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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.”

Desiree 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.


Fat Cat

“I can see your cat.”

“You got a fat cat.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So, he don’t eat it?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Does he eat that cat?”

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

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

“Often enough.”

“Is he good at it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You gonna answer me?”

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

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

“Whatever.”

The very next day…

“You gone let me eat that cat?”

“Nope.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ms. Richardson, do you mind?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ari didn’t blink. “Yes.”

“Shit. Right now.”

“That’s not possible. We’re at work.”

“This weekend? You have plans?”

“I guess now I do.”

“What about your man?”

“What about your woman?”

“She’s out of town visiting family.”

“He works third shift.”

“Well, that’s goddamn perfect.”

“I’m not doing it at my house.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can I suck these big titties?”

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

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

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

Ari quietly nodded.

“Don’t get shy now sexy. Speak.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, I did.”

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

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

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

“Mmmmm…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can you call it pussy?”

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

“Yes, please.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh!” Ari cried out again.

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

“Mmmmm,” Ari moaned, beyond turned on.

“I want to eat this ass.”

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

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

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

“Damn Fatima.”

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

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

Ari gave her a gorgeous, beguiling smile.

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

Ari followed orders, proudly showing off her pretty pussy.

“Run your fingers through that hair.”

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

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

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

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

“Ms. Richardson…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

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

“Oh my Goooddd….”

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

“Ahhhhh. Ahhhh. AHHHHH!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let her rip sexy. Cum in my mouth.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Being Neighborly

unpublished

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

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

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

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

“Is your man home?”

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

“No. My girl ain’t home either.”

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed. “For what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stop,” I unconvincingly demanded.

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

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

“I don’t want it.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Kiss me,” she growled against my lips.

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

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

“Mmm,” I deeply moaned.

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

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

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

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

“That feels so good.”

“You like that?”

“Yes.”

“You want some more?”

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

“Sorry,” I said.

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

“Ohhhhh,” I sighed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh Storm. Storm.”

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

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

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

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

“Eat it Storm. Eat it. Eat my pussy.”

“Mm-hmmmmmmm…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“OHHHHHHHHHHHH SHIIIIIITTTTTTT! OHHHHHHHHH SHIIIIIIITTTT! STORRRRRMMMMMM!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“STORM!” I heard her girl scream from the front room. “Whose goddamn dress is this in the living-room?!”


My Bestie’s Girl

Unpublished (in the works)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh! My God!”

“Shhh!”

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

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

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

“I love it! I love it so much!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EAT THAT PUSSY

“Uh… Uh… Uh… Uh… Oooo. Ooo. Oh my… Oh my God. Oh yes. Yes, yes, yes. Ohhhhh. Ohhhh. Ohhh.”

24-year-old Pepper lay naked on her bed, with her legs widely spread and butterflied out, while her 51-year-old landlady loudly ate her pussy. Her landlady Beverly was dressed in her 9 to 5 attire: plaid suit with pearls and heels. Her nails were painted a shocking pink and Pepper kept staring at them as Miss Beverly (as she called her) fondled her jumbo-sized titties as she ate. Her eyes alternated between the older woman’s nails and her head roving around in her pussy.

She loved watching her landlady eat her pussy. Her face looked so good snuggled between her super thick thighs. She was nose deep in Pepper’s fat, hairy pussy and was nestled so deep she could hear Miss Beverly breathing. What a sexy, intoxicating sound.

“Oh Miss Beverly,” Pepper sighed, sexily winding her hips against the woman’s face. “Miss Beverly…Oh… Oh…”

Her legs trembled as Miss Beverly deeply tongued her pussy. Her breath came out choppy and fast and her chest jerked. She put her hand to her landlady’s perfectly coiffed bob and rubbed her gray hair.

“Ohhhhh, shit Miss Beverly. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. Oh my God. Oh shit. Oh shit. Ahhhh. Ahhh…”

Her eyes narrowed in desire as Miss Beverly swirled her tongue round and round her cunt, rotating her head. Her tongue flicked rapidly against her clit; then she swirled her tongue again. Her hands caressed Pepper’s titties in circles. Pepper’s head dropped back on the bed. She weakly raised her head to look again, watched for a few minutes; then her head dropped back again. She squirmed against the silk white pillowcase beneath her head.

“Oh, that feels so good… That feels so good Miss Beverly… So god damn good!”

This was the perfect arrangement. Sometimes she couldn’t believe that her sophisticated older land lady was a nasty lesbian who loved eating pussy and could do it better than any man she’d ever been with and loved eating hers in particular. The arrangement had come about under less than ideal circumstances. She was late making her rental payment two months in a row and Miss Beverly, who was a strict, professional businesswoman that pulled no punches when it came to collecting payments or issuing eviction notices, told her she either had to leave voluntarily or come home one day to a padlocked door.

She begged and pleaded with Miss Beverly to give her more time, but the older lady wasn’t having it. Finally, she offered herself.

“Will you take me as a bargaining tool?” she’d shakily asked her.

Miss Beverly’s eyes had suspiciously narrowed at her. “What do you mean?”

“I mean… I’ll give you me.”

Miss Beverly put her hands on her wide hips and skeptically looked her over. “In what sense?”

“You can have me.” Pepper sounded more confident than she felt. She felt slightly ashamed of herself for offering her body as a means of payment- she had a very active sex life but had never exchanged her body for goods and services- but she was honestly desperate and had no choice. She’d recently been fired from her job for missing too many days, but she hadn’t told Miss Beverly that. Maybe an arranged hook up could buy her more time to find a job and catch up on her payments.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” she smoothly continued, holding eye contact with her elder. “You can have me if you want. You can have my pussy.”

Miss Beverly evenly looked at her for a long moment. Her eyes slowly traveled over Pepper’s much younger, thicker, and stacked body, this time in a way that was blatantly salacious and lustful. Pepper knew she’d struck an offer that was hard to resist.

“I can have it whenever I want?” Miss Beverly huskily asked. “Eat it when I want?”

The way she was looking at her made Pepper’s throat dry with nervousness. She stiffly nodded. “Uh-huh.”

The mature woman stuck a long finger out at her. “You don’t get to say no. Ever. And it will go on as long as I want. Even when you do catch up on your payments. Because as fine as you are and as good as I think you’ll taste, I’m never going to want to stop eating that pussy. I promise you.”

Pepper struggled to catch her breath. She was as turned on as she was nervous. “Okay.”

Miss Beverly slowly walked over to her in her ridiculously high heels and stopped directly in front of her. She put her hand to the younger woman’s chest and sensuously caressed her titties.

Pepper’s breath stuck in her throat and her chest involuntarily jerked. She hadn’t expected her body to respond so viscerally to a woman’s unfamiliar touch. An old woman at that. Least, old by her standards.

“I’d say today is a good time as any to start,” Miss Beverly cooed. She leaned over to Pepper to kiss her softly on the lips.

It was on and popping from there. Pepper hadn’t expected her land lady to be so good at eating pussy, but the woman was a certified grade A carpet muncher and tore her pussy up. She had Pepper climbing the walls, screaming, and squirting. The woman was miraculously gifted with her tongue and her fingers too. She could finger pussy like a champ and the orgasms she pulled out of Pepper were life-altering.

That was over two months ago. Pepper had found another job and caught up with her rent, but per their agreement, the older single woman was still going ham on her pussy at least five days a week.

Pepper never had to return the favor. It was all about her and she loved that. All she had to do was lay back and enjoy the ride. And she was glad, because Miss Beverly’s old, sophisticated ass could eat the fuck out of some pussy.

Miss Beverly began loudly slurping on her clit and Pepper raised her head again to look. “Oh, Miss Beverly… Miss Beverly…”

Miss Beverly’s eyes had been closed the entire time, but she opened them at that moment to look at her twenty-seven years younger lover. Their eyes lustfully held one another as she continued to feast. Her eating became sloppier and obscener. Her hands began trailing all over Pepper’s thick body, lingering on her ass and thighs.

“Miss Beverly… Miss Beverly!”

Miss Beverly wildly shook her head back and forth. Pepper’s eyes widely stretched. Her mouth fell open in surprise. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

Miss Beverly greedily sucked her fat pussy lips in turn; then rudely ran her tongue through Pepper’s coarse pussy hair.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!”

Those capable fingers with the pretty nails parted her pussy lips wide. Beverly ran her tongue along her walls; then fucked her hole with unapologetic aggression.

Pepper sat up on her elbows and watched, screaming. She was breathing so hard and so fast she feared she’d faint. This woman was a pussy eating beast. She didn’t her to ever stop!

“Eat my pussy Miss Beverly! Yes, eat my pussy! Eat my pussy! Eat my pussy!”

Miss Beverly’s head wildly whipped back and forth again. Her nails raked her tenant’s large, round ass in possessive, intricate circles.

“Hah!” Pepper shrieked, ardently pumping her pussy to her lover. “Hah! Hah! Huh! Huh!”

“Mmmmmm,” Miss Beverly deeply moaned, swirling her tongue again. She licked all over Pepper’s tasty pussy. “Mmmmm… Mmmm..” She sucked her pussy hard, making Pepper roughly pull her hair. “Mmmmm. Mmmmmph. God, I love this pussy.” She snuggled her face deep inside again. “Oh my God,” she grumbled from deep within.

Pepper’s legs trembled, and her stomach spasmed and jerked as she came hard. She started screaming and couldn’t stop. Miss Beverly kept right on eating, not paying her any mind. She never showed the younger woman’s pussy any mercy, and while it drove her nuts, Pepper loved it. She loved how dominant and merciless her land lady was when she was eating her pussy.

She tried to push Miss Beverly’s head away.  Her clit was throbbing so hard and her pussy was ultra-sensitive.

“Move your hand,” Miss Beverly mumbled, not breaking contact with her pussy. “Move them god damn hands.”

Pepper did as she was told, but she couldn’t control her legs. They had a life of their own and wouldn’t stop moving. Unbothered, Miss Beverly pushed her knees back, spreading her open even wider.

“Mmm-hmmm,” she moaned, tasting Pepper’s kitty cat nice and slow.

Pepper reached back and grabbed the headboard. Her nails scraping across the smooth surface. She ran her fingers all over it, still jerking. Her eyes were in the back of her head. Miss Beverly began lengthily licking her pussy from top to bottom, and she raised her head to look at her. The older woman’s eyes were intense as she watched her, enjoying her reactions and expressions.

“Mmm-hmmm,” she encouraged her pretty young thang. “Mmmm. Mmmm. This is the best pussy. The best pussy.”

She put her hands on either side of her pussy and held her lips open and ran her tongue around in fast circles. She kissed her pussy hard; then began slurping and sucking hard. Pepper’s ass lifted off the bed.

“Mmmm-hmmm,” Beverly encouraged her. “Mmmmm. You be giving me that pussy girl. You be giving me that pussy.”

Pepper’s lips trembled in response. She kept her eyes trained on her land lady’s winding head.

“That looks so good Miss Beverly,” she shakily whispered. “You look so good eating that young pussy.”

“MMMMMMMMMMMMMMM!” was Beverly’s enthusiastic response. She put her long fingers to the inside of Pepper’s thick wonder thighs and pried her pussy lips open. She leaned in and sucked her pussy soundly. She pulled her clit back and forth with her lips.

Pepper’s hands flew up to her mouth; then to her face. “Oh my God!” she gasped, watching. Rapt. “Ohhhhhhh. Ohhhhh. Oh Miss Beverly. Miss Beverly.” Her forehead creased as Beverly began sucking and slurping her pussy super loud. “Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ahhhh! Ohhhhhhh. Miss Beverly… Miss Beverlyyyyyyyyy…. Ohhhhhhh…”

The mature land lady stuck her tongue in and out of her fast. She put one of her long fingers inside her super wet cunt and steadily moved it in and out as she continued to annihilate that pussy.

Pepper’s toes involuntarily curled. “Miss Beverly!”

SMACK. SMACK. SMACK. SMACK. SMACK, her lips went on that juicy pussy.

Pepper’s head flew back again, hitting the pillow hard. She put her hands beneath her knees to keep them in place, wanting so bad to let them fall. She was so weak. Beverly inserted another finger, and Pepper began whimpering, on the verge of tears.

“That feels so good ma’am. That feels so good!”

Beverly licked all around her cunt and ran her thumb over her swollen lips. “Mmmm,” she groaned, enjoying the forbidden taste of her tenant’s pussy. “Mmmmm.”

She held her fingers in place and French-kissed Pepper’s pussy passionately. Her thumb ran dizzying circles around her clit. Pepper slowly lifted her head to look down at her again. Her body was on fire as she watched Miss Beverly do nasty things with her lips and fingers.

“Mmmmm,” Miss Beverly moaned deep. She stopped eating to watch her fingers going in and out of Pepper’s good pussy. “I love this pussy,” she whispered. She moved her fingers faster, reveling in the gushy sounds her pussy made.

“Damn, Miss Beverly,” Pepper dazedly whispered. “Damn. You know just what to do with this pussy.” Miss Beverly began eating her goodness again, winding her head slowly. “Hah,” Pepper choppily panted. “Hah. Hah. Hah.”

“Put your legs up in the air and spread them wide. Spread eagle for me. Yeah, baby, just like that. Mmmm-hmmm.” She put her hands beneath Pepper’s fat ass and lifted her lips slightly. She stared at her pussy for a minute; then started torturing her again. The tenant’s body moved up and down with the aggression of her eating. “Mmmmm-hmmmmm.” She winded her tongue and head. “Mmmm. Mmmm. Mmmm.”

SLURP. SLURP. SLURP. SLURP. SMACK. SMACK. SMACK. SMACK.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

“Mmmmm.” She moved her head back and forth super-fast.

“UH!”

She rapidly flicked her clit. “Mmmmmph!” She sucked her pussy hard again, adding a third finger.

“UH! Hah-ah! Hah! Hah!”

“Mmmmmmmmm.” She dove back in, face first.

Pepper put her trembling hands back to Miss Beverly’s messed up hair and tenderly ran her fingers through it. Miss Beverly disrespectfully spit in her pussy, and she pulled her hair.

“Oh my God,” she whined, continuing to watch. “You the best Miss Beverly. You the best.”

“Whose pussy is this?” Her tongue fucked her deep. “Whose fat pussy is this?”

The storm was brewing inside of Pepper again. “It’s yours Miss Beverly, it’s yours. It’s your pussy. Your pussy.”

More head and tongue winding.

“Eat that pussy Miss Beverly. Eat it ma’am. Eat that pussy. Yes. Yes. Suck it hard; then lick it like that again.”

Miss Beverly followed suit.

“Oh God baby. Oh God. Yes! Yes! I’m cumming again land lady. I’m cumming again. Oh, my fucking Go-…. Oooo. Oooo. Ooooo. Uh! Uh!” Pepper exploded with a visceral scream that hurt her ears. She pushed and pushed at Miss Beverly’s head to no avail. “Stop. Stop! Please stop! No. No more please! No more. No more.”

Miss Beverly played deaf and kept going, moving that head, them fingers, and that tongue fast.

“Please! Please! Please! Oh please!”

Miss Beverly paused long enough to bite the inside of her pretty thick thighs, kiss her knees, and lick the sides of her chubby ass; then buried her head nose deep back inside that pussy. She moved her tongue quickly again; eliciting those intoxicating, wet sounds. Pepper held back tears and shook her head. This old woman was amazing. Truly amazing. She loved that she was a loud eater. It let her know she tasted good in the seediest of demonstrations, from her loud licking and sucking to her expressive moans and dirty words.

She knew it wouldn’t be the last time she came, because it never was. Beverly was the only person on earth who managed to make her cum multiple times and want to keep cumming, despite her pussy and clit’s annoying sensitivity. Torture had never felt so good.

She put her hands down to her pussy and ran them over her saturated pussy hair. She watched her 51-year-old lover’s head move up and down; back and forth like a bobblehead in her pussy. Her toes curled again at the sight. That woman could eat the fuck out of some pussy. She thanked God she was born a female.

Less than an hour later, Miss Beverly was standing prim and poised in front of Pepper’s heart-shaped dresser mirror, reapplying her makeup. Her hair was back in place and her wrinkled suit was smoothed back out to perfection. Her fake eyelashes never detached themselves once from all that face burying and pussy bumping.

Pepper dreamily watched her with sincere admiration from across the room. She sexily pulled her panties back up her body and smoothed the flimsy material over her still-throbbing pussy.

Miss Beverly had done serious damage to her cat this afternoon. And she wouldn’t have had it any other way.

She briefly turned away from star-gazing her land lady to retrieve her strapless bodycon dress from the floor. She easily slid it up her body and adjusted her huge bosom in it. She smiled in delight when she felt Miss Beverly press against her ass and hug her arms around her body.

“I do love this pussy,” she whispered in her sultry tenant’s ear.

“I do love the way you eat this pussy,” Pepper cooed in return.

Beverly turned her around and began deeply French kissing her. She possessively thrusted her tongue in and out of her mouth as she rubbed her ass. Pepper weakly moaned and leaned into her lover. The kiss lasted so long they were both breathless when it ended.

“See you tomorrow?” Beverly asked when she pulled away. Her eyes were intense and unwavering.”

“Of course.”

Beverly amorously kissed her again, rubbing her pussy through her dress.

“Mmmm,” Pepper pleasantly moaned, gyrating against her.

“I’ve got to go back downstairs to my office,” Beverly regretfully said, pulling away and walking to the door.

“My pussy and I will see you tomorrow land lady. I’ll be lying on the bed, wide open and ready for you at 12pm sharp.”

Beverly seductively smiled and winked at her. She blew her a kiss and went out the door, still hungry for more pussy.


Weekend Roommate

“You got some big titties.”

Electra’s head whipped around to gawk at her roommate for the weekend. She was stunned at the seemingly older woman’s obscenely rude words. “Excuse me?” she snapped.

“I’m sorry,” the woman said, slapping herself on the forehead. “Was that too much? My mom always said I was tacky.”

“Yeah, a bit much.” Electra shook her head and resumed unpacking her bags. She was going to kill her best friend Erin. Erin had invited her up to an Air B and B for her 25th birthday party, but she’d neglected to tell her she would be rooming her with a pervert. Damn, she wished her husband Gino had come. But he had to work. It was always work, work, and more work with him lately. She hated it.

“I do apologize,” the woman said, walking over to her. She sincerely looked into her eyes. “I didn’t mean any harm. Just an observation.”

“I would think it’s in bad taste to say something like that to someone you just met.” Electra threw her panties and bra on the bed. She noticed the woman staring at them. She wet her lips. Electra uncomfortably cleared her throat and put them back in her bag. She hated she’d chosen underwear that was so flimsy, but just because Gino wasn’t there didn’t mean she couldn’t dress sexy for the weekend.

“Sorry,” the woman lamely repeated. She didn’t sound sorry.

Electra paused and looked over at her. She was about Electra’s height but on the heavier side. She looked older than Electra’s 25, was dressed in air-brushed overalls with a tank top beneath and had a doo rag covering her shoulder-length braids. Her cocoa brown skin was flawless, and she had expressive, dark eyes with long eyelashes. Electra guessed she was pretty in a butch kind of way.

Electra paused and swallowed. Lord, was the woman a butch? She was going to kill Erin!

“I just call it like I see it,” the lady said, no longer feigning contrition. “You do have some big ass titties. Fat. Juicy…”

Electra slightly turned away from her and hiked up the front of her revealing, jersey dress. She’d worn the dress to be sexy for men, not tacky lesbians.

“Still big,” the stranger quipped.

Electra resignedly shook her head. This was going to be a long, uncomfortable, and annoying weekend.

“Don’t be ashamed Miss Lady. You are supremely blessed.”

Electra looked at her in annoyance. “Am I supposed to say thanks?” she flatly asked.

“That would be the nice thing to do.” She chuckled self-consciously. “Anyway, I’m Vaughn.”

She stuck her hand out to Electra. Electra looked at it like it was a three-headed snake; then hesitantly shook it. “Electra.”

Electra was irritated when Vaughn didn’t release her hand right away. She held it for longer than was necessary. She glanced down at the stranger’s wrist and noted with fascination that she had a tattoo of boobs on her wrist. Now wonder.

Electra stiffly pulled her hand away. “Interesting tattoo,” she wryly commented.

“I do like boobs.” Vaughn sucked her teeth and stared at Electra’s big ones.

Electra quickly turned back to her clothes.

“I guess we’re roommates for the weekend,” Vaughn said.

“Yeah, lucky me,” Electra smugly replied.

“I would say I’m the lucky one beautiful. You are beautiful, you know that?”

Electra turned to her again. “Look,” she crisply began. “Whatever you’re thinking… I’m not interested.”

Vaughn studied her for a moment; then humorously shrugged. “Guess I’m unlucky then.” She glanced down at her ring finger. “You married?”

“Yes. And happy.”

“Lucky him.”

“We’re both lucky.”

This time it was Vaughn’s turn to turn away. She didn’t say anything. Just left the room.

Electra was relieved. But surprisingly intrigued.

Later that night, libations were consumed, games were played, and good music kept everyone on the dance floor. Electra noted several of the husbands were looking at her with open interest, but their wives were watching them like a hawk. Not that Electra would do anything if they tried it. She wasn’t a cheater. But she did enjoy flirting and getting attention.

She did notice her roommate for the weekend wouldn’t stop looking at her. Or trying to talk to her. Or dance with her. Electra shot her down several times, but the woman kept trying. Electra confronted Erin about it the first chance she got, but Erin insisted all the other rooms were occupied with the couples. Electra would’ve preferred sleeping on the back porch if she’d known her roommate would be such a tacky dog. Erin insisted Vaughn wouldn’t bother her.

“Don’t take this the wrong way,” Erin said, helping herself to another piece of her vanilla birthday cake. “But you’re not special. She hits on everyone. Single or not. Pretty or not.” She gestured to her friend’s heavy bosom. “Stacked or not.”

Electra made a face. “Gee thanks.”

Erin indifferently shrugged; then conspiratorially leaned towards her friend of over twenty years. “You should let her suck your titties. I hear she’s very good at that.”

Electra frowned at her. “How would you know?”

“Not to mention extremely adept at fingering and eating pussy.” She stuffed a piece of cake in her mouth and shrugged again. “I’m just saying.”

“And I’m saying, how do you know?”

Erin simply shrugged at her, winked, and sashayed over to her husband.

Electra blankly stared at her friend; then directed her attention to her weekend roommate, who, not surprisingly, was still staring at her. Her eyes drifted down to Electra’s plunging neckline, and she licked her lips, smiling. Electra rolled her eyes at her and walked to the other side of the room in search of… Anybody.

No such luck. Damn, she wished Gino had come.

It was after midnight when Vaughn approached her again, asking her for a dance. Electra hadn’t danced with anyone all night; the wives were keeping their fine ass husbands close and occupied.

What the hell? She thought to herself. One dance wouldn’t hurt.

The last thing she’d expected was how much she would enjoy dancing close to and up against a woman. Vaughn behaved herself through two slow songs; then grew bold and put her arms around Electra on the third. The lights were dimmed extremely low so no one could see what she was doing. She took advantage. For reasons unbeknownst to her (curiosity, maybe? Too much alcohol?), Electra let her.

Vaughn behaved herself and kept her hands around Electra’s tiny waist initially; but then her hands started traveling. They stilled themselves on Electra’s rotund behind. She caressed her full hips sensuously. Electra swallowed a moan. Damn, her touch felt good. Too good.

Maybe I should stop her… A few more minutes…

Vaughn massaged her cheeks round and around in circles, gripping them hard. Electra’s eyes crawled to the back of her head. She quietly gasped when Vaughn began lightly nibbling her neck. She felt the strange woman smile against her neck.

“How old are you?” she whispered in her ear.

“25… You?”

“40.”

“How does Erin know someone so old?” She blushed at the insult.

Vaughn let it ride and chuckled. “I’m her boss.”

Electra’s eyes widened at that admission. Why hadn’t Erin told her that? “That’s unusual.”

“We’re friends.”

“Still unusual.”

Electra’s flesh tingled when Vaughn sneaked her hands beneath the back of her dress and massaged her bare ass. She wasn’t wearing panties.

“Damn baby,” Vaughn gruffly whispered. “If I had known you weren’t wearing panties…”

“You would’ve what?” Electra boldly challenged.

“We would’ve never left that room, that’s what.”

Electra thickly swallowed. Why was she turned on by this? What was happening to her?

“Where’s your husband?”

Electra stiffened. “At-at home.”

“He didn’t want to come?”

“Work.”

Vaughn softly placed small kisses all over her neck. Electra’s skin was burning; her pussy was soaked. The fuck?

“Lucky me again,” Vaughn groaned.

Electra struggled to breathe. Vaughn was creeping her way around her hips to her pussy, and Electra feared she wouldn’t be able to stop her. Not because she couldn’t. Because she didn’t want to.

“Wh-why are you lucky?” she stammered. She involuntarily moved against the woman’s hands and felt her smile against her neck again.

“Electra…”

“Y-Yes…”

Vaughn pressed her palm against Electra’s pussy. She hissed through her teeth at the heat gathered there. As well as the undeniable bush.

“Goddamn,” she sighed with pleasure. Her fingers tickled Electra’s pussy hairs. Electra arched to her, gasping with pleasure. “Girl, you have no idea how much I love a hairy pussy.” She bit Electra’s neck, and Electra cried out. Not loud enough for the others to hear. But Vaughn heard her and that was enough. “And it’s nice and fat,” she added.

Electra was finding it more and more difficult to stand still. Her receptive response to Vaughn’s touch was troubling, confusing, and a little bit frightening. She should tell her to stop. Leave. Go back home. Oh, but it felt so damn good.

She pressed her body closer to the older woman’s, silently begging for more. Vaughn’s hand continued caressing her fat pussy. She sneakily dipped her long finger in Electra’s slick opening, and Electra softly cried out again. Her head slowly drifted to one of Vaughn’s wide shoulders.

“Electra…”

“Yes?” Electra weakly croaked.

Vaughn put her full lips to Electra’s ear. Electra shook as her warm breath caressed it. A surge of power engulfed Vaughn’s entire body. “Think your husband would mind if I took you upstairs and played in this pussy? Put my mouth in it and made you scream?”

Not even ten minutes later, they were upstairs, standing against their weekend bedroom door, deeply French kissing as Vaughn slowly explored her body and Electra just stood there, letting her touch her. Vaughn was a very good kisser and explored her mouth like she’d been kissing her for decades. Her hands boldly ran over the younger woman’s protruding tits, moving them around in circles on top of her dress. She bounced them up and down a few times; then ran her fingertips over her nipples.

“Ohhhhh,” Electra groaned, arching to her.

Vaughn leaned back to peel open the front of her dress. She pulled both titties out and stared at the pretty caramel colored jugs in awe. “I knew you would have some pretty titties,” she rasped. “Jesus.”

She began bouncing them up and down again, enjoying the way they swayed and jiggled against her chest. “God damn, you sexy as hell baby. I love these big ass titties.”

Electra’s pussy clenched at her words. Vaughn rubbed her titties together; then jiggled them. “Yes,” she growled. Her palms circled round and round Electra’s globes. “You got some pretty areolas. They’re so big. I know your husband loves these thangs.”

Electra expected to feel some amount of guilt at the mentioning of her husband, but she felt, nothing. She had truly lost her mind and in such a short time. Earlier, she was repulsed by this strange, boyish older woman; now she was fascinated and turned on by her. She loved the way she touched her, and she desperately wanted more.

Vaughn slowed down and took her time exploring her weekend roommates’ large titties. She lazily ran her hands over them from top to bottom.

“Ooooo,” the older woman slurred, fascinated. “Ooooo.” She pumped her tits. “My God, you’re so beautiful,” she whispered. “Just beautiful. Oh my God.” She grasped her breasts and held them up. She ran her thumbs over her nipples; then pinched them. She released them, letting them plop and bounce against Electra’s chest. “I’ve been fantasizing about exploring you since I opened the door and saw you standing in here.”

“Mmmm…”

Vaughn slapped her tits up and down; then squeezed them together. She stared intensely at them. “So big and pretty.” She ran her nails over Electra’s soft skin and growled. “Damn, I want to suck these titties,” Vaughn muttered. She rudely slapped them together and Electra squirmed against the door, anxious for her to do just that.

“I want to suck these big, pretty mother fuckers.”

Electra cried out and dug her nails in Vaughn’s shoulders as she began greedily sucking her titties. She held them in her hands and went back and forth sucking them fast. Electra looked down at her in shock, watching her weekend companion going at her huge tits like a mad woman.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned. “Ohhhh. Ohhhh. Ohhh.”

Vaughn’s head winded round and round as she French-kissed each titty one by one, squeezing and holding them tight like she was afraid they’d disappear if she let them go. She moaned deeply, holding the younger woman’s titties captive.

“Oooo,” Electra whined. “Ooooo. Oooo.”

“You got some sensitive tits, baby?”

“Yes, they’re very sensitive.”

“What about these pretty nipples?” Her tongue nastily circled Electra’s pretty, taut nipples.

Electra’s nipples vibrated with each circular motion of Vaughn’s tongue. “That feels so good. That feels so good.”

“Make these big mother fuckers pop,” Vaughn growled.

She held one of Electra’s plump titties in her mouth and sucked it hard; then lifted it up to Electra’s shoulder, releasing it with a pop. She did this several times, before moving to the other one to do the same. She went back and forth, holding each titty in her mouth for several seconds, sucking them hard, holding them in her mind and moving them back and forth; then releasing each titty with an obnoxious pop.

Electra trembled and writhed beneath her, amazed that this woman was making her body feel so good. She clutched her shoulders tightly, pulling her in to her body.

“I want to play in this pussy,” Vaughn harshly whispered with a mouth full of tit. She put her hot hand to Electra’s wet pussy and squeezed.

Electra’s eyes rolled to the back of her head, and her mouth fell open in desire. “Ahhhhhh.”

Vaughn’s hand clutched her pussy as she continued to suck her titties. She flattened her hand against the fat flesh and slapped it twice. Electra jumped and squeezed her thighs against her roommate’s hand. She moaned loud and long when Vaughn eased her finger between her folds and stroked her slippery flesh.

“My God…” she sighed.

Electra’s eyes rolled to the back of her head and her mouth fell open when Vaughn stuck her finger inside her treasure and began steadily stroking her.

“Mmmmmmmm,” Vaughn groaned, sucking her nipples hard.

“Ohhhhh,” Electra cried out, wantonly moving against her finger. “Ohhhhhh. Ohhhhh. Ohhh.”

“Damn, you feel so good.” She inserted another finger, invoking a shriek of surprise from Electra. “Nice, wet pussy.”

Electra pushed against Vaughn’s broad shoulders, struggling to suppress the rushing tide of pleasure squeezing her body. Her hands drifted up to her baseball cap, knocking it off her head. She grasped her braids and pressed the woman’s face tighter against her titties.

“Oh Vaughn,” she whimpered. “Vaughn.”

“You like the way I play in this pussy baby?”

“Oh my God.”

“You like it?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“You like a woman playing in your pussy?”

Electra almost collapsed from the weight of her desire. “Vaughn, I love this! I love it!”

Another finger was inserted, and Electra screamed, cumming hard. She barely had time to recuperate before Vaughn was grabbing her and leading her to her bed. She pushed her down on the bed and pulled her ass to the edge. She bent Electra’s knees and spread her thighs wide, lifting the bottom of her dress up to her stomach.

“Yes,” she whispered, staring down at the much younger, sexier woman. “I love your body. You are amazing baby.”

Still recovering from her shocking, explosive orgasm, Electra squirmed against the bed and stared down at her new lover, waiting for more.

Vaughn took her time though. She stood there gazing lustfully inside Electra’s pretty pink cunt. She put one of her hands to the top of her pussy and used three of her fingers from the other one to pull her pussy lips open. “Such a pretty pussy,” she purred. “Pretty, fat, and hairy. My absolute favorite.” She leaned down to the twenty-five-year old’s pussy and tenderly kissed it.

Electra loudly gasped. Her legs inadvertently twitched.

Vaughn puckered her lips and softly kissed her pussy again, giving it sweet kisses over and over. She pressed her nose to her flesh and deeply inhaled. Electra gasped again and her body jerked. She watched, rapt. Her best friend’s boss then moved to her pussy hairs, casually running her nose over them.

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm,” she delightfully moaned. She flicked her tongue inside of her; then licked her pussy hairs. Slowly. Electra’s body squeezed with excruciating desire at the sight of her tongue on her. She had never been so turned on in her life. Damn.

Vaughn haltingly put her tongue back inside of her, still stroking her with her fingers. “Ahhhh,” she breathed into Electra’s hairy cat. “Ahhhhh.” She stared at the pretty woman’s pussy as she worked her tongue inside of her.

What she was doing felt so good Electra couldn’t make a sound. All she could do was stare in fascination with her mouth open.

“Ahhhh. Ahhhh. Ahhhh. Ahhh. Ummmph. Ummph.” She moved her tongue in and out of her faster and thumbed her clit. “Ummm…. Ummmm… UMMMMMM! Your pussy tastes so good Electra. So, god damn good.”

All Electra could do was breath hard and look. She couldn’t find the words; couldn’t form words.

“Why your pussy so good friend? Damn.”

Vaughn pressed her lips hard to Jessica’s small clit and kissed it loud. She kissed it again. And again. And again. Then rapidly flicked her tongue against it. Her fingers moved in and out of her with wild abandon.

Electra’s flesh tickled at the squishy sounds her pussy made as her older lover fucked her knuckle deep and ravished her pussy. Her head moved back and forth across the bed. Her fingers curled tightly in the bedsheets. Her eyes flew open when Vaughn began sloppy eating her pussy.

“Oh!” she cried out. “Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

“Mmm. Mmmm. Mmm. Mmm. Mmm,” Vaughn moaned as she buried her face and snuggled it in her pussy. “Oh my God.” Her tongue and face whipped back and forth in Electra’s young pussy.

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Ahhh! Ahhh! Ohhhhh shit. Oh God! Ahhhhhhhh. Ahhhhh.”

“Give it to me baby. Give it to me. Give me that pussy.”

Electra was losing her mind. Her hands were going everywhere and nowhere.

“Hah!” she cried out. “Hah! Hah, hah, hah, hah, hah!”

The more noise she made the more intense and visceral her roommate’s fingers, lips, and tongue became. She was showing Electra’s pussy no mercy, much to Electra’s shocking delight. The loud smacking, slurping, sucking, and kissing turned her on as much as how it felt. No man had ever come close. No man. Including Gino. Poor Gino.

Fuck Gino.

Vaughn inserted finger number four and Electra fought back tears. “Holy fucking Christ!” she shrieked. “This is ridiculous!”

Vaughn naughtily laughed and worked those fingers good. She sucked hard on her clit, jerking her head with each spine-tingling suck.

“Oh my God Vaughn, your tongue and lips feel so good. Your fingers are so… They’re so…” Words failed her. “I had no idea…”

Vaughn paused long enough to wickedly stare up at her. She felt ten feet tall at the look of torture, desperation, and helplessness on Electra’s face. “I knew I was going to get this pussy,” she darkly insisted. She palmed Electra’s saturated pussy with her free hand, while fingers from the other hand continued to torment the twenty-five-year-old. “I was going to eat your pussy come hell or high-water friend. And I knew you’d give in and give it to me.”

Electra woozily sat up on her elbows and stared down at the aggressive, older lesbian. She was in a lustful daze. “I’m so glad I did,” she murmured, running her fingers through the stranger’s hair. “I’m so glad I did.”

“I’m not going to stop either.”

“I don’t want you to Vaughn. Oh, I don’t want you to. I don’t want you…” Her words trailed off as Vaughn began hungrily eating her pussy again. Her body flopped back on the bed again, defeated.

Her body was corded tight with lust and ecstasy that was mind-numbing. This older woman’s touch was foreign, invasive... But unnervingly familiar.

“Uh… Uh… Uh… Uh… Uh… Uh…” she repeatedly cried out.

Her ears moved like an animal at the loud smacks coming from between her legs. Mustering strength, she lifted her head to look down at Vaughn again. She couldn’t get enough of the sight of a woman eating her pussy.

Vaughn loudly kissed her pussy; then pulled back to look at it. She softly stroked her clit with her thumb. There was a look of helpless desperation in Electra’s brown eyes as she watched her. She loved how feral Vaughn looked at her pussy. She began eating her again, her forehead creased with intensity.

“You got some good pussy,” she murmured between slurps and licks. “Your pussy tastes so good.”

She slowly looked up at the younger woman and smiled against her twat. She licked and long-fingered her slowly. “Hold your pussy open nice and wide for me married lady,” she teased.

Electra ignored the married lady slur and did as she was told. Vaughn continued feasting on her, growling. Her moans were deep and nasty. Electra’s breathing became hard and choppy. She was so glad her husband hadn’t come. She couldn’t imagine how boring and uneventful the weekend would’ve been if he had. There was never a good time Gino couldn’t ruin. She could let this woman have her pussy as much as she wanted, without interruptions.

As long as Erin and the others never found out. Watching Vaughn, she remembered the words of sexual promise her best friend had whispered to her about the strange lesbian. She still couldn’t help wondering if Erin had experienced this life-altering delight.

Vaughn began grinding her face against Electra’s pussy. Electra’s hands clenched into fists and her toes curled in response. She winded her hips against her weekend lover’s face.

“This pussy taste so good baby. You just don’t know. That’s right baby, ride my face. Ride it. Give up that pussy. Give up that pussy like a greedy little slut.”

“OHHHHHHHHH!”

Electra decided it didn’t matter if Erin had experienced Vaughn’s lesbian nastiness; she was never going to get it again. She’d beat her ass if she so much as tried. Or any other bitch in the house. She was not sharing this.

“I love this beautiful hairy pussy. I love eating this pussy.”

Electra’s eyes crawled to the back of her head. She tried to sit up but weakly kept falling back against the bed. Finally, she just gave up sat up midway, putting her left arm on the other side of her body. She held on to the bed with both hands, bracing for the inevitable volcanic eruption that was about to take place. She stared wide-eyed at a spot on the bed as Vaughn continued wildly eating her pussy, wreaking havoc.

It felt like the older woman had one-hundred tongues moving inside of her at once. This dude chick was eating the fuck out of her pussy. LORD JESUS!

She exploded with a silent scream, shaking hard. Before she could completely get her bearings, Vaughn was on top of her. She situated herself between Electra’s legs, throwing one of her legs on the other side of her body. She put both hands to the right of her, holding herself up. She began fucking her with her pussy hard. Electra yelped in astonishment and instinctively grabbed her big hips, holding on tight.

Vaughn leaned down to her wiggling, flopping titties and sloppily sucked them as she fucked her with the energy of ten bulls. Electra started screaming and didn’t stop. She never imagined having a woman’s pussy against hers could create such searing pleasure. Vaughn’s pussy felt incredible against hers.

Her ears burned at the dizzying sound effects of the older lesbian’s body slapping against hers. Her titties were beyond sensitive and Vaughn sucking and slurping on them as she fucked her made everything super intense. Her body felt like it was on fire! She felt like she could burst into flames at any moment.

Electra lifted her head to look down at their adjoined pussies. Her eyes stretched lustfully at the sight. Vaughn’s pussy looked so good against hers. Her pussy had been taking a pounding all night and this old lady was making sure she never forgot her or what she did to her.

“Oh God!” Electra screamed, continuing to stare at their pussies. “Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!”

“Give me that pussy!” Vaughn growled, thrusting crazily. “Give me that pussy! Give me that pussy!”

Electra sharply squirted, sounding like a faucet. It kept coming out.

Vaughn paused sucking titties long enough to look down at Electra’s sopping pussy. “Damn baby.”

She repositioned herself so that her hands were on either side of Electra’s thick body. She fucked her with intensity; then grabbed Electra’s hands, holding her down to the bed. Electra loved this act of dominance.

“Yes Vaughn, yes!” she said through her teeth. “Take this pussy! Take it! Take my pussy! Fuck me! Fuck me, yes!”

Her response urged Vaughn to keep fucking her like she hated her. She fucked the girl so hard the bed thudded violently against the wall.

More squirting… The sound was almost embarrassing to Electra, but the fact that this strange woman could turn her on so much and fuck her so good it literally made her feel like her pussy was ejecting itself from her body, made the embarrassment die quick.

“Vaughn! Vaughn! Vaughn! Vaughn! VAUGGGGGHHHHHHNNNNNN! AHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

They came together on a chorus of ‘Oh Gods, Fucks, Holy shits, God damns.’

Beyond exhausted, Vaughn collapsed on top of her, kissing her madly. The kiss was so passionate it made Electra dizzy. Her throat hurt from screaming so much.

Vaughn pulled away from their lustful kiss. She stared deeply into her weekend roommate’s eyes. “Thank you for letting me have this pussy.” She softly kissed her. “Thank you for giving me this pussy.” She kissed her again. “Thank you for letting me eat this pussy.” Another kiss. “Thank you for letting me fuck this pussy.”

She kissed her deeply once more. She pulled away and smiled down into the gorgeous younger woman’s perspiring face. “You better rest up now sweetie. You’re going to need all your energy for what I have in store for you tonight.”

Electra didn’t hear her. She was already asleep and snoring before Vaughn finished the sentence.
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