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In a state of complete surprise, I reactively pushed Rhiannon off me, her lips peeling away from my own as I put some distance between us on the couch. “Rhi! What the fuck are you doing?!” I asked, my face creased in shock and confusion at my best friend trying to kiss me out of the blue.

“What? What’s wrong with it?” she asked, as if we made out all the time and I was the one being weird.

“We’re not lesbians, Rhi. We’re best friends. We don’t do that,” I said, perplexed by her nonchalant attitude.

“Shauna, we’ve known each other since middle school. We’ve been through so much together. Done so much together. Why not give each other pleasure as well?”

“I find myself saying once again: we’re not lesbians,” I said, my voice resolute.

“Maybe I am,” my best friend shrugged her shoulders.

“Rhi, you know I know how many men you’ve been with. Two weeks ago at the frat party you took home Derek and fucked his brains out. I know you did!” I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my friend’s mouth. She’d never mentioned any kind of attraction to women before, or any desire to experiment when we got to college. Her sudden apparent lesbian turning was completely out of left field.

“Well, I’ve found out lesbian sex is a whole lot better than sex with slobbering frat boys. If you’d stop being such a prude and let yourself experience it you’d see what I mean. Then you’d be eating pussy all over campus. You just have to give in.”

“Rhi! I can’t believe you’re talking like this. Where is this all coming from?”

There was a pause, as my undeniably pretty friend stared at me in the eyes, her lips curling into a coy smile as if she knew something juicy that I didn’t. I looked back at her with the look of bewilderment still painted on my face. I threw my hands up in the air as if to say ‘Well?’

“Okay. There’s this video I stumbled upon on the internet. It just sort of… opened my mind up to the possibility, I guess? And then when I eventually tried it I was so glad I did. It’s changed everything for me.”

“Wait, so you’ve already had lesbian sex with someone?”

“Mhmm,” she nodded, her eyes lighting up as the memory flashed across her mind.

“With who!?” I asked. Rhi and I had spent many nights regaling each other with tales of men we’d fucked, but there had never been another woman.

She pursed her lips tightly shut, refusing to say, but an uncontrollable giggle broke the seal. I laughed at her, the shock of her trying to kiss me fading away as it was replaced by my shock at seeing Rhiannon act that way. I’d never seen her like that before.

“Look, if you want to know more, just watch the video,” she said as she picked up her phone and started typing something, before my own phone dinged with a notification. “There, I’ve just sent it to you. Check it out if you want your life to change forever and experience the most insane pleasure you could never have imagined.”

“Rhiannon, look, I love you, but nothing romantic is ever going to happen between us.”

“Who said anything about romance?” she asked with a cheeky grin as she got up from the couch and collected her purse. “I’m talking about sexual.”

“Or sexual!” I reiterated, shaking my head at my best friend as she walked out of my apartment.

“Just watch the video!” she called out as the door swung closed behind her.

I sat there in stunned silence for a moment, touching my fingertips to my lips where the taste of my best friend still lingered. I couldn’t believe she tried to kiss me. I unlocked my phone and looked at my chat with Rhi, the blue link of the video she was talking about sitting there.

“Not gonna happen,” I said to no one before locking my phone and tossing it aside. I was completely, totally, one hundred percent straight, with no interest in doing anything sexual with another girl. No video could change that.

✦✦✦

I laid awake in bed that night, tossing and turning and unable to get the thought of what Rhi did out of my head. It was just so completely unexpected. The two of us had been so close ever since we were kids, and we’d never done anything like that. We’d never drunkenly kissed for attention at a party. We’d seen each other in our underwear all the time, but I’d never looked at her in that way, and I’d never sensed her looking at me that way either.

What could have compelled her to risk our friendship by kissing me?

I was plagued by the question as the hours ticked by in darkness. What made it all the more torturous is that I knew there was at least part of the answer in the video she’d sent to me. That was the video that apparently opened up her mind to lesbianism and changed her whole sexual identity. I knew that if I watched it I would glean some insight into her reasons for doing what she did.

Part of me was scared though. I don’t know why. I was so confident in my heterosexuality, and yet, I was hesitant to have it challenged by whatever was on that video. Perhaps I wasn’t as confident as I thought.

Unable to take it anymore, I took my phone off charge and squinted at the screen as my eyes adjusted. I stared at the link Rhi had sent me for a second, hesitating, deciding if I really wanted to know. I could have just forgiven my friend for her sexual advances and pretend like it never happened. In the end though, I couldn’t. I needed to be able to sleep. I pressed the link.

The video opened up and started playing. At first it was just a woman standing against a perfectly white background. Even without a point of reference she looked tall, her above-shoulder-length platinum hair slicked back, her sharp facial features accentuated by smokey eyeshadow and blood red lipstick. She looked like the perfect specimen of a woman, thin but with wide hips and heavy breasts, with a clearly visible jawline, collarbones and ribcage, her body toned without being muscly. She was standing in what looked like leather underwear, and very skimpy underwear at that, her full breasts mostly on show and the straps of her panties riding high up on her hips, coming down into a V that only just concealed her private area.

I wasn’t taken aback by her scantily clad appearance, I saw plenty of practically naked women on my socials every day. What did take me back though was her eyes. They glowed red, as if there was fire behind them. I’d never seen eyes that color before. She must have been wearing contact lenses and yet in my head, I somehow just knew that she wasn’t.

She smiled wickedly into the camera and started running her hands all over her body, sliding them down her sides, over her ribs and feminine hips, up the insides of her toned thighs and her flat stomach, giving her breasts a slight squeeze. “So, you’ve gone your whole life thinking you’re perfectly straight,” she spoke with a wet, seductive voice. “But I can assure you, you’re just one mind-bending orgasm given to you by the tongue of another woman away from realizing there’s a little lesbian inside you, just begging to be let out.”

“Really?” I said to myself, unimpressed. This was the video that inspired my straight friend to go out and find a girl to experiment with?

She leaned forward and pursed her plump, red lips into a kiss before my phone screen seemed to glitch for a split second, with the image distorting and bars appearing. As it returned to normal, the blonde woman stood there completely naked. She had the tip of one finger in her mouth while she looked downwards at her other hand, one of her fingers sliding through the lips of her slit, her pussy completely hairless. My eyes bugged out at the sudden nudity, and instinctively my thumb moved to the back button on my phone, but I stopped myself. I didn’t have any answers yet as to why Rhi tried to kiss me, and I could tolerate seeing a naked woman, especially one as envy-inducing as this one.

On my phone screen, the woman looked up at the camera with half-closed eyes, and it felt as if she was looking straight at me, like she was in the room and making intense eye contact. “My name’s Samara, and I can make you feel soooo good.”

The moment she finished her sentence my phone seemed to glitch again, and a series of clips barely longer than a second each flashed on screen. First was Samara tearing open the buttoned shirt of some woman in a bathroom, exposing her breasts as the stranger threw her head back in ecstasy. Then it was a woman in what appeared to be a library, her skirt bunched up around her waist with Samara behind her, sucking on her neck while her hand rolled around inside the woman’s panties, the woman quivering as the fabric suddenly became soaked by an orgasm.

The third clip was what really threw me though. The mysterious Samara was laid flat on her stomach, her smiling face visible and once again looking at me straight in the eyes. I could see over her shoulder and what I saw was the face of a girl crammed into her butt, and it was a face I would recognize anywhere. Rhiannon’s tongue licked the silver-haired beauty’s asshole while she moaned with delight.

“You’re not as straight as you think you are, Shauna,” Samara said, her lips grinning while she was rimmed by my best friend.

“Oh my god!” I squealed as I hit the back button on my phone and tossed it away as if it was infected. She’d just said my name! And even crazier than the knowledge that Rhi licked a girl's butt was the fact that she’d let herself be filmed doing it! “What the fuck did I just watch?” I breathed, completely in shock at what I’d just witnessed.

I tried my best to get to sleep again, but the video had only made things worse. I just kept tossing and turning more, my mind boggled at what I’d just seen my best friend do. As the minutes trickled into more hours, and I lay there unable to get the images of lesbian sex I’d seen out of my head, I was surprised to find feelings of horniness creeping in. My pussy glowed in my sleep shorts, wanting to be touched.

“Well, maybe it’ll help me sleep,” I said to myself, hoping an orgasm might wear me out enough to finally rest. I reached into my bedside drawer and found my favorite vibrator, putting my hand into my shorts and finding my clit with the buzzing toy.

I thought back to my Europe trip with Rhi, thought back to the best sex of my life with an Italian stallion in a hotel room on the Amalfi coast. I smiled as I thought about my tits pressing up against his muscular chest, his strong hands exploring my body, lifting me up off the floor. As I masturbated though, thoughts of Samara kept creeping in. I grimaced as images of the platinum haired beauty’s body flashed across my mind. I tried to keep thinking back to my steamy fun in Italy but every time the pleasure built in my pussy my mind would revert back to the feminine babe with fiery red eyes.

I saw that girl’s panties dripping with cum in the library while Samara kissed her neck. I saw the girl in the bathroom, her tits bouncing out of her top when Samara ripped it open. The pleasure inside me rose and rose, my orgasm nearing despite my best efforts not to get turned on by such thoughts.

I couldn’t stop myself though. I was powerless to help it. My legs squeezed shut and I squealed as I came to the thought of my best friend eating Samara’s butt. My whole body tensed in ecstasy as I pictured it, the vibrator buzzing against my swollen clit while cum leaked out of my pussy.

As my orgasm died down and my body untensed, I turned the vibe off and breathed heavily as I caught my breath, not used to such an intense orgasm from masturbation. Finally feeling at peace, I fell asleep there and then with my hand still stuffed down my shorts.

✦✦✦

The next few days were strange to say the least. I tried to get the thoughts of the mysterious Samara out of my head, but I kept seeing her everywhere I went. I would see the naked woman standing behind me in my bathroom mirror but when I turned no one would be standing there. As I mindlessly scrolled through my socials I would see her posing nude on a post but when I scrolled back up to see it, there was nothing but travel photos and puppy videos.

To make things worse, I didn’t speak to Rhi all week. I had a couple of messages from her that I ignored. I was too ashamed and confused by the orgasm I had to the image of her having sex with another woman. We’d never gone this long without speaking to each other, and creepy instances of feeling the presence of Samara following me around was something I’d normally be desperate to discuss with her. Part of me resented my best friend for even sending me the cursed video in the first place.

To make things even worse, I wasn’t able to masturbate all week. Every time I tried, I couldn’t stop myself from thinking back to what I saw on that video. Too afraid to cum to the thought of lesbian sex again, I would return my vibrator to my drawer, and eventually fall asleep frustrated and dissatisfied. My pent up sexual frustration became worse and worse as the week went on, especially as I kept seeing Samara’s naked self everywhere I looked.

One night, I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to cum. And I had an idea to prevent myself from thinking about lesbians while I masturbated. I took my laptop to bed and opened up a porn website, quickly finding a video that looked hot and pressing play. It was standard stuff, a woman getting railed by a handsome stud with a big dick. Just the kind of vanilla familiar territory that I needed.

I put my vibrator to work and enjoyed the video. Thoughts of lesbian sex couldn’t creep into my mind if I wasn’t using it. The pair in the video went through the motions, getting naked and going down on each other. The woman bounced on the man’s dick for a while before he threw her off of him and bent her over. He took her from behind and she was loving it. I was too. I wasn’t far off finishing.

That was when the camera panned away from the close-up action over to the woman’s face, only it wasn’t the same woman as before. It was fucking Samara! Her body moved backwards and forwards while she moaned in pleasure, winking at me through the laptop screen. The camera pulled back and the man behind her had been replaced by an attractive looking woman wearing a strap-on and holding Samara’s hips while she plunged the dildo into her.

“You’re not as straight as you think you are, Shauna,” Samara said on the video.

“Oh, for fucks sake!” I grumbled angrily as I slammed the laptop shut and collapsed back onto my bed. There was seemingly no escaping the woman. Either I was losing my mind or this Samara chick had supernatural powers, because it made no sense how I kept seeing her everywhere.

Before I knew it, the days became a week, and all my pent up sexual frustration was rolling around inside me, plaguing my mind every second of every day, not letting me forget it was there. Having sex was all I thought about, and whenever I thought about having sex, I inevitably started thinking about lesbian sex. It was tortuous.

On my seventh sleepless night in a row, I decided to change tact. I’d had enough, I needed there to be some kind of answer for why I couldn’t stop thinking about lesbian sex. In a huff, I threw my bed sheets off myself, grabbed my phone and walked out to the small living room of my apartment.

I turned on the TV and streamed my phone to it. If I felt the need to touch myself to whatever I was going to see, then I wanted both hands free to do so. I opened up my message thread with Rhiannon; a couple of unanswered messages from her with the blue link sitting above them. I hesitated as my thumb hovered above the link. My heart was beating faster in my chest. I was afraid of what I would discover if I pressed it, but knew what awaited me if I didn’t.

I steeled myself and clicked on the link, the video immediately playing on my TV with suspiciously no loading time. The familiar image of the sexy platinum haired woman haunting my thoughts appeared. She stood there against a white background, wearing the same revealing black leather bra and thong that I’d seen her in the last time I watched the video.

“I knew you’d be back,” she said, as if talking directly to me through the TV. “Have you been thinking about me, Shauna?”

I was at the point of accepting Samara was some kind of supernatural entity. It was the only explanation for all the things I’d seen during the week. It was the only way she would be able to speak with me through what should have been a pre-recorded video.

The thought should have terrified me, but it only made the breathtaking beauty all the more exciting. “Yes,” I said so softly, talking to my own TV, so scared and yet thrilled to be speaking to this mysterious woman.

“Have you been thinking of me like this? Or more like this?” She winked and her leather underwear evaporated into thin air, and the sudden image of the completely naked Samara made a curious pulse of arousal emanate from my groin, making me adjust myself on the couch. The sight of a naked woman shouldn’t have aroused me… but she was so hot.

“Like that,” I breathed, my mouth dry and my voice hoarse, my heart beating a little faster again.

Samara giggled, her perfect tits bouncing slightly as she did so. “Just as predictable as your friend. You girls always come back,” she said with her seductive, wet voice. “Once the thought of passionate lesbian sex is in your mind, it’s impossible to get out. It’s like a parasite of sexual curiosity. A wonderful curse for which there is only one cure. You need something, Shauna… and I can give it to you.”

I sat there, my eyes wide and my mouth partly open, completely captivated by the stunning spirit or demon or whatever the fuck she was. My eyes were glued to her naked body as she ran her hands over it while she talked; holding her shoulders and pushing her tits together with her forearms, sliding down her taut stomach and between her legs. My groin felt like it was glowing, like I was sitting in a warm pool of desire.

“I’m coming for you, Shauna, and soon you’ll be cumming for me,” the devilish beauty said as she started walking towards the camera, her tits jiggling with every step as one foot crossed in front of the other.

As she reached the point where her face should have hit the camera lens, she didn’t. Her head came through my TV, followed by her hands as she gripped the bottom of the screen and hoisted herself up. I sat there pinned to the couch as I watched the woman impossibly crawl out of my TV and onto the floor of my living room, my blood running ice cold as my notions of not only my sexuality, but my reality, were challenged by what I was seeing.

Samara got up from the floor, standing tall and naked in the middle of my apartment. She ran her hands through her hair to fix it, the somehow permanently wet looking silvery-white hair slicking back into place. The entity let out a happy sounding puff of air as she smiled down at me. “That’s better,” she said.

I couldn’t speak, I just sat there, arms pinned to my sides, staring up at the magnificent woman, my mouth flapping like a fish as I tried to find words. Samara stalked her way over to me and put one knee into the couch at my side, and then the other, straddling me as she lowered her weight onto my legs. I sat there frozen, in disbelief that a naked woman was sitting on top of me. I could feel the backs of her thighs against the tops of mine, our smooth, hairless skin pressing together. She took my hands from my sides and placed them on her bare hips, and my fingers tingled as if they were touching something electric. It was just her hips, it wasn’t like I was touching her pussy, and yet it felt so intimate. I’d never touched a woman there before. I’d never laid my hands on a naked woman before.

Samara brought herself in closer, her smooth skin sliding along my own, her tits threatening to brush against mine through my t-shirt, her knees squeezing my sides a little. Her face was closer, and I breathed in her feminine scent, the lovely aroma stinging my nostrils fantastically and making my head swim as I absorbed her pheromones. She just kept looking at me seductively while I sat there petrified, too afraid to move a muscle or say a word.

“Can you feel the warmth of my pussy?” Samara asked, and I suddenly became aware of the heat billowing off her snatch. I could feel it even though my sleep shorts and t-shirt.

“Uh-huh,” I responded, nodding my head ever so slightly.

“That’s what seeing a sexy little straight girl turn does to me. You make me so wet, Shauna,” she continued in her sultry voice. “I want to kiss you.”

“Okay,” I managed to get out, my voice trembling.

The supernatural being seemed amused at my nervousness. She brushed my hair over my ears and leant in, squeezing her shoulders together as she held my face and pressed her lips against mine. I closed my eyes and breathed out heavily through my nose onto her cheek, the platinum haired enchantress seemingly sucking the air out of me. A tiny moan voiced in my throat as I felt her plump, soft lips kissing me. My own lips felt hot to her touch, and I pursed them and reciprocated the kiss; my head swimming in hormones, my chest feeling light, and my pussy glowing with warmth.

I could feel her full breasts touching mine through the material of my t-shirt, a new experience for me. Samara peeled her lips away from me and kissed me again, deeper, more passionately. As if sharing one mind, we both opened our mouths and our tongues met in the middle, sliding along each other once before retreating and completing the kiss with the perfect sound. I moaned again, never having felt a tongue or mouth so soft and lovely.

Our mouths clashed again, this time with me pushing my head forward to find the lips of the wonderful woman as I craved more, really getting into it. Her tongue slithered into my mouth again and the pair of them circled each other, the wonderful sweet taste of her lips lingering on mine. My fingers were still on her bare hips and squeezed ever so slightly, imprinting into her delicate skin. I moaned again, a little louder this time, my noise reverberating in my seducer’s mouth.

Samara broke away from my mouth and kissed rapidly down my cheek, turning my head to the side as she made her way to my neck. I opened my eyes and stared into nothingness as her succulent lips pursed on the tender flesh of my neck, causing me to gasp and smile. My arousal was at heights I’d never known before, my pussy practically setting my shorts on fire. Samara’s lips made me so horny that I could feel my inhibitions melting away with each kiss, each gentle suck she gave to me.

It was then that I truly gave into my lesbian desires. As I stared into space and let Samara suck on my neck, I accepted that I wanted her to go further. I craved the gratification of what I’d been denying myself all week. I wanted this. I wanted to experience the full spectrum of pleasure that Samara could offer me. I wanted her to show me her lesbian ways with her wicked mouth.

“Mm, I can taste your pheromones, Shauna,” the platinum-haired entity said wetly. “Your neck is saturated with them.”

“I don’t understand why I’m feeling this way,” I replied, accepting my horniness she was making me feel. I’d never felt an ounce of attraction towards another woman, and yet this one made me so ridiculously turned on. “You just… you’re so sexy… I… have to know…”

“Shhh,” she said soothingly. “You don’t have to worry about that now. Just let me make you feel good.”

“Okay,” I replied softly, feeling like I was going to be well taken care of, trusting this supernatural being to guide me in the ways of sapphic sex.

Samara kissed further down my neck, and her hands moved from my face down to the collar of my t-shirt. She gripped it tightly before I heard a mighty rip, and I let out an excited squeal as I felt my shirt tear down the middle as if it was paper, exposing my breasts to the cool night air. The move seemed to require almost no effort from the impossibly strong supernatural being, who just kept kissing her way down as she pushed the torn t-shirt over my shoulders. I slid my arms through the sleeves and let the ruined garment fall away, making me completely topless and vulnerable to Samara’s tantalizing mouth.

Her kisses made me breathe heavier, my tits heaving each time I inhaled. Wherever her lips went, my skin felt like it burned with pleasure. Her juicy, soft mouth was different to any man’s I’d ever had on my body. She was gentle, yet firm, her face smooth and soft, her lips plump and feminine. I loved having them on my body.

She kissed down my middle, wrapping one arm around my back to make me arch it and push my tits out. Then she made her way to my breasts. Her lovely red lips kissed my pliable flesh, and when her mouth took one of my nipples into it, I sighed and my legs squirmed as I felt pleasure radiating from it. She softly moaned onto my breast as she tugged on my areola, making her lips firm around it and stiffening my nipple. She swirled her tongue around my erect nub before taking it in again, and I loved the feeling of a part of me being in her warm, wet mouth.

“Oh, god,” I sighed as I let my head fall back, my mouth open and my cheeks flushed as the supernatural woman made her way to my other breast to give it the same attention.

While she kissed and sucked at my tender flesh, her free hand came up and cupped my other breast, holding its weight in her palm while her thumb and forefinger tweaked my freshly lubricated nipple. I loved the naughty wet noises of her mouth and tongue pressing against me, my whole chest feeling electrified by her, my nerves firing to her touch and making my shoulder blades squeeze together, pushing my tits out and offering more of me to her. I was completely lost in lust by that point, breathing heavily with occasional sighs of pleasure as I let my body be taken by the paranormal lesbian.

Samara headed further south, leaving my exposed tits glistening in the artificial white glow of the TV screen. Her knees slid off the couch and onto the floor as she kissed down my stomach, her lips making me flinch when she kissed somewhere ticklish. My breath wavered as she trailed her tongue down my center, sliding over my belly button in the process.

She prodded her nose into my groin, inhibited by my sleep shorts and my sitting position with my knees still together. Just the feeling of her nose pressing into my mons though was enough to cause a pulse of arousal to emanate from my pussy. She divided my legs and gripped my sleep shorts, pulling the fabric of them apart, again with seemingly no effort. She tore open the seam running down the middle of them, destroying the waistband but still leaving my legs in the remnants of the shorts. The tear went all the way down past my pussy, and I lifted my butt off the couch as little as I felt it rip back there as well.

My panties were the only thing shielding my snatch from my supernatural seductress, and there was a dark spot of arousal right over my cunt betraying my supposed heterosexuality. I looked down at Samara, who grinned up at me from the floor with her sultry mouth, raising an eyebrow as she leaned in to inhale my feminine scent off my crotch.

“You smell so turned on, Shauna,” she said with that crazy sexy voice.

“Whatever you’re doing to me, keep doing it,” I replied as I sank down into the couch, sliding my ass along the cushion so that my pussy hung over the edge of it. It was as if I could feel my sexuality being transformed as it happened, and I was powerless to hold onto the straightness I’d clung to for so very long. I wanted to let it go. Samara made me want to.

Samara took her cue, curling her fingers into the gusset of my soaked panties and pulling them to the side to expose my wanting cunt. My lips were so puffy and pink with arousal, my slit slick and my clit swollen. I needed to feel a woman’s tongue on my pussy. I needed Samara to eat me out.

As she licked through my glistening pink for the first time, I drew in a sharp breath and creased my brow as an intense wave of pleasure was sent shooting through my body. The stunning woman licked me again and again, her wicked tongue feeling like no other I’d ever had. She slid herself through my slit, splitting my lips and flicking my horny clit at the top of each lick. I chewed on the tip of one of my fingers as I looked down at her gorgeous face, loving seeing her tongue curl back into her mouth each time she licked me, not used to seeing a woman between my legs but quickly coming to terms with it.

“Holy fuck,” I cooed in between moans as the stunning woman consumed me.

“Mmm, you taste delicious, Shauna,” she responded before pursing her lips around my clit and sucking it into her mouth.

“That feels so good,” I whimpered as she rolled my bean around between her lips. It was almost too good. Like feeling that way shouldn’t be physically possible. And yet, Samara made me feel it.

My panties were pulled to the side, flossing my ass crack as they were stretched to their limit. Samara’s face was pressed right up against my cunt, sealing around it as she swirled her tongue in wide circles around my sensitive flesh, the platinum-haired seductress looking up at me the whole time to see my reactions. I couldn’t get over what she was doing to me. I’d never had my pussy eaten like that before. Her mouth was so thirsty, and so precise in its movements. I loved it so much.

She pressed the flat of her tongue against my clit before suddenly sliding it down and penetrating my hole easily, slipping right in as if it belonged there. She licked my insides, her tongue lashing around inside me and causing me to kegel, choking the base of her organ. She slid even further into me, and I suddenly realized that she was deeper in me than she should be able to go.

I looked down in equal parts pleasure and confusion, the seductive sexpot grinning back at me with her open mouth as her tongue slithered around inside of me, extended supernaturally to fill me up before she pulled it out again, tongue-fucking me in a way that a tongue shouldn’t be able to. I pulled my legs up and held onto the backs of my knees as Samara winked at me, her tongue making me make all kinds of noises I didn’t know I was capable of.

I typically wasn’t the most vocal sexual partner, but the newness and hotness of what Samara was doing to me made me squeal and yelp like a horny dog. “Oh my god, how are you doing that?” I asked rhetorically as I bathed in the pleasure the powerful woman gave me.

Topless, my legs up in the air, a woman eating my pussy through the torn hole in my shorts. It was the hottest experience I’d ever had. Until Samara pulled her tongue out of my slippery hole and pulled my panties out of my ass crack, threading them over a butt cheek to hold them in place while her six-inch long tongue licked my pussy and asshole at the same time.

“Woah! Fuck!” I cried out at the unexpected and impossible feeling.

Her powerful jaw moved up and down, sliding her tongue through my pussy and ass crack at the same time, licking every sensitive area at once. I couldn’t get over how hot it felt. My swollen clit felt like it was going to burst with horniness, my asshole kept winking as it was tickled by the tip of Samara’s tongue, my gooey hole just kept leaking, producing stickiness for the lesbian temptress to spread all over me.

“Uhhhhhh,” the platinum-haired woman moaned with appreciation as her head moved up and down between my legs, rimming me while she ate my cunt.

I felt like a pressure cooker full of steam as the pleasure built inside me. Samara’s warm, wet tongue sliding over my pussy and asshole at the same time was an insane feeling. My abs tensed sporadically and my shimmering tits jiggled as she satiated herself with my nethers. I moaned shakily as the supernatural lesbian and I locked eyes while she consumed me.

The lid of the pressure cooker blew and I screamed out in ecstasy as an almighty orgasm shredded me like tissue paper. “OHHHHHH FUCK!” I cried out with a creased face as my hips bucked against Samara’s face, her tongue pressing against me hard, the tip of which continued to tickle my spasming butthole as I came.

She let out a monotonous groan of lust as my cum squirted against the flat of her tongue, shooting out to the sides of it as I undulated on the couch, waves of orgasmic bliss pulsating through me. My eyes watered as I was unable to look away from her fiery red gaze. I was locked in and on board for the ride. No one had ever made me cum that hard in my life.

My ass lowered back down onto the seat cushion as my ridiculous orgasm waned, and Samara curled her impossibly long tongue back into her mouth, smacking her lips in the process and moaning with satisfaction as she basked in my sex. I lay there, twitching with aftershocks, my eyes wide with a single tear escaping out of one of them. I just stared at the stunning supernatural lesbian between my legs, processing what just happened.

I couldn’t deny it. There was a part of me that loved lesbian sex. A big part. Being eaten out by Samara was the most intense experience of my life, and I lay there, silent and catatonic as I came to grips with my own lesbianism.

Samara grabbed me by my hips and pulled my comatose ass off the couch with her impossible strength. She might as well have been pulling a bag of feathers. I was nothing to her. Unable to stop her and not wanting to, I let myself slide off the couch and my butt landed with a thud on the floor in front of my seductress.

She began kissing me, and it took me a while to register what was happening. She just lightly kissed and sucked my lips until I awoke from my post-orgasm haze, the taste of my own pussy bringing me back to life. I returned her kiss and moaned into her mouth as our tongues met again, hers still sticky with my cum.

“You see how much fun girls can have together?” Samara asked softly, her breath stinging my nose with the flowery sweetness of my own pussy smell.

“Mmmm,” was all I could manage to reply as I sat there, my head still feeling a little dizzy, my eyes half-closed and my lips slightly pouted as I waited for Samara to kiss me again.

She giggled and gave me what I wanted, her slick mouth pressing against mine so that our tongues could swirl around each other again. I felt like I was on another plane of existence. It was like none of what was happening was real life, like a wonderful dream I never wanted to wake up from.

She peeled her lips off of me and leant over to whisper in my ear, “It’s your turn to try pussy for yourself.”

Shivers ran down my spine as I felt her hot breath on my ear, the words exciting me beyond measure. I looked up and gazed with wonder as Samara got to her feet with her perfect body, her incredible tits hanging from her chest and slightly swinging with her movements, her taut stomach with the outline of her abdominal muscles visible, her hairless pussy between her strong thighs just begging for a mouth. My mouth.

One by one, her knees made their way back onto the couch, only this time my head was pinned between them, as I leaned back on the seat cushion and awaited my sapphic destiny. The wicked temptress looked down at me with an eager expression while I basked in the scent of her snatch hovering just a few inches above my face. I breathed her in, inhaling her into my lungs, absorbing her sex into my bloodstream. I grabbed onto the tops of her thighs, practically salivating with thirst for her pussy.

“That’s a good girl,” Samara said softly as she lowered herself down onto my mouth.

The instant my lips touched her cunt, I knew it was for me. It was like a switch was flipped in my head. I opened my mouth and pressed the flat of my tongue against her velvety pinkness, letting all her flavor rest on my taste buds. I let out a sigh of satisfaction as the top of my spine tingled with pleasure, my head swimming with lust and my legs squirming on the floor. Samara tasted delicious, and I wanted all of her.

I licked her again and again, my enthusiastic tongue exploring her snatch as I wagged it left and right, moving my head to go up and down. I felt the topography of her pussy against me; her sticky hole, her neat lips, her swollen clit. I loved it all.

“Ohhhh, nothing feels better than a straight girl’s tongue on my pussy,” Samara cooed as she looked down at my face, the seductive lesbian having successfully turned me.

I pushed my tongue upwards into her creamy hole, finding more of her delicious nectar inside that I could scoop out and swallow. Samara moaned on top of me, her hips every so slightly bouncing up and down on my tongue.

“There really is nothing quite like lesbian sex, Shauna,” Samara continued as I swirled my tongue around inside her and hungrily lapped up her honey. “When it’s just girls, you can take your time with it. No one knows a woman’s body better than another woman. They know just how to tease it, how to taste it.”

I pulled my tongue out of her and made my way to her clit, nibbling on the horny nub and flicking my gooey tongue against it while the supernatural beauty continued.

“Nothing compares to the soft mouth of another woman consuming you, licking you all over, enjoying themselves while they do their best to please you. Do you like pleasing me, Shauna?”

“Uh-huh,” I said as I nodded my head with my tongue still hanging out, sliding it over Samara’s pink bean.

“It would really please me if you licked my ass. Would you do that for me?”

I hesitated for a second, still completely enthralled with having a mouthful of pussy. I’d never rimmed anyone before, the thought of it always seemed so dirty and wrong. But then again, the thought of having sex with women seemed wrong until I watched my best friend chowing down on Samara’s ass. I loved the feeling of her tongue on my back door, so I decided that on a night full of first time experiences, I might as well add eating ass to the list.

I licked through Samara’s pussy as I curled my tongue back into my mouth. “Okay,” I said, hesitant but willing.

My response brought a wide smile to Samara’s face, and she immediately dismounted me and changed the positions of her feet. I tilted my head and looked at her round, plump but firm ass, the next course of my sapphic meal. It seemed to move towards me in slow motion as the supernatural being started leaning back and bending slightly, her cheeks spreading naturally, her tiny, puckered asshole barely visible in the shadows between her rump. My heart beat faster in my chest as it came towards me, my mouth hanging open and glistening with cum like messily applied lipstick.

The first thing I felt was her ass cheeks pressing against those on my face, my mouth and chin perfectly slotting in between them. Instinctively, I reached out with a cautious tongue and found what I was looking for, feeling the rough skin of Samara’s asshole. I wasn’t as instantly addicted to it like I was pussy, but it wasn’t unpleasant, kind of like licking a penny. The sheer hotness and naughtiness of it though made up for any lack of taste.

I sighed through my nose onto Samara’s lower back as my shoulders relaxed. I loved the feeling of my face being buried between her butt cheeks. I licked her tiny opening and swirled my tongue around its rim, causing Samara to shiver with pleasure. I watched the muscles of her back contort as she tilted her head back and moaned with appreciation for the rimjob, the ends of her slick platinum hair tickling the nape of her neck.

That was when I really got into it. It was so hot seeing the reaction my mouth elicited from the sexy paranormal lesbian. I kissed her butthole like it was a mouth, stroking it with my tongue each time as my lips moved inwards through her crevice. The feeling of being smothered by her booty made me feel so hot while I rimmed her tiny little rosebud asshole.

“Ohhhh, fuck yes, Shauna,” she moaned as she started grinding her ass against my face while she played with her own pussy.

I groaned and huffed as I devoured her ass, feeling the same ecstatic highs that Rhi seemed to feel in the video I’d seen of her doing the same thing. It was so lewd, so wrong, so forbidden. I loved every second of it. My legs squirmed on the carpet, my saturated panties disheveled in the hole of my torn shorts, a wedgie against my own asshole which was still wet with Samara’s spit.

“Oh, shit!!!” Samara cried out as she came.

Her booty vibrated against my face, her tiny hole winking on the soft flesh of my tongue. I felt her warm cum dripping down onto my chest and tits, covering me with tiny dots of lesbian pleasure as the spectacular woman rode out of her orgasm. She whined monotonously throughout, her back arching sexily. I felt like a goddess giving her that amount of pleasure. It was as if I was as powerful as her. I loved it so fucking much.

Without warning, Samara pulled her ass away from my face and spun around, straddling my legs on the floor while she bent over and licked her own cum off my chest, her naughty tongue flicking against my nipples in the process. I just sat there with my head still pressed against the edge of the couch cushion, breathing out the intoxicating combination of pussy and ass into the air while my tits were licked.

Samara trailed her tongue up my chest and neck to find my mouth, ramming her tongue into me and sharing with me the delicious honey she’d licked off my breasts. The pair of us moaned into each other as we feverishly kissed, our hands running all over each other’s bodies as if we wanted to feel all of each other at once.

She rose to her feet and pulled me up with her. My legs were a little wobbly after everything I’d just experienced but I managed to keep myself up while Samara and I continued to kiss. She pulled the wedgied underwear out of my ass crack and pushed them down along with my ruined shorts, and I kicked the useless clothes to the side, finally being as naked as Samara had been from the moment she crawled into my living room.

The gorgeous, platinum haired woman stepped closer towards me, our naked bodies pressing against each other as she slid one of her legs between mine, the act causing me to do the same. Following her lead, the two of us bent at the knees ever so slightly and our pussies both found the thigh of the other girl. I shimmied my hips to get my pussy lips to spread, pressing my sensitive pinkness against her porcelain skin.

We continued to make out passionately, our mouths wide as our tongues went deep. Our breasts squished together while we gently gyrated ourselves against each other’s legs, finding a wonderful friction on the thigh of our lover. The feeling of her wet pussy against the skin of my thigh was so fucking sexy. I could feel her lust, her ever-hungry cunt threatening to burn a hole into my leg with how hot she was.

We moaned and undulated, and I tweaked my clit against her strong thigh, rubbing it and loving being in the arms of another woman. Samara was wrapped around me, and one of her hands dropped to my ass, her palm against my rump, her middle finger burrowing between my cheeks. I felt the pressure of the tip of her finger against my back door, still wet with saliva from my earlier rimjob, Samara massaging the naughty hole and offering to turn my exit into an entrance.

“Please, just do it,” I whispered, completely lost in lust as I grinded myself against her.

Samara smiled and pushed herself into me. I drew in a deep breath as my asshole reactively tightened around her digit. I’d never felt so fucking naughty in my whole life. It felt so good being penetrated by her while we fucked each other’s thighs.

She pushed herself further in, all the way to the knuckle, and I loved the feeling of having something in my asshole. It elevated my pleasure to new heights. I was powerless to stop myself from cumming.

I screamed with pleasure for the second time that night, my body writhing in Samara’s arms as I came onto her leg. It seemed to cause a chain reaction in her, because she did the same. The pair of us created slick slides of cum down each other’s thighs, our sex drizzling all the way down to our knees as we came together, my butthole spasming around her invasive finger.

As the pair of us came down from the heights of our respective orgasms, Samara slid herself out of my ass, and with a lewd wet sound we peeled our pussies off each other’s thighs. I looked at her with wide eyes, somehow sensing that our time together was over, feeling like a completely changed person.

“So, do you think you’ll continue to have lesbian sex?” Samara asked, a naughty grin on her face.

“Uh-huh,” I nodded my head slowly, knowing my life would never be the same.

“Then my work here is done,” she said, leaning in for one more sweet kiss before she turned around and walked back towards the TV.

I couldn’t help but stare at her messy pussy and ass as she crawled back inside, so sticky with saliva and cum from where I’d willingly put my mouth. The thought of it was crazy to me. I’d just eaten a girl’s cunt, I’d licked her butthole, it was like my world was opened up to all new possibilities.

When Samara was returned to the white backdrop inside the TV, she turned around and blew me a kiss. “Goodbye, Shauna,” she said before the TV suddenly turned off by itself.

I was plunged into darkness, the taste of pussy and ass in my mouth, my thigh slick with girl drool, my own snatch still singing with the wonderful afterglow of an orgasm. I stood there for a moment, trying to decide if what just happened was real. There certainly was plenty of evidence that it was.

I fell back onto the couch and picked up my phone. I had to message Rhi. My relationship with my best friend of so many years was about to change. My pussy thrummed at the thought and I smacked my lips before I smiled, basking in the flavors of lesbian sex that lingered in my mouth. There would be plenty more for me to taste from then on. I’d been turned.

THE END
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