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Let Me Eat It

My friend Cola (nicknamed that by an ex-boyfriend because of the curvaceous shape of her body), had never liked my boyfriend Randy so of course she was beyond ecstatic when I told her I had finally dumped his cheating ass.

“It’s about goddamn time,” she loudly said in her distinctive New York accent. “Finally got tired of his cheating ass, huh?”

“Yeah, too little too late,” I glumly said, twisting my hair around my finger and fighting tears.

Cola paused and I could tell she was weighing something over in her mind. I could imagine her pretty pecan brown face frowning as she thought. “You aeight?”

I sighed in aggravation and dropped back on my bed. “No.”

She paused again. “Want to come over so I can take care of you?”

I swallowed thickly, staring at the ceiling. I knew what Cola meant. Cola had been on me hard since high school. She was an unapologetic bisexual even back then and had gone as hard for the girls as she had the boys. Even back then she was always lamenting over my own shapely body, ogling over my very large breasts and fat hips.

“Why don’t you give me some? I promise you’ll like it,” she started saying as early as the 11th grade.

I would always wrinkle my nose and wildly shake my head. “Ew. No Cola. I’m not letting you do that.”

“That” meaning smothering her face between my thick as hell thighs that she also loved talking about.

“You don’t know what you’re missing,” she said with a smirk. “I am a master at eating pussy.”

I’d always just ignore her or brush it off. When we graduated we went to two different colleges. She was on the west coast; I stayed on the east. We talked daily and would update each other on our college experiences. By that time, she was going through a full-blown lesbian phase so all she was doing was “sucking titties, eating out ass, and eating pussy”. I was always excited and fascinated to hear about her experiences, but I still wasn’t trying to give her none.

Sometimes we would send one another pictures of outfits we were wearing for a night out on the town. She would also compliment me on how well my dresses or skirts outlined my hips and how well my titties sat up. One day she got cute and asked me to send her a picture of the underwear I was wearing beneath. My tipsy ass got cute back and actually sent her a picture of myself in my lace bra and panties. Her response was immediate and visceral.

Damn, you got a nice fat pussy was her bold response.

I had blushed and felt ashamed when my pussy tingled and jumped in response.

Is that hair I see beneath those sexy panties?

Yes. I told you I don’t shave I responded back.

I want to see your pussy. Send me a naked pic.

I refused and stopped answering her texts. When I went out on a date with my beau at the time that month, I rode his dick like I’d lost my mind. I was thinking about Cola and her response to my picture the whole time.

I didn’t hear from her the nest day and I worried I’d hurt her feelings. Feeling brazen but still nervous, I sent her a pic of my titties. She immediately responded back.

Goddamn Michelle, was all she said.

You like my titties?

I love them. Nice, juicy, fat, and round. You gonna let me suck them?

Maybe, I teased.

I never did and we’d see one another over holidays and summer breaks. She would ask and I would refuse, using my boyfriend as an excuse. When we returned to school, I resumed sending her pics of my titties. I soon started sending photos of my pussy too and would masturbate as I thought about her responses. She went nuts over my hairy pussy and begged me to eat it. I kept telling her no.

All these years later, she still got at least one titty and/or pussy pic at least twice a week. She was still asking and I was still saying no. But tonight, I was feeling a yes oozing up my throat.

I put my finger to my super hard nipple and tweaked it. I moaned at the sensation I felt. “What do you plan on doing to me?” I whispered.

“Every nasty thing you can think of.”

I was shaking, unnerved that I was actually considering this.

“I just want my face in that pussy. And you do too, otherwise you wouldn’t keep sending me all those sexy pictures.”

Damnit, she was right. I had been fantasizing about Cola eating my pussy for ages but I was always too afraid to take that chance. I didn’t want to ruin our friendship; get turned out. Something told me I would be turned out and then some. Cola’s tongue was legendary on her college campus. Or so I’d been told. Many a heterosexual relationship had been broken up and many hearts broken because of this self-proclaimed savage. I wanted to see for myself.

I had good pussy and I wanted Cola to see for herself. I wanted to know if she made me feel as good a man and how hard she’d make me cum. I wanted to know if she enjoyed my pussy as much as the men did.

“You’re taking too long to think about it,” she said with irony.

“It’s a lot to think about,” I honestly but quietly admitted.

“What’s hard? You want me to eat it; I’m dying to eat it - “

“What makes you think I want you to?”

“Do we really need to revisit that part of the conversation?”

I heavily sighed and rubbed my foggy head. My pussy hadn’t stopped jumping and my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. What could one time hurt? I’d only need to experience it once, right? Even if it was so good it blew my head off?
 

“Michelle,” she impatiently called me.

I uncomfortably squirmed. My panties were soaked. The images forming in my mind of possibilities and orgasms and screams permeated my psyche.

“Okay,” I uneasily acquiesced.

“You don’t sound sure. Or convinced.”

“I am,” I shakily insisted.

Cola briefly paused. “Maybe you need a little more time to think about it.”

“I don’t Cola. I’m sure. Let’s do this.”

She paused again. I could hear the smile in her voice as she continued. “Well, alright then sexy. Let’s do this.”

I couldn’t lie to myself. I was stressing beneath the surface. I worried about our friendship and how doing this would affect it. I worried I would like it too much and want it to continue. I worried I’d become sprung and obsessed and start stalking her. I didn’t doubt Cola’s reputation was well-earned and I had heard more than one story about some hapless female suffering a broken heart and abandoned pussy once she got tired of them. She had told me herself about broken windows and expletives being etched into her car. So, I wasn’t fooling myself that this might not lead to trouble.

But shit. I was horny. I was desperate. And I was curious. So, I was more than willing to take the risk.

An hour later, I was standing in Cola’s bedroom, completely naked and vulnerable. I felt so exposed and unsarcastically shy. More than a few men had seen me naked… I had been sending her nudies of myself for months… But I was so nervous I felt like I was going to tremble out of my skin. Cola stood in front of me, bold and bad as shit. Purposeful, arrogant, and sexually confident. She looked like a woman on a mission and beyond hungry. She hadn’t stopped staring at my naked body since I had gotten undressed for her. She had demanded I do so. She wanted to watch me undress myself and had surprisingly kept her cool while I did. But the way she was looking at me now…

“Damn Michelle,” she said, lustfully narrowing her eyes at my tits and licking her lips. “I can’t believe you made me wait this long. That you kept this bad ass body away from me all this time.”

“I didn’t want to ruin our friendship,” I breathlessly said.

“Yeah, you keep saying that, but me fucking you will only enhance it. Trust me.” She cocked her head at me and stared at me. I was lost looking into her sexy brown eyes. I had honestly never looked at Cola in that way but that night was changing everything. I was seeing her in a whole new light.

“How bad do you want it?” she asked me.

I blinked. “Huh?”

“How bad do you want me to eat this pussy?” She skimmed her thumb along my bush and I quietly moaned. She smiled at that. “How bad do you want me to fuck you?”

I weakly smiled, fighting for control and losing. “As bad as you want to fuck me.”

She rested her warm hands against my wide hips and fondled them firmly. I leaned into her touch. “You like the way I touch you?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“How long you been thinking about me doing stuff like this to you?”

I shyly looked at her. “Tonight?”

“You mean you honestly never thought about it? Even when you sent me all those pictures?”

I shook my head.

“I don’t believe you.”

“It’s the truth.” I shivered as her pinky traced one of my areolas.

“You wanted this,” she huskily insisted. “That’s why you sent the pictures.”

“Okay.”

“You’ve been curious about me for years but were too chicken shit to do anything about it.”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe hell.” She stood closer to me. She was still fully dressed and it turned me on that she was in complete control and I was at her sexual whims. “Kiss me.”

I nervously sighed and tightly closed my eyes, leaning in for a kiss. My full mocha-painted lips puckered shyly.

Cola lightly giggled and tapped me on the ass. “So cute. Acting like you all nervous and shit.”

I opened my eyes and looked at her. “I am.”

“You’re full of shit.” She pressed her lips against mine, watching me. Her lips felt soft and inviting. My lips timidly moved against hers while I watched her as well. Kissing her filled me with a warmth I hadn’t expected. It also turned me on. Immensely.

“Open your mouth,” she whispered.

I did; then slightly shivered when she inserted her tongue, moving it against mine. It circled my lips; then moved back inside my mouth, dominating me. Our tongues wrestled one another, while our eyes held. I moaned when she put her hand to my pussy and softly rubbed it, running her fingers through the hairs.

“I love the way your pussy feels,” she murmured.

I was too turned on to respond. She wasn’t even fingering me, just lightly touching me, and it felt amazing. Our eyes jointly closed and we both moaned as we began French-kissing passionately. My hands circled her slim-thick body and rubbed her back. Her hand moved from my pussy to my left titty. She stroked it possessively and circled my nipple with her thumb.

She broke our kiss and looked down at my titty, grabbing it with both hands. I breathlessly watched as she puckered her lips and blew my nipple. It tingled mercilessly.

“It turns me on that your titty is so big I have to hold it with two hands,” she huskily stated. “You’re just too goddamn sexy for words. You took too long to give your body to me. I should’ve been had you.”

Her eyes closed and she leaned in to my breast, sucking it.

“Ah!” I cried out, tossing my head back. My fingers tangled in her hair.

Cola teased my breast with slow pulls and drags, extending her tongue to my nipple and lazily circling it before sucking my titty and releasing it with a loud pop. She moved to the other one and gave it the same undivided attention, holding it.

“You like me sucking these titties?”

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“Huh? You like me sucking these big titties?”

“Yes Cola.”

Cola bunched my titties together and sucked them soundly. “Oh my God,” she gasped, gawking at them. She sucked them again and bounced them. “Oh my God.”

She snuggled her face between my boobs and licked the skin before licking both breasts from top to bottom.

“Oh Cola! Oh!”

“Come here,” she growled, backing up and pulling me with her. She sat down on her living-room couch and pulled me onto her lap. She proceeded to suck, caress, massage, fondle, jiggle, lick, and kiss my titties for several minutes, almost an hour. I was in a daze. I didn’t expect hooking up with Cola would be so mind-blowing. She was truly exceeding my expectations.

I moved my body along with the pattern of her mouth, moaning and crying out. We held eye contact and then she would stare at my titties while she fucked them. My pussy was dripping like a faucet. I wanted her to touch me there so bad but I appreciated her seduction and let her go at her own pace.

The house was comfortably quiet, no TV, neighborhood dogs, or rude, ridiculously loud bass coming from cars in the neighborhood so the sounds of her smacks and sucks on my titties coupled with my sounds of pleasure intensified everything. I could literally feel pleasure in my bones, and my sexual spirit was soaring. I was mesmerized by everything Cola was doing and didn’t want her to ever stop.

I loved watching her on my titties. When you have big titties, you appreciate the view of someone loving on them. I hated I waited so long to give in to her. I could’ve been enjoying this good loving.

Cola loved sucking on my titties so much she was literally drooling between slurps and sucks.

“Goddamn these titties,” she moaned, flopping them around in circles. She lifted them up and let them drop a few times and bounced them. “Why you so fucking sexy friend?”

“Mmmm,” was all I could say.

“I want to fuck you so bad,” Cola grumbled, massaging my ass. She nuzzled her face in my chest; then sucked the tips of my nipples hard. She sunk her teeth in them and bit them. I yelped with pleasure. She moved her hands around to my wet pussy and rubbed. “I want to eat this pussy.”

“Please Cola,” I whined, winding my hips on her. “Pleasssssssse.”

“Let’s go to my room.” She slapped me on the ass. “Get up.”

I shakily stood to my feet and waited on her. She headed in the direction of her bedroom and I eagerly followed. Her bed hadn’t been made and the sheets were still rumpled from her sleeping the night before (I assumed) but it didn’t matter. What was the point of making it when we were just going to mess them up anyway?

I released a quivering sigh when Cola stood behind me and started playing with my titties again while she sucked my neck. She ran her tongue along the skin of my nape and pinched my nipples. I reached back and ran my fingers through her short red hair. She slid her hands down my body and groped my ass before moving around to my pussy and running both hands over it.

“Yesssss,” I moaned, pressing back against her.

“You ready to give me this pussy baby?”

“Yes Cola.”

“Put your leg up on the bed.”

I did as I was told; then cried out as she began slowly fingering me. My eyes crawled to the back of my head and I bit my lip. That shit felt… Damn. Cola kept sucking my neck and used her other hand to fondle both my tits while she continued to stroke my pussy.

“You like that?”

“Yes.”

“That nigga Randy did not deserve you or this body. He didn’t know what to do with all this.” She smacked me on both titties and a trickle of desire ran down my inner thigh. My legs almost gave out. “This should’ve been mine from the very beginning. This should’ve always been mine.”

She turned my mouth around to hers and thrusted her tongue in my mouth, branding me. I put my hand against hers at my titties and desperately kissed her back.

“Put your titty in my mouth.”

My breasts were so big I could lift them up to my shoulder, accommodating her. She sucked like she was being breastfed, continuing to stroke and plunge her fingers in and out of my pussy.

“Oh Cola,” I breathlessly cried. “Cola. Cola.”

She remained magnetized to my titty and I huffed in frustration.

“I just love these big ass titties so much.” She inserted another finger inside me and sucked my titty with force, inflicting pain.

“Cola, shit!”

“You ready for me to eat this kitty cat baby?”

“Yes! Yes please! Take it! Just take it!”

She turned me around to face her and pushed me back on the bed, bent my knees, and folded my legs back. I was wide open to her. I wanted this so badly I was shaking. Cola stood there tall and bold, like the alpha bitch she was. Staring into my eyes, she slowly began to undress, finally revealing that beautiful, flawless body of hers. Her body was truly a work of art. I had a nice body but Cola had no cellulite, stretch marks, scars, or nothing. I would’ve been jealous if I was into girls, which I still wasn’t. I thought she was stunning but I was more interested in what she was going to do to me more than I was in returning the favor. I hoped she wouldn’t ask.

“I want to feel your skin against mine,” she said, by way of explanation.

“I’m not going to touch you or eat you or anything,” I said, almost too forcefully.

She tilted her head at me and smiled that crooked grin. “Wasn’t going to ask you to sexy. I know you’re a certified pillow princess.”

“What’s that?”

She ran the tips of her fingers up and down my thighs, staring at my open pussy. “Never mind.” She paused and looked back into my eyes. “Do you know how bad I want to eat your pussy?”

“Then why are you talking instead of eating it?”

“I’m torturing you for torturing me so long. I should’ve eaten your pussy in high school.”

“No one was eating my pussy in high school.”
 

“What a waste.” She got down on her knees and held my thighs open, watching me. “You sure you’re ready for this tongue and these lips? They wreak havoc baby doll.”

“More than ready,” I boldly attested, caressing my titties.

She kept her eyes on my titties and leaned into my pussy, sniffing soundly. She made sure I saw her tongue slowly creep out her mouth. It was long and when it made contact with my pussy, I screamed harder and louder than necessary. Cola chuckled.

“Damn baby. I haven’t even started eating it yet.”

“Sorry. That felt so good.”

“I know it did.” She kissed my knees all the way down to the insides of my thighs; then ran her tongue through all the hairs on my bikini line. “So fucking sexy.” She stuck her tongue in my pussy and began licking slowly.

“Ohhhhhh,” I groaned, closing my eyes.

Cola rubbed my legs and thighs and kept licking my pussy. She would kiss it and suck now and again but she mostly licked it and I loved it. I ran my hands over my body and opened my eyes, watching her. To my surprise, she was watching me.

“That feels so good,” I whispered down to her.

“You’re fucking delicious,” she said, pausing. “As delicious as I knew you’d be.”

She started eating me then, using her entire mouth to show my pussy some love.

“Uh,” I softly cried out. “Uh. Uh. Uh. Mmmm. Yesssss. Oh. Ohhhhh. Oh my God. Oh Cola. Cola, yes, yes, yes. Uh. Uh.”

Her head started winding and she released a long, drawn-out moan. She sucked my pussy with mad intensity and massaged my ass, moving my hips up and down and around while she disrespectfully fucked my pussy with her tongue. She wickedly laughed when I orgasmed and screamed, grabbing her hair and pulling it hard.

“That’s right,” she encouraged me. “That’s right. Bet you won’t tease me with this pussy anymore, will you? Taking pictures and shit but not giving me none. The fuck?”

My mouth was stretched wide with no sound coming out. She started wildly eating my pussy again. She finger-fucked me while she ate me, driving me to the brinks of insanity. She kissed my pussy loud and watched her finger going in and out of me.

“Look at that,” she whispered. “Look at that pussy. So juicy and so wet. All because of me. Fuck Randy.”

She plunged her tongue back inside of me again, fucking me angrily. “Fuck Randy,” she mumbled deep in the caverns of my pussy. “Giving him and other niggas my pussy. They didn’t deserve this pussy.”

The way Cola talked to me turned me on so much. I loved how aggressive she was and how she dominated me. I sat up on my elbows to look down at her tongue whooshing around in my pussy like a crazy person. She had one finger in my pussy and another in my ass while she ate me and the combination of all three was insane.

“Ah!” I cried out. My eyes filled up with tears as I watched her. It felt so good it was making me cry. “Ah! Ah! AHHHHH! AHHHH! AH!”

I couldn’t take it. I couldn’t stop moving; my legs wouldn’t stop trembling. I tried to close my legs to her, but she wouldn’t let me. “Keep them goddamn legs open,” she growled, smacking me on the inside of my thigh.

“I-I can’t t-take it,” I deliriously murmured.

“You can and you will. Now open these fucking legs.”

Struggling, I did as I was told. I gripped the sheets beside me, still fighting but giving in at the same time. Damn, why had I waited so long? I could’ve been experiencing this dynamic head for years.

“Cola,” I whispered her name, winding my hips. “Cola. Cola.”

“I need to feel you,” she mumbled, coming up for air. “I need to feel your skin against mine.” She climbed on top of me and put her full body weight on me, leveraging both hands on either side of my body. “I need to feel your body.” She rubbed her pussy against mine, and I groaned, enjoying the sensation it created. “I wish I could be inside you.”

Speechless, I looked down between our joined bodies at our pussies. Hers was not bald but not sprouting bush like mine either. She had a simple strand going down the center. I liked looking at it. It was nice. And it felt… nice. Delicious. Her skin against mine was warm and smooth. I ran my hands over her ass and licked my lips at the plumpness. Sister was blessed, but I already knew that. I slapped her buns and she smiled, grinding against me. I arched my hips to hers and matched her movements.

“Damn, your pussy feels good.” She threw her leg over mine, opening herself up to me. And my God, that felt even better.

“Oh Cola,” I said, rolling my hips harder.

“You like that?”

“I love it. Your pussy feels…. s-sooooo good.”

She moved faster, and I gasped, opening my mouth. I continued to stare at our pussies, mesmerized. Our skin slapped against one another, creating a hypnotic sound.

“Yes!” she grunted.

Her titties were so big and hung so low they were practically hitting me in the face. I surprised myself by sticking my tongue out and running it over one of her nipples.

“Oooo,” she sighed, throwing her head back.

I took my hands off her jiggling ass and put them against her jiggling titties, holding them gently as I sucked them both. I didn’t expect to be so turned on by sucking them but I was. Damn, it was sexy and hot as fuck.

“Mmmmm,” I groaned, swirling my tongue around her large nipples. I sucked them hard; then bit them.

“Michelle…”

I felt an intoxicating surge of power at the idea that I was making her feel good. I wondered if I could finger and eat pussy just as well? Hell no. Later for that. If at all. But sucking titties was hot.

“I need to eat your pussy again,” she murmured, climbing off of me and situating herself back between my legs. She dove in, licking me madly and I screamed, humping her face. She slurped and slurped and slurped on my pussy, before licking me fast and furious on the clit.

I sat up on my elbows to watch her tongue whooshing around in my pussy again with the energy of ten studs. She put one finger in my ass and two in my pussy and moved them at a steady, relentless place.

I was still too turned on to make a sound, staring at the ceiling and seeing nothing. I was gone and I loved it. She was right. I should’ve been giving her pussy. She didn’t have to worry anymore. From that day forward, this pussy was hers, hers, and only hers. All hers.


The Playdate

“Alright boys, I want you all to go downstairs and play in the basement. There’s plenty for you to do down there. Lonnie and I are going to stay up here and watch a movie.”

“Can we play the PlayStation Mommy?” Desiree’s youngest son Pop asked her.

“Yes, of course you can,” she told them. “Just make sure you guys behave and don’t fight over the games like last time.”

“Behave and be good Titus,” Lonnie chimed in to her own son. “This is not our house.”

“Ms. Desiree said their home is our home,” Titus rebutted, giving her a mischievous smile.

Lonnie and Desiree shared a secret smile and Lonnie returned her attention to her son. “That doesn’t mean you can do whatever you want. Treat their toys like you do your own.”

“I got it Mom.”

“Good.”

“We’ll see you boys in a little while,” Desiree said, shooing them away.

Both boys bounded down the stairs with Pop’s neighborhood friend D.J. Lonnie shut the bedroom door and locked it. She turned to Desiree, fixing her with a penetrating stare. Lonnie swallowed hard but tried not to look afraid. She was afraid to be alone with Desiree after what had happened last time. She was afraid it would happen again. But at the same time, she almost craved it.

“Now that we’re alone,” Desiree quietly said, walking towards her entertainment center. She took a movie out of an unmarked case and placed it in her DVD player. “There’s a movie I’ve been wanting to show you that I watched last week. I enjoyed it immensely and I feel you will too.” She waited on the movie to load.

Lonnie fidgeted with her hands. “What’s it about?”

“Two besties sharing an adventure together.” Desiree gave her a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

Lonnie swallowed hard again. Her eyes shifted to the television when the home screen of the film popped up. It was two beautiful, shapely black women, hugging one another and laughing with their eyes closed and heads titled back.

“Looks… interesting,” she nervously said.

“Oh, it is.” Desiree thought for a moment. “Before we watch it Lonnie, I want to talk to you about something.”

Lonnie expectantly looked at her. Her heart was drumming a mile a minute and she prayed for it to slow down. But this always happened when she was close to Desiree. Especially when they were alone.

Desiree fully turned to her and leaned back against the entertainment center, placing her hands on either side of her on the surface. “I want to apologize for the other day.”

A sheen of sweat prickled up between Lonnie’s eyebrows.

“I made you uncomfortable, and I want to apologize for that.”

“Which part?” Lonnie blurted out, without meaning to.

Desiree blinked, taken aback. “Sorry?”

“For what you said or what you did?”

Desiree squirmed, looking uncomfortable. “All of it, I guess.”

Lonnie quietly looked at her, waiting on her to continue. Her eyes roamed over Desiree’s face. She quietly admired the older woman’s quiet, unthreatening beauty and brown flawless skin. She had the prettiest long eyelashes and a friendly smile. But her eyes… Her dark eyes always looked like trouble was brewing in them. They looked that way now.

“I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable, but I don’t regret doing or saying any of it,” she said with a defiant lift of her chin. “It had to come out.”

Lonnie crossed her arms and legs defensively. When Desiree glanced down at her exposed thick thighs, she uncrossed them and rested her hands on them. She shouldn’t have worn a dress that was so revealing and short but that had been the point.

“I should’ve told you I was gay when our boys first started hanging out,” Desiree continued, still looking at her legs. She crookedly smiled as if she was thinking of something sinister; then looked back into Lonnie’s eyes. “But I didn’t feel comfortable telling you at the time,” she continued. “Even in this day and age, people are still very close-minded about my community.”

“That doesn’t bother me,” Lonnie confessed. “I mean, I don’t judge you for that. You are who you are.”

“What about what I said and did? Do you judge me for that?”

Lonnie’s breath left her body. She struggled to breathe and almost cowered beneath Desiree’s penetrating eyes. It always felt like Desiree was looking through her soul.

“No,” she quietly admitted.

Desiree walked closer to where Lonnie sat on her bed. “I know I was forceful and took you off guard. You have to understand, I find you very attractive. You are just so beautiful. And your body… Well, you see yourself every day. You know what you’re working with.”

Lonnie’s curvaceous body had been the object of desire for many over the course of her twenty-five years. She had never had the fortune (or misfortune) of being at the mercy of an unapologetically aggressive lesbian though. She hadn’t expected it to turn her on like it had.

She slowly licked her lips and forced herself to look into Desiree’s eyes. “I admit I was… taken aback by your approach.”

“But not turned off by it?”

Lonnie fidgeted. “I mean… I guess I was flattered.”

“What about when I touched you? Put my hand on your breasts? Did that bother you? Or scare you?”

Lonnie subconsciously closed her eyes and quietly sighed. Her body burned at the memory of Desiree’s seductive touch. It was the silliest thing. They were doing something they did all the time: playing board games in Desiree’s kitchen, while their boys played outside. They would normally talk shit about who was kicking whose ass and who was the best player at what but Desiree was unusually quiet that day. When Lonnie asked what was wrong, Desiree took a long time answering. Finally, she looked at Lonnie and said…

“I like women.”

Lonnie wasn’t sure she’d heard her correctly so she’d asked her to repeat the statement.

“I said I like women. I’m gay. I like pussy. I like eating pussy.”

Lonnie just stared at her with her mouth agape. She’d had her suspicions about Desiree before but Desiree never made a move or said anything out of the way so she assumed she might be wrong. Desiree had just validated her suspicions.

“I want to eat yours,” Desiree continued unabashedly.

Lonnie nervously blinked. “What?”

“I said, I want to eat your pussy. I would love to eat your pussy.”

Lonnie swallowed and squirmed in her seat. Her pussy had surprised her by jumping and twitching erratically. The thought actually turned her on. But should she let Desiree know that? They’d only known one another a short time. They only started hanging out because their sons insisted on spending so much time together. They hadn’t even known one another four months. She didn’t even know if Desiree dated or was in a relationship. They never talked about things like that. She herself was in between lovers, having recently separated from Titus’ dad.

“Oh,” was all she was able to squeak out.

Desiree’s eyes drifted down to her oversized chest. “Don’t tell me you haven’t caught me staring at your titties.”

“I… I’ve never noticed.”

Lonnie’s stiffened when Desiree reached her hand out to her chest. She stared at it as Desiree began softly stroking her hard nipple through her sheer white blouse. “Perfect,” Lonnie murmured. “You’re just goddamn perfect.”

Lonnie didn’t know what to do or say. She just stiffly sat there and watched Lonnie’s hand on her body. Her body tensed with sexual curiosity when Desiree reached out with her other hand to touch her other breast. She was deathly quiet as Desiree stood there and boldly groped her, not even asking for permission or asking if she liked it.

“I want to suck your titties,” she huskily said. She began unbuttoning Lonnie’s blouse. Lonnie’s heart was beating so fast she was surprised she hadn’t passed out. She should stop Desiree. She needed to stop Desiree. Their boys were right outside and could walk in at any minute. But curiosity… And her cat… Her cat was on fire and drenching her panties.

Desiree drew in a sharp breath when Lonnie’s bra came into view. She was wearing a mesh see-through black bra and her breasts swallowed it perfectly.

“Goddamn,” Desiree croaked. “So fucking sexy.”

She leaned forward to Lonnie’s breasts, closing her eyes. Lonnie weakly cried out when her full lips circled around one of her nipples.

“MOMMMMMYYYYYYY!”

Both women gasped and immediately looked towards the back door, horrified. They heard footsteps drumming up the stairs and haphazardly got themselves together. Lonnie skidded off her chair and ran towards the adjoining hallway, shakily rebuttoning her shirt. She combed her fingers through her hair and struggled to catch her breath. The boys entered the house just as she buttoned the top button.

That was last week and had been a close call. They hadn’t seen one another since but Lonnie hadn’t stopped thinking about it and it was clear Desiree hadn’t either. When Desiree called and said Pop wanted to know if Titus could come over and hang out, she surprised herself by agreeing. Desiree didn’t mention that day and appeared normal so she attempted to do the same. But nothing had been normal since her and her son crossed the threshold of Desiree’s front door that evening. The tension was so thick you could cut it with a toothpick. They couldn’t stop looking at one another. There was sexual temptation in Desiree’s eyes and Lonnie picked up on it.

She didn’t object when Desiree suggested they go to her room to watch a movie instead of watching it in the family room. She sat on the bed instead of the loveseat that was available in her bedroom. And she’d said nothing when Desiree sent the boys to the basement and locked her bedroom door. She knew what was coming. She just patiently waited for Desiree to make another move. Now that she had… Now what?

Desiree gave Lonnie a sexy smile and turned to press play on the DVD player. She turned back to Lonnie and opened her hands in an open gesture. “We cool?” she asked.

Lonnie tilted her head and cleared her throat. She crossed her legs and crossed her arms, before uncrossing them and placing her hands on the bed. Her fingers curled in the satin sheets beneath her. “I’m here, aren’t I?” Her voice was shaky and she hated that.

Desiree coolly assessed her for a moment; then sat beside her on the bed. Close. Closer than was necessary. Their thighs were practically touching.

“Do you want something to drink before the movie starts?”

Lonnie smooth her braids back from her face. “No.”

They sat in silence as the opening credits began to play. Lonnie almost leaped up from the bed when the opening scene began and it was the two women from the home scene frolicking on a bed. One was going down on the other in an almost aggressive manner and the other was moaning uncontrollably as she lay beneath her, naked.

Lonnie swallowed hard. And loud. Her fingers curled tighter in the sheets. She looked at Desiree from the corner of her eye and was unnerved that she was sitting there calmly watching the movie, her face expressionless. Lonnie looked back at the screen and frowned at the look of desire on the woman’s face who was being… serviced. The look of pleasure. The look of surrender. The look of helplessness. She had looked like that only a week before. She knew that kind of desire; that feeling of giving yourself completely over to someone you probably shouldn’t be sleeping with.

She squirmed at the image of the pretty woman being eaten legs widely spread open and bent, giving the one doing the eating complete access.

She blew through her lips and wiped her sweaty forward. “Desiree…” she weakly began. “What kind of movie did you say this was?”

“A movie about two grown sexy women having an adventure,” was her cool reply.

“Is… Is this a porn?”

Desiree paused before answering her; then smoothly looked over at her. Her eyes were bold as she answered. “Does it matter?”

Lonnie weakened beneath the older attractive woman’s seductive expression. “I… guess not. I was just wondering because…”

“Do you like it? You look like you do.”

Lonnie uneasily glanced back at the screen. “I’ve never seen anything like this before.”

“Never? You’ve never watched lesbian porn?”

Lonnie bit her lip and shook her head.

“Do you like what she’s doing to her?”

That was a trick question and Lonnie knew better than to answer but she did anyway. “I… I guess.”

“I do too. I’ve seen this movie over twenty times and I always rewind this part. I love the way that younger woman is just lying there taking it, giving it up; letting her lover have her way.”

Lonnie just quietly looked at the screen.

“I love how open she is, both figuratively and literally. I love the noises she’s making and how much her lover is moaning tasting her. It’s the sexiest fucking shit I’ve ever seen in my life.”

“It is… quite sexy.”

“Would you like to experience it?”

Lonnie abruptly looked at her, her eyes wide. “What?”

“I said, would you like to experience that? Would you like me to do to you what she’s doing to her?”

Lonnie began shaking and tried to suppress it but it was impossible. She was beyond turned on and her panties were drenched. “I… don’t know if we should. The boys…”

“Are downstairs in the basement and won’t hear shit. Unless you’re just a ridiculously loud screamer.”

She put her hand to Lonnie’s bare shoulder and lightly caressed it. She pressed her lips against it and softly kissed her warm skin. Lonnie trembled beneath her touch.

“You want it.” Desiree whispered in her ear. She licked the shell and Lonnie mewled. “Don’t you?”

“I shouldn’t. We…”

She stopped speaking when Desiree put her hand to her thighs and slowly opened them. “Yes, you should.”

Lonnie glanced over at the television in time to see the woman being eaten exploding from an orgasm. She screamed and grabbed her lover by the hair, yelling her name.

“That’s my favorite part,” Desiree said in between soft kisses on her neck.

Lonnie closed her eyes. Desiree was making her feel so good. She was weak. Helpless. Desperately horny and wanting more. She couldn’t wait to see what Desiree did to her this time.

Her leg nervously bounced as Desiree’s fingers tiptoed up her inner thigh to her panties.

“Relax,” Desiree breathed against her lips. She ran her tongue over Lonnie’s plush mouth and laid her hand against her crotch. “You’re wet,” she said, her tone low and matter of fact.

“I know. I’m so embarrassed.” Lonnie tried to close her legs against Desiree’s hand; then gasped when it warranted a sharp slap to her pussy. “Oh.”

“Don’t do that again. Let me have it.”

Lonnie nervously looked into Desiree’s hooded eyes and meekly nodded.

“I still want to eat your pussy. Kiss you all over.” She moved her hand up to Lonnie’s covered breasts and squeezed. “Suck and play with these for hours.”

Lonnie licked her lips. “I would like that.”

“I know you would,” Desiree growled. She leaned in and kissed Lonnie, hard. Her tongue plunged in her mouth and Lonnie willingly opened. They kissed with forceful passion, no longer holding back or being polite. Desiree ran her hand over Lonnie’s huge breasts, down to her stomach, over her thighs, to the side of her hips; then back to her panties.

“Please,” Lonnie croaked, arching wantonly to her.

“Shhhh.” Desiree tickled Lonnie’s pussy with her fingers; then drew them around in a small circle. “Gotdamn, you’re so wet.”

“Please Desiree… Please.”

“Settle down sexy. I’m driving this car. And I’m going to take my mother-fucking time.”

“But…. The boys…”

“Oh Christ.” Desiree pulled away from her in frustration and leaned over the side of the bed to grab a remote off her side table. She pressed a button and the movie disappeared. She pressed another button and an image of the boys playing in the basement popped up on the screen.

“Now look. I don’t want you looking at this the whole time, but if it will quiet your worries and concerns to see where they are and what they’re doing while I’m eating pussy, I’ll leave it up.”

Lonnie looked at the oblivious, rambunctious boys on the screen for a minute; then glanced over at Desiree with a shy smile. “Sorry. I just don’t want them catching us.”

“And they won’t. I locked the door.” She hit another button on the remote, bringing up the audio. “And we can hear everything they’re saying and doing.”

Lonnie acquiesced and nodded. Desiree tossed the remote to the entertainment system and turned back to her, immediately placing her hand back to her crotch. “Now back to this wet pussy…”

Lonnie’s naughty pussy jumped and throbbed at her words.

“Unbuckle your shirt and show me your tits.”

Lonnie expelled a shaky breath and slowly undid the buttons on her shirt. Her breasts were covered beneath a satin/lace bra that matched her panties. Desiree hissed through her teeth. “I swear you are the sexiest, most beautiful, alluring, irresistible woman I’ve ever met in my life.”

“Thank you.”
 

“No thanks required. Just let me have full access to this body whenever I want it.”

“Yes.”

“Lift your bra over your titties.”

Biting her lip, Lonnie followed instructions. Her bountiful tits swayed and bounced against her chest.

“Gooooooot… DAYUM! I knew these mother fuckers were big beneath your clothes… But completely naked? Fuck, you are so gotdamn sexy Lonnie.”

Lonnie could hear herself breathing she was so nervous and turned on.

“Shake them back and forth for me.”

Again, Lonnie obeyed Desiree’s orders.

“Yessss. Bounce up and down so I can see them bounce… Holy fuck. Yeah, just like that.”

Lonnie gasped when Desiree slapped her titties on the sides.

“Bounce again.” She slapped them again as Desiree bounced. “Again gotdamnit.” She slapped them once more.

Moisture oozed out the side of Lonnie’s panties. She whimpered with unhinged desire.

“You like that?”

“Yes.”

“You want me to suck these titties?”

“Oh my God. Yes, Desiree please. Yes.”

Desiree grabbed her boobs and lifted them up to her lips, closing her eyes. She ran her tongue over Lonnie’s large nipples, growling. Lonnie was a puddle against her. Her chest shook and panted. Desiree sucked the tits of her breasts hard, holding them in her mouth. She released them with a loud pop; then did it again. Lonnie watched her new friend mouth-fuck her titties with a frown of desire on her face. She loved when anyone sucked her titties and Desiree was a master at it.

“Open your legs,” Desiree said.

Lonnie eagerly spread her thick thighs again and placed her hands behind her on the bed. She deeply moaned when Desiree began tracing her pussy on top of her panties with her index finger. She moved it around in lazy, titillating circles as she continued inhaling Lonnie’s breasts.

“Hold them titties.”

Lonnie lifted her tits to Desiree’s mouth. “Oh my God. Oh my God Desiree, that feels so good.”

“You like the way I play in your pussy and suck these big ass titties?”

“God, yes. It feels amazing.”

Desiree kissed her way up to Lonnie’s trembling lips. “Kiss me.”

The women began kissing like wild heathens. Desiree kept circling Lonnie’s wet panties with her finger, pressing firmer and going faster. She broke their kiss and stuck her tongue in Lonnie’s mouth, dancing her tongue against hers. Their tongues wrestled with one another in lust.

“Uhhhhh,” Lonnie breathed into her mouth as Desiree added two more fingers to play with her pussy.

She yelped when Desiree slapped her pussy with her open palm. “Touch it Desiree. Please, go in my panties and play in my pussy.”

“Mmmm,” Desiree smiled, pulling back to look at her. “Trying to be in control Doll Face?”

“No. I… I just want to feel your fingers inside of me.”

Desiree eased her fingers to the crease of Lonnie’s soaked panties. “You want me to finger this pussy?”

“I’m going to explode if you don’t.”

“Lay back.”

Desiree slowly laid back on the bed, shivering against the cool satin sheets.

“You look so gotdamn hot laid back on my bed like this,” Desiree growled, slapping her pussy again. “I’m going to tear this pussy up.”

Lonnie’s legs opened wider. “I can’t wait.”

Desiree glanced over at the monitor to make sure the boys were still preoccupied. She muted the sound to silence the distraction; then returned her attention to her object of desire. “Do you know how many days and nights I’ve dreamed about having you alone in my room like this?”

Lonnie shook her head, desperate for more.

“Since we met three months ago. Since day one, I’ve been wanting to eat this pussy and see, feel, and suck on these titties.”

“Why did you wait so long to make a move?”

“Wasn’t sure you’d be down with it.”

“I wasn’t sure either until last week.”

“Now, here we are.”

“Here we are.”

Lonnie stood up and slowly began removing her own clothes. Lonnie’s eyes lit up with approval at the sight of the older woman’s firm but small breasts, bald pussy, and round hips. Desiree may have been a bit on the butch side but she had a beautiful body.

“I’m a touch me not,” Desiree firmly said.

Lonnie frowned. “What?”

“I don’t like being touched in any way.”

“But… we just kissed.”

“I know. I love kissing. But I don’t like having my breasts fondled or my pussy played with.”

“Not eaten either?”

A no-nonsense, “No.”

Lonnie swallowed. She was surprised she felt so much relief. She was afraid she might have to reciprocate later. “Okay, that’s fine. I wouldn’t know what to do anyway.”

“But I do like scissoring.”

“What’s that?”

“I’ll show you later. Right now, let me get back to this body.”

She sat beside Lonnie on the bed and took off the rest of her clothes. She hissed through her teeth when Lonnie lifted her hips for her to pull her panties off. She lustfully gazed at the thick triangle of hair between Lonnie’s pretty thighs.

“Yes,” she said.

Lonnie ran her hand over her bush. “You like this?”

“Yes,” Desiree growled, baring her teeth. “You have no idea.”

Lonnie placed her hands behind her head in surrender and Desiree resumed control. She leaned down to Lonnie’s titty and greedily sucked.

“Ahhhh,” Lonnie cried out, arching her back.

Desiree’s fingers drifted back to her pussy. She spread her fat pussy lips with her fingers, leaving her thumb and index finger free. She used her index finger to stroke the inside of Lonnie’s gushy flesh and her thumb to play with her clit. Lonnie’s thighs trembled hard.

“Yesssssssss!” she exclaimed.

Desiree stayed glued to Lonnie’s fat juicy titty while her fingers expertly maneuvered her pussy. The combination was explosive and drove Lonnie to harsh, breathless gasps and whimpers so hard they sounded like tears. It wasn’t long before Desiree got to her knees in front of the bed and replaced her fingers and thumb with her mouth. Lonnie’s eyes flew to the back of her head and she gripped the sheets with her fingers. Moaning wildly, Desiree fucked Lonnie’s sweet pussy with her tongue and sucked, kissed and grinded her face and open mouth all over her bush, the sides of her pussy, and fat lips. She winded her nose deep inside of her, inhaling her goodness.

“Gotdamn, you’re delicious!”

Lonnie exploded and grabbed Desiree by the hair. She sobbed uncontrollably as she came back to back, each one more intense than the last.

“DESIREEEEEEEEE!”

“This pussy so good Lonnie,” Desiree breathlessly murmured. She dug her nails in Lonnie’s fat hips and furiously shook her head back and forth in her pussy.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Oh God! Oh my God! Oh fuck, yes!”

Desiree pushed Lonnie’s legs back and bent them. She placed hard kisses all over Lonnie’s pussy, before thrusting her tongue inside of her again.

Lonnie sat up on her elbows to watch the actions. Desiree’s eyes held hers as she attacked her pussy with possessive force.

“Pussssssssyyyyy,” Desiree darkly whispered. She laid her tongue flat and licked Lonnie like an ice-cream cone. “This pussssssyyyyy. Good ass pussy. Delicious pussy.”

“Oh,” Lonnie whined, holding Desiree’s intense gaze. “Oh. Oh. Oh. Uh. Uh. Baby. Yes.

Eat my pussy. Eat my pussy. Eat it, yes.” Desiree began sucking on her pussy and Lonnie’s eyes crawled to the back of her head. She threw her head back; then put it up again to look at Desiree. Her eyes widened when Desiree inserted three fingers. Her fingers and mouth began tag teaming Desiree’s cunt, nailing touchdown after touchdown.

Lonnie began crying as she exploded again. “Desiree what are you doing to meeeeeee? What are you doing?”

“I’m eating the fuck out of this pussy baby,” was the raspy reply. “Just like I’ve been dreaming of doing.”

Lonnie grabbed the side of her thighs and held on for dear life. She managed to steal a glance at the monitor and was relieved to see the boys were still playing and having a good time. They were having fun while, unbeknownst to them, their two single moms were upstairs being naughty with one another. She briefly wondered what Titus’ father would think if he knew. Not that she’d ever tell. She was never telling anyone about this encounter or the ones that might follow, not even her best friend. They’d never understand or approve. Besides, it was none of their business.

Lonnie’s ear tingled at the slushy, slurping sounds of Desiree eating her pussy, followed by an occasional slap on her ass now and again. The intermingling sounds were so intoxicating and addicting. She glanced back down at Desiree’s roving head and was so turned on by the sight she started humping her face in rhythm with her eating.

“Mmmmm-hmmm!” Desiree enthusiastically approved. “Give me that pussy baby. Give me that pussy.”

“Desiree…”

“Yes baby…

“Des… Desi…”

“Yes, Baby doll…”

“I’m… I’m cumming again. I’m cumming. I’m cumming! Oh my God! OH MY GOD!”

This one was so intense Lonnie almost passed out. She thought Desiree would take pity on her and stop for a moment or at least pause but she kept going. Lonnie almost cried out in protest. She was so weak and her pussy was beyond sensitive. But damn it was still throbbing and pulsating for more. Greedy bitch.

Lonnie’s mouth dropped open in delight when Desiree released a long trail of spit inside her pussy, licked it and slurped it up; before doing it over and over again.

“Oh God,” she whispered.

“Love this pussy.”

“Desiree...”

“You like the way I’m treating this pussy baby?”

“Yesssss….”

“Hmm?”

“Dear God, yes. You make me feel so good baby. So fucking good. Ooo. Ooo. Oh. Oh yes, keep doing that. That looks so good. I love the way your face looks in my pussy. Yes, spit on it again. Damn baby… Baby… Babbyyyyyyy….”

Desiree slurped her pussy and licked her lips. “Yummy!” She put her hands to Lonnie’s heaving breasts and began pulling her nipples with her thumb and index finger. She plucked them in rhythm with her eating.

Lonnie’s head dropped back on the bed and lolled back and forth. Tears fell out of her eyes. She couldn’t take it. This was too much. It felt too good. No one had ever eaten her pussy like this in her life. No man had ever made her cum so hard or so many times. No man had ever made her body feel this amazing. No man had ever made her feel this sexy or made her cry out endlessly in pleasure.

Her eyes shot open and dazedly fixated on a spot on the ceiling as she climaxed again, too weak to make a sound. Her breath came out choppy and fast; her fingers pulled Desiree’s hair. She tried to push her off but Desiree was implanted and refusing to move. She closed her legs against the side of her head but the stubborn woman kept licking like she’d starve to death if she didn’t keep eating Lonnie’s pussy.

“Please,” Lonnie whimpered, her body jerking and spasming on the bed like a fish on dry land. “Please. No more. I can’t take it. Give me a moment. Just a minute or something, please.”

Desiree stubbornly kept licking but softly. “You shouldn’t be so fucking sexy and taste so delicious.”

“I’m going to pass out or throw up or both if I come again.”

Desiree slapped her ass. “Weak ass.”

Lonnie tiredly smiled. Her eyes drifted and her head fell to the side.

“That’s some good ass pussy,” Desiree said, sitting up on her knees. “Gotdamn! Good ass pussy.” She ran her thumb over Lonnie’s clit and her finger trailed the hair on her pussy. “I want to eat this pussy every day and night for infinity.”

“Mmmm,” was Lonnie’s only reply.

“Oh, no you don’t Doll face!” Desiree said. “We are far from finished.”

“I just need to sleep. Just for a minute, please.”

“Nope. No not until I feel this yummy pussy against mine.”

Desire threw her legs on either side of Lonnie’s listless body and held herself up by her hands. She slightly turned to the side and pressed her pussy to Lonnie’s, moving sensuously.

Lonnie’s eyes momentarily flew open at the new touch. “Oh,” she softly cried out.

“Uh-huh,” Desiree slurred, continuing to move. “That’s right.”

“Oh. Oh.” She placed her hands on Desiree’s wide behind and dug her nails in the warm skin. She looked down at their pussies pressed against one another and felt her skin burn at the sight. Her heartrate kicked up several notches and her breath caught in her throat. Seeing Desiree’s pussy against hers was truly one of the most erotic, beautiful things she had ever seen in her life.

Her mouth dropped open again as Pop’s nasty mama began thruster harder against her. She bit her lip. Her eyes tightened at the corners and narrowed in feverish lust. She cried out every time their pussies made contact.

“Look at them gotdamn titties,” Desiree groaned, staring lustfully at Lonnie’s big jiggling breasts. “Big ass titties.” She leaned down and bit one nipple, then the other, going back and forth, all the while continuing to fuck Lonnie with the energy of a young stud.

Sounds of their combined pleasure permeated the room. The smacking sound of their skin making contact with each animalistic thrust spell bounded them both. Desiree began sticking her tongue in and out of Lonnie’s mouth in rhythm of their fucking. When they came together moments later, it was beyond volcanic, both women screaming and screeching and cursing like possessed entities in need of an exorcism.

Desiree weakly collapsed on top of Lonnie, struggling to catch her breath. Her hands traveled to her lover’s fat ass, squeezing and fondling it.

“You’re amazing,” she gasped.

“So are you.”

“I’m so glad I made another move and you didn’t stop me. Or the kids,” she dead-panned as an afterthought.

Lonnie dryly chuckled. “Me too.”

Both women glanced up at the monitor. The boys were now sitting down and watching a movie.

“Such good boys,” Desiree said. “So well-behaved.”

“Unlike their mamas.”

She looked at Lonnie and devilishly smirked. “Thank God.”

Desiree vulnerably looked up at her. “That was really amazing. I loved it.”
 

“I knew you would.”

“Are we going to make this an everyday thing? Or every playdate thing?”

“I want it to be everyday. Especially when the kids aren’t around. I want to eat this pussy and fuck you everywhere.” She placed soft kisses over Lonnie’s breasts.

Lonnie melted. “Okay.”

“Whenever and however. I call, you come. You call, I go.”

“I want that too.”

They softly kissed, holding one another.

“MOMMMMMMMMMY!”

Desiree sat up so fast she fell off the bed. Lonnie worriedly glanced up at the monitor. None of the boys were on it! How the devil had they moved so fast?

Desiree scrapped her clothes together in record time and threw her sheets over Lonnie’s naked body. She fast-walked to the door and pressed her ear against it. “YES?” she called.

“WE’RE HUNGRY!” was Pop’s insistent reply.

“Christ,” Desiree fussed, wiping her forehead. “Of course they are,” she muttered beneath her breath. “OKAY, I’LL BE RIGHT THERE!”

Three pairs of feet bounded back down the stairs.

“Where were they?” Lonnie whispered, looking terrified.

“Nowhere near us but close enough from the sounds of it.” She regretfully smiled at the beautiful naked woman in her bed. “Gonna have to break away for a minute. You’ll be here when I get back? Let me eat that pussy some more?”

“At this rate you’ll need the jaws of life to remove me from this bed,” Lonnie teased, snuggling beneath the covers. “I’ll just take a quick nap until you get back.”

“Yeah. Preserve that energy. You’re gonna need it for what I have in mind.”

Lonnie lifted her head to look at her. “What do you have in mind?”

Desiree paused, grinning sneakily. “You like toys?”

Lonnie frowned. “Toys?”

“Go to sleep. You’re in for a treat when you wake up.” She winked at Lonnie and went out the door, still smiling.

Lonnie slowly laid back on the bed and pulled the covers up to her neck. She turned on her side and secretly smiled. Her pussy was still pulsating and gyrating out of control and she squeezed her thighs together to quiet the horny girl. Whatever it was Desiree had in mind for her couldn’t be anything but beyond good. Her mind was dizzy with wonder at the spasmic change of direction her life had taken in one lust-filled afternoon. She didn’t know what the future held for her and her new friend and lover, but she sure as hell was going to enjoy the ride.


Jailbait

​          (previously published, 2020)

I leaned my face to her pussy and deeply sniffed. Fuck, she smelled amazing. Her pussy was going to be so damn good. I knew it.

“You smell so fucking good,” I groaned.

She bumped against my face and pulled my dreads. “Please,” she gasped. “Please.”

“Patience, my sweet,” I said, patting her plump behind. “Patience.”

I sniffed her pussy again, gritting my teeth. I could see someone committing murder over this pussy. If it smelled delicious I knew it was going to taste just as good.

Leaning away from her, I looked up into her eyes and ran my fingers through her long hair, pulling it slightly. She was patiently looking down at me. Her eyes were heavy and dreamy at the same time. She was looking like at me like I held a case of a million dollars in my hands. She wanted what I was going to give her as bad as I wanted to give it to her.

I had to kiss her. I was craving her taste.

I pulled her head down to mine and touched my lips to hers. They were so soft. I flicked my tongue against her lips and she opened her mouth with a soft sigh. I growled and deepened the kiss, thrusting my tongue in and out her mouth. She tasted heavenly and deadly all at the same time. Now that I’d had a taste of her, I immediately felt a sense of possession I’d never felt with anyone else. I wanted to kill whoever came after me.

Maybe if I played my cards right I’d never have to worry about anyone else.

Maybe.

We kissed for minutes as I ran my hands all over her youthful, tender and succulent body, focusing primarily on those ridiculously huge breasts. Time seemed to stand still. I could literally kiss her until my dying breath, but I needed to move on. Time was ticking away.

Tearing my lips from hers, I trailed a wet line down to those Playboy Bunny tits.

“Fuck, I love these tits,” I sighed, inhaling one and then the other with my mouth.

I went back and forth, stabbing her nipples with my tongue and sucking greedily over the tips of her breasts. Fuck, the noises she was making was so sexy. I was sure I would hear them in my dreams for decades. I had no problem pulling the shrillest of screams out of women; making love to the female form was one of my best talents. But coming from Neisha it was like winning the lottery.

Every dude in the neighborhood wanted her and few had succeeded. I felt ten feet tall that I was able to bag her with very little effort. I was indeed a very lucky stud.

Neisha tangled her fingers in my dreads and looked down at me in amazement while I sucked her tits. My fingers roamed until I got to the treasure between her legs and I eased her panties back, sliding my fingers in. She was slippery and wet. My eyes rolled to the back of my head and I deeply groaned as I began teasing her quivering flesh.

Fuck. Extra slippery when wet.

Her eyes widened, and her legs opened slightly to grant me better access. And I took it. I stuck two fingers inside of her and worked them, watching her reactions as I continued to French-kiss her breasts.

Her mouth was wide; her eyes were in the back of her head. She was rotating her hips in formation with my talented fingers. Every now and again she would let loose a helpless mewl and it nearly drove me insane. A person could become addicted to her moans of pleasure. I wanted to hear more.

Stopping abruptly, I stood up from the bed and yanked her around, bending her over the bed. That fat, juicy ass was right in my face.

“I want to eat your ass,” I said in a gruff voice that sounded unfamiliar, even to me.

If I fucked her to death I was going to plead insanity. This chick had me over the edge, and we’d barely gotten started.

I gripped her panties and pulled them down below her hips. She put her fists down on the mattress and looked over her shoulder at me, heat flooding her eyes with a desperation I hadn’t seen in a long while. 

I aggressively palmed her ass, tenderly scraping my nails over the fat flesh. She scrapped her teeth over her bottom lip and smiled, her eyes dangerously narrowing. I slapped one ass cheek and then another. She bumped her ass back at me and hissed a lustful, “Yes.”

Opening that perfect ass, I slid my finger down her crack and spit in it, looking at her. Her bottom lip was trembling as she looked back at me. She was so gone.

Holding those delicious cheeks open, I bent down and ran my tongue all over her ass; then to the crack, licking slow.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck,” she softly murmured.

I did it again and she reached down, playing with her clit.

“Play with my pussy,” she whispered. “Play with my pussy while you eat my ass Tami.”

I answered her request with bold excitement. Three of my fingers stroked that pretty pussy while my thumb roamed her engorged clit. She said my name again and again.

My tongue probed her ass. Moans were coming from my lips a dime a dozen.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! The sound of my name on her lips while I tongue-fucked her ass was a thrill I’d honestly never experienced. Dreams coming true. The law of attraction. The gay gods. Whomever was responsible for this moment, I wanted to hunt them down, give them my latest paycheck, some dap, and an enthusiastic thank you with a cheesy ass grin. But later for that. I had some pussy to slay.

I ate Neisha’s ass out for I don’t know how long. I could’ve stayed down there forever but time was running out. Besides, I wanted to suck those juicy tits again. And I did. I slobbered all over them mother fuckers. And I licked her panties like I’d been dying to do when I’d first caught a glimpse of them. I pulled her panties back up to her waist and tightened them with my fist, thumping her fat pussy with my other palm.

She sat on the side of the bed with her legs wide open like a naughty slut while I ran my tongue all over her sopping panties. Then I tore those jokers off with little effort and started fingering her again, watching my fingers ease in and out of her hairy snatch.

“This is a pretty pussy,” I sighed, feeling like the luckiest stud alive.

She watched too, screaming almost at the top of her lungs. She bucked against my hand, still calling my name. I wanted to record that shit so I could listen to it at night and stroke myself.

Stopping for a moment, I leaned over to my night-table and retrieved a fresh dildo from the inside.

She looked at me with those pretty doe eyes in question.

“It’s new,” I assured her. “Ever been fucked with a dildo before? Or used one on yourself?”

She bit her lip and shook her head no.

I ran it up and down the length of her pussy and eased it inside, watching her eyes widen then roll to the back of her head.

“I love this juicy pussy,” I rasped, running my hand over her bush while I stroked her.

“Mmmmm,” she deeply moaned. “Mmmmm. That feels so good Tami. That feels so good.”

She opened her legs even wider, holding herself up with her hands on the bed. I pressed the dildo further inside of her and she shrieked, rising her hips. Her greedy pussy soaked the dildo up like a sponge. The sound of her juices sloshing against it made me almost lose my mind.

I fucked her harder with it, grazing it across her clit. Her hips greedily moved up and down in motion with my hand and I licked my lips, watching her titties jiggle. I wanted to suck them again.

I leaned up and sucked them while I continued fucking her with the dildo.

“I’m ready for you to eat my pussy,” she whined. “Eat my pussy Tami, please.”

“Fuck yeah,” I growled, tossing the dildo on my night-table.

I slapped her ass cheeks and dived my face in her muffin, groaning harsh and deep.

“Gotdamn,” I exclaimed.

Her hands yanked on my dreads as she aggressively grinded against my face. She looked at me with wild exhilaration as I tongued her pussy down, watching her with narrowed eyes. I can not even begin to put into words how amazing her young pussy tasted.

“Sit on my face. Now,” I demanded, scrambling on the bed and lying with my head by the headboard.

She crawled over to me and ran her hands up and down my body, licking her lips.

“You make me feel so good Zaddy,” she moaned, leaning down to passionately kiss me.

Zaddy? Where the fuck had she learned that word?

“I want to give you this pussy so bad,” she said, grabbing my hand and moving it up and down her coochie. “I want you to eat me like you ate Natalie.” She licked my ear and I groaned, grabbing her ass.

I didn’t want to hear about Natalie. I didn’t give a fuck about Natalie anymore. That shit was over and done. Dead. I was all about Neisha and Neisha’s pussy. At least for the moment.

“Well, get the fuck on my face so I can give you some more of this tongue bitch,” I growled.

I gulped. Damn. This girl was bringing out the feral beast in me. I was afraid I’d gone too far but she yelped with glee and hovered over my face, squatting and grabbing the headboard.

“I love it when you call me that,” she girlishly insisted. “Call me that again.”

I didn’t sound so tough the second time but whatever. “Bitch,” I said. “Sit on my face bitch. Ride me with that pussy.”

She suffocated me, purring. I grabbed that fat ass and dove in, burying my face in her incredible nectar. She screamed and threw her head back, riding my face slowly.

“Ohhhhhh,” she groaned. She winded her hips sensuously. “Ohhhhhh. Ohhhhhh. Yes. Yes. Uhhhhh. Like that. Like that, yeah.”

She deliriously moaned, hopping up and down on me. Watching her titties jump up and down, I fucked her with my tongue, overcome with untamable ecstasy. Watching those tits and eating her had me near the edge. I could come just from eating her pussy alone and that had never happened before. Ever.

She started hopping up and down on me and I harshly groaned repeatedly. Her moans were as deep and as harsh as mine.

“Play with your titties,” I huskily demanded, not coming up for air.

My tongue circled her clit, went down to her pussy, fucked her; then slid back up to her clit. I did that for minutes, basking in her reactions.

“You like that bitch,” I snarled, feeling comfortable objectifying her. Hell, she liked it. So why not?

“Yes, I like it Daddy,” she purred, groping and tugging on her breasts.

Damn. From Zaddy to Daddy. Whatever.

“You like me eating this pussy? You like a woman eating this pussy?”

“Yes!”

“You like the way this old stud eats pussy?”

“Fuck yes Tami, yes!”

“Look at me bitch. Look at me. Watch me eat it.”

She looked down at me and I saw tears of wild lust dancing in those pretty embers. Her eyes were the color of old whiskey and they were shining for me. I was making her feel good. My old ass was turning her out and I loved it.

I took one of my hands off her ass and stroked the fake dick through my pants. I would’ve nutted to the ceiling had that dick been real. I wished it was.

“Is my pussy better than Natalie’s?” she gasped.

I swear I would’ve stopped then and there if she hadn’t tasted so good. What the fuck was it with that Natalie shit? This wasn’t a competition. I don’t know why Natalie was so heavy on her mind, because she sure as hell wasn’t on mine.

But fuck, if that’s what she wanted to hear.

“Yes baby,” I insisted, slurping up her juices. The shit was running down her thighs.

“You’re delicious. Your pussy is so much better than Natalie’s.”

I started slurping again, hoping she’d shut up.

“I love this juicy pussy,” I said. I swirled my tongue and applied pressure, licking her up and down in slow, agonizing circles.

“Fuck, Tami…”

My distraction had worked. Thank goodness. But now I felt like getting my ego stroked.

“Anyone eat this pussy better than me?”

She was nearing her explosion. Her legs began trembling. She ran her hands all over her body, moving her hips. “No,” she whispered.

“Whose pussy is this then?” I smacked her ass hard and she yelped, grabbing the headboard again. “Whose pussy is this bitch?”

“Yours Tami!” she screamed. “Yours!”

It was probably only true until it was all over, but I’d take it.

“Oh, I’m coming! I’m coming Tami! I’m coming! I’m coming! I’m- “

That last proclamation was cut off as she exploded in my mouth. I growled and groaned repeatedly while her juices overflowed, pouring out of her like warm, sweet honey. She continuously screamed, shaking and holding on to the headboard. I continued softly lapping her, enjoying the sounds her pussy made at my contact.

She whimpered and jerked against me, weak. Spent. Satisfied.

But we weren’t done yet.

I sat up on the bed and tossed her ass to the mattress, kissing her tits all the way back down to that greedy pussy. I kept her legs flat and to the side as I started licking her again, watching her watch me. Her gorgeous hair was all over her head and her pretty brown skin was glistening with sweat. The room reeked of her delicious pussy.

I ate her again for minutes, pulling more orgasms out of her. That last one was so strong she couldn’t make a sound. Her lips curled up and her eyes crossed as she jerked and spasmed against me again and again. She was weak. But I wasn’t done yet.

“You want some of this dick?” I said, putting her hand to my eight-inch lifelike Johnson.

Her eyes widened excitedly, and she agreeably nodded.

I held her legs high up in the air nice and wide and lowered myself down, licking my lips at her pussy.

“Tie me up like you did Natalie,” she begged.

I rolled my eyes and didn’t give a fuck that she saw me. Damn! Did she want me to invite Natalie over?

My mouth watered at the thought. But, hell no. I was already in deep with her brother. I didn’t give a fuck if he was still in the Middle East. I had fucked his girl; now I was fucking his sister. He wasn’t killing me twice.

But whatever…

Momentarily distracted, I got off the bed and went to my dresser, grabbing a tie. I went back to the bed and tied her hands together; then attached the tie through the loops on the headboard. She eagerly squirmed, watching me.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.


The Professor

​         (previously published, 2020)

“Do you like the way I’m touching you?”

“Yes. That feels good.”

I was touching her through her shirt and I was dying to go underneath. I slowly stood up and pulled her up with me. I dipped my head to hers and began passionately kissing her again while I fondled her titties. She moaned beneath me. Her arms hung stiffly by her sides but she was kissing me back strongly. My boy shorts were already beyond drenched and I was certain her panties were too.

Releasing her breasts for only a moment, I held her face in my hands and kept kissing her, guiding her head and mouth in formation with mine. Our lips parted on a loud smack and we locked eyes. Taking her hand, I led her into my all white living-room and stood her in front of the sectional leather couch. I turned her to the mirror above it and stood behind her, holding her from the back. My layered black hair teased the curve of her shoulder and tickled her as I moved, drawing a slight shiver from her. I held her arms down to her sides and teasingly tip-toed my fingers up her hairless arms to her aching, heaving breasts. They were so swollen with desire I was surprised they hadn’t popped.

Reaching down, I placed my hand against the bottom of her shirt and slowly pulled it up past her enviable flat stomach, up her chest, to her bouncing boobs. I exhaled a hissing breath as they came into view. Big, firm, round, and perfect. Her nipples were nickel-sized and her areoles were also very big and took up most of her titties.

“Fucking love your tits,” I rasped, placing my greedy hands against them.

We both watched as I held her titties in my hands and caressed them, flicking her nipples with my thumbs, circling them, and bouncing them. Her breath was fast and erratic as her mouth opened and she leaned her head against my bare shoulder. She arched to my hands and I squeezed her breasts hard, drawing a surprised gasp of desire from her chest. I licked my fingers then placed them back against her globes, saturating them with my spit. She bit her lip and her eyes blazed with delight at the gesture. I kept doing that until her entire breasts were branded with my saliva. Sounds gross but it looked intoxicating.

Stepping a little away from her, I dropped my hands from her quivering flesh and whispered a demand.  “Make them jump.”

She immediately followed my request, bouncing up and down. Her boobs slapped and bounced against her chest.

“Shake them back and forth.”

Again, she followed my orders, smiling girlishly at my reflection in the mirror.

I bit my bottom lip, savoring the anticipation of having them in my mouth. “Play with them.”

Shyly running her teeth over her bottom lip, she placed her small hands against them and began stroking herself in slow, methodical movements, starting at the sides and drawing her hands around to the front before plucking her nipples.

“That’s good. That’s very good.”

Turning her around to me, I embraced her in a beastly kiss and grabbed her hands, putting them above her head. I grabbed her titties and stroked and kneaded them as I kissed her. Her knees buckled and almost gave way and I pulled her back up. I kissed my way from her mouth, to her neck, to her shoulders, to her arms, concentrating on each part of her skin, savoring her sweet taste. When my mouth reached her tits, she expelled a clit-clenching cry of excitement, unleashing the lion inside of me.

I held firm to those tits and bunched them up to my mouth sucking madly like a woman gone wild. The noises emanating from my full mouth danced with the moans, gasps, and sighs of encouragement coming from hers.

“I’ve been wanting to suck these titties for so long,” I growled against her.

“Oh, Professor Albright,” she whispered in that intoxicating honey-tinged voice of hers. She grinded her breasts against my lips and I moaned with agony, sucking harder, my jaws caving in as I foolishly tried to fit the meat of her titties in my mouth. The fact that they were so big I could only get the tips in intensified my lust for her that much more.

“Professor Albright that feels soooo good. So good Professor.”

I wanted to remind her again to call me Patty but calling me by my professional name added an element of Dom/submissive to the mix and I liked that. I liked that a lot. Yes Princess, I am your Professor. I’m going to teach you the pleasures and joys of making love to a woman. After I’m done with you, you’ll never want another dick again in your life.

I sucked those titties nice and slow. Then hard and fast. My right hand trailed down her body to her booty shorts. Quickly, I unbuckled and unzipped them, releasing her breasts to yank them down with my hands. Immediately, my hand went to her center and I squeezed, groaning at the heavy moisture gathered in her panties. Her pussy was beyond saturated. I pulled away from her tits to see what her panties looked like. They were sexy as fuck. Black. Silk. Drawstring. I squeezed her pussy lips again with my tongue hanging lustfully out of my mouth. Her pussy lips were fat. Gathering the material in my hands, I yanked them tighter against her and licked my lips again at her pussy imprint. Boy was I going to enjoy putting all of that fat in my mouth. I was one lucky bitch.

Amber moved against my hands and I knew what she wanted but I was going to take my sweet time. I was running this shit, not her. Placing my lips back to her breasts, I teasingly ran the tips of my fingers over the length of her pussy, starting at the top, working my way down and going back up.

Amber’s gasps were hyper and quick as she writhed against me, begging and pleading for her release. I squeezed her pussy between my index finger and thumb and moved the skin up and down. She damn near jumped out of her skin and bumped her tits against my face. Turning her around, I put one hand over her tits and the other at her pussy, rubbing it through the thin material of her panties as I gazed at her perfection in the mirror. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. Her head was tilted back; she was in a trance. I was making her feel incredible and the feeling of power it gave me was exhilarating.

She momentarily opened her eyes to gaze at me with wonder. Our eyes held one another, looking feral and wild. My touch became more aggressive. She reached her hand back and grabbed my hair. Helpless cries of pleasure escaped her trembling lips. It was time. I was done waiting.

“You ready Princess?” I asked her.

She bit her lip and nodded.

I couldn’t stop staring at her in the mirror. This girl was young. She was popular. She was smart. She was what Playboy fantasies and porn movies were made of. And she wanted me. I felt ten feet tall. Turning her to me, I kissed her once more then sat her on the couch, pressing her down with the palms of my hands. She expectantly looked up at me and opened her legs, putting her hands behind her head. This bitch was as anxious as a kid on Christmas morning.

I got on my knees and focused on her. Seeing her splayed open like that on my couch was truly one of the most beautiful sights in the world. I wished my camera was nearby so I could take a picture. I lifted my tank top over my head, revealing my own generous chest. Her eyes widened slightly as she stared at my full tits in my lacy black bra. I was sure she was expecting me to be flat-chested since I wore my clothes so big. The girls always got a kick out of it when they saw my naked body. My older, more mature one rivaled theirs. I intended to reveal my goods slowly to her too. I wanted to make it all about her first. This wasn’t about getting mine; it was about pleasing her. I would derive my pleasure from pleasuring her and having her respond in kind.

My eyes zeroed in on her covered pussy and I licked my lips again. Licking my thumbs, I placed both of them against her crotch and leisurely moved them up and down. Her head lolled back and forth against the couch and her legs involuntarily twitched. Moans bubbled from her stomach and spilled through her lips. Her eyes stayed locked on mine. She was as anxious for what I was going to do to her as I was about doing it to her.


The titillating scent of her young pussy filled the room, teasing my nostrils and making my mouth water. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I had to taste her; I had to have her in my mouth now! I began kissing her again, long and slow; running my tongue across her full bottom lip, teasing my tongue in and out of her mouth; biting her top lip. My hands roamed her body, lingering on her tits and flat stomach. She remained subdued, leaving her hands at her sides. This was going to be a perfect arrangement. As long as she continued playing the role of the submissive one, we would get along great and be lovers for a long time. Those other chicks wanted to take charge too much; wanted to rush things along, wanted to be in control. I had no time or patience for that. I loved when a woman gave herself over to me completely and played helpless. It made me feel powerful. Amber was the perfect student.

Leaning down to her tits, I began kissing, fondling, and licking them again with my eyes trained on hers. Her breathing had quickened and the sound drove me mad. I parted her thighs and slid my hands down her stomach to her panties, slowly pulling them down. My eyes lit up with excitement as her bush came into focus. There’s nothing like that first reveal of the pussy. She had a little pussy hair but that didn’t bother me. I actually love a hairy pussy. What really turned me on was that the hair she did have on it was shaved in the shape of a lightning bolt. That was original and beyond sexy to me. I hoped she was super flexible because I was going to spread those legs in every direction I could.

Smiling wickedly at her, l leaned between her thighs and tenderly kissed her knees, going up her thighs, leaving a wet trail. My hands rubbed her fat hips as I tasted her. I could smell her ardent desire for me the closer I got to her pussy. Clenching the meat of her ass, I lowered my mouth to her moist treasure and flicked my tongue against it.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she deeply moaned as her eyes rolled back and she arched to my lips.

That was all I needed to hear. Delicately, I flicked my tongue in and out of her pussy, moaning wildly with each flick of my tongue. She tasted fucking scrumptious. I squeezed her ass harder and opened my mouth, putting it over her entire pussy. She bumped against me and clutched the couch with the tips of her fingers.

“Yes Professor yes,” she slurred. “Fuck yes.”

“Your pussy taste so good baby. So good.”

“Ummmm…”

Her heavy breath mixed sexily with her resonating moans as I continued to taste her pussy like a woman who had never been fed before. Amber could no longer play it coy and be still. Her hands were moving everywhere. Behind her on the couch, over her breasts, on her thighs, across her stomach, in my hair, against my face… My hands were exploring too, primarily focused on those ridiculously large titties I had been craving for months and that ass that put Kim K’s too shame. As wild as my desire was for her, I didn’t go ham on her pussy at first. I ate her like I was kissing her. I French-kissed her pussy. I sucked it. I breathed into it. I rubbed my nose in it.

Her hands went to my breasts, squeezing them hard through the lacy material. “Professor, you are so fucking sexy,” she moaned. “I love the way you feel. I love what you’re doing to me. You’re amazing.”

My only response was to eat her pussy harder, louder, and faster. She screamed and threw her legs up in the air, sliding her hips down and opening herself wider to me. Hell fucking yeah bitch. I licked her pussy in long, greedy strokes, groaning loudly as we stared into one another’s eyes. My index and middle finger joined my tongue, exploring, dancing, fingering, and probing. Her hips started moving wildly against my face, almost suffocating me.

“Oh my God yes!”

Her arms flailed out to the sides as she rode my face like it was a dick. She was nearing the edge and I wasn’t ready for her to come yet. Prolonging the inevitable, I slowed down my licks and fingering; then pulled away from her. I ran my hand over her pussy and smacked it lightly. I licked my fingers; then placed two of them inside of her hole, staring at her rapt, enjoying the feral look on her face. I could tell she was frustrated with my teasing but I didn’t care. This moment would be over soon enough and I wanted it to last as long as it could. Her face frowned up in desire and she looked like she was about to cry as I tickled her G-spot with my middle finger. She placed her hand on the couch and raised herself up slightly, staring at me with her mouth open, her mouth bearing the sexiest sounds I had ever heard.

“Please let me come Professor. Please.”

“How bad do you want it baby?”

“I want it bad. So bad.”

I stopped fingering her and looked at her hard. “You have to promise me one thing first.”

She looked at me, fighting annoyance. “What?”

“For the next two years you’re at school, you can’t get with anyone else. No one else. Not a girl; not a guy. This pussy will belong to me and only me. Understand? If you can’t do that, I won’t finish.”

Her eyes widened at my threat and she bit her lip, pondering for a few minutes. She closed her eyes in surrender and mutely nodded her head.

“No,” I said, running my open mouth over her pussy, torturing her more. “I want to hear you say it. You have to say it.”

“Okay Professor, okay. I’ll give myself to you. My pussy will be yours and no one else’s. I promise.”

I scrutinized her for a few moments; then slowly started eating her pussy again, making a mental note to draw up a contract and make her sign it before she left. I put one of my hands at the top of her pussy to open her lips and used the other to part the lips at the bottom and stick one of my fingers in. I began sucking on her clit, drawing a surprised yelp from her. Her body involuntarily jumped up and she held herself up with her hands, winding her hips in circles against my mouth like a pro.

“That’s right baby,” I huskily said. “Give me that pussy. Give it to me.”

I ate her louder, smacking my lips. I didn’t know what made more noise, her pussy or my mouth. Her cries grew louder as she clutched my head and held it in place. Before long, she exploded in my mouth, screaming and gasping so loud it hurt my ears. I kept going, drinking up every ounce of her sweet liquid as I could. Her body quivered and quaked as she fell against the couch, her mouth trembling, her eyes rolled in the back of her head. I was far from done. I continued attacking her pussy, wildly shaking my head back and forth, pressing my face, nose, mouth, tongue and everything I could inside of her, drawing two more thunderous orgasms from her that were so strong she started crying. Literally crying. Fuck yeah. This pussy was not going anywhere. It was mine forever. Far as I was concerned, I had branded it. It would never get wet or cum for anyone else.

Yanking away from her plump rose, I quickly undid my bra and stood up to kick off my running shoes, jeans, and boy shorts. She moaned and appreciatively smiled as my youthful body came into play. Her eyes were half shut and she looked like she would fall asleep at any moment but she reached out to me and arched her body to mine, begging for more.

I leaned down to her and began sucking my favorite toys again, pleasurably sighing as she held my tits in her hands and sensuously fondled them. Her hands on me felt beyond amazing. I wasn’t a huge fan of having my pussy played with or eaten but I loved having hands on my tits. That was my hot zone. I gasped in surprise then growled like a feral animal as she pushed me off of her and began greedily sucking my breasts. I held them in my hands and to her mouth as she returned the favor I had been granting her all afternoon. She was pretty good for a novice.

She ran her hands down my slim waist to my wide hips and boldly caressed them, before smacking them hard. I growled again and pumped my tits to her mouth, pushing them further in her mouth. She happily giggled and moved her hands around to my pussy, roughly rubbing my bald flesh.

“Your body is beyond amazing Professor,” she cooed. “I could touch you all day.”

“Yes but you won’t get to because it’s my turn again,” I gruffly whispered as I grabbed her by the wrists and put them over her head.

I seductively kissed her and grabbed her knees, pulling them wider apart. I kissed my way from her lips to her tits back to her aching dripping wet pussy. I flicked my tongue in and out of her hole, slow, then fast, fast, then slow, repeating this routine for minutes as she thrashed around on the couch, grabbing the pillows, leaning up; then laying back down. I leaned up and began sucking her nipples again and I teasingly moved my upper torso up and down against hers, rubbing my tits against her pussy.

“Holy fucking shit,” she groaned. “Fuck yeah Professor.”

Grabbing her hips, I leaned all the way up to her and pressed my pussy against hers. I began moving against her in slow, winding motions. Our kissing was wild and loud as we fucked each-other. I had never wanted to be a man in my life but grinding my pussy against hers made me want a dick so I could experience what the inside of her felt like. I ran my hands all over her like a woman possessed as I kissed her and fucked her. Her skin was so soft and feminine. I couldn’t get enough. I began fucking her faster, our hips smacking angrily against one another. We looked at one another as we kissed, our eyes wild and on fire. I slightly lifted myself off of her and grabbed the curve of her ass, leaning to the side as I pounded her from another angle. She screamed and grabbed my back, digging her nails in as she arched her titties towards me. It was a difficult feat but I managed to hold her ass in place, suck her titties, and fuck her crazy at the same time.

I turned sideways and threw my leg over her leg and bounced steadily on top her, my breasts slapping against my chest as I continued to suck hers. I could feel myself reaching my peak and grabbed her ass and tit harder, sucking so firmly on her tits I feared I’d pull the skin off. Her nails drifted down to my ass and she dug them in, gripping my cheeks hard.

“I’m cummimg,” I hissed through my teeth. “I’m cumming baby.”

“Cum for me Professor,” she wickedly said, thrashing her tongue in and out of my mouth. “I want to feel that pussy cum for me.”


Muncher in Law

​ (published in 2022)

Closing her eyes, Sade leaned to Eve’s lips and softly pressed hers to them. Eve growled and grabbed her hair, deepening the kiss. Sade’s panties flooded with moisture. She squirmed. Eve’s hands snaked their way up to Sade’s healthy breasts and firmly massaged them.

“Oh my God, that feels so good,” Sade whimpered.

They began kissing again, passionately. Lost. Wet. Wicked. Eve pulled away and turned Sade towards the standing mirror in the living-room. Staring into her eyes, she slowly the sleeves down Sade’s shoulders, revealing her red lace bra.

“Beautiful,” she whispered.

“Touch me,” Sade softly requested.

“Oh, I’m going to.”

She eased down the straps of Sade’s bra and her eyes widened at the size and beauty of her tits. Her areolas were super big, and her nipples were dark and perky.

“How’d your titties get this big? I’ve never seen breasts this big. Not in person anyway.”

Sade leaned her head against the much taller woman’s shoulder and sneakily smiled. “My science teacher used to suck them a lot when I was a senior in high school.”

“Seriously?”

“He and about two other teachers.”

“That is so fucking hot.”

She leaned her mouth around to Sade’s and began kissing her again, hard. Sade cried out and her legs almost gave way. Eve’s hands circled her breasts. She ran her palms over her nipples and tenderly sucked her neck.

“That feels so good,” Sade moaned.

“You feel amazing. One second.”

Stepping away from her, Eve removed her heels and placed them by the couch. She went to her purse and pulled out a bottle of coconut oil. She walked back over to Sade and stood behind her, putting the oil in her hands. She sat the bottle down and immediately went back to her breasts, massaging the oil into her skin.

“You are so goddamn sexy,” she murmured, hypnotized by her titties. “I want you so bad Sade.”

“I want you to want me Eve,” Sade purred, moving her ass against Eve’s pussy. “I see how you always look at me. And it turns me on so much. I know we shouldn’t be doing this but…”

“Shhh,” Eve said, putting her finger to Sade’s lips.

She continued massaging the coconut oil into Sade’s breasts, teasing her and drawing out her seduction. Sade’s body completely went limp, her mouth open, her head still leaned back on Eve’s shoulder. She was hers for the taking. Eve twisted and pulled on Sade’s nipples, smiling as the younger woman moaned helplessly. She pulled Sade’s left breasts around to her mouth and spit on it before drawing her full breast between her lips.

“Ohhhh,” Sade breathed, touching herself. “Yes. Just like that.”

“I love the way your titty feels in my mouth.”

Eve sucked her breast harder, groaning with unrepentant desire. She ran her tongue round and round Sade’s nipple; then started sucking it again loudly. She did this for minutes, driving Sade insane. Her panties were soaked.

Eve started massaging Sade’s other breast then moved her hand down to Sade’s mesh panties.

“Mmm baby, you’re so good and wet. This pussy is beyond ready.”

“Oh my God Eve. Please touch me. Touch it. Now.”

Even tiptoed her fingers over Sade’s pussy. She firmly cupped her pussy and bit her nipple. Sade released quivering breaths and put her hand on top of Eve’s, enjoying the added thrill it gave her.

“I love that your pussy’s fat,” Eve growled in her ear. “I’m going to enjoy having it for an all-night snack.”

“Oh Eve…”

“Can I eat your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Can I have this pussy?”

“Holy fuck yes.”

Sade looked down and watched their hands on her panties. She held her breath when Eve moved her hand and placed her own inside Sade’s panties. She ran her fingers through Sade’s pussy hair; then spread her with her fingers, before slipping her middle finger inside.

“Goddamn your pussy feels good.”

“Don’t stop Eve. Don’t stop.”

“Never that sexy. I’m just getting started.”

Eve turned Sade towards her and passionately kissed her with her hands still on her covered pussy. Impatient, she removed the flimsy garment and tossed it to the side. She paused and looked down at Sade’s exposed pussy, growling and licking her lips.

“This pussy looks delicious.”

Resisting the urge to be slick, Sade grinned coquettishly and whispered in her ear, “Your son thinks it is.”

Eve snapped her neck back and glared at Sade. For a moment Sade worried she had ruined things. But Eve quickly recovered and seductively narrowed her eyes at Sade. “I’m sure he does,” she casually said. “But by the time this night is over, you’ll know who the real Pussy Slayer is.”

Sade bumped her greedy pussy against Eve’s hand. “And that would be you, I presume.”

“Goddamn right.”

Eve grabbed Sade by her elbows and yanked her to her, kissing her with force. Sade whimpered and threw her arms around Eve, surrendering. Eve put her son’s wife’s arms above her head and grabbed her breasts, holding them firmly as she sucked them. Sade gasped aloud and threw her head back. Eve stayed on her titties for minutes, sucking them together and going back and forth. She kissed her way down to Sade’s tummy and stroked her sides, before going down to her pussy to give it a soft kiss. Sade purred and opened her legs, but Eve wasn’t ready to dive in just yet. She moved to her thighs and caressed them as she tasted them.

Sade ran her fingers through her hair and encouraged her with sexy words. Her mother n law stroked her backside and turned her around, licking her wide hips.

“Oh my God Eve, yes.”

Eve parted her hips and licked her crack, drawing a yelp of surprise from Sade. She ate her ass out for several minutes like the nasty woman she was; then kissed her way up to her back and neck. She turned Sade back around and backed her to the glass coffee table in front of the couch and pushed her down on it, kicking her legs open.

Sade threw her hands behind her back and sat there trembling. Waiting.

Eve took her time surveying the younger woman’s body, from her head full of luscious curls to the black paint on her toenails. She lifted one of Sade’s legs to her shoulder and began sucking her toes. Sade groaned and tossed her head back, enjoying the sensation. Eve massaged her leg and licked her foot, moaning. She did the same to the other set of toes and foot; then placed both feet on her shoulders, getting to her knees.

She hungrily examined the inside of Sade’s hairy pussy and glanced up at her. “You sure you want this beautiful?”

“Yes Eve,” Sade desperately whispered. “Right now.”

“I’ve never wanted to taste a pussy so bad in my life,” Eve moaned, going in for the kill. She slowly licked Sade’s juicy pussy, moaning with unrestrained pleasure.

Sade closed her eyes and cried out, throwing her head back. She put her head up to watch the older woman on her pussy; then her head slowly drifted back again. Nothing in her life had ever felt this amazing. And she definitely knew how to eat pussy better than her son.

“Oh yes,” Sade whimpered, reaching down to rake her fingers through Eve’s thick hair. “Yes. That’s it. Lick it. Suck it. Eat it. Oh my God, you’re incredible.”

“This is the best pussy ever,” Eve growled.

She swirled her tongue round and round Sade’s pussy, enjoying the sounds her tongue made as it clashed with her flesh. Her eyes stayed trained on Sade’s flawless face. She didn’t think of her son one time and she hoped Sade wasn’t thinking of him either. This was their moment, their time. One she wanted to have again and again as long as Sade was willing.

“How does my tongue feel inside you baby girl?”

“I’ve never felt something so good in my life.”

“I’ve never had pussy this delicious before.”

She dug her nails in Sade’s hips and smushed her face inside her goodness, wildly shaking her head back and forth. Sade screamed and her legs gave way. Not missing a beat, Eve stood, pulling Sade up with her. She turned her around so that her back was facing her and pushed her forward. Sade grasped the coffee table and let out an “Oh my fucking goodness” when Eve pulled her legs up to her shoulders, yanked her pussy up to her face and started eating her upside down.

“Eve!” she screamed, pleasantly startled.

Eve’s only response was more intense sucking and licking. Sade’s eyes rolled to the back of her head; her breath came out in sharp, quick gasps. She grasped the coffee table for balance. It was impossible to keep still. Eve’s pussy eating skills were beyond normal. No one should be able to eat pussy this well. And to turn her upside down, hold her and continue without missing a beat? The woman was a beast. How could she even stay married after this? She didn’t want this pussy whipping to end. Could they continue this affair without being caught? Could she even stay married after this?

“OH JESUS CHRIST!”

Eve was doing some serous tricks with her tongue, which included some heavy, loud slurping and nibbles on her clit.

“You didn’t know it would be this good did you beautiful?” Eve growled.

“Oh God, I’m coming! I’m coming! I’M COMING!”

Sade let loose a scream that could wake the dead, followed by multiple streams of squirts.

“Holy shit,” Eve murmured, enjoying the view. She watched in fascination as the liquid spewed

from Sade’s pussy like a faucet. She wickedly laughed; then resumed eating Sade’s delicious pussy.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. “So goddamn delicious.”

Sade jerked and spasmed against Eve, her mouth opened wide. When she was finally able to open her eyes, she had to blink several times to clear the stars dancing in front of them. Holy shit. She had almost passed out. And Eve had made her squirt, something that hadn’t happened since before her husband.

She ran her hands up and down Eve’s slender thighs; then leaned forward to kiss them tenderly. She touched Eve’s moist panties and rubbed shyly.

“Don’t start something you can’t finish,” Eve said, coming up for air.

“I’d like to try it,” Sade panted.

Eve carefully turned Sade’s body around and pulled her upright, sitting her weak body on the couch. “I don’t think you’re ready for that yet.”

Sade weakly reached out and touched Eve, moving her hands from her waist up to her full, perky breasts. “You don’t have faith in me?”

“I have no doubt you can do anything you put your mind to sweetie.”

Sade slyly looked up at her and stuck out her tongue, placing it in Eve’s belly button. Eve gasped and clutched her shoulders. “Or my tongue.”

Eve pushed her back against the couch. “Tonight, is all about me seducing you sexy. I’m not interested in reciprocation. At least not yet.”

“Can I at least see your tits? I know they’re beautiful.”

Hesitating briefly, Eve pushed the sleeves of her dress down her shoulders and stepped out of it. She unhooked her bra and let it fall. She stood there while Sade gawked at her in appreciation.

“Your titties are very nice,” she rasped. “Can I touch them?”

“Only for a little while. Then I want to eat that pussy again.”

“Mm-hmm,” Sade distractedly said, leaning back up to make contact with Eve’s perfect breasts. She slowly ran her hands over them, getting to know them. She ran her fingertips over her large nipples and teasingly pulled.

“Mmmm,” Eve moaned, closing her eyes.

Feeling confident, Sade used the palms of her hands to circle Eve’s breasts. She pressed them together and leaned forward to softly kissed them.

“Yes,” Eve gasped.

Sade stuck out her tongue and lightly flicked it against Eve’s nipples, relishing in the delightful gasps that escaped her mouth. She massaged her way down to Eve’s flat wide hips and grasped them, squeezing hard.

“I love your ass,” she said. “It’s so perfect.” She sucked Eve’s titties hard; then uncontrollably kissed them all over. She allowed her hands to drift up to Eve’s soaked panties to take them off. Eve willingly stepped out of them and gaped her legs open so Sade could get a feel.

“Play in my pussy,” she whispered. “Touch it with all of your fingers.”

Sade eagerly did as she was told and was overwhelmed by how wet her mother in law was. Was that from her touch or from the sheer pleasure of pleasing her much younger daughter in law? Both ideas turned Sade on.

“Oh yes, like that,” Eve lustfully gasped. “Just like that.”

“Am I doing it right?”

“It’s perfect. Just perfect.” Eve delightfully smiled and looked down at Sade’s fingers between her legs. Her forehead tensed with desire. “Put one of your fingers inside of me and fuck me with it. Like a dick.”

Emboldened, Sade followed Eve’s instructions, watching with heightened desire at the sight of her fingers going in and out of Eve’s extremely wet pussy. Men were always boasting about younger women’s sexual longevity and tight and wet pussys but they were sleeping on older women. This must be what young men dreamed about for nights on end. Eve’s body was perfect, and her pussy was the sexiest thing Sade had ever seen. Next to her flawless tits.

“Oh, baby yes!” Eve screeched. “Yesss!”

She bucked her hips in formation with Sade’s inexperienced but capable fingers. “You’re using those fingers like a pro baby doll.”

“I love your body Eve,” Sade drooled, running her free hand over Eve’s breasts and stomach.

“You’re so fucking sexy.” She kissed Eve’s stomach and it contracted. She kissed it again and innocently smiled up at her. “I want to eat this pussy.”

Eve shook her head and tiredly smiled. “No. Not yet.”

“Whyyyyyy?”

“Because I like my pussy eaten a specific way and I have to ease you into that.”

“Can’t I at least try?”

Eve put her finger alongside Sade’s in her pussy and pulled it out. She put it to Sade’s lips and Sade sucked, closing her eyes.

“You can shut the fuck up and keep playing in my pussy,” Eve said, touching her daughter in law’s face. “I’m on the edge. I’m about to come.”

Pouting but obedient, Sade did as she was told and kept playing in Eve’s pussy. Eve leaned down over the table so that her ass was alongside Sade’s face and held on, still bucking against her fingers.

“Oh baby!” she cried out. “Oh baby! Oh Sade! I’m almost there! Almost… there.”

Sade increased the pressure and speed of her fingers and watched with delight as Eve climaxed and screamed her release, her body jerking violently. She was quiet for several minutes, trying to catch her breath. Sade stilled her fingers and moved back against the couch, still watching her, amazed that she was able to make her cum and feel good.

Eve caught her breath and looked up at Sade, smiling weakly. “Very good.”

Sade timidly smiled and shrugged her thin shoulders. “Thank you.”

Eve stood upright and walked to the kitchen. “Now I’m parched. I need something to drink.” She glanced over her shoulder at Sade. “You thirsty?”

“Absolutely.”

While Eve busied herself fixing cool drinks for the two of them, Sade sat there reflecting. She squirmed against the guilt she felt about Jessie. As far as she knew, Jessie was a faithful husband. And she had repaid his loyalty by having sex with his mother. But it had been so good. She had been dreaming about having a woman eat her pussy for ages, and when she met Jessie and found out his mother was a lesbian, it was almost too close for comfort. Then when she realized his mother was attracted to her and she felt herself becoming attracted to her as well, she felt she had manifested the opportunity into her life. It had been more than she’d expected and although she felt guilty, she definitely wanted more.

“Penny for your thoughts.”

Sade looked up to see Eve standing in front of her with a glass of ice-cold water. She smiled with guilt and took the glass, sipping languidly. “It’s nothing.”

Eve sat down beside her and crossed her pretty legs. She knowingly smiled at her. “Feeling guilty?”

Sade sat the glass down on the table. “A little. Aren’t you?”

Eve thoughtfully sipped her water. She rested the glass against her forehead and closed her eyes. “Honestly? All I’m thinking about right now is eating your pussy again.”

Sade squirmed against her excitement. “You don’t feel guilty? At all?”

“Guilt is a luxury I can’t afford.” She sat her glass down.

“Did you feel guilty last time?”

She reached out and touched the side of Sade’s face, stroking tenderly. “My thoughts are once you make a decision and act on it, guilt is a wasted emotion.”

Sade frowned at her. “Not feeling guilt makes you kind of a robot, doesn’t it?”

Eve sighed and casually rolled her eyes. She turned directly to Sade and put her hands on her knees, sitting up straight. “Listen to me very carefully. I love my son. Okay? I love him.”

“Okay.”

“But I’ve been loving pussy my whole life, even before I had him. I knew I liked girls in junior high, but I didn’t do anything about it until long after I’d met his father and gave birth to him. I cheated on him with a girl. With several girls. And I never felt guilty about it. Not once. When he caught me with one, I told him, this is who I am, accept it or don’t. He chose don’t. We went our separate ways, and I’ve never been happier. That incident with my son’s girlfriend, it just happened. She was curious and I was attracted to her, so one day we just went at it. No, I wasn’t proud of myself for doing it, but it happened. What’s happening between you and me, I wish I could say I’m sitting here pining and oh my Goding and why did I and how come I keep, but I’m not. The only thing I’m thinking about right now, is having my face back in this bush.”

She touched Sade’s thick bush and Sade squirmed restlessly.

“I can’t explain the way I am. It just is what it is. I can’t give you an explanation. I know I’m going to eat your pussy again tonight, and I’m going to want to eat it again other nights and other days. How you navigate your relationship with my son is up to you. It’s not going to change how I interact with him.”

Sade moved against Eve’s roving hand. “But how can I be normal when everything is not normal?

Eve leaned over to her and licked the shell of her ear. She smiled when Sade made a small noise. “You have to figure that out for yourself hot stuff. Now, are you going to give me some more of this pussy, or do I have to take it?”

Sade teasingly smiled at her and moved her hand and closed her legs. “Take it.”

Eve yanked Sade to her and plunged her tongue in her mouth, kissing her madly. She pulled her up from the couch and walked her backwards to the guest room, where she was spending the night. She fell back on the bed with Sade and began kissing her all over, from her head down to her toes; then flipped her over and repeated the act, stopping at her ass to pry it open and eat it like a pro.

“Oh, that feels so good,” Sade purred. “I love the way you eat my ass out Eve. Jesus, that feels so good. Don’t stop baby.”

Eve hiked Sade’s ass up in the air and spread her knees open wide. Continuing to eat out her ass, she started fingering her pussy.

“Mmm, mac n cheese is in the building,” she mumbled into Sade’s ass, referring to the wet slushy sounds of her pussy.

“Eve, baby, that’s my spot. Damn, that’s nice. You turn me on so much.”

“Not as much as you and this ass and pussy turn me on baby.”

Moments passed. Eve’s tongue drifted down to Sade’s pussy and she went back and forth, tonguing her pussy and her ass. Sade buried her face in a pillow and reached back to spread her ass cheeks, giving Eve total access.

“Nasty girl,” Eve cooed.

“You make me want to be nasty with you.”

“I have something for you.”

Eve paused and got off the bed, going to her suitcase. She retrieved a black dildo and went back to the bed. “Can I fuck you with this?”


My Brother’s Girl

(published in 2022)

An idea formed in my head. It formed before I even had a chance to stop it. It formed so fast it scared me. Surely, I couldn’t do what I was thinking of. Not after a day like today. Not after talking myself out of it for so long. Not after taking the high moral ground every chance I got. No. I couldn’t. Our bond was too strong. Our relationship was the most important one in my life. I would lay down my life for him. Take a bullet for him.

But then I thought about how selfish Donovan was. How he thought about no one but himself. How he callously and carelessly cheated without remorse. How many risks he was taking with his relationship. How he mistreated Kenya and disrespected her repeatedly by cheating. How he always expected me to have his back and lie for him and took me and our relationship for granted.

My eyes slowly roamed over Kenya. I was sick of being the good guy. Sick of lying to her. Sick of denying my feelings. The plan formed. And I let it have its way. I was going after what I wanted. What I desired. What was mine. I would deal with the consequences later. And consequences there would be.

“You know what?” I said, putting my hand to my head like I’d just remembered something. “Donovan did tell me to give you a message. I almost forgot all about it. Weed must be fogging my brain.”

She straightened up. Happy. I almost punched the wall with jealousy. I wanted to make her spirit soar and bring a big smile to her face too. I wanted her to lose her mind if she couldn’t find me; look forward to me making her feel good.

Soon enough.

“He wanted me to tell you to meet him downstairs in the basement, in the basement guest room. There is one down there, I believe.”

“Yeah, there is. We’ve fucked down there before on game night.”

I frowned. I didn’t need to know that. I pulled it together and checked my ego. That’s okay. Soon, all of her explosive memories would be of me and what I did to her in that basement.

“Interesting,” I said sarcastically. “Anyway, he told me to tell you to meet him down there at 11:30.”

She looked at the diamond-encrusted watch on her right arm. “It’s 11:20 now.”

“Well, you better hurry up. You don’t want to keep him waiting.”

She threw her arms around me, making me drunk off of that intoxicating smell of hers again. “Thanks Dana! I knew he wouldn’t disappoint me. I’ll see you later! Hopefully no one will come along and spoil our good time.”

She headed for the stairs, and I called after her. “Kenya!”

She stopped and turned back to me, still grinning like a banshee. Damnit, she loved him. But I didn’t care. I didn’t care anymore. Game on. “He wants you naked. He told me to tell you that. No clothes. No shoes. No panties. Nothing. Just lay on the bed naked and wait for him.”

She blushed with desire. “Mmmm. Dirty minds think alike. I was planning on it.” She winked at me and left, bouncing down the stairs.

I stared after her for a moment, guilt squeezing every one of my nerves. I ignored it. I glanced down at the mask in my hand and went into the bathroom, closing the door behind me. I went to the mirror and stood in front of it, staring narrowly at my reflection.

“You’re a piece of shit,” I grumbled. “You’re no different than him.”

Shrugging nonchalantly, I looked at my brother’s mask and pulled it over my head. I turned my head from side to side, studying. My brother and I were the same height, practically the same build. My breasts were strapped down to my chest with tape, making my boobs protrude less. The mask included Michael’s unkempt hair, so my real hair wasn’t visible. It would be easy to fool anyone into believing I was Donovan. Very easy. Even his fiancé.

I situated the mask on my face and put my fingers to the mouth part, stretching it slightly. I stuck my tongue through it and moved it around, up down and side to side. Slow; then fast. Great flexibility and room. I smiled sneakily to myself and washed my hands, feeling hungry. But not for food. For that pussy I was getting ready to destroy downstairs. Kenya wasn’t going to know what hit her.

Never in my mother fucking life had I seen something so goddamn sexy, beautiful and alluring. Kenya was on the bed, just as she and I had planned. And she was naked, her body bathed in luminous light from the bedside table. No one else was downstairs but she and I, which surprised me. I just knew other people would be hooking up down there. Luckily for us, they weren’t. She could scream as loud as she wanted to.

When I knocked on the door, I was greeted by a sweet, sexy, “Come in.”

When I opened the door and went in, I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me. I nearly chocked on my own breath. You know how you have a fantasy and you have all kinds of ideas of what it would look like and feel like when it comes true, and one day you’re able to live that fantasy and it’s better than you could’ve ever imagined? That’s what it was like for me seeing Kenya naked for the first time. Seeing her there, I realized why God had created women. Except it wasn’t only for men; it was for us dykes too.

Her body was beyond perfection. Her skin… Silky and flawless. I loved her light skin. Fat, bouncy perky boobs. Wide, spreadable hips. Flatter than flat stomach and skinny waist. Thick, muscular thighs from years of running track in school and college. Pretty feet and toes that were painted a seasonal earth tone. And the pussy… I should’ve known she would have a bush. Kenya was traditional in that sense. A true Nubian sister. It wasn’t untamable in the least but was neatly manicured. Not too much but just the right amount and it covered the whole length of her pussy. She even had a little happy trail. Even with the hair I could see it was fat. I loved a fat pussy. I immediately pictured myself smashing my face in it and gladly suffocating.

“Hey Daddy,” she purred from the bed, smiling like the forbidden temptress she was. “You ready for this kitty?”

Hell yeah, the fuck I’m ready! I’ve been ready!” I wanted to scream. I held myself in check. I simply nodded my head.

She ran her hand over her pussy and I eagerly licked my lips, salivating. “You want to eat this pussy?” she asked.

She was a freak alright. And wasn’t shy at all about asking for what she wanted. I liked that.

I vigorously nodded.

She opened her legs and my mouth dropped open behind the mask. Pretty and pink. My God. And wet. Very wet.

“Why you taking so long baby? Come on. You know what to do. You know what to do to this pussy.”

She was talking too much and it was throwing me off.

“Why you so quiet? You don’t feel like talking? Want to get straight to business huh?”

I almost passed out when she put her finger in her pussy and started slowly rubbing it up and down. “You want to watch me play in it first?”

I shook my head, walking over to her. I stood at the foot of the bed and just stared at her, captivated. I wanted to touch her, but I was afraid she would see my hands and it would give me away. I had them stuck deep in my jeans’ pockets.

She looked confused. “You don’t want me to play in it? I thought you liked watching me stroke my pussy.” She put her finger to her lips and licked it, smiling seductively.

If I had a dick, her back would be split in half right now.

I put my finger to my lips and shhed her, hoping she’d get the message. She did. She shrugged and put her hands behind her head and opened her legs wider. “Come and get it Daddy.”

God please just let me grow a dick for five minutes. Just five minutes.

I had never wanted to be a man in my life but at that moment, I wished to God I was.

“Donovan please,” she whispered. “Please.”

Her saying my brother’s name almost threw me off again. I swear I had not thought of him since the moment I’d entered the room and saw her lying there naked. I didn’t want to think about him now. I fought hard to reject him from my conscience again. It was just her and me. No one else was around. She was mine for the taking. And take her I was going to do.

Walking to the other side of the bed, I switched off the light.

“No,” she protested, grabbing my leg. “Leave it on.”

I paused, hoping she was too distracted to feel my much smaller thigh. What would happen if I left it on and she pulled my mask off in a moment of excruciating ecstasy? What then? I decided I couldn’t worry about it. Hell, I wanted to see her too. I wanted to watch her response to me eating her pussy. Wanted to see her body react. I decided to take a chance.

I switched the light back on and worried my lip; then climbed on the bed beside her and on top of her. She reached up for my mask to remove it. I shook my head again, putting her hands back.

“Oh, so I am totally yours tonight, huh? I don’t get to touch you or anything? It’s all about me?”

I nodded my head.

Her eyes sparkled with mischievous delight. “I like that.” She put her hands back behind her head.

Still praying she wouldn’t notice my hands, I climbed on top of her and placed my hands on either side of her. I was level to level with her tits and no way in hell was I not sucking them. Oh my God I was going to nut on myself when my mouth finally connected with her body, I just knew it. Closing my eyes, I opened my mouth, leaned my head down, and dove in.

When I tell you those titties felt good in my mouth… Oh my God. My mouth was full of titty. I sucked and sucked, kissed them, played with them… I had to touch them. I couldn’t help it. I swirled my tongue round and round her huge areolas; teased her small nipples with my tongue. Bit them and nibbled on them. Her response to my touch blew my mind. She constantly moaned, writhing on the bed, sucking on her fingers. I was making her feel good and it made me feel like King Alpha. I wanted to take my mask off; show her who I was, but I didn’t dare. I didn’t want anything to get in the way of the best night of my life.

I couldn’t stay on the tits for long; I was dying to get to that pussy. Dying to see if she tasted as sweet as she looked. Dying to make her cum ten times over. I kissed my way down her perfect body to her magical pussy. I deeply inhaled her cunt and my eyes rolled in the back of my head. She smelled like goddamn sin and heaven.

“Oh my God,” I whispered; then paused, afraid that she recognized my voice.

“I’ve been dying for you to eat my pussy all day baby,” she murmured, touching my mask. “I love it when you eat my pussy; you do it so good… Take the mask off.”

She reached down to grab it and I pushed her hands away, shaking my head.

“Oh, come on baby. I want to see your face.”

I had to distract her and fast. I went to work doing what I do best. It immediately silenced her like I knew it would.

“Oh, my Goooooooood!” she gasped, arching to my mouth. “Baby! Baby yes! Yes baby!”

She tasted so damn good. Better than any Thanksgiving meal I’d ever had. Better than ice-cream. Better than the sweetest candy. Once I started tasting her, I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t slow down. I tried to pace myself, but it was fucking impossible. I was immediately addicted to her taste. In that moment I understood why wars were started in the name of women. Why people fought, cheated, and murdered over pussy. I had had so much pussy since high school. I had been with over one-hundred women. And none of them… NONE OF THEM had affected me this way or tasted this good and sweet. Not. One.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” she cried out.

I looked up at her and moaned again at the look on her face. Her eyes were in the back of head, her mouth was open, she was touching her titties and moving against my face in a slow, seductive dance. I tried not to moan out loud again. If I got too excited that moan was going to reach falsetto level and I was too far gone to be stopped now. She was so in the zone I’m not even sure she could tell I did. Her reactions gave me further ammunition to annihilate that pussy. I paused licking and eating and sucking and kissing to look down into her pretty pussy. At her legs and pussy spread wide open for only me. Only she didn’t know it was me. I tried not to let that bother me. In her mind she was with my brother and I was almost certain Donovan had never made her feel this good. I tried not to think of him in that moment, but it was hard. That guilt tried to creep in, and I karate chopped the fuck out of it out of my mind.

“Baby, don’t stop,” she whispered, opening her eyes and looking down at me. “Keep going.”

I rubbed her sides and nuzzled my face against her thighs. I wanted to tell her she was beautiful; that she was the sexiest thing in the world and didn’t deserve to be cheated on and disrespected. She was the baddest thing walking. But I stayed silent and gave her what she wanted.

The noise that escaped her as I resumed murdering her pussy sounded like a cry and a laugh simultaneously. She kept making the same manic noise over and over again, touching my mask.

“You look so hot with that mask in my pussy,” she panted. “You’re eating my pussy like a monster baby. Like a killer. Kill that pussy D. Destroy that pussy. Eat that pussy Michael Myers.”

I would’ve laughed at her incoherent, nonsensical rambling but I was so enamored with the bush I stayed focused. Mama was so wet. So wet I felt like I was eating her pussy under water. The more I licked, the wetter she got, and it was just juices overflowing every damn where. The bed was soaked. Kenya kept winding her face against the mask and I started moaning and couldn’t stop. My hands gripped her ass and I smothered my masked face in her twat. I started doing a trick with my tongue, lips and three fingers that I frequently did with the girls I fucked, and Kenya lost her damn mind. The screams were ear-pitching.

“Donovan, what the fuck baby? You’ve never done your tongue and fingers like that before. How do you… How are you… OH MY GOD! JESUS CHRIST! HOLY MOTHER… FUCCCCCCCCK!”

She exploded and squirted in my mouth. I damn near chocked it was so much. I lapped it all up like the Super Stud I was, hiding a smile. Her body spasmed; her legs trembled and shook. She squeezed my face with her thick thighs. Mission accomplished. Mission goddamn accomplished. And I had more in store.

“Donovan,” she said, beginning to sob. “Donovan, that was so good. I love you. I love you so much baby. Fuck me. Fuck me please. Put that dick in me.”

That did it. That broke me. Not her saying his name. Not her giving him credit for the hard work I had put in. It was her proclamation of love. She loved my brother. That had not changed. My deception hadn’t put a dent in shit. How could it? She didn’t even know it was me.

Exasperated, I got off the bed and went to the wall, switching on the overhead light. “I can’t do this anymore,” I said.  I yanked the mask off my face and watched as her eyes changed from heavy-lidded sexual satisfaction to wide-eyed shock.


Eat My Wife: Hurricane Tongue Edition

(previously published in 2020)

Just then, Veronica stuck out her long, wet tongue and flicked it against my clit. I jumped and nearly fell off the bar stool. I balanced myself with my elbows on the island and looked down at her wide-eyed. She moved her tongue back and forth across my clit, rubbing it back and forth with her thumb. My pussy was so wet it was making noises with each rotation of her tongue. Her tongue and thumb remained on my clit as she used two of her fingers to slowly move them in and out of my pussy. My mouth opened wider and threw my head back, my eyes rolling backwards. I opened my legs even wider to her and lifted my head to look down at her again. The sounds of her fingers swirling inside of me and her tongue stroking my flesh made my skin tingle unmercifully. I loved the slushy sounds my pussy was making. It sounded like someone was stirring mac and cheese with their finger or something. It was mesmerizing.

Veronica’s tongue leisurely swirled around and around in my pussy, her fingers tortured me, and her moans made my insides coil with raging hot desire. She wasn’t roughhousing my pussy like she had earlier, but she tasted it with mad intensity. She was eating my pussy like it was a full course meal and she wanted to savor every bite. She was French kissing my pussy like she was kissing me! I watched her head, tongue, and fingers move and I was transfixed. This was the most erotic experience I’d ever had in my life. I didn’t want the night to end. I didn’t want our experience together to ever end. I wanted more! I needed more! I was going to have more! I didn’t give a fuck about Pam or Evan. This woman was mine and I was hers, period. Fuck everyone else!

My face twisted and contorted with sexual desire as I continued to watch her devour my flesh. She was moving her tongue a little faster now and it made my insides tremble. I struggled to keep my balance on the stool, but I was moving so much I almost kept falling off. She held me in place though. She abandoned my pussy and grabbed my ass cheeks with the tips of her fingers, digging her nails into my fat skin. She then grabbed as much of my ass as she could with both hands and started moving my hips up and down with her mouth. She was still standing to the side of me and the angle was working like magic for her and I. She moved her tongue all around and inside of me.

She kissed and snacked on my pussy loud. I stared down at my pussy and was turned on by the sight of it. It looked juicy and fat and her face looked so good at it. I took my elbows off the island, leaned my head back against it, and grabbed her tousled hair with my hands, pulling gently. I moved her head in the direction I wanted it to go and she followed obediently, breathing hard through her moans as she inhaled my sweet scent. I was convinced having a pussy was the best thing in the world. That it was the most powerful thing in the world. I was rightfully convinced my pussy was the best pussy in the world. And not only because she kept telling me so between licks.

Her hands moved up to my breasts and she began fondling them with ardent aggression. I put my head up and looked down at her hands on me. I stared at my mountainous breasts. So big… so round… So fat and firm… They looked bigger to me tonight for some reason. I’d always known they were, but I’d never really paid them any attention before. They looked beautiful to me. She was making me appreciate the gift of my body and all its curves and treats. I felt like the luckiest woman in the world.

I started at the red polish on her nails and felt a sudden urge to suck her fingers. But I didn’t. I didn’t want to distract her from what she was doing or throw her off course. I opened my legs even wider, crying out loudly as she smacked the hell out of my ass with her hands. The sting lasted for several seconds but I liked it. Veronica left the side of me and got in front of me, getting to her knees again. She placed her hands under my ass, mushed her face in my pussy and started eating it and sucking it loud and fast. I screamed and inadvertently threw my hands to my face. God, yes! The beast was back! I grabbed my legs and pulled them back towards me. I loved opening myself up to her. I loved spreading wide for her. I loved opening my pussy for her; seeing her face in my pussy. The sight of it had my body trembling and quaking. I could feel another torrential orgasm coming forth and squeezed my eyes tight, readying myself for the explosion.

When I came, I screamed loud and hard, three times, almost making myself hoarse. Veronica kept going. She looked up at me and kept eating my pussy, moaning nastily with each swirl of her tongue. The moans vibrated between sweet and angry. Her hands left my fat ass and she began fingering my pussy again, moving her finger in and out of me swiftly, drawing obscene popping noises from my pussy. I stared down at her with my mouth trembling, still reeling from my volcanic orgasm. My mouth was wide open, and I was breathing hard, unable to make a sound. This woman should be arrested for eating pussy so good.

“Good pussy,” she grumbled. “Good pussy. Good pussy. Good pussy. I’ve never tasted anything so good in my fuckin’ life!”

She momentarily pulled back from my pussy and began running her fingers through it again, staring at it with lust. Her mouth and face were covered with my juices and it looked delectable.

“Your pussy is so beautiful,” she purred. “So beautiful.”

She ran her finger around in my pussy while she looked at it; then she give it a long lick, still looking at it.

“I want this pussy to be mine,” she deliriously moaned. “All mine. I don’t want to share it with anyone else.”

“You don’t have to,” I sexily whispered. It’s yours. It’s yours. Take it baby, take it… Take that pussy; it’s yours…”

She moaned deep in her throat and soundly kissed my pussy. She ran her finger around in it again while she stared at my hairy bush; then gave it another long lick, staring obsessively at it the whole time. Again, she held me open with her free hand, giving her mouth and fingers complete access to my quivering flesh.

This went on for minutes. I was amazed. How could this woman’s mouth never get tired? How could I come over and over again and still keep cumming? How did my pussy stay so wet? How was it possible for her to get me so wet? My pussy was running like a waterfall.

I sighed with disappointment as Veronica pulled away from me. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, looked up at me with a sinister glint in her eyes and said, “Turn around.”

My lips curved with a flirtatious smile as I dutifully did as I was told. I slid off the wet bar stool and turned around. I gasped as she pushed me forward and hugged the back of the stool with both arms. My breath came out in pants as she opened my ass cheeks with the palms of her hands and licked my ass crack. My eyes rolled to the back of my head. I laid my head on top of the island and reached back to hold my ass cheeks open for her.

“Yes,” she growled.

I turned back to look at her and bit my lip as I watched her put a finger in her mouth and slowly suck it. My eyes widened as she put her wet finger to my pussy and started softly stroking it. I expelled a breath and closed my eyes, laying my head on the island again. Veronica squeezed my pussy lips together with both index fingers and leaned in to me, licking me soundly from the back. She did this for several minutes before turning her attention back to my wide, plump ass. My mouth dropped open in surprise as she began feverishly eating my ass out. She ate my ass with the same relentless zeal as she did my pussy, opening my legs with her hands and fingering me with the pattern of her tongue.

“OHHHHHHHHHHH!” I cried out.

Veronica aggressively ate my ass out, smushing her face in it and running her tongue round and round in my hole, moaning harshly under her breath, driving me crazy… She seemed possessed by my ass. She kept kissing it, licking it, and slapping my ass cheeks together. I even heard her growl a few times.

“This is the best ass in the world,” she ruggedly whispered. She sounded feral.

I put my head back, sending choppy breaths up to the ceiling. I opened my ass wider for her and bumped back and forth against her face. At some point her moans stopped and all you could hear was the sound of her suffocated breathing coming from inside my ass and my wet pussy popping as she continued to finger me. She moved my body up and down with her free hand. The night just got wilder and crazier from there.

Veronica ate me all over her apartment. Once we left the stool, we moved back to the front of the couch. I squatted over her and hopped up and down on her face as she ate my pussy again.

I massaged my breasts and ran my fingers through my hair, feeling like a woman out of control. Later I couldn’t do anything but brace my hands on the floor and sit still as she held my ass in place, leaned her head up and buried her face inside of me. Next, we lay on our sides on the floor as she fingered my ass, my pussy, and circled my clit with her thumb. I held my leg up high in the air for her, giving her complete access. We both stared down between my legs and watched her fingers dance in my ass and pussy. When I was on the brink of coming, she pushed me up and sat on the couch, motioning towards me with her hands. She lay her head against the couch and hissed through her teeth as I climbed on the couch and stood over her. I braced my hands against the back of the couch and wantonly squatted over her face, positioning my pussy directly on her mouth. That shit was insane! I screamed so loud! She ate me so good I started crying!

I just kept saying, “Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God! Oh God! Oh baby! Oh baby! Oh God!”

My ass effortlessly bounced up and down in rhythm with her tongue. Twerking came in handy for me that night. After that, we took an extended break to use the bathroom and drink some water. We were out of breath and tired as fuck, but we had no intentions of slowing down. The woman was amorous. After that, she ate me as I sat up on her window, legs spread wide, my bare ass on display to the world. My legs grew weak and one of them drifted to the floor, while the other stayed cocked up on the ledge. She opened the other one wider and kept going. I just looked down at her exhausted, drunk with the way she continuously attacked my pussy with fervor. I could only imagine how sexy my fat ass looked pressed wide against the window.

Again, I hoped someone was watching us. The fact that someone might be watching made me cum extra hard. After we left the window, Veronica ate me in the hallway leading to her bedroom. I leaned over her and squatted flat-footed over her face and raked the floor with my nails as she groped my ass and wildly shook her face back and forth in my still dripping wet pussy.

We couldn’t go on like that all night so Veronica insisted we go to her bedroom to relax and maybe sleep for a while. The last thing on my mind was sleeping and I was sure she would get back to my pussy as soon as possible but I agreed and followed her down the long hallway to her room. Her bedroom was sparsely decorated with a four-poster bed, dresser, and armoire. There was also a flat-screen television sitting on a glass TV stand. Unlike the living-area and kitchen, it was nothing fancy.

I noted with humorous interest there were mirrors on the ceiling. It was very 1970s. But sexy. I thought it was hot. Wickedly hot. And the artwork… There were pictures and paintings of naked women hung on the earth-tone colored walls. There were pictures of breasts, women from the back, pictures of pussies, asses, women spread-eagled, mouths wide open, with anonymous women’s heads between their legs… There were even a few pictures of women getting undressed or posing in lingerie. It was some of the most erotic displays of images I’d ever seen in my life. Strange. A little perverted. But very erotic.

“Wow,” I said as I stood in front of a painting showcasing a woman having her breasts sucked. I studied the painting for several seconds. “This is… interesting.”

“Do you like it?”

I turned towards Veronica and slightly smiled. My insides rushed at how beautiful she looked lounging on the bed on her side. She was still wearing her underwear. At some point I needed to ask her to take them off. I was desperate to see her body again, this time in better light. But later, I guess.

I turned back to the image and scrunched my lips in thought. “It’s different. I’ve never seen artwork like this before. Who did it?”

“A lesbian friend of mine from my church.”

I raised my eyebrows and turned to look at her. “From church? Are you serious?”

She frowned slightly. “Serious that I go to church or serious that I have a lesbian friend who likes to draw pictures of naked women?”

I softly smiled at her and went to sit beside her on the bed. “I didn’t mean to offend you. I meant serious that a woman from your church would sketch things like this. I mean, being a Christian and all.”

She shrugged indifferently. “She likes pussy. You don’t stop liking pussy just because you’re a Christian. And you don’t stop believing in God just because you do.”

I curiously tilted my head at her. “Did you ask her to paint these for you?”

“She has a studio. I saw them when I visited her one time. She only had a few but I had her make more for me. I liked looking at them. I love looking at them now. I love looking at women. I love naked women. I love titties. I love pussy.” She looked between my legs and gently stroked my pussy with the back of her hand. I subconsciously opened my legs to her and she absently smiled. “Lord knows I love this pussy. And I definitely love looking at it.”

“Has your lady ever seen this place?”

“No. And she’s not going to. It’s strictly for me. Sometimes I just need to get away and be me, without all the bullshit.”

“I’m the only woman you’ve ever brought here?”

“You are the only woman, yes.”

“Then why do you have mirrors on the ceiling?” I gestured towards the ceiling.

She timidly smiled. “I like to look at myself sometimes. I like to touch myself… and watch…” She glanced down at the floor then looked back up at me, a small smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

I blushed. “Oh.” The thought of her naked and touching herself turned me on in a surprising manner. I wanted to watch her touch herself. I wanted to see her naked. I wanted to see her beautiful chocolate skin against her white sheets. I was desperate to watch her finger going in and out of her pussy.

I shook the thought aside and softly smiled at her. “You never wanted to bring Pam here? Not ever? Anyone?”

“No. Just you.”

My heart warmed at her admission. “I’m glad.”  I paused. “Can I ask you another personal question?”

“You know you can.”

“Have you always been gay? I mean, have you always liked girls?”

“I’ve known I was gay since I got my first taste of pussy at 15. I haven’t turned back since.”

“Ever been with a man?”

“Never had the desire to. I had one eat my pussy once. Couldn’t come close.”

“But if you’ve never had sex with a man how do you know you’re gay?”

“I don’t have to have sex with a man to know that. It’s instinctive. It’s in me. It’s who I am. I was looking at naked pictures of women in my Dad’s Playboy magazines when I was 11. I’ve always known this is who I am. I get turned on by women. Men don’t turn me on. I like looking at women. I like being with women.”

“Is that why you have the pictures on your wall? It kind of takes you back to that discovery?”

“In a sense, yeah. I love looking at it now as much as I did then. And I get equally as turned on, if not more.” She paused and warily looked at me, worriedly biting her lip. “Do the pictures turn you off?”

I looked over at them again and slowly shook my head. “No.” I coquettishly looked back at her. “They actually kind of turn me on.”

She crookedly smiled. “I’m going to take them down. I want you up there instead. Before you leave, I want to take hundreds of pictures of you. So I can look at them and think about you when you’re not with me.”

“Not with you? So I’m thinking this won’t be the last time we’re together?”

She chuckled lightly. “Hell no it’s not the last time. I am not letting go of this pussy. I need this pussy in my life.” She pulled me close and passionately kissed me. “I am obsessed with this pussy already. I am obsessed with you.” She intently stared at me. “Do you want it to be the last time?”

I shyly looked down at the white sheets on the bed. “No.”

“Are you down with me taking pictures of you?”

My nipples tingled and hardened at the thought of posing for her. She noticed and took one in her mouth, sucking it loudly. I moaned. “Yes,” I sighed.

Her tongue suckled my nipple. “Want to take them now?”

I purred and arched to her mouth. “Okay.”

Veronica kissed me once more than moved off the bed. I lay on my side and waited as she disappeared inside what I assumed was her walk-in closet. She emerged seconds later with a professional Canon camera. “Sit up on the bed baby,” she said. “Sit on your knees.”

I felt shy and insecure suddenly. “How do you want me to pose?”

“Just do what comes naturally.”

“I don’t know what to do.”

“Just close your eyes, think about what I’ve done to you tonight, think about what you want me to do to you later, and how I make you feel when I do what I do.” She devilishly smiled. “Think about how excited it made you watching your husband watch me destroy your pussy.”

The flood gathered between my legs once more. Jesus the woman was dirty. And I loved it!

I closed my eyes and escaped. I admit I copied a few of the pictures I saw on the walls but most of my poses were my own and natural. Veronica gave little instruction. She just let me do my thing. I enjoyed it. It was fun. And it was very, very sexy. I got so turned on doing it and I could tell she was turned on too. She’d pause sometimes and just stare at me, her eyes lingering on my body. She licked her lips and resumed shooting but then I’d do a sexy, dirty girl pose and she’d get distracted again. Soon, the camera was on the dresser and Veronica was back on me, kissing me senseless as she greedily ran her hands all over me. She stopped at my ass and firmly rubbed it, moving my ass checks around in circles, slapping it, bouncing it up and down and massaging it again.

“Give me some pussy,” she whispered against my mouth.

I bit my lip and laid back on the bed, placing my hands behind my head and opened my legs to her. I left my legs on the bed, butterflied out. I wanted to try something different. Veronica’s eyes pierced mine as she clasped her hands together and slid them underneath my ass. She got on her knees on the bed and lifted my ass high in the air with her joined hands. She slid her hands down until they reached the top of my back. My pussy was dead center at her mouth. I opened my mouth as I watched her perch her lips just above my hairy treasure. My pussy looked so delicious and appetizing. I loved my pussy. I loved what she did to it. What she was getting ready to do to it.

She looked up at me and slowly licked her lips. I touched my hands to her bare legs and slightly opened my legs to her. I didn’t want them too wide. I wanted to feel the friction of her tongue tightly inside of me.

“Mmmm,” she loudly moaned, licking her lips as she stared at my pussy. I moaned right along with her, more turned on than she was. She leaned down to my pussy and softly kissed it. Then she nudged my pussy lips open with her tongue and slid it inside. As I’d done many times that night, I watched her with my mouth open; my face contorted, and my brows knitted in sexual delight. My eyes filled with tears as I watched her. She tasted me so gently and so softly it was almost agonizing. It was loving. Passionate. My breasts felt heavy on my chest; my nipples were burning and tingling with unrestrained desire. I didn’t know her, but I suddenly felt like I loved this woman. Like I wanted her in my life forever. I couldn’t get over the way she was making me feel; making my body feel. The way she had been making me feel all week. Last week when we were with Evan.

I knew it was lust. I knew it was the forbidden aspect. The idea that I was letting her have her way with me in all kinds of wicked ways event though I was married. The idea that she had a long-term lover and considered Pam to be here wife. The idea that my husband was clueless that we were fooling around behind his back  and that her wife could be pacing the floor wondering where she was. All of that coiled a selfish, sinful desire inside of me that gave me an adrenaline rush. This was her pussy. My pussy was hers. As many times as she wanted it.

She used her hands to pump my ass up and down in formation with her mouth. My breasts flopped with each motion of her hands. “Uh,” I softly cried out. “Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh.”

“I just want to ravish you baby. I want to eat this pussy all night. I just want to tear this shit up

baby.”

“Oooooo. Ooooooo. Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh.”

“Fuck, I love those noises you make baby. It’s so sexy. So sexy. Keep making them. Let me hear you. Let me know how good I eat this pussy.”

She started eating me faster and I cried out louder. She started eating me even faster and I started hollering. Faster still and I was screaming. My pussy was so wet and slushy and her mouth sucked up every drip of my delicious juices it could find, making obnoxious and loud slurping noises. I loved it! She hungrily sucked on my hairy pussy lips and rolled her tongue around in circles on my cleft. I kept staring at her; she kept staring at me. Her eyes were heated and on fire with wicked lust. She stared at my pussy; I looked at it with her.

“Delicious,” she moaned as she swirled her face and tongue in my pussy. “Delicious. Delicious. I love this pussy- fuck, I love this pussy.”

Watching her tongue rapidly nip, flick, and massage my clit, I exploded and came harder than I’d cum all night. I passed right out. I didn’t get to sleep long. It was almost three in the morning and we just kept going strong. The longer we were together and the more we made love, the wilder we became; the more explicit our dirty talks were.

“You love that pussy huh?” I asked her. “You love my pussy? You love the way I taste? Eat that pussy Veronica. Eat my pussy, YES! Eat.That.Pussy!”

I was so far gone it wasn’t even funny. Evan had said I was repressed. Repressed hell. That mother-fucker had no idea. He just couldn’t bring out of me what she could.

She said she could fuck me many ways and fuck me many ways she did. She fucked me with her

fingers, her tongue, her mouth… She even pulled out an unused dildo (I asked) and used it on me as I lay spread-eagled on her bed. She fucked me with a strap—on too. I know my eyes must’ve grown two sizes when she whipped that baby out of her bedside drawer. I couldn’t even do anything but stare speechlessly as she put it on and adjusted it against her underwear (when was she going to take off her goddamn clothes?!)

Little time for a question and answer session. That sexy lady threw me on my back, spread me wide, and rode me like a stallion. She slammed that fake dick in and out of me, fucking me senseless with youthful energy. Her fucking me was so passionate, so otherworldly, so transformative, so barbaric, so animalistic… So much better than any real dick I’d ever had. It was just all over the place.

We took another break and talked some more. We took a brief nap, woke up, and talked more. She told me more about her job as a corporate lawyer and the ridiculous, unethical cases she sometimes had to take on with idiotic clients. I don’t know what made me confess it to her, but I shyly told her I’d once been a stripper before marrying Evan. That shit drove her crazy. Her eyes nearly popped out of her head when I told her, and she begged me to tell her more about it. She asked me to show her some of my signature moves and I did. She attacked my pussy after that. She hungrily ate me out then fucked me again with that huge strap-on, asking me, “Is this my pussy? Is this my pussy?”

“Oh my God yes!” I screamed, holding on to her soft ass as it humped up and down on me. We both watched the dick going in and out of me and lustfully looked at one another, drunk in lust.

“Yeah baby,” she whispered as I began to helplessly cry out. “I’m destroying this pussy, just like I told you. You’ll never be with him again without thinking about what I did to you. I don’t want you to ever think about no one else but me from now on. No one will ever fuck you or eat this pussy like I do. No one! Whenever he fucks you or eats this bush, I want you to think about me. Every-time!”

We were gone and out of our fucking minds with reckless lust and sin and gave zero fucks. I was in WAP, whore heaven.
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