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Fat Cat

“I can see your cat.”

“You got a fat cat.”

That was how it started. Fatima Richardson was 67 years old to Ari’s 30. But she had been wide open and flirting with the 30 years plus younger woman since the first day Ari started at the call center where they worked. She would tease Ari all the time, calling her Fat Cat.

“What’s up Fat Cat,” she’d teasingly say, staring openly at her crotch. “Fat Cat. Fat Cat.”

Ari had fat pussy problems and she didn’t mind putting them on display at work. She wore light-colored leggings every day and they prominently showed off her fat print. Men would stare but not say anything. Other women hated in silence and didn’t speak to her. Fatima didn’t care. Ari found that very intriguing. It amazed her that someone her grandmother’s age would have the gall and confidence to flirt with her. Ms. Richardson’s confidence and swagger was breath-taking. She was on Ari like white on rice every day and it had been that way for the entire month they’d been working together.

Ari wouldn’t get offended. She’d just laugh and brush her off. Then one day, she decided to tease Ms. Richardson back.

“Why do you call me Fat Cat?” she innocently asked when they were alone in the break room.

Fatima took a large bite of her apple and pointed her eyes down to Ari’s crotch. “You know why,” she said with a wink.

She and Ari started talking a little more day by day and were soon taking their breaks together, talking about this and that. Ari would talk about her long-term boyfriend and how bored she’d become with their relationship and Fatima would listen attentively, offering advice like an older wiser person would. Then one day she dropped a bombshell. She admitted she was an ordained minister of a small church, but she confessed that she like pussy.

“I’m a minister that likes eating pussy,” she dismissively said with a small shrug.

Ari felt the salad she was eating get stuck in her throat. Surely, she couldn’t have heard the older woman right. But she repeated it when asked and let it be known she had no shame about it. She also admitted she had a long-term love, but they’d been sleeping in separate rooms for years. They’d lost the spark, she’d said. She admitted she had cheated on her woman in the past but was currently trying to be good.

“But you and that fat cat are making it hard,” she teased, flicking her tongue up and down and winking.

Ari just blushed, giggled, and waved her off. She always waved her off. But she was also intrigued. And very curious.

As the weeks wore on, Fatima became bolder in her approach to Ari and her conversation.

“Your man eat your cat?” she bluntly asked Ari one day when they were having lunch.

Ari chocked on the yogurt she was eating and incredulously looked over at Fatima. “Old lady…”

“You got one more time to come me old lady,” Fatima said, pointing her finger. “Ain’t shit old about me but my age. I can hang with the best of them. Especially the young ladies.” She winked at Ari and grinned widely. Ari was always relieved when Fatima smiled that she still had all her teeth. Least, she thought they were her real teeth.

“Sure you can,” Ari drawled, smoothing down her naturally curly hair. “And in answer to your question, none of your business.”

“So, he don’t eat it?”

Ari rolled her eyes and sighed. “Why you wanna know?”

“Because as fine and shapely as you are, that man’s face should be smothered between your legs every night.”

Ari subtlety squeezed her thighs together. Sometimes Fatima’s sexually suggestive conversation turned her on more than she wanted to admit. Fatima’s eyes lingered on her; then smoothly moved down to her ample chest.

“And God knows he should be sucking on those melons every night.” She shifted in her seat and folded her arms. She directly looked at Ari. “I love sucking titties. Especially the big ones. Did I tell you that?”

Moisture spooned Ari’s panties. She cleared her throat and took another bite of her yogurt. She felt ashamed. “Good for you.”

“Does he eat that cat?”

Ari pointed her eyes at the old woman and wrinkled her nose. “Yes, okay? Yes, he does!”

Fatima tilted her head and narrowed her eyes. “How often he eat it?”

“Often enough.”

“Is he good at it?”

“Phenomenal.” It was actually the truth. The sad part was, he didn’t do it enough. Ari could have her pussy eaten several times a day but unfortunately her boyfriend Skee only did it once or twice a week.

“I bet he’s not as good as me,” Fatima said, sucking her teeth. She cut her eyes at Ari. Ari only shrugged. “I have women climbing the walls and screaming.”

Ari smirked. “Good for you. Can I have one of your fries?” She was dying to change the subject and luckily Fatima let it drop and started talking about something else. But she had Ari curious as hell.

Week three, Fatima just came out and asked, “When do you plan on giving me some of that cat?”

“Why do you keep calling it a cat?” Ari asked, annoyed.

Fatima indifferently shrugged. “It’s an old school term. Pussy. Cat. It’s all the same.” She leaned across the lunch table and intensely stared at Ari. “So, you gone give me some?”

“Your use of the English language is horrible,” Ari said, taking a bite of her sandwich. A sandwich that her boyfriend had made that morning after fucking her silly. He didn’t eat the pussy though. And Fatima was making the thought very appetizing.

“You gonna answer me?”

Ari sweetly smiled and shook her head, her blondish brown curls dangling in her eyes. “Nope.”

Fatima sucked her teeth and leaned back in her chair. “You are. You just don’t know it yet.”

“Whatever.”

The very next day…

“You gone let me eat that cat?”

“Nope.”

Fatima bragged more about how good she could eat pussy and that Ari needed to give her a chance and see for herself. But Ari kept saying no.

“You know I could report you for sexual harassment, right?” Ari asked after Fatima had followed her in the bathroom one evening and asked for the pussy again.

Fatima leaned against the bathroom counter and crossed her arms. “You could but you won’t. Because you’re curious. I’m wearing you down. I can tell.”

“Whatever.” Fatima pushed past her and began washing her hands. She ignored the image of Fatima ogling her ample ass in the mirror. “What makes you think I would get with someone as old as you anyway?”

“’Age ain’t nothing but a number, going down ain’t nothing but a thang’,” Fatima sang off key, snapping her fingers.

“Jesus Christ,” Ari said with a hard eyeroll. “How do you even know that song?”

Fatima didn’t answer her, so she looked up at her reflection again and felt a surge go through her when she saw the strange woman admiring her breasts. She was wearing a low-cut shirt and it complimented her size H breasts perfectly.

“Ms. Richardson, do you mind?”

“For God’s sakes, would you stop calling me that? We’ve known one another almost a month now. Call me Fatima.” She tucked a stray curl from Ari’s wild hair behind her ear. “I love your hair. And your breasts… I’ve never sucked breasts as big as yours before.”

Ari dried her hands with a paper towel and headed for the door. “Lunch is over. See you on the floor.”

“You’ll be begging me to eat that cat before it’s all over with!” Fatima called after her.

Ari struggled. Curiosity was starting to win but she was also skeptical. How could someone as old as Fatima eat pussy good? Could she live up to the hype? Could she really have her climbing the walls? She soon fucked around and found out. She waited until the end of the month to finally give in and tell Fatima she was down. She wanted to see if she lived up to her own hype.

Next time Fatima broached the subject and asked about eating the cat, Ari looked her square in the eyes and said, “When you want it?”

Fatima’s eyes almost bugged out of her head. “Seriously?”

Ari didn’t blink. “Yes.”

“Shit. Right now.”

“That’s not possible. We’re at work.”

“This weekend? You have plans?”

“I guess now I do.”

“What about your man?”

“What about your woman?”

“She’s out of town visiting family.”

“He works third shift.”

“Well, that’s goddamn perfect.”

“I’m not doing it at my house.”

“We can do it at mine. I have a nice king size bed. With columns. I can spread you out good and wide or stand you up in front of the mirror while you hold on to the columns and watch.”

A huge tingle shot through Ari’s lower region. She quietly studied the older woman for a minute. Fatima wasn’t a bad looking woman for her age. She was brown skinned with hair that fell all the way down her back, and she was pretty by pretty standards. Not strikingly gorgeous but not ugly either. She’d told Ari her fine hair came from her Native American grandmother. Sometimes Ari thought about running her fingers through it while Fatima did her business between her legs. Fatima wasn’t overweight but she was plus sized with a pudgy stomach like a lot of women. She wasn’t the worst looking woman she could sleep with.

She gave Fatima a dazzling smile and crossed her legs. She quietly enjoyed the way Fatima’s eyes zeroed in on them. Fatima always talked about her thick calves and thighs.

“Well, I guess you’re finally going to eat this cat Ms. Richardson,” she teasingly said, winking at her.

Fatima looked like she was going to melt off of her chair. “You’re going to love what I do to that cat. I promise you.”

They chose Saturday night. It couldn’t come fast enough. Fatima had told her to wear something sexy and revealing, even though she wouldn’t be wearing it long. Ari chose to wear a solid black bandage cutout dress with a plunging neckline and backline at the ass. She wore sky high heels and wore her shoulder-length naturally curly hair wet and wild. For underwear, she chose a strapless satin push up bra with G-string black satin panties. Her panties were drenching by the time she arrived at Fatima’s modest sized ranch style house.

Fatima’s eyes lit up with wild desire when she opened the door and saw her standing there.

“Well, hello sexy,” she drawled, running her eyes over the 30 years younger woman.

“Hey,” Ari said with her head down, uncharacteristically shy.

“You look good enough to eat. And eat like a savage is what I’m going to do. Get your sexy ass in here.”

Ari switched her pretty little ass inside Fatima’s front foyer and allowed the old lady to lead her towards the back of the house. Her heart rate had kicked up several notches in anticipation of what was to come. She couldn’t wait to see how well Fatima ate her pussy.

Ms. Richardson took her inside a sparsely decorated bedroom with just a bed, dresser, and television on a nightstand. Ari assumed that was the room she slept in while her and her partner were going through whatever. She expectantly looked at her when she paused in front of the bed and turned towards her, facing her.

“I’m not going to waste time talking or trying to get you to relax,” Fatima pointedly said. “That’s not my style.”

She agreeably nodded. She inhaled and exhaled, fighting nerves. “That’s fine.”

Ari slightly stiffened when Fatima put her hands on her shoulders and pulled her towards her, leaning in for a kiss. Oh God. Would this be weird? What was it going to be like kissing a 60 plus year old woman? Would falsies fall out of her mouth? Fatima always insisted her teeth were real, but some dentures were made so well you could never tell.

Her lips softly touched Ari’s and she was pleasantly surprised. The kiss wasn’t rushed or anxious; it was just gentle and sweet. To Ari’s surprise, it was also sensual. When Fatima slipped her tongue in her mouth, she didn’t stiffen or pull away. She allowed her co-worker to kiss her and she willingly kissed her back. It was a sexy French kiss; the perfect precursor to what Ari hoped was a wild night ahead.

It dragged on for several minutes. She wasn’t sure if she should touch her or not, but Fatima wasted no time running her hands all over Ari and taking her dress off.

“This is very nice,” Fatima began, “but I’m dying to see you naked. I want to see these titties.”

Ari’s breath caught in her throat at Fatima’s bold words. She wanted her to see them too. She unhooked the back of Ari’s bra and let it drop to the floor, exposing her triple-sized breasts.

“Lord have mercy,” she gasped, greedily taking them in with her eyes. “Mmph, mmph, mmph. These titties are amazing, as I knew they would be. And so pretty.”

She reached out and began slowly touching and caressing Ari, letting her fingers linger on her nipples. She twisted them and pulled on her whole titties. She ran her open palms over Ari’s large brown areolas. Ari stood there and let her fondle her, the moisture in her panties creating a downpour. She moaned and Fatima looked at her with fire in her eyes.

“Can I suck these big titties?”

Breathless, Ari nodded, biting her lip. Anxiousness squeezed her chest as she watched Fatima lean down and put her full lips to her globes. She firmly held them in her hands and kissed them softly, closing her eyes. She moaned and kissed them again. She flicked her tongue against her large nipples, and Ari pleasantly gasped. It felt so goddamn good. Fatima squeezed her tits and moved them around in circles, before kissing them again. She sucked them soundly, moaning loud. Ari’s mouth dropped open as she watched her, enjoying the sight of her tongue trailing round and round her sizable areolas.

She sucked them harder and squeezed them tighter, bunching them up. She ran her wet tongue all over Ari’s titties and nipples. The sound of wet mouth was so damn mesmerizing.

“Mmph, I love these big titties. I’ve been wanting to suck on these dig ole biddies for weeks. You have no idea how turned on I am right now.” She sucked them hard again, drawing a weak cry of pleasure from Ari’s lips. She looked up at her, smiling. “You like the way I suck these pretty titties sexy lady?”

Ari quietly nodded.

“Don’t get shy now sexy. Speak.”

“Yes Fatima. I love the way you suck my titties.”

“Hold them to my mouth so I can play with your ass.”

Ari did as she was told and reminded herself to breath as Fatima drifted her warm hands down to her buns and gripped them. She massaged them and slapped them, jiggling Ari’s wide hips up and down. Her lips greedily continuing sucking her big titties.

“Yes,” Ari gasped, closing my eyes and throwing her head back. “Yes.”

Fatima began slurping and Ari cried out again, moving her body against the old woman’s mouth. Fatima stuck her finger down the back of her G-string panties and played with her ass crack. Ari’s eyes widely opened, and she looked down at her in surprise. Fatima ran the tip of her finger in and out of Ari’s ass while she stayed glued to her slobbered-on tits. They were glistening from the moisture of her mouth and it looked so hot.

“Ms. Fatima,” Ari sighed with pleasure. “Ms. Richardson…”

“This young body is just perfect and beautiful Ari. Just fucking perfect and beautiful. I’ve never had anything so lovely in all my 67 years. Let me get a look at that cat.”

Now this was the moment Ari had been waiting for. Her legs became weak as Fatima sat her down on the bed and leaned her back, leaving her legs hanging over the side. Fatima sat beside her and put her hands to the thin panties, massaging her pussy on top of them.

“These are very nice.” She wickedly looked at Ari. “Did you wear these pretty panties just for me?”

“Yes, I did.”

“I love the way a nice fat cat looks in panties.” She leaned down and lengthily licked Ari’s panties.

The younger woman’s mouth opened wide as she watched her. “Uhhhhh…”

She put her fingers on either side of Ari’s pussy, squeezing the lips. “Look at that. Thing so fat I can barely get my fingers around it.” She used a finger from her other hand to trail it up and down her pussy while she held on to it. “Look at how wet your pussy is. It’s coming through your panties.”

“Mmmmm…”

“That thang is ready for my mouth, ain’t it? And I’m ready for it.”
 

She kissed Ari’s pussy on top of her panties repeatedly, smacking loud. “Goddamn, your cat smells good. Let me get these panties off so I can look at my fat cat.”

She fervently yanked Ari’s panties down her legs. Her brown eyes lit up with feverish lust when her pussy came into view. “Look at that pretty, hairy cat. Such pretty hair.” She ran her hand over the wavy bush, licking her lips. She looked at Ari. “Did I tell you how much I love hairy pussy?”

Ari wanted the old lady so bad she could barely speak. She just nodded, squirming with anticipation.

“You’re ready for me to eat this cat, ain’t you sweetie?”

“Yes Ms. Fatima. Please stop playing and eat it now.”

“Oh, I’m not playing gorgeous. I’m taking my time with this. We have all night and I’m going to take my time. Trust me, you’ll love every agonizing second of it.” She continued touching Ari’s pussy and squeezing it. “Damn, you have a pretty cat.”
 

“Can you call it pussy?”

Fatima’s eyes danced with mischief. “You want to hear me say pussy?”

“Yes, please.”

“You have a pretty pussy.” She leaned down and started kissing it again.

“Oh!” Ari cried out, opening her legs and exposing her juicy wetness.

Fatima whistled through her teeth when she saw the inside of the extremely wet cunt. “Look at that,” she huskily said, peering inside. She ran her finger all around her pussy and moved it in and out. “Look at how wet I made that pussy. And you didn’t think an old lady could turn you on?” She tsked and winked at Ari. She ran her hands up her thighs and spread them, holding court at the sides of her pussy. “You may have a man, but this is my pussy tonight cutie pie.”

“It’s yours Fatima,” Ari desperately whispered. “Take it. Take it, please.”

“Taking my time. Trust me, you’ll like it that way.” She kept running her finger in and out of her, watching it and practically salivating. Her tongue was literally hanging out. She was a bitch in heat for Ari’s pussy. Her pussy was making that delicious slushy sound good wet pussy makes and Fatima chuckled at the sound. “Listen to that cat talking to me. That cat wants me.” She moved her finger faster and Ari cried out, arching her hips up and down to match her co-worker’s movements. Fatima smacked the side of her ass and Ari yelped. She rubbed her ass and smacked it again, leaning down to her pussy to loudly smack it with her lips again while she continued to fuck her hard with her finger.

“Fatima,” Ari whined, near tears. “Fatimaaaaaaa….”

No one in her life had honestly made her feel this good. She loved having a pussy at that moment because it was bringing the old lady so much pleasure. She still couldn’t believe she had allowed a 60 plus year old woman from her job to seduce her. She couldn’t believe Fatima was so gifted at the art of seduction and touch. She couldn’t believe she could really back up all her shit talking. Most men didn’t live up to their own hype. But this broad…

Fatima looked up at Ari, her eyes heatedly zeroing in on her huge titties. “I want to suck your titties some more.”

She kissed her way up to Ari’s breasts and inhaled them, going back and forth, sucking, kissing, and licking them in a manner that only someone who truly loved titties could. Ari held them to Ms. Richardson’s mouth and watched her, granting her full access. She continued playing in her pussy while she fucked her titties with her mouth. The intoxicating sounds of Ari’s popping pussy and Fatima smacking and slurping on her tits had Ari’s body corded so tight with desire she feared the thrill of it all would make her pass out.

Momentarily, Fatima stopped playing in her pussy to massage and fondle her ass again. She stopped attacking her tits and pulled back, slapping the side of Ari’s ass. “Get on your knees,” she demanded. “I want to play with this ass.”

Ari quickly followed orders and grabbed the sheets, pressing her chest to the bed and poking her ass up in the air for Fatima’s groping pleasure. Fatima growled behind her and ran her hand over each cheek, smacking them hard. Ari bit her lip and held her position, almost embarrassed by the juices that oozed out of her at that moment. Fatima grabbed both ass cheeks with both hands and moved the meat of her ass up and down, slapping it again.

“Look at that shit,” she harshly whispered, watching the wrinkles in Ari’s ass ripple.

She moved the cheeks up and down again, enjoying the sight. She gripped them firmly and stuck her nose in the fat ass, deeply inhaling.

“Oh!” Ari cried out again.

“Look at this ass. Look at this whole fucking body.” She greedily ran her hands all over Ari. “No way in hell I wasn’t having my way with this young body.”

“Mmmmm,” Ari moaned, beyond turned on.

“I want to eat this ass.”

Ari felt Fatima’s tongue probing her opening, then felt it smoothly glide inside. She harshly moaned and rammed her tongue in and out of her ass, moaning with each lick. She rubbed the sides of Ari’s ass and smacked them; then reached beneath her to twist her nipples.

“Fatima,” Ari groaned, lying her head on the sheets.

She whipped her head back and forth; then ran her tongue around in circles in Ari’s ass. Ari heard her spit and felt it on her cheeks. She looked behind her and saw a long trail of spit dripping from Fatima’s lips to her ass. She did the same for the other cheek; then licked up her spit on both, alternately licking, sucking, and kissing her ass.

“Damn Fatima.”

Fatima rubbed her face against her ass, saying all kinds of dirty, shocking things to her. Ari could come just by how dirty she was talking to her. Fatima turned her over and opened Ari’s thighs with her palms, staring at her. Her eyes appreciatively ran over her new lover. Ari’s long, curly hair was splayed across the sheets, her big titties sat perfectly on her chest, defying gravity; her wide hips and thighs were spread out, dominating the bed. Her legs were still hanging over the bed.

“You really are a beautiful woman,” Fatima huskily said. “I just want to look at you for a minute before I inhale this pussy.”

Ari gave her a gorgeous, beguiling smile.

“Spread that pussy open for me. Spread that pretty hair on your pussy.”

Ari followed orders, proudly showing off her pretty pussy.

“Run your fingers through that hair.”

Ari breathlessly did as she was told, keeping her eyes on Fatima. She couldn’t believe this old woman had so much game and was turning her on. She hadn’t felt this sexually excited with her own boyfriend.

“I want you to hold it open just like that while I eat this cat.”

Fatima laid to the side of Ari on her stomach and held her thighs open. Ari held her breath and watched Fatima lower her head and begin tasting her. She audibly gasped and opened her mouth wide. To say it felt good was an understatement.

“Mmmmm,” Fatima said, licking her lips. She started tasting her again with urgency, sucking, licking, flicking, kissing and slurping.

“Ms. Richardson…”

“Damn,” she said, licking her lips again. “You taste even better than I thought you would.”

Numb from the sensation of this old lady’s mouth between her legs, Ari just laid there, held her pussy open and watched. Nothing had ever looked so sexy. She loved having her pussy eaten and loved it even more when the person doing it loved eating pussy and clearly, Fatima did. She put her face in Ari’s pussy, moaning like the devil she was. She winded her head and tongue round and round for minutes, before coming up for air. Ari’s legs trembled. She could hear herself breathing. Small and loud noises of pleasure traveled up her throat and out her mouth.

“Ahhhh,” she groaned. “Ahh. Ahh. Ahhhhhhhhh. Uh. Uhhhhh. Oh Ms. Fatima. Ms. Fatima that feels so good.”

“You like the way I’m eating this fat cat?”

“Oh my God, yessss. I love it, yes. You can eat some pussy. Damn.” She started munching faster and Ari pumped her hips. The groan it elicited from Fatima was long and nasty. “Damn, you can eat some pussy. Fuck. Oh Ms. Fatima, ohhhhhh…”

“You didn’t think an old lady could eat this cat this good, did you?” she wickedly laughed.

“Just don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

“Not on your young life. I’m keeping my face in this cat all night. It’s so juicy.” She ran her tongue all in Ari, her tongue making a sucking, popping noise as she did. “So juicy and so delicious. Goddamn.”

“Oh my Goooddd….”

“Damn, you got some good cat. This pussy is good!”

“Ahhhhh. Ahhhh. AHHHHH!”

Ms. Fatima put her hands beneath her Ari’s ass and pumped it up and down as she ate. Ari threw her head back and screamed.

“I’ve wanted to eat this pussy since the first moment I saw you, and I knew you would let me. I knew you were going to end up giving me this pussy. It was just a matter of time.”

Ari was paralyzed with pleasure and couldn’t even answer. She wanted to come but she didn’t want to come. She had never been multi-orgasmic in her life, and she was afraid if she came the moment would be over. She wanted to drag it out as long as she could.

Ari put her head up and looked down at her again, frowning with desire at Fatima’s face and tongue all up in her goodness. Her head fell back against the bed, before lifting up so she could look at her again.

Fatima inserted two of her long fingers inside Ari and that intensified everything.

“Ohhhhhh!” the younger woman screamed. “Oh! Oh! Oh! Hah! Hah! Oh yes! Oh fuck! Oh my God! Yes, eat it, yes! Eat that pussy!”

There was licking, sucking, slurping, and fingering going on in rapid succession and Ari was almost blinded by the sight. Her ears rang from the sound of her own screams, Fatima’s nasty moans, and the sounds of her greedy pussy enjoying Fatima’s fucking. She started kissing her cat over and over again, her lips making an obnoxious smacking sound. She did it slow and she did it fast, alternating the rhythm. Ari’s eyes rolled in the back of her head and stuck. She let go of her pussy and held on to Fatima’s head, holding her there. The nasty woman was still laying to the side of her and the jerking of her head going up and down with each kiss moved Ari’s thick body. Ari loved it. It felt so animalistic and out of control. It was perfect.

“Kiss that pussy baby. Kiss that pussy. Yes. Ahhh. Ahhhhh. Ahhhhh. Uh. Uhhhhhhh… Ms. Richardson… Ms. Richardson… Damn, you can eat some pussy. Shit.”

Fatima began tenderly sucking her clit, pulling it between her lips. She flicked her tongue against it fast; then drew it through her lips again. Ari’s eyes flew open, and she looked at her in shock. That shit felt so goddamn good…
 

“Holy shit,” she shrieked. “How the hell do you know how to eat pussy like this?”

Fatima looked up at her with her mouth covered in creamy juices and devilishly smiled. “Years of practice sweetie. And it’s easy when a cat is as fat and delicious as this one.” She resumed sucking Ari’s tender clit. Tears filled Ari’s eyes from the intensity. She wasn’t going to be able to hold back long. The wave was coming.

Fatima spread her thighs wider and pushed her legs up in the air, resting one of her feet against one of the columns on the bed. She ducked her head under Ari’s thick thigh and started sucking her clit faster, her lips glued around the engorged nub. Ari pulled her hair. “Fatima! Fatima I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum Fatima!”

“Let her rip sexy. Cum in my mouth.”

The scream that ejected from Ari’s lips sounded like someone was killing her. Her body went rigid and tears fell from her eyes. She stared at nothing, screaming nonstop. Fatima gave her no time to rest. She moved directly in front of her and dove back in, eating like a woman who’d been on a pussy fast for decades. She fondled her breasts while she ate her, talking dirty to her again. Ari came back to back to back, spurred on by her dirty words. She was still staring at nothing. She was traumatized but in a good way. When she could move, she looked down at Fatima’s roving head, nasty mouth, flickering tongue, and buried deep in pussy nose and at that moment, she decided this old lady could have some pussy any time she wanted it. Anytime and every time. If she called, Ari was going.

She just laid there and watched Fatima do her thing, still crying out and crying like she’d hurt her feelings.

“Sit on my face,” Fatima said, coming up for air minutes later. “Grab the headboard and sit that fat cat on my face.”

They maneuvered to the head of the bed. Ari was so weak she was surprised she could move, but she managed to situate her thickness on Fatima’s face.

“Spread them legs wide. I want that fat hairy goddess all over my face,” Fatima growled, leering up at her.

She didn’t have to tell Ari twice. Ari grabbed her by the back of the head and placed her mouth to her still quivering pussy.

“Oh,” she softly cried out as Ms. Richardson began licking it again. She flicked her tongue, licked it, and sucked it. Ari loved that Fatima was such a voracious eater. Her eyes closed and she placed her hands on top of the headboard, slowly riding Fatima’s face.

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm,” Fatima enthusiastically groaned. She massaged Ari’s ass and helped along with her grinding.

Ari pressed her pussy tighter to her face and screamed. She started bouncing on top of her and Fatima slapped her hips hard. It was a damn shame the way Ari was suffocating this old lady. She could kill her, and she didn’t care. Clearly, Fatima didn’t either. Death by Pussy was the way to go happy. Fatima encouraged her humping with filthy words and dirty moans.

“Play with your titties,” her muffled voice commanded.

Ari slapped her tits together and jiggled them. She looked down at Fatima and saw she was intensely watching. She bunched her tits together and started sucking them and Fatima groaned her appreciation. That made her eat Ari’s pussy more aggressively. Ari tried to concentrate on sucking and licking her tits but Fatima’s eating felt so good she couldn’t keep it up. She started screaming and put her hands on her pussy, spreading the hairs. She loved watching Fatima’s face in her pussy. Goddamn, she loved it.

“Fatima,” she dazedly murmured. “Ms. Richardson. Fatima. Oh, I love this. I love you eating my pussy. You make me feel so good. Please don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”

“You gone let me keep eating this pussy after tonight baby?”

“Hell yes. As much as you want. I don’t give a fuck about my man or your partner. This pussy is yours old lady. It is all yours.”

Fatima slowed down and started kissing her pussy again, softly and tenderly. Staring into Ari’s eyes, she slowly dragged her tongue round and round the inside of her pussy. She stuck her tongue in her pussy and started fucking her with it; then took it out and ran it round and round again. She did this for minutes, gradually increasing her rhythm. Ari alternately caressed her pussy and Fatima’s face, moving her thick hips to match her pattern. She soon exploded again. It was so intense she couldn’t even make a sound. She just stared at Fatima with her mouth open. Fatima winked at her. Beyond weak, Ari’s body slowly collapsed against the headboard and she just sat there, spread wide, giving up pussy.

Not even an hour later, Fatima was still hungry and going strong. A weak Ari was now standing up, holding on to one of the columns on the bed with her leg up and foot on the bed, watching in the mirror across the room while her 37 years older co-worker’s amorous head winded in her pussy and her greedy hands wildly played with her triple-sized titties. The old broad’s energy was relentless and envious.

Ari was holding on to the column tightly with her head leaned against it, pleased, dazed, and worn out. An orgasm the size of the entire Earth started in pussy and spread all the way up to her stomach. It spread and fluttered like butterflies of fire in her veins. Her mouth opened in a quiet scream and her eyes closed. Soon after, she was bent over the dresser with the mirror on it, her arms folded with her head on them, legs widely spread open, while Fatima squatted on her knees behind her, fucking the inside of her pussy from the back with her tongue. Her hands were still playing with Ari’s size H knockers like they were toys.

Ari’s tired lips smiled as she quietly exploded once again. This was going to be a long, dirty, and endlessly satisfying night for sure. And Ari was all in.


My Wild and Wicked Nights

Previously published, 2020

She moaned softly while she kissed me. After tonight, I hoped I’d never have to touch myself again. This was so much better than doing it myself. I wanted her hands all over me. Her fingers inside of me. Her lips on me and in me. Every muscle in my body was corded tight with anticipation. My young body was screaming for release.

This was so much better than touching myself.

Raven’s breath was hot and fast in my ear as she yanked me back around to face her. “I want to see the look in your eyes while I suck your titties,” she said.

Shaking, I looked down into Raven’s eyes and watched as her wet mouth opened and closed over my areola. She sucked my tits loud, fondling them with her hands and rotating them in circles. She would suck them; then look at them and rub them, before sucking them again. The look in her eyes was of pure heat and wild lust. She looked so fascinated by my breasts and I was fascinated watching her. I couldn’t close my mouth watching her. She was attacking my tits like they belonged to her; like she was consuming her last meal.

I could sit and watch her inhale my tits all day.

“You’ve been wanting me to play with these big tits, haven’t you?” she asked me, pausing.

I nodded; my gaze hooked to hers.

“You like the way I touch you? You like the way I suck these tits?” She flicked her tongue against my hard nub, then forcibly drew it in her mouth, sucking hard. Watching me.

A helpless moan escaped my throat and I nodded again, near tears. What she was doing felt so good it was almost unbearable. And she was just getting started.

“You are so fucking hot,” she breathed. She motor-boated my boobs and huskily laughed when I squealed with delight. “How does that feel?”

“So good,” I whined, running my fingers through her hair.

“You want me to lick your pussy?”

I gasped aloud and looked at her, pleading. “Yes,” I whimpered. “Yes please. Please.”

Staring in my eyes, Raven kissed down my chest to my stomach, to my pussy. She stuck out her tongue and lightly ran it over the top of my panties, still watching me. Her eyes were drawing me in. I couldn’t look away. Watching her down there was a sight to behold. I wanted her to eat my pussy so bad. Almost as bad as I wanted Jordan to. My friend Kathy is a pillow princess and she swears girls give head so much better than boys. I wondered if I’d ever be able to make the comparison someday.

Raven pulled the top of my panties down and stared lustfully at my pussy. “Oh,” she sighed.

“Bush. You still have bush. I love bush.”

She ran her tongue over my wavy pussy hair, and I shivered against the door, suppressing a cry of delight. She parted me with her fingers and gently ran her tongue up and down my slick cleft, pressing firmly now and again. My hands clenched at my sides.

I cannot put into words how incredible her tongue felt. I’d always heard about the wonders of head and now I was experiencing it. It was better than all my wildest dreams.

She looked up at me, still rotating her tongue and sucking gingerly on my engorged clit. “You like that?”

I struggled to breath. I nodded.

“After today, I will own this pussy. You better believe that. This pussy will belong to me.”

I almost came undone at her kinky, dirty words.

I could belong to her. I would willingly submit and belong to her.

Until Jordan comes to his senses.

Raven kneaded my ass and tongued my pussy some more, then jiggled my fat buns in her hands. “Lie down on the bed and open your legs.”

I struggled to remain upright as I walked to the bed. My legs were trembling so hard I was afraid I’d crumble to the floor. I climbed on the bed and looked back over my shoulder at her, sticking out my tosh.

She wickedly smiled and licked her lips. “I plan on eating out that ass too,” she slurred. “I’ve been dying to get my tongue up in all that juicy fatness.”

Lust hugged my body from one corner to the next. I loved the way she talked to me. I wanted more. SO much more. I climbed to the top of the bed and turned flat on my back, opening my legs. Raven kneeled on the bed again and climbed up to me. She heatedly kissed me, grabbing my ass and squeezing it as she grinded against me. I cried out beneath her lips and arched to her, rubbing her firm, flat ass.

We kissed one another for minutes, moaning painfully and grinding our pussys against one another. In a quiet part of my mind I wondered what Jordan was doing and if he could hear us. The house was eerily still. Quiet. I was worried and excited at the same time by the mere thought of Jordan hiding somewhere, listening to us. Would he come in and join us?

“I love your body so much,” Raven was incoherently murmuring as she kissed me all over. “I love this body.” She kissed and sucked and slobbered all over my boobs before moving down to my pussy. “I can’t wait to eat this pussy.”

I grabbed all four of my pillows and bunched them together under my head, looking down at her anxiously. I was so ready for this experience. I sharply inhaled when she stuck one of her skinny fingers inside of my pussy, probing and pushing firmly.

She worriedly looked up at me; then relaxed when she saw the desire in my eyes. She moved her finger in and out of my juicy pussy, her mouth hanging open as she watched her finger.

“Watch me play in your pussy,” she said, looking up at me with those haunting blue eyes.

I ran my fingers through her hair and dreamily gazed down at her. Raven was so pretty. Whereas Reign was alpha with closely cropped hair cut in a short style and wore overalls and oversized jeans and tees all the time, Raven always had her hair styled pretty, kept her nails done, and wore light makeup. Even now she was in a stylish halter dress with her bare polished feet sticking up in the air, rubbing against one another while she finger-fucked my pussy.

I reached down to pull my legs wider apart and pulled them up to my chest, granting her greater access. She lowered her head and began loudly licking me, moaning with delight. I softly cried out and watched her closely, rapt. Damn. What a lovely sight. My pussy and her face.

She pulled back and continued fingering me, kissing my pussy softly and running her face against my hairs. “You have a beautiful pussy,” she groaned. She flicked her tongue wildly against my clit and I cried out again, arching to her face. “So pretty and so sweet.”

She kissed my pussy and swirled and flicked her tongue inside of me. “Pretty sweet pussy.”

“Raven,” I moaned, closing my eyes. My head drifted back on the pillows and I just laid there, enjoying her ride.

I don’t know how long Raven ate me out, but it was outstanding. My soft cries filled the room along with her wicked growls and groans of pleasure. She talked dirty to me. She told me I was pretty. She said my pussy tasted good. She said she wanted to eat my pussy all night. She said my pussy was hers.

I was not turned off by her possessive talk. I got off on it.

Raven ran her tongue all in my pussy and sucked hard on my clit. She ate out my ass and fingered my ass crack; then started eating my pussy again while her thumb probed my ass. The dual combination sent me over the edge, and I was coming back to back before I knew it. I released several hoarse cries, pushing against her shoulders, pleading with her to stop and then begging for her to continue.

And she did.

Raven ate my pussy again and again, practically all night.

I don’t know when she left my room. All I know is when I woke up, she was gone.


Licking It

Previously published, 2020

“Pussy’s so wet,” she rasped. “I love that.”

Her sexy words almost sent me over the edge. Whatever this chick wanted to do to me I wanted her to do it and then some. I felt her tongue, strong and wet, slip beneath the back of my panties and lick the top of my ass crack. She smacked me hard on the ass, drawing a sharp gasp of surprise from my parted lips. My hands moved to my breasts and I rubbed them as her fingers danced beneath my panties. I looked down between my legs and was mesmerized by the sight of her hand moving beneath my panties. I wanted to cum at the sight.

Poppi stood up behind me, still stroking my sopping wet pussy. She nibbled on my ear, whispering dirty words of lust and salaciousness.

“How does that feel?” she whispered.

“So good. So fucking fantastic.”

“You like the way I stroke this pussy, Kitty?”

“Oh fuck. Yes. Yes.”

She tongued my neck and sucked, hard. I was sure she’d leave a hickey, evidence of our dalliance, but I didn’t care.

“Get this shit off so I can play with these titties.”

She took her hands out my panties and I gasped and slightly turned to her when I heard her sucking the fingers she’d touched me with and moaning. I almost went into convulsions over that shit.

“Pussy tastes delicious. I can’t wait to get you on your back. But I want these titties first.”

She turned me all the way to her and quickly undid my corset, which buttoned in front. When my gigantic melons sprang free, I thought her tongue was going to fall out of her mouth.

“Fucking amazing. Just the right size. More than two mouthfuls.”

My new love started massaging and caressing my breasts as we both watched her hands, rapt. Her hands on me felt hot and sinful. She started kissing me again, looking at me in between kisses, stroking my breasts and tweaking my nipples. Pulling them and thumping them. One hand went back in my panties while the other continued palming my breasts and soon, her mouth was taking turns with it. She sucked my titties hard and loud. I could hold back my cries of pleasure no longer. I had to let that shit out. It felt so fucking good. I placed my hands to her head, yanking her bun loose. All this beautiful, long black hair fell loose, covering her back.

“You’re gorgeous,” I murmured, running my fingers through it.

“Not as gorgeous as you. I can’t get over how beautiful you are. How perfect your body is.”

Her tongue circled both of my nipples in turn before her mouth swallowed up as much of my breasts as she could inhale, her cheeks hollowing in as she greedily sucked. I threw my head back and shouted my praise to the ceiling, afraid someone might hear me, while at the same time hoping they could. I wanted them to see and witness what was going on.

Before long, she was lying me back on the chaise and hovering over me. She shrugged out of her jacket and tossed it to the floor. She grabbed my face and feverishly kissed me. Kissing my neck, she trailed wet kisses down to my shoulders, making her way back to my saliva covered breasts. She began sucking my titties and fingering me through my panties, then playing with my pussy beneath my panties. I was becoming frustrated with the tease.

“Take my panties off,” I deliriously ordered. “Please. Please.”

Poppi kissed my flat stomach and sneakily looked up at me. “What do you want me to do when I take them off?”

“I want you to look at it.”

“Look at what?”

“My pussy.”

Her face hovered over my crotch. “You want me to look at your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Then what?”

Her hands on me was driving me mad. I put my hand against hers and moved it beneath my panties. “I want you to play with it. Stick your finger in it.”

“Then what?”

She began moving her fingers faster and I panted, struggling to breath. “I want you… I want you to…”

She kissed me on top of my panties and blew on me. “Tell me what you want me to do to this pussy Kitty.”

“Eat it. I want you to eat my pussy.”

“I thought you didn’t like girls.”

“I changed my mind, shit. Eat it Poppi. Eat it before I fucking explode.”

“Fuck yeah,” she growled, leaning back up to my lips.

She swallowed me in another kiss then kissed her way back to my panties. They were so soaked they clung to my flesh like magnets. Poppi grabbed the sides and yanked them down, smothering her face in my pussy and inhaling loudly.

I wantonly spread my legs and threw my hands behind my head, patiently waiting. My eyes were wide with excitement and feral hunger as I watched her eyes appreciatively linger over my pussy. My pussy wasn’t bald but shaved low and neat.

She put her finger in my pussy and squeezed my breasts with her other hand, staring at me as she licked and finger-fucked me. My eyes held hers, hypnotized. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I had come to a party I didn’t want to attend because of what I was afraid might happen and here I was letting it happen. For a moment I couldn’t help thinking about and wondering where Janae was. Boy was she going to be shocked when I told her what happened.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I cried out as her finger thrusted in and out of me, drawing sucking noises from my pussy. The chaise was beyond soaked with my juices and my legs were facing every which way. One was thrown over the side of the chaise while one was pressed to the wall, ramrod straight.

“Ohhhhh… Oh yeah, oh yeah…”

She moved her fingers faster and sucked my clit, running her tongue fast and furious over my overly sensitive nub. I watched her tongue on me then stared at her fingers moving in and out of my pussy. I could feel myself coming and grabbed her shoulder.

“No,” I panted. “Wait. I don’t want to come yet.”

“No, go ahead and let it happen baby girl. Trust me, I’m going to make this pussy come again and again all night.”

My hips lifted off the chaise to meet her tongue thrusts. I grabbed a fistful of that beautiful thick hair and squeezed my eyes shut; then opened them wide as an orgasm of volcanic proportions erupted inside of me, rendering me speechless.

She wickedly chuckled and leaned up to swallow my breasts again, before pressing her face back to my snatch.

“I hope you’re ready because I’m getting ready to destroy this pussy.”

Before I could recover, she was back on me like an animal in the wild. Juices were running out of me like water. I bended my knees, placing the balls of my feet on either side of her body on the chaise while she dove in. She dug her nails in my hip bone and went to town on my pussy, feasting on me like I was the main course at Thanksgiving dinner.

I loudly cried out and opened my eyes, looking down at her. Her eyes were on me, hot, fiery, and wild while her tongue did all kinds of acrobatic tricks, licks, and kisses and sucks on my pussy. She was so fucking nasty and I loved it. Licking her fingers, running them through my hairs, rubbing her face against my pussy, before eating again. I grabbed that beautiful mane and gyrated against her face, pressing my pussy tight to her. My ass and pussy moved in formation with her head and mouth. Her hands squeezed and groped my swollen titties. I was making so much noise I was surprised someone hadn’t banged on the door.

Poppi put one of her fingers inside of me right side up, hitting my g-spot. I screamed and almost fell off the chaise. I spread my legs wider, sticking them straight up in the air. Her moans were deep and harsh as she munched and slurped on me, still staring at me with those incredible eyes.

She briefly paused, winked her eye, and licked her lips. “Yummy,” she purred. She dived in again, making my leg involuntarily twitch.

She kissed my whole pussy, licked the insides of my thighs, placed another finger inside of me, then another, then another, soon, all five were inside of me, forming a perfect cacophony of searing pleasure. I had never been into fisting but the way she was doing it… Holy, motherfucker…

“My God!” I screamed, sitting up and resting my hands on either side of my hips. I grasped the slippery leather, trying to hold on.

“That’s right take that shit Kitty. Take it.”

I stared in fascination and mad desire as I watched her fingers moving and clenching inside of me, stretching me, driving me crazy with ecstasy. I felt another orgasm building and braced myself for the impact. The scream that escaped from my mouth was loud and unhuman. This time someone did come knocking on the door.


Yes, Mistress

Previously published, 2020

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

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

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

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

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

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

My pussy throbbed and became moist as I watched Stacy pull Chelsea’s panties to the side,

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

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

“You like that baby?” Stacy asked her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But it feels good, doesn’t it?”

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

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

“Oh, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

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

Stacy’s tongue swirled round and round Chelsea’s pink nipple and I suppressed another cry as I watched. Fuck that shit looked so good. So fuckin’ good! Could I join them? Should I join them?

Watching was so unbearably delicious at that moment; I didn’t want to stop the show. Who knew watching two girls get it on could be so sexually enticing?

“Ah. Ah. Ah.,” Chelsea cried out.

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

“Stacy! Stacy! Stacy!”

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

Suddenly, I felt a crippling urge to lose my virginity. And fast!

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

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

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

They had given me the ultimate gift.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not done playing with my toy…”

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

“This pussy tastes so good…”

I bet my pussy tastes better than hers…

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No. Never. Never. Never.”

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


Girls Night Out

Previously published, 2022

Turning her attention back to me, Teresa gave me a promising smile and walked close to me, peering down at my crotch. “Let me take a look at this pussy.”

My heart rate kicked up several notches as she lifted the bottom of my dress and snuck a peek at my pussy covered panties. She licked her lips at the sight of my hairy bush peeking through the mesh panties she’d requested.

“Gotdamn,” she huskily whispered.

“Nice, isn’t it?” Artis asked.

“God yes. That’s a pretty bush. Nice and thick.” She stroked my pussy and I quietly moaned, arching to her hand. She sneakily smiled at me. “I bet it tastes as good as it looks.”

“Oh, it does, trust me,” Artis insisted.

“I’m going to have a good time with this pussy.” I watched rapt as she ran her fingers up and down my panties in a slow, sensual way. “Artis tells me she made you cry. Is that true?”

Shocked, I looked over at Artis. “Artis! You told her?”

She shrugged, looking guilty.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of,” Teresa insisted. “She’s made me cry as well. Sobbing from pleasure is a beautiful thing. So is sobbing from the right kind of pain.” She paused, leaning forward to whisper in my ear. “I plan on making you cry a lot tonight. Not to mention scream like a banshee.”

“She is extremely vocal,” Artis said.

“That’s wonderful. I love an expressive woman.”

Done for the moment with my pussy, she pulled my dress back down and gently tapped my ass. I tried not to look disappointed. I was so ready for her to have her way with my pussy.

“Artis says you’re married.”

I nodded, feeling shame for the 100th time that day. I briefly wondered where Griffin was and what he was doing. If his mom was okay. If he’d tried to call my silent phone. I brushed it away.

“I am.”

“Does your husband know you’re into girls eating your pussy?”

I swallowed. “N-No. He has no idea.”

“He thinks we’re just hanging out and playing cards and gossiping,” Artis snidely said, chortling.

Teresa silently looked at me for a moment. “Does he eat your pussy?”

This woman was so fucking sexy! “Yes,” I said, holding eye contact with her.

“Do you like it when he eats your pussy? Is he any good?”

“He’s okay.”

“I bet he’s not better than me.”

“I know good and gotdamn well he’s not better than me,” Artis guffawed.

“You’re a dirty, nasty girl,” Teresa said, running her fingers lightly across my huge chest. My body vibrated with each drag of her fingers. “Letting two random strangers eat your pussy.”

“She’s dirty and nasty alright.”

“Look at her blushing,” Teresa chuckled. “Do you blush when you come too?”

“She looks beautiful when she comes,” Artis said, licking her wine glass before she took a swallow. “Sexy as fuck.”

“How old are you Onica?” 

“2-24.” 

Her eyebrows shot up. “Damn. We got us a young one.” 

“That’s the best kind.” 

“Younger women always have the best pussy.” Teresa’s fingers crept lower down my body, back to my snatch. 

“Indeed.” 

“Why’d you get married so young?” 

“Her husband wasn’t letting anyone else have that pussy,” Artis said, chortling again. 

I smirked with irony. “Basically.” 

“Can’t blame him,” Teresa drawled, trialing her fingers over my panties again. She put them to her nose and soundly sniffed. My clit throbbed with excitement. “You’re scrumptious. I know he has a good time with this pussy.” 

“But not as good of a time as I had with it,” Artis winked. “Or you’re going to have Teresa.” 

“How old are you?” I asked, trying to remain calm and not come on her fingers. 

“I’m 50,” she said unabashedly. 


I blinked. “What?” 

“Doesn’t she look good?” Artis asked. 

“Amazing.” 

“Diet and exercise,” she said, as if it were that simple for everyone. “And moisturizer. Moisturizing is very important.” 

“How old are you Artis?” 

“I’m 35.” 

Another older woman. I loved the idea of being with older lovers. It was so taboo and sexy. 


“Her young ass turned my 50-year-old ass out,” Teresa said, eyeing Artis appreciatively. “You already know. This broad can eat pussy like nobody’s business.” 

I wanted to know how much longer they were going to do all this teasing and back and forth. I was ready for her to go ham on my pussy. 


“So, where are we doing this?” I impatiently asked. “Are we going upstairs to your room Artis?” 

They both laughed and I curiously looked at them, trying to figure out what the hell was so funny. 

“Damn, you’re impatient,” Artis said, refilling her glass. 

“I’m just curious, that’s all. I mean, we’re talking a lot, and- “
  

“You’re ready for me to get on this pussy, aren’t you?” Teresa teased. 


“Isn’t that the point of tonight?” 

Artis refilled my glass. “Relax. This is all a part of the preliminaries.” 

“If you want this night to go well, you have to learn how to let go of your need to control.” 

“I’m not trying to control anything,” I said, frowning. “I was just wondering where we were doing it is all.” 

“You’re not going to be doing anything,” Artis emphasized, all jokes aside. 

“Nothing but laying there while I brand that pussy.” 

I loved the way Teresa talked but they were getting on my nerves. They were acting like a couple of high school upper classman or something. Like I was the lame freshman, trying to be a part of their cool squad. It was unnerving. 


“I understand your impatience sexy,” she said, running her finger over my lips. I couldn’t stop staring at hers. The fullness of them. They were so kissable. I was dying to taste her lips; let her taste mine. 


“But as the invite letter stated,” she continued, walking close to me, “you are the submissive for the evening. I am the supreme dominant.” 

“I don’t mind being dominated,” I said, a little too eagerly. 


“I require submission at all times,” she continued, serious. “Do you think you can be submissive? Completely?” 

“Absolutely.” 


She put her hand to my pussy and barely touched it. My knees buckled in anticipation. “Is this pussy submissive?” 

I mutely nodded, my eyes wide and eager. 


She stood closer to me, lips barely grazing mine as she continued to speak. “Good. Because I love having all the control. I love making that pussy feel good. I love making pussys squirt.” 

“I-I’ve never squirted.” 

She winked at me and crookedly smiled. “Not yet. I love when a girl just lies there with her legs open and just gives up the pussy. When she just lets me do all kinds of nasty things to it.” 

You could hear a pin drop. I glanced over at Artis, to see her reaction to what Teresa was saying. She was riveted. She was practically salivating at her unapologetic seduction of branding pussies. She wasn’t half as excited as I was. I was so ready for this woman; I was surprised my clothes hadn’t removed themselves from my body. Just listening to her talk dirty to me made me wish my panties would rip themselves. I wanted her to rip my panties off. Slide my bra down my shoulders and suck my tits for hours. Finger me while she watched her fingers going in and out of me. Like Artis had. Lord Jesus. 

“All you have to do is lay there wide open and enjoy the ride,” she huskily finished, rubbing my pussy. She slid one of her fingers up and down the material of my panties and looked down, smiling at the slit at the center. “Mesh and crotchless. You’re just a nasty little thing, ain’t you?” 

She popped me on my pussy, and I screeched. 

“Hell yeah!” Artis encouraged. 


“Come on Artis, let’s go to the room. I’m ready to ravish this sexy mother fucker.” 

Artis gulped down the rest of her wine and sat the glass on the kitchen table. She slapped her hands together. “Excellent. Because I’m ready to watch.” 

Teresa stepped back from me and waved her hand towards a room off the side of the kitchen, which I thought might be a guest room. 

Smiling at them both, I headed towards the room. I stopped once I was inside, caught up in the ambience of the scented candles that were scattered throughout. There were about ten of them and they smelled heavenly. My eyes settled on the pull-out couch against the back wall and I frowned, confused. It was made up with only a white fitted sheet. Nothing else. What the fuck? 


I looked over my shoulder at the two of them as they entered the room. “We’re not going to your bedroom?” I asked Artis. 


“We like it like this,” Artis said. “It’s a little more primal. My bedroom is for intimate relationships only.” 

My face fell with disappointment. “Oh.” 

Teresa touched my face, tilting my chin up. “Hey, don’t worry. We’re still going to have a good, nasty time. It doesn’t matter where it’s taking place.” 

“You guys want me to turn on some music?” Artis asked. 


“No,” Teresa firmly said. “I want to hear everything. I like to hear the sounds of a wet pussy when I’m eating it. I love to hear a woman’s moans and screams. I love to hear myself moan. No. Let’s keep it explicitly quiet. Emphasis on the word explicit.” 


They shared another sneaky laugh and I fought to roll my eyes. I was caught off guard when Teresa pulled me in her arms and kissed me, forcing her tongue in my mouth. My eyes immediately closed, and I moaned, kissing her back. She was an excellent kisser; even better than Artis. We kissed for I don’t know how long, and the kiss was wet, slow, and sexy. Her hands sensuously rubbed my arms, back, ass, and tits. 

“Your tits feel amazing,” she ground out against my lips. “I can’t wait to get you out of these clothes.” 

“What’s stopping you?” I breathlessly cooed against her lips, reaching out to touch her. 


She shook her head and stilled my hands, placing them down at my sides. “No ma’am. You don’t get to touch me like that tonight. Only Artis can.” 

I frowned at her and put my hand on my hip. “What?” 

“You are a submissive. You are the chosen one for the evening, so it’s all about pleasing you. You can only touch me when you are receiving pleasure, but not to give me pleasure. That is reserved for Artis.” 

Artis winked at me and puckered her lips. I was almost jealous. 

“Well,” I began, fighting an attitude, “I wasn’t going to touch you like that. I just wanted to put my arms around you. I mean, you’re beautiful and you’re a great kisser. It’s hard not to touch you.” 

“Even if we meet up again, it’s not an option. I’m mostly a top and I like minimal contact. Artis is the only woman I receive pleasure from. And that’s only because she’s so gotdamn good at it.” 

The look they shared was so hot, I’m surprised the house didn’t catch on fire. 

“Speaking of which. Artis, don’t you think it’s time for you to get undressed?” 

Artis gestured towards me. “Ladies first.” 

“I’ll get to her in a minute. I want to see my friend first.” 

Artis teasingly smiled at her and spread her arms in submission. “Your wish is my command Alpha.” 

She slowly eased down the sleeves of the pantsuit she was wearing, revealing a sexy, plunging red satin bra. I practically drooled. The size of her breasts was perfect. Not as big as mine but more than a mouthful. She slowly slid it the rest of the way down, revealing a pair of satin red boxers. I swallowed at the undeniable bulge protruding from her crotch. It was sizeable and impressive. Was that what I thought it was? She pushed the boxers off her perfect hips, revealing the fake lifelike cock she had strapped to her body. 

“My God,” I whispered. 


“There’s my friend,” Teresa said, licking her lips. I licked mine too. I so desperately wanted to suck it. 

Artis held eye contact with me and stroked it. “Maybe if you’re good tonight, I can give you some of this next time.” 


“Yeah, next time,” Teresa insisted. “Because tonight is all about me pleasing you sexy.” 

She turned back to me and placed both hands on my shoulders, massaging them and working her way down slowly. I could barely stand still I was so aroused. Her touch was sensual and perfect. She rubbed my breasts through my dress; then slowly pushed my dress down, leaving me in nothing but my bra and panties. 

“There is a God and he loves me,” she huskily said, eyeing me with lust again. “Artis, I cannot thank you enough King.” 

“Wait until you see how delicious she is,” Artis responded. “And how loud she screams.” 

“Looking forward to it.” She turned me around. “Let me see that ass.” 

I could hear her breathing as she sized me up from behind. “Goddamn it’s nice in your clothes, but in your panties… It’s so big it’s like it swallows them.” She ran her hands over my ass and slapped both cheeks hard. 

I yelped, holding my sides. She smacked them again and I moaned. 


“You like that?” 

“Mmmm-hmmm.” 

“Lay on the bed so I can look at that pussy.” 

I turned back to her and did as I was told. I sat on the bed and laid back, one-hundred percent submissive. She got down on her knees so that she was eye-level with my pussy and ran her hand over my print, swallowing hard. “Such a nice pussy,” she whispered. “Look at that bush. It’s so full and so perfect.” 


She put her nose to my crotch and loudly sniffed. “Lovely.” She sniffed again and nuzzled her face in it, moaning. 

My legs started shaking and wouldn’t stop. I was still holding my sides. I fought to be submissive and not move or touch her like I was told but it was becoming more and more difficult the more she touched me. 

She ran her hand over my pussy and slapped it. “Naughty pussy. Such a bad pussy.” 

Good lord that shit turned me on. I could feel more juices oozing out of my pussy. It was like running water. 

“Disloyal pussy. Letting some strange woman touch you and lick you tonight, knowing you’re married. You’re a bad girl Onica. Ain’t you?” She slapped my pussy again. “Aren’t you a bad girl?” 

“Yesssss,” I whined. 

“I want to hear you say it. Say it out loud Onica. Say you’re a bad girl.” 

“I’m a bad girl.” 

She moaned and kissed my pussy. She kissed it again and again, caressing my thighs. They immediately opened on command. 

“Look at this girl Artis. She’s ready, isn’t she?” 

“I’d say so,” Artis said, chuckling. 

“That’s right baby, spread them thick thighs nice and wide for me.” She peered into my pussy through the opening of my crotchless panties. “So pink and wet and ready for me.” She slid her finger inside and worked it around. 


“Oh Teresa.” 

“That’s right. Say my name baby.” She inserted another finger and moved it in rhythm with the other one, then used her thumb to massage my clit. 

“Oh!” I cried out, arching to her. 


“Let’s get these panties off.” She greedily yanked them down with both hands and threw them on the floor. “I need to see these titties too.” Still staring at my pussy, she reached beneath me and undid my bra, setting my jugs free. 

Artis groaned in lust. 

“I am going to devour this sexy young body all night,” Teresa growled. She began to undress, and I sat up on my elbows, eager for a peek of what she had to offer. Her breasts were as pretty naked as they were covered up. Mouth-watering chocolate with raisin-sized nipples. Her pussy was shaved down with just a little hair. I licked my lips, wanting to taste her. I couldn’t believe I was going to have the fortune of letting another beautiful, sensuous stranger make love to me and fuck me. And all night this time. 

“You like my body?” she quietly asked, rubbing her own breasts. 

I nodded, barely breathing. 

“Maybe one day I’ll let you sample what I have to offer. But tonight, I’m all hers.” She pointed to Artis and Artis sucked her fingers, one by one. 


They began kissing in front of me again and I started touching myself, beyond turned on. 

They pulled away from one another and Teresa abruptly looked at me, slapping my hands hard. “No ma’am,” she scolded me sharply. “That’s for me and me only.” 

“I can’t help it. The two of you look so sexy together.” 

“I need you to relinquish this grip on control you keep trying to have or else I’m not giving you any,” she said, no-nonsense with her hands on her hips. 

Annoyed but trying not to show it, I laid back on the bed and placed my hands behind my head. 

“Good girl.” She climbed on the bed on top of me and placed both of her hands around my breasts. She blew on them and I giggled. She smiled at me and caressed them, weighing them in her hands and slapping them together. “I’m in love,” she sighed, snuggling her face between them. She motorboated me and I giggled in delight. 


“Stop teasing her and get to it already,” Artis fussed. “I’m ready to see some titties sucked and that pussy licked.” 

“I’m ready to suck some titties and eat some pussy,” Teresa professed, rubbing her body against mine. 

She leaned down to my tits and lapped them slowly. I softly moaned, watching her with lust-heavy eyes. Watching people on my tits is a pastime I enjoy immensely. I love watching someone enjoy themselves on me. For so long it was just my husband. Now, wrong as it was, I’d had the pleasure of giving myself to two Dom lesbians in just a couple of months. And they were decidedly the best I’d ever had. 

I bit my lip and moaned again as Teresa began sucking my tits loudly, releasing them with obnoxious pops. 

“Damn boo, that looks so good,” Artis said, watching us intently. “You look so sexy sucking her tits.” 

“These tits are fucking amazing,” she cooed, swirling her tongue around my nipples. She looked into my eyes and softly nibbled them, before swiftly swirling her tongue again. 

“Uhhhh,” I softly cried out. 

She slapped her face with my tits and jiggled them fast, sucking, kissing, and biting them as she spoke dirty words to me. 


“God yes,” I groaned. “That feels so good. So good.” 

“Play in her pussy Teresa,” Artis commanded. 

Teresa deeply groaned and released my tits, still going back and forth sucking them, licking the skin around them, licking beneath them, while her hands drug down to my pussy. She stuck three fingers inside of me and my pussy welcomed them with no effort. I was so wet we could hear her fingers moving in and out of me. 

My eyes rolled to the back of my head and I rotated my hips with the direction of her strokes. 


“Teresa,” I sighed, my head lolling back and forth over the bed. “Teresa.” 

“Put another finger in her. Make that bitch scream.” 


“Yes Daddy.” Teresa entered another finger and I did scream. Loud. My eyes shot open and I looked down at her fingers moving in and out of me in shock. Fuck, I had never experienced anything so erotic in my life. No one had ever made me so wet. The more she touched me, the wetter I got. 

“Oh my God please,” I begged, pushing at her shoulders. “Please. I can’t take it.” 

“Take it you will, and you are taking it sexy. This pussy was built for my fingers. See how happy I’m making your pussy? See how your pussy is accepting these fingers with ease?” 

I started trembling again, near tears. “Please,” I whimpered. 

“I think she’s on the brink Teresa. Keep going.” 

“Come for baby,” she said moving her fingers faster. “Come for me.” 

I covered my face with my hands, my screams now nearing finger pitch. When she inserted her last finger, my body exploded with spasms that wrecked my body in a multitude of violent waves. I squirmed trying to get away from her, but she held me down. 


“Where do you think you’re going? We’re just getting started.” 

“Eat that pussy Teresa. Put your tongue and face in that pussy now.” 

“As you wish Daddy.” 

She started eating my pussy just then and oh my God! I almost passed out. I put my fingers in my mouth to suppress my screams, but it wasn’t helping. Teresa attacked my pussy with fervor, like she owned it, like she hadn’t just met it, like she’d been face fucking it for years. And by face fucking, I mean she had her whole face in my pussy, moaning and groaning like a person delirious with fever. She looked up at me while she tormented me with her tongue, but I was too ashamed to look back at her. I know I had to as look as crazy and wild as I had with Artis. 

“Look at her Oniica,” Artis forcibly demanded, walking over to me and holding my hands away from my face. “Look at her face in your pussy. Watch what she’s doing to you. Watch her eat your pussy like you watched me.” 

With great effort I did as I was told, still finding it impossible to be still and be quiet. I kept calling Teresa, watching her beautiful mahogany face in my pussy, so turned on by how she took ownership of my body with zero effort. I felt another orgasm approaching and this one lifted my ass off the bed. Pleased, she held on to my chubby ass and kept it up in the air, never breaking free of my pussy once. 

I glanced up at Artis and felt heat spread through my body at the hunger in her eyes as she watched her friend on the pussy she had taken only a few weeks before. 


Eat my Wife II: Veronica’s Revenge

Denise

“You look so beautiful baby.”

I was standing in front of the full-length mirror in Evan and I’s bedroom, checking out my appearance. I smoothed my hands down over my tight, spaghetti strap, red lace sequined dress and turned from side to side, scrutinizing my outfit.

“You sure it’s not too much?” I asked him, frowning.

“Absolutely not,” he huskily said, standing beside me and lustfully watching me.

I shrugged and tucked my tits down in my dress; then hiked them up in my strapless bra, marveling along with Evan at how humongous they looked. The dress was two sizes too small, but it made everything look extra scrumptious. Evan had insisted on the dress. It was like the one I had worn on the night we’d met Veronica. I wasn’t wearing panties underneath. Also Evan’s idea. I didn’t give a fuck. I would’ve worn a burlap sap with holes cut out at the tits, crotch, and ass if I thought it would turn Veronica on. Jesus, I couldn’t wait to see her.

My hands had been shaking so badly when I texted her. It took her forever to answer me back, and she hadn’t until I’d sent my address. I was almost afraid she wouldn’t answer or worse, that she’d change her mind.

When she texted back okay and yes, I damn near peed myself. Oh my God. I was going to see this beautiful, mysterious and highly seductive woman again after almost a year. The thought alone made me want to cum. I couldn’t wait to run my fingers through her hair, watch her mouth on my tits, marvel at her tongue in my pussy, and scream to the mountain tops from the desire her skills brought me. I just hated my gotdamn husband had to be there.

It was because of him it had all happened in the first place; now it was because of him it was happening again. I was thankful. But he hadn’t been there the first time. I didn’t want him there the second time either. But the diabolical side of me got off on the idea of him watching Veronica do her thing and not being able to join us or interfere. I needed him to be silent and submissive if he was going to be there. I wasn’t going to be able to let myself go otherwise.

“Thanks for doing this for me babe,” Evan said, breaking my thoughts and rubbing my ass.

I slightly moved away from his touch and flinched at him. That seemed to bother him, but I gave zero fucks. ‘It’s not just for you asshole’, I wanted to say. But I didn’t.

I thinly smiled at him. “Sure.”

“You nervous?”

“Not really,” I lied. My heart felt like it was going to eject itself form my chest.

“I know you’re looking forward to seeing her. And that’s okay,” he assured me, touching my shoulder.

I resisted the urge to move away again.

“So,” I sighed, smoothing my dress over and turning to him. “How are things supposed to go down tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“What are the plans? What are the rules?”

He frowned. “I hadn’t really thought about it.”

“Will you be supervising? Trying to participate- “

“Do you want me to participate?” he hopefully asked, his eyes desperate.

“Nope.”

He shrugged, looking crestfallen. “Okay.” He paused. “What if I get turned on and want to fuck you?”

“I don’t think Veronica would like that too much.”

“What about you? I mean, it has been a while. I miss you baby.” He tried to touch me again. This time I let him. But only because I was tired of moving away from him.

“I really don’t know Evan.”

He let it drop. “Well, I guess we’ll take each moment as it comes.”

He gave me a wet kiss on the cheek and left the room, leaving me alone with my thoughts. My pussy was beyond wet. I wished I had worn panties, so I’d have something to block all the juice oozing between my thighs. But my arousal for Veronica and what was coming turned me on even more.

I wanted us to go all night, but I wasn’t sure that would be possible with Evan. I hoped we’d both be able to forget he was there and just go with it. I wanted it to be all about her and I.

I jumped and almost screamed when I heard the doorbell ring.

SHE WAS HERE!

“Babe!” Evan called up the stairs. “Veronica is at the door.”

Looking at myself again and applying more candy red lipstick to my lips, I rubbed them together and took a deep breath.

“Showtime,” I whispered.



I tried to play it cool, but when I walked down the stairs and saw Veronica standing in our entryway with Evan, I almost fainted. Jesus Christ, the woman was as beautiful as the day I’d met her.

Our eyes met as I reached the bottom of the stairs. We just looked at one another, rapt. I wondered if her heart was beating as fast as mine was; if she was as nervous. She didn’t show it. She looked cool as a cucumber. But those eyes… Those eyes were drawing me in like a magnet. I openly gazed at the sinful way the dress she was wearing hugged her curves and marveled over that beautiful, cascading wavy hair.

“Hi Denise,” I heard her tenderly say.

Somehow, I managed to find my voice. “Hey Veronica,” I whispered.

Evan stood between the two of us, grinning foolishly.

“You look beautiful,” she said.

I swallowed and smiled. “Thank you. You too.” I paused, walking closer to them. “It’s great seeing you again.”

Her lips curved up in a teasing smile. “Same.”

Silence. Silence swallowed by ogling and lots and lots of it. Evan must’ve felt like a third wheel because he loudly cleared his throat and moved away from us.

“I’ll give you gorgeous girls a chance to get reacquainted while I go get a cool beverage. Want anything?”

Veronica coolly looked at him. “You have red wine?”

“Sure. Denise?”

“Just water babe. Thanks.”

He nodded and winked at us, leaving us alone.

I nervously rubbed my hands together, brightly smiling at her. “I can’t believe you’re here. I never thought I’d see you again.”

“You mean after you ran out on me,” she teasingly retorted, tilting her head.

I swallowed. “I had my reasons.”

“Yeah. You were chicken shit.”

This time it was my turn to tilt my head. “Really Veronica?”

“Hey. I get it. I blew your mind.” She possessively eyed me, walking closer. “Mine was blown too.”

I struggled to breathe. “I can’t believe you agreed to this.”

“I didn’t want to at first. Your husband isn’t exactly one of my favorite people on the planet.”

“What changed your mind?” I asked, walking closer to her.

She paused, her sultry green eyes trailing my face. “He showed me a picture.”

I blinked. “A picture?”

“A very sexy picture. Of you. Naked. Spread.” She held up her index and middle fingers and spread them apart.

I was flustered. I stepped back and almost tumbled in my heels. Her hand reached out and steadied me. It was so warm. Comforting.

We both stared at her hand on my skin. I loved the contrast of our skin tones.

“I said it before and I’ll say it again,” she started. “You. Deserve. Better.”

My eyes drifted up to hers. “Are we going to waste time talking about him?”

She removed her hand and sheepishly smiled. “Sorry. Just being honest.”

“In any event, I’m glad he ran into you.”

“Me too.”

“There’s so much I want to say to you. Talk to you about.”

“If you don’t mind, I’d rather not do much talking tonight.”

I blushed. “Okay,” I said, humbled.

She reached out and lightly ran her fingers through my hair, tugging one of my curls. “I want to kiss you.”

My breath caught in my throat and I swayed again. She steadied me once more, keeping her hands on my forearms, moving closer.

I shakily inhaled and exhaled, closing my eyes to her touch. “I want you to do more than that,” I whispered, looking at her.

We moved toward one another, just as Evan joined us again in the hallway. We hurriedly yanked apart, turning away from each-other.

“Ladies? Want to follow me to the living-room? We can talk over the logistics there.”

Not waiting on a response, Evan headed that way. Veronica and I looked at one another, the passion between us still permeating the room. I could read her mind, just as I’m sure she could read mine. Having Evan there with us was a drag. I wanted to be alone with her and I know she was chomping at the bits to get me alone as well. But that wasn’t part of the deal. Not this time.

She put her hand out, indicating for me to go first. Grudgingly, I led the way to my chauvinistic, gross husband.


Veronica

I wanted to rip that gotdamn dress off her body and jam my tongue in her sweet nectar lands. She looked delicious. So beautiful and sexy it took my breath away.

Jesus Christ.

She was sitting there cool, calm, and collected and I was about to fall apart at the seams. My knees were knocking; it was hard to sit still. My mouth was watering with the urge to taste her. My hands itched to feel her skin beneath mine. I was sure both of them could hear my heart beating. I had never wanted anyone so badly.

I briefly fantasized about knocking Evan over the head and dragging her out of there so I could fuck her into the next moon. But it was nothing doing. He was here, she was here; I was here. There were going to be rules. A talk. A talk about fucking what? I was supposed to eat her pussy. He was supposed to watch. That’s it. What fucking rules were supposed to go with that?

Maybe not to touch me. Well, that went unsaid. If he tried to touch me, I was going to knock his head off his fucking shoulders.

I downed my wine in one greedy gulp and worked my mouth, savoring the taste.

Evan looked over at me and smiled. “Want more?”

I tightly smiled, hating his guts. “Sure.”

Denise and I watched one each-other as he refilled my glass and his. She hadn’t touched her water. I noticed her hand was trembling slightly. I hoped my eyes were sending her a message of lustful promise and it was coming through. I wanted her to know what joy she was in for tonight.

She secretly smiled at me and I shyly smiled back. I was anything but shy. But she was making me feel timid and feral all at the same time. What had this woman done to me?

“Well ladies,” Evan started, putting the bottle of wine back on the coffee table with a loud thud. “I’m sure both of you are wondering what my expectations are for tonight.”

I could give a fuck midget.

I expectantly looked at him. Denise looked at him with one brow raised. She was sitting beside him on their couch; I was adjacent to them in an overstuffed chair. It was so big I felt like I was sinking into the cushion. My wicked mind briefly fantasized about eating her pussy while her legs hung on other side of the arm rests.

I gulped my wine again, feeling greedy.

“You’re supposed to watch right,” Denise led him along.

He looked at her and nodded. “Yes, definitely. But that’s it. I just want to watch. I don’t want to be involved, in any way.”

“We don’t want you to be either,” I boldly said, my eyes hard as I looked at him.

He looked at me and wickedly smiled. “However, this is my wife and I am her husband and I will fuck her if I want to. Whether you choose to get involved or watch or not is up to you.”

He winked at me. I wanted to shoot him dead.

He looked over at Denise for reassurance, but she didn’t look at him; just kept her head down and sipped her water.

He chuckled and slapped her on the knee, a little too hard for my taste. He looked back over to me. “So, yeah, now that that’s out the way. I want you two to just go for what feels natural, just go with the flow. I won’t interfere; won’t stop you. If there’s something I want to see you do or try, I hope you’d be open to the suggestion.”

“Like what?”

“You know. A certain way to touch her. Kiss her. Eat her pussy…”

“I won’t need any “tips” from you, I assure you.”

“Jesus Christ, Veronica, that’s not what I mean. I’m not coaching you for Christ’s sake. I’m just saying, I might want to see you do it a particular way. You know… Eat it faster. Put your finger in her. Eat her ass. Faster. Slower. Look at me. Shit like that.”

I rolled my eyes and grabbed the bottle of wine, attempting to pour more. The gotdamn thing was empty. I slammed it back on the table and covered my face with my hand. Why the hell had I agreed to this?

“Denise? That okay with you babe?” he asked her.

“Fine,” she easily agreed.

This yes sir, no sir submission from her drove me nuts. I couldn’t wait to own her ass in the bed. I looked over at her, my eyes on fire as I eyed her in that sinful dress. And own her ass I would.

“That okay with you Veronica?”

I looked over at him and reminded myself to play it cool. “Whatever makes you feel good Mister.”

He winked at me again and I fantasized about gouging his eyes out with a pair of scissors. I needed to keep it together.

“Anything else?” I inquired, playing nice.

He shook his head. “No. Just don’t hold anything back. Just… go with it.”

We all sat there in awkward silence.

“So…” He looked back and forth between she and I. “When do you ladies want to get started?”

Denise frowned. “Here? You don’t want to go upstairs?”

Evan relaxed against the couch and put his hands behind his head, crossing his ankles.

“Why don’t we start the preliminaries here. Then, when the mood is right…” He gestured towards me. “Hop to it doll. Remember. Don’t let anything hold you back. Go in on that pussy.”

Denise turned red. “Evan…”

“Look at how she keeps looking at you. I know she wants to. Tear that shit up Veronica. Have her ass climbing the gotdamn walls.” He chuckled wickedly.

Denise looked like she was going to die of shame. She apologetically looked at me, but I was already in beast mode. This mother fucker was going to eat his words. Just wait and see.

Brazen, I stood up and walked over to her, yanking her up. I grabbed her by her fat ass and dove in, kissing her passionately, looking at Evan. He drooled.

“Gotdamn,” he sighed, sitting forward.

Focused on Denise, I kissed her until she was putty in my hands; then pulled back, heatedly looking at her. Her eyes held all I needed in that moment. I gave her a sexy smile and fully turned her towards her husband. I looked over her shoulder at him and put my arms around her, drawing my hands up to her heavy tits. I squeezed them and licked her neck, moaning softly.

Denise closed her eyes and leaned back into me, moaning in return. Evan looked like he was going to nut on himself. Giving him a taunting smile, I pulled her tits out the top of her dress and moved them around in circles, pressing my crotch against her ass.

“Kiss me,” I whispered into her neck.

Obediently, Denise turned her head towards me and obediently kissed me, continuing to moan. Closing my eyes to Evan, I pinched her nipples and slapped her tits together, mesmerized by the sound.

“Holy fuck,” Evan whispered.

Reaching down, I grabbed the end of her dress and teasingly pulled it up, exposing her pussy. I growled when I realized she wasn’t wearing panties.

“So fucking sexy,” I sighed, running my fingers over her twat. I growled again when I felt that bush. “Yes, you kept it nice and full for me. I love the hair on your pussy.”

She whimpered, slightly parting her legs.

“Play with her pussy,” I heard Evan say.

I did just that, running my fingers through her coarse hair; then sliding my fingers between her fat lips, hitting pay dirt.

“Naughty girl,” I teased her. “So wet for me already?”

She was shaking. “Please,” she whimpered.

“Please what?”

“Yes baby, beg her,” Evan huskily ordered.

“Don’t stop Veronica.”

“I’m just getting started hot stuff.”

I went to the front of her and grabbed those gigantic melons, diving in, sucking loud, biting, swirling my tongue and jiggling them in my hands. I was greedy as fuck, pulling back and looking at them before I dug in again. I was on fucking fire. I couldn’t get enough.

“God yes,” I groaned. “I missed these big titties.”

“Oh!” she screamed.

“Suck them some more Veronica,” Evan hissed. “Suck them. Let me see your tongue on them.”

I turned her body to the side so he could see my tongue perfectly and did just that, taking my time, lengthily licking them and biting them; then attacking them like they’d pissed me off. I put my finger between her legs and started stroking her pussy, thumbing her clit. The noises she was making were driving me wild. I tried to pace myself, but it was impossible.

“Get on your knees,” Evan said. “I want to see you eat and lick that pussy. Now.”

I ignored him for a little bit, doing as I damn well pleased, stabbing my tongue against her nipples and obnoxiously slurping on those sizeable areolas while I moderately stroked that demon pussy.

Not wanting to wait any longer, I got down on my knees and hissed when I came face to face with it. Just as pretty and as perfect as before. And believe it or not, bushier. I had never seen such a sexy, bushy pussy. Damn how I wanted her.

I looked up at her, lost. She stared back down at me, desperate. Evan was forgotten in that moment. I heard him talking but I can’t even begin to remember what the fuck he said.

I pushed her dress further up her thighs and massaged my way around to her ass, rubbing deftly. I brought my hands back to her pussy and parted her beyond moist lips, licking mine. Denise threw her head back and moaned desperately as my tongue made contact with her center.

“Holy fucking fuck,” Evan rasped. “Damn that’s fucking sexy. Eat that pussy Veronica. Eat my wife’s pussy. Yeah, just like that. I like that.”

Watching Denise and ignoring him, I swirled my tongue, licking, sucking and eating her pussy like the expert I was, leaving no juice untouched. I drifted my hands up to her tits and began rubbing them, pulling on her nipples and circling them with my palms.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, her mouth wide open as she ran her fingers through my hair. She bumped her pussy against my face and looked at me, the expression on her face one of sexual anguish and unhinged desire.

“This pussy tastes as good as I remembered,” I said to her, loudly kissing her pussy. I kissed it again and again and again. My hands went back and forth between her fat ass and heavy tits. I couldn’t get enough. I couldn’t stop touching her; I couldn’t stop attacking that pussy. I ate it like I was mad at it and in love with it at the same time, squeezing and pushing her snatch tighter to my lips when she exploded with a gut-wrenching orgasm. I could feel it all through my body and it made me cum too. Without any contact. This shit was insane. We both screamed at the same time and I swear Evan levitated off the couch at that moment.

We were lost. Overcome. In a daze. I kept eating. This chick made me feel like I had absolutely no control. And I loved it. I don’t know where and when I switched from that pussy to that ass but before I knew it, Denise was bent over the coffee table while my tongue played footsy with her anus, my fingers probed her pussy, and Evan played with her tits. Her screams were reaching falsetto level. I got nasty with that ass, moving back and forth between it and that pussy, not even caring that Evan had selfishly inserted himself in our playtime. Shit. I knew who the real alpha was, and I was excelling at my job, leaving no part of that body unravished.

He kept talking, ogling over her beauty and how sexy we both were but I drowned out the annoying sound of his voice. Until I heard him say…

“I need to see you on our bed. I want you to eat her pussy on our bed so you can spread her nice and wide. Let’s go upstairs.”


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
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