the entirety of the strap-on, and my butthole pulsed around the girth of it, growing accustomed to the anal invader. I breathed heavily into the G-string mask as the pain somewhat subsided, Christina simply holding it in place inside me. Izzi put a comforting hand on my back.

Then, Christina slowly withdrew it. The pain completely gave way to a terrific pleasurable burning sensation and I moaned in surprise at how much I enjoyed the new experience.

“Oh, see, you like it,” Christina said from behind me, unbuttoning her jacket and letting her tits hang free as she took everything but the tip out of me. “You’re a little butt slut after all, Mika.”

It sounded like an insult but it made my heart sing as if it were praise. She pushed back into me and the pain returned, although considerably less than before, as I focused more on the feeling of how hot it was to be filled up. She pulled out and drove back in again, causing me to moan with approval of the ass fucking.

At her coach’s command, Holly took Christina’s former spot on the couch in front of me, perching her naked self on the edge and spreading her legs to either side of my head. Christina instructed me to lift the panties only off my mouth so that I could please her, so I did. My tongue went to work, licking up and down the length of Holly’s slit, from ass to clit, nowhere went unlicked.

Izzi was made to watch her pupil be spitroasted between her coach and her would-be competitor. I should have looked up to see if she was upset by the sight, but I was enjoying myself too much. My ass was humming with pleasure as Christina pumped in and out of me, while my face became messy with the juices of Holly, which I used to butter her asshole and the inside of her thighs.

It seemed like Holly burst when she came. Cum flooded out of her as I pushed my tongue into her asshole, the rapid contracting and relaxing of her anal muscle sucking me in and pushing me out in a sort of automatic tongue fucking. Her honey practically exploded out of her as she trembled on the couch, soaking her own panties that still covered my nose, with plenty to still coat my cheeks and drip down to her quivering asshole.

Christina reached between her own legs to rub my clit with her thumb, causing me to then orgasm like I never had before. I’d experienced heightened climaxes from added anal play in the past, but this was something else entirely. It felt like fireworks were exploding in my rectum, sending sparks shooting up my spine and flooding my brain with pleasure. Cum gushed out of my snatch, dribbling down onto Christina’s thumb which flicked it all over the inside of my thighs. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I just about passed out from the overwhelming feeling of it all. It was the hottest thing I’d ever been a part of.

Just when I thought it was over, Christina pulled the dildo out of me, sending a second wave of ecstasy tearing through me as my widened hole slowly reduced to its original, tight size. I fell onto the floor, my muscles incapable of holding up my body as I took in deep breaths of air, which was tainted with the smell of Holly’s sex.

Christina watched over Holly and I as we recovered from our respective orgasms. We were the two least experienced in the room, both sexually and as fighters, but we were quickly learning. My ass basked in post-orgasm bliss, as aftershocks made me twitch on the floor.

Izzi leant over and kissed me on the cheek. “It might feel good now, but in about an hour it’s gonna be as sore as when she first put it in. Remember that, every bit of pleasure she gives you comes at a cost.”

“Oh, Izzi, don’t be such a downer,” Christina rolled her eyes. “You’ve let yourself be fucked in the ass a hundred times, and I’d bet you’d be willing to withstand a hundred more if it meant you could stay on top. Now, I’ve missed that mouth of yours. Come and please your coach.”

With that, Christina undid the straps of the dildo, letting it fall to the floor. She then lowered herself onto the carpet and lay on her back, spreading her legs and beckoning Izzi into her hairy snatch. Izzi got onto her hands and knees and crawled over the dildo to her coach, poking out a tongue and licking up the length of Christina’s cunt. Her hips gyrated against her student’s face, spreading her moistness around Izzi’s mouth.

“Ah yes, that’s a familiar tongue,” Christina said, basking in Izzi’s willingness to comply. “But actually, I think I want to be fucked. Put that on,” she pointed to the dildo, laying on the floor beneath Izzi.

“Alright,” Izzi said, thinking it less embarrassing to fuck her master with a strap-on than it was to eat her out. She pushed herself off the floor and onto her knees, before picking up the fake cock and positioning the base plate over her mons.

“No, no,” Christina said, wagging a finger. “I want you to wear it around your head.”

“Seriously, Christina?” Izzi said, annoyed at the request. “Surely that’s not hot for you.”

“Oh, making you do something you don’t want to is especially hot for me,” she replied wickedly. “I thought you would have learnt that by now.”

Izzi sighed, knowing she had to do it. She placed the base plate at her mouth and tied the straps around behind her head, fastening it securely to her face. Then, she leaned over and penetrated her coach with it, her nose bumping into Christina’s clitoris.

“Mmm, that feels good, Isabel,” Christina mocked her from the floor, smiling as she watched the hunched over Izzi push her head back and forth to fuck her glistening vagina. “Mika, I want you to pick up one of those gloves and come back here.”

I didn’t know where she was going with this, but I really had to do anything now. If Izzi was willing to debase herself like this for me, I couldn’t back out, no matter what. I retrieved one of Holly’s boxing gloves from the floor and walked back over to the pair.

“Stand behind Izzi,” she instructed. I did so. “Now, I want you to tell her how much she’s failed and then spank her with that glove.”

“What!? That’s sick!”

“Do it!” came a muffled cry from Izzi, her voice stifled by the strap-on.

I hesitated, but ultimately, I did what I was told. I got to my knees behind Izzi’s bare ass, her head plunging the dildo into the depths of Christina’s box. I gripped the glove by the wrist, holding the smooth side towards Izzi.

“I lost because you didn’t train me hard enough,” I said, feeling guilty for having the thought even cross my mind. I raised the glove and brought it down hard against Izzi’s ass, the material making a loud thwack as it connected with her skin.

“That’s it, keep going,” the cold-blooded Christina said as she watched me with wide eyes.

“You held back with your methods, and now you’ve held me back!” Thwack, I spanked her again with the glove. Izzi yelped into Christina’s pussy.

“I should have been trained by Christina!” Thwack, her ass had turned an abused shade of pink from the punishment.

“Sure, I’d have a sore ass, but I’d be a winner!” Thwack, yet again, I came down hard onto my coach’s rump with the glove.

“Fuck, that’s it!” Christina said as she came while watching the anguish on Izzi’s face. “Push it in all the way, Izzi!”

Izzi did as she was told, and pushed the entire length of the silicone dick into her coach. Christina’s cum bubbled around the sides of the baseplate, dribbling down onto Izzi’s mouth, as she writhed on the floor in ecstasy. She pinched the nipples of her own mature tits as her back arched off the ground. She cried out in exultation as she rode the waves of her climax.

Eventually, her ecstatic thrashing stopped, and Izzi pulled her head back, withdrawing the dildo from her cunt. She allowed Izzi to remove the strap-on, a helpless look on her face, as she suffered the humiliation of defeat as well as sexual domination, her ass battered by her own apprentice.

“See you girls tomorrow night,” Christina announced before throwing us out into the hall, not even permitting us to get dressed first.

Izzi and I put on our clothes as fast as possible before anyone might find us naked in the hallway. We got into the elevator, which seemed to take eternity to reach us, and hit ground on the panel.

“You know I didn’t mean any of that, right?” I said to my coach.

“I think you did a little,” Izzi replied, her voice cracking. It was very strange and uncomfortable for me to see her this vulnerable. “That’s what she does, you know? Sure, she’s the best trainer in the country, but is it worth the cost?”

“I don’t know, Izzi, you were the one that trained under her. Is it?”

Izzi stood there silent, thinking about it for a moment before sighing and replying, “Yes.”

“It was certainly an experience meeting the great Christina Shields properly.”

Izzi smiled, surprisingly. “Are you pumped to fight Holly for real tomorrow night?” she asked.

“Oh yeah,” I said truthfully. “I’m gonna wipe the floor with that cunt.”

“See,” Izzi said, smiling wryly. “It works.”

I smiled and my eyes narrowed, as I ran through the replays of our unofficial fight in the suite, formulating a strategy to beat her. I may have eaten an older woman’s pussy, been fucked in the ass and spanked my coach tonight. But come tomorrow, I was gonna win.

THE END


The Lesbian Babysitter

This was actually ridiculous. I knew I shouldn’t have bothered coming home for summer break. I would have been better off staying in the near empty dorms back at college. I came home to see my mom but she was clearly still not ready to see me as an adult.

“You’re acting insane, there’s no way you actually hired a babysitter!” I yelled at her.

“If you’re going to behave like an untrustworthy child, then I’m going to treat you like one, Samantha,” the bitch said as she closed the fridge door.

“For fucks sake, Mom, you do understand that I go to college now, right? I’m capable of making my own decisions!”

“Clearly not good ones, and watch your language! When you’re under my roof you live by my rules.”

“Oh that old chestnut, that’s cliche even for an overbearing single mother! Just tell me you’re joking, you’re messing with me to prove a point and there’s not going to be some poor woman knocking on the door.”

There was a knock at the door.

“No way,” I breathed in disbelief.

“That will be her,” Mom said with an annoying glee in her voice.

I stormed into the living room and sat down on the couch in a huff while Mom went to answer the door. I sat there with my arms crossed, fuming at my ridiculous mother while she greeted the woman at the door and brought her through to the living room.

“This is Samantha, who you’ll be looking after tonight,” Mom made the introduction. “Samantha, say hello to Paige.”

The undeniably gorgeous Paige stood there, visibly confused.

“Hi Paige,” I said with a heavy helping of attitude. “It’s Sam, by the way.”

“Uhh, hi,” the vexed babysitter replied. “Um, I don’t get it. Is there something I’m missing?”

“The only part you’re missing is that my mother is an actual functioning psychopath, who thinks it’s appropriate to bring some random stranger into our shit,” I turned to face my mom, “Can’t you see how fucking weird this is?”

“Watch your language,” she practically sang in her annoying high tone. “Now, I’ll be back before midnight. Paige, don’t let her go anywhere. You’re the babysitter after all, I give you permission to sit on her if that’s what it takes. Alright, have fun you two!”

And with that, she spun around and walked out the front door, leaving me alone with a strange woman in my own fucking house.

“I’m sorry about all this,” I said to Paige, my temper somewhat dying down in the absence of my mother.

“It’s okay, I know what crazy moms are like,” Paige said as she put her bag down and entered the living room, sitting down on the armchair across from me. I was able to get a good look at her as she sat. She was pretty, a cute button nose and wide smile. Her light brown hair fell to each side of her face, curling at the ends, professionally done with highlights through it. She wore a skinny strapped white halter top and denim short shorts that showed off her toned, lithe legs.

“You don’t actually have to stay, you know. You can clearly see I’m not in need of a babysitter, it’s just my Mom’s fucked up way of humiliating me as punishment.”

“Well, your Mom offered me a hundred bucks for a night's work, and she didn’t pay upfront. So if it’s okay with you, I’d like to stick around and make some easy money.”

I shrugged my shoulders in apathy. “Do what you want,” I said as I grabbed the remote and turned on some trash tv.

Paige and I sat and watched for a while, the rubbish television obviously not sitting well with my babysitter, who rocked back and forth on the armchair restlessly.

“Are you going to keep doing that all night?” I snapped at her.

“You know I thought your mom was crazy when I saw who I was babysitting, but it’s starting to make more sense now. You’re a bit of a brat, aren’t you Samantha?”

“It’s Sam, only my mother calls me Samantha. And fuck you.”

“What did you do to make your mom hire me, Sam? Was it something bratty?”

I sighed and turned off the tv.

“If you must know, Mom caught me sneaking out last night to go to a boys house wearing… very little. She doesn’t seem to understand that I’m not a kid anymore.”

“Oh wow, very naughty of you,” Paige giggled. “What, you were just walking out the door in your underwear?”

“I had a coat over the top, but basically, yeah. When she saw me heading out into a summer night wearing a long, fluffy coat at one in the morning, she pulled open the coat and saw my lingerie underneath.”

“That’s crazy!” Paige exclaimed, her eyes wide as she was rapt in my story.

“Oh please, like you never snuck out of your parents house to go and see a boy.”

“Nope, never have.”

“Bullshit, you’ve never snuck out even once?”

“Oh, I didn’t say I never snuck out, it was just never to see a boy.”

“Well what then… oh,” I said as it suddenly dawned on me. Paige was gay!

“Yeah, oh.”

“I wouldn’t have picked that, you’re so pretty.”

“Lesbians can’t be pretty?” Paige said with an arched eyebrow.

“No I didn’t mean that. I guess you’re just, not what I picture when I think of a lesbian.”

“You look like you’re back home from college, right? You must have experimented with plenty of girls in the dorms, you should know we come in all shapes and sizes.”

“No, I haven’t. I mean, I know some friends who have, but I never did.”

“Really?” Paige questioned in disbelief, stepping off the armchair and joining me on the couch, crossing her legs and facing me. Her proximity made me a little uncomfortable. “A year away at college and you haven’t eaten pussy? You’re like a unicorn! Why haven’t you done it?”

“I dunno, the opportunity just never presented itself.”

“Oh come on,” Paige said, not buying it. “You share a dorm room with another girl as horny as you, away from home for the first time, parties every weekend, late night study sessions! College is a non-stop opportunity for broadening your sexual horizons.”

“Well I guess I’m happy with mine being narrow.”

“Hey Sam, you know how I’m your babysitter and you’re compelled by parental will to do whatever I tell you?”

“Oh fuck off.”

“Will you show me the outfit you were trying to sneak out in?”

I sat there for a moment, trying to maintain my bitch face but my mouth betrayed me as my lips curled into a grin. Something about Paige’s playful attitude and sexual enquiries excited me, and I felt myself really wanting to show off to her, to prove I wasn’t a prude.

“Fine,” I said eventually. “At least someone will get to see them.”

Paige followed me upstairs and into my bedroom. She waited by the door while I went to my underwear drawer and rummaged through my everyday garments in search of the sexy lingerie. I felt the lace amongst the sea of cotton and pulled out the matching black panties and bra. I walked to my bed and lay the pieces on the cover.

“Wow,” Paige said in approval at the sexy underwear. “Black lace, nice. But you know what I meant when I said I wanted to see them. Put them on! The coat too, I want the full visual of how you looked last night when your mom caught you being a brat.”

“Paige, come on.”

“Sam, come on,” she mocked me. “I’m the babysitter remember, you have to do what I say or it will be early to bed without any ice cream.”

I don’t know why, but I felt really comfortable around this woman I’d just met. Perhaps it was her playful teasing, perhaps it was my boredom at being kept in all night, but there was undeniably a magnetism to Paige that I felt intrigued by.

“Fine, but turn around. I don’t want you checking me out.”

“You don’t think there’s ever been a fellow lez in the locker rooms checking you out before?”

I just twirled my finger in the air, motioning for her to turn. She rolled her eyes at me but did so and faced the wall while I stripped off my clothes. I suddenly became acutely aware of my nakedness in a room with another woman in it, even if she was facing the wall, it felt weird but kinda naughty. Still, I hastily slipped the sexy underwear on and then skipped over to my wardrobe to retrieve my fluffy white winter coat.

“Okay,” I said, covering myself with the coat.

“Woah, nice coat, très chic,” she said as I ruffled the coat playfully.

“You don’t think I was inconspicuous enough heading out in this?”

“No I don’t think so,” Paige laughed. “Go on, show us what’s underneath then.”

I was flattered by my babysitter’s attention, and kind of getting off on wearing the sexy outfit in front of her. Obviously I knew she was trying to check me out, but I was strangely okay with it.

I pulled my coat open to reveal myself to her, the black lace lingerie highlighting my natural assets and leaving little to the imagination. The bra pushed my tits up and cleverly concealed my nipples, while sheer fabric underneath showed the underside of my tits. The lacy thong had an opaque strip that ran down the center of my mound before it widened to cover my pussy. To either side of the strip though was more sheer fabric, and my pubes peaked out around lace, the edges of my pubic rectangle visible through the sheer.

“Holy shit that is sexy as fuck!” Paige said as her eyes widened, a hungry grin on her face. “You’re a naughty girl trying to sneak out of the house in this get-up. No wonder your mom hired me to keep you in line, you little brat!”

“Oh fuck off,” I giggled, blushing a little at the ogling lesbian babysitter. I covered myself with the coat in embarrassment.

“No, no, please don’t get shy now. Give me a glamor shot!”

I was having fun showing off to her, and I admittedly liked having her eyes running over my skin. I let the coat slip off my shoulders and rolled them forward so that my tits pushed together. I bent over a bit and pouted my lips, half-closing my eyes and giving the best Marilyn Monroe look I could muster to the sexy babysitter.

“Ohh my god,” Paige said with a huge smile on her face. She ran over to me and grabbed onto my coat, pulling it apart again so that she could get a closer look at my body. “Are you sure you’re okay with your narrow sexual horizons?”

“Well,” I said, the babysitters eyes fixated on my lips. “I think I might be able to be convinced otherwise.”

That was all Paige wanted to hear, and she pulled on my winter coat causing me to lurch forward, giggling as my mostly naked body pressed against hers. Her hands disappeared inside the fluffy coat and slid over my bare back, giving me goosebumps as she brought her mouth to mine and kissed me softly.

The kiss felt electric, a completely new experience like it was my first time kissing anyone. My lips pursed and held Paige’s upper lip between them, their flesh softer than any I’d kissed before. I inhaled her perfume, the feminine scent filling my nostrils and causing endorphins to be released in my head. It was already the sexiest kiss I could remember having and it ramped up a notch when Paige started involving her tongue.

She flicked her tongue across my lips, requesting entry. I granted it to her and parted my lips, our tongues fluttering into one another and dancing between our hungry mouths. Her hands became more adventurous and I felt one slide down the length of my back, running over the lacy thong around my waist and falling to my mostly bare ass. She squeezed the warm flesh of one my butt cheeks, her nails digging into my rump slightly.

I don’t know why I was letting myself fool around with Paige, it wasn’t like me at all. I think part of it was me getting back at my insane mother, who thought she could lock me away in the house for trying to sneak out for sex. The irony of her unknowingly bringing the sex to me was absolutely delicious, and if she knew it was with another woman she would faint. Still, I felt an undeniable attraction towards my lesbian babysitter, independent of everything else going on.

I wasn’t totally forthcoming to Paige earlier. Of course there had been ample opportunity at college to explore any lesbian tendencies I may have had. In fact, one of my friends had tried to kiss me one night after a party when I crashed at her place. I freaked out at the time, and we never talked about it. Since then I always made a point to avoid any situations where curious college girls might try to explore their sexuality. There had always been a part of me that kind of regretted my decisions.

I was making up for it now though, as our embrace became steamier. Paige kissed me deeper, more passionately as her hand fondled my ass, her other running all over my back beneath my coat. Having the sexy woman explore my body with her soft touch was hugely turning me on, and I felt a dampness begin to emerge in my panties, inches away from her adventurous hand.

Paige decided to test my limits of how far I would let the sexy play go. As she grabbed another handful of ass, a finger just barely grazed my pussy through my lace panties, enough that it definitely wasn’t an accident. She undoubtedly felt my wet spot that would have soaked through to the underside of the lace by now. The move caused my calves to flex and I stood on my toes for a moment, falling into the sexy babysitter and breaking the kiss.

“Oh Paige, I’m not sure,” I said. “It feels really nice kissing you, but I don’t know if I want to go further.”

“Really?” she replied with a faux quizzical expression. “Your pussy seems to be sure, it just coated my finger through your panties.”

“I have to admit, you’re doing a great job of turning me on,” I said through a shy giggle.

“Besides, I’m your babysitter. You have to do as I say,” she reminded me cheekily.

“That sounds kinda kinky,” I said, excited by the thought of being ordered around the bedroom by the stunning brunette.

“Oh I’m all sorts of kinky,” she teased. “Let me show you.”

I bit my lip, staring directly into the hypnotic green eyes of the lesbian babysitter, and nodded in agreeance. I felt a flurry of butterflies in my stomach as soon as I gave the consent, my pussy tingled in anticipation of where Paige would lead the night.

“Why don’t we take this off for now, I hardly think we’ll be needing it,” Paige suggested as she helped me slide the winter coat off my arms, letting it fall into a fluffy heap around my ankles. “Lay down on the bed. I want to see how good you look on your back.”

While the commands were tame, I felt a tinder spark inside me. Following Paige’s instructions was doing something unfamiliar to me. Unfamiliar, but very welcome. I did as she said and walked over to the bed, swaying my hips as much as I could as I moved to try and press my ass cheeks out with each step, giving her a show. I spun and fell down on the bed in one motion, my legs crossing, my hair splaying out onto the covers like a halo around my head.

“You little slut, showing off your ass like that. You’re such a brat,” she teased as she walked over to the bedside. “I love the sheer panties, the way the strip covers not quite all of your pubes. I can see them poking out to the sides.”

“I like that too. It makes me feel sexy.”

“And so it should! That’s some sexy fucking lingerie!”

“I wish I got to show Jason last night.”

“No. I don’t want to hear about him again. You’re here with me now. It’s dyke night.”

“I’m not a lesbian,” I laughed at her label for the evening. I definitely was not, but there was obviously something inside me that was curious about women, my wet pussy wouldn’t lie.

“It’s not about whether you’re a lesbian or not,” the babysitter stated. “Tonight you’re getting fucked by a woman, understand?”

I felt a fresh rush of lubrication secrete from my snatch at her firm tone. My clit throbbing against its lacy constraint, desperate to be tended to. Paige’s resolute demeanor was was having an unexpected effect on me, and I wanted her to fan the flame I had felt sparking within myself.

“Of course,” I replied to her, my lips curling into a sexy grin. “You’re the babysitter.”

“That’s right, I am,” she said as she kicked her sandals off, pulling her halter top over her head and sliding out of her tiny jean shorts, wriggling her hips as she did so to aid the tight denim down.

Paige looked absolutely stunning standing there in only her underwear. While her white bra and cotton panties weren’t as sexy as my lingerie, you could hardly hold that against her considering her expectations for the night. Besides, she didn’t need naughty underwear to enhance her assets, she was a total knockout already. The flesh of her large tits just barely spilled out over the top of her bra, ever so slightly too large for the cups that held them. Her stomach was tight and toned, with the outline of her abs contouring down the sides, directing the eye to her crotch, and I yearned to see what lay beneath the cotton prison.

The babysitter put a knee on the edge of the bed and climbed on top of me, looking like a panther stalking its prey, before she lowered herself down. Gravity closed the gaps between us, as our tits pressed into each other, our mounds rubbing together through their respective underwear, and the skin to skin contact of our stomachs and legs only causing my horniness to reach fever pitch.

She kissed me again, our tongues intertwining, causing my back to arch and press against the incredible lesbian on top of me, desperate to touch as much of her as possible with my body. Paige took the opportunity to reach under the arch of my back and expertly unclasped my bra. Her hands were well practiced at that, as she managed to unlock my tits even faster than I think I could have myself. Her hand made its way to my front and she tugged upwards on the lace. I extended my arms above my head so that she could slip it off, exposing my naked chest.

After disposing of the black bra, Paige used her hand to push my head to the side, breaking our kiss and pinning my head to the bed, as she made her way down my neck with her mouth. Her sensuous lips left trailmarks of electricity as she planted kisses down the length of my neck, over my collarbones, and further south onto my chest.

Her soft lips must have tenderly touched every inch of my naked breasts except my nipples, the teasing incredibly erotic although at this point, not really necessary. I thought I would explode the moment she would inevitably touch my pussy, and frankly that moment couldn’t come soon enough. Paige took my right nipple into her mouth and flicked the pink soldier with the tip of her tongue. Honestly, I almost could have cum just from that. Nipple play was usually nothing but foreplay for me, the matinee before the main performance, but the way Paige did it made me feel like she was already fucking me.

My head drove backwards into the bed as my back arched again. Her hot mouth licked and kissed the sensitive nipple, and I ground my pussy upwards into her mound when she lightly bit down on it with her teeth. Her attention shifted to my neglected breast as the saliva from her nipple play cooled in the night air, causing it to harden even more.

My tits thoroughly seen to, Paige’s delicious lips headed further down, kissing down the side of my stomach, causing me to wriggle as her mouth tickled me. She arrived at my panties, and took another look at the lacy lingerie, tracing a finger down the sides of the strip covering my mound.

“I just love the way I can see your pubes through this,” she said, admiring the squashed hairs poking to the sides of the opaque line.

The babysitter ran an index finger along the top of the panties, as if she was unsealing them, her nail running over my mound. Upon completing its journey, she curled her fingers in to the sides of the thong, her other hand coming up to do the same on the other side, and she pulled down.

I raised my bottom and exhaled as my cunt was finally released from its lacy confines. The wet fabric peeled away from my snatch and the cool evening air could be felt on my blushing vulva. Paige slid the panties down my long legs as she too slid down to the floor, sitting on her heels at the edge of the bed. I wriggled forward to the edge of the bed and let my legs fall once the panties were off, spreading myself for the babysitter and touching the floor with the balls of my feet, completely naked in front of this intoxicating woman.

She brought the panties to her mouth and inhaled, her eyes closing in satisfaction as she breathed in my scent.

“Christ you smell amazing. I want to wear you like perfume,” she said, taking the wettest part of the fabric and spreading around her neck. After applying enough of my aroma, she tossed the panties aside and looked at my open snatch, her gaze making me self-conscious. “Don’t be shy, let me see,” she said, sensing my apprehension. “Your pussy looks divine, Sam. I love it being shaved at the sides with only the rectangle of pubes above. You look so womanly.”

Her words were genuine, and I felt my self-consciousness melt away, happy that the visual of my pussy pleased Paige.

“I’m going to eat your pussy now,” she informed me as if I hardly had a say in the matter. Not that I would have objected, this incredible woman had turned me on like I had never felt before, and I was desperate for her to do whatever she wanted to me. I was in her hands now. I could feel my heart racing as her pretty face approached my groin, the divide between the two reducing in seemingly slow motion, as I waited impatiently for her mouth.

At long last, the babysitter’s tongue slid up the length of my slit. She started at the base of my vagina, the honeypot of copious cum coating her organ as she moved upwards through the folds of my pussy. As her lubricated tongue passed over my clit, I felt an intense shiver shoot up my spine and I once again feared that I might cum immediately. I moaned loudly with an open mouth as my stomach tensed, holding up my upper body and affording me a view of the lesbian seductress as her tongue’s journey continued north of my clitoris. She licked the length of my wide runway of pubes, spreading my sticky juices through them, and planted kisses around the bare parts of my mound.

“Shiiiiit,” I said, as my abs untensed and allowed my head to fall back to the bed, my eyes rolling back in my head a little with the short-lived but appreciated vaginal attention.

“Oh, I can do a lot more than that,” Paige said sexily before turning her attention back to my snatch.

This time her full lips parted and formed a seal over the top third of my slit. She gently sucked and pulled my folds into her mouth, my clit along with it. She rolled my sensitive nub around in her mouth and flicked the end of it with her practiced tongue. I moaned in ecstasy as she worked her lesbian magic on my cunt. It felt better than any oral I’d had before, as she released my pink flesh from her suckling mouth, I thought about how desperate I was for her to continue.

“You like me eating your cunt?”

“Mhmm,” I licked my lips as I looked down at her pretty face.

She smiled at me before licking me again. Her slippery tongue explored the folds of my neat pussy, the fire inside me beginning to roar. My hands mussed my own hair as I writhed around on the bed in ecstasy, putty in the mouth of my babysitter. I almost couldn’t comprehend how good she made me feel, how the pleasures she was giving me were even possible.

I could feel the heat of the fire inside me, the flames flooding into my clit as Paige flicked my pearl over and over, circling it with the hard point of her extended tongue. Her hand spread my lips to allow her better access. Juices flowed out of me faster now as my orgasm rapidly approached.

I’d reached the point of no return and had to cum, I didn’t really have a say in the matter. The flames inside me was now a fully fueled wildfire and spread throughout every nerve in my body as the orgasm engulfed me. My back arched upwards and I pulled fistfuls of my own hair as I cried out loud, finally experiencing the release I’d been so desperately craving.

The incredible Paige had teased me so close to the point of orgasm that I was almost embarrassed by how quickly I’d cum. But I was too rapt with bliss to give a shit. My pleasurer ran her face up and down my slit as I rode out the orgasm, my legs pinning the side of her head as my muscles tightened. My cum glazed her mouth and chin in appreciation of her oral efforts, the lesbian relishing the sticky payment, adding to the perfume she wore. Eau du Samantha.

Almost as fast as it arrived, my orgasm ended, allowing me to snap back to reality and release my hair from my own grip.

My seducer kissed around my inner thighs and mound, avoiding my clit for the moment while the sensitive bundle of nerve endings recovered, too fragile to touch. Paige let me catch my breath as I came down from the intense experience, basking in the afterglow of the terrific orgasm, her kisses sending aftershocks throughout my nervous system.

“Did that feel good, sexy girl?” she asked after satisfactory recovery time.

“Fuck yes,” I replied in awe of what she’d just elicited out of my pussy.

“Tell me.”

“It feels so good when you eat my cunt. I feels so fucking good! Please do it again!”

“If you want me to do it again, you’re going to have to do something for me,” the babysitter toyed with me.

“I’ll do whatever you want. Just please, I need more!”

“Hold on to your thighs, sexy girl. Pull your legs back for me so I can have better access to you.”

I didn’t even hesitate. Part of me had given myself to Paige. The feelings she stirred in me was worth a lot heftier price than pulling my legs back, I was certainly willing to do a lot more. I lifted my knees and pulled my spread legs up, rocking my hips forward and causing my pussy to point a bit further up, almost aimed at the ceiling.

“That’s it. Do as your told,” Paige praised me.

With that, her hot mouth mercifully returned to my cunt, devouring it more ferociously with the new angle. My pussy ready for round two already as the babysitter stoked the embers that remained in my loins. Her wet tongue made terrific sounds in the moistness of my slit, the noises of our fluids mixing together the only thing that could be heard in the room aside from my heavy breathing.

While Paige was doing an outstanding job on my clit, it was still slightly numb from the intensity of my orgasm, and I could tell this next one would take longer to build. I was grateful really, as I’d be able to enjoy her oral pleasures for longer this time, to bask in her expertise.

My fingers held tight on the backs of my thighs, my nails slightly digging into the flesh as I lost myself in the moment, not even noticing the pain. As she did when I last came, Paige began moving her whole head up and down my snatch. Her tongue wagged left and right as her head explored me lengthways, from my moist hole to the very tip of my clit. Curiously, the previously cum hungry Paige seemed to deliberately avoid some of my nectar, as I felt it trickle down into the crack of my ass.

Her movements became more rapid as her tongue grazed my taint, and went as far north as my pubes. She repeated the action a couple of times before pausing at my pubes and biting on them with her front teeth. They pulled at my skin and caused my brow to crease, I looked down at her without thinking and she met my gaze, staring at me straight in the eyes before she released the pubes her head plunged downwards.

Her tongue ran down the length of my cunt as it did before, only this time it didn’t stop at my taint. The underside of her warm tongue trailed over my asshole before she licked up, the flat of her tongue spreading over my back door, tickling it and causing me to inhale sharply.

“Oh! That’s my asshole!” I gasped in surprise, as if Paige wasn’t fully aware.

“Mhmm, feels good, doesn’t it?” the babysitter asked before giving it a circular lick, causing my ring to contract at the new sensation.

“I, uh… yeah. It does,” I admitted, surprising myself. Paige just giggled into my butt, her face out of sight below my crotch. All I could see from my vantage point was my unattended pussy oozing cum downwards onto my seducer’s tongue as she rimmed me. “Why does it feel so good?” I asked, genuinely puzzled at how much I was enjoying the taboo erotic experience.

“Your clit if a bundle of nerves that causes pleasure when stimulated, yes?” Paige said between licks of my anus.

“Yeah,” I sighed, incapable of forming a full sentence as I tried to maintain a grip on reality.

“Your ass has nerve endings as well...,” she licked, “...maybe not as much as in your clit…” licked again, “...but I can do just as good a job with them.”

“Oh my god,” I sighed as Paige’s tongue ran circles around my tiny pucker.

“Plus…” she said, poking her head up between my legs momentarily, “... it’s really fucking naughty. And you’re a naughty brat after all,” she grinned, before her head disappeared below again, her wet organ giving me anal pleasures I had never even considered. “Tell me what a brat you are.”

“I’m such a naughty brat. I’m a filthy fucking slut who loves your tongue on my butt,” I said, talking dirtier than I ever had before but loving the things Paige could make me say or do.

“Play with your clit, sexy girl,” she instructed.

I complied, forming a bar with one arm for my legs to brace against while the other reached between my legs and rubbed my needy nub. The rimjob was heavenly as Paige thrummed into my butt, apparently enjoying the experience almost as much as myself. The double stimulation of the analingus while I masturbated myself had caused a familiar fire to rage inside me, only this time, it not only burned within my pussy, but I could feel the heat within my asshole as well.

Paige dipped the tip of her tongue into my butt, pushing it in just the fraction of an inch that my butthole would permit, the tight ring of muscle not used to the foreigner pushing against it. It felt amazing though, so incredibly naughty, so forbidden, a lot dirtier than sneaking out of the house in some fucking lingerie.

The babysitter pressed the flat of your tongue against my brown butterfly again and wagged it left and right, the soft, lubricated surface of her tongue finding friction on the rough hole. The move sent me over the edge, and I felt the rush of cum surge out of me again as my second orgasm tore through me. I ground my fingers hard into my clit as I clenched my teeth and shrieked through them.

It was more intense than the first, a feat I didn’t think was possible. The anal bliss added a new dimension to my orgasm, and I felt my nectar flow out of my hole faster than usual, creaming all over Paige’s forehead and hair while she rimmed me.

The muscles throughout my whole body tensed, my arm working overtime to hold my legs up, causing me to bear down on my nethers. My anus opened just enough for Paige to slide an inch of her tongue in before pulling it back like a ripcord, sending another wave of orgasmic energy to radiate from my asshole and throughout the best of my body.

My howls died down after what felt like an eternity spent in heaven. As my muscles all relaxed, I was unable to hold onto my legs any longer, and they dropped over Paige’s shoulders while my chest heaved, desperate for oxygen. I stared up at the ceiling in disbelief at what had just happened. My mind was a random array of thoughts as I tried to reflect on how I had gotten here, in my post-orgasm haze it all seemed so surreal.

How did this chain of events lead from having a not uncommon argument with my mother to having my asshole licked by my babysitter, who also happened to be a woman, who also happened to be lightly dominating me. I searched for a string of logic but my mind was too scattered to find one. It didn’t much matter anyhow, I felt different now. I felt like something I had been keeping buried deep inside me had finally been awakened, thanks to Paige.

Paige kissed around my mound and stomach while my breasts heaved above her. She allowed me adequate time to recover before grabbing both my hands and pulling me up into a seated position. She stood up so that she towered over me, exuding power and confidence. I admired the beauty standing before me in her underwear, my curiosity piquing as I wondered what she looked like naked; whether her large tits would stay pert without the bra, whether any fur lay beneath her cotton panties.

She pulled my hair back and reached down, running two of her fingers through my satisfied cunt and coating them in my honey. She ordered me to open my mouth before she fed me the fingers. I licked them clean, tasting my sweet cum and loving the submissive play.

“Do you like having your ass eaten?” Paige questioned.

“Mhmm,” I nodded my head as I kept sucking on her slick fingers.

“You bratty little butt slut. You’re being such a good girl for me now. And do you know what good girls who listen to their babysitter get?”

“Mm?” I looked up at her with a vexed look, her fingers not leaving my mouth.

“They get dessert,” she informed me as she bent over, taking her fingers out of me and kissing me roughly. I could taste a slightly salty, almost metallic taste on her lips, and I figured it must have been the flavor of my back door. “Move up the bed, put your head on a pillow,” she instructed.

I obliged the sultry lesbian and crawled backwards up the bed, grabbing a pillow to rest my head on. Meanwhile, Paige disposed of her practical underwear at long last, affording me the view I had been desperate to see.

Her tits were big but seemingly defied gravity, remaining round and forward facing, her small, erect nipples pointing ever so slightly upward.

“Holy shit, are those real?” I asked in awe of her envy-inducing chest.

“Of course, I was an early bloomer. Every guy in high school would have cheated on their girlfriends for a chance to be with me. Of course, it was their girlfriends that actually cheated on them after some seduction on my part.”

My eyes fell to her crotch. Just as I expected, a trimmed bush covered her mound. Neat but thick, the carpet added to the confidence and femininity that seeped out of Paige’s pores.

“Is that why you’re bossing me around? Because you had to do it all through high school to get laid?” I asked as the fantastically naked Paige moved her way around to the side of my bed, my eyes following her every step, drinking in her beauty.

“Partly. Telling a prudish girl who thinks she’s straight breaks down some of her hesitance. By bending to my will she doesn’t have to worry about her own, she doesn’t have the chance to second guess eating pussy for the first time.”

“And the other part?” I questioned as she climbed up onto the bed next to my head.

“The other part is that you were a petulant little shit that needed to be put in her place.”

Paige swung a leg over my head, positioning herself so that her legs straddled the sides of the pillow, facing my feet, her glistening cunt looming above my face. I looked up at my delicious-looking dessert and licked my lips in anticipation.

“You’re not like that now though, are you Samantha?,” she said, knowing full well who use of my full name was reserved for. “You’re a good girl who does as her babysitter says. You won’t think twice about eating your first pussy, will you?”

“No way. I want to taste it,,” I said honestly, intrigued and excited by her sex hovering just out of reach of my mouth.

“Then use your manners,” Paige instructed, her pussy teasing me.

“Please let me eat you out. I want it so bad,” I pleaded.

‘That’s better,” the babysitter replied as she obliged my request, lowering her glistening slit onto my face, deciding to take her job title for the night quite literally.

Her sex was warm and wet on my open mouth. The first thing that struck me was her taste, which was tangy and flavorful, but with an undertone of sweetness to it, a contrast that caused endorphins to surge through my brain. I loved it. I wanted more of it. I licked her upwards from her clit through to her vagina.

The second thing that struck me was the way she felt on my tongue. Her delicate folds shifted and enveloped my tongue as it moved through them. The wetness of her cunt lubricating the organ and trickling down to the back of my throat. My lips pressed against hers, as if I was kissing a wonderful and succulent mouth.

Paige moaned above me at the feeling of my obedient mouth on her. As my tongue connected with her, she tensed her abs and rolled her hips forward, aiding my organ in it’s journey along the length of her.

With the initial lick savored and memorized, I wasted no time in devouring her cunt. I ran my mouth all over it, licking along her labia and sucking on her hooded clit, her pubes tickling my chin. Paige sighed in encouragement of my newfound pussy eating enthusiasm. Her gorgeous snatch shared the gesture, dripping sweet cum into my wanting mouth.

The babysitter played with her perfect tits, tuning her erect nipples like she was trying to pick up a radio signal. I reached up with one hand and placed it on her flat stomach, feeling her abdominals tense and relax on my palm. With my other hand, I pulled back on the top of her slit, causing her engorged clit to protrude from its hood and allowing my tongue the chance to flick at the sensitive bean unobstructed.

“Fuck that feels so good. You’re a natural at eating pussy! Have you really never done it before?” she asked.

I grunted my response of ‘no’ into her muff, not wanting to remove my mouth from the wonderful sex.

“Give me your legs, I need something to pull on,” she instructed.

I obeyed and lifted my legs up in a similar submissive position to when Paige enlightened me to the pleasures of the anus. My seducer grabbed onto my ankles firmly and pulled on them, aiding her to gyrate her hips back and forth across my face.

I stuck my tongue out and held my head stationary as the lesbian babysitter fucked my face with herself. Her gash slid back and forth along my organ, and I groaned into it in appreciation of the sexy move.

“You’re going to reciprocate everything I did for you, including the rimming,” she informed me.

I’d never eaten pussy, and I’d certainly never eaten ass before. Normally the thought would have turned me right off, but after experiencing its delights for myself, and combined with how sexy I found the beauty riding my face, I was open to it. Perhaps there was something to this submissive thing after all; I was certainly more willing to try lewd sex acts when it was Paige that was telling me what to do.

She pulled on my ankles a little harder, angling backwards slightly and sliding her cunt further forward, rolling her hips so that my stationary tongue moved over her taint and onto her pretty little brown star. As she performed the sensual move, my tongue pushed her wetness through her slit and spread it between her cheeks like butter. The mixture of drool and cum basted her tight little pucker, masking some of the tartness of her back door.

The babysitter crooned in unbridled glee at my lack of hesitance to rim her, and my ass tingled in memory of the anal stimulation she had given me prior. I pushed the flat of my tongue against her tiny hole and swirled it around, feeling the gentle suction of her butt on my tastebuds. Paige wriggled her hips slightly, mimicking my circular motions as if she was holding up the world’s easiest hula hoop. Her fantastically toned yet round buttocks smothered my face, the inside of her cheeks pressing against mine.

I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying eating her pretty little asshole. I could feel my own anus squeezing and reacting to every move I performed on my instructor, and my pussy felt warm once again, cum leaking out of my vagina and pooling in my derriere.

“Fuck me, you’re the hottest seat my ass have ever sat on,” she complimented me between melodic moans. “I’m going to open up my ass as best I can and I want you to tongue-fuck it, okay?”

“Mhmm,” I moaned into her butt obligingly.

I could feel the shift in her ass as she bore down on it. The little pad of suction on my tongue grew a little bigger, as her ring unpuckered, her defences down and vulnerable to penetration. I licked up her butt one last time before stiffening my tongue, placing the tip of it against her wanting anus.

It took more effort than I had naively anticipated to wriggle my tongue inside her. Paige’s tight sphincter proved difficult to overcome with my inexperience, and I couldn’t get more than an inch of my tongue past her constricting muscle.

“You’ll have to push harder than that, Samantha,” Paige encouraged. “Put your neck into it, I want your tongue in my ass!”

I attempted the technique, making my tongue as rigid as possible and lifting my head off the pillow to push it up into her asshole.

Success! My tongue slid into her opening, her ring squeezing down at the entrance, my organ flowering inside the chasm to fill up the tight space.

“Ohhhh,” she sighed deeply as she tried not to tighten up and force me out. “That feels so fucking good. Your tongue is pushing up against my walls. Now fuck it.”

I didn’t need to be told twice, and took Paige’s suggestion of ‘putting my neck into it’, using my much stronger muscles to push and pull my head, my stiff tongue sliding in and out of her ass. The feeling of her ring constricting different parts of my tongue as I moved it in and out was almost as erotic to me as I imagine it was for her. Her grip around my ankles had become significantly stronger as the tongue anal commenced.

The saliva and cum on my tongue squelched as I pushed it into her forbidden hole, spreading the liquid inside her. Paige now rocked her hips slightly back and forth to aid my rigid tongue. I began to feel my jaw tighten at the forceful sex act, my tongue begin to weaken, unpracticed in the arts of analingus. I didn’t care though, it was all too fucking hot to stop or whine, and I mentally pushed away the pain. Besides, I had a feeling that it wouldn’t be long before Paige came.

I only had a few seconds to wait before being proven right, as Paige’s orgasm thundered through her. I pushed my tongue in as deep as it would go in an effort to fill her cavity and hit every nerve ending inside her ass that I could. Her butthole choked my tongue tighter than before, and threatened to force it out, but I managed to overpower the little ring of muscle with my determination to penetrate her tight butt.

Cum gushed out of my babysitter’s pussy messily, covering my chin and neck in her fragrant juice. The translucent liquid cooled rapidly on my skin as it dripped down my sides. Paige howled in manic ecstasy as her body vibrated with the force of the climax.

I slipped my tongue out of her anus and let her recover from the intense orgasm while still sitting on me, her body trembling for some time as she came down. I used the opportunity to bask in her sex, inhaling her scent and kissing around her soft skin as her cum dried on my neck. Eventually, she dismounted from my face and brought her head down to kiss me with gratitude for my efforts.

The pair of us spent the next two hours repeatedly making each other cum, like we each had an unquenchable thirst for each others flavors. I remained submitted to Paige for the rest of the evening, following her commands and contorting myself in any way she desired for her pleasure. It was a wonderful night of passion and exploration. I would have some interesting questions to wrestle with in the morning regarding my sexuality and newfound anal affinity, but for the evening I could think of nothing else but eating out Paige as much as I could, and letting her tease orgasm after orgasm out of my orifices.

As the hour hand reached eleven o’clock, we decided we better wrap it up, and we both splashed water over our faces in the bathroom before redressing and heading downstairs to give the illusion of an innocent night had.

A short while later, mom returned from her night out, and in my dazed state and poor improvisational ability, I jumped up from the couch to run and give her a hug.

“Oh, that’s unexpected. Hi Samantha. Did the two of you have a good night?” she said as I flung my arms around her.

“Yeah, we had fun,” I replied. Understatement of the fucking year.

“You smell good. What is that?”

“Oh… a new perfume. It’s Paige’s actually,” I said cheekily, having to restrain myself from winking at my lesbian lover as I broke the hug.

“I’m so glad the two of you could get along. Paige, I hope she was well behaved,” she said, directing her attention to the babysitter.

“Oh yes,” she replied. “She did everything she was told.”

With that, I hugged Paige goodnight, and she collected her hundred bucks on the way out the door. ‘Easiest money she’ll ever earn,’ I thought to myself as I watched her ass sway beneath her denim shorts while she left the house.

I took myself upstairs, the exhaustion of the nights epic sex suddenly falling over me like a blanket. I collapsed onto my bed and cuddled up to the pillow that Paige had previously straddled me on. I felt something underneath it. Some kind of fabric. I pulled it out and discovered Paige’s soaked cotton panties, a parting gift from my seductress.

I bunched them up in my hand and nestled my face against them, falling asleep to the sweet smell of my babysitter’s cum.

THE END


Submitting to Kendra

I had no reason to suspect that the hot tub party at my friend's house last night would be anything different to the dozens of other hot tub parties we’d had there before.

Brooke had messaged the group chat earlier that day and myself and Taylor had accepted. To be clear, it’s not so much a party as it is me and my two best friends sitting in Brooke’s porch hot tub, drinking refreshments and gossiping. It may sound like a low-key way to spend a Saturday night in your twenties, but honestly, it was one of my favorite things to do, especially on a frigidly cold winter’s night like last night. We’d normally get into our bikinis, get into the warm water, sit in the bubbles and get a little tipsy, talk about the latest boy that was driving one of us insane, chat about our favorite reality tv shows and eventually the three of us would fall asleep in Brooke’s bed.

After we’d already accepted, Brooke announced she was having a new friend join us. Her name was Kendra and they’d met at the gym a few weeks ago. Taylor apparently had already met Kendra and said she was excited to see her again, which vexed me a little as I’d never heard about her before. Why was Brooke and Taylor hanging out with this new girl without me? Brooke, Taylor and I always did everything together. We’d known each other since high school and all went to the same college, all lost our virginities around the same time, and always went to parties together. Still, I didn’t want to come off as rude in the group chat so I said I was looking forward to meeting Kendra and couldn’t wait for the night.

Well the night rolled around pretty quickly and I knocked on Brooke’s door at seven o’clock. Brooke’s parents were loaded and they’d bought this cute little house near the campus for Brooke to live in when we came to college. Taylor and I had the opportunity to live there as well but we opted for a more traditional college life, choosing to stay in the dorms instead. Still, we ended up back at Brooke’s after most nights anyway, if we weren’t off with a guy.

“Allison!” Brooke cheered as she opened the door and gave me a big hug hello. She looked great, although I actually thought she was done up a little much for a hot tub party; she had eyeliner and mascara on, as well as some smokey eyeshadow, really making her green eyes pop. Was she trying to impress Kendra? I felt an irrational pang of jealousy that my friend was so interested in hanging out with someone else. She never tended to care what people thought of her, why was this Kendra woman different?

Brooke led me through to the kitchen where Kendra was standing at the counter to meet me and immediately I was a little taken aback. She was beautiful. She had big brown, Disney princess looking eyes that looked at me from beneath her long lashes. Her cheekbones were high, at either side of an adorable button nose. Her lips were full and luscious and her skin was the most gorgeous shade of light olive. Her long, flowing brown hair cascaded down her shoulders. She must have had Eastern-European heritage, she looked like she’d come straight to Brooke’s house from the shore of some Croatian beach. She was dressed for comfort, with a loose fitting t-shirt and white jeans. Still, she had some knee-high leather boots that added a flair of sexiness to her ensemble. I found myself wondering if she had a body underneath that matched the attractiveness of her facial features.

I’ve always been able to admire the beauty of a woman. They have a poise and gracefulness about them that men lack, and I find it quite enchanting. I only say this because of how secure I am, or was, in my heterosexuality. I’d never felt the urge to date or sleep with a woman before, and in fact while I’d seen Brooke and Taylor make out with girls at parties for attention, I found it a little pathetic, and never partook. It’s crazy to think what desires the night ahead would unlock in me, and how they must have always been there, on some level.

Kendra’s full lips parted into a smile as Brooke introduced us, her pearly white teeth beaming at me, her face truly was flawless. We exchanged hellos and she shook my hand, her skin as soft as it looked. Brooke poured me a glass and we stood around the kitchen counter while we waited for Taylor to arrive. We made small talk for a few minutes before Taylor’s knock was heard. Brooke went to answer the door, leaving me alone in the kitchen with Kendra.

“Brooke never told me she had such beautiful friends! I’ve met Taylor before and you’re just as much of a knockout!” Kendra exclaimed.

I thought it was pretty rich coming from her, considering the beauty she exuded. “Oh, you should talk!” I said back. Her comment didn’t really strike me as flirtatious, more just polite banter between girls.

“No really, if I had to choose three girls I’d rather spend a night with, wearing little bikinis in a hot tub... I couldn’t think of a sexier threesome.”

Okay that comment seemed a bit out there. The way she said it too was kind of sultry and a little pervy. My brow furrowed at the remark and I wasn’t sure what I was meant to say to that. Fortunately I didn’t have to figure it out as Taylor burst into the room, a bottle in one hand and her other up in the air.

“C’mon ladies, let’s go!” she proclaimed excitedly. “I want to get into the hot tub, it’s fucking freezing!”

I had come prepared, with my bathing suit on under my clothes. Brooke and Taylor were similarly prepared but Kendra was not, and Brooke showed her to a nearby bedroom so she could change, leaving the three of us in the living room as we undressed down to our bikinis.

“So, you like her right?” Brooke asked me.

“Kendra? Yeah she seems nice,” I half-lied, unsure of what to make about the comment earlier. I’d tell Brooke and Taylor about it tomorrow.

“She was really excited to meet you, Allison,” Taylor said.

“How do you know her again, Taylor?”
 

“Oh, we have a class together. She’s minoring in history.”

That didn’t sound right to me. The way Taylor had phrased her message in the group chat implied that her and Brooke had been together with Kendra at some point. And I noticed that Taylor had a similar amount of makeup on as Brooke did, especially around her eyes. Still, she was one of my best friends, and I couldn’t think of a reason that she’d lie to me about something that trivial, so I guessed I must have just misinterpreted the message.

Kendra reappeared, now in only her bikini. And well, I had my answer; her body was as stunning as her face. She wore a black bikini with tiny pink flowers patterned across it. The top held her heavy boobs up and pressed against her chest, making her breasts look perfectly round and causing her cleavage to have this seductive, curvy Y shape. Her stomach was taut and I could see the outline of her abdominal muscles. I could see how Brooke met her at the gym because she clearly worked on her body a lot. She wasn’t ripped up by any means, but her arms, stomach and legs were perfectly toned in a very feminine way. Her hips were a little wider than the average woman’s and added to her curvaceous but toned physique. Coupled with her flawless olive skin she reminded me of the Greek goddess, Aphrodite.

“This way ladies,” Brooke said and guided us to the back door.

Kendra walked ahead of me and without meaning to, I immediately looked down at her butt. It was exactly as I had expected. Big and plump, hanging out the sides of her bikini bottoms, which was wedged in between her juicy cheeks. Still, it looked firm and she definitely did as many squats as she did crunches. It was a great ass, but as soon as I realized what I was doing I looked away ashamedly. Not two minutes ago I was thinking she was the pervert and now here I was staring at her ass.

Brooke and Taylor were not lacking in the looks department either, I should make clear. Brooke had blonde hair that was cut short to just above her shoulders. She looked after herself too and rarely a day went by that she wasn’t at the gym, so her tight stomach and round butt were on display also. But she lacked the genetic predisposition Kendra had, and her frame was a lot straighter, her boobs a bit smaller in a B-cup and her butt not as large as Kendras. Still, she looked great in her light pink bikini that was held together more by strings than straps, as her body didn’t really need much support. Two pink triangles covered her breasts that stayed up on their own, and her bottoms were so thin that they rode up the crack of her ass completely, more of a thong than a bikini.

Taylor was smaller than the rest of us girls, she was almost a whole foot shorter than myself. She was always the partier who would do what she wanted and eat what she wanted and still magically maintain her petite body. Still, she was graced with a bigger set of tits than her body would dictate, and tonight she housed them in her favorite bikini, which was bright blue with white polka dots all over it and little ruffles at the edges. Her short, thin legs jutted out below her cute little bum as she scurried excitedly towards the hot tub.

We made a mad dash from the back door to the warm water of the tub, seeking refuge from the freezing cold evening air. Mercifully, Brooke had it hot already, and the steam coming off it was visible in the overhead porch lights. Brooke turned on the bubbles and we all refilled our glasses. Brooke and Taylor immediately ducked below the water level, getting their hair wet straight away. They reappeared and slicked their hair behind their ears, their somewhat gratuitous makeup now slightly smudged, which only drew the attention to it more. I did my hair up in a bun, not wanting it to get wet.

It wasn’t long before my earlier inhibitions about Kendra were washed away, which was at least in part due to her lively conversation, and I was enchanted by her sultry voice which had just the tiniest hint of a European accent. We each sat against a wall of the hot tub, frequently topping up our glasses and laughing a lot. The jets massaged my lower back and shoulders and I was really relaxed, having a great night.

About an hour later the conversation had turned to boys, and Kendra was talking about this guy she’d met at the gym.

“It was late at night, and just the two of us were still there working out. I was over near the mirrors and doing my squats, with a barbell across the back of my shoulders. I don’t know what it was but I felt these eyes watching me, you know that feeling? I looked in the mirror and saw the only other person in the gym, sitting on the leg press, staring directly at my ass.”

“Oh that’s so creepy, guys can be so gross.” I said, fearing where the story was going. Brooke and Taylor stayed silent but looked engrossed in the story, sitting next to each other on the other side of the hot tub.

“I dunno” Kendra continued, “For some reason it just really turned me on. I found myself putting on a bit of a show for them. I made little noises with each squat, I stuck my ass out a little more, I was kind of getting off on the attention, controlling their gaze.”

“Did he say anything?” I inquired.

“No, just continued to stare for a while until I finished my set and then got up and went into the shower room.”
 

“So what did you do?” I asked, apparently the only one inquisitive about the story, although certainly not the only one invested, as Brooke and Taylor looked on with wide eyes.

“I followed. I went into the shower room and saw them stark naked under the water and furiously  masturbating to the thought of me.”

“Holy shit. Did you run?”

“Hell no, I announced myself and asked what was going on. The awkwardness was hilarious to me,” she giggled, remembering fondly her sexual exploits. “I loved having the upper hand on someone and we fucked against the wall of the shower. I knew I had the control in the situation and that was so hot to me. Any sexual desire I wanted I could have from them, they would completely bend to my will, not only because they were attracted to me, but because I’d caught them, I had leverage against them. I could have any dirty thing I wanted.”

This was a lot hotter than our usual boy stories in the hot tub. I was starting to flush red a little. I really wanted to know what depraved thing Kendra had made him do to her though.

“It turns out, the thing I wanted was to have my breasts pressed against the cold tiled wall, spread my ass cheeks and had them rim me until I came.”

Holy shit. This definitely was steamier than our usual conversations. Now I felt the warmth that was in my cheeks flush down to my groin, and a little bit of the sexual excitement made its way to my ass. I’d always been turned on by the thought of rimjobs and butt play. I’d even asked a couple of guys to go down there but they didn’t really know what they were doing, and left me more disappointed than satisfied. But the image of Kendra pressed against the shower wall while some guy ate her asshole was extremely sexy to me.

No one said anything for a second, and the bubbles turned off. I looked down at the water and thought I saw something weird. I could have sworn I saw Taylor’s hand in between Brooke’s legs, and her pull it away as soon as the bubbles dissipated. But I couldn’t have. Those were my two best friends, it must have been a trick of the light distorted by the small waves of the water.

I dismissed the thought from my mind and returned to the thought of Kendra’s story. “Fuck,” I sighed as Brooke stood, turned and bent over to turn the bubbles back on, her bikini still completely ridden up her crack, giving us a full eyeful of her bottom. Another act that struck me as strange, as she could have easily just turned her body and reached the button, instead of pointing her ass at me and Kendra. This night was full of oddities.

“Wow,” said Taylor, who had been uncharacteristically quiet throughout the story.

“Yeah I’m pretty sure that is the hottest story I’ve ever heard,” I declared honestly to the group. “I don’t have anything that can come close to that.”

“Oh I don’t know about that, Allison. You’re a very sexy girl, you must have had guys fawning over you and willing to do anything to sleep with you.”

“I guess a little, but all of my stories with guys would take place in a bedroom, nothing like a gym shower room.”

“What about girls?” she asked.

“What?”

“You don’t have any stories with girls? That would certainly qualify as something hot.”

“Oh no. Never actually. I’ve never really felt that particular inclination.” My eyes were locked onto hers as she questioned me, unable to look away.

“Oh you should!” Kendra said, seemingly in disbelief that I didn’t have any lesbian tendencies. “No man makes you cum quite like a girl can.”

“I don’t know, I just don’t find the idea of it that sexy really.”

“You don’t find that sexy?”

I didn’t know what the hell she was talking about, but she cocked her head towards the opposite side of the hot tub. I followed it and my mouth fell open in shock at what I was witnessing. Brooke and Taylor had their tongues down each other's throats! My two best friends were making out, hard. Holding each other's heads and devouring each other's faces.

Kendra glided through the water and sat herself directly next to me so that our legs touched. “Tell me you don’t find that enticing.”

Strangely, a small part of me did. I couldn’t quite feel it properly in the moment due to the overriding confusion, but something about seeing my two friends kiss each other so deeply and hungrily did fan the flame that was already in my crotch from Kendra’s steamy story.

Kendra placed a hand on the inside of my thigh and lent over so that her succulent lips were less than an inch away from my ear and she half-whispered, “What if I told you that guy in the gym shower wasn’t a guy at all, and it was in fact was your naughty blonde lesbian friend over there who I fucked in the shower.”

The image of Kendra getting her ass eaten in the shower again popped into my head, except now the guy was replaced with Brooke; on her knees in the shower, her short blonde hair wet and slicked back as it was now, her hands holding onto Kenda’s hips as she forced her tongue up her asshole. The confusion subsided immediately, and the flames in my pussy were now a bonfire of horniness. I don’t know if it was more the rimming, or the fact that it was two women, but that was sexy to me. That was really sexy to me.

“Well, what do you have to say to that? Is that sexy?”

“Yes,” I whimpered, barely audible.

“What was that?”

“Yes, that's incredibly sexy to me!”

Kendra turned my head towards her and placed her lips onto mine. My first kiss with a woman. Her lips interlocked with mine and she kissed me tenderly. They were the softest, most luscious lips I’d ever kissed, and I wondered why I had been so opposed to this for so long. Kendra’s tongue ran over my lips and I opened my mouth, granting her entry. We kissed as deeply and as passionately as Brooke and Taylor were, our tongues dancing with each other between our mouths.

“Watch your friends,” Kendra instructed as she broke the kiss and turned my head back towards my best friends. Brooke had undone Taylors bra at some point, and was now burying her face between Taylor’s big tits, who seemed to be enjoying it, as she threw her head back with her eyes closed. Brooke took one of Taylor’s breasts in her hand and began flicking at her nipple with her tongue. Brooke’s tongue darted up and down against it, causing it to harden, and I felt my own do the same at the sight of it, pressing against the inside of my bikini top. Kendra began kissing my neck and shoulders, her arm wrapped around my waist as if to prevent me from escaping.

The thought did cross my mind to push her off me and get the hell out of there. The whole situation was insane. I had a woman kissing my neck while my best friend played with the breasts of my other best friend. I had a feeling it was going to escalate too. But for some reason it was precisely that feeling that prevented me from leaving. I felt a previously unknown curiosity to see what path the night would take exactly. And I admit the thought of Kendra with my best friends, doing something I wasn’t involved in, did give me that pang of irrational jealousy, even when that something was lesbian sex.

I decided to roll with it and enjoy the exotic woman kissing my neck and two beauties pleasuring each other in front of me.

“Brooke, my dear,” Kendra said. “Why don’t you eat Taylor’s snatch, and make sure your curious friend here can see.”

Brooke said nothing but simply obliged. Taylor stood up on the seat of the hot tub, now only dressed in her bikini bottoms, which she promptly slid down her short legs to reveal her smooth, hairless pussy, her little slit visible. This was the first time I’d seen Taylor completely naked. I guess I’d never stopped to admire her body but seeing her like this I realized it was fantastic. Her small stature, small butt and yet large breasts, she really was very attractive. She sat down on the edge of the tub, removed her bikini over her feet and spread her legs as wide as she could, her labia peeling open to reveal her pussy inside for me to see. Brooke moved through the water and placed her head at Taylor’s opening, pressing her face against the leg farthest from me, ensuring I had an unobstructed view as Brooke started licking up and down Taylor’s vagina.

The reaction from Taylor was immediate, who began moaning in pleasure at the touch of Brooke’s tongue against her pussy. The reaction in me was pretty immediate too, I found it really hot, and I could tell that even under the water, my own pussy was wet. Taylor’s pleasure moans seemed to be a cue for Kendra, whose hand I felt go under my bikini bottoms and straight to my pussy, sliding a finger up and down my moist slit. It felt amazing, something about it being another woman made the act way sexier than the countless times I’ve had my pussy rubbed before, like I was rediscovering the joy of it. Of course watching my best friend eat out my other best friend in front of me also helped; this was by far the naughtiest thing I’d ever been a part of.

Brooke continued to eagerly devour Taylor’s cunt, focusing her licking and sucking on her clit now. Taylor’s heavy breasts heaved up and down rhythmically with the deep breaths she was taking in, as she whimpered softly in ecstasy. Kendra focused her attention also, and used her index and ring fingers to spread my lips, her middle finger finding my clitoris with ease.

She began to circle it and apply pressure while her mouth made its way to my ear, sucking my lobe and rolling it around in her mouth. The fire in my groin was now about to explode, and I felt the pressure of an orgasm swirling around inside me. I locked eyes with Taylor as her face contorted and I could tell that she too was close. Her tits started heaving a little more uncontrollably and randomly as her stomach muscles contracted over and over, Brooke’s short wet blonde hair slicked back against her neck as it must have been when she did this very thing to Kendra’s ass.

Taylor’s mouth opened and her brow furrowed, her eyes intently on mine while she orgasmed. A deep, primal moan reverberated out of her mouth and the sound sent me over the edge. I braced one hand against the side of the tub and the other around Kendra’s shoulders as I felt my ass push back against the wall, my leg muscles tensed and I rose out of the water a bit as my own orgasm rocked me. Kendra’s finger ground into my clit in circles, eliciting wave after wave of pleasure as I rode the climax in unison with Taylor, still looking into each other's eyes.

My orgasm subsided and I relaxed back down into the hot tub, Kendra removed her hand from my bikini and started planting soft kisses on my cheek while I caught my breath. Opposite me, Taylor had sunk back down into the water, and she started kissing Brooke passionately again, their heads being the only thing above the water, hair wet and makeup running just a little.

“Oh my God,” I exclaimed after a minute. “That was crazy, I can’t believe that just happened.”

“Oh it’s far from over darling,” Kendra said. “Two people have cum and only one of us is naked. That hardly seems fair, does it?”

I realized she was right, Taylor was the only one nude, the rest of us still had our bikinis on.

“Do you think that’s fair, Brooke?” Kendra asked.

“I don’t,” Brooke stated in a deadpan sort of way, as if she was being scolded by a superior.

“Why don’t you even things up a little then?”

Brooke stood up without hesitation, her groin sitting just above the water’s surface. Taylor giggled and kissed at her waist while Brooke undid the string of her light pink bikini top, allowing it to fall away and exposing her lovely, round globes, which of course held perfectly in place even without the aid of the bikini. She tossed the top aside and Taylor undid the string at the side of her bottoms with her mouth, tugging on it and letting it fall a little. She reached around and undid the other string and then with her hand reached from behind Brooke, through her legs and upwards, holding the top of the bikini as she pulled it down, back through Brooke’s legs and then upwards, removing it from its resting place between Brooke’s ass cheeks. And just like that, I was seeing my other best friend completely nude. Her pussy was also clean shaven, which struck me as odd because I thought Brooke typically liked to keep a trimmed patch of pubes like me, she’d said as much to me in the past.

Brooke looked at me hungrily but when she spoke I knew she was addressing Kendra. “What do you want me to do?”

“Turn around and bend over the side of the hot tub, show us your supple ass.”

Brooke once again did as she was instructed, as if she was under some kind of spell, desperate to please Kendra in whatever way she desired. She bent over the side of the tub and poked her butt up, showing her neat, small pucker sitting atop her perfectly shaven, perfectly pink pussy.

Kendra once again spoke to me, “Do you like what you see?”

I nodded my head. I shouldn’t have liked what I saw. I was straight after all and this was my best friend of many years, but the sight was undeniably wonderful. Seeing Brooke bent over and presenting herself to us was incredibly hot.

“Do you think her adorable little asshole should be licked?”

I nodded again. I kind of wanted to be the one doing the licking. I’d never felt that urge before, I guess the thought of doing that to a man was unappealing, but to woman did sound right to me. I wanted to shove my face in between her firm cheeks and not come out until she was satisfied.

“I’m going to do to your friend as she did to me in the shower of that gym. I’m going to eat her cunt and rim her asshole, just like she was so eager to do to me, and then you’ll get your turn. Taylor, why don’t you come over here and tell your friend why she should do as I say, just like you two good girls.”

Taylor and Kendra swapped sides of the hot tub, and Taylor sat her naked self sideways on my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck and giving me an excited hug. Kendra positioned herself at Brooke’s rear and seemed to be taking a moment to admire it.

“Oh Allison, I’m so excited we’re here,” Taylor said to me as I watched Kendra in anticipation. “You have to do whatever Kendra tells you to. That’s really all there is to it. She will open your eyes to a whole new world of sex you didn’t even know existed,” she spoke with glee.

Kendra decided it was time for her to lick Brooke. Her tongue started at Brooke’s clit, made its way through her slit and continued over her asshole to the top of her crevice. Brooke squealed in delight.

“Brooke only introduced me to her first because she thought I would be more open to it than you, and that the two of us doing it would convince you to join,” Taylor continued as I half-listened, my eyes glued to the sight in front of me. Kendra had her face buried in Brooke’s vagina, who was looking out over the side of the hot tub and breathing heavily. “I had no idea the kind of orgasms I could have from my ass being played with, but Kendra’s tongue and fingers will certainly get you there. If you give yourself over to her control, she will make you cum harder than you ever have before. She only asks that you follow her commands and look pretty for her at all times, so makeup is a must.”

“Uh-huh” I replied.

“Oh and you’ll have to wax your pussy.”

“What? Wax my pussy?”

“Yeah, I know you like to keep a bit down there but it’s her first command. She’s the only one who’s allowed pubic hair, if you want to join me and Brooke and be one of her girls, you have to wax. Shaving isn't enough, it’s got to be perfectly smooth.”

I might need a little convincing on that, I thought. But a strong case was certainly being made in front of me. Kendra’s face had gone from being buried in Brooke’s snatch to being buried in her ass. Her tongue worked around the hole and her saliva ran down the crack, where it joined with the wetness of Brooke’s pussy and dripped below into the steamy water. I thought it was the single sexiest sight I’d ever seen. I loved the thought of anal play and watching it being done to my friend by Kendra’s expert tongue was very erotic.

“You’re going to find out soon enough how good that feels,” Taylor giggled in my ear.

“I’ve had my ass licked before,” I retorted, I wasn’t a prude like she was suggesting.

“I meant doing the licking,” Taylor corrected. “It’s so hot giving someone pleasure in such a naughty way, especially when the ass you’re doing it to is as juicy as Kendra’s or as round and firm as Brooke’s.”

“So you’ve eaten both?”

“Oh yeah, like I said, Brooke introduced me to Kendra. It was when you had gone back home to visit your parents. Brooke invited me over to hang out and when I got there Kendra was waiting for me. They turned the conversation to lesbian sex and I admitted I’d always been curious. It didn’t take much to get me to agree to cumming over and over at the mouths and hands of two women that look like that. I masturbate to the thought of Kendra seducing Brooke in the shower just about every other day... Kendra spreading her juicy ass cheeks for Brooke to sink her tongue into.”

I felt the warm feeling shoot to my bottom again. The image certainly was hot. As was the one of Brooke starting to move her rump back and forth against Kendra’s face before my eyes.

Abruptly, Kendra stopped, denying Brooke her orgasm. She floated through the water away from Brooke’s posterior, and traced around the bottom of her mouth with a finger, collecting all of Brooke’s valuable cum off her chin before sucking it off her finger.

“Allison, darling,” she said softly but authoritatively, “It’s time for you to become one of my good girls and eat your friend’s ass until she cums.”

Taylor squealed excitedly and squeezed my shoulders. She was giddy at the thought of my initiation, and to see me lick Brooke’s butt. She climbed off my lap and whispered in my ear, “Just go with it, you’ll love it, I promise.”

I made my way through the water to the other side of the hot tub where Brooke’s firm derriere was waiting. The short swim across the small hot tub seemed like a lap in an olympic sized pool, as adrenaline flushed my brain, my neurons firing rapidly as I tried to figure out if this was something I really wanted to do. Brooke made some stepping motions with her feet, causing her ass to wiggle a little bit for me, her wet butthole in the center of her glistening, round butt cheeks as they raised and lowered like a seesaw.

“Please Allison,” she begged, “The only way I can cum is with your tongue in my ass.”

That did it. I felt the familiar tingling shoot to my own butthole and my loins were on fire again. Brooke looked so fucking sexy and submissive in front of me with her ass presented for my consumption. I wanted to do this, I wanted to do this really badly. Kendra placed a gentle hand on my back and with a light push, guided me to Brooke’s back door. I placed a hand on each of her cheeks, and gave them a squeeze. Brooke moaned approvingly. I stared at her asshole for one last moment before I put my mouth up to it and extended my tongue, laying it flat against her pucker and licking up. Brooke moaned louder this time, apparently I did something right.

“Good girl,” Kendra said from behind me. “Keep going.”

I did as I was told, not that I needed to be. I licked up Brooke’s asshole again and again with my wet tongue. Brooke’s groaning continued with every lick, encouraging me to do more. I started moving my tongue around in circles, rimming her ring of muscle. The feeling of having my face between her ass cheeks and causing her this amount of pleasure was absolutely intoxicating to me, I was getting really wet just by giving it to her. I grabbed her by the cheeks with my hands again, spreading them apart as far as I could, and I sunk my tongue into her hole. Brooke just about screamed in ecstasy and her asshole relaxed to let my tongue in, pushing as hard as I could.

I heard the familiar sounds of Taylor’s orgasm from behind me. She must have been receiving some pleasure of her own from Kendra, I know she would be loving the sight of me tongueing Brooke’s ass. I wanted to turn around and see what Kendra was doing to her, but I couldn’t bring myself to take my face out of Brooke’s delectable butt. I withdrew my tongue from Brooke’s bottom and rammed it back in again easily, using my neck muscles to rock my head back and forth, allowing me to truly tongue-fuck her.

“Oh fuck!” Brooke cried out as her orgasm arrived. Her head dropped down and her back curved, pushing her ass higher up and into me. I grabbed her by the hips and with one last insertion drove my tongue as deep as it could reach inside her. Her legs quivered as she came, and the muscles of her asshole pulsed rapidly around my tongue. It felt fucking amazing to be doing this to someone. And I got excited at the thought that my anal desires for myself would finally be realized. I just wouldn’t have imagined that they’d be at the tongue of another woman.

Brooke collapsed to her knees on the seat of the hot tub, causing my tongue to slide out of her ass. She didn’t turn around, but rested her head on her folded arms, collecting herself and enjoying the afterglow of her climax, not ready to address anyone yet.

I turned around and saw Taylor sitting in Kendra’s lap, both of them facing us. Taylor’s head was pushed back and flushed red, a blank affect on her face. Kendra’s hand was reaching around her waist and was presumably playing with her pussy beneath the surface of the water, my view obstructed by the bubbles. Taylor too was trying to collect herself after her climax. Kendra just looked at me with a knowing, satisfied grin on her face. I guess this meant I was one of her good girls now.

“I think it’s only fair that you get your ass eaten too, darling. Which one of your friends would you like to do that?”

I really wanted her to do it, but that didn’t seem like an option right now. “Well, I think Brooke is a little indisposed right now,” I answered, as I wasn’t sure Brooke hadn’t passed out from pleasure.

“Your friend will do anything I tell her to do. If that means shaking herself out of her post-cum haze and face-fucking your ass, then that’s what she’ll do.”

Wow, Kendra really did have control over them. I could see why though, in my so far brief foray into being one of her good girls I had experienced the naughtiest, sexiest acts of my life, and I was loving it. “I think I’d like to start with Taylor,” I said, taking mercy on Brooke.

Taylor’s face looked giddy again. “Yay,” she said, “I’ve been wanting to go down on you for weeks now!”

“What should I do?” I asked, unsure of the best way to please Kendra.

“First, you’re going to need to take that bikini off.”

I was the one obliging now, standing up out of the water and untying my bathing suit, tossing them aside. I instinctively wrapped my arms around my breasts to shield them from Kendra and Taylor’s gaze.

“No, put your arms to your sides,” Kendra commanded, her expression remained the same but Taylor had gone from looking giddy to hungry.

Again, I obliged and put my arms to my sides, showing off my generous bosom and trimmed pubes hovering above the water.

“That will have to go,” Kendra said, motioning towards my pubes. “I like my girls smooth.”

I nodded hesitantly. I did like to keep some pubic hair down there, it made me feel like my own woman, but I guess stripping me of that was kind of the point. Still, I wasn’t sure if I’d do it.

“Taylor, honey, why don’t you go and sit in that seat over there and put your head back on the edge of the hot tub, looking up at the ceiling.” Taylor did so happily. “Now Allison, you climb up on top of her and straddle her face with your pussy.”

Wow, that was not what I expected. But I probably should have. I decided I was game, it was a night of new experiences after all. There was no way Taylor could get to my asshole from that position but I trusted in Kendra and knew we’d get there eventually. I placed one knee to the side of Taylor’s eager face, and pushed off the floor of the hot tub to place my other knee on the other side. Mercifully there was a porch post within reaching distance so I could steady myself, and I thought our position must have been by Kendra’s design, she definitely had a plan. I looked down at Taylor’s sweet face, who met my gaze, her eyes pleading with me to let her eat me out. I granted her wish and lowered my muff onto her open mouth.

Taylor wasted no time in getting to work on my pussy, and it felt amazing. Her head rocked back and forth as her protruded tongue licked my slit from base to top, messily licking every inch she could. Her face looked angelic as I looked down, my trimmed pubes sitting above her nose while I grinded my snatch harder against her mouth. My heavy breaths were visible in the night air, steam billowing off the surface of the hot tub and my nipples were hard enough to cut glass from the combination of the cold night and the pure eroticism of face-fucking one of my best friends. Taylor was moaning in appreciation of my pussy as she continued to lick up and down, my cum already spilling down her chin and cheeks.

I was not sure what Kendra was doing throughout all of this, with my back turned to the rest of the tub. I’m sure she was enjoying the show though, from her angle she would have seen my tight backside tensing as I ground it against Taylor’s face, Taylor’s hands holding onto my thighs and her gorgeous tits bobbing up and down in the water in synchronization with the movements of her head.

The bubbles stopped. The hum of the hot tub ceased and I suddenly realized how loud I was moaning in the silent air. I became a little self-conscious and stopped, taking me out of the moment briefly. I could hear Kendra talking softly behind me, presumably to Brooke, unable to hear what she was saying. Taylor was not dissuaded by the sudden quietness and kept devouring my pussy. I heard the movement of water and Kendra stood up on the seat next to Taylor. She placed her hand on the back of my neck and leaned into my ear.

“Lean forward and hold onto the pole in front of you for support. Bend all the way down.”

I did as I was told without saying a word, making myself almost horizontal, sure to fall over if not for the post. The action meant I could no longer get a good grinding motion on Taylor’s face, nor even see her face. It also meant my ass was raised a little into the air, and my bottom spread apart unassisted as I bent, exposing my asshole to the night. Not three seconds later I felt a tongue on my back door. The reaction was instantaneous. It felt incredible and I almost lost my balance and fell over the side from the unexpected bliss I was feeling in my ass. I wondered if it was Kendra’s tongue or Brooke’s, either way it knew what it was doing.

“Oh that’s so fucking sexy seeing my girls please each other like this,” Kendra said, confirming that it was in fact Brooke who had come out of her sex coma to lick my ass. The crisp winter air was cold on my whole body, but the warm tongues in my pussy and ass had lit a fire inside me that made me feel warm and sexually charged. Brooke’s soft, slippery tongue slithered inside my butthole in between long licks around it. Taylor focused her efforts now on my clit, putting pressure on it and swirling her tongue around. Kendra watched the scene unfold before her. The heavenly feeling caused my concerns about noise to dissipate, and I returned to moaning deeply, not that I could stop myself if I wanted to. I once again imagined how it looked from behind, with me bent over, Brooke straddling Taylor and burying her tongue in my ass while the petite girl below her nibbled at my clit. The thought of Kendra watching us made something snap and I felt my climax begin.

I came with the most spectacular orgasm I’ve ever experienced. I let out a long cry of pleasure and my muscles flexed against the post, pushing my ass further back against Brooke’s tongue, I felt my hole automatically relax for a brief moment, sucking the pink tongue further into it, before the sexual energy smashed into the front wall of my pussy, and I came all over Taylor’s face. The two of them made muffled groans of appreciation into me which paled in comparison to my own scream of nirvana. My abdominal muscles spasmed and my back arched uncontrollably as if an electric shock was running through my spine. The fantasies I’d had of cumming while being rimmed had finally come true, and the fact that someone was sucking on my clit at the same time was just icing I never could have imagined would actually happen.

We all untangled from one another and I slid back into the warmth of the hot tub. My pussy tingled as it hit the water and sent a little aftershock up to my head, my hips quivering. I leaned back and sighed in approval at what had just happened. Brooke and Taylor sat to either side of me with big smiles on their faces, happy to have me in their little club. And I was happy to be there. Following Kendra’s commands and playing out whatever sexual ideas came to her mind only made the whole night all the more hotter. Although it occurred to me that she was still sitting on the opposite side of the hot tub, the only one not naked and the only one not to cum yet.

“I believe that makes it my turn, girls,” she said, and she submerged herself completely in the water, only to reappear in the middle of the hot tub, standing up in front of us, her black bikini with pink flowers still on, her long hair now wet and pushed behind her. She reached around behind her and unclasped her bikini top, letting it fall away into the water below. Her breasts were larger than any of ours, and they fell just a little without the support of the bikini. They adorned the full breadth of her chest and two lovely, erect nipples pointed at us.

She bent down and pulled her bottoms down, stepping out of them beneath the water, revealing her gorgeous snatch which sat below a thick tuft of dark pubic hair, which covered everything north of her clitoris, but was completely absent below. It was trimmed but long enough for there to be some curls, and it looked absolutely divine and womanly. She really was aphrodite, the most feminine woman I’d ever seen. Brooke and Taylor came off the seat, kneeling down on the floor of the tub, looking up at her adoringly. I felt compelled to do the same and the three of us knelt there, our shoulders poking out above the water, looking up at our goddess.

Kendra stepped forward and bent down to kiss Brooke to one side of me, holding her chin in her hand. She did the same to Taylor on the other side of me before it was my turn. She took my chin and we kissed. I felt desperate to please her and give her an orgasm like she had just done for all of us. She broke the kiss and straightened, and the hand on my chin moved to the hair on the back of my head. She parted her legs a little and pulled my head forward towards her groin. I didn’t have to be told what to do here. My mouth was open and tongue out before she’d guided my head the full way, and I took her pussy into my salivating mouth with great enthusiasm. Her sex tasted magnificent, and I lapped up every drop of cum that I could get off of her cunt. I lovingly licked up and down and sucked gently on her clit. I heard the sounds of Brooke and Taylor rising to each side of me and I looked up, through her womanly pubes, to see Brooke passionately kissing her and Taylor flicking one of her nipples with her tongue.

I reached around and held Kendra’s bountiful butt cheeks in my hands using them to pull her groin forward and giving me better access to her pussy. Her hand came down and grabbed one of mine by the wrist, where she guided it between her ass cheeks, she took my middle finger and placed it on her asshole, pushing it around in circles to stimulate her opening. Her hand moved away and I continued, applying light pressure to her hole with the pad of my finger while I circled it around and around. I couldn’t stop looking up at the way her body sensually gyrated to the movements of me in her groin, Taylor on her chest and Brooke on her face and neck.

Even when Kendra came, she did it with grace. Her orgasm wasn’t the vigorous spasming of muscles as mine had been, but her knees bent, willing my face to go harder into her sex, and I inserted just the very tip of my finger into her ass. I saw her bite Brooke’s bottom lip and her brow crease in ecstasy. Her cum dripped down the side of my face and into my thirsty mouth. I loved giving this heavenly creature pleasure, and I loved submitting to her sexual will in whatever way she desired.

After drying each other off and giggling with glee at each other's naked bodies, I was still in disbelief that what had just happened, had in fact happened. The night ended much the same way our other hot tub party nights did, with us curled up in Brooke’s bed. Only this time there were four of us, and we were all naked and cuddling each other.

I woke up the next morning and Kendra was already gone. Brooke and Taylor were still fast asleep and I didn’t want to wake them just yet. I put on my pyjamas that were as yet unworn and made my way out to the kitchen in search of coffee or Kendra. She was nowhere to be found, but there was a folded note on the kitchen counter. It read:

Allison, my darling. You were such a good girl last night and I had a fantastic time watching you and your friends pleasure one another. Rest assured, I will see you again soon. Make sure next time you look the part of one of my girls. Brooke and Taylor can fill you in, should you need. Until next time my darling, Kendra.

I smiled to myself in the kitchen. I was going to have to book a waxing appointment.

THE END


Thank you for reading! If you enjoy stories of lesbian sex, age gaps and back door fun, then you’re gonna want to sign up for my newsletter and receive a free book!

Hit the link below and download Sasha’s Submission for free! You’ll receive newsletters from yours truly keeping you up to date with all my latest releases as well as some more freebies in the future.

Click here to receive your free eBook

Don’t forget to check out my other titles available on Amazon. Just click on the links below and enjoy!


[image: ]

My Lesbian Awakening: Bookworm To Bimbo 1

Reagan hates all the attention Madison gets just for being a hot, buxom blonde bimbo. But Madison sees the slutty potential in the plain looking brunette, and wants to transform her in her own image. Tired of being dismissed as a shy nerd, Reagan finds her nympho nemesis' offer too tempting to refuse.

She thought it would be a simple makeover, she didn't realize her bimbofication would involve being shaved and experimenting with lesbianism. But her tutor shows her just how good a woman's mouth can feel, and before long, Reagan is loving exploring her sapphic side. Perhaps lesbian sex will be the best part of being a lecherous slut?


[image: ]

Straight Girls Initiated Into The Lesbian Harem (Complete Series)

Young women in college turning from straight to lesbian! One by one, these curious coeds explore their sexuality, submitting themselves to the beautiful temptress, Kendra. Once initiated into her harem of femme lesbians, Kendra shows them all the places a tongue can go, and how good it feels to be kinky.
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Lesbian Doctor 10 Book Bundle (Complete Series)

Curious coeds and horny MILFs visit the stunning Doctor Reid for their medical issues, only to be seduced by the salacious lesbian right there in her office! These women always leave the doctor smiling and satisfied after having their first lesbian experience laying down on the naughty lesbian’s examination table.
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