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I WANNA EAT THAT PUSSY








My relationship with my coworker Ace was inappropriate from day one. We started working together at 8am on a Monday and by noon we were flirting openly with one another. The dialogue between us in training was heavily inappropriate. So inappropriate people were staring, and the trainer separated us. But we didn’t care. Our chemistry was intense, explosive, and immediate. And just because the old cow training us had separated us; it didn’t stop us from talking. We had exchanged phone numbers at 915.







Ace was female. Ace was older. Ace was also a lesbian. That intrigued me. I had never had a woman directly come on to me before, and I appreciated her hutzpah. Ace was in a long-term relationship, and I was married (we discussed our relationship status not long after she inquired about my bra size), but we didn’t let that deter us from getting to know one another better. Everything just kind of progressed from there.







We talked and texted all day, even during the rest of our training. It continued when we were officially on the work floor. We gossiped about coworkers and how much we hated our boss but most of our conversation was illicit. She talked endlessly about the size of my boobs and how she loved seeing me face to face but loved walking me walk away even more, because my ass jiggle was intoxicating.







She insisted she dreamed about me every night and thought about me every time she was intimate with her girlfriend. I didn’t know what to make of that. Then one day, she asked me.







“Have you ever had a girl eat you out before?”







I held my breath and took my turn answering her. Not because I was turned off or didn’t know what to say. I had been expecting it. I didn’t know why it had taken her a full month to broach that subject. She could’ve asked me the first day we’d met, and I would’ve probably said yes.







“No,” I quietly confessed. “I haven’t.”







“Ever thought about it?”







“Not really,” I lied. Of course, I had. But only since I’d met her. She didn’t need to know that though.







“Oh,” she soberly said. I could tell she was disappointed in my answer, but I wasn’t changing it.







I smiled. “Why?” I pressed.







She paused for a long time before answering. “I think about eating your pussy,” she carefully said. “A lot.”







I smiled hard and squirmed on my bed. I was lying down. Naked. “Oh.”







“I want to eat your pussy so bad,” she sighed. “I hope it doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable hearing that.”







Why was my heart beating so hard and fast? “No,” I honestly admitted. “It doesn’t.”







She paused again. “So, what do you think about that?”







“About what?” I asked, playing dumb.







“Me eating your pussy.”







“Well… I don’t know. I mean, you’re involved. I’m married.”







“Yet we flirt and text each-other all day,” she sarcastically said. “Sometimes you send me pictures in your bra and panties.”







I bashfully grinned. I sure did. Readily and unapologetically. “Okay. But that’s different from actually doing something.”






“Is it?”







“Besides, you’re older than me. Much older.”







“So?” she snapped. She sounded very offended. “That doesn’t stop you from flirting back or sending those sexy pictures.”







I uneasily moved on the bed. “That’s harmless.”







“Okay Jayla.”







I honestly didn’t know where to go with this. I wanted her to eat my pussy something terrible. But there would be no turning back after that. Where would we go from there? What if things got awkward at work? Even worse, what if she wasn’t good at eating pussy? That would suck ass.







“Why do you want to eat my pussy?”







“Are you serious? Cause you fine as fuck. And I love your body, but you already know that. I’m obsessed with the size of your titties. Besides, you look like you got some good pussy.”







I crookedly smiled and sat up in the bed, thankful that my husband was out with friends and not at home. “My husband says I do.”







“Well, you need to let me see for myself.”







“Well… What about your girlfriend?”







“What about her?”







I threw my legs over the bed and stood up. I gasped when I almost collapsed to the floor. My legs were shaky as hell. This chick had me shook. “I mean… where would we do it at?”







“I could get us a room. We could skip work tomorrow.”







I struggled to walk to the bathroom. “But we’re still on probation.”







“Come on Jayla, cut it out. Are you going to let me eat your pussy or not? We can work out the details when you agree to let me eat you.”







I swallowed hard, fighting temptation; then giving in to it. I heavily sat down on my toilet stool and put my face in my hand. I felt like I was having a panic attack. I couldn’t understand why I was so nervous. Why I kept hemming and hawing. I knew what I wanted. She knew what I wanted. So why did I keep hesitating and fighting it? Fighting myself?







“Are you afraid?” she asked.







I lifted my hips to pull my panties off. My entire body flushed with heat as I thought about Ace pulling them off while I sat there. She could open me wide, spread my pussy open, and…







I ignored the rest and peed. “No,” I unconvincingly said.







“Then how about it? No one has to know but us.”







“Just one time?”







“Hell no. Especially if it’s good. I know I’m going to want more. Especially if that pussy is as pretty and good as I think it is. And trust, you will too. I wreak havoc on some pussy.”







My pussy jumped at those words.







“How you like your pussy ate?” she abruptly asked.







I rubbed my head and panted. “What?”







“How you like someone to eat your pussy? Sloppy and loud? Or slow and sexy?”







I tightly shrugged like she could see me. “I don’t know. All I guess.”







“Do you make a lot of noise?”







I snickered, thinking about how when my husband and I were dating, his neighbor on the other side of his apartment would bang on the wall because I was too loud. “Too much noise.”







“Yes! I love that shit.” She paused. “You shave your pussy?”







I squirmed on the seat. My pussy was so wet and getting wetter with each passing second. I wanted this more than I wanted oxygen. “No.”







“Good. I do love a hairy pussy. So, when are we doing this?”







“I haven’t said yes yet.”







“You haven’t said no either.”







I hemmed and hawed again, rocking back and forth on the toilet seat.







“Come on Jayla, say yes. You know you want me to eat that pussy.”







I refused to say anything. Even if it happened, I could always lie and say I didn’t verbally agree to it. She could just tell me when and where, and I would just show up.







“I want to suck them titties too. I want to pour honey on them and suck it off.”







I swallowed a moan creeping up my throat. Why did the thought of that almost make me cum right there? God help me.







“And I want to eat out your chunky ass too. I just want explore all the sexy parts of your body.”







I spoke before I could stop myself. “When you trying to do this?”







“Weren’t you listening? I said tomorrow.”







I gnawed my lip, thinking about my husband. No one else had eaten my pussy since we’d gotten married or been anywhere near it for that matter. “Let me think about it.”







“We’re skipping work tomorrow,” she brusquely said. “I want to eat your pussy, and I’m going to eat it.”








“I don’t get a say?”







“You said yes when you didn’t say no.”







The hotel was thirty minutes outside the city limits. That’s how paranoid I was. I wanted to limit the possibility of us getting caught as much as possible. Ace got there before me and texted me the room number. I sat in the car for the longest before I went in. I had a lot of hesitation. This was my first time cheating. Ever. And it was with a woman – a woman almost twenty-five years older than me. My body was tense with sexual anticipation, but I was still nervous as fuck, because I didn’t know what to expect. I’d heard women were the best when it came to eating pussy… But what if my experience was bad?







I slightly jumped when my phone chirped with a text. It was her.







Are you here?







I took my time answering her.
 Yes. I’ll be up in a sec.







Hurry up. I want to eat that pussy so bad. My mouth is literally watering. Bring that pussy to me.







I’m coming.







You will be
 .
 Endlessly.







I had to smile at that. The woman was years older and like most older people, particularly men, she had swagger and wasn’t corny or awkward. She was straight to the point. I liked and appreciated that.







I’m sure,
 I texted back.







My phone chirped again, and I almost swallowed my tongue. This time it was my husband.







What time did you say you were getting off today?







I twisted my mouth in regret. I’d lied to him. Kent and I had a pretty honest marriage, and we made it a point to not lie to each-other about anything. I’d told him I was working overtime and would be out most of the day. He believed me, because he had no reason not to.







Probably not before 11
 , I answered back.







It was 9am now. I didn’t know how long Ace and I would be holed up in that room. If it was as good as I imagined and as she’d promised, both of us might not want to leave.







Okay
 , he answered back.
 I’m going to turn in early then
 .
 I’ll leave your dinner in the microwave. Love you baby
 .







Love you more
 .







I’m sorry I’m getting ready to give a horny, older lesbian your pussy honey
 .







I swore I couldn’t help it. Curiosity had gotten the best of me and my kitty. Hopefully it wouldn’t kill the cat or me.







Whatever guilt or hesitation I felt abated as soon as I stepped through the hotel room door. It was on and popping as soon as the door closed. Ace was immediately on me like white on rice. Our kiss was long, deep, and unusually passionate. It was like we’d been kissing for years. We kissed for I don’t know how long. Her hands were all over me. I tentatively touched her. I wasn’t used to touching women, and it wasn’t like she had a slew of curves. She was straight, like a tree. No hips, no tits, nothing. But that was okay. I was there for my pleasure, not hers.







The sexual energy between us was uber strong. It was like it was seeping through the walls. And when she stopped kissing me to take that honey out her backpack… I had worn a dress that barely covered my ass and sexy black lace bra and panties. She had everything but the panties off of me in seconds. She was momentarily distracted by the size and beauty of my titties, but she quickly recovered. I was spellbound as she poured the honey all over my titties. She then rubbed it in, slowly. Then she commenced to sucking and licking it off.







“Hold your titties,” she growled through her teeth. “Squeeze them together.”







I shakily did as I was told. I was so ready for what this older woman was about to do to me.







My head was thrown back, my mouth was dropped open, and I sexily panted as she started sucking my titties again. It felt so good; far better than I imagined it would. This woman knew her way around titties, I tell you. She took her time, sucking them slow in a push and pull motion with her mouth. Her mouth cupped and squeezed my throbbing pussy as she did. The sounds coming from my mouth didn’t even sound like me. I was out of my mind for this lesbian and her wicked mouth fucking. She sucked titties like some men ate pussy. Watching her suck and lick that honey off my titties was… Life-altering. I’m not even being melodramatic when I say that. I felt like I was having an out of body experience.







The push and pull of her mouth on my titties were excruciatingly slow and sexy. Her tender caress on my pussy had my body tight with desire. I put my head up to watch her mouth on me, and I nearly exploded at the sight. Her perfect full lips enveloped my titties and nipples perfectly.







“Oh God,” I softly croaked.







“Mmm-hmm,” was her response. She was completely focused. She didn’t break contact with my titties or come up for air once. Like men before her, she desperately tried to fit the whole titty in her mouth. It was nothing doing, but I appreciated her effort.







“I love these titties,” she purred. She softly kissed them and paused to look up at me. She stuck out her long tongue and made sure I could see her swirl her tongue around them.







My forehead pinched with yearning as I watched her. She stabbed my nipples with her tongue then loudly sucked them before stabbing them again.







“Uh,” I vulnerably cried out. I was weak in the knees. I opened my legs to give her hand better access to my pussy.







“Mmm, yes,” she said, rubbing it harder.







“Oh my God.”







Her eyes closed against the weight of her pleasure. She began sucking my titties again. I bumped my chest back and forth against her face like a slut that wasn’t married. I hadn’t even thought of my husband, poor guy. Kent was at home making dinner for me, and I was in a hotel room with my lesbian coworker who was old enough to be my mother, letting her have her way with me. And I was enjoying it!







I sensuously moved my hips around in circles to follow her commanding hand. That seemed to light a fire inside of her. She began sucking my tits harder and faster, sucking them so hard the veins on the side of her head popped out.







“Oh Ace!”







“Mmm-hmmm!” she encouraged, slurping indecently on my globes.







My knees buckled. “Hah! Hah!”







She stopped playing with my pussy and held my tits together, rapidly licking my nipples and sending me into a frenzy. She aggressively pulled my body back and forth against her as she sucked, moaning so deep she sounded like a man.







I liked that. Her titty sucking felt so good I almost nutted then. But then she abruptly stopped and turned me to the bed.







“Get on your hands and knees,” she darkly commanded.







I didn’t need to be told what to do twice. I climbed up on that bed, pressed my fists against the sheets, got on my knees, and gaped my legs open. I stuck my ass back and stuck it up high, waiting. I struggled to catch my breath. My heart was beating so hard I wondered if she could hear it.







My lips pressed tightly together in a smothered moan as she put her hand between my legs and rubbed on my panties. She rubbed my pussy up and down, applying pressure. She moved it around in circles and allowed her finger to graze against my clit.







“Ohhhhhhh,” I said, bumping back against her hand.







My body corded tight with unhinged pleasure when she smacked me hard on the ass. It was almost too hard and unnecessary. But so necessary. She smacked it again, and I felt a trickle of moisture eep out my panties and drizzle down my thigh. She smacked it again, and I trembled. Literally trembled. What was this old lesbian doing to me?







Her finger eased in the side of panties and began tickling my folds.







“Oh my God,” I whined, on the verge of tears. Why did that feel so good?







She stroked the walls of my pussy; then applied pressure to my clit. I gasped when she pushed my chest down on the bed and held me down.







“Stay down for me just like that. Just like a good girl,” she muttered from behind me.







I did just that.
 Okay Mommy. I’ll be your good girl
 .







She eased one of her fingers in my pussy and began gently thrusting it in and out. My fingers curled in the sheets. She inserted another finger, and my fingers formed into fists. Her thumb roamed my clit in dizzying circles, and my eyes crossed. I reached beneath me to put my had at the top of my panties. My fat ass moved back and forth against her, and I enjoyed the feel of her hard lower torso against it.







“Oh baby,” I moaned. “Oh baby. Oh baby.”







Her fingers moved faster. My mouth dropped open in stunned pleasure. “Uh! Uh!”







She smacked my ass with her free hand, and I yelped. She kept smacking it as she fingered and tortured me. I was seconds away from coming. I was going to explode hard as hell for sure.







“Your pussy feels so good Jayla,” she grumbled from behind me. “Nice, wet, fat, juicy pussy.”







“Ace!”







“Cum for me baby. Cum for Ace like a good girl.”







I exploded on a roar. The orgasm stampeded through my body, stopping and restarting my heart, short-circuiting my brain, and paralyzing my limbs. My pussy spasmed and squirted against her fingers. She moved them deeper, and I erupted again, sitting up.







“Get your ass back down on that bed,” she barked.







Weak, I literally collapsed. She kept playing in my pussy and wouldn’t stop. And then one of her fingers was in my ass.







“Holy shiiiiiiiiiiit,” I murmured. “Oh baby.”







“That’s a good girl. That’s a good girl. You ready for me to stop?”







“I can’t take this.”







“Yes, you can.”







“Keep going.”







“I would even if you tried to stop me pretty.” She pulled her drenched fingers out of my pussy. Seconds later, I could hear her sucking them. That made my pussy jump around erratically. Jesus, she was going to kill me. And she hadn’t even started eating my pussy yet.







My head drooped forward when she reached around me and easily pulled me up and back against her chest. I was still on my knees with my legs gaped open. I laid my head against her shoulder and turned my head, in search of her lips. She kissed me, rubbing my pussy on top of my panties. My hand touched hers. Not really assisting, just sitting there. Her other hand came up to rub on my titties. I sighed inside her mouth, and our kiss deepened, becoming nasty. Our tongues wrestled and rolled over one another. My breathing was shallow and erratic, along with hers.







She rubbed my pussy up and down in toe-curling strokes. My hand left hers to touch her on the side of her head. It dropped helplessly. My body went limp and lowered to the bed. She pulled me back up against her, tight, continuing her perusal of my desperate pussy.







We continued to kiss as she caressed, stroked, and explored me. Her hand teased both of my titties in turn, pulling and twisting on my nipples.







She bit on my lips and tickled my bottom lip with her tongue. “You ready for me to eat this pussy?” she whispered, pausing her hand.







Trembling, I simply nodded.







I whimpered when her titty exploring hand left my titties to grip the side of my panties. She lazily pulled them down with both hands and pushed me forward to ease them down my legs and off my feet.







She slapped my ass and jiggled it as I remained on my stomach. She kept doing that and it secretly drove me insane. I groaned while she assaulted my ass. My eyes were half closed and my fingers were moving on the bed.







“Augh!” I screamed when she began eating out my ass. She held my cheeks tight and fucked me with her tongue, in and out my ass hole. My eyes rolled back, and my teeth tightly clenched together. The last time someone had eaten out my ass was in high school (yes, high-school) and that experience, though shocking, had been nice, but Ace… Ace was just a god damn ass-eating connoisseur.







She moved her tongue in and out my ass at warp speed, yanking her head. I reached back in search of her face, but my arms were too short. Before I could fully grasp or enjoy the experience, she was stopping. I wanted to strangle her.







“Turn over and move to the top of the bed,” I heard her say.







I was weak, and it took effort, but I managed to do so.







“Turn over and open your legs to me. Wide.”







Desperate, I laid on my back and butterflied my legs out, my feet touching in a heart shape. She stayed at the bottom of the bed, watching me with me a smirk. She stared into my eyes then her eyes took their time drifting them down my body, lingering on my breasts, smiling again at my flat, taut stomach, and lusting at my open pussy.







She licked her lips. “Damn, that thing is pretty. And that bush is cut nice and low, just like I like it.”







A smile teased the corner of my lips. I reached down to play with the hair on my pussy. “You like bush?”







“I’ll be honest. If you didn’t have bush, my mouth would go nowhere near you.”







My smile faltered. “Wow.”







“Lucky for you, you do.” She walked around to the side of the bed, dragging her hand along the edge of the bed. She grabbed my foot and lifted my leg up high. I watched in fascination as she put my toes in her mouth, one by one, and sucked, caressing the inside of my thigh. My hands clenched behind my head.







She watched me as she continued to suck and tease my thigh with the tips of her fingers. “Mmmm,” she groaned, sucking harder.







Our eyes continued to hold one another as she reached for other own foot and attended to those toes as well. I thanked God I had washed my entire body. My toes had been painted a vampy red the week before.







I never knew someone sucking your toes and playing with your thighs could feel so good.







The bed slightly creaked when she climbed on the it, situating herself between my thighs. She held both feet up to her lips and stuffed all ten toes in her mouth.







“Ahhhh,” I surprisingly cried out.







She released my feet and bent my legs back out, placing them back on the bed. She scooted back to give herself space; then laid down on her stomach. Her hands gripped my open thighs. Her face was right at my pussy.







“Aren’t you going to get undressed?” I shakily asked.




“Not necessary,” she breezily insisted. “This is all about you. Besides, you’re not trying to see me naked. Are you?” She knowingly smirked at me.







I refused to answer.







I held my breath as she lowered her face to my pussy. She stuck out her tongue, watching me. It hovered just above my pussy.







“Ace,” I begged. “Don’t tease me. Please.”







Still watching me, her tongue ran up the length of my pussy.







“Huhhhhhhhh,” I gasped, lifting my head and arching my hips.







She paused and stopped, grinning crookedly at me. I wanted to kill her for stopping. “Oh,” she said. “I forgot to ask. Sloppy or slow?”







“What?” I snapped.







“Sloppy…” She put her face to my pussy and demonstrated. I almost jumped off the bed. “Or slow?” She ran her tongue up and down my length again, painfully slow.







“Oh, I don’t know,” I incoherently mumbled. “They both feel so good.”







“Ladies’ choice.”







I opened my legs wider to her. “Lady says stop talking and put your face in that pussy.”







She menacingly chuckled and lowered her head back to my pulsating pussy, licking me nice and slow.







“Ohhhhh yes,” I sighed.







She trailed her tongue around my pussy, stuck her tongue deep in me, and trailed her tongue again. She ran it up and down my pussy; then along the outside of my cunt, tickling my hairs. I lifted my head to look down at her and was immediately obsessed with watching her face in my cat. I loved how she looked when she ate me. Like she was all into me. Like my pussy had the best taste in the world. It was a mixture of naughty, wicked, and lustful.







She ran her hands up and down the length of my thighs; then put her forearms beneath my butt. She reached up to place her hands at the top of my pussy and spread me open, licking and moaning nastily.







“You taste so good,” she growled.







I watched her tongue go round and round and round inside of me. I watched her rapt, my breathing sharp and choppy. She buried her face inside of me again and released a long, dirty moan. Her face was pressed so tight to my snatch I could hear her breathing. What a sinfully erotic sound.







“Oh Ace. Oh Ace.”







My toes clenched and unclenched tightly. My hands formed into fists. My head moved back and forth on the bed. My hips winded against her face. I gasped when she placed two of her fingers inside me and steadily moved them in and out. I moved my hips slightly faster, keeping up with her.







“Mmmm-hmmm!” she groaned, pushing her face tighter against my bush.







The tingling sensations roaring through me at the touch of her hands and mouth had my head spinning. What she was doing to me felt beyond good and incomparable to anything I had ever experienced before. My husband and his prepared meal briefly popped in my head, and I shooed them both back out.







Damn you, conscience. Fuck you! Take that shit somewhere else! I am getting mine! For as long as this old broad and my greedy pussy wants it. Kent name will be fine. What he don’t know won’t hurt him and what I’m doing now is definitely helping me.







Lust prickled my skin like goosebumps at the sound of the hypnotic moans raining from Ace’s punishing lips. Her fingers moved in and out of me like she owned me. Her entire mouth consumed my pussy like it was hers. And it was in that moment.







My ass lifted off the bed. My hands cradled my breasts. I moved my pussy more aggressively against her face.







“Goddamn baby!” she mumbled from between my legs.







“Oh, that feels so good, that feels so good, that feels so good! Oh Ace! Ace! Oh baby! Oh baby!”







She sucked harder on my snatch and I sat halfway up on my elbows, watching intensely. “Ohhhhh. Ohhhhh. Ohhhhh. Ohhhhh.”







She lapped my pussy like a dog; then shoved another finger deep inside me. All three tickled my G-spot.







“Jesus Christ!” I screamed, arching even higher.







The strength of my lower body had her torso sitting up and her head almost upright. She used her other hand to steady herself on the bed. Her head bounced around and moved with the wild circling of my hips.







I reached down and gripped her dreads, moving her head in the direction I wanted her to go. She allowed me to have control. For a moment.







My hips winded even faster against her. My mouth dropped open at the delicious sight of her face shaking furiously back and forth in my pussy. My screams reached fever pitch as I moved closer to my breaking point.







“Oh, I’m going to cum,” I whimpered. “I’m going to cum Ace! I’m going to cum! Make me cum baby! Make me cum!”







Finger number four entered my sacred space, and I shattered. My legs trembled mercilessly, and my upper body dropped forcibly to the bed, spasming like crazy. I pulled harder on her dreads, screaming her name as I came multiple times and squirted in her mouth.







She sloppily licked and slurped up every ounce of juice and cream her hungry mouth could consume, alternating between laughing darkly and moaning with unhinged excitement. I kept screaming, cursing, and calling her name. I whimpered so hard, I sounded like I was crying.







Do you think she had mercy on me and stopped? Hell no. And I didn’t want her to.







My older coworker kept right on eating. She took her lecherous fingers out of my spasming pussy and pushed my thighs further apart, holding them down and open.







Thank God for flexibility.







She savored my dripping wet pussy like it was a full-course meal. She indulged herself, almost arrogantly. She knew she was fantastic, and I wasn’t going to make her stop. She could keep eating that pussy for as long as she wanted.







I gritted my teeth as her tongue whipped around my coochie like a blender. I loved when she swirled and winded her tongue. It felt almost as good as the sucking and slurping. But when she slurped… My toes curled so tightly they caught cramps.







“Oh my God,” I sighed.







My eyes focused on her aging like a fine wine face, and I ran her fingers over it. She was alpha as fuck, but her skin was nice and soft like mine. She rapidly ran her tongue over my clit; then firmly sucked it. I placed my hands at the top of my pussy and kept my eyes on her. She opened hers and looked at me. They were fiery and bright with lust.







She raked her fingers through my coarse pussy hair, keeping her eyes on me. I couldn’t avert my eyes away from hers if I tried. She kept moaning, as did I.







“I
 love
 your pussy,” she muttered. “I love this
 puss
 y!”







“Oh Accccccceeee…”







“You love how I eat your pussy?” Ace nuzzled her nose against my clit and smiled when my thighs trembled against her ears. “Hmm?”






I nodded breathlessly.







She lazily ran her tongue up and down my pussy and sucked my clit. “You love what I’m doing to this pussy?” She gave it a loud kiss.







My breath hitched in my throat. “Mmm-hmm.”







“You like this older woman eating your pussy?” She put her entire mouth on my pussy and breathed into it.







“Jesus Christ!” I shrieked.







“I said, do you like this older woman eating your pussy?”







I was so turned on, I couldn’t speak. I simply nodded again.







“You like me eating this good pussy even though you’re married?”







I should’ve been turned off by that. I should’ve thrown her off me and made a beeline for the door. I should’ve put a stop to everything and rushed home to my husband.







Should’ve. Would’ve. Could’ve.







No.







“You like having a woman eat this gushing wet pussy even though you’re married, don’t you?” She flicked her tongue against my clit fast. “You like seeing a woman’s face in this pretty bush.”







I didn’t mind all the chit chat. I loved someone speaking dirty to me, especially when they knew how to do it effectively and correctly. Kent tried, but it was always so awkward and unnatural when he did it. But she?







She was so damn good at it. “Oh my God Ace.”







And good knows this woman could eat some pussy. The ways she slurped on my twat… Those wet, slushy sounds had me mentally drunk.







My body strummed with wild ecstasy when she lifted my legs in the air and spread them. She began fucking me hard with her tongue.







My head moved up and down looking at her. I couldn’t be still. My body wouldn’t stop moving. My feet flexed up and down. “Hah,” I cried out. “Hah. Hah. Hah.”







She began playing with my titties and pulling aggressively on my nipples.







“Ahhh. Ahhh. Awwww. Awwwwwww…. Awww…”







Her hands crawled all over me. Her tongue fucked me faster and harder, going deeper and deeper. I was so wet it sounded like she was drinking my pussy at that point. I screamed so hard my throat hurt. I half-laughed and half-cried when she lifted my ass high up in the air; then, while holding my ass up with her hands, she began wildly eating my pussy and my ass. My coworker was going off and showing my pussy and fat ass love and hate at the same time. Head shaking, moving, yanking… Tongue wiggling, flicking, and licking… Lips kissing and caressing…







I lost count of how many times I came after that.







Later, I was doing something I never thought I’d ever do. I was riding the chick. I was hoping up and down on her bare pussy like it was a ten-inch dick. I was riding her pussy like her pussy was a stallion and I was her equestrian. I leaned over her body and rode her sideways with my titties in her face, gulping, gasping, panting, and crying out. She talked dirty to me like I was the sexiest mother fucker in the world
 and
 the world’s biggest slut. I loved that dichotomy. She made me feel unhinged, immoral, out of control, dirty, and twisted, and I loved showcasing that side of me.







I’d camouflaged a lot of who I was as a sexual being while being married to my husband, but Ace was allowing me to play all of that out. I had no inhibitions or shame; I wasn’t worried about how I looked or what she thought. I only cared that she wanted me and had no fear about showing how much.







I never imagined it would feel so good to rub my pussy against another woman’s pussy. The friction of the hair on my pussy and her bald one had me wanting to crawl out of my skin. Every nerve in my body was in flames. It felt so unbelievably amazing. I was determined to not let this be the last time I gave her some pussy. Oh no. I was giving it up as many times as I could after this.







I whimpered as Ace began hungrily sucking my bouncing titties. I grinded my pussy against hers harder, using the pillows for balance.







“Look at your sexy pussy Jayla,” she smirked. “Look at that pussy giving it to me so good. Look how sexy your pussy looks against mine. Watch our pussies Jayla.”







I did and what I saw made me cum instantly. I collapsed on top of her, too weak to hold myself up any longer. She kept me moving, gripping my hips and moving them up and down on top of her. I just lay there and let her have her way. Her tireless mouth swooped my titties up and sucked them obsessively.







Both of us were breathing hard. When her tongue wasn’t wrestling my titties, it was wrestling mine. Electricity soared through every orifice of my body. Nothing on Planet Earth was supposed to feel this good. It wasn’t fair to individuals who had never experienced it. Oh well. At least I was.







“Move that pussy Jayla,” Ace rasped against my lips. “Move that pussy. Give it to me baby, give it to me.”







I bounced my ass up and down against hers with youthful energy. “Yes! Yes Jayla! Move that pussy!
 Move that pussy
 !”







I looked over my shoulder at my ass, fascinated by what I saw. “Oh my God,” I grunted. “Oh my God, this is ridiculous.”







“This is what happens when you’re sexy as hell with a body made for corruption,” she teased in my ear. “You make someone like me give your pussy the business.”







“Keep giving it to me Ace. Keep giving it to me please.”







When we came together moments later, it was magic.







Later, I was getting dressed and that mask of impropriety and shameless immorality had worn off. I was feeling shy, too afraid to look at her. I felt like words were stuck in my throat. I wanted to ask for more – for us to hook up again and soon – but I didn’t want to look greedy. Or thirsty.







She watched me with an air of supreme confidence (she had every reason to be arrogant) as she slipped her boxers over her flat bottom. Her lips quirked up with a knowing smile. “What’s on your mind?” she softly asked.







I took a while answering her. “Can I get it again?” I shyly asked, with my eyes cast downward.







Ace slipped her t-shirt over her head and pulled it down. She walked over to me and gave me a soft, lingering kiss on the lips. My body immediately heat up, and I responded, slipping her my tongue. She groaned and pulled me close, groping my ass.







“Baby, you can get it as many times as you want it.”







She began kissing me again, and I put my arms around her neck, pressing my body tightly against hers.







“Things are not going to be weird at work, are they?” I asked when we finally pulled away from each-other.







“Not on my end.”







“I don’t feel right about cheating. But…”







“But you don’t want us to stop.”







I shook my head no.







“Fine then we won’t.”







She possessively ran her lips across mine, and I weakly moaned. “I want you to eat me again, but I have to go home.”







“Such as it is.”







“Can we do this again tomorrow? After work?”







“We can get a Day Use room. I’ll reserve it tonight.”







“I’ll tell him I got a membership at the gym.”







“I’ll tell her I’m working overtime.”







I stupidly grinned up at her and hugged her. “I can’t wait until tomorrow.”







She fondled my ass again. “Tomorrow, I’ll use my strap.”







I leaned back and looked up at her, frowning. “Your strap. What’s that?”







She gave me a smile that didn’t quite reach her lips. “You’ll see.”
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