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Warning!

This short story of titty sucking, ass munching, and eating pussy is lewd, descriptive, vocal, nasty, and includes sound effects spelled out to the best of my ability. The heroine is my type of girl with titties for days, ass out to here, and a hairy, fat, greedy pussy. She’s younger than her pursuer, sexually loud and submissive and the stud is much older, aggressive, inappropriate, unapologetic, and hell on wheels with her tongue, lips, and fingers and super skilled with that strap. It’s everything I LOVE in a lesbian short, and if you’re a voracious reader of mine, I know you will too!
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She was on her from Day 1 of her starting her new job…

“Goddamn, you’re pretty.”

Zuri deeply blushed under the penetrating, openly lustful glare of her new boss Iesha. She tucked one of her dyed blonde wild curls behind her ear and nervously smiled. “Thank you.”

Iesha gave her a grin that didn’t quite meet her eyes. “That was inappropriate. I’m sorry.”

Zuri shyly stared up into the intimidating eyes of her new boss and felt small. She was more than used to receiving inappropriate compliments from men but not much from women, though some had slickly hit on her too. But not quite like Iesha who by appearances was much older. She had a hard face, full lips, and smoldering dark eyes that seemed to eat Zuri up and she was at least almost 6 feet to Zuri’s 5’4. Zuri guessed she could be called attractive but in a mannish kind of way, if that made sense. She winced at the insensitivity of that thought but Iesha gave off supreme lesbian vibes.

“How old are you?” the older woman bluntly asked, openly staring at her chest.

Zuri’s voice was still barely above a whisper. “19.”

Iesha thickly swallowed and narrowed her eyes. “Well…” She stiffly moved behind her desk and sat down on a huge black leather chair that seemed to swallow her, despite her size. She moved her hands over her thick thighs. Zuri briefly noticed the wedding band on her left hand. Was she married? If so, to a man or woman?

“That’s not an appropriate dress to wear to work,” Iesha said in a hard tone. “I’m sure you know that.”

Zuri blushed again and pulled at the opening of her dress, attempting to cover her protruding chest. “I’m sorry. I didn’t have money to shop before I started.”

“This will have to be your last day dressing like that. I’m sure you noticed on your way back to my office the way the men were staring at you. It’s very distracting and could make for a hostile work environment.”

Zuri swallowed. “Yes ma’am.”

Iesha put her hand up. “Please don’t do that. It’s Iesha.”

“Okay. Iesha.”

“You’re going to cause drama in here with those thangs and that thang,” she said, openly gesturing to Zuri’s huge tits and fat ass.

A pool of moisture trickled into Zuri’s black, satin g-sting panties. She struggled to breathe and lowered her head in shame, as if her boss could tell she was turned on and sexually aroused. But why? This was strange. She could report her boss and sue her for everything she had if she had sense. But she liked the way the older woman talked to her and that she wasn’t shy about her attraction, even if she hadn’t come out and said she was attracted.

“That’s not my intention,” Zuri robotically said.

“Doesn’t matter if it’s your intention, it’ll happen. Sweetie, you are stacked and that ass…” She waved her hand dismissively, smiling snidely.

Another pool of moisture drenched Zuri’s panties.

“Never mind. I’m going to stop before I get myself in trouble.”

Too late.

“It might be best if you sit in the back, that way you won’t have to pass anyone. We’ll let that be your station for now.”

“Okay,” was her obedient reply.

“Welcome to the job. It’s going to be fun having you here. Very fun indeed.”

That evening when she got off, Zuri found a few unattractive and cheap dresses to tide her over for the week and called her married lover to ask him to front her some money until she got her first check and could buy something more appropriate but still sexy that would satisfy her mysterious boss. He said he would, but he wanted some pussy that night. She didn’t know why he said that; they fucked almost every night before he went home to his wife and four kids. Like Iesha, he was older and had his wedding band on every time they fucked. She felt guilty for what she was doing sometimes, but the man was outstanding with that dick and could eat pussy like nobody’s business. He had been her boss previous to her getting this new job, and that was one of the reasons she’d left. People were beginning to talk, and she knew it didn’t look good. He wasn’t very good at hiding the fact that they were having an affair and they frequently fucked in his office during her lunch. He even ate her pussy in the supply room during business hours one time.

Admittedly, she got off on it, but she knew the smart thing to do was leave before word got back to his wife. The last thing she expected was she’d start a new job and receive inappropriate attention from her new boss, who might be a lesbian. She knew her looks were an advantage and she felt blessed to look the way she did. Not many women had bodies that were natural like hers with all the fixings. On top of that, she was gorgeous with pretty light-brown skin, hazel eyes, and cascading naturally curly hair that was all hers. She found the dyed blonde hair also worked to her advantage and complimented her skin beautifully. Women hated her, but men loved her, and it worked in her favor sexually. She wasn’t interested in a long-term or serious relationship; she felt she was too young for that. So casual flings and men with attachments were the perfect arrangement for her.

Her married beau came over that night and ate the fuck out of her pussy and fucked her so good and so hard it felt like he was plunging her into the mattress; then he blessed her with five crisp 100-dollar bills.

The next morning at work, she wore her new ugly dress, but her titties were still sticking out and the dress damn near swallowed her ass. It was super tight in the back and showed off every wiggle and jiggle when she walked.

“God bless you, you just can’t help it,” Iesha said when she stopped by Zuri’s workstation on the way to her office. She leaned against her desk and openly stared at her, focusing on her chest and slightly open thighs.

Zuri swallowed her nervousness and sexual desire and looked up at her boss. “I’m sorry?”

“Your body is truly a work of art. And I like looking at it. It’s inappropriate to say, but I’m just being honest.”

Zuri slightly shrugged. “Okay.”

“Does the way I talk to you make you uncomfortable?”

Nervous but excited, she wanted to say. “No,” she honestly admitted.

“I suppose I shouldn’t since I’m a married woman.”

“Are you married to another woman or a man?” Zuri bluntly asked, whispering. She didn’t want anyone to hear but she was instantly embarrassed after saying it.

Iesha playfully raised her eyebrows. “What do you think?” She winked at Zuri and headed for her office.

That evening, Zuri spent the remainder of the money her lover had given on her on tight, revealing dresses with plunging necklines. She wanted her boss to say something inappropriate, but she was afraid her defiance would make her lose her job. She decided to dare her and see.

“Now what did I tell you about wearing those kinds of dresses?” Iesha asked her the next morning when she came in dressed in a flowing halter dress that accented her size J melons perfectly.

“I’m sorry,” was Zuri’s slick reply. She smiled at her older boss.

Iesha leaned against her desk and stroked her chin. “I should fire you on the spot.”

“Am I fired?” Zuri asked, blinking innocently.

“What do you think?” Iesha smiled and got up to walk away; then backed up and whispered in Zuri’s ear. “Keep up the good work. I like it.”

She walked away, giving Zuri a heated look of lust over her shoulder. Zuri’s panties instantly flooded again. Curiosity was killing her cat and she wanted it satisfied.

The flirting and salacious comments went on for days. Zuri’s next dresses were even tighter, more revealing, and shorter. Some guys at the job started hitting on her but she shot them all down. Their game was weak and tired; so unlike how Iesha’s was. She couldn’t help wondering when the older woman would make a move, but she didn’t dare make it first. She was traditional in that sense. She loved being seduced.

“Are your breasts and ass real?” Iesha bluntly asked her one day when Zuri went to her office to discuss some discrepancies in paperwork Zuri had completed.

Zuri teasingly smiled and sat the paperwork down on Iesha’s desk. “What do you think?”

“How long have your titties been that big?”

“Since high school.”

“I know your teachers had a hard time being professional with your ass in the classroom.”

“I had an... encounter with one of them.”

Iesha greedily leaned forward “Let me hear more.”

“The football coach sucked them once in the locker room after school. I was a cheerleader, and my boyfriend was the quarterback of the football team. The coach was his mentor.” She stopped, shaking her head.

Iesha’s eyes widely stretched. “Tell me more.”

“He felt guilty and never touched me again.”

“Idiot.”

“It was inappropriate. I was a student and he was too old.”

“Big titties are a weakness for many.” Iesha leaned back in her chair and stoked her chin. “Myself included.”

Zuri sucked her teeth and turned to leave. “I’ll bet,” she slurred, stealing one of Iesha’s signature sayings.

“How old are you?” Zuri asked on week three when she was leaving to go home, and Iesha was outside smoking a cigarette. Zuri hated cigarettes but Iesha somehow managed to make it look cool and sexy.

Iesha flicked an ash to the ground and exhaled smoke from her nose. “Why?”

“Just curious. You asked me.”

“52.”

A shiver went through Zuri. Her married lover was 45. “Oh,” she simply said.

“Is that too old?”

Zuri cocked her head. “Too old for what?”

“For you?”

“Why would you ask? I’m not dating you.”

“Who said anything about dating?” She held up her ringed finger.

“Then what?”

“You know what.”

“I don’t.”
 

Iesha shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Go ahead. Keep playing games. Keep acting like we haven’t been working our way up to shit for three weeks.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about boss.”

That night Zuri rode her lover’s dick hard and came so hard she cried. She was thinking about Iesha’s face in her pussy the whole time. Dude didn’t have a clue.


2

The next day Zuri went to work without panties. Not because she thought anything would happen, but because she wanted to fantasize about what Iesha would do to her if she knew it. It turned her on knowing she was walking around in her tight dress with her ass shaking and she was naked from the waist down. Iesha did her usual stare-down but didn’t flirt much that day. Her stares were lingering with lust, but she kept her distance. Later Zuri realized why.

The lady Zuri assumed was Iesha’s wife bought her lunch that afternoon. Zuri was at her desk working on an important document when a skinny middle-aged woman with a head full of braids that fell down to her flat ass entered the building with a brisk, stiff strut. She was wearing a pantsuit that was too big for her frail body. Zuri watched with open interest as the woman walked directly to Iesha’s office and entered without knocking. Iesha had a window in her office that looked out into the work floor, and she just happened to have the blinds up that day. Zuri figured out who the woman was when she went straight to where Iesha was sitting at her desk and greeted her with a lingering kiss.

Iesha immediately sprang up from her desk and walked straight to her window. She made brief eye contact with Zuri before she yanked them closed. Her door was also open, and she went to close it. “Didn’t I tell you about doing that shit when I’m at work?” she scolded her wife just as the door closed. “It’s unprofessional!”

“Old girl worried wifey is cramping her style with Melon Titties,” one of Zuri’s co-workers cackled, loud enough for her to hear. Several of her coworkers laughed and glanced Zuri’s way knowingly. She just rolled her eyes and went back to work.

**********

“She doesn’t look like your type.”

Zuri caught Iesha outside smoking again as she headed to her car after work.

Iesha sniffed and looked her up and down with a smirk. “Oh? What does my type look like?”

“Me,” Zuri bluntly offered.

Iesha quietly assessed her for a moment. “Well, I do love big titties and a fat ass.”

“And she has neither of those.”
 

Iesha indifferently shrugged. “I love her though.”

“And you still want me.”

“That doesn’t stop just because you get married.”

“So I’ve heard several times from my married lovers. Makes me more determined to never get married.”

“But you don’t mind being the other?”

Zuri teasingly smiled. “Better being the other than the fool being played. Besides, it’s more beneficial that way.”


“And what makes you think I want you anyway?” 

“Come on boss. Are you really trying to go there?”

Iesha exhaled smoke from her nose and flicked her cigarette to the ground, stepping on it. She walked close to Zuri and looked down at her. She was so close Zuri could hear her breathing.

“Are you really trying to give me that pussy Zuri?” Iesha whispered.

“Are you not going to try to take it boss?”

“Oh, that’s how you want to play it. You want me to manhandle you.”

“You’re anything but a man Iesha.”

“Have you ever been with a woman before?”

Zuri struggled to breath. She squeezed her thighs together and stood closer to her older boss. She looked up into her eyes, sending a message. “No. But I’m willing to offer myself as a sacrifice.”

Iesha visibly struggled. “Strange words. Sacrifice for what?”

“My job.”
 

“I wouldn’t fire you for sleeping with me.”

“My married… friend used to be my boss. I left because shit got too tense with my coworkers.”

“Well, if that’s what you feel you’d have to do… I wouldn’t make it a habit though. Don’t you have bills to pay?”

“That’s what he’s for. I just like having extra on the side.”
 

Iesha was quiet for a moment. Her eyes lingered on Zuri’s healthy melons. “I want to suck them. Now.”

Zuri swallowed. “Where?”

“Let’s go back inside. To one of the bathrooms.”

“Aren’t you worried about someone seeing us?”

“Everyone is mostly gone. Only the workaholics are left, and they could give a damn about office affairs or gossip.”

“I hope you’re right.”

Iesha put her hand up to the opening on Zuri’s dress and gently stroked her soft skin. “So, you’re really going to let me do this?”

Zuri arched her chest to her boss’ hand. “Yes.”

“I am not gentle by any means youngin. I am nasty, I am ruthless, and I am aggressive.”

Zuri’s pussy went into spasms and her knees almost gave way. “So I’m learning.”

“I will not take it easy on you.”

“I don’t want you to.”

“You’re young. Way too young for me. And I love that shit.”

“I do too.”

“I’m saying I shouldn’t… But I honestly don’t give a fuck.”

“I’m glad.”

Iesha glanced down between Zuri’s thick legs and let her hand hover in front of her pussy. “I know you got some good pussy. I can tell just by how you look and walk.”

“I’ve been told it’s amazing. And it’s always wet. Always.” She deliciously smiled.

“Quite tasty, I’m sure” She squeezed Zuri’s cunt through her tight dress and Zuri softly cried out.

“Take me inside,” Zuri whimpered. “Please.”

Minutes later, they were holed up in the ladies’ bathroom, kissing wildly in one of the stalls. Iesha’s hands were all over her, kneading, massaging, and fondling. Their tongues wrestled wildly together; they moaned uncontrollably. Zuri wanted to touch her boss, but she was too timid, so she just stood there with her hands behind her head on the stall door, giving Iesha complete control.

“You feel so goddamn good girl,” Iesha breathlessly said.

“I love the way you touch me,” Zuri whimpered.

Iesha’s hands circled her titties and Zuri almost screamed it felt so good. “You’ve been wanting to give me some all this time, haven’t you?” she growled. She pinched Iesha’s nipples and the younger woman yelped. “You wanted me to touch you… Do nasty things to you…”

“Yes… Yes!”

“Let me see these titties.”

Iesha yanked at the sleeves of Zuri’s dress, pulling them down her arms. An overly generous helping of titties greeted her behind a black, satin peek a boo bra. Her super-large areolas and cinnamon colored nipples greeted her.

“Goddamn!” Iesha exclaimed, drooling. “Now wonder your nipples are always hard. They’re uncovered.”

Zuri shyly giggled.

“Fucking sexy as hell baby. Look at these big, juicy mother fuckers!” She pushed her bra up over her tits and grabbed them, squeezing greedily. She pumped them up and down and slapped them together.

Zuri trembled. “Oh Iesha!”

“You like it when I do that?”

“Yes!”

Iesha repeated the action several times, watching her employee wickedly. She nuzzled her face in the soft tits and ran her tongue over the succulent skin. “Oh my God,” she groaned. She stabbed her nipples with her long tongue; then sucked them with merciless intensity.

“Oh my God. Oh my God!”

“God ain’t got shit to do with this sweet thang.” She slapped Zuri’s Js against her face and obnoxiously inhaled both breasts together, jiggling them.

Zuri watched her breathlessly, her eyes half-closed with white-hot lust and desire. Iesha’s mouth looked so good on her. And the things she was doing with her tongue… If it felt this good on her tits, imagine how that shit would feel on her pussy.

“OH!” she cried out as Iesha held her tits in place and yanked her head back and forth, sucking her tits hard. Her jaws caved in as she held them tips in her mouth and sharply released them, emitting an intoxicating popping sound. She did this for minutes, driving Zuri out of her mind.

“I swear these big titties were made just for me,” she viciously whispered. “Just for me.” She swirled her tongue round and round her melons, groaning crazily. She spit on them and watched with fascination as the spit crawled down her titties. She licked beneath them and then kissed the skin between them. “Damn, I been wanting to suck these titties since the first day I saw you.”
 

“Don’t stop baby. Please don’t stop Iesha.”

“Baby I could suck on these titties all night.” She held them in her hands and leered down at them, captivated. She looked up at the younger woman. “Would you like that?”

Zuri quietly nodded.

“I don’t even give a fuck about work. I just want to keep sucking these tits.”

With that, she began loudly and greedily sucking them again, possessed. Zuri stared down at her boss’ mouth and tongue all over her globes and fought not cum. She didn’t want to cum yet, but Iesha was making her feel so good and she was so turned on.

She loudly gasped as Iesha yanked her head back and forth, sucking harder, squeezing her tits so hard it hurt.

“Oh yes! YES!”

“Shhh. They’ll hear you.”

Zuri wanted to come apart. She wished they were in a house, hotel, car, whatever… In a bed. On a chair. On an island in a kitchen… There were so many different places she wanted her older boss to explore her body… Iesha was better than she’d fantasized about. And God knows that woman could suck some titties. If she could wreak havoc on some tits… What the fuck could she do to some pussy?

“I want to see your pussy,” Iesha rasped as if she’d read her mind.

She regretfully pulled back from Zuri’s slobbered on melons and lifted up her tight dress. She growled when the young woman’s sky-blue silk panties came into view and almost lost her mind when she saw the fine hairs tickling the sides.

“Yes,” she hissed, leering in perversion. “Bush. You have no idea how much I love bush.”

Zuri’s married lover loved it too; that’s why she kept it that way. His wife kept her pussy bald and had thin pussy lips according to him, and he hated it. He could spend hours just nuzzling his face in her hairs.

Zuri painfully moaned as Iesha stretched her panties tight against her pussy. “You got a nice, fat pussy. Goddamn, yes.” She smacked it with her hand and an avalanche of moisture saturated Zuri’s undies.

“Let me see this shit. Hold on. Show me that ass first.”

She yanked Zuri around and Zuri’s hands immediately gripped the wall. She shivered as Iesha greedily ran her warm hands all over her ass.

“Goddamn. You could bounce a tray of dishes off this thing,” Iesha sighed. She slapped the sides and jiggled the chubby meat up and down. “Yessss. So pretty and so fat. And, huge.”

She yanked her panties down and off her feet. She left them on the slightly dirty floor and roughly turned Zuri back around. She just stood there, staring down at her pussy in feverish lust.

Zuri vulnerably stood before her, squirming beneath her boss’ heated gaze.

“This is a nice pussy. Even sexier than I’ve been fantasizing about.”

“Iesha…” Zuri shakily began. “You think we should be getting back? We’ve been gone awhile.”

“Chick, it’s the end of the workday; shut up.” Her eyes never wavered from her employee’s thick bush.

“B-But I’m saying… What are they gonna think? I know they saw…”

“You think I give a damn what they think or saw?” She pressed her hand against Zuri’s cunt and massaged the hairs.

“Mmmmmmmmm,” Zuri moaned, writhing.

“I could give a damn if they know what I’m doing to you or suspect anything. Like I said, that crew minds their own business and don’t gossip. Even if they did… I wouldn’t stop. I just want to enjoy this pussy.’ She paused. “Open it up and let me see it.”
 

Although still apprehensive, Zuri willingly followed instructions. Her legs almost gave way when Iesha licked her lips and growled again. That growl was the sexiest sound in the world.

“I have truly died and gone to heaven. Hold it open just like that.”

Iesha held her breath as Iesha got down on her knees and sat directly in front of her pussy. She gave it a soft, loud kiss; then began slowly playing in it, moving her fingers around, trailing her vulva; moving them in and out of her pussy two at a time; thumbing her clit.

Zuri began shaking and panting uncontrollably, near orgasm.

“No,” Iesha scolded, looking up at her. “Don’t come. Not yet. Not until I put my mouth on you.”

“B-But it feels so good.”

“I know it does. But hold that shit back until I tell you it’s okay. That’s an order.”

Damn, she almost came, just from her aggressive words. She bit her lip and concentrated on not squirting all over her boss’ fingers.

Iesha continued to explore and play in her pussy for minutes, giving it soft kisses now and again. The look on her face was one of unhinged lust.

“You have no idea what you’re doing to me right now girl,” she rasped. “Damn.”

She put three fingers inside of Zuri’s pussy and swiftly moved them in and out.

“Iesha,” Zuri desperately pleaded. “Please. Please Iesha. I can’t hold back.”

“Don’t come yet.”

“Let me cum. Let me cum Iesha, please.”

“No.”

“Please.”

Another finger; then her thumb. Before Zuri could blink, her boss was fisting her right there in the bathroom. She was squatting and almost lost her balance from moving so much. She tried not to make too much noise, but it was impossible.

“Put your foot up on the toilet.”

Zuri did as she was told. She put her hand to her mouth and screeched into it repeatedly. She boldly gyrated against Iesha’s hand, arching to her fist.

“Oh my God,” she cried out beneath her hand. “OH MY GOD!”

“I want to eat this pussy,” Iesha said, moving her fist faster inside of the younger woman. “But not now. Not yet. Not until I can get you in a room and on a bed where I can spread you wide open and put my face in it.”

A roaring orgasm was building. Zuri fought like hell to hold it at bay but it was gearing up fast. The way Iesha was touching her, talking to her… And when Iesha stood up and started sucking her titties while fisting her, she knew she was fucked. But then…

There was a heavy, hard pounding on the locked central door, followed by aggressive twisting and turning of the door.
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“IESHA! IESHA ARE YOU IN THERE!”

Both Iesha and Zuri froze at once.

“IESHA!”

“Goddamnit!” Iesha angrily whispered. It was her wife. It was her goddamn messy, irritating, insecure, assless and flat-chested wife.

There was more heavy pounding and twisting at the knob. Thank God the main door locked from the inside or they would’ve really been fucked.

“IESHA!”

A deep, angry frown marked Iesha’s mature face. She looked at Zuri and put her finger to her lips. Afraid, Zuri nodded. Carefully, Iesha removed her fist from Zuri’s gushing wet pussy and stepped away from her. She flushed the toilet and almost stomped to the sink.

“I’m coming,” she gruffly called.

Zuri quietly closed the bathroom stall and pulled her dress down. She removed her shoes and held them in her hands; then stepped up on the toilet seat, squatting.

A few seconds later, Iesha unlocked the door and opened it. Her wife was on the other side, looking frazzled and annoyed.

“What the fuck do you want?” Iesha viciously asked.

“What were you doing?”

“I was taking a shit Rose.”

“Do you have someone in there with you?” She tried to go inside, but Iesha bumped her back with her chest.

“No.”

“Let me see.”

“What the fuck is wrong with you? I said no.”

“I heard noises.”

“You didn’t hear shit.”

“Let me see.” She tried to go in again, and Iesha grabbed her by the arms, pushing her against the opposite wall. She knew she may be in view of some of her employees, but she didn’t give a shit at that moment.

“You’re skating on thin ice with me Rose,” she ominously warned.

“I know you’re cheating on me again,” Rose pitifully whined. “I know it.”

“You’re imagining things. You’re letting your imagination run away from you. Again.”

“I’m not crazy, and I’m not stupid. Where is she huh? Where is that girl?”

“What girl Rose?”

“The one with the titties and all that ass. The light-skinned one. That’s just your type, right? Where is she?”
 

“That girl left hours ago.”

“No, she didn’t. Her car is still outside.”

“How do you know what her car looks like?”

“I – “

“Have you been spying on my employees Rose?” Iesha irritably shook her head and gripped her wife’s arm, headed for the exit of the office. “That’s it. I’ve had it.”

“Wait. Wait. I know she’s in there Iesha! I know you were with her!”

She continued screaming all the way out the door, unfazed by her wife’s gawking employees.

“I know you’re fucking her!”

Across the building, Zuri emerged from the bathroom stall on shaky legs and walked to the sink, leaving her discarded panties on the floor. She put on her heels and stood staring at herself, playing with her hair.

“That was a close call,” she quietly said.

She had been in a situation where a wife caught her and one of her sugar daddies, with his face literally buried between her legs in a car his wife owned. In their garage! And she was stark naked, while he was fully dressed. His wife went into a murderous rage. If it hadn’t been for her lover, the wife would’ve shot her with the gun she held in her hand. One would think that would’ve been enough to scare Zuri away from matrimonial entanglements but a quitter she was not. She just moved on to the next one.

And now there was Iesha and her unhinged Rose…

Despite her discomfort with the drama that had unfolded, Zuri smiled at her reflection in the mirror.

“You and this body girl,” she giggled. “Always getting you into trouble. And it’s so much goddamn fun.”

It was hours later when Zuri’s phone rang. It was almost midnight and she assumed it was her married lover calling for a nightcap. But it wasn’t.

“Hi,” came the masculine sounding voice on the other end.

Goosebumps prickled up on her skin at the sound of her boss’ voice.

“HI,” she shyly said, sitting on her bed and crossing her legs.

There was a long, uncomfortable pause.

“I’m sorry about earlier.”

“It’s okay. I’ve been there before.”

“Somehow that doesn’t surprise me.”

“Well, married people love me.”

“Everyone loves your pretty ass.”

Zuri deliciously smiled.

“I want to finish what I started. But this time, I want to eat it.”

Zuri’s breath caught in her throat. She slowly exhaled and played with the opening of her silk pink robe. “I want you to eat it too.”

“Come to my house.”

Zuri felt as though her throat was closing. She wasn’t nervous; it was the thought alone that was excruciatingly hot.

“But… isn’t your wife there?”

“Yes.”

Zuri frowned. “Then how…?”

“You can come when she falls asleep.”

Zuri’s adrenaline kicked into high gear. “Well, how late will that be?”

“Not long. She took her anxiety meds, so she’ll be out before long.”

Zuri nervously laughed. “You’re crazy.”

“That I am. And nothing is driving me crazier than the thought of eating that juicy pussy while my wife is in the house… Clueless.”

Zuri struggled to swallow. Damn. Why did the idea of her boss eating her out with her wife home make her so excited? The thrill of getting caught was always appetizing. Doing something you shouldn’t. With someone you shouldn’t be doing it with… Forbidden sex was always better. Always.

“I… guess I could.”

“About… 12:30? Is that too late?”

“No. I’ll still be up.” How could she sleep when she was crazy excited? “What’s your address?”

Three hours later, Zuri was standing at the door of the house her shared with her spouse. She tightened the belt on the trench coat she was wearing and sent Iesha a text.

Here

Iesha opened the door almost immediately. Her eyes brightened with lust at the sight of Zuri standing on her porch. She looked her over and shook her head, licking her lips.

“You have anything on under that coat?”

Zuri teasingly smiled. “Only panties.”

“Get your ass in here.”

She grabbed Zuri by the arm and yanked her inside. She closed the door and took Zuri in her arms, kissing her heatedly. Zuri closed her eyes, moaning desperately.

“Damn baby,” Iesha started, breaking their kiss minutes later. “I’ve been thinking all night about what I want to do to you and how I’m going to do it. What kind of sounds you’ll make... How wet I can make this pussy…” She put her hand to Zuri’s soaked panties and squeezed. “Look at you. Beyond wet already. It drives me crazy how wet your pussy gets.”

She squeezed Zuri in an inescapable embrace and kissed her again, madly. She then placed soft kisses all over the younger woman’s neck. She inhaled deeply and groaned. “My God, you smell delicious.”

“I wanted to smell good for you,” was Zuri’s shaky reply.

“And your pussy smells even sweeter.” She nuzzled her nose between Zuri’s huge melons.

“Oh Iesha…”
 

Iesha peeled back the top half of Zuri’s trench coat and almost chocked on the gasp of delight lodged in her throat. She gaped at the girl’s perfect breasts, her breathing harsh and labored.

“I could just look at you all day baby. You’re so goddam perfect. And she…” She looked up at the ceiling and rolled her eyes. “She’s just not. And she’s not you.”

Zuri followed her eyes. “She’s upstairs?”

“Yep. Snoring and dead to the world.”

“Where are you going to have me?”

Iesha looked at her with dangerous, narrowed eyes. “Any goddamn place I want to. Starting there.”

She pointed to a leather L-shaped couch in the living-room. Kissing Zuri again, she backed her towards the coach, untying her coat. She yanked it off of her body and tossed it to the floor.

“Just stand here for a minute and let me look at you.”

Zuri was anything but awkward at this point. She wanted this woman’s hands and mouth on her something awful. She felt impatient and greedy. She wanted to push her down and mount her face. But she behaved.

Iesha shook her head in wonder. “All my dirty fantasies come to life. You’re just right for me baby.”

She began slowly and teasingly running her hands all over Zuri’s body, using her fingers to sensuously tickle and tiptoe.

“Why did you wear panties?” she growled, caressing them with her palm.

Zuri watched her hand in a trance. “I like having them taken off.”

Iesha huskily chuckled. “I love taking them off.”

Suddenly, a horrifying thought dawned on Zuri. Her eyes stretched in horror. “Oh shit! I think I left my panties on the floor in the office in the bathroom.”

Iesha smirked. “Well, if they didn’t know I was getting this pussy before, they certainly know now.”

“I should be embarrassed, but I’m not.”

“Because you’re diabolical. Like me.”

She put her thumbs in both sides of the thin G-string panties and slowly pulled them down, following them with her eyes. Zuri stepped out of them and kicked them to the side. She sighed through gritted teeth as Iesha began playing with her pussy hair.

“I love this,” she rasped. “She doesn’t have any hair down there and her pussy is so ugly.”

“Are you going to talk about ‘she’ all night?” Zuri irritably asked, raising an eyebrow.

Iesha slyly smiled. “No. I just want you to know there’s no comparison.”

“I don’t need reassurance. And I already know that.”

“And I like what I like and want what I want. And you have all of it.”

“I know that too.”

Still playing with her hairs, Iesha stared into her eyes and leaned forward, sticking her tongue in her mouth. Their eyes held as their tongues teased one another.

“Kiss me,” Iesha pleaded.

Passion soared through Zuri’s entire body as their lips merged in a perfect union. Kissing Iesha was perfect and effortless. Almost romantic. If she believed in that kind of thing. She couldn’t allow her mind to go there. This was an affair. The chick was married to a crazy woman and too damn old for her. But when it came to sex… Who cared? That was icing on the forbidden cake.

“I love kissing you,” Iesha sighed as if reading her mind. “I could literally kiss you all night. But there’s other matters to get to first.”

She placed her hands to Zuri’s heaving, billowy breasts and began expertly caressing and fondling them.

“Yes,” Zuri sighed.

“You like the way I touch you, don’t you?”

“I love it Iesha.”
 

“Call me Boss.”

“I love you touching me Boss.”

“Tell me what you want me to do to these big titties?”

“Put your mouth on them Boss. Suck my titties. Suck them nasty.”

“Hell yeah.”
 

Iesha bunched them together and went in like a woman on a mission to destroy. Zuri stared down at her in amazement. This woman was the most amazing lover. Iesha’s tongue danced over her nipples; her lips sucked on her super large areolas; her hands squeezed them and moved them in and out of her mouth.

“Oh God Iesha.”

“Mmmmmmmmm…”

Iesha’s hands drifted down to Zuri’s large, plump ass. She slapped her cheeks hard and jiggled them up and down as she continued inhaling her melons.

“Yes! Yes!” Zuri screeched.

Iesha moved her hand to Zuri’s pussy and spread her lips open. She ran her thumb around her clit in slow, agonizing circles.

“Oh my God, that feels so good Boss.”

Iesha backed Zuri to the sofa and turned her around, bending her over.

“Look at that goddamn ass. Fat as shit!”

She slapped her ass on the sides and jiggled them up and down again, watching. Fascinated. Unhinged. She gripped her ass at the top and kept moving the heavy cheeks up and down. “I’m going to destroy your tender, young pussy while my wife is upstairs angel,” she glowered.

Zuri’s fingers curled in the cushions. “Yes.”

“I love the way your pussy looks from the back. You got a fat ass pussy baby.” She put her fingers on either side of her pussy and held them up, admiring the width. “Damn that’s a fat pussy.”

Iesha pushed Zuri’s chest down further into the couch, which hiked her ass up more and gave her a better view of her pussy. She spread her employee’s pussy lips with one hand and ran a finger from her free hand up and down her slit, slowly.

“Mmmmm,” Zuri moaned, licking her lips.

Squish, squish, squish, squish, squish, went Zuri’s pussy with each stroke.

“Damn, this pussy is super wet,” Iesha said, biting her bottom lip. “Look at that shit.”

Zuri’s voice shook as she spoke. “You’re making it that way.”

Squish, squish, squish, squish… Slush… Slush…

“These sounds are making me crazy,” Iesha feverishly whispered. She leaned forward and began licking and kissing all over Zuri’s chubby ass, moaning crazily as she did. “So goddamn sexy.”

Zuri spread her legs further apart.

“Yeah, that’s good baby girl. Spread them ass cheeks for me so I can eat that ass.”

Zuri’s face pressed into the cool leather as she reached back with both hands to open her ass for her older lover.

“Yeah, like that baby. Mmmm.” Iesha stuck her long tongue out and began licking Zuri’s crack.

“Sssssssss,” Zuri hissed, closing her eyes.

Iesha continued working her finger in and out of the girl’s squishy pussy as she licked her ass. She began eating it, using her tongue and lips to feast.

“Oh my God Iesha.”

“Uh-huh. You like that?”

“Yes baby. Yes.”

Iesha inserted another finger and moved both faster.

“Hah! Hah! Ah! Ah, yes!”

Iesha’s pressed her face deep in the caverns of Zuri’s ass, almost suffocating herself. “Nom, nom, nom, nom,” she obnoxiously munched. “Nom, nom, nom.” She furiously shook her head back and forth.

“Ah! Ah!”

The old boss momentarily stopped fingering the gushy pussy to hold both sides of her ass while she continued eating. Zuri was beginning to find it hard to be still and hold her cheeks. She stifled a scream when Iesha dragged her tongue down to her pussy; then moved it back to her ass crack. She did this for minutes, driving Zuri mad.

“Iesha, you are so good at this baby. So good.”

Iesha put one of Zuri’s feet up on the couch and opened her ass wider. Her licks, sucks, and kisses grew wilder.

“Iesha!”

Iesha inserted another finger and Zuri’s eyes shot open. She stared at the eggshell colored wall in front of her in shock, breathing hard. Drool drifted down the side of her mouth. Nothing in her life had ever felt this good.

“Mmmm, let me eat that pussy. If I don’t eat it, I’m going to lose my mind.”

Iesha clasped her hands together at the top of Zuri’s ass and dove into her pussy, loudly eating.

“Huh!” Zuri screamed. “Huh! Ahhhh! Ah! Hah! Hah! Eat me Boss, eat me! Yes!”

“Ummmmmm,” Iesha exclaimed, swirling her tongue. She sucked hard on Zuri’s juicy pussy; then swirled her tongue again. She fucked her hole, yanking her head.

“Oh my God, what are you doing to me Iesha? Holy shit!”

Iesha reached up to fondle Zuri’s extra-large titties.

“Oh my God, I’m going to cum. I’m going to cummmmm…”

“Cum right on my tongue baby. Cum for me. Cum for Mama.”
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Zuri erupted, screaming like a banshee. Iesha laughed with delight as her delectable juices squirted in her mouth. “Yes bitch! Hell yeah!”

“I’m sorry,” Zuri gulped, covering her mouth. “I get kind of loud.”

“And I like that.”

“I hope I didn’t wake her.”

“Trust me, you didn’t. Those pills could put an elephant in a coma.”

Iesha turned around and sat on her ass. She pulled Zuri’s pussy down to her mouth and began eating and licking her again. Zuri gripped the cushions and bounced up and down, twerking like an expert.

“That’s right youngin’,” Iesha growled. “Give it to me. Feed me that pussy.”

“Oh, I knew you’d be good Boss. I knew you’d know how to eat my pussy. I’ve been fantasizing about you doing this to me. Fantasizing…”

“I think about eating this pussy all the time baby…”

“Kiss it. Yes, like that. Swirl your tongue. Suck it. Suck it hard. Let me know how good I taste…”

“I love your pussy Zuri.” Iesha squeezed her ass around Zuri’s hips. “I love this pussy!”

“Eat it Mommy. Goddamnit, eat it. Eat it. Don’t you stop. Don’t you dare stop. Please. Pretty please. Oh, please! Please!”

Zuri worked her ass up and down. She looked down and held the top of her pussy so she could watch her older female boss eating her. Damn. Women were the best at eating pussy, hands down.

“That looks so good Mommy. Holy fuck, that looks good. Eat it. Eat it. Don’t stop. Keep going baby. Eat it like you hate it. OH GOD! OH GOD OH GOD!”

SLURP, SLURP, SLURP, SLURP, SLURP, SLURP, SLURP, SLURP, went Iesha’s tongue and lips in an angry fashion.

This orgasm was so strong and intense it hurt. Zuri collapsed against the couch, still weakly humping her middle-aged boss’ face.

They soon made their way to one of the upstairs bedrooms. Zuri lay on her back spread-eagled with her hands threaded in Iesha’s impeccable lochs. Iesha was French kissing her pussy like she was kissing her mouth, just completely consumed with her taste. Her eyes were closed, savoring her. Zuri was well aware of the fact that Iesha’s crazy wife was directly across the hall in their bedroom, sleeping hard and snoring away. Iesha had disrespectfully made a point of opening the door and showing her lovelorn wife sprawled out on the bed, snoring like a man with her mouth open and wearing a long, cotton nightgown.

“No one sleeps that hard,” Zuri had deadpanned, staring at the older woman with an odd mixture of pity and humor.

“Oh no?” Iesha said, slamming the wall hard multiple times with her hand. Rose didn’t rouse from her slumber once. “See?” Placing the nail further in the coffin of infidelity, she had then leaned towards Zuri and gave her a long, wet kiss. Instead of retreating, Zuri had engaged, immensely turned on by it all.

“You know what would be really sexy?” Zuri began with a wicked smile.

“What?”

“If you ate my pussy in here.”

Iesha raised her eyebrows. “In here? With her in the room?”

“Sure. Why not?” Zuri rubbed her titties against Iesha’s generous chest. “Doesn’t the thought of it turn you on?”

Iesha leaned down to Zuri’s melons and hungrily sucked them. “Maybe later.”

“Awwww.”

“You are a naughty girl, and I love that.”

Zuri grabbed the back of Iesha’s head and rubbed her titties back and forth against her face. “I love that you’re a nasty grown-ass woman who don’t give a fuck.”

“Let’s go in the room across the hall so I can finish destroying this pussy,” she slurred, placing her hand against Zuri’s panties. Zuri had dared to come up the stairs in only her panties. Her coat and shoes were still downstairs on the floor. They were truly playing Russian roulette with this shit.

Zuri simply turned and walked to the room across the hall. She turned her head back to give Iesha a sexy, come-hither smile, and her boss immediately shut the door to her bedroom and sprinted across the hall. She shut and locked the door and embraced Zuri from the back.

“I love how beautiful and willing you are,” she said.

Zuri simply smiled again and leaned forward, pulling off her panties. She climbed on the bed and turned to lay on her back. She butterflied her legs out and stroked her bush. “Come and get this pussy Boss.”

**********

“UHHHHHHHHHH!” Zuri cried out, arching and winding her pussy against Iesha’s drenched face.

“MMMMM-HMMMMM!” Iesha encouraged her, swirling her head and tongue. She covered the top of Zuri’s pussy with her hand and swirled her head faster, eating soundly.

“Oh my God!”

“This some good ass pussy!” Iesha mumbled with her face deep inside of her.

Zuri’s body exploded, and she screamed several times, nonstop.

Iesha slapped her hard on the ass each time she screamed, drawing more small quakes of ‘gasms out of her. “Sit on my face,” she growled, turning to lay on her back. “Sit that goddamn pussy on my face and bounce.”

Weak but determined, Zuri rolled over and mounted the old lady’s face in a split.

“Oh my God, yes,” Iesha said, grabbing her ass.

Zuri placed her hands on the bed for balance and twerked and bounced up and down on Iesha’s face. Iesha smacked her ass and massaged it hard, eating her wildly, the sounds of Zuri’s juices and slurping and smacking swallowing the room. Zuri bounced faster and Iesha put her head up, pressing her face deeper in Zuri’s sweet pussy.

“Baby, you are too fucking good to be true,” she sighed.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Eat my pussy Boss. Eat my pussy. EAT THAT PUSSY!”

“I’m eating this shit baby girl. Damn. You have no idea how good this pussy is. How amazing it smells. How it tastes… How it feels…”

“I’m so glad I decided to give you this pussy Boss. I’m sooooo glad. Oh my God, you are amazing with that tongue… Those fingers…”

Iesha placed three fingers inside of her and sucked on her clit. Her eyes locked in on Zuri’s bouncing titties and she lost it, coming hard. Her hips bucked and thrashed against the bed as the spasms rocketed through her lower region, seeming to multiply several times.

“Oh my God baby!” she whimpered, squeezing Zuri’s ass hard. “Oh baby I love your pussy, I love it so much.” She kissed all over Zuri’s pussy and tongued her hairs. “I love this pussy,” she passionately whispered.

Zuri’s ego was in overdrive. She had made her boss come just from eating her pussy. Now that was power. The power of the P indeed.

“You gonna let me keep eating this pussy baby?” she quietly asked Zuri.

“Yes Mommy.”

“You gone keep giving me this pussy?”

Zuri bounced her pussy against her boss’ face with youthful enthusiasm. “Yes, Mommy yes! Yes! YES!”

Moments later, Iesha was flawlessly fucking Zuri’s naughty wet pussy with a dildo while Zuri held her pussy lips open and her legs up in the air. Iesha watched the dildo going in and out of her younger lover with an almost wild obsession. She loved Zuri’s pussy and the never-ending endurance it seemed to inhabit. It never got tired, never got dry, and never stopped cumming. The girl was so wet her pussy hair was soaked. And so was the bed.

“I’m crazy about this pussy baby,” she spoke her thoughts out loud. “I love your pussy.” She began moving the dildo harder and faster and Zuri started screaming. “This is my pussy,” she grunted in a rage-filled voice. “My pussy!”

Zuri erupted so hard over those words.

Time seemed to stand still when Iesha pounded her pussy with her strap-on. Her boss moved with the youthfulness of a young stud on Viagra, not missing a beat or fucking up her rhythm once. She leaned over the side of Zuri with her hands on the bed, thrusting from a side angle. Zuri never imagined a fake dick could feel as good as a real one, but the way Iesha fucked made her forget it wasn’t. They both watched as the jet black 9-inch schlong moved in and out of Zuri’s heavenly pussy. Zuri held on to her lover’s hips, matching her thrust for thrust.

She threw her head back in ecstasy; then put her head up to look at it again.

“Fuck me,” she quietly whispered. “Fuck me Mommy. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck this pussy.” Her lips kept moving in a silent ‘fuck me’ as Iesha granted her wish again and again.

Naughty knows no bounds. Almost an hour later, Zuri was on her hands and knees on the floor in Iesha and her Rose’s bedroom. She was beside the bed, facing Rose while Iesha held her ass cheeks open and viciously ate her pussy from the back. She didn’t mute her moans of sinful pleasure and neither did Iesha. Their sounds almost drowned out Rose’s snoring. Zuri kept her eyes on her the whole time, overcome with the wicked thrill of Iesha eating her pussy in front of her wife without her knowing. And the poor woman didn’t wake up once.

The sun was on the morning rise when Iesha finally allowed Zuri to leave. She somberly watched her get dressed; then walked her to the front door to say goodbye. The stood in the doorway for minutes, kissing slowly while they tightly held one another. Zuri wasn’t wearing her panties. She had given them to Iesha for a memento, and she could feel her juices running down her inner thighs. Damn this old broad turned her on so much.

“This isn’t the end,” Iesha grumbled, when they finally came up for air.

Zuri coquettishly smiled. “I know it’s not.”

“I want more.”

“I want to give you more.”

“Whoever else is in the picture, you need to tell them it’s over,” she firmly demanded. She seriously looked at her. “I mean it. No one else should have access to this good ass pussy and these big ass titties but me.” She firmly caressed Zuri’s plump behind. “And this fat ass.”

Zuri inwardly sighed. That was going to be hard. She appreciated the gifts her married lover gave her, and Lord knows he had grade A dick. Iesha’s strap-on was nice but the real thing was out of this world. She was going to keep seeing him. Iesha didn’t have to know. After all, the bitch was married.

“Okay,” she sweetly lied.

Iesha stared deep into her eyes and ran her tongue in and out of Zuri’s mouth. She lifted her coat and grabbed her pussy.

“Ummmmm,” Zuri said, with her eyes rolling back.

Iesha French-kissed her deeply while she fondled her pussy.

“Boss,” Zuri sighed.

“I want some more. I want to eat this pussy.”

“I do too, but we both have to be at work in four hours, and I do need to go home and shower and change.”

Iesha kept stroking her pussy. “I’m going to eat your pussy at work too. During lunch and after work. In my office, in the bathroom… in the supply closet…”

“Mmmm. That sounds so sexy and delicious.”

“Don’t it though?” Iesha kissed her again. She regretfully let go of Zuri’s pussy and pulled her coat back down. “I’ll see you in a few hours.”

“Yes, you will.” Zuni gave her a coy wink and headed for her car. “Oh,” she said, stopping suddenly and turning back. “What about her?” She pointed toward an upstairs window.

“What about her? She’s not stopping shit.”

“Make sure her crazy ass doesn’t get anywhere near me.”

“You don’t have to worry about that. I got it.” Iesha playfully wiggled her eyebrows. “Then again, the more I eat that pussy; the more I’m going to want. That’s pussy’s good enough to make me want to leave that crazy broad.”

Just the idea scared the shit out of Zuri. “Oh no. And ruin the fun of cheating? You’ll be bored as hell.”

Iesha playfully looked at her. “I will.”

Zuri seriously stared back at her. This woman might end up being a stalker problem one day. She better tread carefully. Then again, playing it safe was boring as hell too. She’d deal with the consequences later. If they came.

“No, you go on and stay married. Sneaking around is hella fun.”

“So is exclusivity if the sex is off the chain.”

Zuri doubtfully looked at her. She carelessly shrugged and turned to go back to her car.

“Damn, I love watching that ass bounce.”

Zuri grinned and opened her car door. “I know.” She slid inside.

“Hey Zuri!”

Zuri stuck her head outside her window.

“Make sure you’re not wearing panties when you come to work today.”

Zuri heartily laughed. “I’m five steps ahead of you boss.”

“I’m going to tear that pussy up!”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

Zuri waved to Iesha and drove off, chuckling at one of Iesha’s neighbors watching them across the street with her beady eyes narrowed in judgment. Zuri hoped she didn’t blab for Iesha’s sake.

Zuri realized she was playing a dangerous game indeed messing around with her thirty years plus older boss, who was also married and obsessed with her pussy. But she hadn’t gotten what she wanted in life by playing it safe. And she sure as hell wasn’t going to start now.
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