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CAREFUL, HE MIGHT HEAR YOU

Electra was sitting spread-eagled on the couch in front of her bed, struggling to be quiet while her good friend Afrika ate her pussy. Her husband was downstairs in the living-room watching television, and it was beneficial to them both not to get caught. For all he knew they were up there having girl talk. But little did he know…

There was conversation going on… But of a different manner. Afrika was tearing her pussy up, as she always did. She might as well have a thousand tongues; it felt so good. Afrika always ate her pussy like she had nothing to lose. She was masterful at it. The best. It was so good Electra’s eyes were crossed and in the back of her head. Her mouth was wide open, and her hands were pressed down hard on her thighs, as if that would somehow suppress the rush of adrenaline roaring through her as her lesbian friend of over twenty years fucked her pussy with her mouth.

The fact that they were doing it while her husband was in the house made everything more intense and exciting. It’s like it made the head even better. The idea and fear of getting caught always upped the ante of their arousal. It seemed like it made Afrika eat her pussy even better. Afrika showed Electra’s fat pussy no mercy and barely paused to stop or breathe when she was down there. Her face was literally all up in Electra’s coochie and her long fingers were playing with her younger friend’s DDD titties.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned deeply, winding her head and swirling her tongue. “Mmmmm. Mmmmm. So good. So yummy! Always so yummy.”

They always closed and locked the door when they hooked up in Electra and her husband’s house, but Electra still worried their sounds might seep through the walls. Even though they made attempts to be quiet (mainly Electra; sometimes it was like Afrika wanted Ben to catch them), sometimes it was just impossible. Afrika’s mouth, tongue, and hands felt too good and Electra’s pussy was too good to be silent. Electra just tried not to moan and cry out too loud. That wasn’t always possible either.

Electra bit down hard on her lip as Afrika began squeezing and pulling hard on her nipples. Electra’s nipples were super sensitive and when Afrika played with her nipples while eating her pussy, it heightened the sensitivity.

“Oh baby,” Electra gasped, sexily moving her pussy against Afrika’s face. That warranted another dirty moan from her friend. “Oh baby. Oh baby. That feels so good. That feels so good.”

Afrika groaned and flicked her tongue against Electra’s large clit.

“Oh,” Electra softly cried out. “Oh. Oh.”

Afrika sucked hard on her clit.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!”

Afrika briefly paused and wickedly looked up at her. “You better be quiet. He might hear you.”

“I can’t help it baby. That feels so good. Keep going. Keep going.”

Still watching her pretty friend, Afrika buried her face back between her legs and resumed lapping her up.

“Uh!” Electra cried out. Her eyes were still crossed and in the back of her head. She worried they might get stuck like that; then decided she didn’t care as long as her lesbian bestie kept eating her pussy. “UH! UH! UH! UH!”

Afrika sucked the inside of her pussy lips hard. Electra placed her feet on the floor, keeping her legs spread wide. She arched her hips high to her friend’s face.

“MMMMMMMPH!” Afrika groaned darkly.

Electra weakly looked down at her friend. Her insides turned to mush at the sight of her sexy friend’s mouth moving all over her pussy like a pro. She loved seeing Afrika’s face in her pussy. Afrika was a gorgeous chocolate-colored woman anyway, but she was devastatingly hot when she ate pussy. Electra loved the unhinged look on her face and the nasty faces she made. Her facial expression changed depending on what she was doing. It was different when she licked as opposed to eating. It was different when she sucked as opposed to slurping. But nothing beat when her whole face was up in it. It was like she was in heaven. As she frequently told Electra, she was in love with her pussy, and it showed.

She began steadily fucking Electra’s pussy with her tongue and Electra’s head flew back, hitting the couch. Her hands fell to her sides.

“Oh my God,” she whined.

Afrika’s tongue fucked her pussy hard and fast.

“Oh my God. Oh my God! Oh my God!” She put her head up to look down at her friend again. Her mouth trembled watching Afrika’s tongue go in and out of her. “Haaah. Haaah. Haaah. Hoh. Hoh. Hoh. Hoh. Yes baby. Yes baby. Damn baby. Eat that pussy. Eat that pussy.”

She briefly looked over at the door and strained her ear to make sure Ben was nowhere near; then relaxed when she heard nothing. She didn’t know how much longer they could keep carrying on like this without him hearing them or finding out, but she wanted it to last as long as possible. This shit was too wonderful to pass up.

She yelped and redirected her attention back to her older friend. Afrika’s mouth and tongue were everywhere. She was out of control. Wild. Nasty. Just like Electra loved it.

Hooking up with her childhood bestie was the last thing she ever expected. Afrika was always slick with the mouth, but she’d never made a move. She never neglected to tell Electra how bad she was though. Afrika use to refer to her as BTW, or ‘baddest thing walking’, and she still did. Electra’s body was the admiration and envy of all their friends. Nicki Minaj bootie meets Cardi B.’s tits. Not to mention she was a redbone with hair damn near down to her ass. Afrika always stared at her from puberty on, but she never made a move. She had come out to Electra and their friends in junior high, so Electra knew she was gay. But she always maintained the friendship without crossing boundaries.

Until that day…

Six months ago, Afrika came over to her and Ben’s house to borrow a piece of jewelry of Electra’s she liked to wear to a lesbian shindig. Ben let her in as he always did with little conversation (her gayness made him uncomfortable, he said, but he accepted it because he knew she and his wife were tight) and told her Electra was upstairs. Then he went about his business, as he always did when she came over. Electra had just gotten out of the shower and was standing there naked and drying off when Afrika walked in. Their eyes met, and it was like an explosion went off. Time literally stood still.

Next thing Electra knew, Afrika had rushed over to her, grabbed her, and pushed her against the wall. They immediately began kissing passionately. Afrika ran her hands all over her friend’s naked body and murmured nonsensically about how beautiful and perfect she was. Afrika hadn’t seen her naked since they were kids, so seeing her friend’s grown woman body drove her insane.

“I have to taste you,” she’d heatedly whispered in Electra’s ear.

Afrika locked the door to the bedroom and bent Electra over the back, spreading her huge ass cheeks. She commenced to eating her pussy from the back, and it was unlike anything Electra had experienced in her life. Since then, Afrika was over her house five days a week, eating her pussy like a savage. Ben worked third shift, so he was always home, but he never bothered them. Electra didn’t work and was a stay at home mom and housewife, so the hookups were easy and convenient.

The privilege of having a best friend who was also a pro at eating pussy was one of the highlights of Electra’s life. She and Ben had a satisfying sex life, and he was capable when it came to eating pussy, but their lovemaking dimmed in comparison to the wild moments she shared with Electra. And if she had to choose, she was going to choose her uber talented bestie with the hurricane tongue, every-time.

Electra pressed her lips tightly together and squeezed her eyes shut when a roaring orgasm surged through her body, making her dizzy. As she always did, Electra kept wreaking havoc on her pussy, ignoring Electra desperately pushing at her head and squirming.

“Oh my God,” Electra whimpered. Her body jerked and spasmed against the couch. “Oh my God. Oh my God.”

Afrika paused licking her coochie and leaned up to give her a soul stirring kiss. Weak, Electra pitifully moaned in her mouth. She loved tasting herself on her lover’s lips. She tasted delicious.

They kissed and kissed and kissed, holding one another tightly. Afrika squeezed her breasts together and leaned down to them, sucking them greedily.

Electra frowned, on the verge of tears. “Yes baby. Yes. Yes.”

She moved her body back and forth against Afrika’s amorous lips. Afrika sucked her titties hard, rotating them as she consumed them, her mouth releasing them now and again with a sexy FLOOP. The sound effects made Electra smile in delight. No one could suck her titties like her bestie.

Afrika dined on her titties for minutes, before moving back to her quivering pussy. It hadn’t stopped jumping since Electra had cum, and the sensitivity was almost jarring. She welcomed the invasion of Afrika’s tongue, however, and willingly spread her legs.

“Put your legs back up in the air and spread them wide, so I can get my face all up in this good, fat pussy,” Afrika muttered into her flesh.

Electra’s mouth trembled at her words. Her eyes stayed focused on her friend’s head as she lifted her legs and spread them as wide as she could.

“Yes,” Afrika growled. She went back in for the kill.

She held Electra’s pussy lips open and began audibly eating her.

Electra’s eyes drifted to the back of her head again and locked. “Huuh,” she called out. “Huuh. Huuh. Huuh. Ah. Huh.”

Afrika repeatedly pulled Electra’s clit between her lips, sucking languidly. “Mmmm…” She quickly flicked her tongue against it; then sucked again.

Electra’s head collapsed against the couch and aimlessly moved back and forth. She was in a trance as she listened to the alluring, hypnotic sounds of Afrika eating her pussy. Afrika was so vocal with it, and it immensely turned Electra on.

God, please don’t let Ben come upstairs, she silently prayed to herself. Please don’t let him come upstairs. Let her finish, like always. Let her finish, please.

“I swear, this is the world’s best pussy,” Afrika groaned from inside her. “There is nothing better anywhere.”

She began French-kissing Electra’s pussy in an almost angry manner. Electra sharply gasped and had to open her eyes and look back down at her. Damn, she loved how wild and out of control her bestie looked when she was eating her pussy. Afrika’s face was mired in concentration, her eyebrows were pinched, and there was a deep frown on her face. Her facial expressions matched her intense, nasty moans. She loved that pussy. And damnit, that pussy loved her.

Electra longed to close her eyes and savor the moment, but she couldn’t stop staring at Afrika. At her tongue and lips as they wildly moved all over her pussy, licking, slurping, and sucking. She puckered her lips and kissed all over Electra’s full bush. She loved the hair on Electra’s pussy and had several pictures in her phone, showcasing Electra’s pussy hair. Electra kept her bush intact, just for her, despite Ben’s complaining. Ben could go to hell. Whatever Afrika wanted, Afrika got.

Electra reached down and ran her hands all over Afrika’s low-cut fade, her breathing harsh and choppy. She was going to cum again, and it was going to be as intense as the first one.

“Baby, you’re going to make me cum,” she whined. “You’re going to make me cummmmm. I love the way you look eating my pussy. I love watching your tongue. I love the way you eat me A. I love… I love…”

Her hands left Afrika’s head to fly up and grasp her mouth. She screamed into her hands, convulsing violently. Her legs trembled; her pussy jerked against Afrika’s relentless mouth.

“MMMMMMMMMMM HMMMMMMMM!” Afrika enthusiastically moaned. “MMMMMM HMMMMMM! MMMMMMM! MMMMMM!”

“Shh, shh, shh,” Electra warned, reaching back down to cover her friend’s roaming mouth. Her eyes widened with excitement at Afrika’s winding head. Why was the sight of a woman eating her pussy so goddamn erotic? Watching the way she moved her head with her tongue made her erupt again. This time, she started sobbing.

Afrika abruptly pulled away from her and flipped her over on her stomach. She hiked her ass up in the air and spread her thick, juicy thighs.

Electra buried her face in the wet couch. “Yesssssss,” she begged. “Yessss. Give it to me.”

Needing no encouragement, Afrika dropped her pants and pulled out her 7-inch, ribbed, jet black hollow dick that was attached to a harness around her waist. “You ready for this big dick?” she growled down to her friend.

“Yesssss.” Electra reached back to spread her ass cheeks. She hitched her ass up higher. “Put it in me A. Put it in me now. Please.”

“You want it nice and slow or do you want me to throttle this pussy?”

“Start off nice and slow.”

“Your wish is my command bestie.”

Electra held her breath and her ass cheeks tight as Afrika slowly pushed the lifelike cock inside of her honey-dipped cunt.

“Oh yessss,” Electra sighed.

Afrika slowly and gently thrusted in and out of her, holding on to the top of her ass. “My Lord, this is a beautiful sight,” she said, staring at Electra’ bubble ass. “Girl, you just don’t know.”
 

Electra closed her eyes in delight. “Oh, that feels so good baby. That feel so good. Like that. Just like that. Yes bestie.”

She bit her lip as Afrika steadily increased her speed. “Oh God,” she gasped. “Uh. Uh. Uh.”

Afrika moved faster.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

“Shhhhhh…”

“Oh, my fucking God, that feels so good Afrika. So good. Fuck me. Fuck me.”

Forgetting her manners, Afrika released her inner beast and began fucking Electra harder and even faster. Electra turned her head and pressed her face in the couch to suppress her screams. She tried to keep her mouth closed, but the screams were seeping through her clamped lips.

My God, this woman was out of the world How the fuck did she make fake dick feel so good? It was just as good if not better than a real dick and her husband was not slouching in the sex or size department. But Afrika was just… She was a different breed altogether.

Electra let go of her ass to grip the leather cushions on the couch. She threw her ass back at Afrika like a pro and her friend rewarding her by slapping her cheeks repeatedly. The sting made Electra’s entire body hum and vibrate. Tears welled up behind her closed eyes and fell.

The dildo felt so good inside of her, especially with the different angles and rhythms her friend was using. It filled her up to her core; massaged the walls of her cunt. Her juices covered and consumed it, soaking it. She couldn’t take it. She was going to come undone.

“Afrikaaaaaaaa,” she sobbed, bumping her ass back to her older friend’s thrusting hips. “Afrika. Afrika.”

“That’s right baby. Call my name. Call it…”

“Oh my Goooooooood…”
 

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

Electra’s mouth fell open as Afrika began pounding her pussy even harder, showing it no mercy. Her put her fists on the couch, bracing herself as she twerked against Afrika’s big, black cock. A small spittle of drool oozed out the corners. Her eyes crawled to the back of her head and stuck. Her mouth fell wide open. “Ahhhh… Ahhhhhh… Ahhhhhhhhh…. Ahhhhhhhh…”

She loved when Afrika was rough with her pussy. Loved how she dominated her and branded her in her husband’s home, while he was there. She thanked God the living room was in the back part of the house on the first floor, down a long hallway, away from the staircase. She didn’t always want to be quiet or mute herself. She wanted Afrika to hear how good she made her feel. Afrika loved the noises she made, as well as her expressive pussy. It was queefing and farting so loud Electra was almost embarrassed. Her pussy loved it some Afrika.

“I love this pussy so much baby,” Afrika breathlessly groaned from behind her. “I love this ass. I love watching this ass as I fuck you. I love how it jiggles and bounces just for me. I love watching my dick going in and out of you. I love watching my dick fuck you. I love making you scream… Say my name…”

“Afrika!” Electra harshly whispered. “Afrika! Afrika! Afrika!”

“God damn, I love this pussy! This pussy! This mother fuckin’ pus- “

Electra heard nothing but nonsensical sputtering and swearing after that, so she knew Afrika was cumming. She didn’t last long herself after that. She buried her face back in the couch and wailed as she came. Afrika kept thrusting long after their quakes and spasms had abated. Her rhythm slowed down to single, gentle sporadic thrusts.

Electra collapsed against the couch, exhausted. Afrika carefully pulled her dick out of her, and she softly moaned. She curled herself into a ball and hugged her arms around her waist, still trembling from her volcanic orgasm. Afrika leaned over her, placing a soft kiss on her lips. A tired smile tickled the side of her mouth as her friend rubbed her aching but satisfied pussy.

“See you tomorrow BTW,” Afrika murmured in her ear.

Afrika placed her drenched rubber dick back in her boxers, pulled her pants up, zipped them; then headed for the door. She locked it back on her way out and softly pulled it shut. Electra opened her tired eyes and peeked at the door, somberly wishing she could have another round. She could go all day with Afrika, but unfortunately that was never the case. 


MAMA DEE LUV THAT PUSSY

Carly could lie on her back and let her ex-husband’s mom eat her pussy all day. Literally. The woman was crass, mean, and horrible, but she was the bomb.com when it came to eating pussy. No one had ever eaten her pussy this good, including her son. He had been good at it, but she was a million times better than him. Her head was out of this world amazing.

The arrangement was beyond perfect. Dee Dee and Carly didn’t hang out. They didn’t have a relationship; they never even talked or texted, unless it was to discuss their next hook up, and they loved it that way. It was already uncouth and immoral what they were doing, so it kept the drama out of it. Unlike when she was married to Jazz, there was never any conflict. It was truly a beautiful thing.

“My son was a god damn fool to give this pussy up,” Dee Dee mumbled from between Carly’s widely spread legs. “This is the best pussy in the worrrrlllllld.”

“Haaah,” Carly cried out, savoring the thrill of her ex mother in law’s ruthless tongue. “Haaah. Haah. Haaah. Ahhhh. Ahhhh. Uhhh. Uhhhh. UH!”

Dee Dee audibly sucked her tasty cunt in the most disrespectful manner possible, and Carly’s eyes rolled to the back of her head. Her back arched. Her mouth dropped open in pleasure, and she touched herself, focusing on her enormous breasts, which Dee Dee loved. Her head tilted back, and she whimpered helplessly. She smiled at the guttural moan her once nemesis emitted from her pussy.

Earlier that day, Dee Dee had texted her with the explicit words, I want you already naked and laying on the bed with those thick thighs open when I get there. I want your hands on your pussy. I want to watch you play with it before I eat you.

Of course Carly had been doing just that when her ex’s mother arrived.

“I love that you just lie here with your legs open and let me eat this pussy,” Dee Dee muttered, breaking her thoughts. “I love that you let me do whatever I want to this pussy.”

Indeed Carly did. It didn’t matter what location or position or piece of furniture Jazz’s mom wanted to eat her on, Carla always let her. She never told the woman no. Ever.

IT was around 1 in the morning less than three months earlier when Dee Dee randomly texted her, asking how she was doing. Her and Jazz’s divorce had been finalized that morning, and Carly hadn’t heard from her mother in law at all in the months leading up to it.

Fine, was Carly’s flat reply. She was not in the mood for whatever ugly thing Dee Dee had to say or the messiness she always brought with her. There’s had been a contentious relationship from the moment she and Jazz had started dating, and it lasted the entire short year they were married.

What are you doing?

I’m in bed Miss Dee Dee.

Sorry. Did I wake you?

No.

About five minutes passed before the next text came through. Carly guessed she was trying to figure out what to say next.

Mind if I come over? I know it’s late, but I want to come over.

Carly swallowed and frowned at the phone. Butterflies formed in her stomach. She had a feeling why Dee Dee wanted to come over, but she wanted to pretend it wasn’t what she thought. Her friends had always teased her mother in law was mean to her because she was trying to suppress lustful feelings she had for her. Dee Dee was so awful Carly couldn’t believe it. But now it was starting to make sense.

She silenced the warning bells going off in her head and decided to test the waters.

Come over for what?

Another five minutes before she got an answer.

I’m coming over.

Carly had yanked her head back in surprise. The nerve of this bitch. She hadn’t even given her an answer.

It’s more than later. It’s after one in the morning, she answered back with an attitude.

I want some pussy.

Carly had set up straight in the bed. Her heart beat erratically; she felt sick. More than that, she felt torn. Why had what she just read turned her on?

More specifically, I want to eat your pussy.

Carly tried to think of something petty or contrarian to say. She had nothing. She was empty. She swallowed excessively. Her pussy jumped with anticipation, and she subconsciously put her hand between her legs, squeezing it.

You and I don’t like each other. We don’t get along. But I’ve been wanting you for a while, and I think you know that.

Carly’s fingers shook as she typed her response. Yeah. I guess. So?

So, I want to come over. Now.

Carly’s fingers hovered above the keyboard, but she couldn’t formulate the right words to say. She was curious, yes. She wanted Dee Dee to do whatever sexually deviant thing she wanted to her… Yes. But this was Jazz’s mother. There were plenty of lesbians around the corner at the gay bar. Why was she entertaining spreading her legs for a woman who had mistreated her? A woman whom she hated and who hated her just as much?

Still, the idea…

I don’t want conversation, Dee Dee continued. No relationship. I still don’t like you. But that has nothing to do with sex. In fact, I think us not liking each other will make the experience even better. Enhance it.

Carly’s nipples were so hard with arousal they hurt. Her juices were saturating her bed. She wasn’t wearing panties. She wasn’t wearing a shirt either. Nor a bra.

I’m going to take your silence as a yes.

“Wait!” Carly protested out loud. Realizing she’d blurted it out, she quickly typed it in her phone and hit send. But there was no reply. Dee Dee had gone dark.

Twenty minutes later, her doorbell rang. And she knew it was Dee Dee. She took her time getting up, and when she did, it was on shaky legs. She knew she shouldn’t open the door. Knew she should rebuff her ex mother in law’s advances. But she found herself walking to the door and opening it.

She felt like the wind had been knocked out of her when she saw Dee Dee on the other side. Not because Dee Dee was so fine or anything. On the contrary. She was a hard-looking woman with a long face, long pointy nose, and very thin lips. And she didn’t have much of a shape. So that wasn’t it. It was the way the decades older woman was looking at her. She looked like she wanted to eat Carly’s ass up.

And in that instant, Carly wanted her to.

“You’re even sexier naked than I’d imagined you’d be,” Dee Dee had said, lecherously looking her over. She licked her lips in anticipation.

Carly had forgotten she was naked!

Dee Dee came in her apartment and closed the door. Her eyes remained glued to Carly’s enormous breasts. “How many days since my son first brought you home have I fantasized about sucking them thangs.” She walked closer to Carly and possessively touched them. Carly trembled beneath her touch, and Dee Dee wickedly grinned. “You have no idea.”

Dee Dee closed her eyes, leaned in, and went at Carly’s tits like they were watermelons. It was on and popping after that. Dee Dee did things to Carly’s body she had never experienced. She had the younger woman climbing walls. Calling God. Screaming. Crying. Cumming back to back. And that was before she’d even started eating the pussy. But when she did…

That first nut was so strong and intense Carly literally passed out. When she woke up, Dee Dee was still eating her pussy. She literally ate her son’s ex-wife’s pussy all night long.

In between licks, Dee Dee confessed she had happened upon Jazz and Carly fucking one night. Instead of turning away, she had perversely watched. Carly should’ve been mortified, but she was shamelessly turned on. Dee Dee confessed she had listened to them several times after that and always fantasized that it was her making Carly’s fine ass scream. Now it actually was.

A few months later, here they were. Still being inappropriate and sneaking around.

Carly ran her hands all over her curvaceous body as she watched her mother in law devour her pussy. She seductively rotated her hips against Dee Dee’s tireless mouth. “Uhhhh,” she called out in her sexy, youthful voice. “Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh. Yes. Yes.”

She put her head up to get a closer look. She couldn’t hold it up long. Dee Dee began obnoxiously sucking on her twat, and her head dropped back on the bed. Dee Dee sucked hard and sloppily on her entire pussy, moaning wildly. Carly’s legs trembled, and she cupped her heavy breasts. Her head fell to the side, and her eyes helplessly closed.

Dee Dee put two of her fingers inside her slippery cunt and twisted them in and out while she moved her tongue all over Carly’s delicious honey. She consumed the entire length of her, stopping now and again to eat out her ass. Carly’s chest jerked and heaved in response.

“Hohhhhhhhhh,” she cried. “Hoh. Hohhhhhhhh. Haaaah. Hahhhh. Ah. Ah. Ah.”

Her pussy obscenely popped as Dee Dee attacked it mercilessly. Carly lifted her head to look down at her again. She had to watch this. She had to look!

“Ohhhhhhh Miss Dee Dee. Miss Dee Dee. Oh, that looks so good. Oh, you look so good eating my pussy. Oh, you eat it so good Miss Dee Dee. Miss Dee Dee! MISS DEE DEE! Oh, Miss Dee Dee you are the best. You are the fucking best! Oh, you eat my pussy so good! SO GOOOOOOOOD!”

Dee Dee growled and moved her face in and out of Carly’s cunt fast. She kept her fingers inside of her and moved her other hand to the bottom of Carly’s plump ass. She squeezed it repeatedly, going to town on that pussy; watching Carly’s facial expressions as Carly vulnerably continued to watch her.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, face deep in that pussy. “Mmmmm.” Her eyes were on fire as she watched her beautiful daughter in law. Her face was full of the younger woman’s scrumptious juices. She stuck out her tongue and ran it all around in her son’s ex-wife’s cunt.

“AHHHHHH!” Carly screamed. Her eyes widened in insidious pleasure. “AHHHHH! AHHHHH! AHHHHH! DEE DEE! DEE DEEEEEEEEEE!”

Her teeth clenched together, and she reached down to grab Dee Dee’s head. She held her head, moving it the way she wanted to go.

Dee Dee loved that. “Mmmmmm-hmmmmm!” she happily moaned. “Mmm-hmm. Mmm-hmm. Mmm-hmm.”

Carly moved her body in rhythm to Dee Dee’s nasty mouth, sensuously moving her hips around; up and down. Her chest jerked again and again as Dee Dee loudly slurped her pussy.

Her ex-husband’s mother… The Grandmother of her children… This woman who was thirty years older than her, was a mother fucking beast on some pussy.

“I’m so glad I gave you my pussy,” Carly nonsensically murmured. “I’m so glad I let you eat my pussy…”

Dee Dee gave her fast kisses all over her pussy. “Mmm-wha. Mm-wha. Mm-wha. Mm-wha.”

“Jesus Dee-Dee…”

“I’m so glad you let me eat this pussy baby. I swear I’d have to take it if you didn’t give it to me, cause this pussy…” She gave her cunt a long, lingering kiss and growled when Carly raked her long nails over her scalp. “This pussy! Thank you God for this PUSSSSYYYYYYYY…”

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

Dee Dee paused long enough to let a long trail of spit drop in Carly’s pussy. Carly’s legs involuntarily jumped. “Dee-Dee…”

She spit in it; slurped it up; then spit in it again. Carly yelped in delight.  She put her hand against the top of her pussy and massaged the coarse hair there. “You’re so nasty Miss Dee Dee; you’re so nasty. I love it! I love it! Spit in that shit! Spit in it again. Spit in that pussy. Yeah, just like that. Just like that. Eat it again Mommy. Eat it, please.”

Dee Dee began rapidly licking her.

“Huuh. Huuh. Haah. Haah. UH! UH!”

Her ex mother in law whipped her tongue around her kitty cat in broad, sweeping circles.

“Euh. Euh. Euh. Euh.”

“Ummm…” Dee Dee moaned, nastily swirling her tongue. “Ummm…. Ummmm… Ummmmm… Deliciousssssssss… Delicious pussy. Good ass pussy.”

A few minutes later, Carly was sitting on Dee Dee’s face backwards with her legs spread-eagled and slightly lifted off the bed. Her hands were praised down hard on either side of Dee-Dee’s head as the 52-year-old lay on her back. Carly used the strength of her arms to keep upright. Years of yoga had given her enviable upper body strength and full-body flexibility.

Her eyes were stuck in the back of her head as she listened to the wet, slushing and popping sounds of Dee Dee eating her pussy. She was addicted to those salacious sounds. It was so sexy.

Her head drifted backwards; then fell forward again. She licked her lips and whimpered helplessly. Her head drifted back; then fell forward again. Back, then down again.

She felt dazed and out of it. Drugged. Possessed. She was under the spell of this woman. The power Dee Dee exuded hung over her like a cloak.

“HAHHHHHHHH!” she screamed. “AHHHHHH! AHHHHHH!”

Dee Dee was gripping her ass and used them to move the decades younger woman back and forth over her face.

“Hohhhhhhhh. Hohhhhhhhh. Hohhhhh. Hoh my Gooooooood. Hoh my Gooooooood.”

Dee Dee released a low, rough grunt. Carly looked down past her flat stomach to watch Jazz’s mother’s tongue move back and forth in her dripping wet pussy. Her body corded tight then contracted as she came violently. It felt too good to make a sound. She just kept watching that merciless older lesbian’s mouth and tongue in her pussy.

Dee Dee ate her from the back while she laid on her stomach; then ate her missionary style again with her knees pushed back. Hours later, with her mouth and face smiling like sweet pussy, she put her shorts on over her boxers and slid her oversized tank top over her sports bra. Carly lay on the bed watching her, exhausted. She secretly smiled. She found it funny Dee Dee insisted on eating her while dressed only in her sports bra and boxers. Carly had never seen her naked and didn’t want to. Being a pillow princess suited her just fine.

Dee Dee looked over her shoulder at her and gave her a slick smile. “I’ll see you when I see you.”

Carly quietly laughed because she knew it would be the next day. Dee Dee loved to play hard, but she wanted that pussy on a daily basis. She didn’t even call; just showed up when she was ready. Lucky for her, most of the time when she did, Carly was home. The kids had wanted to live with Jazz, so she was alone most of the time. It made their hookups effortless and easy.

“Okay,” she quietly said, still watching her in fascination.

Dee Dee headed for the bedroom door.

“Jazz wants us to get back together!” Carly blurted out, before she could stop herself. She instantly regretted it when she did.

Dee Dee stopped and looked back at her. Her eyes bore no expression, but her body was tense.

Feeling emboldened, Carly continued. “He wants us to have lunch and discuss it.”

Dee Dee took a long time answering her. When she did, her eyes and tone were hard and no nonsense. “But we both know that’s not going to happen... Right?”

Carly was speechless. Her body still yearned for Dee Dee’s touch. Her pussy was still pulsating from an afternoon and early evening of being worshipped.

“Right,” Dee Dee said, answering for her. “See you.” With that, she was gone.

Carly soberly stared after her. She had no words. Because Dee Dee was right.


WIVES WHO LOVE PUSSY

(originally published, October 2024)

London was shivering. Her body wouldn’t be still. It wouldn’t stop moving. It had nothing to do with the cold climate in the bathroom. It was them. Macy and Stella. On her. Enjoying her. Exploring her. Possessing her. Taking what they wanted. With little resistance from her.

They were the only ones in the bathroom. They were standing in front of the counter, out in the open. She had wanted to go in a stall; they had refused. They would only go in one if someone came in. Maybe.

Stella was standing behind her, holding her arms. Macy was standing in front of her. Kissing her. Passionately. Slowly. Exploring her mouth like it held secrets she was desperate to expose. Her hands were moving over her large covered breasts, agonizingly slow. She was moaning. Deeply. Like London’s taste had her possessed. Stella was nibbling her ear; licking her neck. London was struggling to kiss Macy back, but her lips felt weak and were trembling. It didn’t distract Macy any. She kept making moves.

Her hands creeped inside London’s dress and caressed her soft skin. London heard someone moan. She believed it was her. She felt Macy smile against her lips.

“Take her tits out Mace,” Stella said. “Let me see them big titties.”

“Ooo, yes,” Macy purred. She broke to roughly pull the sleeves of London’s dress down. Stella assisted her.

London reminded herself to breath. To enjoy this moment, as rushed as it may be. They didn’t have long. They’d have to get back to their desks soon. Or someone might come in. Would they watch? Would they let them watch?

“These things are so big and so perfect.”

“Hurry up and get her bra off or pull it up Macy. I want to see them thangs.”

Impatient with lust, Macy yanked her bra straps down, exposing her melons.

“God damn,” she gasped, gawking.

“My God.”

“Pretty. Just fucking pretty.”
 

“Big ass brown areolas. Just like I like em.”

Both women began groping and fondling London’s titties. London’s mouth dropped open. Her eyes crawled to the back of her head. Her knees buckled. She felt like she had the first time she’d allowed someone to fuck her. Take her virginity. The excitement. The crippling fear. The heightened sense of danger of the unknown. It all felt the same. It was so excruciating she feared she might pass out.

“I love your titties London,” Stella whispered, tonguing her ear.

“They are as pretty as I knew they’d be,” Macy growled. “Big ass titties.” She moved Stella’s hands out the way and grabbed them, slapping them together. Then she dove in and began ravenously sucking them.

“Oh my God,” London gasped. She wanted to reach up and run her fingers through Macy’s beautiful hair, but Stella had her arms pinned down, restraining her. That was turning her on too. These women were having their way with her the way they wanted and not asking for permission about a goddamn thing. She loved it.

Macy’s tongue whipped round and round her nipples. She sharply sucked her titties one by one, moaning crazily. Her hands caressed her ample ass. Stella slowly sucked her neck and held her arms behind her back. She opened her eyes and looked down at her friend’s mouth on their crush’s big titties.

“Suck them big titties Mace,” she groaned. “Suck them big ass titties. That looks so good.”

“Hold them to my mouth.”

Stella was immediately obedient.

“Oh!” London cried out. She looked down at Stella’s hands crushing her titties together and Macy’s tongue all over her titties. Her mouth dropped open in astonishment. Talk about sexy! The sight of the two of them on her tits was the most fascinating thing she had ever seen.

Macy’s tongue rapidly flicked her nipples; then bit them, before inhaling both of her jugs together. Her hands yanked up the bottom of London’s dress, and she pried her nails in her fat ass.

“Ooooo,” London whined.

Macy yanked her hips up and down, moving her hands in formation with her head. Stella’s mouth partially parted as she watched her friend go ham on the pretty titties. She moved London’s titties back and forth against Macy’s mouth.

“Damn Macy. That’s right Macy. Suck her titties. Suck em.”

“Mmm-hmmm.”

“Ahhhh,” London cried. “Ahhhh. Ahhhh. Yes. Yes.”

Two women were on her body. Two women were doing things to her body. In their workplace bathroom. While they were on the clock. London’s senses were heightened, almost seizing her in place. The image of Stella’s hands on her, moving her titties back and forth against Macy’s mouth. Macy’s mouth all over her tits… Her nails digging into her ass, imbedding it… This was far more pleasing and more erotic than any encounter she’d had with a man. Their foreplay was superior to her husband’s. She’d always thought Tylen was incomparable when it came to pleasing her body. But it had never felt like this. Never, not once!

She didn’t need to redirect them, tell them what she wanted, show them what to do… They just knew. They just knew.

They were pressed for time, but they were taking their time. London’s head was all over the place, in wonder land but still apprehensive. Still worried and anticipating someone coming in. Still pining over Tylen, over cheating. Over letting them do this to her. Still wanting more. Still desperate for more.

She wanted to go to Macy’s house now. She wanted them to lie her down on a bed, any bed. Pry her open. Bury their faces in her twat. She wanted that fantasy so much right now, while the good girl inside of her was holding on for dear life, struggling to have her way and make her stop it and run away. But no. She could not win. The bad, hedonistic side of her had to have her way. She needed this moment to be bad, to be immoral. She had been faithful for ten years; had fought off her curiosity for three months. That was long enough.

London shuddered watching Macy. She was out of control, literally gobbling up her breasts. And Stella was smushing them together, jiggling them, groping them, and moving them separately up and down, while her friend wreaked havoc on them. They were making her body feel so good, and she was making so much noise, she was embarrassed. Her response to them only egged them on.

Her body jerked and a scream caught in her throat when Macy’s hands eased around her thighs to confront her pussy.

Macy growled deep in her soul when her experienced hands connected with her thick, younger coworker’s pussy. “Damn baby, you wet as hell.”

“I want to feel it too,” Stella feverishly whispered, moving her hands down to London’s crotch. London wanted to smack her for abandoning her breasts.

Both women’s hands and fingers grazed over the front of her panties. London bit the back of her hand, helpless. Women were touching her pussy. Her coworkers were touching her pussy. Her married, lesbian friends were playing with her pussy. They weren’t even in it yet, and it felt amazing.

“Damn, you got a fat pussy,” Stella hissed. Her hands fought Macy’s for access.

“I want to see this pussy,” Macy said, pulling back. “Hold up her dress Stella.”

Stella followed suit, and Macy gripped the sides of the pretty panties she’d given London. “These look delectable on you, by the way,” she smirked. She wolfishly grinned at her paramour. “But I need to get a look at this pussy.”

“Wait, wait.” Stella held up her hand and jerked her head towards the door.

Muffled conversation could be heard out in the hallway, and the voices sounded like they were headed their way.

Macy had gotten London’s panties halfway down and was leering at London’s bush when Stella stopped her. “Damn baby,” she sighed. “Your pussy hair is so thick and pretty.”

London’s pussy jumped several times in response. Juices oozed out of her, creating a creamy mess in her panties. Macy pulled her panties down more, noticed, and smiled at the mess. “Damn,” she said again, grinning foolishly.

“Bitch, did you hear what I said?” Stella fussed, jerking her chin up to look at her.

“So what? Let them see.”

“Wait!” London shrieked, wild-eyed and shaking her head. “No.”

The door opened just as Macy and Stella scuttled London to the handicap stall and shut the door. Stella immediately locked it in place. London’s panties were still mid-thigh. Both women paused and stared at her exposed, hairy pussy, rapt.

The rude interrupters took their time in the bathroom, continuing their conversation as they peed in the other stalls, washed their hands, etc. It was three of them. Their conversation about their hot married boss extended beyond what was necessary. It was juicy gossip but neither of the women in the handicap stall gave a damn.

Stella and Macy were staring at London’s pretty pussy with unwavering intensity and London was reveling in them looking at her. She knew her pussy was fat and pretty, and she took pride in it. Her husband enjoyed it very much, as had lovers of her past. But this was about to be their pussy now too.

Unable to restrain herself much longer, Stella charged towards her, pushing her against the wall. The move elicited a light thump, but the interrupters were so engrossed in their thirsty conversation they didn’t notice. London was thankful for that.

She desperately kissed Stella back, her arms limp at her sides. She suppressed a moan when Stella began playing in her pussy. Her legs gaped open, and she felt Stella’s appreciative moan against her lips. Her back arched when Stella inserted not one but two fingers inside of her at once. Her hands flew around Stella’s broad back, and she gripped it through her clothes. Her hips bucked against her. This woman knew how to play in some pussy. Was it her experience, her age, or both? Stella was 35, and Macy was 41 to her 22. So, they were much older. She couldn’t help wondering if a woman her age could be this masterful and good. This controlling.

The rude bitches were still talking and lingering. Good God, would they ever leave? She was dying to let her screams out. She felt like she was choking on them. She could feel the tension in Stella’s body, like she was holding back too. She could feel her struggle not to breath so loud. She didn’t know what Macy was doing, and at that moment, she didn’t care. Stella was proving to be as adept at pleasing a woman’s body as she was.

London assumed she was watching and possibly enjoying herself. Exercising her own restraint.

Her mind drifted for a moment. What time was it? Had they surpassed their lunchtime? Their boss was going to hang their asses for this one.

Who cared? Stella’s fingers were doing marvelous things to her pussy.

And then she felt Macy’s lips on her titties again, and…


My Best Friend’s Mom

​     (originally published, May 2024)

“Bunny? Bunny is that you?”

Bunny unexpectedly turned around in the vestibule of her church and was shocked to see her friend Olivia’s mom Charmaine standing behind her. She hadn’t seen the woman in years. Not since…

Bunny nervously blinked several times. Her heart started racing and wouldn’t stop. “Miss... Miss Baker…”

Charmaine rolled her eyes skyward and waved a worn, white handkerchief at Bunny. “Now what did I used to tell you about that? You know better. Call me Charmaine, not Miss anything. I remember I had to fuss at you a lot about that.”

Bunny blushed and looked down at the floor. She shuffled her feet. “Sorry.”

Charmaine stared at her in wonder. “My Lord. What’s it been? Ten years?”

Bunny shyly glanced up at her. “Almost ten.”

“And you still look the same,” Charmaine said in admiration. She unabashedly looked Bunny over, her eyes lingering in places it shouldn’t. “Still beautiful. Still got a shape that could stop traffic. Only now there’s more of it.”

Bunny shakily sighed, fighting her nerves. Moisture filled up her pussy and dripped in her panties. All these years later, her old friend’s mother still had that effect on her.

“Thank you, Miss… Charmaine.”

“You’re welcome sweetie,” Charmaine carefully said. Her eyes were still lingering. She gathered herself and straightened her shoulders, standing taller. She had Bunny by about five feet. Bunny had always admired the older woman’s height. And she’d always thought Charmaine was pretty. She had a hard face, almost masculine, but she was still attractive to Bunny. She had kind, pretty eyes. She always wore her hair in some kind of upswept do, kept her feet and nails done, and worked out almost daily. It looked like she was still taking good care of herself. Bunny guessed she had to be around 40 now.

“In town visiting the family?” Charmaine asked, breaking her thoughts.

“Yeah. I decided to come to church since I haven’t been in a while. I wanted to come before I left.”

“How long have you been here?”

“About a week.”

“And you didn’t think to call so we could catch up?”

Bunny swallowed and hesitantly looked at Charmaine. She paused before speaking. “Well, it has been a while. And I haven’t seen you since… Since…”

“Since Olivia caught us,” Charmaine finished for her in a seductive whisper.

Bunny looked around the vestibule and was relieved they were still alone. They could hear the pastor’s booming voice over the PA. Ironically, he was preaching about temptation and sin. How very inconvenient.

“Yes,” Bunny quietly said with her head down.

Charmaine didn’t speak for several seconds. “I’ve thought a lot about that day since it happened.”

Bunny swallowed hard again. The room felt smaller. The air was tight. “Me too.”

“I know I shouldn’t, but… I can’t help it.”

Bunny looked up at her and felt the air leave her lungs. The way Charmaine was looking at her… That wasn’t the way you should look at someone in church.

“I’m sorry it ended your friendship with my daughter, but I’m not sorry it happened. None of it. I know I should be, but I’m not. And I know I should be ashamed… But I’ve never been.”

“I don’t want you to. Because I haven’t either.”

The energy in the room shifted to a dark, lustful place. Charmaine walked closer to her. She stared deep into her eyes as she spoke, sending a very clear message.

“Can I hug you?”

Bunny’s voice quivered as she spoke. “Of course.”

Charmaine’s arms instantly went around her, and Bunny’s body temperature shot up like a flame. She felt both safe and horny. Her pussy jumped and throbbed in her panties.

“You still feel good,” Charmaine whispered in her ear.

A vibration went through Bunny at the feel of her warm, caressing breath.

Charmaine pulled back to look at her. Her smile was crooked and sexy. “Older now, huh? 27?”

“Still 26.” She trembled in Charmaine’s arms and she knew she felt it. “I’ll be 27 in three months.”
 

“That’s right. You’re a September baby.” She paused, caressing her with her eyes again. “When are you leaving?”

“Tomorrow.”

Charmaine looked like she’d been slapped. “Tomorrow?”

“I have to get back to work.”

“You can’t work out one more day?”

“No. No availability. I was lucky to get one week.”

“So… I guess you’re going inside and staying for the whole service?” Her eyes gestured at the closed church doors.

“That’s usually why you come to church,” Bunny joked.

Charmaine regretfully pulled away. “Well, I guess we better go inside then. What are you doing after?”

“Having dinner with mom and dad.”

“I guess we won’t get to spend time together.”

“Isn’t Olivia still here?”

“Oh, you wouldn’t know, would you? Olivia got married a few years ago. They stay in California. She’s got two kids now, a boy and a girl.”

Bunny’s heart squeezed with regret. She wished she could’ve shared those experiences with her former friend. She missed her so much sometimes. If only things hadn’t ended the way they had. But shit… She’d have that experience all over again, even at the expense of losing her childhood friend.

She squeezed her arms and squirmed as she thought about that day. That day was a day! Good Lord!

“Are you married now?” Charmaine eagerly asked. “Seeing someone?”

“Yes,” Bunny answered too quickly. “It’s still new though. Only a few months.”

“He’s a lucky man.”
 

“What about you?”

“My girlfriend and I have been together about five years. She’s out of town right now though.” Her gaze was unwavering as she looked at Bunny.

Bunny knew what that look meant. She’d seen it plenty of times before back in the day.

“I guess Olivia forgave you for…” Bunny started.

“It took a while. Almost two years. But now? We’re tighter than we were before… that day.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

They stared longingly at one another. The pastor had long stopped preaching and the choir had started singing. “Nearer my God to Thee.”

Not today. Today they were dancing with the devil and on a roller coaster to hell. Gleefully.

“Oh hell,” Charmaine suddenly said. She reached for Bunny and immediately captured her lips in a pussy-clenching, soul stirring kiss. Bunny’s arms instantly went around her. She pressed her body against the older woman and moaned when Charmaine’s hands went to her breasts and began circling and fondling.

They stood right there in the church vestibule, tonguing one another down while Charmaine touched Bunny’s younger, mature body all over, lingering on her fat ass. She groped the cheeks through Bunny’s tight dress, kneading them like dough.

“Baby, you still feel so sinfully good,” she whispered against Bunny’s trembling, lipstick painted lips. “Better than I remember.”

“Oh Charmaine… Charmaine…” She softly cried out when Charmaine pressed her hand against her hot crotch through her dress.

“Damn, your pussy is so wet. Instantly. Just like it used to be all the time.”

You should not be letting this old woman feel you up in church! her mind screamed. But her common sense and morals were beyond gone at this point. Charmaine had relit the flame of their insanity and she wanted her to add gasoline to it.

Charmaine wildly kissed her, swallowing her lips, sucking on them, biting, and licking them. She pumped her pussy with her open palm.

“Someone’s going to catch us,” Bunny weakly whimpered.

“We need to get out of here,’ Charmaine breathlessly said. She grudgingly pulled away from Bunny and looked around, making sure no one had come through the front doors and snuck up on them. ‘

“Where?”

“To my place, where else?” Charmaine smoothed her hair and the pant suit she was wearing. “Back to my house, on the same bed you used to let me play with your pussy on.” She wickedly winked at Bunny.

Bunny could swear a small explosion had gone off in her panties. She could flood the church with her juices right now, she was so wet.

“You still have the same bed?” she asked in disbelief.

Charmaine sheepishly looked at her. “I didn’t want to get rid of it. Too many good memories.”

Bunny bit her lip and toyed with her fingers. “Um…”

Charmaine frowned at her. “You’re not trying to back out of this, are you?”

“It’s just been a long time.”

“And we haven’t missed a beat.”

“Things are different now.”

Charmaine gathered her back in her arms. “No. It’s the same. It’s more intense now. Didn’t you feel that?”

She had. And that’s what scared her. Things had been intense then, but now she was older and had more experience. And she still felt vulnerable and small next to Charmaine. The woman’s sexual effect on her had always been scary; now, it was frightening. She was older but still had no control. She both exhilarated in it and wanted to hide from it.

“You need to come home with me,” Charmaine firmly repeated, looking at her hard. Her eyes and tone were no-nonsense. “Now.”

Bunny still looked uncertain.

Charmaine kissed her again, holding her flawless, beautiful face in her hands. She pulled away to look at her. “That’s not a request. I’m telling you. You’re coming home with me Bunny. Now.”

Bunny’s heart leaped with melancholy. Just like when she was a senior in high school, Charmaine would summon her, and she would go. Without hesitation.

Charmaine kissed her heatedly, groping her ass again. Bunny moved up against her, eliciting a growl from the older woman. That sound used to always make her weak in the knees. And it still did.

She shakily smiled against Charmaine’s lips. “Okay,” was her only reply.

When they arrived at Charmaine’s expensive, three-story house, so many memories flooded Bunny’s mind. And not only of things forbidden, unruly, and taboo with her best friend’s mother at an age where most girls were losing their virginity to their high school boyfriends. But memories of hanging out, having fun and gossiping with Olivia. Having sleepovers and listening to records all night long as they waxed poetic about the guys they secretly had crushes on.

Bunny didn’t see Charmaine much in the early days. Charmaine worked third shift up until their senior year and Olivia’s grandmother stayed with them at the time, so she would watch them, cook for them, and cater to them. Then Olivia got a boyfriend and she would sometimes ditch Bunny to go hang out with him. By that time, Charmaine was on a regular day shift, but was home by the time the girls school let out.

That gave Bunny and Charmaine time to bond. Charmaine was good company and despite her being her elder, Bunny found her easy to talk to and relatable. They had the same taste in movies and television shows so they would watch them together a lot. She didn’t really ask her for advice about anything personal, but they talked about other things.

Bunny knew Charmaine was gay, but it didn’t bother her. Olivia had wanted to make that clear when she and Bunny started hanging out in junior high. Charmaine never talked about her love life, but Bunny was always curious. She wondered what being with a woman was like, especially when she started to feel attracted to Charmaine. It just seemed to come out of nowhere. Bunny was at their home for the whole weekend, but Olivia had gone out with her boyfriend, so she was there alone with Charmaine. She was irritated at her friend for ditching her, but she made the most of it. Charmaine turned in early so Bunny stayed up watching movies and eating ice-cream and popcorn.

After midnight, Olivia still hadn’t gotten back yet. She’d called Bunny to see if her mom was asleep and was relieved she was, insisting she’d be home before one. After hanging up with her, Bunny went to the kitchen to get a glass of water. She was only wearing a t-shirt and her panties. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She thought nothing of her ensemble until she turned around to go back Olivia’s bedroom and saw Charmaine standing there staring at her. She said nothing, only looked at Bunny’s half-naked young body. The way she looked at her would’ve made Bunny uncomfortable if she’d been a man, but it made her feel surprisingly good. And turned on. That was shocking.

“I-I just wanted to get some water,” she clumsily said, trying to break the ice.

Charmaine just looked at her. Her eyes roamed all over her body, focusing on her large breasts and pussy print. “Damn,” was all she said. She turned and abruptly left the room.

Bunny ran to Olivia’s room and closed the door. She put the glass of water on the table and climbed in Olivia’s bed, throwing the covers over her head. She couldn’t get that look of lust Charmaine had given her out of her mind. Her body was on fire thinking about it. She was young but not naïve to what the look had meant. She wanted to explore it.

Opportunity came on prom night a month later. Charmaine had avoided her up until then, but Bunny’s date had canceled on her at the last minute, leaving her with nothing to do. She didn’t want to go to prom alone, especially since Olivia would be holed up with her boyfriend all night. She hated being a third wheel. So she asked Charmaine if she could hang out with her at their house. Charmaine agreed.

She wore her prom dress over there on purpose. It was too mature for her age, and she knew Charmaine would appreciate it. She was 17; Charmaine was 30. Too old for her. And she didn’t care. She wanted to see what could transpire between them. She wanted that look Charmaine had given her that night to translate to action.

Her prom dress was backless and accentuated her size G titties. When Charmaine opened the door and saw her standing there, her eyes bulged out and her mouth dropped to the floor.
 

“Damn baby,” was all she said.

Things transpired fast from there. There was no pretense. No small talk. No seduction. Charmaine just went straight for it. And Bunny’s fast ass let her.

From the time Charmaine put her hands on her, Bunny’s body flourished and came alive. Charmaine couldn’t fawn enough over her body and how beautiful and hot she was. She had Bunny’s dress off in a matter of seconds. She put a blanket down on the living room floor and told Bunny to sit down. Bunny’s ass had barely hit the floor before Charmaine was holding and hungrily sucking her oversized breasts. It felt so good and Bunny let her know it. Charmaine laid on top of her, held her tits, and kept snacking. It went on for minutes, close to an hour. Bunny just laid there, staring at her in amazement. Charmaine made her body feel so good. Watching her mouth on her tits gave her a dizzying thrill she’d never expected.

Before Bunny knew it, she was spread-eagled on the floor while Charmaine held her pussy open and fingered her with one, then two, then three fingers. Bunny came for the first time that night.

“Going back down memory lane?” Charmaine humorously asked her, watching Bunny staring dazedly at the spot where she’d first had her.

Bunny caught her eyes and mutely nodded.

“That was a great night, huh?”

“Followed by many.”

Charmaine put her arms around her and rubbed her back. “I fought it for as long as I could, but I couldn’t anymore. Especially after seeing your tits in that tank top. And that pussy print…” She closed her eyes, shook her head, and bit her lip.

Bunny’s cheeks warmed at her words. Charmaine had given Bunny her first orgasm that night. Charmaine had been the first person to do anything to her. The first person to ever see her naked. Explore her breasts. Play in her pussy.

She closed her eyes and her head titled back as Charmaine softly tasted the base of her neck. Dirty memories swarmed inside her head. Her pussy throbbed as she thought about how she used to hop up and down in a split on Charmaine’s fingers, while Charmaine rudely gobbled up her breasts. How she used to let her body hang over the side of Charmaine’s bed so Charmaine could hold her titties and suck them upside down while they dangled over. How Charmaine would tie her wrists to the bedposts while she gently and sometimes roughly fingered her, making her cum again and again and again.

She used to skip school so Charmaine could play in her pussy. She would spend the night and sneak to her room when Olivia went to sleep so her mother could play in it while she sucked her titties. Sometimes she’d sit on Charmaine’s lap on the living-room couch with her hands tied behind her back while the grown woman practically mauled her breasts.

Those were the best days of her life, honestly. She hadn’t had a lover like that since. No one had even come close. Charmaine had ruined it for the men that followed her. After today, she was certain she wouldn’t want anyone else. Would she even be able to leave once this was all over? 24 hours wasn’t enough.


My Dad’s Girlfriend

(originally published, September 2024)

Simone closed the blinds and backed away from them. “Belle,” she said, startled.

Belle was standing with her fists at her sides, breathing hard and looking nervous. Nervous for what? And why hadn’t she answered her text?

“Did you get my text?” Simone impatiently asked her.

Belle didn’t answer her at first. Eventually, she nodded.

“Well?” Simone pressed. “What’s your answer?”

Belle just looked at her. Silently, she walked all the way in the office. She closed the double doors and leaned against them. She fixed Simone with an accusatory stare.

“Do you know?”

Simone frowned, confused. “What?”

“Do. You. Know?”

“Do. I. Know. What?” she snapped, irritated. Simone’s titties looked so big, and round, and juicy and she was dying to get them in her mouth. Why was she wasting time asking questions?

“About Mrs. Kincaid?”

“Mrs. Who?”

“Kincaid!”

“Who the fuck is Mrs. Kincaid?”

“My biology teacher.”

“What about your biology teacher?”

Belle walked close to her with tears in her eyes. “Do you know about us?”

Simone stepped back, thrown off guard. She blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Do you…” Belle stopped and nervously looked towards the windows of the study. A few of them were open, and she walked around the entire room, closing them all. She stopped at the last one and turned to Simone, seething. “Do you know we’ve been fooling around?”

Simone blinked and stumbled backwards. Her head felt like it was going to explode with rage. She put her hands to it and roughly shook it. “Wait a minute… Wait a minute… What? What are you saying?”

Belle walked towards her, looking desperate. “Please tell me you didn’t tell my father.”

“Tell your father?”

“Please tell me you didn’t tell him Simone!”
 

She grabbed Simone by the shoulders, and Simone flicked her hands off, beyond angry. “What the fuck are you talking about Belle? Are you screwing your biology teacher?”

Frozen, Belle just stood there, her eyes full of genuine tears.

“Are you?”

Belle shrank back and walked to the couch by the French doors with her head down. “You mean you don’t know?”

“I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about Belle.”

Belle plopped down on the couch and put her head in her hands.

Simone stared at her in disbelief. “You’re having an affair with your biology teacher?”

“Ex teacher.”

Simone’s eyes flashed with rage. “You were fucking her?”

Belle looked at her wide-eyed and quickly shook her head. “No. No. Not exactly.”

“Well what exactly?”

Belle nervously squirmed on the couch. She avoided her stepmother’s hard eyes as she answered. “She just… She just...” She stopped and helplessly sighed. Her hand moved erratically, and she clutched it with the other one. “She used to suck my titties,” she shamefully whispered.

Simone bared her teeth. Her fists clenched. She walked closer to Belle and stared down at her. “She sucked… your tits?”

“Yes. A lot.”

Simone inhaled and exhaled through her nose. She put her hands to the side of her head and turned away from Belle. She had never been so furious in her life. She wanted to kill that girl right now. “While you were in school?”

Belle gnawed her lip and hugged her arms. “Yes.”

Simone abruptly turned back to her future stepdaughter and incredulously looked at her. She was too stunned to say one word. Too angry to trust herself to speak at that moment.

“She… She used to write me letters and secretly give them to me after class. She talked about how ashamed she was; that she knew she shouldn’t feel that way about me. But she said she couldn’t help it. She was attracted to me; loved my body. Fantasized about me…”

Simone began blowing through her cheeks. She tried counting to ten but that did nothing to satiate the fury boiling in her.

“It turned me on,” Belle self-consciously continued. “Mrs. Kincaid is an attractive woman. Nice. I loved how she looked at me. I never experienced that before. It intrigued me. I didn’t know until that moment she liked girls, being that she’s married and all. She later told me she’s been gay her whole life but only got married because her father is a minister and she didn’t want to embarrass him.”

She paused and dreamily smiled. “She said she’d never looked at a girl my age in that way before. But I wasn’t an ordinary girl, with my body and everything.” She giggled bashfully and covered her mouth. Her eyes flitted to her dad’s bride to be and she halted, alarmed at how aggrieved she looked.

“Simone are you upset?” she worriedly asked. She quickly stood to her feet. “You look angry. Are you going to tell my dad? Please don’t tell my dad.”

“When did it start?” Simone slowly asked her. She refused to look at her. If she did, she was going to fling her thick ass from one side of the room to the other.

“Not long after she started writing the letters. She asked me to stay after school one day and asked if she could see my tits…”

“See your tits…!” Simone began. She threw her hands up in the air and distanced herself from the girl. “Jesus!”

“I know, I know it’s awful and I should be ashamed, but I’m not. I know I should’ve told someone… reported her… but I didn’t.”

“So, the two of you just began this torrid, inappropriate affair,” Simone said with a downward smirk. She had nerve talking about inappropriate. She’d been thinking about eating her future stepdaughter’s pussy all afternoon. Hypocritical pervert she was. She was worse than her teacher.

“Yes,” Belle said, looking down. “She sucked my titties that day, and I liked it. I liked it a lot. I loved it! She was so good at it.”

Simone clenched her jaw and shook her head, seething.

“She used to play in my pussy too.”

Simone’s head whipped back in her direction. Her eyes blinked fast.

“I used to love that,” Belle admitted with a faraway look in her eyes. She closed her eyes, lost. Remembering.

Simone wanted to kill someone right now. Anyone. Especially Mrs. Kincaid. How could another woman get to that pussy before she did?

“Simone?” she heard Belle call to her. “Simone, are you okay? You look like you’re about to pass out.

And how.

Simone sharply looked at her for a long moment. She wanted her so bad and wanted to snatch her hair out all at once in that moment. She had to talk herself off that cliff before she lost everything.

She put her hands on her hips and slowly walked back and forth. “When was the last time?”

“What?”

“When was the last time she… Touched you.” She said the last part through her teeth.

“Oh. Last week.”

A sharp, unbearable pain shot through Simone’s head at that confession. The bitch said it so damn casually. Like it was okay. “Last… week.”

“Yeah.”

“So… this has continued… Even after you graduated?”

“Of course.”

“Of course,” she mocked the young girl. She sucked her teeth and shook her head again. “So, this is still going on.”

Belle’s face fell. “No. She ended it.”

Simone sniffed. “Why?”

“Her husband found out.”

“Her husband found out?”

“Yeah. He found all of the letters. He knew it was one of her students, he just didn’t know it was me. She never used my name in the letters. He threatened to tell her family and take the kids and leave her. So, she called it off.”

Simone dryly cackled and pinched her nose. It did nothing to squelch the pain in her head. “Of course, she did. After she sullied you and ruined your life.”

“My life wasn’t ruined,” Belle insisted with a defiant lift of her head. “I don’t regret any of it. I enjoyed every second of it. Every. Naughty. Second.” She teasingly smiled at her stepmother; then froze when Simone’s eyes dangerously narrowed at her.

“So… You like girls?”

Belle frowned. “Do I like girls? No. I just like Mrs. Kincaid and what she did to me.”

“So, did you reciprocate? Please her in return?”

Belle wrinkled her nose and shook her head. “God, no. I didn’t like her like that.”
 

“Oh, so you’re a pillow princess. You only like receiving. Typical.”
 

“What do you mean by that?”

“Not a goddamn thing.” Simone stared past Belle, lost in her thoughts.
 

Belle nervously jumped to her feet. “You’re not going to tell my Dad… Are you?”

Simone haltingly looked at her. She put her hands on her hips and slowly walked back over to Belle. “Now why would I do that?”

“Because you’re mad.”

“Oh, I am mad. I’m goddamn furious.” Simone paused for effect. “But not in the way you think.”

Belle looked confused. “Oh.”

Simone walked closer to her, and Belle cautiously stepped back. “Are you still in contact with that pervert?”

Belle sucked her teeth and tiled her head in annoyance. “She’s not a pervert Simone.”

“She was your teacher. There was a power dynamic that was broken.”

“So? I wanted it.”

Simone critically looked at her. “Young and stupid.” She said what she didn’t feel. The jealousy was almost choking her at that point.

Belle looked hurt. “You don’t have to insult me.”

“How old was this bitch?”

Her stepdaughter was taken aback by the word. She casually shrugged.” Forty… six?”  

Simone’s eyes stretched in shock. “46!” Damn. She was eleven years older than herself.

Belle casually shrugged again. “I liked the fact that she was older. I got off on it. Plus, she had experience and knew just what to do.”

Simeone’s hands flexed at her sides. She wanted to grab her and kiss her and give her a ruthless spanking at the same time. “So, you’re just a little old slut, aren’t you?”

Belle’s face fell. She’d hurt her feelings again. “I’m not out there like that Simone.”

“So, who else has it been?”
 

“Why do you want to know? So you can tell my Dad?”

“I’m not going to tell your goddamn Dad!” Simone snapped.

Belle winded her neck back and pursed her lips. She pondered. “I’ve been with… a couple of guys.”
 

“By been with you mean fucked.”

Belle flinched then thinly smiled. “Yes. I’ve had more than a few go down on me as well.”

“I’m assuming they were older too?”

“Of course. I don’t like boys my age. They don’t know how to touch me.”

“What was the oldest one? 50?”

Belle titled her head and stretched her eyes at her. “Yeah. How’d you know?”

That’s it. Simone was going to have an aneurism. In less than a minute, she was going to be singing at the pearly gates or burning and wailing in the pits of hell. “Damn Belle. You’re only 18. Don’t you want to save something for your husband?” she sniped.

“That’s out of date patriarchal rules Simone. And I have no intentions of getting married. It doesn’t interest me.”

It didn’t interest Simone either, but when a rich guy offers you a lifetime of luxury without you having to work or pay bills…

“Any more teachers or just the perverted married one?”

Belle heavily sighed and rolled her eyes. “I’m done having this conversation. I’m going back outside.”

She turned to leave; then winced when Simone dug her nails in her arm and yanked her back around. “I’m not done talking to you!”

Belle cowered beneath Simone’s harsh eyes and rubbed her sore arm. “I want to go back outside Simone. Let me leave.”

Simone blocked the door. “No.”

“What is this? What is your problem? Why won’t you let me go back outside?”

“Did you get my text?” Simone spoke over her.

“What?”

“Did you get my text?” Simone stressed each word.

Belle uneasily shifted on her feet. “What text?”
 

“The one I sent you almost an hour ago about eating your pussy.”


The Cheerleader

(originally published, April 2024)

“Your boyfriend ever play in your pussy?”

“A-A few times.”

“Hmmph… He ever eat it?”

Christina’s light-brown eyes stretched in surprise. “No!” she almost shouted.

Ms. Simpson simply smiled, showing off her dimples. Christina had always thought the mature woman’s dimples added to her allure.

“That’s one of the reasons we broke up. He wanted to do more, and I wasn’t comfortable with that.”

“Typical male,” Ms. Simpson sourly said, sucking her teeth.

“He ever suck your titties?”

“Sometimes,” was her nervous reply.

“Did you like it?”

A shameful blush spread from her neck to her cheeks. “Yes.”

Ms. Simpsons looked annoyed but quickly recovered. “Well, breasts are sensitive so you might have thought he was good and knew what he was doing,” she smugly replied. “I guarantee you he didn’t.”

Christina just looked at her.

Ms. Simpson put her hand to the bottom of the girl’s cheerleading top. “Ever been with a woman? Had one touch you?”

Christina’s legs began to shake. She could feel Ms. Simpson’s hot breath on her lips and longed to kiss her. She struggled to stay upright. “No.”

Ms. Simpson stood nose to nose with her. “Want to see what it’s like?”

Christina stiffly shrugged.

Ms. Simpson’s mouth hovered over hers. “I want to kiss you. I want to kiss you all over. Taste you. Can I?”

Christina feared she might faint. “O-Okay.” Ms. Simpson was getting ready to kiss her when she stopped her. “Wait!”

“What?” her best friend’s mom impatiently asked.

“I don’t know if this is right. You’re so much older than me.”

Ms. Simpson raised her eyebrow at her. She smirked. “So?”

“You’re Olivia’s mom.”

“Again. So?”

“I’m too young for you.”

Ms. Simpson looked down at the girl’s protruding chest and circled her palms over her boobs. Christina’s thighs squeezed together as moisture trickled out. “I guarantee when I start making you feel good, you won’t give two fucks.”

Christina’s nerves were fried. She licked her lips.

“Put that tongue in my mouth.”

Attempting to be brave, Tina did as she was told. Ms. Simpson immediately swooped her up in a long-winded, passionate tongue-thrusting kiss. Christina’s panties became flooded. She whimpered and kissed the woman back. She had little experience in the kissing department, but the older woman made her feel like she knew what she was doing.

She sharply gasped when Ms. Simpson lifted her shirt and bra over her extra-large breasts. She hissed through her teeth and whistled as she stared at them.

“My, my, my,” she said, shaking her head. “You have the body of a goddess. Of a woman.”

Christina loved the way her best friend’s mom was looking at her.

“Look at these tits.” She put her hands to them and started stroking, groping, and pumping them.

Christina dazedly looked down at the woman’s mature hands and quietly moaned. Ms. Simpson’s touch felt beyond capable and amazing. She touched her like she knew her body inside and out.

“You have the most incredible body to be so young. I just want to devour you.” The older woman increased pressure on Christina’s flawless titties. Her fondling became more intense. “Make you feel good; make you scream.”

She kissed her again, drawing a cry of surprise from the girl. She dominated her mouth. She squeezed her tits together and slapped them around in circles. She squeezed and circled them again and pulled back to greedily and loudly suck them.

“Oh my God!” Christina gasped, opening her eyes wide.

“Yes,” Ms. Simpson growled.

She sucked Tina’s titties with out of control hunger, making the sixteen-year-old cry out in surprise and unhinged desire. She pulled back to look at them and grope them; then inhaled them again, staring at them.

“Ms. Simpson!” Tina cried out, moving wildly against her. “Ms. Simpson!”

“Yes baby. Call out my name. Call me Yancy.”

“Oh Yancy,” she whimpered. “Yancy sis. Suck my tits.” Christina was shocked by the assertive boldness of her own words, but Ms. Simpson’s perverted tongue egged her on. “Suck them. Just like that.”

“You like the way I suck these big titties pretty girl?”

“Yes, I do. Yes.”

Ms. Simpson went back and forth, sucking and kissing the pretty, perky brown mounds. Her wet mouth made sucking suction noises that drove Christina wild. She never knew someone sucking her breasts could bring her such pressure. Yancy was right. Her ex hadn’t known what he was doing, because his juvenile mouth on her had never felt this good. This intense! Despite their huge size, her ex rarely paid attention to them. He mainly liked to finger her, and he wasn’t very good at that either.

A helpless gasp escaped Christina when Yancy lifted her skirt and aggressively pulled her lacy panties to the side. The woman put her hands to Tina’s tight pussy and rubbed. She smacked it and bit her nipple hard before smacking it again.

“Ms. Simpson!” Christina whined, opening her legs.

“You dirty girl,” Yancy admonished, smiling against her boobs. “You really like being bad with this old broad, don’t you?” She smacked her pussy again and a small tremor went off in Christian’s pussy. Was that an orgasm?’

Yancy paused and looked down at the partially covered pussy and wickedly chuckled. “All this pretty hair down here. Look at that.” She ran her fingers through it, gaping at it. “And it’s fat too. Just like I love my pussy. Hairy and fat.” She smacked it and ran her fingers through the fine hair again.

Christina uncontrollably trembled against her, closing her eyes. The sensation of Ms. Simpson spanking her young pussy was indescribable.

Yancy began lightly stroking her pussy beneath her panties and Christina’s eyes shot open. “Uh!” she cried out. She looked down at Ms. Simpson’s hand in her panties and felt a flood of fire go through her. Her fingers in her pussy looked so good.

The older woman began sucking her titties again while simultaneously fingering her pussy. “Your pussy is so wet for me baby. I love it. I love it!”

She thrusted her fingers in and out of Christina’s pussy, drawing a symphony of queef sounds out of it. The sound of her pussy loving Ms. Simpson made the cheerleader’s pussy sing. She watched her best friend’s mom’s mouth and fingers on her body, awkwardly winding her hips and chest against her.

“Uh-huh,” Ms. Simpson encouraged her. “Uh-huh. Just like that. You’re doing good baby. Open your legs a little more. Spread them wider.”

Christina crouched down and spread her feet further apart. She shyly put her hands in the woman’s long dreads, pulling softly. Ms. Simpson puckered her lips and blew her nipples, eliciting a girlish giggle from her.

Yancy fingered her tight pussy harder and faster. Juices trickled down her finger to her hand and wrist.

“Oh Yancy! Yancy that feels so good!”

“I want to eat you,” Ms. Simpson gasped, pushing her backwards towards the couch. “I want to eat this tender, fat pussy.”

She pushed Christina on the couch and turned her body so that she was laying horizontally. She yanked her panties down and pushed her cheerleading skirt up over her waist. She threw her right leg over the back of the couch. She pulled the left leg over the side of the couch and left it hanging down. Her pussy was nice and open for her.

Yancy adoringly gazed down at her daughter’s best friend, the cheerleader she had secretly been dreaming about exploring and tasting for the last few months. She knew she shouldn’t, but she couldn’t help it. Christina was so pretty, and her body had sprouted and matured in all the right ways. She wanted to feast on her as much as she could; she didn’t care how wrong or immoral it was. Christina seemed to want the same. That thrilled her beyond measure. This experience was better than her wildest, most inappropriate dreams. She was getting ready to be inappropriate with that virgin pussy right now.

She pulled Tina’s top and bra all the way off, still leaving on her blue and white cheerleading skirt. She wanted that on while she ate her. She put her hand to Tina’s enormous melons and gently touched them, gradually increasing her groping.

She quietly growled when the girl arched her body to her, her mouth slightly parted with desire. She looked so delicious lying beneath her, letting Yancy have her way with her. Just like a good, dirty girl.

“I’ve been fantasizing about this moment for a long time,” Yancy huskily confessed. “I daydream about sucking these big titties and smothering my face in your pussy for hours.”

Christina’s forehead crinkled with arousal. “Oh,” she softly gasped.

Her legs parted wider when Yancy began stroking her with three fingers, going deep into her sacred treasure. Her tight pussy welcomed the invasion seamlessly.

Ms. Simpson’s thumb stroked her pussy hair while her fingers continued fucking her. “Don’t ever shave this,” she said, her gaze on her pussy hair obsessive and unwavering. “This hair is your superpower. Keep it. Let it grow.”

Christina shivered as she felt another quake in her lower region. “Okay,” she shakily agreed.

Yancy removed her drenched fingers, groaning as the cheerleader’s juices trickled off her fingers. She inserted all three fingers in her mouth and languidly sucked. “Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned, closing her eyes.

Tina’s mouth opened in surprise. She put her hand to her pussy and stroked it, watching Ms. Simpson repeatedly lick her juices off her fingers.

“Ms. Simpson please,” she whimpered.

“You have no idea how much I love pussy pretty girl,” she sighed, shaking her head. She looked at Christina with a dark expression. “But I’m getting ready to show you.”

Christina arched towards her. “Yes please.”

Still staring at the young lady’s pussy, Yancy got down to her knees. She put both index fingers on either side of Tina’s fat pussy and squeezed the lips together. Closing her eyes, she leaned down and lengthily looked her lips, bottom to top.

“Ohhhhhhhhh!” Christina cried out, arching her hips.

Yancy licked her lips. She looked at the delicious, angelic pussy and licked it again, staring at it. She did this repeatedly, letting her tongue linger here and there.

“Please!” Christina begged, on the verge of tears. “Please!”

Yancy went the bottom of the long couch and laid in front of Christina. She spread her thighs wider and gazed into her open pussy. “So pretty,” she whispered. “Nice, fat, pretty pussy.”

Christina’s mouth trembled as she looked down at her.

Yancy gazed into her mesmerizing brown eyes and slowly licked her pussy. She kept her eyes on her as she kept licking, quietly marveling at the cheerleader’s cries of pleasure and facial expressions. Still watching her, she buried her face in the virginal snatch and devoured her, eating sloppily and soundly.

Christina put her finger in her mouth and watched the much older woman take control of her pussy. Yancy put her warm hands beneath the girl’s fat chubby ass and squeezed, groaning. She winded her head and shook it back and forth, tongue fucking and French-kissing her pussy with unrestrained hunger.

Tina twisted and turned against Yancy’s ardent mouth. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

Yancy inserted two fingers inside of her tight cunt and rapidly flicked her tongue against Tina’s super sensitive clit. Christina had never had an orgasm before, but she imagined that was what the pressure building hard in her hips, drifting up to her pussy, and cementing itself in her engorged nub. She screamed repeatedly, the sound making even her own ears hurt. She exploded repeatedly, thrashing against Ms. Simpson, trying to throw her off of her and clinging on to her at the same time.

Ms. Simpson kept licking, snacking and eating, watching the young girl come undone again and again. Her moans were deep and nasty, her fingers plunged deeper and deeper inside of her, stretching and imprinting her.

“You’re delicious,” she rasped, briefly coming up for air. “Goddamn delicious. I knew this pussy would be good.”

She started feasting again, her gaze unwavering on Christina’s youthful, beautiful face. Tears were streaming down her cheeks and Yancy considered that a badge of honor. Now it was time to really go in on that young pussy.

She put her hands-on Tina’s thighs and pushed them further apart. “Hold your pussy open baby.”

Christina reached down and opened her pussy to the older woman. Her fingers were shaking so hard it was hard to hold on to it, but she managed. She had no idea how much better Ms. Simpson’s tongue would feel with her legs and pussy spread wide together, but oh my God! What was life before all this? What was important? What mattered? What was happiness? This was everything!

“Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh, Ms. Simpson, ohhhhhhh. Ohhhhhh. Hah. Hah. Hah. Oh Yancy. Yancy.”

Yancy licked all over Tina’s pussy, annihilating it from top to bottom, leaving no spot unlicked, unsucked, unsmacked, or unkissed. She was all over the girl’s pussy, even licking and eating out her ass. Christina looked down at her bestie’s mom in shock, screaming at the top of her lungs. The way Ms. Simpson unapologetically devoured her was almost frightening. But she didn’t want her to stop. She didn’t want her to ever stop.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she whined. “Mmmmmmm. Mmmmmmm.”

“Ahh,” Yancy sighed into her pussy. “Ahhhh. Ahhh. Ahhhh.”

“Ms. Yancy… Ms. Yancy…”

“Yesssssss baby. I love this pussy. I love it!” She gave it a hard, lingering kiss. “My pussy.”

Christina exploded at her words, cumming so hard this time she couldn’t make a sound. All she could do was hump and grind her best friend’s mother’s face and look at her.

Yancy paused long enough to lean up to her titties. “Hold them to my mouth.”

Christina gripped her huge knockers and held them up to the older woman. Her breath came out in harsh, choppy gasps as she watched Ms. Simpson slurp, suck, and smack on her titties.

“Oh,” she whimpered, trembling beneath her. “Oh.”

She looked at the woman in awe, fascinated by this whole experience. She was over at the Simpson’s house frequently, but she’d never heard so much as an inappropriate comment from Yancy. Yes, she was always staring at her, many people did. She was always told how pretty she was. But even with all the stares, all she and Ms. Simpson ever did was say hello, how are you, and bye or how was your day and make small talk, but it never lingered and wasn’t frequent. This experience was taking her by the surprise, but she welcomed it with open arms and wide legs.

Yancy looked into her eyes while she sucked her melons, holding and squeezing them along with her. She obsessively palmed them, watching her. She loved the way Yancy looked at her. Just watching her on her body was enough to make her cum. It shocked her when she did, just by Yancy looking at her and sucking her boobs. It was the way she yanked her head as she sucked them, Tina decided. Her deep, vibrating moans. The sounds her mouth made when she inhaled them. Yancy was so amorous and so wild with her. It was beyond sexy.

Tina’s chest jerked when Yancy moved her hands from her tits, held one titty in her mouth without touching it and moved her head back and forth, pulling it with her mouth. Christina had never thought much of her heavy chest, but she was grateful for it today. She just lay there and watched Yancy do this with both breasts, fascinated.

“I love your titties,” Ms. Simpson groaned. She scooped the fat titty in her mouth and sucked hard.

POP! Went her mouth as she released it. POP! POP! POP! Suck, suck, suck… POP! OBSCENE POP!

Christina orgasmed again. She put her hands to her pussy, trying to squelch the quakes and tremors. It didn’t work.

Yancy evilly chuckled and pulled away from her. She got off the couch and smacked Christina’s pussy. Christina’s chest jerked again. She was not going to make it out of this alive if this woman kept these shenanigans up.

“Turn over and put your ass up in the air,” she demanded. “I’ll be right back.”


Trick or Eat

(originally published, November 2024)

Quickly, Michelle got up from her seat and went downstairs to unlock her front door. She hurried back upstairs to her bedroom and went to the standing mirror in the corner of the room. She removed her robe; then stood there appreciating her naked body.

She softly ran her hands over her huge titties; then slowly slid them down to her stomach, on to her pussy. She ran her fingers through the thick, coarse hair; then spread her pussy lips open. She foolishly smiled to herself.

“A woman is getting ready to eat my pussy,” she breathlessly said to herself. “I’m getting ready to let a woman eat my pussy. I have officially lost my mind.”

She slightly turned and ran her hands over her fat ass, savoring her soft skin. She bit her lip, thinking of all the nasty things Jan would possibly do to her. She wanted Jan to be nasty and disrespectful. She wanted her to make her scream and come again and again. She had been suppressing these desires for months, and she was ready to let it all hang out.

She glanced towards the hallway, impatiently eager for Jan’s arrival. Her chest was tight with anticipation, and her pussy was dripping with arousal. Jan lived a block away, so it wouldn’t take her long.

She turned her full body back to the mirror and ran her hands over her pussy again. She smiled, thinking about her boudoir shoot. To think, it had all led to this. She was glad she’d made that appointment. Proud she’d been bold enough to remove all her clothes so the freaky older woman could see everything. She couldn’t wait to see the wolfish leer in her eyes as she viewed her flawless body again.

She slightly jumped and gasped when she heard the front door open and close. Holy shit! She was here!

Michelle stiffly turned away from the mirror and nervously stood there, waiting on her potential lover. Her heart raced as she listened to the scuffle of Jan’s feet climbing the stairs; then walking down the hall.

She wet her dry lips and swallowed hard. Her throat felt uncomfortably dry. She hated she was so nervous. She felt like a virgin about to get her first piece of dick.

“Chelle?” she heard Jan cautiously call.

Michelle cleared her throat and shifted back and forth on her bare feet. “I-I’m in here,” she stuttered.

Her heart leapt in her throat when Jan walked into the bedroom. The older woman lingered in the doorway, fixing her with a sexy smile.

“Already naked?” she teased.

“I was wearing a robe when you called. Nothing underneath.”

Jan put her hands in her jogging pants pockets and casually leaned against the doorjamb. “I like that.”

Michelle just stood there naked, shyly staring at her. Anxious.

Jan lazily ran her eyes over her body and slowly shook her head. “Goddamn, you’re beautiful. You have no idea.”

Michelle wanly smiled.

“As beautiful as the day I photographed you. Except this time, I get to sample the merchandise.”

Michelle said nothing; just continued to stand there looking at her older neighbor. She wasn’t a bad-looking woman, but she wasn’t gorgeous by any means. She was long and limber with big hands and long fingers that belonged on a man. She had shoulder-length black and purple dreads and flawless mocha skin. She also had several piercings in her ears and nose and several tattoos. It gave her a hard, edgy look that had intrigued Michelle the first moment they met.

“What are you waiting on?” she quietly asked her.

Jan shrugged. “I just want to stand here and look at you for a minute.”

Michelle slowly inhaled and exhaled, willing herself to relax.

“You nervous?” Michelle nodded. “You should be. I’m not gentle with pussy. I go in for the kill. Like I told you, I do love eating pussy. And it shows.”

A trickle of pussy juice eased down Michelle’s thighs. Jan noticed and crookedly smiled. “You want this. You want this bad. Don’t you?”

Michelle refused to answer.

“It’s all in your eyes. You’re desperate for it. I like that too. Your husband is an extremely lucky man.”

Michelle’s eye involuntarily twitched. “Can we not talk about him?”

Jan simply smiled. “Of course we can’t.”

Her casualness with the moment made Michelle want to lose her mind. She was ready for her to take her pussy. Enough small talk.

Feeling extra bold, she spread her legs apart and put her hand on her hip. She tilted her head at the older woman. “You want to eat this pussy?” she naughtily asked.

Jan’s eyes slightly stretched at the question; then dimmed lecherously. “You know I do.”

Michelle put her hand to her pussy and softly stroked it. “You want this pussy?”

Jan stood upright and walked further into the room. “Fuck yeah, girl.”

“Well, come and take it.”

Jan was on her in a flash. She grabbed Michelle by her arms and yanked her to her. She immediately began kissing her, forcibly thrusting her tongue in and out of her mouth. Michelle whimpered and almost lost control. Her legs became weak at the force of Jan’s kiss. She was glad she was holding her up, because her knees instantly buckled.

Jan groaned and gripped her arms tighter, kissing her with extreme passion.

“Oh God,” Michelle gulped. She hadn’t expected it to feel like this. Jan’s kiss was unlike anything she had ever experienced, even with Phil.

She cried out when Jan’s big hands left her arms to circle her breasts.

“Oh God,” she screeched again.

“Do you know how bad I wanted to suck these things when I was taking your pictures?” Jan stared deep into her eyes as she played with the enormous jugs. “I wanted to suck the skin off these big mother fuckers.”

Michelle was so turned on by Jan’s dirty talk. This was what was missing from her marriage. Pure, unadulterated, unhinged, LUST.

“I wanted to eat your pretty hairy pussy when I first met you,” Michelle roughly whispered against her neck. Her hands continued to paw the younger woman’s gigantic breasts. “But when you took that negligee off and pulled it down and I saw it… God damn!”

She thrusted her tongue back in Michelle’s warm mouth, eliciting a gasp of delight from the younger married woman.

“You taste delicious,” Michelle murmured. “So damn delicious.” She kissed her way down to Michelle’s neck and lengthily sucked it. Her hands momentarily left her breasts to trail down to her wet pussy. She cupped it; then squeezed it, releasing a dirty moan. “Damn baby.”

Michelle desperately moved against her hand. “Oh Jan.”

“Your pussy feels so good.” She pulled back to look down at it. She attempted to squeeze it between her thumb and index finger and chuckled darkly when her finger wouldn’t stretch all the way across. “God damn, you got a fat ass pussy.”

Michelle’s legs trembled as she watched Jan’s weathered hands move between her legs. Her hands looked so good between her pussy. She cried out when her neighbor abruptly leaned to her left titty and began loudly sucking it. Her hands flew up to Jan’s hair and pulled it. She looked down in lustful delight as the aggressive woman sucked her titty with wild abandon.

“That looks so good,” she heatedly whispered. “That looks so good.”

Jan’s hands left her pussy to cup her titty. She held it in her hands and jiggled it. She licked and sucked it; then jiggled it again. She bared her teeth at the sight of Michelle’s large brown areola. “Damn baby.”

Her tongue nastily sucked the soft skin. She rapidly flicked her tongue over her pert, hard nipple; then softly bit it. She looked up at her and inhaled as much of the titty as she could in her mouth, squeezing it as she sucked.

“Oh,” Michelle moaned, practically drooling. “Ohhhhh.”

Jan moved to her other titty and grabbed it, jerking her head back and forth as she sucked and slurped it. She moved it in and out of her mouth and around in circles as her mouth consumed her.

“Oh my God!” Michelle cried. She was about to lose it. Jan was incredible at sucking titties. Good wasn’t the right word to describe how great it felt. She hadn’t known her nipples were so sensitive until Jan put her mouth on her. She enjoyed it when Phil sucked them, but it had never felt like this. She literally felt like she was about to cum. That had never happened. With anyone.

Jan sucked and jiggled her titty fast as she watched her in return. She was gorging on her titty so amorously; she was almost gagging. Michelle’s body moved back and forth in rhythm with her sucking. She deeply moved when Jan began playing in her pussy with her free hand.

“Hold these big titties for me so I can suck ‘em while I play in this pussy,” she growled.

Michelle’s chest involuntarily jerked at her words. She put her hands to the sides of her breasts and squeezed them together, arching to Jan’s waiting mouth.

“Yesssssss,” Jan said, leaning into them.

Her hand circled Michelle’s bush. She cupped and squeezed it. She raked her short nails through her pubic hair; then she inserted her finger deep in her silky pussy. She expertly began fingering her as she deeply sucked her big titties.

Michelle’s eyes drifted to the back of her head. “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

“Fuck, your pussy feels so good. You’re so fucking wet baby. I love that.”

“Uh,” Michelle cried out. She bumped her pussy back and forth against Jan’s finger and her chest to her nasty mouth. “Uh.” She looked down to watch her neighbor’s finger swiftly moving in and out of her. “Uh. Uh.”

“I knew I could make your pussy super wet like this. I knew it.”

She began sloppily sucking her titties again, her head shaking back and forth roughly as she mouth fucked them. Her head yanked back and forth; she slurped obscenely.

Michelle’s head drifted back. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Suck my titties Jan. Suck them.”

“Mmmmmmm.” Jan stuck her finger deeper in Michelle’s cunt, prompting a high-pitched scream from the younger woman. “You like the way I finger this fat pussy baby?”

Michelle’s sugar walls vibrated at Jan’s explicitly words. “Yesssssssss. Yes Jan. I love the way you play in my pussy, yes.”

Jan ran her tongue all over her titties, focusing primarily on her pretty areolas. She puckered her lips and wildly kissed all over them. She rapidly licked her nipples in turn, going back and forth between the hard, perky nubs.

“Oh my God,” Michelle whined.

Jan smacked her pussy with her free four fingers and squeezed her fat lips. “I love this pussy baby. Love these titties.” She slowly sucked them, pulling and releasing them with nasty pops. She slurped them again; then began leisurely sucking them again.

Michelle’s mouth was wide open in desire. Jan sucking on her titties sounded so sexy. Her eyes were so far back in her head she looked possessed. Her pussy was a waterfall at this point. Between the fingering and the titty-sucking she didn’t know her left from her right. She was in another world. And she did not want to leave.

Jan inserted another finger in her pussy and pumped both fingers mightily. She yanked Michelle’s leg up and put her foot on her dresser. Her fingers moved maddeningly, creating salacious popping sounds each time they entered and left her cunt.

“Oh Jan!” Michelle sobbed. “Jan! Jan! Jan!”

She erupted and her knees gave way. Jan scooped her up and kissed her hard. Once she was certain her sexy neighbor wouldn’t collapse, she put her fingers back inside her. She kept pumping her fingers as she kissed her. Overcome, Michelle pressed her at shoulders in protest, but she kissed her back. The flood of sensations rushing through her body made her feel dizzy and drugged. She had never come so hard in her life. Jan’s fingers were magical demons.

“I told you I’d be good to this pussy,” she mumbled against Michelle’s trembling lips. “Didn’t I tell you? Didn’t I tell you I’d be good to this pussy?”

Michelle was too weak to respond. Tears were streaming down her cheeks.

“You wanted to give me this pussy, didn’t you?” Her thumb circled Michelle’s sensitive clit. “Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Michelle managed to choke out. “I wanted to give you some pussy Jan. I wanted you to have this pussy.” She arched to the older woman’s demanding, unyielding fingers. “This pussy is yours. Take it. Be unkind to it. Do whatever the hell you want. Just don’t stop.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” Jan enveloped her in yet another tongue-thrusting kiss. The two consenting adults looked at one another as their lips and tongues disrespectfully wrestled together. Their moans were dark and manic.

Jan backed her to the bed and laid her on it. She pulled her ass to the edge of the bed and pushed her knees back, spreading them wide. She paused and just stared at her neighbor’s exposed pussy. It was so creamy, and her juices looked like rain pouring out. Michelle desperately stared down at her, still twitching and trembling.

Jan put her fingers to the top of her pussy and spread her hairy lips. She used three fingers from her other hand to plummet them in and out of Michelle’s unbelievably tight snatch.

“God damn, your pussy feels so good,” she rasped. Her eyes were wild and on fire as she stared at Michelle’s pretty peach. A vulnerable, agonizing moan escaped the 30-year-old as Jan hit her G-spot. She moved her fingers extra slow, extending the torture. Michelle’s moans were continuous and helpless. She put her hand to her mouth and bit the back of her hand. Her head aimlessly moved back and forth across the pillow; her hips winded in sexy circles.

“Yes baby,” Jan encouraged her. “Yes. Cum for me again.”

“Oh Jannnnnnnn. Oh Jan. Oh baby. Oh baby! OH BABY! OHHHHHHHHH!”

Her body jerked and spasmed against the bed as she soared again, this time squirting. Jan’s fingers kept moving, and she kept screaming. She pushed at her hand, but Jan refused to bulge.

“That’s what you get for teasing me all these months,” Jan chided her. “Making me wait on this naughty, bad pussy. See what teasing will get you? You fucked around and found out, didn’t you?”

Michelle was so weak her vision was blurred. She looked down at Jan’s fingers in her twat and shook her head. She tried to slap her hands off. “Wait. Wait! Wait, wait, wait. No more. No more please.”

Jan playfully frowned at her. “No more? Bitch, I’m just getting started.”

OEBPS/image_rsrcT8.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		CAREFUL, HE MIGHT HEAR YOU

		MAMA DEE LUV THAT PUSSY

		WIVES WHO LOVE PUSSY

		My Best Friend’s Mom

		My Dad’s Girlfriend

		The Cheerleader

		Trick or Eat




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77






