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Eat My Wife

​previously released, 2020

Our lips touched. The kiss was soft. Gentle. Her lips felt soft and inviting. We repeatedly kissed one another close-mouthed. It was shy, unsure, and tentative but we were feeling our way through it. My nerves were on end. I kept trying to decipher if it felt different from kissing a man and I must admit that it did. Men were always so sloppy and all over the place when they kissed. Veronica’s kiss, though timid, was comforting and reassuring. I shyly placed my hands on her soft shoulders and leaned my body into hers. And that’s when things shifted again. Veronica moaned deep in her throat and dug her nails in my ass, pulling me tightly against her. She parted my lips with her tongue and I willingly opened my mouth to hers.

I pleasantly sighed and placed my arms around her neck, leaning into her even closer. She groaned and slapped my ass with her hands; then jiggled it up and down. The way she was touching me turned me on so much. I wanted to beg her to rip my clothes off and have her way with me, but I was still too shy and too uncertain to make the next move. Besides, I didn’t want her to stop kissing me. She kissed so fuckin’ good. She kissed with confidence and ease. Her tongue probed my mouth like it belonged there. It was like she’d been kissing me for years. I almost forgot that I didn’t know her. That she was a woman. A stranger. I wanted the kiss to last forever. I almost didn’t care if we never got to the sex. I missed kissing. Evan didn’t like kissing. Kissing had always been so erotic to me, almost as sexy as sex.

Veronica kissed like she knew just what to do and how to do it. I could only imagine how her talented tongue would feel between my legs. I couldn’t wait. I. Could. Not. Wait.

“Damn,” she muttered as she pulled away from me. Her eyes were bright with lust and desire as she stared into my eyes. “Kissing you is better than I imagined. Your lips feel good as hell against mine.” She started kissing me again and I deeply moaned, resisting the urge to pull my dress up and lead her hands to my panties. She kissed me soundly, running her hands all over me. “I can’t wait to eat you,” she gasped. She teased my lips with her tongue then flicked it against my top teeth. “I want to eat your pussy so bad. I can’t wait to eat your pussy.”

My God, this woman was turning me on so much with her words. All I could do was moan in response as her hands boldly caressed my heavy titties through my dress. I was almost in tears that shit felt so good. I never imagined I’d respond this way to her. I was surprising myself more and more with her.

“Your husband said you have some good pussy.” She put her hands between my legs and squeezed. I gasped and arched my hips to her. “Is it good?”

“I-I don’t know.”

“Well, I can’t wait to find out. Although I can already tell from how you look and how it feels that it’s good. I want to bury my head in your pussy and lick you until you scream.”

She started licking and sucking on my neck and I cried out. My breath racked my ribs as I closed my eyes to her sexy words and tossed my head back to give her greater access. Her hands sneaked their way up the back of my dress and found my zipper. She slowly slid the zipper down.

“How do you like to be eaten? Gentle? Sloppy? A lot of tongue? More lip? You like licking, sucking, flicking, or kissing?”

“All of that,” I deliriously moaned. “All of that sounds good.”

My dress hit the floor and Veronica stepped away from me. She wildly looked me up and down, her green eyes desperate and fascinated. “My God, you’re beautiful. So fuckin’ sexy.”

I awkwardly stood there in my lace push-up bra, lace red panties, garter belt and stockings. Suddenly, I felt shy again. Afraid. Nervous. But I wanted to keep going. I needed this. My body needed this.

“Take your bra off,” she said.

My bra opened in front. I grasped the hook with my thumbs and flicked my bra open, setting my melons free. They sprang against my chest and bounced seductively. Veronica’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets and she looked like she was having a hard time swallowing.

“Turn around and let me see your ass.”

Shakily, I turned my back to her, showing off my wide, round hips. My panties hugged them tightly. The heels I was wearing gave them a perfect arch. “Damn baby,” she said. “Turn back and face me.”

I did as I was told. I felt like a cow on display at a carnival, but I followed her command without hesitation. Whatever this woman asked of me this evening, I was doing. I was through fighting her and myself.

“Your tits are amazing,” she said. “You have such incredibly large breasts. I love these titties.”

My eyes widened as she took my breasts in both hands and lightly caressed and massaged them. It felt so good. All I could do was stand there and watch her hands on me. I was fascinated. Her small, manicured hands looked wonderful on me. A woman’s hands were feeling me up and I was loving it. She squeezed and pulled on my breasts like she was sizing up fruit at the market. She pumped them up and down, slapped them together, kneaded them, flicked my nickel-sized nipples with her thumbs and pulled on them with her fingers. She held them in her hands and moved them around in circles.

I looked up at her and almost died at the expression on her face. She was looking at me like I was beautiful, like I was the sexiest thing in the world. I had had men look at me that way before and it always felt so perverted and nasty to me. It didn’t feel that way with her. She looked like she could eat me up, but it looked heavenly to me. Her tongue was practically hanging out of her mouth. Her breathing was hard and hurried. My hands hung at my sides as I let her completely have her way with me. I was not going to stop her. I was hers to do whatever she wanted. I couldn’t wait to see what came next. I didn’t have to wait long.

She cupped both of my breasts and leaned into them, closing her eyes. She softly kissed them.

“Oh!” I cried out, grabbing her hair with my hands. I pressed her closer to my chest and gritted my teeth as she circled my nipples with her tongue and loudly sucked my aureoles. She tasted me like I tasted good. My mouth opened in desire as I threw my head back. I continuously moaned as her mouth, tongue, lips, and teeth nipped, sucked, licked, and kissed my breasts, following the sensuous delicious pattern of her mouth. I rotated my chest to match her rhythm.

I bite my lip and trembled, trying not to cry.

I had never felt so excited or turned on in my life. And that was saying something because, although I’d married at a young age, I was far from a virgin when I met Evan. I’d definitely been around. Marrying him had actually calmed me down. I was enjoying sleeping with who I wanted when I wanted, and I didn’t see shit wrong with it. I got a lot of dick and I gave up a lot of pussy. Without guilt. Not all of them were good but I’d had some that had me climbing the walls at times. But nothing, no one, not ever, had made me feel like this. Not ever.

Veronica’s hands left my breasts to stroke my stomach, my sides, and finally me behind as her mouth continued to greedily devour my breasts. I bit my lip and stifled a cry as she slipped a finger in the corner of my panties and stroked my ass with her pinkie. She parted my ass with her other hand and slickly moved her pinkie up and down my ass crack. My eyes flew open in surprise as she plunged her finger into my asshole, slowly moving it in and out. I looked down at her and pitifully moaned as I watched her trying to stick my whole titty in her mouth, her cheeks hollow as she inhaled my breast with force.

“Veronica…” I moaned. She slapped me hard on my ass and I cried out. “Oh my God. That feels so good, that feels so good…”

Veronica deeply groaned and pulled away from my breasts, making a loud smacking noise as she broke contact. She looked at my titties and massaged them for a few moments, before pulling them back to her and soundly sucking them again. She placed both hands between my legs and started stroking my throbbing pussy through my soaking panties. I murmured and opened my legs to her, bending slightly in my heels, holding her head to my aching breasts. I purred and encouraged her with my soft animal-like sounds. She moaned in response and increased the speed of her hands. She flattened one of her hands against my pussy and lightly tapped it.

She momentarily pulled away from me and leaned down to my crotch, tightening the panties against my flesh as she tapped it again with her palm. “Someone’s excited,” she huskily teased me. “Look at how wet I’ve made this pussy. She likes me, huh? Guess what? I like her too.”

I blushed and looked away from her, staring at the elevators in the front of the room. I wondered if anyone would accidentally stop on her floor and get a peek at what we were doing. The dirty side of me wished someone were somewhere watching us right now. Were there any buildings downtown with curious eyes watching us? Seeing what we were doing, seeing how we were being bad and misbehaving?

I bit my finger and closed my eyes, lost in the hypnotic way she was running her nose across my panties, deeply inhaling my scent. She softly moaned. “You smell so sweet,” she sighed. She gingerly ran her fingers over my panties before slickly sticking one of them inside. My mouth opened in a silent O as she lazily ran her finger over my cleft. My pussy was slick with moisture.

Veronica pulled her finger out of my panties and put it to her nose, sniffing it. My heart beat wildly in my chest as I watched her open her mouth, stick her finger inside, and slowly suck it, her eyes holding mine. “Delicious,” she groaned.

The way she was making me feel wasn’t fair. My head was spinning. I was dizzy. It wasn’t right to be so turned on and feel so good. No wonder lust was a sin. That shit could really make you lose your damn mind.

My body vibrated with excitement as Veronica effortlessly stood on her knees, pulled my body forward, and opened her mouth to my breasts again. She slipped three fingers inside my panties and began lightly stroking me again as she sucked my titties. I placed my hands to the back of her head and moved her head back and forth to my breasts. My upper torso was leaning down towards her; my butt was lifted and exposed to the windows. I started moaning again and couldn’t stop. My body felt hot. Luther had long ago stopped singing and the only sounds in the room were my moans and her obnoxious sucks.

Never had foreplay felt so divine. Men always rushed their way through this process. She was taking her time and making love to my body like only a pro could. I was hypnotized by the wet sounds of my flesh as she tickled me with her fingers. I was so wet it was embarrassing. But she loved it and kept telling me so.

“Mmmm, yes,” I moaned. “Take my panties off. Please. Please.”

She didn’t immediately honor my request. Minutes passed before she stopped sucking and fucking me with her fingers. She gave a low guttural moan and pulled away from my breasts, leaving a trail of spit. I started fascinated as she wiped the excess from her mouth and looked at me, her eyes clouded with lust. “Say that again.”

“Take my panties off,” I sexily whispered. “Please.”

She stood and backed away from me. Sitting down on the couch, she licked her lips and pointed to my panties with her index finger. “Take them off for me. Let me see that pussy. Now.”

This woman had gone from elegant and classy to feral and animalistic. And I loved it! Fuck, I loved it! I removed my garter belt and stockings, and I tried hard not to faint in anticipation of what was coming next. Hooking my thumbs in my panties, I bent forward and slowly eased them over my large hips, reveling in the way her eyes watched as they drifted past my hips, down my thighs, to my legs, past my heels, to the floor. I kicked them to the side and stood upright, facing her. Aside from my heels, I was completely naked.

Her eyes drunkenly assessed me from my face down to my feet, before coming back up again to my pussy. I boldly stood in front of her as she watched me. I was no longer shy. My heart swelled with anticipation as her eyes lingered on the small patch of hair covering my pussy. She dragged her teeth over her lips and shook her head. “Damn,” was all she said.

How could one simple word turn me on so much? I was about to lose my mind from the hunger this wild woman stirred inside of me. My soul, spirit, mind, and body reached out to her, dying to pull her in. I wanted this woman more than I’d ever wanted anyone in my life. I wanted her to want me more than she’d ever wanted anyone, more than she wanted her girlfriend. I was glad I had thrown caution to the wind and come up here with her. I was glad Evan had pushed me on her. I was glad she’d come to our table and professed what she wanted. I was thankful I had a body and a beauty that possessed her in ways she had never experienced before. I felt lucky to house the body that I did. I could not wait to see and experience all the things she had in store for it.

I vulnerably stared into Veronica’s eyes as she stood to her feet and leaned towards me. Our lips met as our eyes held one another. Still holding her eyes with mine, I opened my mouth with hers. We watched one another as we kissed with animal-like lust. My eyes closed as she placed her palm to my pussy and lightly cupped it. Our heads winded around in circles as we passionately kissed, moaning softly.

“Fuck, I want you so bad,” she whispered as she pulled away from me. Dazedly, I watched as she leaned down and pressed her lips to my pussy. My mouth dropped open as she softly kissed it again, again, and again. She tapped it with her hand again.

“So fat. So plump. And a little bit of hair, just like I like it.”

I was relieved it didn’t turn her off. She leaned to my pussy again and loudly kissed it, smacking my ass loud as she did. The sound echoed through the penthouse. I wildly looked at her and pushed my pussy to her face. She looked up at me and teasingly smiled. “Sit on the couch,” she softly commanded. She kissed my pussy once more and flicked her tongue against my cleft. I nearly jumped out of my skin.

“Sit on the couch and open your legs nice and wide for me.”

I moved around the coffee-table on wooden legs and sat down on the plush, leather sofa. The material felt cool and slick beneath my hips. I waited as Veronica pulled the coffee-table to the side; then nervously opened my legs to her, exposing my wet, pink pussy.

“Fuck!” Veronica harshly whispered. I watched with heightened anticipation as she pulled her dress off her shoulders and pushed it down to the floor. She stood before me in white lace. Her bra was strapless; she wore a thong. She looked beautiful. Breathlessly, I looked into her eyes and ran my hands over my breasts. She watched me and licked her lips. I loved it when she did that. She slowly got down on all fours and slowly crawled over to me. Her wide ass arched in the air and her hair hung loosely over her shoulders. I bit my lip and inwardly moaned. I couldn’t believe a woman so beautiful wanted me so much. I still couldn’t believe this was happening.

She stopped just in front of me and just looked at me, running her fingers up and down the inside of my thighs. I thrusted my hips towards her and looked at her through heavy-lidded eyes.

“Please,” I breathlessly begged her. “Please. Veronica please.”

“I’m not going to do anything until you tell me what you want,” she said in that honey-tinged voice. “Tell what you want, and I’ll do it. And I won’t stop until you tell me to. I promise you one thing, you won’t tell me to stop. Because I’m just that fuckin’ good.”

She leaned down and ran her tongue from the inside of my knee, up my thigh, watching me with those sexy eyes. She stopped when she got to my pussy and placed a long finger inside of me. She slowly worked it in and out. “What a juicy pussy you’ve got Denise. And it’s so wet.”

My mouth trembled. I could hardly catch my breath. “Please,” I tearfully begged. “Please.”

Her eyes burned into mine as she took her finger out my pussy and replaced it with her tongue. She slowly licked my pussy from the bottom, all the way up to my clit. She licked her lips.

“Mmmm….” She licked it that way again. And again. By the time she did it the fifth time, my hips were thrashing wildly on the couch.

“Veronicaaaaaa,” I whined. “Oh my God. Please. Please.”

“Tell me what you want me to do Denise. Tell me now or I won’t keep going. Tell me what you want me to do.”

I tearfully looked at her, shaking and quivering with extreme need. “Eat my pussy. Please. Eat my pussy.”

She wolfishly grinned at me. “I’ve been waiting to hear that shit all night.”

She dove in and I was lost. I closed my eyes and screamed as her mouth devoured my flesh.

“Ohhhhh… Ohhhhhhh…. Ohhhhhh….”

My head writhed back and forth against the leather sofa like I was possessed. My hands clumsily grasped the couch.

“Mmmm,” I painfully moaned. “Mmmmm…. Mmmmmmm…. Mmmmmm… That feels so good… Mmmm…. Mmmmmm…”

“Mmph, mmph, mmph,” Veronica appreciatively grunted, her head buried deep between my legs.

My mouth partially opened, and my eyes fluttered open to gaze dazedly at the ceiling, my mind numb, my body alive as I listened to the delicious, wet sounds of Veronica eating my pussy. It was the sexiest sound in the world. But not as sexy as the sounds she was making. Veronica continuously moaned as she ate me. She ravished and attacked my pussy like it was a piece of meat. Her approach was almost beastly, and I loved it. She tasted my pussy like it was covered in licorice. She nipped at my clit, pulled on my cleft with her lips, and fucked my hole with her tongue.

I continued to stare at the ceiling, lifting my hips off the now wet couch, rotating my hips to the follow the rhythm of her demanding tongue.

“I knew this pussy would be good,” she whispered against my flesh. She smacked me hard on the ass and I gasped and jumped. “You’re delicioussssssss.”

I was finding it hard to breath. To move. To think. I was in a lustful daze. Never in my life had I been made love to so passionately. With so much intensity and emotion. I moaned. My cries of pleasure were on repeat, soft then loud. My breathing was erratic and choppy. My heart raced.

Perspiration covered my top lip; beads of it rolled down my back. My hands massaged the smooth leather seat, then reached behind me to grab the back of the couch. Tears filled my eyes. This shit… was amazing. She was amazing. She ate my pussy so good. I had never had anyone eat my pussy so wonderfully before. I didn’t want her to stop. I didn’t want her to ever stop. This shit was the bomb. Was it because she was a woman? Were woman really the best at giving head? I didn’t have another woman to compare her to, but I was convinced she was the best lesbian in the world. Is this what her wife got every night? Or was it me? Was I making her so wild? Was I making her good? Did my pussy taste that good to her? She acted like it did and she didn’t stop telling me how good it was. It was like she was mesmerized. Possessed by my taste and my scent. Obsessed even.

Her face was buried deep in my pussy and her hands were everywhere, all over me. On my ass, on my breasts, twisting and pulling my nipples, rubbing my stomach, stroking my sides, pulling my hair, playing with my mouth, caressing my face… The sounds of her greedily eating my pussy filled the quiet room. The sound was hypnotic and made my body coil and contract in a way that was frightening.

“So good,” she breathlessly said. She yanked her tongue back and forth, her tongue making a sloppy smacking nose with each corner it touched. “So good! So good! So, so good!”

“Yes!” I cried out, grabbing my titties in my hands and squeezing them as I arched more to her ardent mouth. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes baby! Yes baby! Oh baby… Oh baby…”

The more she licked, the wetter I became. My juices were oozing out of my pussy in droves. The entire leather seat was covered with my juices; juices were saturating her face and running down my thighs. The more she kissed, the more she sucked, the more she caressed me, the more she fingered me, the harder it was for me to sit still. I wanted to just lay there and take it and let her go ham on my pussy, but it felt too good. It was like it was raining between my legs.

My juices were beginning to seep into my ass crack. This woman had no idea what she was doing to me; what she was pulling out of me. She seemed to love how wet I was and even more so the noises I was making. She couldn’t get enough.

I grabbed my hair with both hands as I felt a roaring orgasm approaching from deep within. It started in my pussy; then danced its way up to my clit. I exploded and collapsed against the couch in convulsions, screaming at the top of my lungs. I opened my eyes wide and looked down at her in shock, my face contorted with sexual delirium. She looked back up at me, holding my ass in place as I shook, her eyes blazing into mine with animalistic hunger. She didn’t stop; she kept going. I begged and pleaded with her to stop. I pressed against her shoulders and struggled to free myself from her grasp, but it was no use. She held me tightly in place, refusing to let me move or get away.

“Please,” I tearfully pleaded, pushing at her shoulders; tugging at her now wild hair. “Please. I can’t… I can’t…”

“I’m not done with this pussy yet baby. I’m not done having my way with you. I’m only getting started.”

“Veronica. Please. Please.”

She said nothing else, just looked into my eyes as she tenderly kissed and lightly licked my pussy, waiting patiently while I calmed down and relaxed. Her eyes held mine and I found it impossible to look away. Her eyes were gentle yet demanding. Authoritative. Intense.  She looked at me like she owned me. Like I was hers. I wanted to be hers. In that moment, I wanted to be hers for the rest of my life. Whatever she wanted, whatever she needed, whatever she wanted to do to me… I was down. I never wanted the night to end.


She Want Me

Previously released, 2020

“Your ass really does look amazing in those shorts.”

Distracted again, Nancy glanced down at her bottom and indifferently shrugged. “Yeah, everything looks good when you’re wearing clothes. It’s without them on that’s the problem.”

“I’ve seen you naked before. Remember?”

All too well. “Yes.”

“One of the best days of my young life.” Leaning forward, Sunny ran her tongue down Nancy’s neck and pinched her on the ass.

“Sunny,” Nancy helplessly sighed.

“Yes Ms. Ryan? Remember when I used to call you that? I like saying your name but it’s something about putting that Ms. in front of it that turns me on.” She pulled back and stared right into her eyes. “Ms. Ryan, would you mind pulling your shorts down for me so I can look at that pretty fat ass of yours?”

Nancy’s eyes were wide and vulnerable as she regarded Sunny. “I thought you said we’d take our time. That you’d give me time to make up my mind.”

“I think your mind was made up the minute you woke up this morning and decided to put on this barely there outfit and cover those kissable lips with lipstick.”

Sweat rolled down the groove of Nancy’s back as Sunny put her warm hands to the bottom of her shirt and slowly began lifting it up. "Like-Like I told Missy. I just wanted to look pretty today.”

The shirt slowly crept up Nancy’s quivering body. “For who?”

Ambivalent, Nancy said nothing.

Sunny pulled the shirt over her head and stood gawking at her lace-covered breasts for minutes. “So deliciously pretty,” she murmured, running the back of her hands over Nancy’s melons. “I want us to experiment a little for the next few days. I want to do something new to you every day, in a different part of the house, like I’ve been dreaming about for years. Except in my dreams, your husband was usually watching.”

The thought of that turned Nancy on more than she wanted to admit.

“I want to do it when Missy’s here.” Reaching behind Nancy, she unbuckled her bra and slipped the straps down her shoulders.  “When she’s not here…”

“I-I don’t know if I can do that.”

Sunny visibly swallowed, taking in the beauty and ridiculous size of Nancy’s breasts. “I swear I could look at your tits all day and never get bored.”

Nancy incredulously looked at Sunny. It amazed her how much swagger and seductive expertise Sunny had for someone so young. Her ex-husband’s game hadn’t been that good. “How do you talk like that?” she asked her.

Sunny’s eyes never left her breasts. “Talk like what?”

“Like you talk. With so much confidence and self-assuredness. So much seduction.”

Sunny crookedly smiled at her. “I read a lot of alpha male erotica,” she quipped. “The rest just comes easily to me. I look at you and it just seamlessly comes out. That’s the effect you have on me.” She stepped back and gestured to Nancy’s shorts. “Take off your shorts. Missy won’t be long, and I want to pull at least three orgasms out of you before she gets back.”

“Three?” She had never been multi-orgasmic. Like, never. It was one of the things she hated most about herself.

“Trust me, I will have no problem doing it. Take off your shorts.”

Nancy looked towards the window and saw one of her neighbors walking his dog down the street. “The-The curtains are open. Someone might see.”

“Good. Let them watch.”

Nancy adamantly shook her head. “I don’t know about this Sunny.”

“Nancy,” Sunny patiently began, “be careless. Throw caution to the fucking wind. Have fun. Let go.”

Too much game for such a young thang. Despite herself, Nancy put her shaky hands to her shorts, unbuckled them, unzipped them, then pushed them down, bending over. Sunny bit her bottom lip and sexily grinned at her when her red, satin panties came into view.

“Goddamn,” she lustfully sighed. “Turn around and take your panties off while you bend over. Show me that ass.”

Willfully, Nancy turned her back to Sunny and leaned over her desk. She glanced over at the mid-sized windows and saw no one. Boldly, she grasped her panties on the sides and pulled them down, stopping just below her ass cheeks.

“Damn, you got a fat ass,” Sunny guffawed, covering her mouth.

Nancy rolled her eyes skyward and hid a smile, showing off her dimples. She glanced over her shoulder in shock when she heard the unmistakable snap of a picture being taken.

“What are you doing?” she gasped, eyeing the phone in Sunny’s hand.

“I want to take pictures of you. Is it okay? I promise I won’t show anyone. I promise.” Her eyes were sincere.

Nancy uneasily watched her and bit her lip. “Okay,” she whispered. What the fuck was she doing?

“Turn around. Let me see your pussy.”

Nancy’s clit twitched at Sunny’s bold command. Shyly, she stood up and fully turned to Sunny, offering her goods.

Sunny licked her lips and shook her head in amazement. She snapped a few pictures. “How is it possible for you to be even more beautiful and sexy as you were last night? And this time I get to touch you and have my way with you. Life is good.” She ran her hand over the patch of wavy hair covering Nancy’s pussy and licked her lips again. “Don’t ever shave this off. This is what makes you a woman. A bald pussy is so overrated. I like women to look like women. That being said, sit on the desk and spread your legs for me so I can look at my new favorite toy.”

Damn, how many alpha books had this girl read? Feeling brazen, Nancy put her hands behind her and hopped on the desk. She looked out the window again and saw two of the neighborhood busybodies talking on the sidewalk, right in front of her house. Her eyes widened in fear.

“Don’t focus on them,” Sunny said, turning her face to her. “Keep your eyes on me. If they see, they see.”

Hesitating a moment longer, Nancy finally focused her attention on Sunny and opened her legs to her, spreading them wide. Sunny’s tongue skimmed her teeth as she took picture after picture of Nancy’s pretty gleaming pussy. She leaned down and looked inside, stroking her lightly with her finger. Nancy moaned and Sunny looked up at her, her eyes wild and possessive.

“For the next seven days,” she said, “this is all mine.”

Captivated, Nancy nodded and arched her hips, completely submissive.

“Turn back around and bend over for me.”

Nancy frowned. Sunny wasn’t going to eat her pussy? She had been dying for this moment for ages.

“Later,” Sunny said, by way of explanation. “There’s something else I want to do first. Baby steps.”

Grimacing, Nancy slid off the desk and turned around, bending over again. She yelped as Sunny’s hand made swift contact with her ass.

“Spread those fat ass cheeks for me.”

Reaching back, Nancy did as she was told. She turned her head to the side and looked out the window. Her neighbors were still talking, completely oblivious. The idea that they may see what Sunny was doing to her turned her on in a scary way. This girl was turning her into a beast. And it was only her second day here. God bless what would happen the remaining days.

Her mouth opened and her eyes stretched when she felt Sunny’s warm tongue circle her ass in lazy circles, covering all of her exposed skin. She slightly turned and looked back at her when her tongue probed her asshole, slowly licking up and down. The groan that escaped Sunny was deep and nasty. Nancy’s pussy pulsated in response.

Sunny feasted on her ass for only a few seconds before she stopped and placed something cold and metallic between Nancy’s legs.

Nancy jerked her head up and around to look at her. “What’s- “

“Relax,” Sunny ordered, pushing her back down.

Nancy heard a click then felt a vibrating sensation pressing against the walls of her pussy. Her mouth opened wide and she gripped the desk with her fingers. Holy shit. This girl was using a vibrator on her. A vibrator that felt beyond delightful. Nancy hadn’t used one of those in years; she normally used her fingers or a pillow whenever the mood hit her.

Her eyes closed and her mouth opened wide as she hopped her pussy up and down against the desk, pressing down on the intoxicating gadget. Sunny had it on one speed; then increased it to another and then another.

“Ohhhhhhhh!” Nancy cried out, opening her eyes and looking over her shoulder at Sunny.

Sunny was watching her intently, working the vibrator in and out of her and around her walls and clit, like it was her own personal dick. The look in her eyes was so intense it nearly drove Nancy wild. Nancy was out of control, completely at the mercy of this young lady and she loved it. She was so out of her element and it felt amazing letting someone else take over and control her. Especially someone who wanted her so badly. She felt like the sexist mother fucker on earth right now.

Sunny switched to a level that felt like a heartbeat and Nancy’s eyes closed again. She turned her face forward and threw her head back, breathing heavily. Her ass moved faster against Sunny’s hand and Sunny slapped her ass repeatedly, hard, working the vibrator with the aggression of a feral beast.

She got to her knees and began eating Nancy’s ass out again, moaning uncontrollably. Tears formed in Nancy’s eyes. She looked out the window again and watched her neighbors as Sunny went ham on her ass and pussy. She spread her legs wider and gritted her teeth in delight when Sunny stuck the vibrator further inside of her in response.

“Oh, I’m coming!” she cried out. “I’m coming! I’m coming Sunny! Oh baby! Oh baby!”

She gasped aloud three times, pressed down on her elbows, and exploded, her tear-filled eyes still on her chattering neighbors. Sunny kept going, pulling one and then two more orgasms out of her. By the last one, Nancy couldn’t even make a sound. Her neighbors had wandered off, fleeing from the rain that had heavily begun to fall. Thunder and lightning replaced the sun as quick as her orgasms had seized every nerve ending in her pussy.

“So fucking sexy,” she heard Sunny huskily say, her tongue still buried in her ass.

Nancy closed her eyes and let her head drop to the desk. She was exhausted. With the inclement weather taking a turn, she knew it was a matter of time before Missy walked back through the door.

She weakly reached behind her and tapped Sunny on the head. “Missy,” was all she could murmur.

Sunny sighed deeply and shut the vibrator off, standing to her feet. She took Nancy by the hand and turned her over, pulling her to a sitting position. Weak, Nancy instantly slumped backwards but Sunny caught her, embraced her strongly, and claimed her mouth, kissing her raw and hard.

Nancy put her arms around her and mightily kissed her back, knocking her baseball cap off her head and threading her fingers in her bun. The kiss drug on for minutes, both of them lost and yearning for more. But they didn’t have time.

“Older pussy is the best pussy,” Sunny mused, pulling away and burrowing her fingers in Nancy’s hair. She looked into her eyes. “Ms. Ryan’s pussy is the best pussy.”

“How would you know?” Nancy weakly teased, her eyes half-closed. “You haven’t even tasted me yet.” She reddened at the boldness of her statement.

“Because I know.” Sunny kissed her again. “It’s the best because it’s yours. And it’s the only one I’ve ever wanted more than anything else.”

Nancy looked at her, lost in her wandering thoughts and insecurities. “Sunny, I still don’t feel right about this. What are we doing? I don’t know if this is a good idea- “

Sunny placed a finger to her lips and kissed her nose. “Relax, let go, and have fun. Let me make you feel good. Worry about it when I’m gone.”

She leaned down to the floor and picked up Nancy’s panties, putting them to her nose and sniffing deeply with her eyes closed.

Nancy’s mouth opened in surprise as she watched her.

“Don’t tell me this isn’t the best tasting pussy around,” Sunny murmured, licking them. She slipped them back up Nancy’s thick legs and leaned forward, placing delicate kisses on her soaking pussy.

“Uhhh,” Nancy meekly cried out, watching her.

“Oh yeah,” Sunny sighed, kissing it again. “I can’t wait to put my face all up in this.” She devilishly smiled at Nancy and grabbed her bra, standing. Before putting it back on, she sucked the tips of Nancy’s breasts, reducing Nancy to puddles.

“I want more of that,” Nancy dazedly confessed.

“And you will get more,” Sunny said, fastening her bra on her still shaking body. “Baby steps.”

Sunny replaced her baseball cap and smirked at her, her eyes lingering over the body she couldn’t wait to get more of. “You may not like it,” she said. “But you’re letting me have it.”


My Dirty Little Secrets

Previously released, 2020

She looked the same, not much different. Her hair was still in dreads, with a few gray hairs sprinkled throughout. She still had a medium build and looked like she ate well and took good care of herself. Her nails were cut low and neat. She was dressed casual, in a long flannel shirt, black jeans, and a light jacket. She looked very nice. I felt so under-dressed but from the look in her eyes, she appreciated my attire.

“Hi,” was all I could say.

“Hi.”

“You want to come in?”

“Do you want me to come in?” Her voice was low, sultry, and seductive.

“You have no idea.” I opened the screen door for her and she walked inside. I was immediately intoxicated by the scent of her cologne. Something strong, masculine, and hypnotic.

For a few minutes we just stood awkwardly stood in front of one another in the doorway. It’s like we didn’t know what to say. It had been a long time. I’m sure neither one of us were interested in small talk. Still, how could we jump straight to the chaser?

“I don’t know what to say,” I finally said to her.

“I thought the point of this visit was to do as little talking as possible. Except for when my tongue is between your legs.”

That did it right there. That set me off. I couldn’t go for her fast enough. Those words filled me with aggression and confidence. I didn’t know why, but I wanted to kiss her. I loved kissing and Lester was not a fan of it. I missed kissing, especially frenching. I wanted to kiss her so bad. I lunged for her and grabbed her by her shoulders. I nearly fell down; she was so tall. I never noticed that before.

“Whoa,” she said, putting her hands up to catch me. She stepped back from me

and put her hands up in protest. “Wait a minute-“

I ignored her and went for it again, placing my hands on her chest and rubbing with wild abandon. I wanted to see what her breasts felt like. I kissed her again. She grabbed my hands and pushed them back against the wall, on either side of my head, breaking the kiss.

“I like for things to be done a certain way mama”, she said, gazing at me with hungry, impatient eyes. She leaned in and kissed me. The kiss was slow and tender. Her lips were soft. Inviting. Her tongue moist and possessive. I don’t know who moaned first, me or her. The kiss was delicious. My pussy was beyond wet at this point. I could feel the wetness streaming down my legs. I wanted her so bad I could hardly stand it. When was she going to stop torturing me and get down to business? We didn’t have much time, and I wanted her to fuck and lick me a thousand times over. I wondered if she had the dildo strapped to her. She had a backpack on. I wondered if it was in the backpack. Oh God, I loved the way she was kissing me and her kissing technique was dead on, but when was she going to get to the pussy?

I didn’t have to wait much longer. While still passionately kissing me and running her tongue in and out my mouth, she placed her hands on my titties and started firmly stroking and caressing them through my bra. I moaned. That shit felt so good. I love having my titties stroked. And kissed. Something my fiancé didn’t do a lot of lately. When we’d first started dating, I couldn’t keep him off of them. Why was I thinking about him? Oh, if he could see me now…

I arched my titties to her hands and willingly opened my legs. She caught my hint. While still kissing me, she dragged her hands down my body, stroked my stomach for a few seconds, then moved on to my treasure dome. I bucked wildly against her hands and felt her smile against my lips.

“Oh, if you only knew how many nights I dreamed about this pussy,” she mumbled against my mouth. That sent my heart racing into overdrive. She pulled away from our kiss and looked down at her hands against my crotch, her mouth practically salivating at the sight of her hands against my panties. She grabbed the side of my panties and tightened them against me, so she could see the full outline of my print. My pussy pressed tight against my panties like a fist.

“So delicious,” she murmured.

I squirmed restlessly against her, but she was determined to take her time.  She trailed her right hand between my legs and stroked me with the tips of her fingers. I could barely breath, I was so excited. My breath was coming fast and my knees were buckling with unabashed want. If she didn’t hurry up and put her mouth on me, I was going to explode.

She took her left hand and pulled my left leg to the side, opening me wider. She used her right knee to nudge my right leg to the side. Then she glided her hands back up to my chest and grabbed my titties again. She moved her hands to the center of my bra and ripped it open.

“Oh!” I cried out.

“Damn,” she muttered, gawking at my huge breasts. She wasted no time grabbing them and burying her face in them. She inhaled them like they were candy. I arched them to her mouth and rolled my head from side to side, my hands tightening into fists beside my head. Her mouth and tongue felt incredible. Even better than I remembered.

She sucked them loud and fast, using her hands to hold them to her mouth. I began to cry out as she started fingering me through my panties again.

“Please,” I begged her. “I can’t wait much longer.”

“Wait baby. I have something I want to introduce you to first.”

She stopped her sucking and finger-fucking and pulled away from me. She took the backpack off and placed it on the floor, rummaging through it. She found what she was looking for and looked up at me with a cat that ate the canary grin.

“I want to make that pussy more wet first. Pull off those panties.”

“I can’t imagine I can get any wetter than I already am.”

“Oh, you can love. Go ahead. Take them off.”

“I thought you wanted to take them off of me.”

“I want to watch you do it. Do it slow. And do it sexy.”

I smiled wickedly at her and did as I was told. I grabbed my panties at the sides and peeled them down, shimmying them off my hips. She stared at my wet, hairy pussy and shook her head.

“I could never get tired of looking at that. “She stood up and showed me what she had in her hand. My mouth dropped open.  It was a vibrator. I’d seen that kind before. It was called The Rabbit, I think. It had seven speeds.  My breath caught in my throat and I wiggled impatiently. I could hardly wait to see how she was going to use that on me.

“I’m glad to see you’re as anxious as I am,” she said. I moved to step all the way out of my panties, and she shook her head.  “No. Leave them on. Leave them at your feet. Don’t step all the way out of them. I want you to be contained a little.

Besides, the sight of them at your pretty feet turns me on.”

It turned me on too. I stared at her with hungry, anxious eyes as she walked towards me. She placed her right hand at the top of my snatch and parted my pussy lips with her left hand. She turned the vibrator on and it placed it against my clit. I moaned loud and threw my head back against the wall. Oh my God, that shit felt so damn good.

“Ohhhhhh,” I moaned. “Ohhhhhhh. Ohhhhh. Ohhhhhhh. Ohhhhhhh.” I looked down at the vibrator on my pussy and was immediately turned on by the sight. It looked so damn sexy. Even sexier because it was her hand doing it. She was married. I was almost married. The whole scenario was dirty, nasty, and wrong and I loved it. My mouth dropped open. I grabbed my titties and bounced them up and down with my hands. I twisted and pulled on my nipples, nearly coming from the sensation. I placed my hand on either side of my pussy and held open my pussy lips wider. She started sloppily sucking my titties again and my eyes rolled to the back of my head. My goodness, this was too much. When I came, it was going to be hard, and it was going to be explosive.

Wendy increased the speed on the rabbit and I nearly jumped in the air at the way the various rhythms were making my clit and pussy sing. She alternated between them both and the thrill was agonizing. She went from slow to fast to thumping to heart-beat to I don’t know what else. All seven rhythms were incredible and they were driving me insane! I heard myself screaming. It didn’t even sound like me. I grabbed at her shoulders, her hair, her titties, whatever the fuck I could reach. This shit was awesome! The hallway vibrated with the sounds of my screams and her moans and it sounded harmonious. If I lived to be a hundred I would never again know anything so beautiful and thrilling. That, I was sure of.

My knees buckled. My mouth trembled. My hands gripped her neck. And then I exploded. It started in my stomach then roared from my vagina to my clit in crashing waves. I came hard. Then again. And then again. Back to back to back. My body erupted into spasms and convulsions. I cried out her name. Then I began to sob. She immediately stood face to face with me and held me tight in her arms, rocking me back and forth as I continued to shake and cry. The transformation from her being an aggressive, domineering lover into an almost maternal and gentle nurturer was enough to make me quiver inside. This woman was amazing. I knew that moment would be imprinted in my mind forever.

My cries settled down to a low whimper. Goddamnit. Months of forced celibacy and fifteen years of suppressed lesbian fantasies had been worth it.

She held me for what seemed like minutes, soothingly rocking me back and forth. But the tender moment soon came to an end. After all, we didn’t have much time. She began kissing me again, running her hands down my back to my ass, groping, squeezing, and jiggling it with fervor.

“Enough of that,” she gruffly whispered. “I have to get this pussy in my mouth, now. Where do you want me to do it?”

I tried to think of a spot in the house that would bring me the most excitement. The kitchen, the wash room, the bathroom, the dining room, the living-room, the downstairs guest-room, the bonus room… Where oh where oh where? There were so many options. But of course. There could only be one place that would make perfect sense…

“Take me to my bedroom,” I said, staring intensely into her eyes.

Her lips curled in a sinister smile. “Oh yes. That’s perfect. Just show me the way.”

We got to my bedroom in record time, practically running up the stairs. For a brief moment, I thought of her backpack and the vibrator that was still lying on the floor along with my panties, after our passionate encounter. What if Lester came home and saw everything lying there? His dumbass would probably think the vibrator was mine. He didn’t think I had the will or the need to do something as trifling as this. He didn’t know his woman very well. Arrogance and complacency have no rewards.

I headed to my bed and teasingly crawled to the headboard, looking back over my shoulder at her with a sexy smile. Her eyes were glued to my ass. I arched it higher up in the air and wiggled it back and forth as I got down on all fours. I wanted her to eat my ass out like she’d done the first time. She did just that too. She quickly got in position behind me on the bed. She grabbed my ass cheeks and pried them open, then immediately smashed her face in it. I gasped and grabbed the headboard. Oh yes. This was magic. That shit felt so damn good. She ate my ass out good, running her tongue all in it, her mouth making obscene slurping noises as she tasted me. Her hands squeezed the sides of my ass and her throat bore deep, hypnotic moans. I was moaning right along with her.

​She ate my ass out for minutes while she fingered my pussy with one hand and stroked my titties in turn with the other. My eyes were in the back of my head and my mouth was open so wide a bird could’ve flown in it. I was so ready for her to eat my pussy. I didn’t have to wait long. Before I knew it, she had flipped me over onto my back and pushed my legs up in the air, spreading them wide. She pushed my knees back to the side of my head and dove her face into my hairy snatch.

“YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!,” I screamed. “OH YES! I’ve been waiting for this! YESSSSSSSS!”

She ate me so loud and so good, her mouth making slurping and sucking noises as she groaned and moaned. Her deep-set eyes held mine as she ate me and that made the experience all the more intense. I couldn’t look away from her. I was captivated and hypnotized. Seeing her face in my pussy again was the sexiest sight in the world. 

​Her hands held my ass tight as she held my pussy up to her face, munching and eating away. She was tender one minute and wild the next. Sucking and licking then kissing and nibbling. It was like she was French-kissing my pussy. It was gut-wrenching. I started feeling on my titties and she groaned, turned on as she watched me touch myself. Before long, she started feeling on my titties too. The combination of her hands and mouth on me was enough to set me on fire. I never wanted this night to end.

​I looked over at the clock to see how many minutes we had left. Only 45. Please oh please let Lester come home late. For the first time, I couldn’t help hoping and praying he’d stop at one of his whore’s homes and spend an inordinate amount of time there. I didn’t care anymore. He could do whatever he wanted. I had Wendy back in my life now. This time, I was not letting her go.

“Mmmm, this some good pussy, “she moaned. “Mmmmm. Mmmmmm. Mmmmmmm. Mmmmmm. Ummmmm… So good… Such good pussy….”

She started licking my pussy fast as she stared down at it. It was like she was mesmerized by my body. I loved it. She started fingering me again and I spread my pussy lips wider with my fingers to give her better access.

“Uh!” I cried out as I watched her, my eyes watering with lust at the sight of her tongue inside of me.   “Ooooo. Oooo. Oooo.”

“Give me that pussy. Give me that pussy. Give me that pussy.”

At her command, I started pumping my pussy up and down against her face, throwing my head back and rolling it back and forth as spine-tingling sensations ripped through my body at lightning speed. I lowered my legs to the bed and straightened them out, tightening my thighs against the side of her face for better friction. Friction makes head so much more intense.

​Wendy placed her hand at the top of my pussy and slowly licked from the

top of the hair, all the way down to my asshole, slow, sexy, and easy. That shit felt amazing. I moaned nonstop, talking dirty to her, telling her what I like, how to do it, and where to do it. And she listened to me. Lester never listened to me. He just did whatever the fuck he wanted to do. Why was I thinking about him again? Wendy was here. And for that brief moment, she was mine. And I was hers. I didn’t want this to be the last time. I wanted to do this again and again. Maybe we could meet up a few times a week. Maybe we could get away to a hotel or meet up out of town somewhere. That would be the cat’s meow.

“I’ve missed this,” I said, moving my head dazedly on the pillow. “I’ve missed this so much.”

“I have wanted this pussy so bad,” she drawled between lengthy licks. “You have no idea. It’s all I can think about. It’s so addicting. You’re so addicting. Your body is like a national treasure.”

I was moved by that. She wanted me as much as I’d wanted her? All these years? Why had she never tried to get in touch with me before? We could talk about that later. Right now, all I wanted to do was enjoy the ride.

At that moment, Wendy abruptly stopped eating me and started digging in her pants pockets. I wondered what she was doing then broke out with a wide grin when I saw her phone. She hit a few buttons until she got to the camera; then pressed record. Aw, yeah baby. She was going to record us! I had always wanted to do that!

“I want you to record me as I eat and fuck you,” she said.

“With pleasure.”

I took the phone away from her and positioned it right above her head. She started tenderly kissing and licking my pussy, making love to it as if her tongue were a dick. She trailed it along my pussy lips, along the crevices of my thighs, along the sides of my pussy, then in and out of my hole. The effect was both alluring and agonizing. I watched in amazement. This chick should’ve taught a class on how to eat pussy because she was truly phenomenal.

“I wish your fiancé and my wife was watching this,” she said. “They could see how real love-making is supposed to be done. What passion looks and feels like. How pussy is supposed to be treated. How a woman should respond. How a lover should do everything in their power to make their woman feel incredible.”

“I wish they were watching too. That would turn me on so much.”

“You’re a naughty girl.”

“I love being naughty with you. I want to be your naughty girl. You make me feel so good.” I was speaking in rambles, barely getting the words out. I was delirious.

“You are my naughty girl.” How she was able to talk and eat at the same time was beyond me, but she was doing it. And she was doing it well.  “And this is my pussy.  It was before and it will always be. Right?”

“Yesssssss. This is your pussy. Your pussy Wendy. All yours.”

“Mmmmmmm,” she whispered, diving in again, mushing her face inside of me, her mouth thrilling and torturing me all at once.

“Ohhhhhhhhh. Wendy. Oh Wendy. Oh Wendy. Ohhhhhhh Wenddyyyyyyyyyyy!”

She grabbed my ass again and buried her face inside of my pussy. Once I started coming, I couldn’t stop coming. I had multiple orgasms back to back. They left me drained but still anxious for more. Her mouth never got tired and she never stopped tasting, groping, and fingering me. She moved from my mouth, to my titties, to my ass, back to my pussy; then finally stayed on the pussy. She couldn’t get enough of it or me and it was wonderful. And I was getting it all on video. I couldn’t wait to watch it.

​Forty-five minutes came and went and no Lester. I guess he read my mind and stayed away. The phone didn’t even ring with him giving me the proverbial ‘I have to work over-time, they don’t have enough guys here to cover the shift’, lie. I didn’t give a rat’s ass. My only hope was that he wouldn’t come home and catch us. As much as the thought of him seeing Wendy ram her face in my pussy thrilled me, I was no dummy. My fiancé had a sawed-off shotgun AND a 45 caliber. He would blow us both away if he caught us, his cheating activities be damned. He could do whatever the hell he wanted, but his woman better the hell not.

I roughly shook my head and erased Lester from my thoughts. He would get home when he got home. I wasn’t going to worry about it. If he came and Wendy’s face was in my pussy or her fake dick was plunging me from the back, I’d just hide her in my closet until he left out again. This was a Friday. He never stayed home on Fridays. Ever. Hopefully today wouldn’t be the first time he did.

My eyes stayed trained on Wendy as she continued to attack my pussy. I was moving so much I almost dropped the phone several times, but I kept it focused on her head. I couldn’t wait to watch that shit later. 



Eatin’ It
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“Suck.”

Followed her orders, I sucked softly, running my tongue around the tip. She bit her lip and removed her finger from my mouth and spit on it, before inserting a finger from her other hand in my mouth. I sucked that one and she removed it and spit on it too. She then put both wet fingers to my nipples and tweaked them.

“Mmmmm,” I moaned, closing my eyes and arching to her touch.

I felt her full lips covering my breasts. I gasped loudly and looked down at her. She watched me as she sucked my titties. She put her hand to my pussy and massaged me again through my silk panties. Who knew being touched through your panties could feel so damn good?

My hips moved ardently against her hand and I held my titties to her mouth as she sucked, kissed, and licked them, I glanced over at Howard. He was holding the camera with one hand and stroking himself with the other. The sight of him touching himself while she touched me and kissed me turned me on in ways I could’ve never imagined. It was beyond erotic. And I was loving it. At that moment I was the luckiest woman in the world. I had been mad at my husband when he first told me what was going on, now I couldn’t wait until she left so I could fuck the shit out of him in thanks.

I looked back at her and became lost in the vision of her trying to greedily fit my whole fat titty in her mouth. On second thought, I never wanted the fucking night to end.

Having my titties sucked had never turned me on so much. No harm no fowl but my husband was decidedly lacking in the four-play department. It was always suck the left titty, suck the right titty, finger my pussy for half a minute; eat the pussy until I came, stick the dick in, stroke for five or ten minutes, game over. It wasn’t bad or awful; just wasn’t always satisfying. But this. This was something else entirely.

My mouth dropped open and my eyes closed as I listened to her sucking on my titties. I was trembling so hard I feared I’d pass out. That shit felt so good. So damn good. Better than I thought it would. Titty sucking is a skill and not everyone has it. This woman definitely had it.

I placed my hands behind me on the bed and rotated my body in rotation with her mouth. Small noises of pleasure and desire escaped my throat. I wanted to suppress them, but it felt so good I couldn’t.

Brandy opened her mouth wide, grabbed both of my titties in her hands and smuggled her face in my chest and motorboated me. She did that for several minutes, driving me out of my already insane mind. I looked at her in surprise as she started sucking my titties again and moving them in, out, and around and around with her hands and mouth. She was sucking them with wild abandon and moaning under her breath like she was in pain.

“I love these titties,” she rasped as she licked them from top to bottom. I swear she had the prettiest tongue in the world. She slapped my tits together and licked both nipples at random before slapping them together again. “Fucking love these titties! Mmmmmmm!”

She was sucking and kissing them so hard I thought she was going to suck the skin off them. My pussy was so wet by now I feared it would drown the entire hotel.

I squirmed beneath her touch. “Touch my pussy. Touch my pussy please.”

“I am touching your pussy.”

“No not like that. My panties. Go beneath my panties. Take them off. Take them off now.”

“Yes ma-ma. Let’s see what this fat pussy looks like. “

She pulled away from my titty leaving a long line of drool. That shit turned me on in a primitive way.

She hooked her thumbs in my panties and teasingly pulled them down. Her teeth sunk into her bottom lip hard as she eyed my neatly trimmed black bush.

“Mmmmm…” she grunted.

“You like her pussy baby girl?” Howard asked.

“Yesssssss,” she hissed. She put her hands to my pussy and parted the thick lips. She moaned again, eyeing my slippery pink folds. “It’s so pretty. Your pussy’s so pretty.”

I moved against her, feeling impatient and amorous.

I held my breath as she stuck her finger inside of me, moved it around, withdrew it, and loudly sucked, looking into my eyes. She did it a few more times, driving me mad. She licked her lips and grinned appreciatively, showing off adorable dimples. I threaded my fingers in her wild curly hair and pulled her to my lips, kissing her feverishly, enjoying the sweet taste of my nectar on her full lips.

She pulled away from me and gave me a devilish grin. “Remember who’s supposed to be in charge beautiful.”

She pushed me on the bed hard and threw both of my legs over her shoulders. I grabbed the pillows behind my head and sunk my nails in them, steeling myself for the deliciousness I knew was coming.

Brandy parted me open with the palms of both hands and stuck her tongue out, licking me softly.

My hips jerked. My body involuntarily twitched. My entire body trembled with ferocious need as her long, wet, and thick tongue, licked me slowly and tenderly, the lustful sounds of my juices feeling the room

“Holy fuck that looks so good,” Howard screeched. “Baby you look so beautiful.”

I turned my head and looked over at him. Our eyes held one another as Brandy continued gently eating my flesh. The love and desire I saw in his eyes as he watched this sultry, beautiful woman making love to me made my soul tingle. It was the sexiest adult experience I had ever had in my life and I had been around. Nothing would ever top this moment. Nothing.

“Does that feel good baby?” he asked me.

I mutely nodded, struggling to breath.

“I though I told you to shut the fuck up,” Brandy crossly barked, not moving from between my legs, her eyes glowering at his interruption.

“Sorry.”

Turning her attention back to me she whispered, “Look at me. I want your eyes on me, not him. I’m making you feel good. I’m eating this pussy. Focus on me and only me.”

“You like the way I’m eating your wife’s pussy Howard?” she teased to him, breaking her own rule. “Speak.”

“Yes. Fuck yes I do.”

“You wish you were fucking her right now, don’t you?”

“Yes. I wish I was fucking her so hard.”

Brandy narrowly looked over at him as she flicked her tongue wildly against my clit. She sucked it hard and flicked it again. I squeezed the sheets with my fingers, my head lolling back and forth on the bed. I was so gone.

“Is your dick hard watching me eat your wife’s pussy?” she asked Howard. I now knew her game. It was all about control. She liked being in control. Relished in it. She got off on knowing that she was. Her brazen confidence made her even more attractive to me.

“I asked you a question Howard,” she sneered. “I said, is your dick hard?”

“My dick is so hard. So, fucking hard.”

I was about to come undone at their words. I fought the inevitable with everything I had but it was hard. Between her tongue slurping me, her fingers probing me, and her and Howard’s back and forth aggressive banter, I couldn’t take it.

“Brandy,” I groaned. “I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum. I’m going to cu-muumuu-ummmm…”

A scream erupted from me as my entire body tensed up then exploded in rapid succession. And that’s when Brandy really went to town on my pussy. Before, she was gentle now she was a ferocious beast. 

Sounds human and animalistic rained from my lips as I sat up on my elbows and watched her attack my pussy with fervor. I threw my legs up in the air and spread them wide. I wanted her face and nose up in my pussy as far as she could push them. And push them she did. I was surprised she could breathe with the way her nose was snuggled in my pussy.

Brandy moaned with encouragement as I moved my hips and grinded my pussy against her face. I placed my hands at the top of my pussy and spread my lips for her, calling her name and swearing viciously in the same breath. So many years I’d heard women were better at eating pussy than men and now I had proof. My fantasies were coming true in ways I had never expected or imagined. This was better than anything I had ever dreamed of or thought about. I had known this woman only an hour and she was having her way with me like I was hers and had always been hers.

The fact that she was a stranger and my husband was watching added to the allure and excitement. I almost forgot Howard was in the room until I heard the unmistakable sound of the breathless grunt he always emitted during sex suffocating the amorous sounds in the room. He had jerked himself to orgasm and the thought of how turned on we’d made him turned me on that much more. But I couldn’t look at him right now. I couldn’t take my eyes off Brandy. And she couldn’t take her eyes off me.


Being Neighborly

unpublished

I was hanging out on the front balcony I shared with my neighbors on the third floor, when the woman whose apartment was right next to me and my fiancé’s, came out of her apartment and stared at me standing there. I knew she was checking me out. She always did. I had on a flowing sunflower designed summer dress that went down to my feet, but it fit my curves and left very little to the imagination.

I had an affinity for lesbians, but I was always too shy to make a move. She was the only one who had been in close proximity to me. But I was a girly girl, and I liked being pursued. I never liked making the first move. There was no thrill in that for me. If someone wanted me, I wanted them to try to come get it. She had been slow about doing that for a while now, and it was honestly grating on my nerves. By the way she was standing there looking at me, it looked like my moment of truth had arrived.

I secretly smiled when she walked over to me and stood close to me. “What’s up Tanya?”

I looked straight ahead and wiggled my bare toes on the hardwood surface of the balcony. “Storm.”

“Is your man home?”

“No,” I answered a little too quickly. “He’s at work.” I looked over at her with my eyebrow raised. “Is your girl home?”

“No. My girl ain’t home either.”

I took note of Storm’s simple white wife-beater shirt, low-slung shorts, and black Nike socks. I stared into her eyes and tried not to look impressed. Storm was cute, no doubt, with a slim body, hooded light-brown eyes, and shoulder-length dreads. She kind of looked like a guy, and I liked that. It made the idea of hooking up with her all the more appetizing. Two for the price of one.

I cringed when she stood behind me and slowly pulled up my dress. I looked around and hoped no one could see her. Last thing we needed was her girl and my man finding out and murdering us before we had a real chance to satisfy our curiosity.

I wanted Storm to do whatever she wanted to do to me while we had the chance. I had been wanting her mouth on me for quite a while. Still, I played coy.

I ignored my throbbing pussy and attempted to move away from her. She held me in place by my waist and pressed up against me from the back. I silently moaned.

“Why don’t you come in my place for a minute?”

I swallowed. “For what?”

She eased her hand beneath my dress and played with my throbbing nub.

“Wh-What are you doing?” I panted, resisting the urge to move against her finger.

“Giving you what you want. What you’ve been begging me for with your eyes since I moved in here with my girl three months ago.”

I wiggled and tried to move away from her, but she held me in place. I was really anxious that someone would see us, but our surrounding area, including our floor, was completely unpopulated.

“I don’t want that,” I said, closing my eyes to the sensations her finger was stirring inside of me. “I don’t like girls.”

Her hot breath tickled my ear as she whispered, “You don’t have to like girls to enjoy what they do.”

“Stop,” I unconvincingly demanded.

I gasped as she stuck her finger deep inside me and yanked me around to the outside of her apartment door to press me against it. “No. You need to stop denying me and yourself and let me give you what you want. What I want.”

She licked the shell of my ear, and I visibly shivered.

“I don’t want it.”

“Then why are you letting me play in it? Why aren’t you wearing panties?”

I swallowed as she teasingly ran her fingers through the coarse hair on my pussy. “I never wear panties.”

“That’s good to know. You waste too much time trying to take them off.”

She turned the knob of her door and walked me forward into her apartment. She kicked the door closed with her foot and turned to press my back against it. She held me by my arms and hovered her mouth above mine. “You know you want me to eat that pussy,” she whispered.

Her mouth came crashing down on mine, and I was helpless to do anything but let her kiss me and whatever else she wanted to do. I was down. Shit. Fuck the dumb shit. I wanted to experience this alpha female.

“Kiss me,” she growled against my lips.

I opened my mouth to her and gave it up. I stood limp against the door while we slowly kissed. The kiss was long and noisy. So goddamn sexy. My pussy was so wet I was convinced if I squeezed my pussy muscles, liquid would ooze down to the floor.

Storm began rubbing on my tits and ass and worked her way beneath my dress to get back to my pussy.

“Mmm,” I deeply moaned.

“That pussy nice and wet for me baby?” She put her finger inside me and growled. My knees trembled at the electric heat of her touch, and I almost collapsed. “Indeed, I’d say it is.”

She turned my back to the door, lifted my dress over my head, and tossed it to the floor. She immediately grabbed my swollen breasts and started greedily sucking them.

“Ohhhhhhh,” I groaned, staring down at her tongue on my tits.

“Pretty, big ass titties,” she groaned, rubbing them in circles. She kissed them all over and sucked them again. “I knew they’d be pretty.”

“That feels so good.”

“You like that?”

“Yes.”

“You want some more?”

“Yes.”

Storm squeezed my breasts together and ran her tongue across my nipples; then inhaled my breasts, sucking them loudly. She kissed her way down my stomach, to my pussy.

“Nice,” she whispered, breathing her hot breath on my pussy. She put her hands on either side of my pussy and deviously looked up at me. “Nice and fat. Just like I like it.” She kissed my pussy loud and my knees almost gave way again.

“Damn, you got a nice bit of hair down here.”

I turned dark red. My man was always teasing me about my pussy hair. I liked it though.

“Sorry,” I said.

“Are you kidding? I fucking love bush.” She combed her fingers through my thick hair below and kissed my pussy again, trailing her tongue through it.

“Ohhhhh,” I sighed.

She parted me with her fingers and drove her tongue into my silken walls. This time, my legs did give way and I slid down the door, crying out. Without missing a beat, she kept her face to my pussy, hunched me over her face, and backed up to the couch. I slapped my hands down on the sofa cushions and let loose a startled cry of pleasure when she nudged my legs open wider with her shoulder and kept licking my pussy with wild enthusiasm. The top half of my body was hunched over her head, which was leaned back against the couch. The bottom half of me managed to stay upright, which was no easy feat. That woman was going at my pussy like it was a piece of sweet potato pie. She moaned with each naughty flick of her tongue. She opened and closed my ass cheeks against her tongue with each movement. The combination felt insatiable.

“Goddam, you’re delicious,” she sighed. “Jesus.”

I was too turned on to respond. My eyes were closed, and I was allowing her to move my body against her tongue in any way she wanted. The sound of my quivering breaths mixed with her deep moans set my skin aflame. I was vaguely aware of where we were and the fact that either one of our significant others could come home and catch us, ending it all, but the forbidden aspect of our adultery heightened the intensity of everything going on.

“Uh,” I softly cried out. “Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh. Uuhhhhh. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes.”

“You like the way I’m eating your pussy baby?”

“Oh Storm. Storm.”

She started eating my pussy faster and louder, her lips making obscene slurping and sucking noises. She put two fingers in me and swiftly moved them in and out of my pussy in formation with her tongue.

“Oh my God!” I screamed, collapsing against the sofa.

Storm turned to me and pushed my knees down on the sofa. She hiked my ass high up in the air and resumed munching and fingering. I held on to the back of the sofa and kept screaming, lost in the assault of this sexy ass stud and her wicked and wild tongue. The walls at the complex were very thin, so I knew someone probably heard me screaming. I just hoped it wasn’t my man or her woman.

She moved my body back and forth with her free hand and I reached back to thread my fingers in her auburn-dyed lochs. I assisted with moving my body and smushed her face deeper in my pussy.

“Eat it Storm. Eat it. Eat my pussy.”

“Mm-hmmmmmmm…”

“Eat that pussy. Yes, just like that.”

She slapped me hard on the ass, and I yelped, then smiled, enjoying her aggression.

“I always knew your ass was nasty,” she teased.

She wiggled her tongue deep in my pussy, and I opened my legs wider. I wanted her to eat my pussy for as long as possible. I kept praying her girl wouldn’t come home any time soon, because I didn’t want her to stop. Who knew being with another woman would be so delicious? And she looked and acted like a dude so that only enhanced my pleasure. Two for the price of one.

“I want to take you to our bed,” she muttered, standing up and pulling me with her.

We loudly French-kissed all the way to the bedroom. Once inside, she backed me to their rumpled queen-sized bed and lay her slim body on top of me, still glued to my lips. It didn’t even bother me that we weren’t lying on clean sheets or that they might’ve been on it doing the same things earlier. I was so far gone I didn’t even care. I just wanted her to make me cum. And then cum again and again.

I didn’t even know I wanted it until I wanted it. Until she was face deep and nose deep in it.

I broke our kiss and heatedly looked into her eyes, running my fingers through her lochs. “Eat my pussy some more.”

She crookedly smiled at me and kissed her way down my body, savoring the smell and softness of my skin. She nudged her nose in my pussy and shouldered my legs open. I complied with my hands still tangled in her hair. I kept them there and watched as she resumed slurping and snacking on my pussy. The sounds of my cries turned me on, but not as much as her deep moans and sexy talk.

“Your face looks so good in my pussy,” I murmured breathlessly.

I tightly held her face to my pussy, recklessly pumping it.

“Mmm hmmm,” she coaxed me, gulping down my juices like they were made of fruit juice.  “Mmm hmm. Mmmmmmm hmm.”

My legs trembled, and my eyes shot open. I stared up at the ceiling wide-eyed, seeing nothing and feeling everything. “Oh my god, yes. Right there. Right therrrrrrre. Yes, right there. Right there! Don’t you goddamn move! I’m going to come!”

“That’s right come for me. Come for me sexy. Come in my mouth.”

She stuck four of her fingers inside me, and I erupted like goddamn Niagara Falls.

“OHHHHHHHHHHHH SHIIIIIITTTTTTT! OHHHHHHHHH SHIIIIIIITTTT! STORRRRRMMMMMM!”

Storm laughed wickedly and kept right on finger-fucking me into oblivion, her tongue all over the place, sucking and eating up everything that wasn’t tied down. She latched on to my clit and firmly sucked it, darting her tongue against it as she did. My body shook so hard I feared I was having a seizure. Words and phrases I had never uttered before in life came pouring out of me like someone having an exorcism. I don’t know what the hell I was saying; I just know it wasn’t English.

Damnit, this was better than any fantasy I’d ever had about her or any woman. My fantasies had never been this vivid. I wanted her to eat my pussy until it disappeared. I wanted her face in my pussy every day until the Earth ended. I wanted to sit on her face until she suffocated. I wanted…

We both froze and gasped when we heard the front door open. We looked at one another in horror. Her girl was home. Damnit!

Two grown women had never moved so fast. Storm grabbed me off that bad so quick it was like I levitated into the air. She shoved me in the closet and slammed the door, swearing. I crotched down beneath the hordes of clothes hanging down and scattered about, my heart beating wildly in my chest with a mixture of sexual adrenaline and fear.

“Stay still and don’t say a fucking word,” I heard her harshly whisper through the door. “I’ll get rid of her as soon as I can.”

I held my breath and stayed quiet. I didn’t know how long I had to stay in that closet, and I didn’t care, just as long as we weren’t caught. I was sure she would think of a creative way to distract her girl and get me out of there. But then… Armageddon.

“STORM!” I heard her girl scream from the front room. “Whose goddamn dress and panties are these in the living-room?!”


My Bestie’s Girl

Unpublished (in the works)

“I have never tasted anything so good in my damn life.”

Make her stop. Get her off you. Take her hands off your waist. Move her head from between your legs. You know this is wrong. This is your best friend’s girlfriend. You shouldn’t be doing this. You shouldn’t let her be doing this. Make her stop!

“Look at me Brittany. Watch me. Watch me eat your pussy.”

Despite herself, Brittany looked down between her widely spread legs and stared in amazement at Jean’s mouth and tongue demolishing her pussy. Jean was her best friend Sharon’s girlfriend. They had been together for only six months. She had never approved of their relationship. She detested it. Thought both of them were disgusting and going to hell. She stayed friends with Sharon despite her misgivings about them because she wanted to be there when Jean broke her heart. Instead, she had allowed herself to be seduced by Jean. Well, not really.

The thunderstorm was the worst thing that could’ve happened. She’d come over to their house to return the key they’d given her to housesit and take care of their three dogs while they were out of town and she got stuck in a torrential downpour. Both ladies insisted she spend the night instead of driving across town to her apartment in the dangerous weather. Stupidly, she’d agreed and slept on the couch.

The couch was where she was when Jean came to her in the middle of the night. The couch was where she was when Jean slipped her panties off whiles he slept. The couch was where she was when Jean spread her open and started soundly eating her pussy, rousing her awake from a restless sleep.

At first, all she could do was numbly stare at her. She thought she was dreaming at first. But then she started to feel it. The thrills. The tingles. The throbbing. The fireworks. The electricity. The flames.

Her pussy was beyond wet. Her skin felt like it was on fire. She felt herself subtlety moving. Her hips began winding. Light moans and cries of pleasure oozed from her mouth. Her hands went to Jean’s tight afro curls and she ran her fingers through them. Her mouth dropped open in pleasure; her eyes closed. Holy shit. Had this been what the big fuss was all about? Why Sharon had turned from straight to gay? Was it this woman’s amazing mouth and the things she could do with it and her tongue? The charge that radiated from her fingers as she raked her hands and nails over Brittany’s large breasts?

“Ohhhhh,” Brittany cooed. “Ohhhhhh. Oooooo. Oh my God. My God. That feels so good. Oh Jean. Jean…”

Was that her voice she heard? Was she really allowing this woman to do these things to her? This went against everything she believed in. Everything she’d been taught. She wanted to stop her. Needed to stop her. But it felt too good. Too damn good.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp. Smack. Smack. Slurp.

She ate her pussy like it tasted as good as she said it did. The sound effects of Jean’s mouth on her made her feel wild and out of control. It made her appreciate the fact that she had a pussy; that she had big titties and a fat ass that Jean couldn’t stop touching and stroking. Her hands on her body almost felt like torture.

Jean’s hands were literally all over her, massaging and kneading her skin like dough in sensuous circles and strokes.

“I love your body so much,” she whispered into Brittany’s super wet flesh. “I wanted to eat your pussy the moment I saw you. I wanted to suck these perfect titties.”

She kissed her way up to Brittany’s titties and grabbed them, shoving them in her mouth. “These beautiful, ridiculously large titties. Oh my God, they’re so big and juicy and lovely.”

She pulled Brittany’s nipples with her teeth and rapidly flicked her tongue against them; then wildly circled her areolas before sucking her nipples hard. Brittany lay there motionless, just watching. The sight of Jean’s mouth on her titties was so sexy it was painful. Her pussy throbbed unmercifully at the maximum pleasure this masculine older woman was inflicting on her body. Jean was at least twenty-five years older than both she and Sharon. That was one of the reasons she hadn’t liked her. She thought she was taking advantage of her friend. With the way she fucked a woman’s body, who wouldn’t want her to take advantage?

She didn’t know she was getting too loud until Jean tapped her on the ass and whispered, “You’re going to have to keep your voice down. She’s going to hear you.”

“I can’t help it,” Brittany whined, arching to Jean’s punishable mouth on her size J globes. “It feels too good.”

“Never thought you’d like a woman fucking you, did you?”

“I like you fucking me Jean. This feels amazing. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

Jean pinched her nipples and licked the skin beneath her tits before plunging her breasts in her mouth again, going back and forth between them like a savage, showing them no mercy.

“Yes Jean, yes! Just like that. Just like that. Suck my titties. Suck them.”

She bumped her pussy against Jean’s still fully clothed body.

“Finger my pussy,” she begged. “Put your finger in me please.”

Relishing in her unraveling, Jean eased her hand down between Brittany’s trembling legs to her piping hot center. Brittany gasped and her body jolted when

Jean put two of her fingers inside of her and began thrusting. Her tongue winded round and round Brittany’s titties as she finger-fucked her in quick, deep strokes.

“Oh! My God!”

“Shhh!”

“I can’t help it. Keep doing that. Yes, Jesus, yes! Like that Jean!”

Brittany thrashed about on the couch, finding it hard to keep still or breathe. Jean’s fingers fucked her with a rage that was almost frightening. She fucked her pussy like it had no end. The screams coming from Brittany just urged her on.

“You like me playing in this wet pussy don’t you Britt?”

“I love it! I love it so much!”

“Open your legs wider. Spread ‘em wide. Yeah, like that.”

Brittany’s head aimlessly moved back and forth on her pillow. “Jean… Jean…”

Jean leaned up to Brittany’s ear and growled, “You want me to put my tongue back in this good pussy baby?”

“Yes, yes, yes please! Eat my pussy again please!”

Jean smacked her hard on the ass. “Sit on my goddamn face.”

Jean moved to switch places with her, and Brittany scrambled to climb atop the older woman’s thicker and wider body. She situated her pussy directly above Jean’s mouth and suppressed a scream when Jean started nastily eating her pussy again. She rode Jean’s face like a cowgirl, bucking her hips and winding her pussy tightly against her face. She grabbed her titties and held them, bouncing them as she bounced. She could hear Jean breathing. It was hard and heavy, and it spurred her on. She put her hands to her pussy and held it, staring down at Jean’s wildly shaking head between her legs. She felt the orgasm deep in her core, in her soul, and when it finally released, it felt so good she couldn’t make one sound. Quiet tears just streamed down her face.

She kept riding. She rode Jean’s face like she had lost her mind. She didn’t care if her cries woke Sharon up. Sharon needed to see. Sharon needed to see the disrespectful things her girlfriend was doing to her best friend’s body. Maybe it would encourage her to leave and Brittany could have this goodness for herself. Damn. She had really lost her mind over some good head. Women this good were dangerous. And she wanted it all for herself.


Intrigued by these sexy stories and want to read more? Head on over to my Kindle store and download or purchase the full stories. Want to be alerted when my new releases come out? Follow me now on my Author’s Page on Amazon. Hot and sexy girls with naughty tales to tell are waiting on you!   RJ

OEBPS/image_rsrcGV.jpg
OF BLACK LESBIAN

EROTICA
BY RACHEL JORDAN






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		BLACK PUDDING

		Eat My Wife

		She Want Me

		My Dirty Little Secrets

		Eatin’ It

		Being Neighborly

		My Bestie’s Girl




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59






